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I SPENT THREE HOURS crying in her bed.  

She was right there, snoring beside me, yet I couldn’t get past the gnawing sensation that she’d never be mine, not entirely.  Her house was full of meaningful knick-knacks and mementoes, little reminders of a marriage that, in my mind, would never cease to exist.  Was there really room for me?

There were photographs everywhere, in every room.  Why so goddamn many photographs?  Why did I have to look at them?  Or, better yet, why couldn’t I see past them?  I’m the girl who’s sleeping in her bed, the girl she chats with every night, the girl she pulls into the shower with her, and that’s all that matters.  I tried to comfort myself with those thoughts, but I guess I savoured my sadness too much.  There were certain things neither of us would release—Danielle had her pictures, I had my pain.

Danielle had told me many times that I was being juvenile, and I knew she was right, but I could never reconcile my emotions.  “I don’t know why you let things get to you,” she often said.  “Let my actions speak for me.”  

But I only saw her inactions.  I only saw the photographs still hanging on the wall.

That’s why I booked the couples’ package in Niagara Falls, complete with king-size bed, in-room Jacuzzi tub, and a dozen red roses.  We still had a few more days we’d committed to spending together, and I just couldn’t stand another night in her bed, haunted by those all-too-real pictures of a ghost marriage.  Instead, I would whisk my girl off on a surprise getaway for two.  Perfect.

I guess I could have told this story as a sickly sweet romance with me as the gallant sugar mama.  It still would have been objectively true, but it wouldn’t have been the complete and unadulterated truth.  If I’m going for honesty I might as well go all the way, even if the reality makes me seem immature and a little bit crazy.

You should have seen her face when I announced the trip.  I’d never seen her so ecstatic.  She rushed to fetch her suitcase and I sat on the bed while she rifled through her closet, holding outfits up against her body.  “I wonder if this still fits... Oooh, a cleavage dress!”

For the first time since I’d arrived at this house I was never comfortable in, I felt happy and hopeful.  Danielle’s joy gave me that gift.

“Where are you taking me for dinner?” she asked.

“The Brazilian steakhouse.”

Her eyes lit up.  “That place is expensive!”

Everything was expensive, but there was only one perfect response to that statement: “Anything for my girl.”

We arrived in Niagara just after noon and took a walk by the Falls.  The weather was mild for January in Canada, cottonball snowflakes melting as they hit the pavement. When the breeze turned cool, I led my girlfriend the amateur photographer to the horticultural centre so she could practice her hobby on bright tropical plants.

This whole trip might have been spur of the moment, but I knew Danielle well enough to plot adventures she would appreciate.  Her happiness was truly my greatest joy, though she’d probably tell you my greatest joy was getting laid.  Maybe we were both right.

When we went back to the hotel to dress for dinner, Danielle admired the blood-red roses I’d organized for the room.  I wanted to be the only person in the world who’d ever bought her roses, and it was a strange source of anguish that I couldn’t change the past to make that true.  I wanted to.  I wanted to wipe out her history, but all I could do was give her roses and steak dinners and jewellery and hotel stays, and hope to one day supersede everything that came before me.

If I hadn’t already.

I threw on the best outfit I’d brought and then sat on the ledge of the Jacuzzi tub, watching my girlfriend meticulously applying her makeup.  Every time, I felt like a kid again.  It was like watching my mother get ready for her office’s Christmas parties back in the day.  The dusty rose scent of loose powder brought back a lost sort of magic.

Danielle put on a necklace I hadn’t bought her, and I hated how much that irked me.  Wasn’t it enough that she was wearing not one but two rings I’d given her?  Did I need to dress her like a child, pick out jewels from among those I’d purchased?  Hell, maybe I could just own her outright and keep her in a cage.  Then I’d never have to feel jealous.  

The woman I loved had a past.  I needed to accept that, or we’d fall apart.  I could feel us tearing at the seams already.

“Well?” she asked, doing a little turn.  “How do I look?”

I’d told her a hundred times she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, but she never took my compliments to heart.  In that low-cut black dress, she took my breath away.  I didn’t even get a chance to plant my face between her boobs before she was reaching around me for her coat, saying, “Come on! We’re already late for dinner.”

Dinner!  Now that she was dressed to the nines, all I wanted to eat was her.

But Brazilian steak was a close second.  The meal was delicious and the setting romantic beyond belief.  Our conversations had that giddy early-relationship feel, where you’re fascinated by everything your date has to say.  I couldn’t stop smiling, and she rolled her eyes and grinned every time my gaze dipped down into her cleavage.

After dinner, we took a leisurely walk through the nearby casino, and then headed out into the night, gripping each other tightly as we descended the slippery slope toward the Falls.  We arrived fallside just in time for the nine o’clock fireworks—a happy accident, which Danielle caught on film while I snuggled up against her.

Everything was perfect.  Everything.  I kept waiting for something to go wrong, and then telling myself to keep the negativity at bay.  Just let this weekend be wonderful.  Enjoy Danielle’s company.  Don’t ruin it.  

After we’d walked back to the hotel and let our toes defrost, Danielle took off her makeup while I filled the large Jacuzzi tub.  When the water level looked about right, I broke apart two long-stemmed roses and scattered the petals across our king-size bed and over the gently steaming surface of our bath.

It was, by far, the most conventionally romantic thing I’d ever done, and even though Danielle and I always claimed to spurn convention, I think we both enjoyed the ambiance those blood-red petals added to our room.

“Too bad we didn’t bring any candles,” I said as I stepped into the tub.  “Would have been romantic.”

I laughed when Danielle asked, “Should I join you?”

“I hope so!” I replied with a smile.  “I didn’t book a Jacuzzi suite so I could sit in here alone while you watch Letterman.”

She stepped in, grinning.  The tub was perfect for two, with enough space not to feel cramped and yet not so much that we were distanced from each other.  My legs pressed against her side, and hers against mine.  Red rose petals swirled around our bodies in figure eights while we gazed at each other, waiting for something to happen, wondering who should make the first move and what that move should be.

“Should we turn on the jets?” I asked, though the question sounded stupid even to my ears.

“Sure,” Danielle said, like she was just happy to be along for the ride.

I pressed the button and the jets came to life, blasting me from every direction.  The rose petals danced along the water’s surface, some diving and bobbing, others finding my skin and latching on.  I took one of the satiny petals and traced it along my sweetheart’s jaw line, then down her neck and across her shoulder.

“You have the smoothest skin I’ve ever touched.”  I felt it under the water, playing with her toes and making her squeal, padding my fingers up her calves as she inhaled deeply.  “I love your legs, especially in heels.”

“Especially in black thigh-highs.”  She’d worn them that evening, all black lingerie because she knew what I liked.

“Crap!” I said, squeezing her thigh.  “We didn’t take any pictures of us together, dressed for dinner.”

“Oh well,” she said simply.  “Next time.”

Would you believe I was still thinking about her walls back home?  I wanted to see myself inside those frames—wanted to see us there.  Was I crazy?  I had to be, if I was going to let something so stupid ruin what had so far been the most beautiful day of our life together.

So I dove at my girlfriend’s naked body, taking her freshly washed face in my hands and kissing her mouth.  She never believed me when I said her perfect cherubic lips looked better without lipstick than with, but it was true.  They were eternally plump, rosy red, gorgeous, and when they opened for my tongue I was ruthless.  

The evening’s pulpy romance came to a head in that moment, and she hugged me hard, returning my kisses as I pressed my naked body against hers.  There was nothing better than feeling warm and wet all over while velvety petals hopped and danced against our skin.  And, though we were hardly afraid of the light, we usually made love in relative darkness.  It was refreshing to get a good look at my girl’s ample curves—the ones she referred to as “fat.”

She touched my skin, brushing one hand down my ass while we consumed each other with kisses.  Everything that led up to this moment kept playing though my mind: walking in the snow, pictures in the greenhouse, the sheer romance of dinner for two, and then fireworks over the Falls.  This was the absolute perfect ending to an absolutely perfect day.

I didn’t notice at first that Danielle was sliding against the side of the tub.  It didn’t occur to me that we were sinking until her my nose met the water.  Danielle’s face was completely submerged, and a panic struck me through as I struggled to right myself.  We scrambled against the sides of the tub, laughing, no worse for the near drowning and, best of all, covered in rose petals.

“Are you trying to kill me?” she asked, giggling as she wiped water from her eyes.

“Why would I?” I teased.  “It’s not like I’d get anything out of it.  I’m not even named in your will.”

I shouldn’t have made that joke.  It made me think about things I preferred to ignore—like the legal rights we lacked because we weren’t married, we didn’t live together.  The photographs.  Every damn thing led back to them.


No sense in being sad on vacation.  I put on a smile and turned in the tub, tossing my feet across the ledge.  “I’m just going to get myself off on this jet.  You can do whatever you want over there.”


More teasing, and she knew it.  

“Okay, fine,” she said melodramatically.  “Just ignore your girlfriend.  You don’t care about me anyway.”

“Ha!”  Sometimes I thought I cared too much about her, like she was my addiction.  Anyway, Danielle was a total voyeur when it came to my pleasure.  She loved watching met get off on my hand or my toys, or whatever did the trick
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