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Sarah never believed love belonged anywhere but in the stories she wrote. On the page, it made sense — all the longing, the confessions, the perfect moments where everything fell into place. But in real life? Love was messy. Unpredictable. Fleeting. She had learned that the hard way.

Her apartment was small but cozy, with stacks of manuscripts and half-empty coffee cups scattered across the desk by the window. She lived alone. Rain tapped gently against the glass, the soft rhythm blending with the faint hum of her laptop. She stared at the blinking cursor on the screen, her fingers hovering above the keys.

Come on, Sarah, she whispered to herself. You've written a hundred love stories. You can write one more.

But nothing came. The words — the ones that used to pour out of her so easily — had stopped weeks ago. The passion that once burned through her fingertips had dimmed to nothing more than a flicker.

Her phone buzzed, breaking the silence. A message popped up from her best friend, Lily:

Big news! You're not going to believe this — call me NOW.

Sarah sighed and hit the call button. This better be good. I'm supposed to be finishing chapter eight.

You're not writing anyway, Lily teased. But you are coming with me to the charity gala tomorrow night.

Sarah groaned. A gala? Me? You know I don't do crowds.

It's for writers and creatives, and they're honouring the release of the new Heartstrings movie adaptation. You love that story! Oh, and guess who's performing live?

Sarah leaned back in her chair, pretending not to care. Let me guess — some pop star?

Not just some pop star, Lily said dramatically. Zac Efron. The Zac Efron.

Sarah nearly choked on her coffee. The Hollywood Zac Efron? The one who won a Grammy and made half the world fall in love with his voice?

The very same. He's performing one of the songs from the movie soundtrack.

Sarah rolled her eyes, though she couldn't help but smile. Lily, he's probably surrounded by models and movie stars. I'd be the awkward writer hiding behind the buffet table.

Lily laughed. That's the spirit! Dress up, eat the free food, and maybe—just maybe—you'll get some inspiration again. Who knows, maybe your next book starts tomorrow night.

Sarah didn't believe in "fate," but something in Lily's voice made her agree — reluctantly.

The ballroom glittered the next evening, every surface glowing beneath chandeliers that looked like constellations. Music drifted softly through the air, mingling with laughter, perfume, and the low buzz of conversation. Sarah felt painfully out of place in her navy-blue dress, clutching a glass of sparkling water as if it were a lifeline.

See? Lily whispered beside her. You clean up beautifully. Totally gala-worthy.

Sarah smiled faintly. Let's just survive this night without embarrassing ourselves.

But her words trailed off when the lights dimmed and the music shifted. A hush swept over the crowd. The announcer's voice filled the room.

Please welcome international recording artist and actor — Zac Efron.

The applause was thunderous. Sarah turned toward the stage — and her breath caught.

There he was.

Zac Efron stepped into the spotlight like he was born for it, his brown hair slightly tousled, his blue eyes glimmering beneath the stage lights. The world seemed to fall silent around him as he began to sing.

His voice was raw, haunting, every word laced with emotion that seemed to reach straight through her chest. Sarah's heart ached, not because of who he was — but because of the way he sang, as if he'd lived through every heartbreak she'd ever written.

When the final note faded, the room erupted into applause. Zac smiled, gracious and humble, bowing slightly before stepping down from the stage. Cameras flashed. Fans whispered.

Sarah exhaled, not realizing she'd been holding her breath. Okay, she murmured, maybe I get the hype now.

Lily nudged her with a grin. Oh no, you're totally starstruck.

I am not.

Then you won't mind if I tell you he's walking this way.

Sarah froze. What?

Before she could process it, Zac Efron himself was suddenly there, just a few steps away — close enough that she could see the faint stubble on his jaw and the easy warmth in his smile.

Hey, he said, his voice smooth but genuine. Mind if I join you? Crowds can be a bit much sometimes.

You... want to sit here? With me?

He chuckled softly. Unless you're saving the seat for someone more important.

Her cheeks burned. No, no — of course not. Please.

Zac sat beside her, and for a moment, neither spoke. Then he turned slightly, studying her with curiosity. You don't seem like the type who enjoys these events.

Sarah laughed, surprised. That obvious, huh?

Let's just say I know the look, he said with a grin. You're either an artist or a critic.

Writer, actually.

Ah, that explains it. His eyes lit up. What do you write?

Romance, she admitted shyly. Though lately... it feels like I've forgotten what love's supposed to feel like.

Zac leaned back, thoughtful. Maybe you just need a reminder.

Their eyes met, and something unspoken passed between them — something real, something dangerous. The world around them blurred into soft lights and fading noise.

Do you believe in fate? he asked quietly.

Sarah hesitated. I believe in timing. And right now, this feels... unexpected.

He smiled, slow and sincere. The best things usually are.

The night went on, but for Sarah, it felt like time had stopped. She didn't remember the music changing, or the speeches, or even Lily slipping away to give them space. All she remembered was Zac — his laughter, the way he listened, the way he made her forget she didn't believe in love.

And when the evening ended, he leaned in just close enough to whisper, I hope this isn't the last time we talk.

She could only nod, her heart pounding in a rhythm that felt unfamiliar — and terrifyingly alive.

As Zac disappeared into the crowd, Sarah stood there, the ghost of his smile still echoing in her mind. For the first time in years, she wanted to write again.

Not about fictional love.

But about him.
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The next morning, sunlight crept through the thin curtains of Sarah's apartment, painting soft streaks of gold across her desk. The glow caught the edge of her coffee cup and the unopened notebook beside it — the same one that had remained blank for weeks.
Until now.
She stared at the first few words she had scrawled across the page in messy, hurried handwriting:
He looked at her as though she was the only real thing in a world built on illusion.
Sarah exhaled, a shaky laugh slipping past her lips. It was a line born from the memory of Zac's gaze last night — steady, curious, and impossibly sincere. She tried to shake it off. It was just a look. Just a fleeting moment. People like Zac Efron don't fall for small-time authors who still order takeout three nights a week and forget to water their plants.

Her phone buzzed on the desk, making her jump.
Unknown number.
She hesitated before answering. Hello?

Is this Sarah Bennett? a male voice asked, smooth and familiar.

Her heart stumbled. Yes, who's calling?

A soft chuckle. Zac Efron. I, uh — hope you don't mind that I asked Lily for your number.

For a moment, she was speechless. Oh. Hi.

Hi, he echoed, his tone carrying that same easy warmth she remembered. I just wanted to say I enjoyed talking to you last night. You were the first person who didn't ask me about my next movie or my love life. That's rare.

Sarah smiled, trying to sound casual even though her pulse was racing. Well, I'm more interested in people than headlines.

That's exactly what I like about you, Zac said softly, then quickly cleared his throat. Anyway, I was wondering — do you drink coffee?

Sarah laughed. Do I drink coffee? I basically live on it.

Perfect. Then let me buy you one. No cameras, no red carpets — just two people and caffeine. What do you say?

Her first instinct was to say no. She wasn't the kind of woman who went for celebrities, and she wasn't about to start now. But something about his voice — honest, unpolished, almost vulnerable — made her pause.
Alright, she said at last. But if this ends up in a tabloid, I'm blaming you.
He chuckled. Deal.

The café Zac chose wasn't what Sarah expected. No glitz, no luxury — just a quiet corner shop tucked between two bookstores, the kind of place where nobody cared who you were.

Zac was already there when she arrived, dressed simply in a dark hoodie and baseball cap. Even with half his face hidden, he radiated that easy charm — the kind that made people turn their heads without realizing why.

When he saw her, he smiled — the kind of smile that felt private, meant only for her.

You came, he said, standing as she approached.

I almost didn't, she admitted, taking a seat. Part of me thought it was some elaborate prank.

He grinned. You think I go around pranking romance authors for fun?

Honestly? With your fame, I wouldn't rule it out.

Zac laughed, leaning back in his chair. Fair enough.

They talked for hours — about writing, music, the strange loneliness that came with chasing dreams that didn't always feel like they belonged to you. Sarah learned that Zac's life wasn't as glamorous as people believed. The endless interviews, the constant travel, the way everyone wanted a piece of him — it all left him hollow sometimes.

And Zac learned that Sarah's stories weren't just fiction; they were fragments of her own heart, shaped by loss and quiet resilience.

When the conversation drifted to her writing block, Zac tilted his head. Maybe you stopped believing in what you write about, he said gently. Maybe you just need a reminder that love isn't a fantasy.

She looked at him, her chest tightening. And you think you can remind me?

His smile softened. Maybe. Or maybe I just want to try.

Something shifted in the air between them — delicate, dangerous.

Days turned into weeks, and somehow, they kept finding reasons to see each other again. Sometimes it was a quiet dinner after one of Zac's rehearsals, sometimes a long walk by the lake where they talked about everything and nothing at all.

He made her laugh — really laugh — the kind of laughter that loosened something inside her she didn't know was tight. And in return, she grounded him. Around Sarah, he didn't have to be Zac Efron, the superstar. He could just be Zac — a man who loved music, who hated small talk, who found peace in her silence.

Still, their connection wasn't without shadows.

One evening, after a rare day off together, Zac's phone buzzed nonstop with messages. He tried to ignore them, but the worry in his expression gave him away.

Everything okay? Sarah asked softly.

He hesitated. Just... my manager. Someone snapped a photo of us at the lake.

Her stomach dropped. Oh.

Don't panic, he said quickly. They don't know who you are. Yet.

Yet?

He ran a hand through his hair, frustration flashing in his eyes. This is what I hate about fame. The moment something good happens, the world tries to claim it.

Sarah reached across the table, her fingers brushing his. Hey. It's okay. We knew this might happen.

He looked at her, his expression softening. You're taking this better than I am.

She smiled faintly. That's because I'm used to living in fiction. You're the one living in the headlines.

Zac squeezed her hand gently. You're not a headline to me, Sarah.

The sincerity in his voice broke something open inside her. Then promise me one thing, she whispered. If this gets complicated, if it gets too hard — don't protect me by pushing me away.

His thumb traced the back of her hand, slow and deliberate. I promise.

But even as he said it, the storm of flashbulbs and rumors was already forming in the distance — neither of them could see it yet.

Later that night, Sarah sat at her desk again, staring at her open laptop. For the first time in months, the words came effortlessly:
Love wasn't always quiet. Sometimes it roared through your life like a storm, demanding to be seen, even when the world wasn't ready for it.
She smiled faintly as her fingers moved across the keyboard. This story wasn't fiction anymore. It was mine.
And maybe — just maybe — it was the beginning of something real.
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The article dropped on a Thursday morning.

Sarah woke to a flood of messages and missed calls, her phone lighting up like a beacon on her nightstand. She rubbed her eyes and squinted at the first text from Lily:

Don't freak out, but you're on the internet.

Her heart plummeted. She opened the link.

There it was — a photo of her and Zac by the lake, their hands barely touching but their smiles soft and real. The headline screamed across the screen in bold letters:

"Zac Efron's Mystery Woman — Has the Rockstar Found His Muse?"

Sarah felt the air leave her lungs. The article went on to describe her as a "rumoured author girlfriend," speculating about secret dates and "quiet getaways." Her personal website had been linked, her author photo plastered next to Zac's red-carpet shots.

Oh no... she whispered, pressing a hand to her mouth. This can't be happening.

The knock on her door made her jump. She wasn't ready to face anyone, least of all Zac. But when she opened it, there he was — cap low, sunglasses on, looking exhausted.

I came as soon as I saw it, he said.

She stepped aside silently, letting him in. He looked around her small apartment, as if searching for something to fix.

I'm so sorry, Sarah, he began, his voice heavy. I swear I didn't tell anyone. I don't even know how they—

I know you didn't, she interrupted softly. But they found out anyway.

He exhaled, running a hand
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