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By Shelly Meyer
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Chapter One: Betrayed

SARAH
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I was too stunned to speak. I couldn’t even think of any intelligible words to make them come out of my mouth.

This was not happening to me; not again.

“What the hell is going on here?” I asked.

“Sarah, it’s not what it looks like,” Andrew told me as he pushed Karen away from him.

“No? Tell me what I’m seeing because it looks like the two of you were kissing.”

Karen grinned.

“She kissed me.”

“You weren’t resisting.” I walked toward Karen and stared at her. “He’s all yours,” I told her. I took my ring off and handed it to Andrew, then I walked to the bedroom and grabbed my bag. I was leaving. I knew I’d be the one who got hurt. For the past month, it was always in the back of my mind. Andrew was too young. He wasn’t ready to settle down, and his life was so different from mine. We were too different, period.

“Please don’t leave,” Andrew begged as he stood in the doorway.

“I’m done, Andrew. I never should have trusted a 25-year-old. I am so stupid.”

“It was nothing, Sarah. She kissed me. I didn’t kiss her back.”

“Don’t bother explaining. ‘It meant nothing.’ ‘She kissed me.’ ‘She caught me off guard.’ Am I close?” I turned around and stared at him.

He looked down at his feet. “Yes, but it’s true.”

Tears streamed down my cheeks. I started packing the few clothes I had unpacked as I cried. “I thought you were different, Andrew. I thought you loved me. All the things you said to me, and all the things you said you wanted to do for me. All lies.”

“I never lied to you, Sarah.”

“You kept this from me. It’s the same thing. How long has it been going on?”

“NOTHING HAPPENED,” he shouted. I turned around and stared him down, tears still falling from my eyes.

“You didn’t want to tell me she came on to you because you were afraid I wouldn’t come to Portland. I shouldn’t have come.” My bag was packed, and I cried harder, and now he was crying, too.

“Please don’t leave, Sarah. I love you.” He walked toward me and put his arms around me.

“Don’t,” I sobbed, pounding my fists on his chest. I wept into his shirt. “I can’t, Andrew. I’m sorry. I love you, but this isn’t my life. I can’t be worried things like this are going to happen all the time, because they will.  It’s inevitable, and I can’t deal with it. I want to trust you, but I’ve been hurt too many times, and I hoped you would be different, but you have hurt me now, too.  This isn’t my life, Andrew.  It’s yours.”  I dried my tears, and I kissed him on his cheek and walked past him.  He grabbed my hand.

“Sarah, please.”  I pulled away.

“Goodbye, Andrew,” I said, and I left him crying.

I was alone in the hallway, so I sat down in front of the door and sobbed until I was unable to cry.  Why would he do this to me?   I thought he was different.  I thought he loved me.  I was supposed to be able to trust him, but he was like every other man I had ever been with.  

I stood and stared at the door.  I thought about going back in and talking to him, but there was nothing left to say.  It was over.  If I went back now, it would look like I would tolerate this type of behavior, and he would think he'd be able to do anything.  I wasn’t about to let that happen.

* * *
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AS I SAT ON THE PLANE back to Denver, I thought about Chris and how I should have made the “safe choice” and stayed with him.  Now it was too late to choose anyone.  Chris was learning how to be only friends with me, and I was going to have to learn how to be alone again.  I didn’t care.  I was used to being alone, and it was a lot better than hurting like this.  I hurt so much that I had to fight the tears for most of the plane ride.
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She was gone.  I had screwed it up.  No, Karen had screwed it up.  I should have seen it coming.  The moment Sarah walked back into the room, Karen decided that was the time to grab me and kiss me.  Why didn’t I shove her away?  What the hell was wrong with me?  Now, because of Karen’s little stunt, I had lost the only woman I had ever loved.

I needed to fix this quickly.  I couldn’t live without Sarah.  I had to go to Denver and fix this.  I had to make her understand how much I loved her and how I would never hurt her on purpose.  I pulled the ring out of my pocket and looked at it.  I was going to put this thing back on Sarah’s finger where it belonged.

“Go after her, man,” Trevor told me later that evening.  He had come back to console me after the damage Karen had done. 

“I am,” I told him.  I was packing a bag.  “What the bloody hell was Karen thinking?”

“She was trying to cause exactly what happened.  Go to Denver and fix this with Sarah.  She is so in love with you.  She’s suffering.”

“So am I.”

“Have you tried to call her?”

“Yes.  She won’t answer her bloody phone.”
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The lights were on in the living room when I pulled in the driveway.  No one should have been home.

I opened the door and went inside.  I found Sarah lying on the couch, crying.  A bottle of Scotch was on the coffee table in front of her.  She didn’t drink.  Something was wrong.  I walked over to her and held her.

“What are you doing home?” I asked her as I held her.  “What happened?”

Between sobs, Sarah told me what had happened in Portland.  “I can’t trust him, Chris.  I thought I'd be able to, but he never told me Karen had professed her love for him before I got to Portland.    He was too afraid to tell me.  He thought I’d be too hurt or too suspicious, or something stupid like that.  He gave me absolutely no credit.  Your bad feeling was right.  Something did go wrong.”

“I’m so sorry.  I’m sorry I was right, and I’m sorry this happened.”  I rocked her and held her.

“What’s wrong with me, Chris?” she whispered.

“Nothing is wrong with you.”  I held her closer.  “Maybe it was nothing at all.  He loves you.”

She looked up at me.  “Not enough,” she told me.  The alcohol on her breath was strong.  I was worried she might have alcohol poisoning.

“Where did you get the Scotch?” I asked her.  She was still looking at me, her eyes red and wet.

“The liquor store.”  She chuckled.

“Why?  Are you trying to kill yourself?”

“Andrew already did that for me,” she slurred.  She kept her eyes on me and leaned up and kissed me.  I pushed her away gently.

“No, Sarah.  We’re not going to do this.”

“Come on, Chris.  We both want this.  It would serve that jerk right.  Payback is a bitch.”

I gave a short laugh.  “As much as I would love to make love to you, revenge sex won’t make things better, and you’ll regret it when you sober up.”

“Andrew and I are finished.  I told you, I can’t trust him.”

“You won’t think that way when you’re sober.  Trust me.”  I wanted her, but this was not how I wanted her.  She loved Andrew, and I wouldn’t take advantage of her.  She would never do that to me.

“Come on, Chris.  Kiss me.  I’m so miserable.” She puckered up her lips.  She looked so pitiful and beautiful.

“Lay down, Sarah.”  I laid her on the couch and pulled a blanket over her, and I took the bottle to the kitchen.  I stood at the sink, contemplating finishing it.  It was half-full.  I looked in Sarah’s direction.  Was she done with Andrew, or was it the booze talking?  I looked back at the bottle.  “What the hell,” I whispered.   Would I ever have another chance to be with her?  She wouldn’t even remember this in the morning.  She didn’t drink, and she had swallowed half this bottle.  I finished the rest and threw the bottle in the trash and walked back to the couch.  “Sarah, are you awake?” I whispered.

“Mm-hmm,” she mumbled.  Her eyes were open, and she smiled up at me.

She sat up, and I looked at her.  This was my chance.  I had to take it now.  “I love you,” I whispered again, and I kissed her with passion.  She climbed up on my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck as we kissed.  “Should we be doing this?”

“Yes, Chris.  I want to.  I’ve wanted to for so long,” she answered, and she put her mouth back on mine and pulled my shirt over my head.  I didn’t even care that it was going to be revenge sex or that she probably wouldn’t remember it tomorrow or, if she did remember it, she would regret it.  I was in love with her, and she was in love with me, too, even if she didn’t want to admit it, but she was in love with Andrew more and they would end up back together, but right now she was mine, and I wanted this.

I carried her to her bedroom and laid her on the bed.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


SARAH


[image: ]




As I lay on the bed, my lips met Chris's with a fervent hunger. His hands roamed over my body, igniting a fire within me I couldn't ignore. But as I gave in to the passion, I couldn't help but wonder why I was doing this. Why was I betraying Andrew? And I remembered the pain he had caused me. The lies, the betrayal, the tears. Like a miracle, my guilt faded away. I had told him it was over; I reminded myself. I deserved this. 

I pulled Chris closer, craving his touch, the taste of him, his scent. I wanted to lose myself in him in this moment and forget about everything else. With every kiss, every touch, every breath, I felt alive. I didn't sense any sparks, electricity, or tingling—only a raw, primal desire that consumed me. But as our bodies moved together, I felt a twinge of sadness. I knew this wasn't love, but it was something. Something that made me feel alive and free. And at that moment, that was all that mattered. So, I surrendered myself to the sensations, to the pleasure, and to Chris. And for just a little while, I forgot about the pain, the betrayal, and the guilt. For just a little while, I was simply a woman, lost in the arms of a man who made me feel like I was the only one that mattered.

He was very skilled and touched me the way I needed to be touched.  It was wonderful.  When we had finished, we lay in bed quietly, holding each other.

I looked over at him.  He was looking up at the ceiling.  “What are you thinking about?” I asked.

“What we did.”  He looked at me, a serious expression on his face.

“We had sex.”  I couldn’t help but smile.  I was still a little drunk, but I wasn’t hurting anymore.

“Why?” He asked in a quiet tone.

I sighed.  “Maybe we needed to.  I’m not sorry if that’s what you’re getting at.”

“Are you going to tell him?”

I got out of bed and put my clothes on.  “No.  I told you, Andrew and I are done.  He obviously wants to be with Karen.”

Chris got dressed and followed me out to the living room.  The stress was building up.  “You still love him, Sarah.  We shouldn’t have done this.”

“And you thought I was going to regret this?”  I laughed and looked up at the ceiling.  “I don’t.  I’d do it again.”

“You only did it to get back at him.”

“You didn’t stop it, Chris.”

“Because I wanted you, too.  But I’m regretting it now.  You should be with Andrew.  He loves you, and you love him.”

“Not enough, Chris.”  I looked at him again.  “Do you love me enough?”

“I doubt it.”  He looked sad.

“What? Why not?”

“Because we had sex.  If I loved you the way I claim to, I never would have allowed it to happen.”

I sighed again.  Sleeping with Chris wasn’t a mistake, was it?  Did I love Andrew enough to have stopped this from happening with Chris?  

I was dizzy now.  The Scotch was affecting me.  I had to steady myself by holding onto the arm of the couch.  I ran to the bathroom to vomit.

When I came back into the living room, Chris was on the phone.  “He’s on his way, Sarah,” he told me when he hung up.

“Dammit, Chris, why did you call him?”  I needed to sit down.

“I didn't. He was already on his way.  He’s at the airport.”

“Here?”  I was stunned.  I was going to be sick again—not from the alcohol, but because I was suddenly sorry for what I had done.

Chris nodded.

“Crap.”  I put my face in my hands and sobbed.  “What is wrong with me, Chris?  I can't face him now.  Call him and tell him to turn around and go back to Portland.  I can’t see him now.”

“No.”  His answer was stern, almost angry.  I looked at him, tears still streaming down my cheeks.  “You have to see him, Sarah. And you have to tell him.”

“I can’t do that.  He’ll never forgive me.  Hell, I don’t forgive myself.  And I don’t forgive him.”
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The Uber pulled up in front of Sarah’s house, and I got out.  I stood in the driveway for a few seconds after the car pulled away before I went inside. What was I going to say to her?  I hadn’t given it much thought on the plane. I had only thought about getting her back to prove to her I loved her, and I didn’t mean to hurt her.  I thought showing up in the middle of the night would prove that to her.

I walked up the steps and knocked on the door.  The lights were on. Would she even answer the door?  It was Chris who answered.  “She’s in her room,” he told me.

I set my bag down by the door and went to her.  “Sarah?”

“Please leave.”  Her face was buried in the pillow, and she was crying.

I walked to the bed and sat down next to her and rubbed her back. “Sarah, I’m so sorry.  I never wanted this to happen.”

“Why did you come here?  Why are you here?”  She shouted into the pillow.  She wouldn’t look at me.

“Why do you think I’m here?”

“To torment me.”  She turned over on her back and looked at me.  Her eyes were red and filled with tears.  “You hurt me so much.  Chris hurt me so much.  Everyone I care about keeps hurting me.  Why?”

“I didn’t mean to, Sarah.  It wasn’t me.  You must believe that.”

“This kind of crap is going to keep happening.”

“No, it isn’t.  I won’t let it.  She blindsided me.  The moment you walked into the room, she grabbed me and kissed me.  I didn’t have the chance to push her away before you came in.  It happened so quickly.”

She looked up at me again, the tears were subsiding.  “I want to believe you, Andrew, but I'm not sure."

“I love you.  I love you with every fibre of my being.”

“Not enough.”  She looked away from me again.  “I may not love you enough, either.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”  I lay down next to her and ran my fingers through her hair.  She had been drinking. “Is that alcohol on your breath?”

She nodded.  “I did something stupid.  Monumentally stupid.”

“The drinking?”

She shook her head.

“What is it?”  I kissed her forehead.  She didn’t pull away, but she didn’t look at me, either.

“I was so angry and hurt about what happened.  Before I got home, I went to the liquor store and bought some Scotch and downed half of the bottle. 

“No one was here when I got home, so I drank and cried, then Chris came home.”  She finally looked at me.

“You slept with him, didn’t you?”

She nodded and started crying again.  

“Why?”  I stood up and paced the room.  “Why, Sarah?”

“Why did you kiss Karen?  Why did you let her kiss you?”  She sat up and shouted at me.  “My mistake was out of spite and drunken stupidity.  What’s your excuse?”

“I don’t have one.  And your mistake, as you put it, is an excuse as well.  Why didn't you stop it?  You didn’t have to take it that far, Sarah.”  I stopped and stared at her.  “I shouldn’t have come back here.  I should have guessed you would do something like this.  It's always been in the back of my mind that you and Chris would end up sleeping together if he stayed here.  I never should have agreed to that, so I guess I’m to blame, too.”

She stopped crying.  “So, we agree?  It’s all your fault that any of this happened.  My only crime was writing that stupid letter to you.  You’re the one who came here.  You proposed to me on the radio.  You stayed here the weekend I got hurt.  You invited me to come to Portland.  You lied to me.”  She stood and faced me.  I looked into her eyes.  She was angry, yet I was the one who should have been angry.  I wasn’t.  I was hurt, and much more than Karen’s kiss hurt her.  “It’s your fault.  All of it.”

“You’re out of your mind.  I didn’t tell you to screw Chris, did I? You did that on your own.”

“And I regret doing it.”  She sat down on the bed and looked at the floor.  “I don’t expect you to forgive me, much the same as you shouldn’t expect me to forgive you.”  She peered up at me.  “But I do.  I forgive you.”

“This is going to take some time for me. I need to think.  I need time.  I need some space.”

“I don’t blame you, Andrew.  I’ll understand if you never forgive me.”

I sat next to her on the bed and chuckled.  “I came back here prepared to plead my case and give you this ring back.”  I pulled it out of my pocket and looked at it.  Sarah looked at it.  “I never expected this.  But you said it was over when you left Portland.  So, I kind of understand why you thought you weren’t doing anything wrong when you slept with him.”

“But I was aware it was wrong.  My actions were alcohol induced.  I never would have done this if I hadn’t been drinking.  And I was hurt and angry.”

“Well, now I’m hurt and angry.”  I stood and paced again. I was hurt.  I looked at her.  The sad, sorry expression on her face made me almost feel sorry for her, but I wouldn't give in on this. The hurt was too deep right now.  After being cheated on by Natalie, I swore I wouldn’t let it happen again.  

Sarah’s only excuse was that she believed I had hurt her enough to go to these extremes.  “It’s going to take time, Sarah.  I love you very much, but right now I need to distance myself from this situation and you.  I’ll still finance the repairs on your house as I promised, but...

“No, you won’t.  You don’t need to do that now.  We’re not together anymore.  You don’t have to keep that promise.”

“Yes, I do.”

“I don’t want you to.”

“I have to go.”  I pulled her off the bed and held her and kissed her forehead.  “I love you.  I’ll always love you.  Give me some time, please.”

She forced back her tears.  “Goodbye, Andrew," whispered.  I walked out of the room and looked at Chris.

“Did you work everything out?” he asked.

“No, but I’m still taking care of the repairs.  Don’t say a word.”  I stepped up to him and stared at him.  “And never touch her again.”

He stared at me in shock and backed away.  

I picked up my bag, and I left.
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She cried.  For hours, she cried and didn't stop.  She wouldn’t eat, she wouldn’t sleep.  I tried to console her, but it was useless. She said she had made a terrible mistake by sleeping with me, and if Andrew never forgave her, she wouldn’t blame him.  She believed she didn’t deserve him.  She had never cheated on anyone before. She had been hurt so many times by being cheated on, and now she was the cheater.  Andrew had been cheated on, too, and she had hurt him the same way.

“He will forgive you,” I told her on Sunday morning when she could finally hold the tears back. I had made a strong pot of coffee for her.

“No, he won’t, and I don’t blame him.”

“He loves you.  He’ll come back.”

“Maybe I don’t want him to.”  She looked at me.  Her eyes were red and puffy.  She needed to sleep, but she told me sleeping would only bring dreams of Andrew and more tears.

“That's not true.  You love him, too.”

“Yes, but we live in two different worlds, Chris.  We shouldn’t be together.  I should have chosen you.  Why didn’t I make the safe choice?”  She shook her head and drank her very strong coffee.

“The safe choice?” He asked.

“Yes.  Life would have been simple, easy, and safe with you.  I never would have been stalked by the paparazzi or made an emergency room visit had I chosen you; my safe choice.”  She gave me a tiny smile. 

“Would you have been happy?  Tell me the truth.”

“I have no idea.”  She eyed me with a serious expression.  “I didn’t give it a chance.  You said so yourself.”

I nodded.

“Why not now?”

“What do you mean?”  I had an idea what she meant, but I wouldn’t make assumptions.

“I mean, why don’t we try now?”

“No.”  I promised Andrew I wouldn’t go near her again.  

“Why not?”

“We can’t.  Not now.  You still love Andrew.  He still loves you, and you will be together again.  I don’t want to be the rebound relationship.  I’m happy with the way things are right now.”  I wasn’t, though.  I wanted to be with her.  That was part of my plan in the beginning.  My plan was to break the two of them up so I would have my chance, but I saw how much this was hurting Sarah, and I couldn’t bring myself to do that now.  She and Andrew were irrevocably in love; that was obvious.  I wouldn’t mess that up for her. As much as it pained me, I decided to take it upon myself to make sure the two of them got back together.

“I don’t understand you, Chris.  For weeks now, you have done everything to break us up.  You got what you wanted, I’m here and willing, and you’re saying no.”

“I’m sorry, Sarah.  I love you and I want to be with you, but you and Andrew... you have something real with him.”

“No, I don't.  He and I have only been together a short time, but you and I...”

“I said no.”  I told her in a harsh tone.  It was hard for me to resist taking her in my arms and kissing her and making love to her and being with her forever, but I couldn’t.  I shouldn’t.

She got up and went to the kitchen.  “What did you do with that Scotch?” 

“I drank it.” 

“Damn you, Chris.”  She slammed the refrigerator door, grabbed her coat and walked out the door.

“Where are you going?”

“To the liquor store.  I need to get shitfaced.”  I shot up off the couch and jerked her back into the house.

“No way.  You’re acting like an idiot now.”

“I want to forget, Chris.  I want to forget about Andrew and the last few weeks.”  She cried again and flopped onto the couch.  “I want to forget everything.”

I sat next to her and put my arms around her.  I let her cry again. She was far from done.  This hurt and guilt in her was too deep.  “It’s going to be okay, Sarah,” I whispered.

She shook her head.  “No, it’s not.  It’s never going to be okay again. He’s never coming back.” 

“Yes, he will.  I promise you.”

“You don't know.”

“Yeah, I do.”  She looked up at me.  The tears were still falling from her eyes.

“How can you be so sure?” She asked.

“Because the last words out of his mouth when he left here were ‘don’t touch her again’.”

She lifted her head, and a tiny smile formed on her lips, then faded. “You’re making that up.”

“I swear on my boys.  Those were his exact words.”

The smile returned.  I saw the hope return to her eyes.  Maybe she would be okay.  Maybe she would move past this with minimal damage.  I would be here for her, no matter what.  I promised her and Andrew that I would take care of her, and I meant to keep that promise.
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On Sunday, back in Portland, I realized I had been awake for over twenty-four hours.  I hadn’t been able to sleep.  I kept thinking about Sarah and how much she had hurt me, and every time I tried to sleep, I saw only her face and her tear-filled eyes.    How was she able to hurt me this much, knowing Natalie had hurt me this way?  I loved her so much, and I didn’t want to lose her.  Being away from her now was killing me, but I needed to think about what I was going to do.  We should have been lying in this bed together, holding each other, making love, being in love, not thousands of miles apart and miserable.

When I thought I might fall asleep without being tormented by visions of her, Trevor stopped by to see how I was doing.

“Not well,” I told him.  “She slept with Chris and I'm not sure if I can forgive her.”  I explained the entire situation to him.  He was stunned.

“I’m sorry, Andrew, but in her defense, I don’t think she would have done that sober.”

“That’s not the point.  She still did it, and I can't deal with this.”

“It’s not like Natalie, man.  Sarah loves you.  She told me herself when we were out in the hall.  She told me she can’t live without you.  You can’t live without her, either.”

“No, I can’t.  This is killing me, but she cheated on me.  How am I supposed to move past that?”

“You’re not, but time will fix the hurt, especially with her.  Call her.”

I stood and paced.  My mind raced, and I couldn’t think straight.  “I can’t do that.  Not yet.  I’m not ready.  The wound is still too raw.”

“I understand.”

“Keep Karen away from me. I have enough on my mind without having to deal with her.”

“Sure.  I can do that.”  He smiled and stood up to leave.

“One more thing, Trev.”

“Anything.”

“Call Sarah and make sure she’s alright, but don’t tell her it’s me asking.”

He grinned at me and nodded and left.

I thought I might sleep knowing someone I trusted was looking after Sarah.  I didn’t trust Chris, and it was worse knowing he was still living in her house with her.  If she was smart, she would kick him out, if not only to take the temptation away, but also to prove she regretted her actions.  That would make it easier for me to work on trusting her again.

It was killing me not to call her, but I had nothing to say yet.  I needed a clear head.  It would take time to heal.  I needed to keep my mind on work for a while, to let the pain go away.
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“I’m fine, Trevor.  Thank you for asking,” I told him when he called.  I wasn’t fine, though.  I was miserable.  I couldn’t eat, I couldn’t sleep.  I wanted Andrew back, but that would never happen.

“He’s miserable, too, Sarah, but needs time.  He’s hurt.”

“I don’t have any idea how else to apologize to him.  What can I do, Trevor?  Please, tell me.”

“He’s not ready yet.  I’m sorry.”  He sounded sad, like he wanted to give me all the answers, but he didn’t have any.

“I’ve lost him forever.  Karen is with him, and he’s going to be alone with her a lot.  All those kissing scenes.”

“No, you haven't lost him.  He asked me to keep her away from him when we weren’t working.  He wants to be with you, Sarah. Would you trust me on this, please?”

“ Yeah, sure.”  I wanted to cry again, but I had no tears left.

“Is... your friend still living with you?”

“For the moment, but I’m avoiding him like the plague.  I think he wants to move out now, and I’m okay with that.”

“That’s a good idea.  You don’t need the temptation.”

“I’m disgusted by what I’ve done.  I won’t make that mistake again. I’m in love with Andrew and I’ve screwed that up.  If I even think about standing a chance with him again, I will never touch Chris again.  Trust me.”

“I believe you.  Take care of yourself, okay?  I don’t need both of my friends having a pity party at the same time.  I don’t have that kind of energy.”  He chuckled softly.

“Thank you for caring, Trevor.  You’re a great friend.  I’m glad I met you.”

“I’m glad I met you, too.  And I want to see you again, in L.A., so the two of you had better make up by the time we get there. 

“I hope we do.  Thanks.”  I smiled a little.

“Bye, Sarah.  I’ll talk to you soon.”

“Bye.”  I hung up and went outside.  It was freezing, but I didn’t care. He didn’t need to say it, but I knew Trevor was playing Andrew’s go-between and knowing Andrew cared enough to check up on me made me happy. 

Chris came outside.  “Are you okay?”

I nodded.  “I think I’ll be okay.  That was Trevor on the phone.  He was checking on me.  Andrew told him to.”

“He said that?”

“He didn’t have to.  I think things may get better.”

“Why don’t you come inside?  I’ll fix you something to eat.”

I shook my head.  “I’m not hungry.”

“Sarah, you have to eat.”

“I’m not hungry, okay?”  I spun around and looked him in the eyes.  “I’ll eat when I’m hungry.  I’ll sleep when I’m tired.  I’m neither of those things right now, so let it go, okay?”  I walked past him and went inside.

“Chill out, Sarah.  I’m worried about you, like Andrew is worried about you.  Why are you being so combative?”

“I didn’t mean to.  I’m sorry.  I’m frustrated and miserable and sad and I want to cry, but I have no tears left.”

“I understand.”

“No, you don’t.  It hurts so bad that I hurt him, that I made him hurt this bad.”  I sat down on the couch laid down.
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The pain wouldn’t go away.  The longer I avoided Sarah, the more difficult it was to do anything else. 

It was Monday.  I was back at work.  Filming had begun, and I was screwing up my lines and wasn't taking direction.  If this continued, we would have to stop filming, and it would be me holding up production.

“Andrew,” our director, Joel Grisham, shouted at me in his megaphone from across the field.  I ran toward him. “What is wrong with you?  This isn't like you.  You aren't concentrating, and your chemistry with Karen is awful. Does this have anything to do with Sarah?”

Joel, a legendary Hollywood director, was a force to be reckoned with in his mid-forties. His mere presence commanded respect, and his reputation preceded him. Yet, behind his stern facade lay a giant teddy bear. 

His once dark brown locks had long turned grey, giving him a distinguished yet weary appearance. The deep creases on his forehead spoke of endless hours spent on perfecting his craft. But it was his piercing dark brown eyes that truly captured one's attention, reflecting years of hard work and dedication. 

Despite his intimidating aura, Joel was a great man to work for. His passion for his work was contagious, and his dedication to perfection was unmatched. He didn't need to say much, his actions and attention to detail spoke volumes. 

“It has everything to do with Sarah.  I'm sorry.  I'm having a hard time right now.”

“Listen, why don't we break for a couple of hours so you can get your shit together?  We'll break for lunch and try this again.  You're a mess.” He put his megaphone to his mouth and announced filming would continue at one.  He looked at me, frustration lines deepening on his forehead. “Call her, dammit.”

“Joel's right, Andrew,” Trevor said as he sprinted toward us.

“I can't do that, Trevor.” I lowered my head and looked at my feet.

“Do it, Andrew,” Joel told me.  “That's not a request.” I looked up at him and nodded and walked away.  Trevor followed.

“You need to call her, man,” he told me.  “You need to talk to her.”

I looked at him and continued walking, trying to think of something, anything, to say to Sarah.  She had broken my heart into a million pieces.  It would take a lot of time to forgive her for sleeping with Chris, if I ever did. Karen's kiss was nothing compared to what Sarah had done.  “You call her.” I looked at Trevor.  I was asking him with my eyes.

“This one's on you.  I can't play your go-between forever.”

“I'm not ready.”

“If you aren't ready now, you never will be.” 

I pulled my phone out of my pocket and looked at it for a long time before I dialed.  Before I pushed the last number, Karen ran up to us.

“You're going to call her?” She cocked her head, and she was frowning. “Remember, she slept with another man.  Unforgivable.”

“Why do you insist on bringing that up every time you speak to me?” Karen had no idea how much pain I was in and, even if she did, she wouldn't care.  Her goal was to keep Sarah and me apart. She had succeeded.  I assumed she thought I would come running to her once Sarah was out of the picture, but her presence only made it that more difficult for me to deal with the situation.  I looked at her, anger welling in me.  “This is your fault.  Had you not kissed me when Sarah walked back into the room, none of this would be happening.  She and I would still be together and happy, and production wouldn't be halted because of my inability to deal with this rubbish.”

You wanted to kiss me as much as I wanted to kiss you.  It's not my fault she chose that exact moment to walk into the room.”

“Let it go, Karen,” Trevor piped up.  “This is your fault.” He stepped up to her.  “Do you even care what this whole thing is doing to the both of them?”

“Not really.” She smirked.

“I loathe you,” I hissed, and walked away and hit the call button on my phone.
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“She's home, but she isn't feeling up to working today,” I told Valerie when she got to the office on Monday morning.  I sat in her office with the door closed. 

“What happened?”

“She caught him kissing his co-star.”

“Oh, God,” Valerie gasped.  “Maybe I should call her.”

“Not a good idea right now.  She didn't sleep all weekend.  I convinced her to sleep before I left this morning.” I sighed.

“What else happened?”

“I'm worried about her.” I stood and paced.  “When I got home on Saturday night, she was already home, and she had been drinking... a lot.”

“This must be killing her.” Valerie shook her head.

“Yeah, that's not all.” I sat back down and fiddled with a button on my shirt.  I looked up, concerned about telling Valerie the rest of the story.  She watched me. 

“What is it, Chris?  She didn't try to...?”

“No, no.  Nothing like that.” I took in a deep breath.  “She was drunk.  I was drunk.  Stupid me.  I used her break-up as an opportunity.”

I saw on her face she was sure where I was going with this.  “You slept together, didn't you?”

I nodded.  “That's not the worst part.”

“You've got to be kidding me!  You took advantage of her while she was in a vulnerable state.  Why would you do that?”

I put my hands up.  “Now, wait a second.  She came on to me first.”

“But you didn't have the good sense to put an end to it?  Chris, I swear.”

“I did at first.  I'm sorry it happened.” I stopped for a second. “Well, that's not completely true, but you understand what I'm trying to say.”

Anger shown on Valerie’s face, but she kept quiet and listened.

“I guess we kind of took advantage of each other.  She's sorrier than I am. Andrew showed up later that night and she told him everything.”

“Oh boy!  This is awful.”

“You're telling me.” I shook my head and chuckled in frustration.  “They were arguing and yelling at each other and when he left, and she lost it.  She hasn't eaten or slept in two days. I don't know what to do.

“Andrew's other co-star, Trevor Landers, has called twice to check on her.  She thinks Andrew put him up to it, but it isn't making things any better for her.”

“I wish I could help her,” Valerie sighed.  “If she needs more time off work...”

“No. I think the best thing for her is to clear her mind of it, at least for a while.  Work is the best thing for her right now, but today, not so much.”

“Please keep me updated, Chris.”

“I will.” I stood to go.

“And one more thing.” Her expression was stern.  “If you ever pull a stunt like that with her again, so help me, God!”

“Don't worry.  It won’t happen again.  She’s made it clear she wants nothing to do with me.” I walked out and went back to my office and closed the door.
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I had nodded off when the phone rang.  I hadn't slept since Friday night. I was sick to my stomach and exhausted.  My head was pounding.  I wanted to ignore the phone, but its incessant ringing was so loud, I couldn't ignore it. “What?” I demanded, annoyed at the innocent person on the other end.

“Sarah?” It was Andrew.  I was quiet.  I couldn't make my mouth say hello. “Hello?” He said.

“Um... yeah.” 

“How are you?” he asked.  He sounded as if he cared.

“Peachy,” I replied with a sarcastic tone.

“Sarah.” He sighed.  He was sad and frustrated.  “Please don't. It was hard enough dialling your number.”

“Why are you calling?” My tone was less harsh now.

“I miss you.  I'm miserable.  I can't concentrate.”

“I'm miserable, too.  I can't sleep or eat.”

“I'm glad you picked up the phone.” He sounded like he was on the verge of tears.  “I can't go on like this, Sarah.” He sighed again.  “Tell me one thing.”

“What?” I whispered.  He was quiet for a long time.  I thought he may have hung up, but I didn't hear the phone click.  “Andrew?”

“Mm-hm.”

“What did you want to ask?”

“Why did you sleep with him?”

“I told you why.” My head hurt and my eyes didn't want to stay open.  I didn’t want to fight with him.  I wanted things back to the way they were before Karen pulled her stupid stunt and before I made the colossal mistake of sleeping with Chris.

“Why did you do it?” He wouldn’t let it go.

“I was drunk and hurt and stupid. It was a mistake, but I hurt so bad I didn't stop it.  I can only tell you I'm sorry.  I can't make it go away.  I've never cheated before, and I don't intend to do it again.”

“I believe you,” he whispered.  “I'm not sure how to forgive you, Sarah. I want to.  Being away from you is killing me, but I'm so hurt.”

“I understand.  I don't expect you to forgive me.  I don't deserve it.”

“You do, but I can't right now.  I know I don't want to lose you.  I love you so much, my heart is broken.” He was quiet again, but I heard him breathing, trying not to cry.  His attempt failed.  “What am I supposed to do, Sarah?”

“Nothing.  I can't make you forgive me.  I can only wait until you do and prove to you it won't happen again.  I'm keeping my distance from Chris. I don't even talk to him.”

“Is he still staying with you?”

“For the time being, but not for long.”

“He needs to stay with you.”

“Why?” I was wide awake now. I sat up and threw the blanket off me.

“The house, Sarah.  He has to work on the house.”

I choked.  “Huh?” I took a breath.  “I remember telling you not to put any money into my house.”

“I guess you forgot what I told you.” He chuckled.  My heart raced. Hearing him laugh gave me hope that we still stood a chance.

“No, I didn't forget.” I lay back down and pulled the blanket over me again.  “I don't think you should spend any money on me now that we aren't together anymore.”

“You have no choice in this.  You promised you wouldn't complain about the money.”

“The circumstances were different when I promised that, Andrew.” A fight was coming.

“Are you breaking another promise to me?: 

“No. I'm being realistic.  I don't expect you to keep paying for the repairs to my house now that we aren't together.  That wouldn't be right.”

“Never mind that, alright?  I still want to.  So, you need to keep Chris around.  He promised to do the work.”

I sighed in frustration.  “Whatever.  Fine.” This wasn't the conversation I wanted to have with him.  I wanted to hear him tell me he wanted me back and that he would work on forgiving me.

“Don't be mad, please.”

“I'm not mad.  I'm frustrated,” I told him.

He sighed again.  “I have to go.  I'll ring you later, alright, love?”

“Mm-hm.” The tears welled in my eyes.  “Goodbye, Andrew.”

“I love you,” he whispered, tears in his voice, and hung up.

I lay on the couch and cried myself to sleep.
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Chris pulled up next to Sarah's car and got out of his truck. The house was dark.  He guessed Sarah was asleep.  She needed it.  He unlocked and opened the door and crept inside, trying to be as quiet as possible.

Sarah was lying on the couch.  “Chris?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

She sat up.  “Turn on the light, please.” He did as requested.  “Come, sit down.” She patted the couch next to her.  He sat next to her.

“Are you okay?” 

“I guess.” She rubbed her eyes and yawned.  “Andrew called.”

“Oh.  Is he okay?” Chris wasn't sure it was a good thing that Andrew had called.  For the past two days, the mere mention of Andrew's name caused Sarah to burst into hysterical fits of tears.

“He's fine.  He wants you to stay here and work on the house.”

He thought about that for a moment.  “And what do you want?”

She shook her head.  “I don't want to hurt anymore.”

“I know.” He put his arm around her shoulder in a friendly way.  “What else did he say?”

“He said he isn't sure how to forgive me.” She said.  “God, my head hurts.” She tried to hold the tears in.  “I screwed up, didn't I?”

“We both did.”

“I can't live without him, Chris.  I don't know how to fix this.”

“It will be fine, I promise.” He held her a little tighter.  “He loves you.”

“I don't think it's enough for him to forgive me for what I've done to him.  I need to prove to him it won't happen again.”

“I'm sure he knows you won't ever hurt him like that again.  Have faith.  It's going to be fine.”

“It won’t be fine,” she said.  “It feels like it’s never going to be okay again.” The tears fell down her cheeks again.  “He won’t be able to trust me again.  I've lost him forever.”

“I doubt that very much.  He's hurting as much as you are.”

“He said that, but if that's true, then why won't he take me back?”

“Maybe he isn't ready yet.” Chris stood and faced her.  “Give him some time.” 

She stood and went to the kitchen for some ibuprofen.  Her head was pounding.  Sleeping didn't make the pain go away, either. All she did was dream about Andrew, and she was sure she had been crying in her sleep.  She downed three pills with some water, then rummaged in the fridge for something to eat.  Her stomach was flipping.  She thought she was going to be ill.  She hadn't eaten in days.  The smell of food even made her sick, and the pills and the water made their way back up her throat.  She ran to the bathroom to throw up.

Chris followed her and rubbed her back as she vomited.  “Go away,” she groaned.

“No.” 

“I don't want you to see me like this.  I'm a mess.”

“I don't care.  I'm not leaving you alone until I'm sure you're okay.”

She stood and rinsed her mouth out.  “I'm never going to be okay again.  Don't you understand?”

“Stop feeling sorry for yourself, dammit.” He followed her back to the couch and sat next to her.  She pulled the blanket over her and ignored him.  “You are to blame for this, too.”

“Don't you think I know that?  That's why it won't be okay.  Would you forgive me if it were you in Andrew's place?”

“I kind of was, remember?”

“Yeah.” She was shaking under the blanket.  She needed to eat, but she wasn't sure she'd be able to keep anything down.

“I'm going to make you some chicken soup.  You need to eat.” He got up and began heating a can of soup for her.

“I don't think I can keep it down.”

“You can and you will.” He smiled at her from across the room. 

Sarah turned the television on and flipped channels.  Celebrity Insider was on.  'Oh great,' Sarah thought to herself.  'That's all I need; to see his face.' She couldn't look away or turn the channel when the host began talking about the cast of 'Silence' and showing photos of the stars.  One of the show's reporters was interviewing Trevor.  Sarah could handle seeing Trevor.

“Filming is going well,” he told the reporter.  “We're a little behind, but we're having a great time, and I think the movie is going to be fantastic,” Trevor told the reporter. Sarah smiled.

Karen was being interviewed now.  Sarah hissed and ignored what she was saying, but she listened with intent when Andrew appeared on the screen.

“We have hit a few snags with production, but that's my fault,” he told the reporter.

“How are you handling your breakup with Sarah?” the reporter asked.

“I miss her. It has been difficult, but we'll work it out.  It's not as bad as the press makes it out to be.  I promise, Sarah and I will work it out.”

Sarah cried again.  She listened to nothing else.  Chris was coming back into the living room with her soup.  “What happened?” he asked.
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I had hoped Sarah saw my brief interview on Celebrity Insider.  If she had, she would have heard I still loved her and wanted to work it out.  I prayed she would somehow tell me.

My phone rang as we were wrapping up filming for the day on Monday.  It was Chris.  “What the hell did you say in that interview?” he asked when I picked up.

“And a cheerful hello to you, mate,” I laughed. 

“I don't have time for pleasantries, Andrew.  Sorry.  Sarah isn't talking. What did you say in that interview?  She won't stop crying.”

“I said we would work it out.  I had hoped she heard what I said in the interview.” I couldn't help but smile. 

“How do you plan to work it out?”

“I can't live without her.  I want her back.  How do I make that happen?  I don't want to live my life without her in it. Can I talk to her?”

“She's not in any condition to talk right now.  She's still sitting on the couch, bawling her eyes out.”

I hadn't intended to make her cry.  I wanted her to be happy. “Why is she crying?”

“I don't think they are tears of sadness, man.  She's laughing between sobs.” Chris was smiling as he spoke.

I breathed a sigh of relief.  “Good.  I have a few things to take care of, but I promised her I would call her again tonight.  Has she eaten or slept?”

“I fixed her some soup.  She got sick a little while ago, but I think it's from taking ibuprofen on an empty stomach.  She slept most of the day.  I think she's going to be okay now that she's eating something, even if it is only soup.”

“She can't do that to herself.  Please make sure she keeps eating and gets rest.  It would kill me if she ended up in the hospital from dehydration.”

“I won't let that happen.  I think you should call her later.  I think she'll be happy to hear from you.”

“Okay, mate.” Strange enough, I was relieved that Chris was with her to take care of her.  “Listen, I want you to stay at her house and take care of the repairs to the house.  I don't care how much she protests.  Things will be back to normal soon enough, and I want everything started with the repairs.”

“I won't leave.  I'll make sure it gets done.”

“Thank you, Chris.  I'll call later.  Goodbye.” I hung up and went to my trailer to take a shower and change my clothes.  I was going to learn to forgive Sarah for what had happened.  It would take time, maybe a lot of time, but one thing was certain: I could not live my life without her in it.  We would work things out.

* * *
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SARAH FINISHED HER soup and found she was able to keep it down.  She was flipping channels on the television when Chris came back into the house.  He had been on the phone, but Sarah wasn't sure who he was talking to.  “Is everything okay?”

“Sure.  No worries.” He sat down beside her and smiled.  “I called Andrew.”

Sarah gasped, almost horrified.  “Why would you do that?”

“I had to find out what he said that caused you to burst into tears like that.” He took her hands.  “He is crazy in love with you, Sarah.”

“Is that what he said?” 

“Yes.” Chris stood and paced.  “How do I say this?”

“What did he say, Chris?  Don't do this to me, please.  I can't take it anymore.”

“He wants to be with you.  He wants to work it out.  He isn't sure how to make that happen.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“Well, think about it from his point of view, Sarah.  You cheated on him. It's going to take a lot for him to forgive you for that.”

“I didn't cheat on him.  I told him it was over when I left Portland.”

“I don't think he sees it that way.  I don't think he believed it was over. He showed up here to fix things with you.” 

“And I screwed everything up.” She shook her head and put her face in her hands.  “I'm not sure how to fix it, either.  How do I fix this?”

“I can't help you with that.” He sat back down and put his arms around her.  “All I can say is, until it's fixed, press on and try not to think about it.  It won't do you any good to sit around here and dwell on something you have no control over right now.  Go back to work tomorrow and keep your mind off Andrew and this situation.  It's almost as if you're pretending everything is fine. Can you do that?”

She nodded.  “I'll try.” She looked up at him and gave him a weak smile. “Thank you for not giving up on me.”

He smiled back at her.  “I'm not going anywhere.  I'm always going to be here for you.”

She took a deep breath and moved away from him.  “It's going to be okay.  If I keep telling myself that, I can work through this.  Even if Andrew and I never reconcile, everything is going to be okay.” She gave Chris a bigger smile and stood up.  “I need to take a shower.”

Chris smiled.  “Okay.”
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I had to take a long, hot shower to relax.  I had no idea how things would turn out, but Chris was right.  I had to take things one day at a time and not worry about things I had no control over, and I certainly had no control over whether Andrew forgave me or not. That was up to him.  I wasn't sure I deserved it.  I understood how bad it hurt to be cheated on.  Both Andrew and I had been the victims of infidelity in past relationships, so if he decided it was too difficult to forgive and forget, I couldn't blame him.  I had been kicking myself for days for what I had done to him.  I hurt him in the worst way.  I should have known better.  I wanted to use my drunkenness as an excuse, but as hurt as I was when Karen and Andrew kissed, I may have slept with Chris out of spite, even if I had been sober.

I let the hot water fall over my face and my body.  It relaxed me.  Every muscle in my body was in knots.  I was tense from lack of sleep.  I was thankful that my stomach had stopped turning upside down.  I thought I might eat more than soup now, but I wouldn't push it yet.  I wasn't ready to get out from under the hot water, but I was getting sleepy again.  I had to go back to work in the morning.  I needed to sleep so I wouldn't pass out at work.  I turned the water off and got out and wrapped a towel around me, then went into my bedroom to change into some sweats and a t-shirt.

My cell rang as I was walking back into the living room.  “Hello?”

“Hi, Sarah.” It was Andrew.  He didn't sound any happier now than he had when he called earlier.  “How are you?”

“Better.” 

Are you sure?”

“Yes.  I slept and had some soup and took a shower.  I'm going back to work tomorrow.”

“Good.” I could hear the smile in his voice.  I wished I could have seen his face.  “Are you busy now?”

“No. I was going to watch some TV before I went to bed.” I looked at the clock.  It was barely after seven o'clock.

“I need to talk to you.  Are you alone?”

“Yes.” I hoped he was going to take me back.  I was wrong.

“I have been thinking a lot about this.  I meant what I said in that interview today.  Chris told me you saw it.  I spoke to him.”

“He told me you talked.” I smiled.  Knowing he still loved me made things a little easier to deal with.

“I meant what I said.  I love you, Sarah, and I want to work it out.  It's just....” He stopped short.

“You can't forgive me.”

“It still hurts so much.  I swore I would never allow that to happen to me again after Natalie.”

“I understand.”

“I still need time to figure all this out.  If you and I can remain on the path we're on now, talking and staying friends, I think one day we can move past this and be together again.  I want that.”

“I want that, too.” The tears began to surface again.  This was so not what I wanted to hear.  “I understand.” That was about all I could choke out.

“Do you?”

“Yeah.” I was sure he could tell I was crying.  My breathing was coming out in tiny gasps.

“Please don't cry, Sarah.  I can't bear it.”

“What...do you...want me to...do, Andrew?  What do...you expect?” I took a deep breath.  “I wish I knew how to prove I'm sorry.  I can't...do anything...from here.  You can only take... my word.” I couldn't stop the heaving of my chest.

“Right now, yes.  That's all I have.  That's all I can go on.  That's why I'm not giving up.  You seem to think I'm ready to give up on us.  I'm not.  I'm only having a hard time forgiving you.  I want to continue to talk to you and work things out.  That, alone, will help.”

“You think so?”

“Yes.  I'm still going to pay for the repairs on your house, so we will have more conversation.”

“Don't bother with that, okay?”

“The deal is done, Sarah.  I've made my mind up on that one, and you won’t change my mind.”

“I don't have to accept your help.”

“No, you don't, but since you'll be in Los Angeles while they are working on your roof...”

“Um... excuse me?  What makes you think I'm still going to L.A.?”

“How else do you expect us to work it out if we can't be together? You're still going to L.A. in May.”

“I don't think I can take any more time off work.  I've already missed too many days.  I can't go.” I took another deep breath.  I was no longer sad.  I was annoyed.  “Are you telling me what to do? You aren’t paying for the repairs to my house, and I’m not going to Los Angeles.  Let’s forget the whole thing!  Why don't you move on with your life and I'll move on with mine?  It will make things a lot easier for both of us.” I instantly regretted saying that, but I couldn’t un-ring that bell.

“Are you out of your mind, Sarah?  That won’t make things easier.  It would destroy me.  You are so bloody stubborn.  I don't want to live without you.  I can't live without you.  Don't you understand that?  Where is this insanity coming from?”

“I can't take money from you knowing how much I hurt you.  I can't do it, Andrew.  I'm sorry.  It wouldn't be right.  We aren't together.  I'm not even sure we're friends now.”

“Please, God, don't do this to me, Sarah.  Are you trying to rip my heart out?”

“No, it's easier this way.  I love you with all my heart.  I want to be with you as much as you want to be with me, but...”

“No, buts, Sarah.  Dammit!  If you love me, don't do this.  I'm trying to find a way to make this work.  I want to forgive you.  This is the only way I can start to forgive you.  We need to talk.  We need to spend time together.  I need to do this.  Do you understand what you're doing to me?”

“It's killing me, too, Andrew.  I want to be with you, too.”

“Then stop this.”

“It's better this way.  I don't want to hurt you again, and I'm afraid I will.”

“You mean like, cheating?”

“No. Other things.  I always screw everything up.  I don't want to do that.  Not to you.” I wanted to cry again, but I wouldn’t let it happen.  “Listen, I love you more than I have ever loved anyone.  I don't want to end up hurting you, and I most likely will.  I always do.  It would break my heart to do that to you.”

“Please, Sarah.  Don't do this to us,” he begged.  He was tearing up.

“Now you know what I mean.  I already am hurting you.”

“Then stop this now.  Don't do it.”

“I'm sorry,” I whispered.  “Goodbye, Andrew.  I love you.” I hung up and fell onto the couch and cried harder than I had cried in my whole life.  My entire body heaved, and I couldn't catch my breath.  Thank God Chris had gone to his room.  I couldn't bear to have him hover over me while I had my meltdown.
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“What did I do wrong?” I asked Trevor.  I had called him after Sarah hung up on me.  I replayed our conversation to him, trying to figure out if I had missed something.  Had I said something to cause her to re-think our relationship?  Had I said something to push her away?

“It doesn't sound like you said or did anything wrong, Andrew. Maybe she's not ready to forgive herself.  She said she was afraid of hurting you again.  Maybe she doesn't trust herself yet.”

“I don't think that's it.  Something else is going on.  I can't put my finger on it.  We love each other.  She wants to be with me as much as I want to be with her.  It has to be something else.”

“Like what?”

I paced the small space of my trailer.  I shook my head.  “What the bloody hell is going on in her head, mate?  I should hop on a plane and fly to Denver.”

“Do you think that would help?”

“If I'm able to talk some sense into her, it would.”

“Give her a few days.  Let her think things over before you try to talk to her again.  I think she needs to realize the mistake she's making.  She loves you.  She told me she loves you.  She said she didn't want to lose you.  She wanted to prove she wouldn't hurt you again.”

“She's hurting me now, and she knows it.”

“I can only guess she doesn't want to do anything else to hurt you.  Didn't you tell me she had a hard life and had a lot of bad things happen in her life?”

I had confided in Trevor about Sarah's painful past.  He had been empathetic.  He understood and didn't judge her or my love for her.  “I am aware of that, but she's the one who got hurt all those times.”

“Maybe she thinks she caused the problems in her other relationships and she's trying to keep that from happening with you.  I can't say, man.”

I continued to pace and exhaled.  “What should I do?  Should I go to her?  Or should I wait her out?  I don't want to lose her.”

“Can you forgive her?”

I shook my head.  “I'm not sure right now, but I want a chance to try.  She won't give me that chance.  I can't handle that.  I want to try.” I sat back down.  “I can't do anything now, but if I don't do something, I'm going to lose her forever.”

Trevor sighed.  “I wish I was able to fix this for you.  Don't figure it all out tonight.  You'll go crazy.  Sleep on it and maybe tomorrow you'll have a better idea of what to do.”

“Thanks, mate.” I smiled a little.  “Thanks for listening.”

“Any time.” He said, then hung up.
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I had no idea how to help Andrew or Sarah, and I wasn't sure how to put them back together, but I was going to try.  I dialed Sarah's number and hoped she was still awake. 

“It's good to hear from you, Trevor,” Sarah greeted me.  She sounded tired and sad.  “How are you?  How is filming coming along?”

“I'm good, Sarah.  The film is moving along very well.  How are you?”

“I'm okay.”

“You aren't, though, huh?”

“Did he ask you to call?”

“Nope.  He has no idea I'm calling.  So, talk to me.  What's going on?” I needed to find out why she didn't want to try with Andrew anymore.

“I don't want to hurt him again, Trevor.  I'm afraid that if we try to work it out, I'm going to screw it all up.  I can't do that to him again.”

“That's kind of what I figured.  What makes you think you're going to screw things up?”

“My past relationships.  They have all ended bad, and I probably caused so much animosity between my exes and me.  I keep thinking I wasn't attentive enough or sexy enough and that's why I they cheated, and why they treated me the way they did I don't want that to happen with Andrew.  I think it's better if we cut our losses now before anyone else gets hurt. Before he gets hurt.”

“He's hurting now.  Worse than when you cheated.  He's beside himself.  Do you want to do this to him?”

“No, I don't mean to.  In time, he will get over me.  We haven't been together that long.  You guys have such a different life than I have.  You are always busy.  It won't be hard for him to keep himself busy enough to put me in the back of his mind and eventually he will stop thinking about me altogether.”

“He won't do that.  Neither will you.  I don't think you realize how much pain he's in.  He's talking about getting on a plane to come to you to work it out.  He doesn't want to be apart from you.  He doesn't want to lose you.”

“Did he say that?”

“Yes, he said that.”

She chuckled.  “I screwed up...again.”

“No, you didn't.” I smiled into the phone.  “What do you want to do, Sarah?”

“I need to see him.  I can't do that, though.”

“How about I help you out with that?” I smiled.

“No way.  I won't let you do that.”

“I am insisting.  I'll work out the details.”

“I can't, Trevor.”

“Am I your friend?”

“Yes, of course.  I like to think so.”

“And you're my friend.  Here's what I'm going to do.  I'll take care of the plane ticket so you can come out here on Friday night. You can stay for the weekend like you planned last weekend.”

“One slight problem,” she interrupted.  “Where am I supposed to stay?”

“In Andrew's trailer.”

“What if he doesn't want me?”

“He will, trust me.”

“But what if he doesn't?”

“Then I'll trade your ticket in, and you can go home.”

“I'm not sure about this.”

“Trust me, Sarah, when you show up, it will be like nothing ever happened.  He is a total wreck over this.  You don't understand.  He wants to be with you and right now he thinks you're done with your relationship.  If you show up here and surprise him, he'll think you had a momentary lapse of sanity when you said you wanted to end things.”

“I'm still not sure.” 

Andrew was right, she was stubborn.  Getting her to agree to do anything was like pulling teeth.  “Don't think about it, Sarah. Just do it, okay?”

“Sure.  Sure.”

“Good.” I smiled again.  “It's going to be good. I promise.”

“I still can't help but worry that he won't want me.”

“He does, hun.  I told you he was talking about getting on a plane to come here.  We are beating him to it.”

“Fine.” She sighed.

“I'll pay for your tickets tomorrow for Friday evening.”

“Yeah, that's fine.”

“You can pick them up at the airport, then board that plane and come be with the love of your life.”

“And if he doesn't want me?”

“Enough of the negativity.  He does.  Stop fighting me on this, would you?  I'll pick you up at the airport and we'll head over to the set.  Our trailers are very close by.

“And what about Karen?”

“I'll take care of Karen.  Don't worry about her.  He doesn't even speak to her unless we're filming.  He has nothing to do with her.” I stopped and waited for her to respond.  When she didn't, I continued.  “So, do we have a deal?”

“Yes.  I owe you big for this one.”

“You can repay me by convincing Andrew to make me his best man at your wedding.” I laughed and she laughed, too.

“Thank you, Trevor.  You're a great friend.”

“So are you.  Have a good night.  Get some rest.”

“I will.  Good night.” She hung up, and I turned to go back to my trailer and Karen was standing less than five feet away, watching me, anger on her face.
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Tuesday morning came, but I still wasn't ready to go back to work.  I was somewhat happier after my talk with Trevor, but I wasn't ready to discuss the weekend's events with anyone at the office.  I hoped Chris hadn't told everyone at work that Andrew and I had split.  If he hadn't, they surely would have seen Andrew's interview on Celebrity Insider.  I wasn't in any condition to answer the questions that were sure to come. 

As I dressed for work, I worried again Andrew wouldn't want me once I arrived in Portland.  I shouldn't have worried about it, considering how torn up he was when I told him I didn't want to work it out.  I didn't mean it, but I didn't want to hurt him any more than I had already. 

I hadn't talked to Chris that morning.  He always left for work so much earlier than I did.  I would have to wait until I got to work. At seven-thirty, I left my house and headed to the office.  I wasn't looking forward to this day, but I took solace knowing that in a few short days, I would be on a plane to Portland.  If I had any doubts Andrew and I would work out our relationship, Trevor had put them to rest.

Once in the parking lot of my office, I paced the pavement in front of the building for a few minutes.  I was stressed and nervous about Andrew's reaction when I showed up on Friday night.

Chris came out of the building then, sprinting toward me. “How are you?” he asked when he caught up to me.

“I'm good.  I feel better.” I smiled up at him.  “I got an interesting call from Trevor last night, though.”

“Oh, yeah?” He glanced at me.

“He's flying me out to Portland this weekend to surprise Andrew.” I chuckled.  “Can you believe that?” 

“I can, actually.  That's the best thing for your relationship.”

“That's what Trevor said.” I laughed again.  “He says Andrew is miserable because I broke it off with him again yesterday.”

“You did what?” That statement irritated him.  His reaction almost stunned me.  I was sure it would thrill him to hear that I was done with Andrew.  “That's the dumbest thing I think you have done.”

“Why?  It's dumb that I don't want to hurt him again?”

“Was that your excuse?”

“It's not an excuse, Chris.” I started to walk away.  “I would have thought you would be the one person to understand where I was coming from.”

“Well, I don't.” He followed me inside.  “You think telling him it's over didn't hurt him?”

“I know it did, but I believed because of the short time we were together, he'd be over me quick.”

“Not with how much he loves you.”

“I'm sure of that now.” I stopped and turned to face him. “That's why I agreed to go to Portland.”

“I'm glad someone talked some sense into your stubborn head.” He started ahead of me and held the door for me.  We took the elevator up and went into the office.  Kelly hadn't arrived yet.  I dodged that bullet.

I headed to the kitchen to make a mocha, then went to my desk to start my day.  Not yet.  Valerie called me into her office.  “Yes, ma'am,” I greeted her with a cheerful smile.

“You, okay?”

“I've been better, but I'm good.” I stood in front of her desk.

“Chris told me what happened,” she said. I rolled my eyes and sighed. “Don't be angry with him.  He was worried about you.  So was I.”

“I'm sure you both were, but I'm fine.” I grinned at her.

“Did you sleep?”

“A lot, actually.  And I had some soup for dinner last night.  I feel fine.”

“Soup, that's all?” She glared at me.

“That was all I was able to keep down last night.  My nerves were on edge.” I sat down in front of her, my legs were a little weak.  “I'm much better today.  I promise I'll have breakfast, and lunch.”

“Good.  You won't be of any use to me if you're wasting away,” Valerie teased.  “Aside from the sleep and food issue, how are you?” She leaned forward and stared at me, concern in her eyes.  I loved how she cared so much about everyone she worked with.  Valerie treated no one like an employee.  We were all on a team and friends.

“Better.  Honest.” I sat back in the chair.  “I'm going to Portland this weekend to surprise Andrew and try to work some stuff out.”

“Are you okay with that?  Is he okay with that?”

“Kind of and yes.” I chuckled.  “I was afraid he wouldn't want me, but Trevor told me Andrew wanted to come to me, so I guess I have nothing to worry about.”

“Trevor is his co-star?”

“Mm-hm.” I smiled at her.  “I think it's going to be okay. Even if we don't work it out, at least we'll be able to say we tried and maybe we'll end up as friends.”

“I hope it works out for you.” She stood up and walked around her desk. I stood and she gave me a hug.  “You deserve to be happy, Sarah.”

I hugged her back.  “Thank you, Valerie.” With that, I walked to the door.  “I had better get to work.” I smiled at her again and left. I didn't know if I was thrilled or nervous.  I sat down at my desk and turned on my computer to start my day.  I looked up at my cubicle wall.  There was picture of Andrew and me Mary took the first weekend we met.  I took it off the wall and held in my hand and traced Andrew's smiling face with my finger.  I loved him.  I wanted to be with him, but, more than anything, I didn't want to hurt him again.  I was afraid he would never be able to forgive me, and we would always have underlying suspicion.  I never believed he'd hold it against me, but he may never trust me again and that would hurt our relationship.

Marie shocked me back into reality.  “Hey, buddy.” Her tone was somber.  “I know what happened.” She sat on the edge of my desk and looked somberly at me.

“How does this information travel so fast?” I shook my head and laughed.

“I watch a lot of television.” She finally smiled at me.  “You, okay?”

“Yeah.  I'm going to Portland this weekend to talk it out with Andrew.”

“Good.  Tell me what happened at lunch.”

I frowned.

“Don't look at me like that, woman,” she scolded with a teasing tone.

“Fine, fine.” I chuckled again.  “Now, go away.  I have work to do.” I stuck my tongue out at her, and we both laughed, then she went back to her own desk.

* * *
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“I'M NOT SURE WHAT YOU think you have up your sleeve, but you had better forget about anything you're planning,” Trevor told Karen on Tuesday morning.  Joel had postponed filming because of the rain.

“I'm not planning anything,” she replied with sarcasm.  “I don't understand why you want to throw her on Andrew when it's obvious she’s done nothing but cause him pain.”

“He loves her, and she loves him, and I won’t let your ruin this. I swear, if you do anything to mess this up, you'll be sorry.”

“Are you threatening me?”

“No, I'm stating a fact.  Stay away from him.  Don’t ruin this,” he growled through gritted teeth.

Karen snorted and stormed off.  Trevor eyed her until she was out of sight.  The last thing he needed was Karen messing this up. If she pulled another one of her stupid stunts, he may not be able to fix it again.

* * *
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ANDREW WAS PRACTICING his lines when Karen knocked on the door of his trailer.  “Come in," he said.  He continued to rehearse until she entered.  “What the hell do you want?”
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