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Josie arrived in front of the Sports Memorabilia Store in her high-end silver Range Rover Sport rental and stepped out. She is wearing a breezy white cotton blouse with subtle embroidery along the neckline, the lightweight fabric flowing gently in the warm Memphis breeze. The blouse is paired with black, high-waisted leggings made of premium material, their flattering fit accentuating her petite figure. Her tan suede ankle boots, featuring delicate stitching and a low heel, add a touch of understated flair. A stylish yet practical structured caramel leather tote with gold accents hangs from her arm. Her wavy hair is casually pulled into a loose ponytail, with a few strands framing her face. Tortoiseshell aviator sunglasses resting on her nose, and a delicate gold chain necklace glimmers in the sunlight, completing her effortlessly chic yet approachable look.

Josie wasn’t at the Sports Memorabilia Store to shop. She was there to see the owner, a man she hadn’t seen in over a decade. It had been over two years since Chris passed, but he still crossed her mind every once in a while. Her friend Randy had found him on Facebook, and the memories flooded back. Josie had met him when she returned home to Lee’s Summit, Missouri, and they’d shared a five-year, off-and-on relationship. At the time, he lived in Kansas City, but he’d originally come from Memphis and moved back years earlier to be closer to his family. Although their relationship had never fully taken off, Josie's feelings for him lingered quietly in the back of her mind.

Tim Mason stood behind the sales counter, absentmindedly wiping down the glass as his gaze drifted to the parking lot. A silver Range Rover pulled into a spot, and he glanced up briefly as the driver parked and stepped out. The woman’s silhouette was familiar in some way, but her appearance didn’t immediately register.

Her tan skin, deeper than it had been years ago, caught the sunlight as she moved toward the door, her long brown hair flowing behind her in a way that spoke of effortless California style. She wore an air of confidence, but something about her still seemed strangely familiar.

When the bell above the door jingled, Tim glanced up again as she entered the store. He couldn’t quite place her until she walked up to the counter. The moment their eyes met, a wave of recognition hit him.

"Tim," she said, her voice warm but steady, with just the right hint of a smile.

It was like a jolt—Josie. It took him a second to process it, but there she was, standing in front of him, transformed.

Gone was the woman who had been struggling to find herself, the one who had left behind a painful marriage and was living in her mother’s old house. In her place stood someone who radiated a quiet power—her tan skin, the fullness of her hair, and the way she carried herself with a new self-assurance. She had changed, and he couldn’t help but feel stunned by the transformation.

Her beauty was still unmistakable, but there was a polished, refined air about her now—like she had lived the kind of life most people could only dream of. Tim was struck by the fact that, despite her outward transformation, there was still something familiar in the way she looked at him. Despite the years, despite everything she had become, she was still Josie.

“What are you doing here?” Tim asked, confusion and concern clouding his expression.

“I came here to see you,” Josie replied calmly.

“Why?” Tim asked, a skeptical look crossing his face as he studied her.

“To see how you’re doing,” Josie replied, her voice soft but sincere. “It’s been a long time. I thought we could catch up, maybe hang out and talk.”

Tim felt a rush of emotions—skepticism, excitement, even a twinge of dread, but beneath it all, there was an undeniable sense of happiness. He couldn’t make sense of why Josie had suddenly appeared after all these years, especially considering how their relationship had ended. But as much as he wanted to question it, he couldn’t ignore the pull to reconnect, to see where this unexpected meeting might lead.

After a brief pause, he nodded. “Okay,” he said, his voice steady despite the whirlwind of thoughts racing through his mind. “Lunch sounds good.”

He closed up the store, the jingling of the doorbell echoing in the space as he followed her outside.

“I’m driving!” he told Josie, a playful smile tugging at his lips.

Josie chuckled and handed him the keys to her rental, her eyes bright with a mix of anticipation and familiarity. They both climbed into the Range Rover and as the engine started, there was a comfortable ease between them—like picking up a conversation that had simply paused years ago. The car pulled out, and they were off, the quiet excitement of reconnecting filling the space between them.

As Tim drove, the two settled into casual small talk. The familiar rhythm of conversation came easily, and before long, Tim asked, “So, what brings you to Memphis?”

Josie glanced out the window before meeting his gaze with a small smile. “Just here to see you,” she replied, her tone light but sincere. “I won’t be here long, just a few days.”

Tim nodded, taking in her answer, though a small part of him felt a bit of curiosity about why she had made the effort to track him down after all these years. But Josie didn’t elaborate, not mentioning the other reason she was in town—the business she had built of renting out low-income homes to those in need. It wasn’t something she was ready to share with him just yet, especially considering how different their lives had turned out.

What she didn’t say, however, was that after Randy had found Tim’s Facebook page, Josie had done some digging of her own. She’d seen enough to know that their beliefs didn’t exactly align. Even on his store page, he had posted some cruel remarks about less fortunate people, and Josie couldn’t help but feel a mix of disappointment and hesitation. But for now, she kept those thoughts to herself, focusing on the present and the reunion that was unfolding between them.

Tim and Josie decided on Kooky Canuck, intrigued by its playful, laid-back atmosphere. As they entered, they were greeted by the vibrant décor—bright neon signs, vintage sports memorabilia, and quirky artwork on the walls. The restaurant buzzed with energy, its casual vibe providing a perfect contrast to the more serious tone their earlier conversation had taken. They were led to a cozy booth in the corner, where they could enjoy some privacy amidst the lively ambiance.

Josie ordered the grilled chicken salad, a light meal to match the casual nature of the evening, while Tim chose the Kooky Burger, indulging in something rich and hearty. As they waited for their food, their conversation started cautiously, both trying to navigate the unfamiliarity of the situation. Tim couldn’t help but feel a sense of confusion, his mind racing with questions about why she was in Memphis after so many years. He wanted to ask but didn’t know how. Josie, on the other hand, was aware of his unspoken questions but wasn’t sure how much to reveal just yet. She knew he would probably be wondering why she hadn’t reached out sooner, and perhaps even more so, why now.

The food arrived, and the momentary distraction of eating allowed them both to settle into a more comfortable rhythm. Tim took a few bites of his burger, still trying to process Josie’s sudden reappearance. Josie, meanwhile, picked at her salad, still weighing how much to share about her life in California, her business ventures, and the reasons that had brought her to Memphis. The conversation flowed in fits and starts, with moments of genuine curiosity from Tim, but also an undeniable confusion about the years that had passed between them. It wasn’t exactly awkward, but there was a quiet tension as both of them tried to understand why they were back here, together again, after so long.
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Josie started talking, which was a marked change from the woman Tim had once known. Back then, she had been shy, reserved, and rarely opened up, her words were often measured and few. But now, as they sat at the booth, she seemed more comfortable in her skin, her voice steady and confident as she spoke about the years that had passed. The transformation was subtle but undeniable. She wasn’t the same quiet, uncertain woman who had first walked into his life. The difference was striking, and Tim couldn’t help but notice it.

Josie’s appearance had changed just as much as her confidence, Tim noticed. When he had known her before, she had been a short, pudgy woman who had just had a child almost two years earlier—her baby weight still lingering from the pregnancy. She had been self-conscious about it, often trying to hide behind baggy clothes and avoiding too much attention. But now, sitting across from him in the lively atmosphere of Kooky Canuck, she looked completely different.

Josie was slender, her figure more toned and filled out in all the right places. Her clothes, fitted but not tight, accentuated her newfound shape in a way that was both elegant and effortless. The transformation wasn’t just physical; it was clear that she had taken charge of her life in a way that extended beyond her appearance. There was a certain radiance about her, a glow that hadn’t been there before, and it wasn’t just the result of good lighting or a well-chosen outfit. It was the confidence and strength she had built over the years, something that had only deepened as she spoke with ease and comfort in her skin.

Tim found himself momentarily stunned, not just by the changes in her looks but by the person she had become. The Josie he remembered had always carried a quiet, almost uncertain energy, but this woman—this version of Josie—was anything but. He had expected time to have changed her in some way, but the shift was more profound than he had imagined. And though he couldn’t place exactly when it had happened, he knew she was no longer the same person he had once known.

"I heard about your mother's death. I'm so sorry!" Josie said gently, her voice filled with sympathy. "I know how much she meant to you." Her words were sincere, and Tim could see that she truly understood the weight of the loss.

"Thank you," Tim replied, his voice tight as the memories of his mother flashed in his mind. He hadn’t expected to talk about it tonight, but Josie’s kind words made it hard to keep the grief buried.

Josie knew how it felt. She had dealt with her own mother's death almost ten years earlier. The death of her mother was hard on her. 

Eventually, Josie asks Tim about his last ten years. Tim tells her about his former company going under and how he moved on to the Sport Memorabilia shop. He doesn’t talk much about any relationships. Josie knows how much of a player Tim can be, she even knows how big of an asshole he can be. It’s one of the reasons she left him so many times. He couldn’t keep it in his pants and he was crude...but not as crude as he seemed to be now. 

Josie thinks he’s more crude now because he seems colder and from looking at his Facebook profile and even his store page on there, she can tell he isn’t a fan of those less fortunate, those who have to rely on government assistance. I guess that’s what happens when you live a charmed life and have never faced hardship. 

Tim’s curiosity seemed piqued, and after a brief silence, he leaned forward, his tone shifting from casual to more attentive. “So, what happened? What’s been going on with you all these years?”

Josie took a deep breath and began, her voice steady but reflective. “Well, after my mom died, I was pretty lost for a while,” she started. “But then this attorney from California reached out to me. He’d been trying to find me for years. My paternal grandmother passed away back in 2012, and she left everything to me—the youngest granddaughter. The whole estate.”

Tim listened, his face softening as he processed what Josie was telling him. He didn’t interrupt, but there was a small flicker of dismay in his eyes, perhaps an inkling of envy or regret. The idea of inheriting wealth was something he couldn’t help but feel a little twinge over, though he didn’t express it aloud. Instead, he simply watched her with a hint of intrigue.

Josie continued, not mentioning the more personal details of what she had been doing in the years since, particularly her non-profit work. It wasn’t the time for that. Instead, she spoke of how her life had changed after the inheritance, about how she’d moved to California and rebuilt herself from the ground up. She talked about the challenges and the growth, the people she’d met, and the doors that had opened for her.

Tim didn’t interrupt, but his expression seemed conflicted. He was captivated by her story, no doubt, but there was a trace of discomfort there, too. He hadn’t expected this from Josie, not after all these years. He never would have guessed that she’d come into such a significant inheritance, much less transform into the woman sitting across from him now. His eyes followed her as she spoke, his mind processing the details, trying to reconcile the Josie he had known with the one in front of him now. The difference was undeniable, and it left him with a strange mixture of admiration and something he couldn’t quite place.

He stayed quiet, letting her speak, though his thoughts were racing.

Josie also told him about the fall of her abusive ex-husband but left out anything about Chris. She told him about Thomas and Rachel shooting her and trying to kill one of her friends. She also told him about Thomas’ demise behind prison bars. She even mentioned to him about her home in Colorado, her trips abroad, and other things but left out a lot of other personal and professional details. Josie knew that if Tim googled her, he’d find out more and she knew he would use that power eventually. 

They finish eating and Tim pays the bill even though Josie offers. They get back into the Range Rover and return to the parking lot of the Sports Memorabilia store. Tim doesn’t exit the vehicle and sits there in thought. Josie looks at him wondering what was on his mind. 

“Where are you staying at?” Tim asks her. “I’m at the Peabody,” Josie replies. 

Tim raised an eyebrow at her response, his curiosity piqued. “The Peabody, huh?” he said, glancing at her with a mix of admiration and skepticism. “That’s some serious luxury. I guess you’ve really made a name for yourself.”

Josie smiled faintly. “Yeah, it’s nice. I’ve been here for a week now, working. Not much time for sightseeing,” she added, trying to keep things casual.

Tim shifted in his seat, looking a little lost in thought as he processed her words. "How long will you be in town?" he asked again, though there was a hint of something else in his voice, something that suggested he wasn’t quite ready to let her go just yet.

"Only a few more days," Josie replied, her tone neutral but firm. "I’ve got to head back soon, a few things to wrap up." She didn’t elaborate on the details of her work or what brought her to Memphis, keeping the conversation light and to the point. She knew Tim’s tendency to probe deeper if given the chance, but she wasn’t in the mood to share more than she had to.

Tim looked at her for a moment, his gaze lingering, then nodded as if processing that information. "You sure you won’t be sticking around longer?" he asked, the question coming across as both casual and somewhat hopeful.

"I really wish I could, but I’ve got commitments," she replied, keeping things polite but distant. "Maybe next time."

Tim nodded, though a flicker of disappointment passed over his face. He seemed to want more—more conversation, more connection—but Josie wasn’t about to let him in that easily. She had been burned too many times before to let her guard down now.

Tim and Josie both exit the Rover. Josie walks over to the driver’s side where Tim is still lingering. “Can I get your number?” Tim asked, his voice laced with a mixture of hope and casualness as if he didn’t want to seem too eager but couldn’t help himself. Josie wrote her number down on a piece of paper and handed it to him. “Maybe we can do lunch or dinner again before your departure,” he tells her. Josie smiles and says that she would like that. Tim gently kisses Josie on her forehead and starts walking to his car. Josie enters her rental and starts it up. Her phone dings with a notification. It’s a text from Tim. It’s a ghost emoji meaning “boo”, a word he had used several times over their period together a decade earlier. Josie replies with a smile emoji and a text that says “Drive safe”. 

Tim replied “You too” and Josie pulled out of the parking lot and onto the city street. Tim watches as she leaves and starts heading home. Tim isn’t far behind her. He turns left as she goes straight. His mind is racing with everything that transpired. After arriving home, he does some googling.
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Tim arrives home and sits down at his computer. He’s thinking about all that transpired during the day and the stories Josie had told him. He wasn’t sure if he believed her when she talked about the shooting. 

Google has a lot to say about Josie and Tim looks at everything. Josie has been awarded several awards for her community work. Tim also sees the news articles about her shooting and other related news, including information about Chris. 

"Philanthropist and Advocate Josie Watkins Shot in Violent Attack: Local Hero Impacted by Tragedy" was the first news article Tim found on Google. It was from the newspaper Escondido Times-Advocate. He continues reading the article. 

Escondido, CA — Josie Watkins, a beloved community leader and founder of Building Futures, was critically injured in a shooting. The attack occurred at her Escondido home, leaving the prominent advocate for low-income housing, job training, and addiction recovery in a hospital with serious injuries.

Josie, who has spent the past few years helping the underprivileged in San Diego County, was named San Diego Person of the Year earlier this year for her tireless efforts in providing affordable housing and rehabilitation services to those in need. Known for her work with families struggling with addiction, Josie has become a beacon of hope to many who have found themselves battling life’s hardest circumstances.

Sources say Josie was shot after someone had knocked on her door. While authorities have not released the full details, initial reports indicate the shooting may have been targeted, though the motive remains unclear. Josie’s non-profit, which she has poured her heart into, has served thousands of individuals, providing everything from housing to employment training and support for those in recovery.

"This is an incredible blow to the community," said Randy Barr, a longtime colleague. "Josie has been instrumental in changing lives, and now we’re praying for her swift recovery."

Josie’s shooting has left many shocked, especially those whose lives she touched directly. Support has poured in from the community, with many expressing disbelief that such a tragedy could strike a woman who has dedicated her life to bettering the lives of others.

The Escondido Police Department is currently investigating the incident, with authorities urging anyone with information to come forward.

“Holy Shit,” Tim says, looking at the computer screen. “She wasn’t lying.” he continued.

There are links to her blog and social media sites. 

He clicks on her blog. He sees video after video. “I don’t have time to watch all of these,” he says to himself after bookmarking the site. 

He then looks up her Facebook account. He can’t see anything. “Is she blocked?” he asks. He looks in his settings and sees that he did in fact have her blocked. He unblocks her and clicks the link again. He notices everything is private except for a few pictures. He thinks about sending her a friend request but has second thoughts.

Josie had just returned to the Peabody Hotel, walking from the parking area toward the elevator, when her phone chimed. She glanced at the screen. “How about breakfast in the morning?” the text from Tim read.

She paused, thinking for a moment. “I’ll be busy in the morning until mid-day or later, but we can do dinner again if you don’t have other plans,” she replied.

Tim quickly texted back, “Dinner sounds good. Would you like to come to my place?”

Josie hesitated. The idea of being in his personal space felt a bit too intimate, but she didn’t want to seem rude. After a brief pause, she reluctantly typed, “Sure, that works.” Despite her mixed feelings, she sent the message and continued on her way to the elevator, the uncertainty about what the evening might bring hanging in the air.

Josie arrives in her room, takes off her clothes, and steps into the shower. When she is finished washing the day off of her, she puts on her pajamas and heads to bed. She is exhausted. 

Tim lay in his bed, the quiet of the night settling over him as he stared at the ceiling. His mind drifted back to when Josie was in his life. He remembered the way she made him feel—how her presence had once filled a void, even if he'd never truly appreciated it. He had used her, manipulated her to suit his own needs at the time, and he had no illusions about it.

"Why is she back now?" he wondered silently, his thoughts tangled in confusion. He had kept his distance for so long, never expecting her to come back into his world. Yet here she was, and something about her return stirred something deep within him—something he hadn’t felt in a long time. His emotions were foreign to him, almost unsettling. He had thought he was beyond feeling anything for her, but now, with her reappearance, he wasn’t so sure. It was a strange mixture of curiosity and something more intense, something he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

As he turned over, his mind buzzed with questions he didn’t have answers to, but one thing was certain—he was far more affected by her presence than he had anticipated.




Beyond the Glass Walls



Josie sat in her Memphis office, reviewing reports and property portfolios while waiting for her team to arrive for a scheduled meeting. Her plans included expanding her investments in the area, and she wanted detailed information on the best locations to target. Her focus was sharp, her vision clear—this meeting was pivotal to her strategy.

Meanwhile, across town, Tim was still asleep as Josie dove into her work. When he finally woke, his curiosity about her deepened. He grabbed his phone and began another round of online searching. This time, he discovered more than he expected: Josie had been working in Memphis and other cities across the country for years. Her presence was well-established, complete with an office address and contact information right there in Memphis.

“She’s been here all this time, and she’s only now reaching out?” he muttered to himself, irritation laced with confusion. “Why didn’t she let me know sooner?”

Compelled by the thought, Tim decided to drive to her office, hoping she might be there. When he arrived, he parked nearby and glanced into the building. The front meeting room, lined with glass, gave him a clear view inside. Josie was there, standing at the head of the table, addressing about ten people. She appeared poised and confident, her gestures purposeful as she spoke.

Tim lingered, watching from the distance. There was something magnetic about seeing her in this element—a world so removed from the memories he had of her. As the meeting carried on, he found himself captivated, unsure of what he planned to do next.

Tim watched from outside the meeting room for hours, captivated by the seamless way Josie interacted with her team. He observed her transitions between serious discussions and lighthearted moments, a dynamic leader commanding respect yet approachable enough to share a laugh. His chest tightened with a tinge of jealousy when he saw her hug one of the male associates, their easy camaraderie stirring emotions he didn’t quite understand.

By the time noon approached, Tim realized he needed to open his store. Reluctantly, he left and drove across town, arriving twenty minutes later. He unlocked the door, stepped inside, and shot Josie a quick text: “How’s your day going?” Her response came almost immediately: “Busy but productive.” The corners of his mouth curled into a smile as his first potential customer walked through the door.

Josie followed up with a text of her own: “How about yours?” Tim glanced at his phone and replied, “Just getting started with mine,” before pocketing it and turning his attention to the customer. He greeted them warmly as they entered, offering assistance as they browsed through the shop. After closing a sale and bidding the customer goodbye, Tim settled into the quiet stretch that often filled his days.

With no one else in the store, his thoughts wandered back to Josie. Restless, he turned to his computer, diving deeper into his research. Every new detail he uncovered about her life left him more intrigued—and more puzzled. Who was this version of Josie, and how much had she changed from the woman he once knew? He couldn’t wait until dinner. He wondered if Josie would tell him any more about her life, the things he already knew. 

“Are you busy?” Josie texted, interrupting Tim’s spiral of thoughts as he scrolled through search results about her.

“Nah, just chilling!” he replied, setting his phone down briefly. Moments later, it buzzed again, but this time with an incoming call. Seeing Josie’s name, he answered quickly.

“I’m done for the day, so whenever you want to meet up, I’m available,” Josie said, her tone light but direct.

Tim chuckled. “Quick and to the point, aren’t ya, missy?” he teased, leaning back in his chair.

“Well, I’m heading home tomorrow, sadly,” Josie reiterated a hint of regret in her voice.

Tim grinned, despite the pang of disappointment he felt at the news. “Well then, we better get to it, huh?” he replied playfully.

“I’m outside,” Josie said, giggling softly.

Tim hung up the phone, a curious smile forming as he stepped outside of his shop. There she was, leaning casually against the front of her Range Rover, her presence commanding yet familiar.

“This reminds me of the first time you just showed up,” Tim said, his smile widening as a wave of nostalgia hit him. He was, of course, referring to that unexpected visit years ago when Josie had appeared at his place in Kansas City without so much as a heads-up.

Josie chuckled. “Some things never change, do they?” she teased, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

“I know you wanted to do dinner at your place,” Josie began her tone light but carrying a hint of mischief. “But since it’s my last night here, I thought we could have some proper fun... something you and I have never done before.”

Tim raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh, really? And what exactly do you have in mind?” he asked, a playful smirk tugging at his lips.

Josie crossed her arms and leaned in slightly, her expression confident yet mysterious. “Guess you’ll have to wait and see,” she teased, leaving Tim both curious and excited about what the night had in store.
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Josie had the GPS set in the Range Rover, and the route displayed clearly on the screen. Tim glanced over, curious about where they were headed. The name of the destination flashed across the screen, and he raised an eyebrow. Josie smirked, catching his reaction. She knew the area well and had intentionally set the GPS to a random fun spot just to keep him guessing.

As the vehicle slowed to a stop in front of Tim’s house, his confusion deepened. “Wait... here?” he asked, turning to look at her.

Josie turned off the car and smiled. “Let’s go inside,” she said, her voice calm but firm.

Tim hesitated for a moment, still processing the unexpected detour, but eventually nodded and stepped out of the car, following her lead.

"Why are we here?" Tim asked, his tone laced with confusion as he looked at Josie.

"You need to grab a nice set of clothes," Josie replied matter-of-factly. Her eyes sparkled with a hint of mischief. "Unless you want me to buy you some."

Tim furrowed his brow, still not understanding. "Why?" he asked, his voice edged with curiosity. "You don't need me wearing them?"

Josie chuckled softly and leaned against the Range Rover. "Now hurry up, we don’t have all day."

Tim shook his head, half-smiling. "You’re always full of surprises, aren’t you?" He turned and walked toward his front door, still trying to figure out what she had up her sleeve.

Tim and Josie stepped inside his home, the familiarity of the space hitting Josie like a subtle wave of nostalgia. While Tim headed to his bedroom to rummage through his closet, Josie wandered around, taking in the small details she hadn’t seen in years—pictures, little trinkets, and the subtle chaos that made the place feel distinctly Tim.

From the bedroom, Tim’s voice carried down the hall. “How nice of an outfit are we talking about here?”

Josie smirked and made her way to the doorway of his bedroom, leaning casually against the frame. She found him standing in front of his closet, staring at the rows of clothes as if they might rearrange themselves into an answer.

“Nothing too formal," she said, her tone teasing. 

He sighed, pulling out a collared shirt and a pair of slacks. “You’re awfully cryptic, you know that?”

She smiled mischievously. “And yet, here you are, playing along."

Tim gave her a playful wink, his eyes twinkling with a mix of mischief and charm. “Alright, boss,” he said, grabbing the shirt and slacks before gently placing his hand on her back to guide her out of the room.

Josie felt the warmth and softness of his touch, subtle but deliberate, as he steered her down the hallway toward the living room. It was a small gesture, but one that made her pause for a moment, aware of the quiet tension between them.

“You know,” she said, glancing sideways at him, “I could’ve just picked your outfit for you and saved us the trouble.”

Tim smirked, his hand still resting lightly against her back. “Oh, I’m sure you would’ve, but where’s the fun in that?”

Josie let out a soft laugh as they reached the living room. “Fair enough. Just don’t blame me if your choices don’t match my vision.”

“Vision?” he teased, dropping his hand and turning to face her. “You sound like you’re planning a heist, not a night out.”

Josie arched an eyebrow. “Maybe I am. You ready to be my partner in crime?”

Tim chuckled, shaking his head. “With you? Always.”

“Always, huh?” Josie replied her giggle light and teasing. “I might have to test that theory.”

Tim laughed, the sound warm and familiar. He knew Josie well enough to realize she wasn’t actually planning to test it. But he also knew she enjoyed pushing buttons, testing limits in a way that kept him on his toes. His response was more about playing along, about being agreeable.

“I’m sure you’ll find a way to do just that,” Tim said with a grin, giving her a look that said he wasn’t entirely fooled by her playful challenge. “But you know, I’m always up for a little fun.”

Josie smiled, clearly enjoying the exchange. “We’ll see, won’t we?” she teased.

Tim’s grin widened, his gaze lingering on her for a beat too long. He knew she was just having fun with him, but he also couldn’t shake the feeling that there was a deeper game being played here. One that, maybe, he wasn’t entirely prepared for.

“Ready?” Josie asked him.

“Yep, let’s go have some fun!” Tim replied. 

Tim opened the door, allowing Josie to step out first. He followed her, closing and locking the door behind him. The late afternoon sun hung in the sky, casting long shadows across the sidewalk as they made their way to Josie’s Range Rover. It wasn’t even close to evening yet, but there was a sense of anticipation in the air, the kind that always lingers when a day feels like it’s about to turn into something memorable.

Josie reached the driver’s side, glancing back at Tim. The tension from their earlier teasing still hung between them, but it was mixed with an easy camaraderie. She smiled as she unlocked the door and slid into the driver’s seat. Tim climbed in beside her, the weight of the silence between them comfortable, neither one rushing to fill it with words.

As Josie started the engine, the car hummed to life. She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. “Ready for whatever’s next?”

Tim shrugged, but there was a flicker of excitement in his expression. “I’m always ready,” he said, his tone half-joking, half-serious.

They both looked ahead, the sun dipping lower into the sky as they drove off.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

A Suite Escape

[image: image]


Josie navigated the small city streets with ease, making one turn after another until they reached the exit for Interstate 40. The car hummed as they moved into the flow of traffic, heading west toward Memphis. Tim glanced over at Josie, his curiosity piqued by the direction they were heading.

Without thinking much about it, he reached over to adjust the radio. He twisted the dial, and a sudden burst of rock music filled the car’s interior.

“Nu-uh,” Josie said, her voice teasing as she quickly reached over and switched it over to CD mode. The music shifted immediately, a change that Tim didn’t expect. He raised an eyebrow at her, but before he could say anything, Josie smiled and explained.

“I brought a couple of my CDs with me,” she said, and as the first song played, Tim recognized the rhythm. It was a collection of tracks he’d mentioned liking before, songs Josie had carefully chosen for the drive.

Tim chuckled. “You always know how to keep me on my toes,” he said, settling into the seat as the music enveloped the car. There was something comforting about the way she remembered his preferences, and it made the ride feel a little more personal, a little more like the old days.

Josie kept her eyes on the road, glancing over at him only occasionally, but the music flowed through the car, filling the spaces between them with a familiar energy. 

Josie turns off Interstate 40 onto exit 1A, her eyes fixed on the road ahead. They would be at their destination shortly. They were heading toward the Peabody.

As they pulled into the grand hotel’s entrance, Tim couldn’t help but admire the historic building, with its ornate architecture and old-world charm. The Peabody was a symbol of Memphis elegance, and he could sense Josie’s connection to the place. She had mentioned staying there, but seeing it in person gave him a new appreciation for her choice.

As they made their way to Josie’s suite, she glanced over at Tim, a playful curiosity in her eyes. “Have you ever been to the Peabody before?” she asked, her voice casual yet laced with a hint of intrigue.

Tim chuckled, shaking his head slightly. “I’ve been to the party on the roof a few times,” he said, recalling the lively rooftop gatherings that had always been a popular event at the hotel. “But I’ve never had the chance to get a suite or eat at the restaurants. This is definitely a step up from what I’m used to.” He looked around, taking in the elegant surroundings of the suite with a newfound appreciation.

Josie smiled at his response as if she’d expected something along those lines. "Well, you're in for a treat tonight," she said, settling into the armchair. The suite was truly impressive—a spacious space with high ceilings, rich wood paneling, and plush furnishings. The walls were adorned with tasteful artwork, while the king-sized bed, draped in crisp white linens and a deep navy blue throw, stood as the centerpiece of the room. A modern yet elegant chandelier hung from the ceiling, casting a soft, ambient glow over the room. The large windows provided a breathtaking view of the city skyline, and the soft, luxurious carpeting underfoot gave the space a warm, inviting feel.

Tim nodded, his gaze drifting toward the window, where the city lights twinkled in the distance. He couldn’t deny the allure of the Peabody—the history, the grandeur, and the sophisticated atmosphere. It was a far cry from the more casual places he usually frequented.

Josie, sensing his admiration for the place, handed him the menu from the steakhouse downstairs. "The steak here is supposed to be the best in Memphis," she said with a twinkle in her eye. "I thought it might be a nice way to start the evening."

Tim smiled, accepting the menu. “Sounds like the kind of night I can get used to,” he said, though a part of him wondered what other surprises Josie had planned for their time together. As he perused the menu, he could hear the faint hum of the city outside the window and feel the weight of their evening unfolding. The Peabody, with its timeless elegance, was a perfect backdrop for whatever came next.

“Do you want to just have dinner delivered, or would you prefer to head down to the restaurant?” Josie asked, her gaze lingering on the elegant menu in her hands.

Tim shrugged a playful glint in his eyes. "I think I’d prefer the full experience tonight. Let’s go to the restaurant."

Josie smiled, her eyes lighting up at the thought. "Perfect. I’ve always loved the atmosphere downstairs, and it's been a while since I had a chance to sit down and enjoy a meal out."

Tim changed into his dress shirt and slacks in the bathroom, opting to look polished and put-together rather than appearing downstairs in his casual T-shirt and shorts. As he adjusted the collar, he chuckled softly to himself. "So this is why Josie told me to get a nice outfit," he said, the realization adding a touch of anticipation to the moment.

They made their way to the door, and Josie led the way out of the suite. As they stepped into the hallway, the distant sounds of the hotel's bustle echoed in the air—gentle clinks of glass, the murmur of voices, and the soft hum of ambient music from below. The elevator doors opened with a soft chime, and they descended to the dining level.

The Peabody's dining room was an elegant fusion of modern and classic styles, with polished wood floors, rich mahogany furniture, and soft lighting that gave the room a cozy yet refined atmosphere. It was the kind of place where a conversation felt intimate, no matter how crowded it was. The soft strains of jazz played in the background, adding to the sophisticated ambiance.

Josie and Tim were escorted to a cozy booth by the window, the dim candlelight reflecting off the glass. The server handed them menus, their gold edges catching the light. As they sat down, Josie glanced at Tim.

“What do you recommend?” Tim asked Josie.

Josie smiled, clearly at ease with the place. "Definitely try the filet mignon if you’re a steak person. It’s one of the best in the city, and their mashed potatoes are perfect—so rich and creamy. I’m getting that tonight.”

Tim raised an eyebrow. "That sounds amazing. Alright, I’ll go with that. And maybe a glass of whatever red wine pairs well?”

Josie nodded, satisfied with the choice. “Excellent choice. I’ll get the same. It’s a nice touch to get the full experience here.”

Once they’d placed their order, the waiter disappeared into the kitchen, leaving them to enjoy their conversation in the cozy setting. The soft candlelight flickered between them as they talked—light conversation at first, but with a warmth that made the evening feel more intimate with each passing moment.

“I’m glad we decided to come down here,” Josie remarked, her eyes meeting his across the table. “It’s nice to have a proper dinner, especially in a place like this.”

Tim agreed, nodding as he took in the surroundings. “Yeah, I can see why people like it here. The vibe is different from the rooftop parties I’ve been to.”

Josie smiled knowingly. “It’s about the atmosphere, too. The Peabody does it right, whether you’re on the rooftop or in here. It’s the kind of place you go when you want to make a night feel special.”

The sound of a distant piano added to the mood as their meal arrived—perfectly cooked filet mignon, accompanied by creamy mashed potatoes and crisp sautéed vegetables. The aroma was intoxicating, and they both dove into the meal with relish.

As they ate, the conversation flowed easily, a natural rhythm between them. The wine complemented the food, and the atmosphere in the room enhanced the charm of the night.
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Josie and Tim finish eating their steak and vegetables. 

“Do you want dessert?” Josie asks.

“Nah, I think I’m good...unless you’re on the menu!” Tim replied playfully.

Josie raises an eyebrow at Tim’s playful comment, a small smile tugging at the corner of her lips. She sets her fork down and leans back in her chair, her gaze sharp and intrigued.

“I didn’t realize I was on the menu,” she responds with a teasing tone, her eyes narrowing slightly as she matches his playful energy.

Tim chuckles, holding up his hands in mock surrender. “I’m just joking, Josie. You’re way too much for any dessert menu.”

Josie laughs, “you really know how to flatter a woman,” she says, her tone light but with a hint of amusement. “But seriously, no dessert? I’m tempted by the chocolate lava cake. It's decadent.”

Tim leans back in his chair, taking a sip of his wine, his eyes still fixed on her. “You go ahead and enjoy it. I’m all set. Besides, I’m still trying to work off that steak.”

Josie grins, her fingers tapping gently on the edge of the table as she contemplates the dessert menu. “I’ll have to think about it. Maybe I’ll just save room for later,” she says, glancing over at Tim with a playful smirk.

“Well, I’d say the night’s still young. Plenty of room for whatever comes next,” Tim replies with a wink, clearly enjoying the flirtatious banter.

Josie chuckles, her laughter light and easy. “You’re always ready for whatever, huh?”

Tim gives a half-smile, his eyes softening as he meets her gaze. “I try to be. You never know what’s around the corner, right?”

She nods, her smile lingering. “True. So, what’s next for us then? We still have some time.”

Tim leans forward slightly, lowering his voice just enough to make the moment feel more intimate. “Whatever you want,” he says, his tone genuine but laced with a bit of mischief.

Josie meets his gaze, “I like the sound of that,” she replies, her voice low but steady. "We’ll see where the night takes us."

The two head back up the elevator. Tim thought Josie had pushed the button to the top floor. Instead, she pushed the button to the roof. 

“Let’s go check out the rooftop party,” she says coyly. 

Tim raised an eyebrow in surprise as the elevator ascended higher than he expected. “The rooftop, huh?” he said, a grin spreading across his face. “I didn’t know you were into parties.”

Josie smirked and shrugged nonchalantly. “You’d be surprised. Besides, you never know what kind of view you get up there.” Her eyes sparkled with a hint of mischief, the playful energy still lingering between them.

When the elevator doors opened, they were greeted by the cool night air and the sounds of music and chatter. The rooftop was alive with people, some enjoying cocktails, others mingling near the edge, gazing out over the city skyline. The lights of Memphis stretched out beneath them, the river reflecting the moonlight in a gentle shimmer.

Josie stepped out first, her heels clicking on the rooftop’s polished floor. She glanced back at Tim, waiting for his reaction.

Tim followed her onto the roof, taking in the bustling party around them. “This place is pretty wild,” he said, his voice carrying a mix of curiosity and amusement. Josie nodded, looking around at the crowd. “It’s more than just the view. There’s something about the atmosphere up here... a little bit of everything. You get to escape for a while.”

Tim chuckled, feeling the energy of the crowd wash over him. “I think I’m starting to see what you mean.”

They wandered to the bar, where Josie ordered a cocktail and Tim opted for a beer. The music was lively, a mix of upbeat tracks that got people swaying, and the vibe felt lighter than before. People were laughing, dancing, and enjoying themselves in the warm night air.

Josie leaned in slightly, her voice low, just for Tim. “You seem like the type who might enjoy a little adventure. What do you say we make this night interesting?”

Tim raised an eyebrow. “I’m listening...”

Josie grinned, her eyes locking with his. “Let’s make a deal. If we stay up here long enough, I’ll even let you dance.”

Tim laughed, shaking his head. “You’re really pushing your luck now.”

Josie only smiled in response, her confidence undeniable. As they stood there, enjoying the moment, Tim couldn’t help but feel the spark between them growing stronger. There was something about the night, the setting, and Josie herself that was making it feel like the beginning of something more than just a fun evening.

Josie and Tim make their way back to the bar on the rooftop, the evening breeze gently blowing as they take in the view. Josie steps up to the counter and orders a screwdriver, the bartender quickly prepares the drink with a generous pour of vodka and a splash of freshly squeezed orange juice. The vibrant color of the drink matches the warm tones of the sunset stretching across the horizon.

Tim, standing beside her, orders a whiskey neat, his choice simple and direct, just like him. As they both receive their drinks, they find a cozy spot along the railing, looking out over the city. The ambient noise of the crowd, the clinking of glasses, and the soft hum of music from the speakers mix with the sound of the wind as they lean in and engage in easy conversation, the city skyline providing a stunning backdrop.

Josie takes a sip of her drink, letting the smoothness of the vodka and citrus settle in, while Tim watches her with a hint of curiosity. He gives her a playful smile and raises an eyebrow, “Vodka, huh? You’ve always been about getting straight to the point.” He takes a sip of his whiskey, the warmth of the alcohol mixing with his teasing tone. "Guess it matches the mood, though."

Josie smirks, enjoying the playful banter, but doesn’t respond right away, instead savoring her drink. Tim watches her for a moment, noticing how she seems at ease, before taking another sip of his drink, the evening settling into a comfortable rhythm between them.

After finishing her drink, Josie started to open up a little more. “You know I’m a millionaire, right?” she asked.

“No, I didn’t know,” Tim replied, surprised.

“Yeah, I am. I told you about my grandmother’s inventions. I still get money from them, quite a bit every month. The house she bought in 1965 for $50,000 is now worth a million,” Josie continued. Tim looked at her in awe, processing the information.

Josie ordered another drink, and Tim, keeping a clear head, stuck with just a beer. He noticed she was starting to get a little buzzed.

“I tried to find you on Facebook. What’d you do, block me?” she asked, a slight frown on her face.

Tim gave her a sad look. “Yes, I did. I blocked quite a few people. Someone was talking to my friends, spreading rumors that I gave them an STD,” he explained.

“Let’s dance a little,” Josie said, grabbing Tim’s arm to pull him out to the dance floor. Tim followed and put his arms on Josie’s hips. Josie put her hands on his shoulders. 

“You missed all those years with me because of some douchebag spreading rumors. Did you even miss me at all?” she asked Tim.

“You crossed my mind several times over the years,” he replied. 

Josie had a look of disbelief on her face.

“Just several?” she reiterated, chuckling. 

Josie and Tim continued dancing, slower than the music. They just held each other, the space between them shrinking as the world outside seemed to fade away. The dim lighting of the rooftop, the soft hum of conversation from nearby guests, and the faint echo of the music seemed distant as they focused solely on each other.

Tim's hands rested lightly on her waist, his touch warm, while Josie's arms rested on his shoulders. Neither of them spoke; the silence between them felt comfortable as if words weren’t needed. The moment felt timeless like they were suspended in a space where nothing else mattered but the two of them.

Josie could feel Tim’s heartbeat against her chest, steady and calm. She hadn’t realized how much she missed the feeling of just being close to someone—how natural it felt, even after all these years. The rhythm of their movements mirrored the ebb and flow of their emotions, neither rushing nor forcing anything, just letting things unfold.

As the song continued, the pace slowed even more. It didn’t matter that the crowd around them was still dancing to the beat of the faster tunes, or that the night was drawing to a close. At this moment, it was just the two of them, lost in each other’s presence.
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The two headed back to Josie’s suite. As the elevator doors closed, the soft hum of the machinery filled the quiet space. Tim pushed the button to Josie’s floor, and they stood in an almost uncomfortable silence for a moment.

“I was married for a few years,” Josie said, her voice dropping slightly, tinged with a quiet sadness. “But he’s gone now.” She glanced at Tim briefly, her expression unreadable, as if waiting to gauge his reaction.

Tim didn’t know how to respond, so he stayed silent, letting her set the pace of the conversation.

“It feels like everyone who gets close to me ends up leaving somehow,” she continued softly. “My husband... he was killed. It’s been hard, you know?” Her words carried the weight of pain she’d long been carrying, unspoken and unresolved.

Tim listened intently, sensing the vulnerability in her voice.

Josie exhaled, her voice trembling slightly as she went on. “I left you, but you came back a few times. We even texted for a while after. When I left for good, it wasn’t just because of you. I didn’t feel respected, Tim. I couldn’t keep giving when it felt like I wasn’t getting anything back. And yet, you were the only one who ever made my heart skip beats like that.” She glanced at him again, this time holding his gaze. “But you didn’t want anything serious, did you? You were content playing the field.”

Her words stung, and Tim felt a knot tighten in his stomach. He stayed silent, unsure of how to respond. Hearing her lay everything out so plainly made him feel a pang of regret, stirring memories he’d buried long ago.

Josie’s voice softened further, tinged with exhaustion and a hint of frustration. “I lived with you on and off for five years. Every time it felt like I was just being used, like I was only there to give you what you wanted. That’s how I feel, Tim. Right now, I have a range of emotions, and honestly, I’m all over the place.”

Tim looked at her, still unsure of what to say, his expression caught between guilt and understanding.

“I had cancer about six years ago,” Josie said suddenly, the shift in her tone catching him off guard. “I’m in remission now. I have a five-year-old daughter with Chris. She’s my miracle child. She saved me in more ways than one.”

Her voice cracked slightly as she went on. “Do you know how often I’ve thought about you? Wondered if you were okay? If you were happy?” She paused, her gaze dropping to the floor. “I don’t even know why I care so much about people, Tim. Most of the time, they treated me like less than dirt.”

Her words hung heavy in the air, and for the first time, Tim felt the weight of the silence between them—one that couldn’t be filled with quick remarks or playful banter. This was something deeper, something real. 

“I’m sure you’ve already Googled me and seen whatever there is to see,” Josie said, her tone teasing but with an edge of curiosity.

Tim’s lips curled into a small, guilty smile, giving him away almost instantly.

“Ha! You did!” Josie exclaimed triumphantly, pointing at him as if catching him red-handed as the two stepped out of the elevator and into the hallway to Josie’s suite.

Tim chuckled, shaking his head. “Okay, fine, I might have looked you up once or twice.”

“Once or twice?” Josie repeated skeptically, raising an eyebrow. “Don’t lie to me, Tim. You probably went down a rabbit hole.”

“Well,” he admitted sheepishly, rubbing the back of his neck, “I might have clicked on a few links. But in my defense, I was just curious!”

The two were now walking arm in arm, Josie leaning into Tim slightly as her balance wavered.

“Did you see the stories about Chris?” Josie asked, her voice quieter now but still carrying a hint of vulnerability.

Tim glanced at her, caught off guard. “I hadn’t gotten that far,” he replied, his tone gentle.

Josie let out a slow breath, her words slightly slurred from the drinks. “His case... Matt, a prison guard at Rachel’s prison, killed him. He did it for her”

Tim stopped walking for a moment, looking at her with a mix of surprise and concern. “I’m sorry, Josie,” he said softly, his voice sincere.

She gave a small nod, her eyes fixed ahead, but her expression clouded. “Some days it feels like it happened yesterday, and other days... it’s just this blur.”

Tim tightened his arm around hers slightly, offering a small gesture of comfort. “That must be so hard.”

“It is,” Josie admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “But I keep going. For my daughter, for myself... even when it feels impossible.”

Tim stayed quiet, letting her words hang in the air as they continued walking toward the suite. Sometimes, silence was the only response that felt right.

They arrived at Josie’s suite, and Tim gently guided her toward the plush armchair by the window. She sank into it with a small sigh, her cheeks flushed from the alcohol.

“I’m sorry I drank a little too much,” Josie said, her words slower but still clear. “It’s just that... the skipping beats were happening, and I needed to calm them down.”

Tim crouched down in front of her, his expression soft with concern. “Are they calm now?” he asked, his voice quiet but genuinely curious.

Josie looked at him for a moment, then laughed lightly, the sound warm and disarming. “No,” she admitted, shaking her head with a wry smile. “They’re still there.”

Tim chuckled, leaning back on his heels. “So, drinking didn’t help?”

“Not even a little,” Josie replied, her laugh turning into a soft giggle. “Maybe it’s just you.”

Tim smiled, unsure how to respond, but feeling a small flicker of something he hadn’t felt in years. He stood up and walked over to pour her a glass of water, handing it to her. “Here, try this. It’s not as exciting as a screwdriver, but it might help.”

Josie took the glass, her fingers brushing his for a moment. “Thanks, Tim,” she said, her tone a mix of gratitude and something deeper.

Tim walked off, making his way toward the bathroom. Josie knew he wasn’t going to the bathroom because he left the door open. She sets the glass of water down on the table and slowly staggers up from the chair and heads toward the bathroom. 

She stands in the doorway watching Tim, who is texting on his phone. Josie walks over to him, grabs his phone from his hand and sets it down on the bathroom counter. She then brushes her body up against his and strokes his cheek with her hand. 

Tim looks down at her, there’s a small twinkle in his blue eyes and a small smile on his face. 

“You haven’t changed much,” Josie tells him, “Still a handsome devil.” 

“Me? A handsome devil?” he says laughing, “I know you’re drunk now!” 

Tim wants to make a move but he feels kind of awkward. He didn’t want to take advantage, even though he wanted to kiss her badly. 

Josie is now rubbing his chest with her hands. She moves one finger up and down his chest, which is turning Tim on. 

Tim grabs her hand and stops her. 

“We can’t do this. You’ve been drinking and I don’t want to take advantage. Let’s get you to bed,” he tells her. 

“The least you can do is kiss me. I can see how badly you want to,” Josie says coyly. 

Tim looked at her, his expression conflicted. He could feel the tension between them, and the way Josie was looking at him didn’t make it any easier. She was right—he did want to kiss her. It had been years since he’d been this close to her, and the feelings he’d buried were surfacing rapidly.

But he shook his head gently. “Josie, it’s not about what I want. You’ve been drinking, and I don’t want to do something you’ll regret tomorrow.”

Josie tilted her head, her eyes locking with his. “You think I’d regret kissing you?” she asked, her tone soft but insistent.

Tim sighed, his resolve wavering as he searched her face for a hint of doubt. But there was none. Josie was confident, her hand still resting lightly against his chest, and her presence was magnetic.

She leaned in closer, her voice a whisper now. “Just one kiss, Tim. That’s all I’m asking.”

He hesitated for a moment longer before finally relenting. Slowly, he bent down, his hand gently cupping her cheek as he pressed his lips to hers. The kiss was soft at first, tentative, but it quickly deepened as years of unspoken feelings rushed to the surface.

When they finally pulled apart, Josie’s lips curved into a small smile. “See? That wasn’t so hard,” she teased, her tone playful.

Tim chuckled softly, still feeling the warmth of the moment. “Yeah, well, you’ve always been hard to resist.”

Josie just chuckles. 

“This might be the only kiss you get from me. My plane home tomorrow could crash and burn,” Josie said playfully. 

“Don’t say that,” Tim said seriously. 

Josie laughs as he helps her to bed.. She laid down and was soon fast asleep. 
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Josie woke up the next morning still in her outfit from yesterday. Her mouth was dry and felt like she was eating cotton. Her head was pounding. 

“Ugh, I feel awful,” Josie said as she sat up in bed. 

“Tim,” she thought as she stood up and looked around the room. He was gone. She looked at the bedside table and saw a note. 

“Thanks for a wonderful night. I’ll be in touch.” Tim. 

Josie gets in the shower and changes into one of her outfits. She packs up her suitcases and leaves the suite. She checks out downstairs and walks to her rental. She gets in and starts it up.

Josie drives over to Tim’s house and rings the doorbell. Tim answers the door. 

“Josie, what are you doing here?” He asks confused, “I figured you’d already be on a plane back to California.”

“I just came by to formally say bye.” she answered, “and to give you this.” 

Josie stretches up to kiss him. He reciprocates. The two of them are standing on his front porch kissing for a good two minutes. 

When the two finally end the kiss, Josie whispers under her breath “wow’. Her legs are slightly weak feeling.  

“Take care,” she tells him before starting to walk away. 

Tim is still trying to compose himself after the kiss. He can see Josie smiling as she gets in the drivers seat of the Range Rover. She waves to him as she starts to
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