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  DISCLAIMER





  




  Any real business names and locations used in the depiction of events in this story were chosen merely to enhance the story line.




  The use of the businesses, names locations and events depicted in this story are purely fictional.




  Any similarity with real people, products, events or other activities and elements are purely coincidental.




  Nothing in this book has any foundation in reality.




  




  
CHAPTER 1 When First I Saw His Face






  




  It’s a day like any other. The days go on and on each much like the ones that went before. I’m just a young college girl in a small town.




  Not much seems to happen in this little capsule I inhabit. It’s my little capsule of a life, in a little capsule of a town, in a little capsule of a world.




  Here I am at the age of 22 with graduation just around the corner. Everyone tells me my life is a vista of opportunity and it is only just beginning. There must be more than this.




  The world out there has to be very different, because in this world, there are jocks that flex and prance, and there are eggheads who participate in the debating teams and play in the chess club.




  They all seem so shallow and self-absorbed. They are not yet men, but boys acting out on a stage that they have set in their own small minds.




  My name is Holly Stone, and I am wrapped up in my studies with my biggest worry being my mid-terms and finals. I know that the life after college has to be more meaningful.




  Yes, I am ready for a man. I am ready for a real man who is more than muscle and one who is more than ego.




  I’m ready for a man who has values. I’m ready for one who cares about things outside of himself, like commitment honor and substance. One who will even care about me.




  Do all young women go through this? They say that girls mature faster than boys. I’m finding that this is true. I am a woman now. I




  need more.




  Boulder, Colorado is a beautiful place. It’s at a higher elevation than Denver, the mile high city. As you approach Boulder and peak the hill at the rim of the valley, you can see Boulder spread out before you. The twinkling lights spread across the basin like a shimmering liquid. On the far side over in the foothills, you can see a brightly lighted star welcoming you to this small college town.




  Metal pillars filled with concrete block off the streets leading there cordon off the downtown area. This is the retail district.




  In this area there are circular pits about 8 feet in diameter and just deep enough to allow performers to lower them-selves into them.




  Each pit is like a small circus with performers who are non-other than the towns-folk volunteering their talents to entertain the passers-by.




  I’m supposed to meet a man here named Bob, for a job interview. The job is for a large high-tech Louisville company called Calcic Technology.




  I’m supposed to recognize him because he has a black three-piece suit with a white carnation and will be carrying a briefcase.




  Passing among the people and just beyond a man in a big stuffed-kidney-bean costume, I




  see a man matching that description of my interviewer.




  My heart freezes in my chest. I am breathless for a moment. Stopping in mid stride to gather my senses, I look again at this man.




  He is a ruggedly handsome person with a sparkling smile and soft eyes. He has an aura that reeks of power, and yet he has an outward ambiance of one who is gentle and loving.




  As I approach him, my knees feel a little shaky.




  I Speak, “Bob?”




  My voice sounds weak.




  His gaze turns and his blue eyes meet mine. I can feel myself blushing.




  He speaks, “Yes, Holly?”




  His voice sends little chilly ripples of excitement down my spine. Oh, God, I’m thinking, don’t let him see me blush.




  The embarrassment makes me blush even more. I want to hide somewhere and recover, but here we are.




  I say, “Oh, golly! I’m glad I saw you when I




  did. I was about to leave.”




  I cringe! Did I just say, “Oh golly?”




  Now I just want to crawl into a hole somewhere and disappear.




  Something else about Bob seems odd. I




  seem to know what he’s thinking. That’s ludicrous. How could I know what he’s thinking, and yet I sense it.




  I sense that he is becoming aroused, as he looks me up and down.




  He sees my awkwardness and ignores it, no, overlooks it. He hastens to put me at ease.




  He says, “Heather. I see you just graduated from Colorado State. What was your major?”




  I know it’s in my resume’ but he’s just trying to move the conversation along with a neutral topic. He is trying to bring my level of excitement down to something more manageable.




  I just can’t take my eyes off his eyes. They are the deepest blue I have ever seen.




  I have to make a concerted effort to listen because the sound of his voice seems so far away.




  My mind is wondering. This is not a good time to daydream about having se with this man. I want him, but I need this job.




  He tells me, “The job will entail you traveling with me on business. Your job will be to set up my travel itinerary and schedule my meetings.




  “You will type up the agenda, and acting as the meeting secretary, you will record the minutes of the meeting.”




  My heart is racing in my chest. Is it my imagination? Am I just jumping to conclusions? He is saying “will entail”, and




  “will be” and “will record”, not “would entail”, and “would be” and “you would record.”




  It’s as though he’s already decided to hire me. Being in such an emotional state only adds to my confusion.




  It’s taking me the rest of the day to calm down. Feeling as though I am still just a young student rather than a grown woman is making me crazy. What is this man doing to me?




  The only way to get my head on straight is to get together with Beth and go out for the evening. Being in a different environment will quiet my jangled nerves.




  Beth and I are on the way to a popular watering hole called the Muffled Fox. We order a drink and talk about my situation with Bob, the Interviewer.




  Beth says, “You have to realize that all the interviewers will say things to put you at ease.




  “If they can get you to relax, you will open up and tell them things you might not say otherwise.”




  I ask, “What about the words he used, such as will rather than would?”




  Beth laughs and says, “People try to be as positive as possible when they talk about the job. Just because he uses a more positive 6
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  word to describe your possible roll doesn’t mean he pictures you in it.”




  Now I feel a bit foolish and say, “Oh my God, he is such a hunk!




  “I couldn’t pay attention to the interview. I




  kept thinking what it would be like to have him.




  I want this man in my life.”




  Beth reaches over and puts her hand on mine and says, “Honey, you have it bad. The sooner you shake yourself loose of this daydream the better off you’ll be.




  “You just need a hot stud to calm you down.




  The best way to get over a man is to get under one.”




  I recoil in horror saying, “Beth! Where did that come from? Are you crazy?”




  Beth says, “You want my advice, do something to cool that urge before you make yourself nuts. We all get a little frisky once in a while.”




  After a couple of more drinks I’m starting to think about what Beth said about finding a man and quenching the fire in my belly.




  Looking around the room, I see a few men that look hot.




  I see one that looks a rugged form of handsome. Another looks like a College Professor.




  Another one looks like a big cuddly bear. I




  could melt into his hairy chest and feel safe and warm.




  Beth sees me surveying the room and says, Go for it, girl. Take charge of things. You have a need and they have the goods. Go wrangle yourself a stud.”




  My common sense kicks in and I gather my purse, buy the bar tab and head for the door.




  Beth calls after me, “Where are you going?




  Are you OK?”




  I have one rule about sex. It’s OK to be horney. It’s OK to have a fling. A hot session with a hot man will cool your hunger.




  My rule is to never have sex when you’re drunk unless you know the man real well.




  I learned that in college when I got paired up with a real jerk on two different occasions.




  It came back to bite me.




  I’m home, I’m drunk and I’m thinking about Bob. I’m daydreaming and making an effort to relieve my sexual tension, but I fall asleep instead.




  The morning sun is cruel. It blazes through my window and hits my face, threatening to blind me when I open my eyes.




  Tinker Bell, my cat, is standing on my chest and gazing at my face. All I can hear is a roaring sound, like thunder in my ears. Tinker Bell is purring. Now that I have reluctantly opened my eyes, she lets out a meow.




  Most mornings I love the warmth of the sun, the way it awakens you with that toasty life giving glow. It gives you a perky feeling.




  This is not most mornings and I arise to pull down the shade and cover my eyes with my other hand. Even with my eyes closed, I can see those green blobs floating in my field of vision made by looking at a light that’s excessively bright.




  I look at the bed and think how I want to go crawling back there and sleep. My head is throbbing. What made me drink so much last night? Tinker Bell is running around the room, back and forth and then to the top of the stairs. If she could talk she would be saying,




  “Come on,” and, “Let’s go.”




  Putting my robe on to cut the morning chill, I




  saunter down to the kitchen and start to make my tea.




  The kitchen clock catches my eye and I




  exclaim, “Holy Moley! Look at the time.”




  No wonder the cat is being such a pest this morning.




  It’s nearly noon. Beth had me out last night way too late. She is a drinker and a bit of a carouser.




  If I weren’t with her last night, she would have probably gone home with some guy. I’ll bet that’s why she was trying to get me to pair up with someone. It was so we could have a double date.
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  CHAPTER 2 In my Loneliness




  Here I sit, alone with my Earl Grey tea. The thought of eating anything right now is making me sick. I swear I can hear the cat stomping her feet as she walks around the room. Then she starts rubbing my ankles, walking in little circles around my feet.




  Tinker Bell is meowing louder now. She wants food. Opening that stinky can of cat food isn’t doing my belly any good. The cat seems to love it.




  The phone rings and my heart is in my throat. Is it Bob?




  Gathering myself and picking up the receiver I speak, “Hello?”




  “Holly, this is Jean. What is this new heartthrob I’m hearing about?” She asks.




  I tell her all about the interview and the emotional rollercoaster, I’ve been riding ever since.




  She says, “You don’t even know this guy. Are you OK?”




  My answer comes quickly and without thought, “When’s the last time you really knew someone before you fell in love with them?




  “We hold off as long as we can, but between the fear of losing them and the danger of having them, we make some hard choices.”




  Jean says, “Yes, that’s where heartache and disappointment comes from. Get a grip, girl. You may never see him again.”




  The conversation is brief. We hang up and I’m sitting there stroking Tinker Bell who has jumped up in my lap, as if to say, “Don’t be lonely. I’m here for you.”




  Lowering Tinker Bell gently to the floor, I start to get up from the sofa when the phone rings again.




  Is it me? Does the shrill ringing of the phone seem to happen more often when you have a hangover?




  I answer the phone wishing it would take a break for a while.
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