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I have often wanted to write a love story about two people who could be 
anybody, even two people like you and me. 
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DEAR LOVER 

 

 

I have often wanted to write a love story about two people—definitely not us, 

but about a couple who could be anybody, even two people like you and me—for the 

purposes of defining and understanding the elusive emotion of love. Of course, 

understanding what it is, and why I feel the way I do, might elevate the pressure on 

my breastbone. It would be a relief to breathe, sleep, eat, and live, without the weight 

of this phantom ache, once again. 

 Since I don’t know how to get over my feelings for you, because this is one of 

those stories with no ending other than it ends, I thought I might try to write it one 

memory at a time in the hope of breaking free of this loss and heartache I am held 

hostage by. 

I accept two things: I can carry on and enjoy what we have, when we have it, 

and ache when I don’t, or I can live with the heartache of not having you to myself 

until my heart accepts what cannot be—at which point the ache becomes a dog-

eared memory. I am torn on which is preferable, to be honest. However, the sliver of 
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rational thought I do possess suspects leaving you to live out your life without me in 

it is best for both of us in the long-run as there are no happy endings in our story. 

Nor can you be my Cary Grant, unfortunately. (Although I do give way to my 

memories and imagine the possibility.) 

This is where I begin my story. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

3 

 

 

 

 

UNEXPECTED 

 

 

I didn’t expect him, but what woman ever anticipates love when it walks 

through the door? 

Of course, I hoped one day I’d meet someone to share my thoughts with, 

someone to laugh at my jokes and to read my appallingly bad poetry and tell me he 

was moved by my words. The possibility anchored me. I settled into myself and the 

life I was gifted, but I never gave up on the dream I might one day meet someone I 

could trust with my most precious gift: my heart. It seemed a tall order, especially 

after numerous romantic failures, including a marriage. I hadn’t ever been successful 

with matters of the heart, which left me wondering and asking questions for which 

there are no answers. Is something wrong with me? Why can’t I find love or be 

loved? There are no answers to why me or why not me. Love in the best of 

circumstances can be dicey. Even two people who are likely candidates for the ever-

after sort of passion can miss their opportunity or lose it all together because they 

forget it’s a gift. 
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I was acutely aware of the precarious nature of love’s kiss after earlier 

encounters and near misses, and promised myself if I ever happened on it again I 

would be ready. I’d be me. I wouldn’t try too hard. I wouldn’t lose myself. I would take 

it for what it was meant to be. I would accept whatever it was, for however long it 

lasted. All nonsense, of course. A person can’t be ready or preplan their reactions. 

It’s probably why when I noticed this lanky man across a crowded room and the 

breath caught in the back of my throat, I was amazed. 

I shook my head. Blinked. Pinched my arm. And then swooned. 

It had happened. 

For the first time in my life, I finally understood what June Carter meant when 

she wrote I fell into a burning ring of fire for Johnny Cash. There is nothing quite like 

this feeling. 

Attraction can leave even the most stoic and logical person dizzy and dazed. 

Since the initial moment, whenever I was in his presence my skin burned with desire. 

It’s more intoxicating than drinking a dozen shots of Maestro Dobel Diamond Tequila 

on a sunny afternoon at Gladstone’s on the beach. Since meeting him, I have been 

perpetually drunk. It’s a wonder after more than a decade since our first encounter 

across a crowded room I’ve been able to operate machinery and lift heavy objects 

without causing myself bodily harm. 

I surveyed the crowded room. There were at least two hundred people milling 

about the glitzy reception hall. Wait staff were walking around with silver trays filled 

with shrimp puffs and crackers topped with pasta sauce, shredded cheese, and 

something resembling Italian sausage. There were four bars strategically placed 
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around the room, and each required a thick wad of cash to buy a drink. My glass of 

Merlot cost almost twenty bucks.  

I had to get to him. He stood me still. My lungs ceased to operate, and the 

breath continued to build up inside of my chest until it blew out in a single gush. I 

gripped the edge of the table to steady myself. I wanted to get up close, sneak a 

better look, examine his hands, look inside his eyes, and breathe him in. I knew who 

he was, but I didn’t know him. I had listened to him speak. From a distance, I hadn’t 

noticed the cut of his jaw or the warmth in his smile, but I saw the glint of humor in 

his eye. He was bored, but propriety prevented him from showing it or excusing 

himself from the situation. I was intrigued. 

It took several minutes to restore my breathing and to gather the courage to 

navigate the crowded hall. I dipped left and right strategically across the room until I 

was standing next to the person in front of him. Violently shaking on the inside and 

terrified to talk for fear I’d drool or blather on about the size of his hands, I stood for 

what felt like a millennium before the words I hadn’t rehearsed slipped through my 

lips. 
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TÊTE-À-TÊTE 

 

 

“Icaughtyourpresentationtoday.” My words came out in one gush. 

His smile melted me. “Thank you.” 

His voice was void of tone. I wasn’t sure if his response was genuine or if he 

was politely dismissing me while maintaining a courteous persona. I wondered if it 

was difficult for him having to engage in small talk with strangers. Unavoidable, I 

imagined, after writing a best selling book. I imagined he was counting down the 

minutes until he could take his leave and retire to his room to stretch out across the 

California-king-sized bed in one of the luxury rooms the hotel was famous for. I was 

crushed to have met defeat so early in the evening, of course, but my wounded pride 

somehow managed to meet his gaze. A tilt of my head and a forced smile followed 

my enthusiastic botch of a hello and totally lame attempt at flirting. I took two steps 

back and turned to leave. I had my pride to preserve and wanted a corner to hide in. 

“What’s your name?” he asked. 

His voice had changed. His tone was creamy and smooth, like how a silk 

chemise feels over a bare body. I didn’t stand a chance. His voice lassoed me where 
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I stood. You’re out of your league, woman. RUN! the little voice in my head 

screamed. I pivoted back around. We locked eyes on site. I didn’t want him to know 

my name. What mattered to me was the invitation I prayed was lingering on the tip of 

his tongue.  

“Are you enjoying your stay in San Francisco?” I asked. 

Natives of San Francisco never refer to it by its name during a conversation. 

We refer to our town as the City. I had assumed he was a visitor. 

“I always do. I am a local.” His answer surprised me. 

I inched closer, my hips moving in time with the music floating somewhere 

overhead. His eyes roamed over the topography of my body as mine did a similar 

tour over his. 

“But I’m staying in town tonight. It’s been a long day, and the drinks…” He 

held up the highball glass in his hand, which I assumed was filled with an expensive 

Scotch. “It seemed the logical choice.” A subtle smile slipped across his face. 

The glint in his eyes suggested he was flirting with me, but I wasn’t sure. Not 

trusting my self to blurt words all over his handsomely cut suit, I returned his 

statement with another smile. Others were crowding around waiting for a chance to 

speak with him. What had I been thinking? The author of the hottest book every 

CEO, MBA, and average Joe was reading would have time for a tête-à-tête with me. 

I was probably the only one in the room who hadn’t read his book.  

A successful serial entrepreneur’s memoir wasn’t of any interest to me, but I 

was given a free ticket to the conference by my friend JP. He promised there would 

be free drinks and maybe some networking. I had lost JP ten seconds after walking 

into the reception. He was in his element, whereas I was uncomfortable and 
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annoyed with myself for coming. I dislike making shallow banter with people I never 

wanted to meet again and dodging unwelcome ass pats and leers down my silk 

blouse, which I had buttoned up nearly to the top. The prig look didn’t suit me or the 

cut of the blouse. 

“Good idea. The Bay Bridge can be lethal after several cocktails.” One of the 

stupidest things I had ever said, especially since I had no idea where he lived.  

His second smile was relaxed and not canned as his earlier one had been. 

His shoulders softened, and the sway in my hips picked up a beat. He leaned in 

closer. “Would you like to get a drink?” 

I looked up. His face was inches from mine. My mind froze the second his 

warm breath, a mixture of a spearmint breath refresher and dark berries, smoke, and 

warm oak—residues of his scotch—hit my face. 

He continued talking while I struggled to recover. “I’ll meet you in the bar on 

the rooftop in fifteen minutes. I need to extract myself. Okay?” 

My mind was still stuck in first gear, but I somehow managed a nod. I sensed 

our clandestine one-sided conversation was a secret. He didn’t want others following 

us to the Top of the Mark, a one-of-its-kind bar, in the City. I disappeared into the 

crowded room and made my way to the elevator.  
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MORNING BREATH 

 

 

He met me at the Top of the Mark. We talked for almost two hours and 

probably would have continued, but others from the reception started to spill into the 

bar. He offered me his key and suggested we continue our discussion in private. I 

didn’t respond but accepted the room pass and took my leave quickly. As I walked 

from the bar, I was of two minds. I could step into the elevator and press G for the 

ground floor, or I could stop off at the 15th floor, let myself into his room, and wait for 

him so we could continue our private conversation. What “private” meant was the 

cause of a lengthy internal debate. 

The morning after isn’t a story I’ve ever been comfortable writing. It’s not 

something I am particularly adept with emotionally. I envy women who are free from 

the tempestuous constraints that usually attach themselves to a single passionate 

encounter. Knowing I am one prone to delving too deeply into expectations, I 

decided on G. 

Fate intervened. 
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He surprised me by slipping through the doors before they closed. “Were you 

waiting for me?” he asked. “I thought…or did you change your mind?” His tone 

reflected wonderment. 

I was stunned. I wavered for a second before answering. “I wasn’t sure.” 

“Sure about what? You were waiting for me or panicked and wanted to take 

off?” His dark eyes twinkled. 

There was only curiosity and possibly bemusement. I wondered what lay 

behind those eyes, but knew my limitations and gripped tightly to my determination. 

“I wasn’t waiting for you. And I hadn’t made up my mind. I’ve been pacing the 

hallway trying to decide which floor to get off on.” 

He laughed. I was perplexed with my own response. I hadn’t intended to tell 

him what was going through my mind. My resolve, like a flickering light bulb, was 

dimming. I was slipping into the reckless abandonment zone of my character, an 

area I had fought to keep buried forever. 

I was failing. 

“Let me do the heavy lifting for you.” 

“Huh?” I asked. 

He punched in 15 on the console. I thought about leaning over and pushing 

G, and I might have if he hadn’t bent down and surprised me with flutter of a kiss on 

my lips. His touch sealed my fate. 
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*** 

 

I was awake before the sun and had every intention of sneaking out of the 

room before he rolled over. I liked him. Too much. How or why it had happened in 

such a short span of time were not questions I thought to ask the morning after. 

Later, I would ask myself these questions repeatedly, and eventually realize I would 

never know the answers. Even now as I recall our first night together, I am without 

an explanation. I have always wondered how I fell into him so quickly, and often 

wished I hadn’t. But that morning I tripped headfirst into a ring of fire unaware I was 

falling until my passion for him took a firm hold of me and my reason. 

My brain woke before my body. I kept my eyes closed and drank in his scent. 

I recorded the memory as one burns a CD of favorite songs for future replay. The 

way his body fit mine, the inside of his kiss, the power of his embrace—all were 

imprinted on the surface of my skin. I would leave his bed but never forget him. With 

him, I was in over my head. I had to leave without regret before he woke. His deep 

breaths told me he was a long way from coffee. I seized the opportunity and slipped 

out of bed. Once upright, the camera of my mind opened its shutter until I had 

images of him from every possible angle. Satisfied I had taken enough mental 

pictures, I backed away from the bed and dressed quickly.  

His hand on my shoulder wasn’t expected. I didn’t hear the squeak of a 

mattress nor his bare feet paddle across the carpeted floor. 

“AHHH! Don’t sneak up on people. My heart can’t—” 

“We have the room until three,” he said and pulled me in. 

“I don’t have a toothbrush.” 
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My lack of prowess made him chuckle. In seconds, we were repeating what 

had started the night before during our private conversation. We hadn’t done much 

talking. 
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AMBIGUITY 

 

 

After consuming one another until it was time to vacate the room, and later 

saying our good-byes standing outside the revolving doors of the hotel lobby, we fell 

in step with a relationship with a slight discussion. Before leaving the room we 

enjoyed a late lunch atop the California King, exchanged telephone numbers and 

other pertinent details: names—his real one and not the writer’s pseudonym—where 

we came from, how we arrived in San Francisco, and our availability to further our 

acquaintance. Turned out he was otherwise involved, but interested in cultivating a 

friendship 

I had blindly walked into becoming a cliché. It wasn’t what I needed. I had 

never in all those pre-nighttime dreams imagined I’d become half of something 

fierce, something without a name, or become entwined so tightly with another I’d 

become brittle. My notions on romance were on par with the script from An Affair to 

Remember. But his were entirely different. Between sips of sparkling wine, he 

explained he wasn’t looking for anything serious, as I wasn’t—how he presumed he 
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knew me was disconcerting—and wasn’t confident he could make it work, but he did 

want to be friends, assuming there were no expectations on either side. I had no 

idea what he meant. He wanted to be friends, but there were none of the perks of 

friendship. I couldn’t call or expect him to answer. His words translated to, I will be 

your friend, possibly your lover, but only when it suits me. I want you to be my friend, 

but you have to accept our friendship on my terms. I foolishly assumed this was his 

way of letting me know he wasn’t yet sure about me or the possibility of us, and later, 

assuming we lasted beyond the morning after, he would embrace me and us. 

It would take me years to realize, years of falling in and out of love, years of 

anguish, years of my failed attempts to walk away from him, and years beyond 

those, to comprehend although he cared deeply for me, I would always be on the 

fringe of his life, on trial, and not granted or allowed the luxury of a full friendship. He 

would never see this, of course. He would see us in the moment we were in one 

another’s arms, but only then. Before and after a shared moment, I did not exist in 

his world. But as I said, it would be years before I grasped the meaning of his words. 

I toiled to make something of nothing, always believing he would see one day what I 

saw in us, a once in a blue moon, kindred, rarely experienced, exceptional love 

affair—one to be cherished, fiercely protected, and coveted. 

I blame my warped view of this blind love on all those black and white movies 

I watched with my dad during my formative years on Saturday afternoons after 

finishing my chores. On the big screen all love was possible. Cary Grant never hurt 

his leading lady. Both he and Bogart sacrificed in the name of love. Sure, Rhett left 

Scarlett at the foot of the stairs, but she wasn’t going to give up. You could see it in 

her eyes, and you just knew she was going to get him back. Love would prevail all 

obstacles. On some level, I knew it was all glamour and glitz and Hollywood existed 
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solely to entertain and camouflage reality. I had learned this much walking down 

Sunset Blvd. In a land of make believe, the harsh bitterness of life lived in the 

shadows under the glimmer of the Hollywood sign, and so it would seem, I did too. 
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PIED-À-TERRE 

 

 

The second, third, fourth, and perhaps even the tenth time we’d met at his 

office. He had a suite in the City for his ventures and where he wrote. 

“Come meet me. We’ll have drinks, dinner, and talk,” he’d say. 

Dinner for him was me, and for me, him, and bodily fluids was all we drank. 

The only talking occurred was me begging for more or calling out in release. It was 

like nothing I had ever known with any other lover. My body would ignite within 

seconds of seeing him. All he had to do was touch me and I dissolved into him. We 

both assumed our attraction for each other had to do with the clandestine nature of 

our interludes and the way our bodies sparked as flint and steel when we were 

entwined.  

The first six months I prayed for an end. I wrote him “Dear Lover, release me” 

letters. He’d leave me alone for a while, but would find me again, knowing my 

defenses against him were hollow. By the end of the first year, I wrote at least a 
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dozen letters. By the end of the tenth year, maybe a thousand. There was no bottom 

or sides in our ring of fire. I fell and fell and fell. 

 

 *** 

 

“One day you’re going to wish you had told me how you feel about me,” I said 

under my breath. The Berlin Wall was more penetrable than the silence filling the 

space between us whenever I asked for confirmation. I was lying on my side facing 

him, breathing in the musky scent of his torso, which was a blend of citrus with a hint 

of rosemary spiciness, jasmine, and the perspiration residue left over from an 

extended session between the sheets. 

“We’ve had this discussion before. You know I care for you.” He lifted the arm 

he had been holding me with, turned away, and slid off the bed. 

It didn’t seem too much to ask for after ten years of lying by his side. Ten 

years of trying to break it off. Ten years of being wooed back to his side. Ten years 

of wondering what I meant to him, if anything. I just wanted to know if I had loved him 

in vain. Loved foolishly. Occasionally I’d question myself and assume liability for his 

lack of emotion towards me. I hadn’t been successful before, and even though our 

relationship lasted longer than my marriage had, there was no rushing to embrace 

and pepper me with feverish kisses with I love you whispered between them. Once, 

in the heat of passion, I had accidentally let the words slip through. Silence was his 

reply. Since, I have struggled to accept the strongest feeling he felt for me was 

lukewarm, at best. 

“I care a great deal for you,” he said before he walked into the bathroom. 
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“You like me, but you don’t love me?” I whispered to his back. His lack of 

emotion froze my heart. The pain in my chest ripped through my body. I had finally 

hit bottom. 

“You’re putting words in my mouth,” he said before he closed the bathroom 

door. For him, the conversation was over. 

“But you didn’t say you didn’t. I don’t ask for much. I’ve accepted there are no 

expectations, we have what we have when we have it, but I want to know if I mean 

anything to you. Anything at all,” I said over the stream of running water. 

I hated myself for asking, but my anguish in not knowing tore me apart. In all 

the years we were together, his passion for me never once diminished. I didn’t know 

if meant he loved me, liked me, or just lusted after me. I slipped off the bed and 

dressed quickly. I was standing at the hotel door in what had become my perpetual 

state of being: brittle. I didn’t want to be this woman, nor did I want to wallow in self-

pity. I left the bed I had made for myself. For the first time, I looked at what we had 

from a clinical perspective and chronicled the stages of our relationship. 

A love affair, a voice in my head rattled, consisted of  (1) attraction, (2) 

romance, (3) passion, (4) intimacy, and (5) commitment. Clearly ours had hung out 

in stages one and three, five of course being the reason I had become brittle. I had 

expectations, which he had made clear at the start were not allowed. I wasn’t without 

sense or self-worth. I realized what we shared wasn’t fulfilling. It wasn’t what I had 

hoped for or imagined, but it wasn’t dreadful, either. Despite the disparity in our 

liaison, we enjoyed a friendship, which under different circumstances would have 

been enviable to others if it hadn’t been a secret. In some respects, we had all the 

earmarking for something extraordinary, but there wasn’t a future for a decade-long 
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relationship blazing with life in the moment it was in but not beyond. The awareness 

pulled me further inward. 

I looked at the closed bathroom door and the crumpled bed. Ten years was a 

long time to labor on an almost, possibly, maybe love. He wasn’t my Cary Grant, and 

no matter what lens I looked through, I could not and would not ever be his Deborah 

Kerr. Even though we shared a crazy, stupid something, the realization our time had 

come to an end was suffocating me in the hotel room heavy the aftermath of our 

lovemaking. I not only wanted but also needed to hear the words he couldn’t or 

would never say. My body collapsed into itself. Will it really end here? the voice in 

my head asked. No! I can’t lose him. My heart had ruled reason so long she wouldn’t 

give him up. She had no shame and bore no dignity, would do anything if she could 

keep him. 

The streaming water had replaced The Wall of Berlin stopped. 

“I can’t stay for dinner tonight, but I have time for a quick drink,” he called from 

behind the door. 

I had to find the strength to walk through the door and never look back. I 

thought about all the times I had tried before and failed. Over the years, I had made 

half-hearted attempts to end our love affair, but we only got back together over and 

over and over again. I was never strong enough to stay away and feared I would 

never come close to finding something similar to what we had shared; he was too 

weak to leave the acceptable loveless compromise he shared with another and 

uneasy with the idea of an endless life without passion. Don’t do this. He cares. 

That’s more than what most marriages have. Can’t you accept what he gives? The 

plea from my heart was ignored. I couldn’t. I didn’t want his bank account or a 

permanent place at his side. What I wanted was to be loved. 
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“Did you hear me?” he asked. 

I turned the doorknob, slipped into the hallway, and carefully closed the door 

behind me. When I reached the elevator my heart rejected the decision to leave as a 

body does a kidney after a transplant. Slowly, each part of me either shutdown or 

over reacted. By the time I reached the first floor, I had to put sunglasses on to shield 

my eyes, which were overflowing with tears. 
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For You 

I grew up under the Hollywood sign. We lived in an apartment one block off 

Sunset Blvd. It wasn’t grand or even memorable, but what was, was the damn sign. 

It shaped me. Rather what the industry Hollywood is known for did. It nurtured and 

cultivated the romantic seedling within. I often wonder if I had grown up in Denver, 

would I not have evolved into the fully dysfunctional romantic I am now. I might have 

stood a chance at a semi-normal perspective on life and love. It’s a burden looking at 

the world with happy endings, expectations, and rose-tinted glasses. I guess I will 

never know now.  

From my earliest memory, I watched movies. At least once a month, Dad 

would walk me down the Boulevard to catch a matinee at Grauman’s Chinese 

Theater. Even though it’s been renamed multiple times, true Hollywooders refer to it 

by its original name. (At least, I have always believed they do.) And when the budget 

allowed, we caught a play or a live musical act in one of the clubs. It wasn’t typical, 

but then my family life wasn’t. Of course, at the time I assumed every family in 

America went to movies and plays and had a father who read Somerset Maugham, 

Dashiell Hammett, Shakespeare, Poe, and Wolfe—to name a few—aloud. In 
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hindsight, I guess it was why friends were hard to come by. The few who crossed the 

threshold rarely hung around for long. 

I don’t think it bothered me much. It taught me how to stand on my own. I am 

one of those strange people who prefer my own company. I don’t think twice about 

taking myself to a movie or spending an hour at a bar having a glass of wine and 

reading a book. However, growing up under the tutelage of a passionate but stifled 

romantic poet, who drew me in close and shared all of his loves, has handicapped 

me. I don’t think he ever considered it would, nor did I—at least not until I hit my 

early twenties. I knew by then I was horribly flawed, but I like to believe, beautifully 

so. 

By the time, I had seen dozens and dozens of films, heard beautiful words 

written by the caliber of writer few and far between, seen an entire world through a 

Doris Day lens. I believed— still believe—in passionate love. I dream of love 

everlasting, so passionate and intense it can make a woman go weak and her man 

to go above and beyond. When my heart is hurting, I turn to movies like Bringing Up 

Baby for comfort. All nonsense, I’m sure, but it’s why I am the way I am. 

I will wish until I breathe my last breath you loved me as I love you and you 

were my Cary Grant. I don’t want to go, but I have to. It’s beyond time. I have to let 

go of this love because it has nowhere to go. Our story will never have a happy 

ending.  

 

 

 

 

 



 

23 

Did You Like This Story? 

What would you do if you found yourself in complicated love story? Stop by and 

share your thoughts.   

http://www.brendamoguez.com/ 


