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Chapter One–Sarah
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“I shouldn’t have sent it,” I said, shaking my head.  “I wonder if I can stop the mail before it gets picked up.” I hurried toward the door, but Kelly came after me and grabbed me by my arm.

“It’s done, Sarah,” she told me.  I sat down on the chair in the lobby and put my face in my hands.  “Besides,” she said, sitting down at her desk, “I think it's sweet.” I eyed her, and she smiled at me.

Kelly Frost, our company's receptionist, radiated positivity and warmth.  She made friends with everyone she met.  Her youthful beauty was undeniable, with her bouncy curls of golden blonde hair and sparkling hazel eyes.  Her laughter was infectious, which caused her hair to bounce and her eyes to dance with joy.  She had recently graduated college and was full of optimism, ready to start her career as a real estate agent.  She had a supportive nature and always had a smile on her face. 

“What was I thinking sending a letter to a twenty-five-year-old movie star?  I’m thirty-five, for Pete’s sake.”

“So?  It’s not like you asked him to sleep with you.  You only asked for an autographed picture.  I thought the letter was funny.  If nothing else, he’ll laugh about it.  The worst that could happen is that you'll find photos in your mailbox sooner.” She grinned at me again.

“You’re right.” I sighed and stood up.  “He doesn’t even have time to read the letters himself.” I walked toward the door to the back office.  “I need to go back to work.”

Back at my desk, I pulled a copy of the letter I sent out of my desk drawer and read it to myself.

––––––––

[image: image]


Dear Andrew:

First, I want to introduce myself.  My name is Sarah Miller.  I'm certain I'm one of a million women who send these letters to you every day.  First, I’m not a fanatic teenage girl, and if I were ten years younger, I wouldn’t feel so much like a creepy old lady hitting on a young guy.

Without sounding like that creepy old lady, I’m thirty-five.  I wanted to say I think you’re a beautiful person, inside and out.  You’re down-to-earth and real.  You also have great taste in burger joints.  I believe you're a fantastic actor, and they couldn’t have found a better Will (the character he played in his latest movie) if they tried.

Okay, so I’ve seen ‘Two Hearts’ and ‘One Life’ and I’m wondering when the third movie is coming out?

Can I ask you a huge favor?  Can you please send an autographed picture?  Everyone asks for that.  At least I didn’t ask you to come to Denver to sign my chest.  Ha ha.  (I groaned at that).

It would mean the world to me.

Okay, now for the creepy old lady stuff...my contact info.  I’m not expecting to hear from you, but a lady can dream, right?







I INCLUDED EVERY BIT of my contact information.

I groaned again and shoved the letter in my purse, hoping it would never again raise its evil little head.  But Kelly felt the need to remind me of it every single day for a month.

“Have you heard anything yet?” she would ask every day.

“No,” I would answer.  “And I hope I don’t.  I feel so weird about it.”

“Feel weird about what,” my friend and co-worker, Chris Keller, asked one day in late January.  He had been oblivious to what I had done for an entire month.  I wrote the letter on December first.

“Boy, you’re with it, aren’t you?” As I stood in front of him, my laughter bubbled out.  I looked up at him, taking in his striking features.  His hair was the color of sun-kissed wheat, and his eyes were a vivid blue, drawing me in with their intensity.  The firm lines of his square jaw and long nose made him rugged and handsome.  He had an almost Nordic air about him, and he exuded a sense of strength and confidence.

Standing next to him, I felt small.  He towered over me, and I had to tilt my head back to meet his gaze.  Yet, despite his imposing stature, he had a gentle calmness about him.  I found it hard to believe he could be anything but kind and understanding.  But then, I remembered how his ex-wife had described him.  He had a bit of a temper and was prone to bouts of jealousy.

“What’s going on, Sarah?”

I sighed, searching for the best way to explain my stupidity without sounding stupid.  Kelly’s bubbly voice piped in before I opened my mouth.  “She sent a letter to a movie star.  She thinks it was creepy, but I think it's sweet.”

“You would,” I smirked at her.

Chris laughed.  “How old are you?  Fifteen?” I punched his arm.  “Ouch,” he groaned, rubbing his arm, still laughing.

I walked away, but I wasn’t mad or hurt. 

To be honest, I only acted my age when it I had to.  Acting thirty-five made me feel old, and I didn’t like that feeling.  I had always appeared younger than my actual age, although I had been fighting the fine lines with anti-aging creams and make-up.

My hair fell in loose waves, reaching just below my shoulders, its auburn hue shining in the fluorescent lights.  I had countless freckles scattered across my face, each one a unique mark on my skin.  My eyes, a vibrant shade of green, sparkled with curiosity.  The slight tilt of my nose gave me a mischievous air, while my thin mouth held a constant hint of a smile.  I wouldn't say I was stunning, but I was content with my ordinary appearance.  

Chris knew I wasn’t upset, so he didn’t bother coming after me.  I went back to work.  It was almost five o’clock anyway.

***
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I DROVE HOME THAT EVENING, hoping there would be something from Andrew Collier in the mail.  I had a feeling there wouldn’t be anything there, but I had hoped something wonderful would happen for me.  I had been single for five years, and I deserved some happiness again.  Then I thought about Chris.  I’d had a crush on him for more than a year.  He knew it, but neither of us ever acted on it.  We had always been friends.  He never failed to help me when I needed it, and he was always there for me.

I drove up to my mailbox at the end of my street and opened it.  Nothing, which is what I had expected.  Movie stars as famous as Andrew Collier didn’t have time to read the thousands of letters they received every day.  It had been almost two months since I sent mine.  I gave up hope on this one.

When I pulled into my driveway, I saw Chris’s truck parked in front of my house.  He never mentioned he was stopping by.  It was too cold outside to move anything into my storage shed out back.  He had planned to come by this weekend to help with that, so I wasn't sure why he was at my house.

“Hey, goofball.  What are you doing here?”  I greeted him with our usual friendly ribbing. 

“I wasn’t planning on coming over, but I wanted to apologize for hurting your feelings earlier.”  He walked into the house behind me.  As usual, my house was freezing.  The furnace wouldn’t start, and I couldn’t keep my space heater on all day.

“You didn’t hurt my feelings.  You were joking, and so was I.”  I turned on the space heaters and the oven to get the house warm faster.  “Would you like some coffee or soda or something?”  I turned on the kitchen faucet.  “Dammit!”

“What’s wrong?”

“The pipes froze again.  Was it really that cold today?”

Everything in my house was falling apart.  If I could have afforded to move, I would have in a second.

“I’m going to buy that fuse for your furnace.”

“It’s not your problem, Chris, but thank you,” I smiled and sat down on the couch next to him and handed him a bottle of water I pulled from the fridge.

“Are you sure everything’s okay?”  He put his arm around my shoulder, and I leaned in close to him, more to get warm than to hint at anything romantic.

“Yeah,” I answered inaudibly, and looked up into his blue eyes.  He was so adorable.  He hadn’t shaved in a couple of days, so he was a little scruffy.  His smile was sweet, and he smiled often.  I liked that about him.  He was always optimistic, and I wanted to be more like that.

He still had his arm around my shoulder, and I was still looking up at him with a smile on my lips.  “You didn’t come over to apologize, did you?”

He shook his head.  “No.”

“Why did you come?”  I sat up and faced him.

He sucked in a deep breath.  “Do you remember when you told me you had a crush on me?”

“Oh, jeez.”  I laughed, embarrassed, and glanced away.  “Yeah, but let’s not go there, please.”

“That’s why I’m here, Sarah.”  He took my chin in his hand and pulled my face toward his.  I had no choice but to look at him.

“Chris...”

“I should have said something a long time ago, but I’m a coward.” 

“What are you talking about?”

“I like you, too.”

“You don’t have to...”  He stopped me with his lips on mine.  I let out a quick, nervous laugh.

“You okay?”

“Um, yeah.”  I smiled at him.  “Are you?”

“Yes.”  He smiled back and leaned in again.

The second kiss was a little more passionate.  His hands cradled my face.  I put my hands on his.

“Wow,” I sighed when he pulled away.

“This is why I came over here.”  He took my hands in his.  “I should have told you months ago.”

“Isn’t it going to be weird at work now?”

He rolled his eyes and pulled away.  “Why do you have to look at it that way?”

“What way?”

“All negative?  I tell you I like you and I kiss you, and you’re worried about things being weird at work.”  He shook his head and chuckled.

“I’m sorry.”

“This isn’t a bad thing, Sarah.  Be happy, would you?”

“I can do that,” I said with a smile and a nod.

“Listen, I can’t stay long, but I had to come over here and tell you how I feel.”

“I’m glad you did.  Thank you.”

“Anytime.”  He pulled me off the couch and put his arms around me.  “Yeah, I need to fix that furnace for you.  It’s freezing in here.”

“It is.”

“And I’m going to insulate those pipes, too.  Are you going to be alright here tonight?”

“Yeah.  It was colder the night I went to watch Two Hearts.”

Chris rolled his eyes again.  “Can we not talk about Andrew Collier again, please?”

“Yeah.  I’ve given up on that whole thing.”

“Good.”  He chuckled and kissed me.  “I’ll come by this weekend and fix that furnace.”

“Thank you.”  He kissed me one more time and stepped outside.

“Jeez, woman.  It’s warmer out here than it is in your house.”

"I could always sleep in my car tonight.”  I winked at him.  “Text me when you're home.”

“I will.”  He smiled and headed for his truck.

I closed the door and leaned against it, a huge smile on my lips.  I felt warm at that moment.

I slept well that night and woke up feeling refreshed.  In the morning, I had my mocha, checked my emails, and took a long, hot shower.  I was thankful the pipes had thawed overnight.  It was casual Friday, so I put on a pair of jeans and my black cashmere cardigan.  I applied my makeup with care and made sure everything was perfect.  I even took the time to curl my hair and pulled it back off my face.  I was feeling better about myself than I had in months.

For the first time in weeks, I didn’t complain about the other drivers on the road, and I made it to work in record time.  It would be a beautiful day.  I could feel it.

Chris was already at the office.  “Morning, beautiful.”  He was standing behind me in the kitchen as I fixed my coffee.  He wrapped his arms around my waist.

I turned to face him and smiled up at him.  I had never thought much about how tall he was.  He was over six feet.  “Morning.”

He bent to kiss me.  I had seen no one else in the office, so I wasn’t worried about getting caught.

“Did you stay warm last night?” he asked, stepping away from me so I could finish making my coffee.

“Yes.”  I sighed, remembering the passionate kiss of the night before.

“I should have stayed with you.”

“Something might have happened if you did.”

“Your point?”  He chuckled. 

“It wouldn't have been a bad thing.”  I said with a smile.

He stepped toward me again and put his hands on my face.  I loved that feeling.  He stooped and kissed me again.

“Don’t mind me,” we suddenly heard someone say from the kitchen doorway.  We stopped.  Our boss, Valerie Wilson, was standing in the doorway.

Her presence filled the room as she stood, leaning against the door frame.  Her hair flowed down her shoulders in a river of chocolate brown, framing her face.  As she met my gaze, a glint of mischief danced in her warm brown eyes, revealing her acceptance of Chris and me.  Valerie was more than just a figure of authority.  She was a natural leader, guiding us with a friendly hand while maintaining her position of power.  Her approachable demeanor made her easy to talk to about anything.  

“Uh, yeah,” Chris stammered.  “We, um...”

She waved it off.  “I saw nothing.” She winked at me, made her coffee, and walked back to the door.  “Please, continue.”

“We should go back to work before we're busted again,” I told Chris.

***
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THE DAY WAS FLYING by.  It was almost noon, and I was about ready for lunch.  Valerie was rushing to my desk as I was getting up.  She had a huge, mischievous smile on her face.  I figured she was stealing a minute to talk to me about the incident with Chris.  “What’s up?”

“There’s a young man at the front desk with an enormous bouquet.  He says he has to give them to only you.”

Puzzled, I stood up and walked to the front office, with Valerie at my heels.  “Who would send me flowers?  Chris?”

“They’re not from Chris,” she told me.

I stopped short and turned around.  “Who are they from?”  I was suspicious.

She was still smiling.  “You’ll see.”

I glanced at her and opened the door to the outer office.  Atop Kelly’s desk sat an enormous arrangement of the most beautiful and fragrant flowers I had ever seen.  They made the entire room smell incredible.

At that moment, he stepped out from behind the vase and showed himself.  “Sarah?”  His smile was breathtaking.  I recognized him at once.

I felt light-headed.  I couldn’t catch my breath.  “Will you excuse me for a minute, please?”  I ran back to the kitchen and sat on a nearby chair.  I bent over, trying to breathe.  Valerie, Kelly, and Chris were right behind me.

“Are you okay?” Kelly asked.  “You look like you’re going to pass out.”

“I’m alright.  I need to sit for a minute.”

“What happened?” Chris asked, sitting down next to me.

“What do you want me to tell your...um...friend,” Valerie asked, concern in her voice.  She glanced at Chris.

“Sarah, that’s...,” Kelly said, setting a glass of water on the table in front of me.

I looked up at her but spoke to Valerie.  “Could you ask Mr. Collier to come in here?”

Chris groaned, and I looked up at him.  He appeared hurt.  “Andrew Collier?”

I nodded.  “Chris, I did not know.  I’m sorry.  I didn’t expect him...”

He stood up, pushing his chair to the floor, and stormed out of the room.  A few seconds later, I heard his office door slam.

Andrew was standing in the doorway.  “Are you alright, Sarah?”  The sound of his voice made my head spin.  I nodded and took in a deep breath.  He stepped inside the room and picked up the chair and sat down next to me.  “Are you sure?”

"Yeah." His presence alone was enough to make my heart race.  The way his dark hair fell in disarray and the slight stubble on his jawline added to his charm.  His full lips curved into a smile, and it lit up the entire room, outshining the fluorescent lights above us.  His piercing blue-gray eyes held me captive, making it hard to look away. 

He stood tall and confident, his lean frame exuding strength and grace.  As he looked at me, I felt weak.  His intense gaze had the power to render me speechless.  It appeared his arms ached for me, as if he wanted to pull me into an embrace.  "What are you..? I mean, how did you... um, why?" I stammered.  I couldn't understand why he was here, and my mind struggled to make sense of it all. 

“I needed to bring you the flowers.  I’ll tell you; this office is difficult to find.  GPS is a lifesaver.  And to answer your why...because your letter intrigued me, and your picture, well, you’re more beautiful in person.”

I chuckled.  “So are you.”  I peered toward the door.  We were being watched by everyone in the office.  When they saw I had noticed them, they scattered, mumbling to each other.  “I, um, need some air.  Do you mind?”

“Not at all.”  He stood up and helped me to my feet.  I was still a little dizzy.  I had to crane my neck to look at him.  Six feet, one inch.  Damn, he was tall and beautiful.

We stepped into the elevator and walked outside when we reached the first floor.  Andrew held the door for me.  It was warm today, not at all like yesterday.  Not usual for late January, either, but this was Colorado.  The weather here was often bi-polar.  I didn’t mind one bit.  At that moment, I could have been standing in the middle of a blizzard in shorts and a tank top, and I don’t think I would have noticed or cared.

Andrew and I sat down on a patch of grass at the far end of the parking lot, facing each other.  “So, are you surprised?” he asked.

“That’s the understatement of the year.”  I shook my head and smiled.  I was having a hard time looking at him.  His eyes were hypnotizing.  I could have gotten lost in them.  I was playing with the grass, thinking of something witty to say to him.  “I’m wondering...”  I had to make myself look at him.  He had his head cocked, and he was grinning.  Oh, God, stop!  “Why are you here?”

“I told you.  Your letter intrigued me.  I had to meet the woman who wrote it.”  He took my hands in a friendly gesture.

“Disappointed,” I asked.

“Not at all.  You’re more than I expected.”  He was still smiling.  “What about me?”

“Are you kidding?”  I tried not to chuckle.  I failed.  “Remember I said, ‘You’re beautiful, inside, and out’?”

“Yes, but pictures don’t always do a person justice.  Yours didn’t.”

“Neither do yours.”  I shook my head and grinned.  “I feel like an idiot.”

“Why?”

“I’m thirty-five years old.  You’re twenty-five.  What was I thinking?  Jeez, what were you thinking coming here?”

“Are you sorry?”

“Not at all.  But I didn’t even expect the pictures I asked for.  I hoped, but I never thought I would be sitting here with you, having an actual conversation.  This is what girls dream about, but it never happens in real life.”

“Well, I’m thrilled to be here.  I’m glad I came, Sarah.”  He stood up and pulled me to my feet.  I glanced at him with apprehension.

“I’m glad, too.”

“I had better let you go back to work.”  I frowned, and he chuckled.

“Where are you staying?” I asked.

“The Brown Palace, downtown.  Do you know it?"

“Everyone knows the Brown Palace.”

“How far is it from your house?”

“Twenty minutes, maybe, when there’s no traffic.”

“That won’t do.”  His forehead creased as he thought about that.

“Well, my house is a piece of crap, but...”  I stopped, thinking about how run down my place was.

“But what?”

“I was going to ask you if you wanted to stay at my place while you’re here, but I’m too embarrassed by it.  You’re used to mansions and luxury hotel suites.”

“Sarah,” he laughed again.  “I lived in an RV while we were filming ‘Two Hearts’ and ‘One Life’.”

“That may be, but my place is falling apart.  It’s...gross.”  I wrinkled my nose, and he touched it.  It sent a shiver up my spine.

“I don't believe that.”

“Fine...would you like to stay with me while you’re here?” I asked him.

“Yes, I would.”  He smiled and put his arm around my shoulder, and we walked to the front door of the building.

We went upstairs, and he walked me to the door.  “So, I’ll see you later?”  I think my knees were shaking.

“Of course.  I’m going to have some lunch, then check out of the hotel, then I’ll meet you here later and follow you to your house.”

“Okay.”  I looked down at my feet, too nervous, again, to look at him.

“Hey,” he whispered.

“Yeah?”  I gazed at him, and he stooped and kissed my lips.  My entire body tingled.  Some kind of electric shock ran through my body.  I thought I was going to faint.  I was light-headed again, and my legs felt like jelly.

“You okay?”

“More than okay.”  I gave him a huge smile, and he walked backward toward the elevator.  I watched him until the doors closed.  I walked to the landing and watched him walk to the front door.

“Bye,” I called to him.

He smiled and waved at me, then he walked outside.  I went inside and had to sit down.  I was panting, and every muscle in my body was weak.

Kelly was at my side.  “Oh my God, Sarah.  He kissed you.”

I could only nod and try to breathe.  There was a huge, stupid grin on my face.  I wondered if Andrew was feeling the same as I was.

“What did you two talk about?”

“I asked him what he was doing here.  Then I started babbling about how weird it all was.  Oh yeah, then I invited him to stay with me while he’s here.”

Kelly gasped.  “Oh, my!”

“Stupid, huh?”  I shook my head.

“Andrew Collier is staying at your house.  You’re going to spend an entire weekend alone with him.”  Now she had an enormous grin on her face.

“Beautiful,” I heard Chris growled in an angry tone from the inner office door.

Both Kelly and I eyed him.  He scowled at me, then walked away.

“What was that about?”

I shook my head.  “I’ll deal with that later.”  I frowned.  “I can’t do this.  What am I thinking?”

“He’s gorgeous, and it appears he’s into you.  If you don’t make a move, you’re crazy.”

I shook my head and stood up.  “I have to deal with this Chris issue.”

“Yeah, what is that about?”

“I’ll fill you in later.”  What was I going to do?  I had to talk to Chris, but he was angry.  Should I give him some time to cool off?  No, we needed to work this out.  “Can I talk to you?” I asked him as I stood in the doorway of his office.

“Why don’t you go talk to your new boyfriend?”  He didn’t even look up at me.  This was hurting him.  It hurt me knowing he was hurting.

“That’s not fair.  I wasn't expecting Andrew would show up.”

“You didn’t have to kiss him.”

I sucked in my breath.  “He kissed me.”  I couldn’t believe he was spying on me.

“Of course he did.” He glared up at me and stood up.  “You left with him, and you were acting like a teenage girl when he showed up.”

“I was in shock.”  I walked toward him.  “If you remember, I told you yesterday that I had given up on even a picture of him.”

“I guess I’d act the same way if it were Sandra Bullock.”

“Sandra Bullock, huh?” I cocked my head and grinned.

“Can we forget it?”  His expression was somber.  He stood and walked toward me.

“Yes.”

“I think I found the fuse for your furnace.  I’m going to pick it up tomorrow morning and bring it by in the afternoon.”

Worry was clear on my face.  I bit my bottom lip.  “About that.”

Chris rolled his eyes and turned away.  “He's staying with you,” through gritted teeth.  “Awesome.”  He spun around to face me again.

“It slipped out.”

“Sure, it did.”  He leaned in close.  I could feel the heat of his breath on my face.  “What do you want, Sarah?  Me or him?”

“Are you joking?  This isn’t a competition.  I just met him.  I thought you and I were trying to make something happen?”

“We were...until Mister Perfect showed up.”  He paced.  “How old is he?  Sixteen?”

I chuckled.  “You’re jealous.”

“You think?”  He closed the door before the entire office heard what was going on.

“You have no reason to be jealous.  And, for your information, Andrew is twenty-five.”

“Oh, that makes it okay?”

“Chris, please.  You have no reason to be jealous.”

“You asked him to stay with you.”

“I told you; I blurted it out.  I guess I thought it was better than some lonely, impersonal hotel room.”

“Which hotel?”

“What difference does it make?”

“A lot.  Which hotel?”

“The Brown Palace.”

“And that’s worse than your house?”

“That was low.”  I walked away and started toward the door.

“I’m sorry.”  He walked toward me and put his arms around me.  “I didn’t mean it.  I am jealous.  I’m sorry.”

I turned around and wrapped my arms tight around him.  “You don’t have to be.  I've been waiting a long time for you."

“Me, too.”  He bent to kiss me.  I stood on my toes as he did.  He pulled away.  “We had better stop before we start something we can’t finish.”

“Alright.”  I sighed and opened the door.

“I’m still coming by tomorrow to put that fuse in.”

“I hope so,” I smiled at him.

“Hey, one last thing,” he stopped me.

“Yeah?”

“Who’s a better kisser?”  He was grinning.

“You have to ask?”  I didn’t have an answer to that question.  “I’ll see you later,” I smiled at him and left.  I could hear him laughing as I walked to the front office to talk to Kelly.

“Okay, so what’s going on with Chris?” Kelly asked me when I got to her desk.

“Please don’t tell anyone, alright,” I told her.  “I’m not one hundred percent sure what’s going on or what’s going to happen now, with Andrew showing up here like that.”

Kelly was like a giddy little kid about the entire Andrew Collier situation.  “Sarah, what are the chances of this happening?  Things like this don’t happen.”

“Yeah.  I’m still kind of shaking.”

“I was right.”

“About what?”

“I told you the worst thing that could happen was that you would receive an autographed picture.  I think you got the better deal.”  She grinned at me, and I had to laugh.

“Did I?”  I let out a deep sigh and began my explanation about Chris.  “I’m not joking, Kelly.  You can’t tell a soul.”

“I swear.”

“The only other person who knows is Valerie, and that’s only because she caught us this morning.”

“What were you doing?”

“Kissing.”  

She gasped and grinned.  “You’re kidding!”

I shook my head.  “No.  He came over last night after work.  I wasn’t expecting him to show up.  I already told you he shows up at my house out of nowhere to help me with stuff around my house.”

“Yeah.”  She was leaning forward in her chair.

“Okay, so he shows up out of nowhere last night.  He was waiting for me when I got home.”

“No way.”

“Yeah.  I thought it was funny, too.  It was too cold to move anything out to my storage, so why was Chris there?”

“He liked you already.”  I cocked my head and smirked.  “He told me yesterday he was going to talk to you.”

“And you said nothing to me?”

“He swore me to secrecy.  I can keep a secret.”  She gave me another toothy grin.

“Well done,” I smiled back.  The phone rang, so I waited for the call to end.

“Go on,” she told me when she hung up.

“Yeah.  Last year, I told Chris I had a crush on him, so he already knew I liked him.  It went no further than that.  I was okay with that until he showed up last night.  He told me he had been too afraid to say anything to me back then.  We were both going through so much.”

“I remember.  That’s about when I started here.”

“Right.  So, now everything has changed.  We talked for a little while, then he kissed me.  I couldn’t believe it.  It was so sweet.”

“Did you guys...?”

I knew she was hinting at sex.  “Oh, no,” I assured her.  She appeared to be deflated.  “No way, Kelly.  Come on.”

“What?” she asked with mock innocence.  “I didn’t want details or anything.  I figured...”

“I suppose it might have this weekend if I hadn’t had asked Andrew to stay at my house.”

“How did Chris take that news?”

“How do you think?  I think he’s tolerating it, though.  I guess that would be the right word.  I mean, it’s not as if he asked me to be his girlfriend or anything.  He told me he liked me and said he would come by tomorrow to put that fuse in my furnace.”

“He’s checking up on you, isn’t he?”

“I guess he is now, but he was planning to put the fuse in the furnace this weekend.”

“That’s going to be kind of weird with the two of them in your house, isn’t it?”

I shrugged and inhaled the sweet fragrance of my bouquet.  “I suppose, but Chris and Andrew will have to deal with it, or I’ll kick them both out.”  I laughed and peered down at my feet.

“You like them both, don’t you?”

“Well, yeah.  I mean, as much as I can, I guess.  Chris is my friend.  He’s funny and sweet and generous.”

“And handsome,” Kelly added.

“Yes.  And Andrew, he’s also sweet and funny, and he flew thousands of miles to see me.”

“He’s also gorgeous.”

“Thank you for pointing that out.  I was not aware.”  I smirked at her.

“What are you going to do?”

I shook my head.  I had Chris, who had always been there for me, helping me out without me even asking and then telling me he had feelings for me.  Then I had Andrew Collier, the mega movie star, who I never expected to meet in a million years.

“What am I going to do?  The minute Andrew steps one foot in my house, he’s going to run screaming.”

“Chris wouldn’t do that.  He hasn’t done that, and he’s been there hundreds of times.”

“Yeah and cleaned some nasty crap for me.”

“I can’t tell you what to do, Sarah, but I would make the safe choice.”

“The safe choice.” I pondered that for a moment.

“Yeah.”  She smiled.

“I need to go back to work.  Valerie is going to kill me if I keep slacking.”

Before I got to my desk, Valerie called me into her office.  I knew she wanted to know about Chris and me.  

I closed the door behind me and sat down across from her.

“What’s going on with Chris?”

“He’s jealous.  He thinks I’m going to run off and be with Andrew.  I’m not.”

“What are you going to do if something happens with Andrew?”

“I don’t see anything happening.  I’m too nervous to even look him in the eyes.  Besides, the second he steps foot in my house, he’s going to regret ever coming to Colorado.”

“I doubt that, but I want you and Chris to be careful and take it slow.  You’ve both been through so much.”

“I have no intention of hurting Chris.  He doesn't want to hurt me, either.”

“Please be careful.”  She gave me a thoughtful expression.

Valerie had become a loyal friend in the last year, despite her position as my boss.  She had always been easy to talk to.  Valerie was the best boss I had ever had.  She was concerned about everyone in the office.  She knew when something was wrong, and she listened.  Valerie cared.  I loved that about her.

“I’d better go to work.”  I stood up and went to the door.  “Thank you.”

“Anytime.”  She gave me a sweet smile, and I walked to my desk.

I tried to work, but it wasn’t possible.  Anita Ortiz and Marie Vallejo, two of my co-workers who had been waiting all day to grill me about Andrew, stopped by my desk to chat with me.

Anita was the first to grill me.  She and I usually talked in the morning before we started our day.  We talked about family and random work stuff.

Anita radiated compassion.  She exuded vibrancy and youth, despite being near forty.  Her tall, lithe figure moved with grace, her dark curls bouncing with every step.  Her eyes, a deep shade of brown, twinkled with kindness and understanding.  I cherished our morning talks, where her words and genuine interest never failed to uplift me.   

“Tell me everything,” she demanded with a smile, leaning on my desk.  Because Anita was only a few years older than I was, we related to each other.

I sighed and smiled up at her.  “Everything?”

“Everything, girl.  Come on.  I’ve been waiting to talk to you all day about this young man.”

“His name is Andrew Collier.  He’s...”

“Why does that name sound so familiar?  He looks so familiar to me, too.”

I pointed to the picture of him I had taken out of a magazine and pinned up on my cubicle wall.

“No,” she said in disbelief.

“Yes.  Andrew played Will in “Two Hearts”.”

“That’s the guy who was here.  How?”

“Yeah, I wrote him a letter in December.  He felt he needed to come to Denver to meet me.”

“Wow.  What’s he like?”

“He’s nice.  I only know what I’ve seen in interviews and magazines, but we talked for a while when he was here.”

“Are you going to see him again?”

“He's going to be staying with me this weekend.”

Anita gasped and almost fell off my desk.  “You’re kidding!”

I shook my head.  “Nope.  I asked him, and he agreed.”

“Well, what is he doing here besides bringing you beautiful flowers and causing you to almost pass out?”

“I don’t know.”  I realized I hadn’t asked him if he had another purpose for coming to Denver.  “He kept insisting he was here to meet me because my letter ‘intrigued’ him.”

“That’s amazing, Sarah.  Are you nervous?”

“That's an understatement.  He seems so sweet, and he’s gorgeous, but...”  I bit my bottom lip.  I wasn’t sure I was ready to tell her about Chris yet.

“But what?”  She was waiting for the entire story.

I waved it off.  “I have a lot going on right now.”

“Sarah, what’s going on?”  

I groaned.  “It’s Chris.”

“What about him?”

“You didn’t hear us arguing in his office earlier?”  Their offices were next to each other.

“No.  I had an appointment this morning.  I wasn’t here.  What about Chris?  I thought you liked him.  Why were you arguing?”

“He showed up at my house last night and told me he liked me, too.”

“Oh, wow.”  She averted her eyes.  She was staring into space.  “Perfect timing, huh?  I knew he was going to tell you, but...”

“Excuse me?”

“Yeah.  It’s nothing.” She waved it off.

“No, it’s not nothing.  Spill.”

“Chris asked me yesterday if you still had your little crush on him.  When I told him you did, he said he liked you, too, and wanted to make sure you still felt the same way before he made a move.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.  Does everyone know about this?”

“I think it’s only me, Kelly, and Marie.”

“And Valerie.”

“Valerie?”

“She caught us kissing this morning.”

“Oh, my,” Anita giggled.

“Shh.  It’s not funny,” but I was laughing a little, too.

“I’m sorry.”  She was attempting to control her giggling.  “What are you going to do now?”

“I’ve never been in this situation before.  I don’t know what to do.”

“You’ll figure it out.”  She patted my shoulder and stood up.  “Keep me posted.”

“Sure.”  I put my head on my desk and groaned in frustration.  Anita left, then, and headed back to her office.

“Sarah.”  Marie’s voice shocked me back into reality.  I jumped.

“What?” I groaned.

Marie was one of my closest friends at work.  I could tell her anything, and I knew she wouldn’t tell another soul.  She told me her secrets and was certain I wouldn’t tell anyone else.  We would never betray each other’s trust.

Marie Vallejo stood in my cubicle; her height matched mine.  Her dark, straight hair cascaded down her shoulders and framed her stunning face.  The rich brown of her eyes sparkled with vitality, and her smile was radiant and infectious.  Even without a trace of makeup, she was a vision of beauty.  I couldn't help but envy her youth and natural allure.  

“Come on, buddy, spill.”  Marie knew who Andrew Collier was.  She, too, was a “Two Hearts” fan.  “Andrew Collier?”

I had told her about my letter ages ago.  Neither of us would have ever dreamed Andrew would show up here.

“I can’t believe it, either,” I said after I had told her the same story I had told Anita.

“You are, like, the luckiest woman on Earth.”

“I wouldn’t say that.”

“You’ve got this hot British actor flying from England to see you for no reason, and then you have Chris admitting he likes you.”

“You call that luck?”  I laughed. 

“Uh...yeah.”

“Confused is more like it.”  I put my head back on my desk.  “What am I going to do, Marie?”

“Well, I’m still shocked Chris isn’t freaking out about Andrew staying with you this weekend.  He knows, doesn’t he?”

“Yeah,” I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair.  “He did freak out.  What am I going to do?”

“See how things go this weekend.”

“What about Chris?”

“Yeah, what about Chris?”

“I don’t want to hurt him.  I have been waiting for a year for him to tell me how he feels, and now...”

“Andrew shows up.”

“Why did I write that damn letter?”

“You didn’t know this was going to happen.”

“Yeah, but now I’m stuck.  I wish Chris would have told me last year how he felt.  I would never have written that letter.”

“I think he was trying to tell you, Sarah.  He was at your house all the time, helping you.  I think that was his way of telling you.”

“I know.  Neither one of us pushed it.”

“He told me so many times he wanted to grab you and kiss you.”

“No, he didn’t.”

She nodded and smiled.  “Yeah, he did.  I think he loves you.”

“No, no.  I’m not ready for that.”

“Neither is he.  Listen, Andrew is sexy, sure, but you have no emotional attachment to him, although that might change after this weekend.”  Her forehead creased.  “Don't sleep with him, okay?”

“I’m not planning on it.  My head is too messed up to put myself in that situation.”

“Don't.”  She glanced at her watch.  “It’s four.  I don’t suppose you’ve gotten any work done, have you?”

“No, and I most likely won’t, either.”

“It will be okay.  You’ll figure it out and by Monday, you and I can gossip at lunch.”  With that, she grinned and walked away.

Between the friendly interruptions and my brain in a fog, I couldn't concentrate on my job.  There was no way any of this was happening to me.  I had to have fallen asleep at my desk and was dreaming the whole thing.  I pinched myself.  Nope, I was awake.

***

[image: image]


THE HOUR DRAGGED ON, but when five o’clock arrived, I rushed out the door.  Chris had left two hours earlier to pick his kids up from school, but I hoped Andrew would wait, either in the front office or downstairs in the lobby.  Kelly had told me earlier he called and said he might be late.

He had kept his word, though.  Andrew was chatting with Kelly at the front desk.  She was in complete awe of him.  Who wouldn’t be?  He was gorgeous.  He peered over his long lashes and gave me a knee-weakening smile.  “Are you ready?”

“Yes.”  I breathed deep and picked up my flowers.

“Let me take those for you.”  I opened the door for him.  “Have a nice weekend, Kelly,” he said as he walked out.

“You, too.”  She smiled at me.

“Are you sure you want to see my crappy house?” I asked him as I guided him onto the elevator.

“It can’t be that bad.”

“You’ll see.  It’s not too late to run away.”

“I’m not running away.”  He laughed and followed me to my car.

“Do you need a ride, or do you have a car?”  What a stupid question.  Of course, he had a car.  I didn't think he'd take an Uber.

“I rented a car.”  He didn’t even acknowledge my stupid question.  What a gentleman.  “I’ll follow you.”

“That works out perfectly.  This way you can drive away.”  I put the flowers on the floorboard of the passenger seat.

“Please stop.”  He grinned and shook his head, then he walked to his rented compact car.  

“I drove home a little slower than my normal, careful pace.  Andrew wasn’t familiar with the city, and I didn’t want him getting lost.  I lived only a few miles from the office, but it was still dark at five.  

He parked in the driveway next to my Nissan.  I got out of my car and grabbed my flowers and waited for him.  “Are you ready to see my meager living arrangements?”

“I doubt it's meager.”  He grinned and took the flowers out of my arms and followed me up my paint-chipped front porch steps.  I opened the door and let him go in first.  He set the flowers on the coffee table.

“Well, this is it.”  I held the door open.  “You’re free to run now.”

He walked toward me, smiling, and closed the door.  “Shh.”  He leaned down and kissed me, the same way he had this afternoon.  It made my entire body tingle.  “Now, are you going to give me a tour, or do I have to get nosy on my own?”

“Uh, yeah.  Sure.”  He held my hand.  “Well, this is my living room, obviously.  Couch, chair, television.  The basics.  I have cable, of course.”
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