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Dry cleaning—sent. Grocery list—complete. Phone calls—returned.
Sabrina Bradley glanced at the clock in the corner of her computer screen. Noon already.
Great. Now that Miss Darci’s errands are done, maybe I can actually tackle some of my official work responsibilities. But can someone please tell me why an assistant to the assistant producer at America’s most watched daily talk show is nothing more than an errand girl for the host?
Her stomach growled again, but Sabrina didn’t relish the idea of walking past her boss’s office to head to the cafeteria, or even to the vending machine. Each time Darci saw her, it seemed that she found an additional task for Sabrina to do—something totally unrelated to work.
“And if Darci asks me to rake her leaves again, I’m quitting, I really am,” she grumbled.
The second taping of the day wouldn’t happen for another two hours, so Sabrina decided to hide in her cubicle, where she would be safe from Darci’s endless string of requests. Out of sight, out of mind, as her granny always said.
Sabrina pulled a compact out of her purse and gave her face a quick once-over. Despite the perpetual shimmer on her nose and forehead, her deep brown skin was holding up well under the day’s stress level. Nothing a little loose powder couldn’t fix. So far. Maybe all those deep breaths were helping ward off Darci-related pimples.
But her hair was another story. Her shoulder-length bob was in need of a relaxer touch-up, and soon. If only she could slip away from Darci’s watchful eyes long enough to get an afternoon appointment at the salon.
The phone rang, and Sabrina picked up. “Hello?”
“Sabrina. I need you to call my housekeeping service and let them know I need them to come in Friday morning. The caterer is coming at two, and I don’t want them all running around the house at the same time.
“Also, can you check with the caterer and remind them that they forgot to bring me a sample of the vegetarian steak? I can’t serve something at a dinner party if I haven’t tasted it.”
What a surprise. There went any chance of that hair appointment. Sabrina barely suppressed a groan. “Hello, Darci. You do realize that in between completing your personal errands, I’m not having much luck doing the work I was hired to do? Maris asked me to type the schedule for the next four days of taping, and I’m running behind.”
“So… let Maris figure it out. She’s the producer and that’s part of her job. Why is she pushing it off on you?”
Never mind the fact that I am Maris’s assistant, not yours. A better question would be: Why are you pushing your work off on me?
Sabrina cleared her throat, narrowly keeping the words from leaving her mouth. “Darci, this show, your show, revolves around a tight schedule. I know you would hate to come in tomorrow and find that I never got the chance to finish it.”
Her statement was met with a deep sigh. “Fine. I’ll make the calls myself. Please tell me you sent out my dry cleaning. I can’t host the party without that dress.”
“I did manage that.”
“Good. Thanks so much.” A click sounded, indicating the end of the call.
Darci’s thank-you sounded far from sincere, but at least she had gotten off the phone.
“I’ll be glad when this party is over.” Darci herself had barely done a thing to get it off the ground. From mailing invitations to giving directions to Darci’s house, Sabrina had been designated as the one to do most of the work. Darci knew better than to ask Maris, and she didn’t trust most of the other employees to get the job done right. So the task fell to Sabrina.
“And I’m not even invited.” Frustrated, Sabrina crumpled a blank sheet of paper and tossed it into the trash. “Not that I wanted to go… but she could have at least asked.”
The phone rang again, and Sabrina steeled herself for more demands from the terror in the corner office. “Hello?” she said, hoping to mask the irritation she felt.
“It’s me.” The voice on the other end of the line commanded her full attention.
Eric. The realization ignited a spark in her temper. Sabrina didn’t know whether to return the greeting or hang up the phone.
Her emotions leaned in the direction of yelling at him, and she struggled to rein in the myriad of feelings that seemed to be playing tug-of-war inside her. A wordless silence passed as Sabrina closed her eyes. Lord, help me not to blow up at this man.
Her moment of indecision apparently had no effect on Eric. Without missing a beat, he continued as though their relationship were the same as it had been two months ago.
“I hate to bother you at work, but I just thought I’d check and see if you’d had any luck with the sale.”
Sabrina tried to focus on his words, but now that the initial wave of anger had begun to fade, the sound of his voice was too great a distraction. She hadn’t realized how much she missed talking to him once, twice, numerous times every day.
“Sabrina? I really do kind of need my share of the money. I mean, if you’re still… willing to share.”
The ring. He’s calling about the ring, she realized. The hope that had crept back into her heart at the sound of his voice deflated. After two months, he actually had the nerve to call and ask about the ring.
Shortly after the breakup, Eric had asked her to return the engagement ring. Still too shaken even to think about parting with the piece of jewelry she’d worn for the past two years, Sabrina had flatly refused.
Normally, she wouldn’t have been so stubborn, but in a moment of anger, Sabrina informed Eric that she had no intention of giving it back. “It’s the least I deserve for putting everything on hold for you all this time,” she snapped.
Then Eric launched into a diatribe about how he needed the money. Being a freelance writer wasn’t easy. He didn’t have a regular salary, and now that he was working on the revisions to his novel, the value of the ring could very well tide him over while he wrote a blockbuster book.
In a fleeting moment of independent-woman-of-the-new-millennium bravado, Sabrina had extended an olive branch.
“Fine. I’ll sell the ring and split the money with you.”
“Thanks, Sabrina, I appreciate that. When I sell the book, you’ll be first in the acknowledgments.”
“Oh, wow. Thank you, Eric.” Sabrina had ushered him out the front door and fumed while he walked to his car.
Last week I was the love of his life, and now I’m reduced to the endless list of names in the acknowledgments, she thought.
Even that was an empty promise. How many people had given Eric some kind of financial support when funds got tight? They were all on his fictitious list of people to mention in the book. They ranged from his landlord, who, after a great deal of prodding, gave Eric a break now and then on the rent, to the cashier at his favorite deli, who gave him the employee discount if her boss wasn’t looking.
“Sabrina? Are you listening?” Eric’s persistent voice pulled her back to the present.
“I’m here. And, no, the ring hasn’t sold yet.” She didn’t tell him that she hadn’t had the heart even to take it to a jeweler.
Nestled between folds of velvet, it now resided on her dresser in its original box, untouched since the breakup, but not forgotten.
“Oh.” He was clearly disappointed. “No interest at all? Not even a nibble?”
“Um. Well. No.” That was the truth, and yet it wasn’t. In all honesty, she had no desire to part with the ring.
“Okay. You haven’t tried, have you?” Eric, as usual, homed in on the reason behind her reticence.
He did possess an aptitude for understanding people, and that was what attracted so many to him. Sabrina had no doubt that if he would apply this talent to his writing rather than using it to manipulate others, he would write and sell a blockbuster novel. He had talent; there was no way to deny that.
“Sabrina, this has been hard for both of us, but we need to move on. I don’t think keeping the ring is good for you. What can it represent besides a broken engagement? Trust me, you’ll feel much better if you just sell it.”
“I’ll feel better? Or are you really talking about your bank account?”
“That, too. But at least I’m being honest about it.” Eric’s tone shifted gears from strong and steadfast to gentle and persuasive. “I need the money; you need the closure. Sell the ring, Sabrina. Please.”
She mentally rebelled against his suggestion but kept her thoughts to herself. He was right, of course. The ring did her no good and caused more pain than happiness. But it still meant something—and even though that something was bittersweet, she wasn’t willing to part with it so easily.
Eric was wrong to believe that she could walk away from the ring as easily as he had walked away from her.
She was saved from further debate when Maris Russell, her friend and coworker, breezed into her cubicle carrying a giant latte in one hand, two deli bags in the other, and a magazine clamped between her lips. The strap on the gigantic piece of luggage she called a purse had slid down from her shoulder and now hung from her wrist.
“Mmmfff… ,” Maris mumbled with a frantic gesture for help.
Still holding the phone, Sabrina jumped up and relieved Maris of the coffee and deli bags.
“Look, Eric, Maris just walked in my office, and I have work to do. I’ll talk to you later.”
Sabrina could hear Eric voicing his last protests as she returned the phone to the cradle.
“Hung up on him, huh?” Maris said, grinning. “Serves him right.”
Sabrina shrugged. Hanging up on people, even people who made her angry, wasn’t her style. She cast a glance to the Bible that lay almost totally buried under assorted paperwork in the far corner of her desk. How long had it been since she’d even attempted a quiet time? At least three or four days… 
Figures. I’m always on a short fuse if I haven’t had any spiritual food. Lord, forgive me and show me how to keep my appointments with You.
Sabrina sighed in mild frustration. She had no problem making allowances for work, but increasingly it seemed as if Jesus got the short end of the stick when it came to communing with Him.
Tomorrow I’ll make sure I get my devotion time in. No, tonight. And maybe this week she would finally make it to Bible study night at church… if she didn’t have to work overtime.
Sabrina nodded as she made the mental note, and looked up to find Maris giving her a curious look. “Girl, don’t even say it. I saw you glance at that Bible and then you got that introspective look.” She shook her head and sat down in an empty chair.
“Don’t even say what?”
Maris put her hands on her hips. “Don’t start beating yourself up about how you hung up on him. Are you trying to tell me that Jesus won’t even let you have the satisfaction of slamming a phone down in somebody’s ear once in a while?”
Sabrina grinned. “You sure you really want me to answer that? Because I don’t want you complaining that I’m giving you a sermon against your will.”
Maris exhaled and chuckled. “Forget it. I already have my answer. Guess you have to go to church and repent big-time on Sunday.” Maris’s eyes sparkled with unvoiced laughter, but Sabrina knew her friend wasn’t being vicious.
“Actually, I’ve already repented. Admitting I’m wrong is hard, but if I wait too long, then it’s harder to let go of it. My goal is to repent as soon as I realize I’ve done wrong. Sometimes I mess up, but I’m working at it.”
Maris gave Sabrina a cease-and-desist look. “Okay. Whatever works for you. I’m not a mean person, but I know when to lay down the law and show people how they can and can’t treat me. But you can’t even do that.” She laughed. “Girl, I think Jesus has even more rules than Darci. Now, I call that a miracle.”
Sabrina thought of a million rebuttals to Maris’s statement but decided to hold her tongue. The good thing was that Maris now felt comfortable asking questions about the Bible. And she could kick herself for hanging up on Eric. All she had really accomplished was exposing Maris to a chink in her self-control. Weren’t Christians supposed to lead by example instead of ramming the gospel down people’s throats?
Some example I’m being this morning. Sabrina felt mildly disgusted but tried to find a positive thought. Okay, the next time something challenging happens, I am going to be a better witness.
Changing the subject, Sabrina focused on Maris’s bounty. “My, my… are we hungry this afternoon?”
Maris shook her head. “Here I am trying to be nice and get you lunch and you make fun of me. If you won’t be nice, I’m not going to share.” Reaching inside the bag, she pulled out two sandwiches. “Tuna or turkey?”
Sabrina shrugged. “Doesn’t matter. You pick first.”
“You can have tuna,” Maris said, holding out the sandwich. “I didn’t get you any coffee, because I know you’re trying to quit.”
“Thanks so much.” Sabrina didn’t even try to sound as if she meant it. “Quit, my foot. I’ll have to run out after the second taping and get a cappuccino or something. Besides, I’m just trying to cut back, not give up caffeine altogether.”
Maris gave her a knowing look. “How many cups did you have this morning?”
“No cups. I don’t do plain old cups of coffee anymore. I had a double mocha latte. And a shot of espresso.”
Maris arched an eyebrow.
“I overslept,” Sabrina admitted. “And I had a hard time waking up.”
“Looks like you met your java quota for the day. I did get those jalapeño chips you like. And a yogurt.”
Sabrina chuckled. “Yogurt? When do I ever eat yogurt?”
A mischievous glint danced in Maris’s eyes. “I’m guessing you didn’t watch The Daily Dose yesterday. Don’t you know that every woman over the age of twelve needs to consume more calcium?”
Sabrina bit into her sandwich. “Is it a crime to go ten minutes without discussing work? I’m trying to salvage the rest of the day and I’d like to pretend The Daily Dose doesn’t exist until my lunch break is officially over.”
Maris nodded and gave her a sympathetic look. “Sorry. Rough morning?”
“You could say that—except I’ve not done any real work. I’ve been doing Darci’s chores that she doesn’t have time for. And her dinner party is wearing me out. I’m doing everything and she’s doing nothing.”
Maris swallowed and nodded. “Sabrina, you are just too nice. Honey, if she had the nerve to ask me to do all that running around, I would laugh in her face. That’s what you should have done.”
“The thought has crossed my mind, but I can’t afford to make her that angry at me. I need this job. She wouldn’t dare fire you, because you are invaluable to the show. I don’t have that luxury. At least not yet…” Sabrina shrugged.
“But one of these days, when I know my job is secure, she’s going to walk in here and hand me a grocery list and I’m going to just… just…” Sabrina stopped abruptly. Her thoughts hadn’t been very Christlike, and she refused to let a few careless words undo all the time she’d spent witnessing to Maris.
“Just what?” Maris prodded. “Just run to the nearest supermarket?”
“No. I’ll just… hand it back to her.” That scenario wasn’t nearly as satisfying as some of the others that she had envisioned, but it would have to do. Sabrina folded her hands in her lap, trying to rein in those last renegade thoughts.
Maris chuckled. “Sabrina, what has gotten into you? These little assertive outbursts of yours worry me sometimes.” Maris quirked an eyebrow, and a serious expression came over her face. “I guess you didn’t read your Bible today.”
Sabrina rolled her eyes. “Oh, be quiet.”
“Speaking of Darci,” said Maris, “you need to read this.” She reached for the magazine she’d brought in with her. “Look on page fifty-four.”
Sabrina flipped to the page and was greeted with a full-color glossy photo of a smiling Darci on the set of The Daily Dose. With a groan, she closed it. “I told you, no work until after lunch.”
Maris shook her head. “Too late. You need to see it now.”
“Hmm… sounds important. Just let me finish eating.” Sabrina laid the sandwich aside and moved on to the yogurt. Popping the lid off the container, she stirred the contents and took a bite. The first bite was okay, but the taste went downhill afterward. “What flavor is this stuff?”
Maris sipped her latte and shrugged. “Cherry cheesecake, I think.”
Shaking her head, Sabrina put the container aside and reached for the magazine again. “Nope. I think it’s called ‘fake cream cheese and artificial sweetener with a hint of red flavoring.’ You know, that generic red taste they put in stuff that’s supposed to taste like fruit.”
Maris laughed. “Yeah. In Popsicles and red soda.”
“And now in yogurt.”
“Maris?” Darci’s yell sliced through the air, silencing the low murmur of voices in the office.
Maris let out a low groan. “She calls.”
“Has anyone seen Maris?” Darci sounded on the verge of panic. Though this was not an unusual emotion for her, she did seem a bit more piqued than she would for an average temper outburst.
Maris made eye contact with Sabrina, then took her time standing up. Waving over the cubicle wall, she answered, “I’m here.”
“I need you in my office. And Avery, where is Avery?”
“I’ll find him,” Maris said in a soothing voice.
There was the sound of a door slam; then the buzz of voices in the office resumed.
Maris drained the last of her latte and pointed to the magazine. “I have a feeling she just read the article. You need to see it before she sees you.”
Sabrina lifted her eyebrows. “That bad?”
“I think so. Lord help us all when she starts plotting her revenge.” Chuckling, she added, “You just might want to pray for us, Sabrina.”
“Ahem.” Avery Benjamin, producer of The Daily Dose, stepped into the cubicle, waving a copy of the magazine. “Have either of you read this?”
Maris hefted her purse onto her shoulder. “I have. Sabrina’s reading it now, and judging from the pitch of Darci’s screech, I’m certain she’s seen it, too.”
Avery loosened his tie and rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s going to be a long afternoon.”
“Maris!” Darci called again, then slammed the door.
“Let’s go,” said Avery. He and Maris bustled away, leaving Sabrina to read the piece for herself.
Seconds later, Avery rounded the corner, returning to the doorway. “You come in, too, Sabrina. You seem to have a lot of creative ideas lately.”
Sabrina blinked. Avery was asking her to sit in on a producer’s meeting?
“But, I… I haven’t…” she trailed off, pointing to the magazine.
Avery took her hand and pulled her to her feet. “Then walk slowly and read while you walk.” He hurried away, and Sabrina did as she was told.
Skimming the introductory sentences, she quickly got to the heart of the article.
 
. . . Of course, the public adores her… In between her timely reports warning consumers of devious scams and introducing the hottest educational toys, Darci Oliver is on a quest to save the world—and in the process, she will teach its inhabitants to bake a better quiche as they learn how to trompe l’oeil a breathtakingly realistic scene of a Tuscan vineyard on their dining room walls. Certainly, she gives the impression that the world would be a less better place if she didn’t exist.
However, I can’t help but wonder if Ms. Oliver and her producers have purposely neglected to inform us how her guests are doing six months after she brings them on the talk show The Daily Dose. Has her concern for today’s busy woman, along with the advice dished out by her endless parade of specialists, really helped anyone after the last hug is given and the credits fade from the screen?
Are their closets still organized? Do they still find time to knit sweaters for the family pet during downtime at their children’s soccer games? Has her dating advice helped anyone make it past the first date, or better yet, to the altar? Did her financial advice create a bevy of new millionaires? Will the art of making a perfect yellow layer cake truly cause peace and harmony in any household?
Don’t mistake my questions for dislike. I love the show as much as the next person—it’s entertaining, if nothing else. But I think it could be better. I believe Ms. Oliver has overextended herself trying to do a bit of everything—and, in the process, accomplished little…
 
Yikes. Sabrina paused just outside Darci’s office, wondering how to make an entrance without drawing too much attention to herself.
The problem of the entrance was solved when Avery swung open the door. “Good, you’re here. Have a seat at the table.”
Unfortunately, Avery’s attempt at making her feel comfortable made her entrance even more conspicuous.
Darci sobbed quietly into one of Avery’s monogrammed handkerchiefs.
Sabrina did a double take. Darci knew how to cry?
There really is a first for everything. As quickly as the thought came and went, Sabrina tried to push it away, giving Darci the benefit of the doubt.
So maybe Darci didn’t usually show emotion—with the exception of anger and frustration—but anyone in her shoes would feel pretty low right now.
Sabrina sat up straighter, feeling Maris’s gaze on her. She had promised herself to handle the next challenge better, and here it was.
Does it have to be so soon, Lord? Please give me the strength not to make a mess of this.
Darci sniffed and eyed Sabrina. “What’s she doing here? This is a production meeting. She’s just… Maris’s assistant.”
Sabrina had a feeling Darci managed to catch herself before she said “errand girl” or “gopher.”
Avery chuckled. “Whether you realize it or not, Darce, Sabrina does more than pick up your dry cleaning and schedule your manicures. She’s pretty much the assistant to the assistant producer. But, of course, you were probably too busy to notice.”
The tension between Darci and Avery was startling, and Sabrina wondered if she had been the only one to notice. Although he’d used his pet name for Darci, Avery’s voice carried an edge that normally wasn’t present when he and Darci spoke to each other.
Or maybe I’m reading too much in between the lines, she decided.
Maris spoke up, cutting the silence: “Darci, he’s right. Sabrina could probably do my job with her eyes closed.” Laughing, she added, “Not that I want her to. At least, not while I’m still here.”
Darci didn’t respond directly but tossed the handkerchief aside, a stony expression chiseled on her features. “Okay. Let’s get down to business. I need a way to prove this article wrong. Despite what this piece of paper says, I am dedicated to helping people succeed. How can anyone not see that?”
Maris nodded. “Of course you are, Darci. We just need to spend more time getting that message across.”
“Right,” said Avery. “So why don’t we have Sabrina start contacting people from previous shows so we can do follow-up episodes?” Looking toward Sabrina, he asked, “Can you get me a list of topics we can revisit?”
Sabrina bit her lip. “Actually, Maris and I were discussing this the other day. I did some preliminary calls, but…”
Maris picked up where Sabrina paused. “It’s not a good idea. We didn’t do enough early follow-up, and I don’t think it would help our case to bring the guests back. A lot of them are back at square one, looking for a way to get on track again. Apparently, our help wasn’t as great as we thought.”
Darci jumped up. “What are you saying? I brought in specialists and gave them makeovers. I worked hard on those people. How could they not have benefited?”
Avery sighed. “Darce, they’re only human.”
“He’s right,” Sabrina said. “And people are creatures of habit. They say it takes thirty days to develop a new habit. It’s unrealistic to expect people to change completely after an hour on the show.”
Darci stopped pacing and stared at Sabrina. Sabrina’s throat went dry. Oh, boy. Now what did I say?
“Habit,” Darci repeated, as though she had learned a new word. “Habit.” She spun away from Sabrina to face Avery. “Then forget the previous guests. It’s water under the bridge, and if I couldn’t help them… well, let’s just move on. I have a plan.”
Sabrina glanced at Maris, who gave her a quick grin. Darci was notorious for hatching scatterbrained plots for show ideas and tossing them to the production staff to salvage when things got impossible. But she also had a reputation for developing amazing ideas for programming every once in a while.
“We’ll form habits,” Darci announced.
No one spoke for several seconds.
Finally, Avery asked, “We’ll form habits? I don’t get it.”
Darci sighed impatiently. “Not us, silly. The guests, the viewers. We’ll teach them how to form habits.” She paused dramatically, then continued. “And not just Sabrina’s thirty-day habits—these habits will last for months, years… even a lifetime.”
Not just Sabrina’s thirty-day habits, Sabrina thought, resisting the urge to roll her eyes. Okay, what’s wrong with my thirty-day habits?
Maris tapped her pen against the table, and Sabrina knew that her friend sensed this was one of Darci’s grandiose but unrealistic ideas.
“That’s a little… overly ambitious… don’t you think?” Sabrina ventured.
“Overly ambitious? In what way?” Darci challenged.
“I mean, as far as time and preparation… we don’t have enough lead time to get something like that together…” Sabrina gave Maris an “I need backup” look but only got a sympathetic glance in return.
“There is no such thing as too much ambition. People who don’t have ambition never get anywhere,” Darci shot back, dismissing Sabrina’s concerns.
Fortunately, Avery came to the rescue. “Darci, let’s think on a smaller scale. From now on, let’s just do follow-up episodes.”
Darci would not be moved. “No. I’m not going to give in to that article and do things on his terms. He said I should have follow-up episodes, but I’m not letting him tell me how to run my show.”
Avery leaned back in his chair and shrugged. “Then explain in detail what it is you want to do.”
“New Year’s resolutions. We’ll have a yearlong campaign to help people make and keep them.”
Maris laughed. “You’re kidding, right? That’d definitely be shooting ourselves in the foot. No one ever keeps New Year’s resolutions. We’ll look like clowns if we attempt it.”
“She’s right,” Avery said. “And besides, it’s the middle of November. We don’t have time to get something like that off the ground.”
Darci put her hands on her hips. “We can do anything if we put our minds to it. Do I need to remind you of that, Avery? Of all people, you should know this.”
Avery shrugged again. “I like your vision, but we’ll run ourselves ragged trying to put it together before Christmas.”
“Then we’ll run ourselves ragged,” Darci persisted. “I might not always have the best ideas for the show, but trust me on this, Avery. I can feel it,” she said, placing her hands over her heart. “This will be a major success. Please?”
Avery sighed deeply. “Okay. We can give it a shot.”
Darci smiled. “Great. We’ll work out the details later.” She glanced at her watch and headed toward the door.
“Hey, what do you mean, ‘we’ll work out the details later’? This is your idea,” Avery protested.
Darci pointed to the clock. “We tape in a little over an hour. I have an appointment with hair and wardrobe. You all get started and I’ll catch up later.” With a wave and a laugh, she was gone.
“Ha!” said Maris after Darci was out of earshot. “With Darci, ‘we’ usually means everybody but her.”
“Especially lately,” said Avery. “But she’s got her heart set on this. I suggest we get to work and get some things set in stone before she can do too much damage. I have to admit, the idea does have some merit.”
“I guess so,” Maris admitted.
“Sabrina, what do you think?” Avery spun his chair around to face her.
“I… I guess I’d have to think about it. I never do resolutions myself, so I’m not sure I’ll be any help.”
“Oh, come on, everyone makes resolutions.”
She laughed. “Okay, I have made them in the past. But my good intentions lasted no longer than a couple of months. After four or five years ago, I gave up completely.”
“But you told me once that Christians are always changing,” Maris cut in. “Wouldn’t resolutions be a good way to make sure you follow all the rules?”
Sabrina hesitated for a moment. How should she answer that? She began her response slowly, searching for the correct way to respond. “Well, you’re right about having to change. But I can’t fix myself on my own power. I can ask the Lord to help me be different.
“But being a Christian is not some checklist hanging over my head. It’s more about developing a relationship with the Lord and making my choices based on what I know will please Him.
“Just like in a friendship or relationship. When you love or know someone well, you don’t need a list. You do what makes them happy because you have a mutual relationship.” Sabrina paused, wondering if she had stepped over any invisible lines talking about faith at her job. Maris didn’t look offended, and Avery was nodding.
Feeling relieved, she cleared her throat. “Still, regardless of my own personal experience with resolutions, I will do my absolute best to help with Darci’s idea. Just don’t look to me as someone who has actually been successful at using her approach.”
“Me, either,” said Maris.
“Count me in,” said Avery. “I like Sabrina’s approach much better. I know you’re not ready to make that choice yet, but that’s how it really works, Maris.” He stood up and stretched. “I’m running out for a bite to eat before the taping. Anyone want to join me?”
Maris stuffed a notebook back in her purse. “I’m getting out of here before somebody pulls out a Bible. About this resolution thing—I promise I’ll do some brainstorming, but right now I have to get on the phone and get some confirmations for next week. You two have a good time.”
Avery nodded. “My schedule is free until the next taping.” He looked at Sabrina. “How about you?”
Sabrina bit her lip. “I just ate, and I have a million things to get done before the taping.”
Avery looked disappointed. “That’s right, I walked in while you two were finishing lunch. How about tomorrow?”
“Maybe.” Sabrina collected her notes and headed for the door. In her haste to get out of the office, she bumped into Avery, who remained in the doorway. Thankfully, she kept a grip on her papers, unlike in one of those absurd scenes in the movies.
Boy meets girl; girl bumps into boy; boy picks up girl’s purse and sweeps her off her feet.
Yeah, right, Sabrina thought. Never in real life.
Avery did, however, grasp her arms for a moment. “Are you okay?”
“Yeah, I’m fine.” Sabrina ignored the woodsy scent of his cologne and composed herself. Feeling her face grow warm, she quickly marched down the hall and back to her workspace.
Good grief. Why did she have to do a clown act in front of her boss? And just after he’d asked for her input on future shows? Not that it mattered… Darci would likely shoot down any of Sabrina’s ideas. Either that or she would take the idea and finagle it to sound like her own.
“The same way she did with my comment about habits,” Sabrina mumbled.
Forget about it. Sabrina forced herself to remain calm. No use getting up in arms about something that really didn’t amount to much in the long run.
She hoped to be a producer herself someday and had no desire to get bogged down with petty arguments on the way up.
And, as her mother loved to remind everyone, vengeance belonged to the Lord. No use trying to punish folks on her own.
Safely back at her desk, Sabrina got to work on the day’s tasks. She moved at a feverish pace, hoping to make a dent in the long list of duties before the second taping of the day.
Half an hour before the taping, Avery showed up in her cubicle, as he seemed to do so often in recent weeks. “I’m just about to head down to the control room, and I thought you might want to come along,” he said.
Sabrina didn’t answer right away. Avery was one of those men who could strike up a friendly conversation with anyone, anywhere, and make that person feel as though they had been friends for years in five minutes’ time.
That in itself wasn’t a bad quality—in fact, it was a good thing. But she knew from experience how easily the lines between friendship and love sometimes blurred. Right now she didn’t need an extra worry.
Avery backed away a couple of steps. “Or not. I just thought we could throw around ideas for Darci’s resolutions project.”
Sabrina nodded, hoping to bide her time, wondering what she should say. Why did something so simple seem so difficult?
For the past three months, she had seen more of Avery on a regular basis than she had over the past three years. Her first thought was that he had finally taken notice of her hard work and had ideas of promoting her.
But after a couple of weeks passed and he made little mention of work, Sabrina realized that his short conversations with her were not formal talks but leaned more toward friendly banter.
When he began, she’d been too preoccupied with planning her wedding to question whether Avery might be taking small steps toward asking her out. During those blissful days, no man even came close to Eric.
Now that her relationship with Eric had come to a definite end, Sabrina had no desire to begin a new romance.
Especially not with Avery. Not that there was anything wrong with him… but her emotions had been wrung inside out, and most days it took all of her resolve not to cry or even get angry about Eric.
Besides, she knew very little about Avery. She did know he was a Christian. In fact, they attended the same church. But the membership at their church totaled well over a thousand people, so she rarely even saw him there, let alone spoke with him.
He was smart, well-educated, successful in his business, and handsome. All in all, Avery was a good man. He was also Darci’s man. And that was enough to keep any woman in her right mind away from him.
Since Avery was her boss, Sabrina couldn’t very well tell him to leave her alone or go away—especially now, when he specifically wanted to talk work.
The problem stemmed from worrying whether Darci would read more into their time together than what was actually true. Sabrina had seen other women mysteriously lose their jobs for less.
“Ahem.” The sound of Avery softly clearing his throat reminded Sabrina that he was awaiting a response. “If you need some extra time, why don’t you meet me there in ten minutes or so?”
Sabrina shook her head and stood up from the desk. “No, that’s okay. I’ll come now.”
Avery looked pleased. “Good. We’ve got a lot to work out if we’re going to get this off the ground for the New Year.”
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