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“The big thing I wanted to talk about is that I’m no longer drinking. Yeah, I’ve been sober for 18 months now.” T nodded to emphasize his point. He glanced around at his publicist and Aaron, gauging their reaction, before turning back to Briana. “It was a full year before I told anyone about it.”

“What’s made you come out of the closet, so to speak—I mean, what is the motivation for you going public with this information?” Briana asked shifting the recorder closer to catch every word.

“My girlfriend,” he replied simply.

There was a collective gasp. Aaron lent forward with his mouth open like he wanted to ask something but Briana shot him a look. He had insisted on being there but Briana had assured T that Aaron would sit quietly. Steve, their publicist, looked interested but kept his mouth closed. They were all gathered in the lounge in T’s house, a committee, to ensure he didn’t mess up the interview like he had last time.

“You’re seeing someone,” Briana continued. “Is it anyone we know?”

T shook his head. “She’s not in the public eye. We’ve been together for six months. She’s amazing. She made me realize that to really do the recovery I had to be open about what I’m going through. I hadn’t been going to meetings, I’d been doing the steps but only half assed, she kicked me in the butt.” He grinned, because he was proud of Missy, of being with her, and a little proud at himself for getting two references to butts in without getting told off.

“She sounds like an amazing woman,” Briana said.

“She is. I’m really lucky to have her.”

The front door slammed.

“That’s probably her.” He jumped up, anxious to keep Missy from running into the middle of this and revealing their relationship before she was ready.

“Do we get to meet her?” Briana asked hopefully and all three of them leant forward.

“Um, no-no. I just have to –” T hurried from the room to meet Missy in the hallway. He stood in her way and tried to herd her towards the bedroom.

“Urgh, you would not believe the day I had, I –”

“Hi.” He kissed her on the cheek. “You might not want to go into the lounge right now.”

Missy frowned. “What? Why? Do you have a girl in there? Is there a girl in there T?” she demanded.

“No? No. Of course not.” He put his hands up to fend her off then called into the lounge, “Sorry guys, it’s my girlfriend; I’m not quite ready for you to meet her yet.”

“Hey I am not your girlfriend buddy,” Missy said, stabbing him in the chest with a finger, she brushed past him, “just because we’re sleeping together does not mean...”

She trailed off as she reached the lounge. She squeaked. “Oh hi...Aaron, Briana...Steve.” She waved weakly.

Smirking, Steve, her colleague waved back.

“I’m just going to...” She started walked backwards and smacked into T. “You could have warned me,” she hissed over her shoulder at him.

“I tried.”

“Maybe we should be going,” Briana said significantly and rose, glaring at the other two who stood up reluctantly. “We can finish this later.”
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“I can’t believe you let me walk in on that,” Missy said as soon as the door closed. “I am so embarrassed.” She picked up the bag that she’d dropped when she barreled backwards into T and moved as if to follow the others out the door.

“I’m sorry, look I tried to warn you. They’ve gone, you don’t have to go. Please stay.”

Missy sighed. It was too far to go home at this hour in traffic anyway, and she’d planned her morning meetings based on coming from here. “Fine,” she said, trying to sound as pissed off as possible. Damn if he wasn’t adorable when he begged.

T kissed her cheek and she grumbled at him. He kissed her other cheek and she pursed her lips to stop from smiling.

“You know that just makes it look like you want to kiss me,” he teased.

“Hey, I’m busy being pissed off over here.”

T sank to his knees. “Please, please forgive me,” he wailed dramatically.

Missy rolled her eyes. “What do you fancy for dinner?” she asked and walked straight past him into the lounge. She smiled, knowing he was scrambling to his feet behind her. It paid to keep him on his toes or he got too big for his boots.

“Anything you want.”

She turned around and kissed him. “That was the right answer.”

“You’re so mean to me.” He pouted.

“You love it,” she said and bit his bottom lip.

He chuckled. “Maybe.”

Missy turned back to walk into the lounge.

“Maybe...”

She turned back to him.

He was looking unsure. 

“What?” She narrowed her eyes.

“Maybe...I might love you.”

Missy blinked. “What? Who? I mean, what?” She stumbled back into one of the couches and clutched it to keep herself upright. Where the hell had that come from?

“I...ah...I think I love you. Wait, no. I do, I love you.” T nodded, looking proud of himself.

“Why?” It came out of her mouth without conscious thought.

“What do you mean why?”

“Why do you have to love me? We were having fun!”

“Love can’t be fun?”

“No, TJ, it can’t. Love is pain and misery and most definitely not fun. Urgh. Why did you have to ruin this?”

“Ah, I’m sorry?”

She wasn’t sure whether to let it go. He looked adorable when he was worried she was going to scream at him. But then the make up sex after they fought was so great.

She allowed a little bubble of excitement to pierce her wall. T might actually be in love with her. She didn’t want to believe it but maybe he did, at least as much as he could. She didn’t like how nervous it made her feel, like she could lose him.

Taking a deep breath she stepped forward very carefully. Each step echoed in the quiet house. She didn’t want to talk about this now, didn’t want to open old wounds. She grabbed the front of T’s shirt and kissed him. His response was enthusiastic. She melted into him.

“Come on,” she said when they broke apart, “let’s have sex.”

She led him to the bedroom by his shirt and he didn’t protest.
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“You’re dating Missy,” Aaron stated, as soon as T opened his front door. “When did this happen?” He pushed past T into the house.

T opened his mouth to answer but Aaron started again.

“Was it when you got her fired? You decided that sleeping with her would somehow make it better. What are you going to do? You do realize that she could get fired over this too.”

Missy had at one point been their publicist and T had almost got her fired by acting like, well, himself.

T followed Aaron to the lounge and stood with arms crossed, his eyebrows raised, waiting to make sure Aaron wouldn’t interrupt him this time. When he realized Aaron was done he spoke. 

“Don't worry. I asked her, I checked, and since I’m no longer her client that’s technically allowed. I mean, I don't think her bosses know about it, but she's not going against the rules.” He pointed to the kitchen. “Do you want a drink, man?”

Aaron shook his head. “You do realize by saying publicly that you have a girlfriend people are going to figure it out. I'm surprised you haven't been called already.”

T sat down on one of the couches. “I haven’t even finished the interview with Briana. Are you saying your girlfriend isn’t trustworthy?”

That shut Aaron up momentarily. T smirked.

“I assumed you were here to reschedule,” he said breezily. “You were the one who insisted on being there and bringing Steve. Him I get, he’s our publicist. But syncing our calendars,” he waved a hand between the two of them, “is a nightmare.”

Aaron pointed at him. “You need to be watched. I won’t have you behaving how you did with Briana last time.” Last time had been private, it was that interview that had threatened Missy’s job.

“I apologized, she accepted. I also explained. Okay? Just get off my back, man.”

“And what about Missy? What if she loses her job again?”

T rubbed his face. “She didn’t lose it last time. You’re missing the point, Aaron. It’s not about Missy. It’s about my alcoholism. That’s what I want to go public about. I want people to know I was living a lie
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