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            a very cheeky christmas

          

        

      

    

    
      I’ve been voted Mr. Perfect Cheeks for the last five years. Though I do have a nice smile, it’s not those cheeks that warrant the attention. So yeah, my behind is my bread and butter. But when my most lucrative asset is injured, I’m sent to the set medic. To say I fall head over derriere in love with her is an understatement. Maxine is jaded about love though, so it’ll take all my small-town Texas charm to woo this curvy California grump that I’m in it, to win it. And by it, I mean her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
chapter one


          

        

      

    

    
      Maxine

       

      The thing about romantic comedies is that anything seems possible for the hour and a half that you’re watching them. Then when the credits start to roll, the bubble bursts and you go back to the real world where there’s no such thing as love like that.

      My family has been peddling the myth of happily ever after since long before I was born. It’s hard not to be cynical about love when you grow up in the movie industry.

      That’s just one of the reasons I’d promised myself a long time ago that I would never work on a movie set.

      When you come from a movie family, people expect it of you, but I had zero interest. Between my grandfather (movie producer and President of the company), my uncles (all producers), my dad (a director), my mom (movie starlet) and my cousins (also actors), I spent more than enough of my childhood on sets and various locations, thank you very much.

      When people find out who my family is, the initial reaction varies. I’ve gotten everything from a startled laugh to a confused slow blink. But they always end up in the same place: Wait. Why don’t you want to work in the movie industry?

      Believe it or not, some people don’t want to be surrounded by the vain and self-centered. Okay, maybe that’s not the entire industry. Maybe it’s just my family.

      Thankfully I’m unattractive enough by Hollywood standards that I’ve been kept out of the press. I was able to go to medical school and do my thing and everything was peachy until I pissed off my grandfather enough. I finally crossed the line. He cut me off and now I’ve been forced to take a semester off.

      Which is why I’m breaking the promise I made to myself and going to work on a movie set. A job I had to beg a friend for, because … you know, college debt is a real thing.

      I blow out a breath and quickly swerve into the other lane. No using turn signals in LA; that just gives all the asswipes behind you enough time to speed up and close the distance between them and the cars in front of them.

      Where was I? Oh, right, pissing off the patriarch of the family.

      I knew I’d never been the old man’s favorite. Thankfully there were always some other family members that were willing to lay prostrate at his feet and fill his ears with bullshit confirming his illusions of grandeur. Mostly, I stayed out of his way, even after he got custody of me when my parents died in a small plane crash. I grew up in Hollywood Hills, but mostly flew under his radar.

      He was kind of like a cross between Hugh Hefner and James Cameron, eccentric and ridiculously wealthy to a degree that complete strangers indulged his every whim.

      There’s a slight chance he actually forgot I existed, even though I lived in his house and paid for my med school out of the trust he’d set up for me. Maybe that was why he seemed surprised to find me making myself a pot of tea in the kitchen one night last month.

      You’re supposed to be the heiress to Lionheart Productions. Look at you. I can’t tell anyone you’re my granddaughter.

      My fat ass isn’t what got me cut out of the will and my monthly allowance revoked. Nope, that had been my big, fat mouth. Because I’d heard his old scratchy voice say that from behind me and when I spun around to face him, I promptly told my grandfather he could fuck right off if he didn’t like how I looked.

      I didn’t give a shit about being his heiress. I didn’t even care about having a monthly allowance. I didn’t need to be a kept woman. Yes, it had been nice, I can’t lie about that. But I was smart enough to make my own fucking money.

      Since I still have a year of med school left and I don’t want to drown in an ocean of debt, I need a job.

      So, when a friend of mine had called begging me to help him out, I readily agreed. Even though the job was on the set of a movie.

      It’s a temporary gig, but I’m currently the set medic for A Heartwarming Christmas Movie, which is a terrible title. I mean really, let’s be a little more clichéd. More like A Heartwarming Christmas Movie set in a charming small town with snowball fights and hot cocoa in front of the fireplace where everyone falls in love and lives happily ever after.

      Gag me!

      But if it means spending my winter break making money that will help pay for my next semester, I will swallow the Alka-Seltzer, stifle my gag reflex and spend Christmas with the beautiful people. It won’t kill me.

      Probably.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
chapter two


          

        

      

    

    
      Andrew

       

      I have a great ass.

      It’s true. I’m not even bragging. It is, in fact, my job to have a good behind. Well, technically my work often goes beyond my booty, but my ass is what gets me the jobs. I’m a set double, body double, ass double. Whatever you want to call it.

      When leading men don’t want to do naked work, they call on me. I don’t mind showing off my body as long as I don’t have to act or show my face. Not that there’s anything wrong with my face, but doing the physical work of a scene is what I’m good at.

      That most recent big budget alien action flick… yeah, that was my ass. It was painted blue for the movie, but still me. Hollywood has been good to me and I’ve been smart with my money, investing most of it because I knew with a job like mine, eventually the work would move on to younger guys. I’m approaching forty and frankly I’m getting tired of the work.

      I’m ready to find my lady love and settle down, fill our house with kids and live happily ever after. Isn’t that what all these movies we make are about?

      Okay, not that one asteroid movie. I wasn’t in that one, thank goodness because everyone died. Talk about depressing.

      In any case, I’m on set working with the director on blocking a scene. It’s one of the more technical parts of my job and something I enjoy quite a bit. I’m basically like a living prop though, really used just to get the lighting and camera angles set up correctly on shots they want to try to get in one take.

      “This isn’t working,” Luca, the director, mutters to himself.

      That’s when I see her. And by her, I mean HER. The woman I’ve noticed on set since we’ve been working for all of three days now on this new movie. It’s a rushed, last minute holiday flick that seems to have everyone in a bad mood. Not me, I don’t tend to get in bad moods much.

      Seems like a waste of energy, especially when a cold beer and an orgasm can fix most things.

      “Luca, hold up. I think I know what would help.” I step off the set and lightly jog over to her. I step right in front of her path. “Hey,” I say.

      She frowns and tries to walk around me.

      “Wait, I wanna talk to you.”

      “No thanks.”

      “Perfect, Andrew,” Luca calls. “Yes, Maxine, can you help us out for a few minutes?”

      Maxine’s blue eyes widen behind her black-rimmed glasses. She gives Luca a tight smile, then shoots me a tiny glare before setting down her stuff on the concrete floor.

      “What can I do?” Maxine asks Luca.

      She’s clearly done with me which I find fucking delightful. I don’t know why. The fact that she’s not immediately charmed by me is refreshing, I guess. Or maybe I just am drawn to her sass. More likely I’m drawn to that plump ass of hers and her full tits; she’s all curves and softness, but when she talks, her voice is sharp and edgy. There’s also an undeniable intelligence shining in her eyes and fuck if that’s not catnip for me. Especially after living in this vapid wasteland for the last decade.

      Hollywood is known for is pretty views, not for its intellectual stimulation. Not that Saddle Creek, TX, my small hometown, is an epicenter of culture. But I do miss going to the library, then walking down to Ruthie’s Diner with a stack of books to pore over while I eat one of her famous burgers.

      “Andrew,” Luca barks.

      “Right.” I tear my eyes away from Maxine’s curvy backside which somehow had me homesick for my favorite juicy hamburger. There’s something about this woman, I can feel it.

      I make my way back into the fake living room where there’s a Christmas tree and a stack of boxes leaning against the wall. They’re empty boxes, but in the story of the movie they’re filled with all kinds of decorations for the two main love interests to get tangled up in. Or something like that.

      Luca is explaining the scene and the whole concept of blocking and the angle of the cameras and lighting. She’s just staring at him like he’s a complete idiot.

      “I think she’s got it, Luca. Let’s just give it a go.” I say, giving a gentle tug on the director’s shirt sleeve. We’ve worked together multiple times before, so he knows me.

      He growls, which is par for his course, but still walks off the platform and moves back to the camera area.

      “Explain the set up to her while we adjust the equipment,” Luca yells.

      She gives me a snort of derision. “Who are you, like the main actor?”

      “No, sweetheart, I’m just his set double.”

      Those blue eyes of hers roll. “So what is it that I need to do?”

      “This is one of those scenes they want to preferably get in one take so that’s why we⁠—”

      “I know what scene blocking is, jackass. Just tell me about this scene.”

      Fuck. Why does that sassy mouth make my dick hard? “Sure thing. The heroine is just walking through the room and a tower of boxes nearly topples over, hero rushes over to sweep her out of the way, they end up plastered against the wall together.”

      She glances to her left at said tower of boxes. “What are in them?”

      “Nothing. But they’re supposed to be filled with Christmas decorations. I’m Andrew, by the way.”

      “Max.”

      “I’ve seen you here, but never on any other sets. Are you a new actress?” I ask.

      She snorts. “Yeah, right. Because they hire female stars with asses like mine all the time.”

      I look down even though I can’t exactly see much of her ass from this angle. But her hips and thighs are thick and curvy. “They should, because your body is damn near perfect.”

      She laughs and the sound is pure fucking magic. It’s like a salve on sunburnt skin or water quenching a parched throat. Where has this woman been all my life?

      “Oh my God! Do lines like that usually work?”

      I raise a brow at her. “Who says it’s a line?”

      She puts her fists on her hips. “That is blatantly… obviously a line.”

      “Okay, so the boxes are toppling, and you move now Andrew,” Luca calls.

      I grab Maxine and maneuver out of the imaginary harm’s way, putting her back up against the fake wallpapered wall.

      “Excellent. Now step closer and brace your hands on either side of her head.”

      I do as I’m told, leaning in closer to Maxine. She sucks in a breath that, had I not heard it, I might have missed. She’s not as unaffected by me as she’s pretending to be.

      “Okay, if you’re not an actress, then what do you do on set?”

      “I am in charge of color-coding all of the glitter used in the scenes.”

      “Maxine, put your hands on Andrew’s hips,” Luca says.

      She swallows visibly, but then I feel her hands on the outsides of my jeans.

      “No, no! I know you’re not an actress,” Luca yells. “But can you pretend you want to be there. Grab onto him.”

      Her fingers curl into my hips and fuck me, Luca doesn’t even know what he’s asking of me.

      I lick my lips, flick my eyes down to her mouth briefly, then back up to her gaze.

      “This is so forced and contrived. I will never understand how costars hook up so frequently,” she says, but her voice has lost some of its edge.

      “Are you doubting the necessity of our fearless hero saving our intrepid heroine?”

      She rolls her eyes. “Please. If the boxes are falling and she can’t get out of the way before he has time to run across the room and save her, then maybe she deserves to get crushed.”

      “Maybe shock and panic keep her from moving.”

      This time she snorts. “What is she? An armadillo? Does she roll into a ball too?”

      I toss my head back and laugh. “You’re delightful, sweetheart. Have dinner with me.”

      Her smile disappears. “Um … no, thank you.”

      “Why not?”

      “Look, I’m sure I seem like low hanging fruit on the set, but I’ve been around guys like you my entire life and honestly, I need more than a pretty face. Besides, it’s not going to hurt you to put in the effort to charm someone else.”

      I shake my head in confusion. “Low hanging fruit? What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

      “It means any guy who is as good looking as you can get laid any time he wants. Even in Hollywood. Still, I get it. You look around the set, try to find a woman who will take the least amount of work. The woman who’s a little frumpy, more than a little chubby and will probably just be grateful for the attention. But sorry, I will not be that woman.”

      She’s got it all wrong. Everything she just said is wrong. I grin at her.

      “I’m beginning to think that you might be slow-witted, as they say,” she hisses.

      “A little closer, Andrew,” Luca barks.

      And a little closer is all I need to completely close the distance between our mouths. I can’t help myself. I’ve got to taste for myself and see if all those snarky words make for a tart kiss. I should have known better. She tastes like cinnamon and cloves and Christmas morning.

      Her fingernails—blunt though they are—dig into my hips as she tightens her hold on me. She kisses me back, her tongue sweeping into my mouth in a bold, take-charge kind of way.

      She makes a whimpering noise in her throat.

      Laughter sounds from behind us. Fucking Luca and the camera guys. It definitely breaks the spell though because the next thing I know, I’ve got a knee to my groin and two palms pushing against my chest.

      I fall to the set floor with a ‘oof.’

      “Jackass,” she mutters, then she storms off.

      Luca meanders over, still chuckling. “You probably want to ice your balls.” His laughter increases.

      “It’s not that funny. I’ll just go see the medic,” I say, wincing in pain.

      Luca howls with laughter. He tosses his thumb over his shoulder. “Maxine IS the medic.”

      Fuck my life.

       

      

       

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
chapter three


          

        

      

    

    
      Maxine

       

      Today really can’t get any worse.

      I mean I suppose I could be forced to sell a kidney in order to pay the rent on my shoebox they call an apartment. Or groceries. I’m already living off of tuna fish and egg salad because my ass can’t deal with ramen. Too many carbs.

      Isn’t that what got us into this mess to begin with?

      No, no it’s not. My plus size ass is just fine.

      It’s my selfish, judgmental grandfather, who is the problem. The size of my hips, ass or anything else shouldn’t matter to anyone, especially not a relative.

      Your body is damn near perfect.

      Andrew’s words, complete with that slow Texas drawl of his, replay in my mind as they’ve done for the last week and a half since we first met. Those words and that goddamn kiss.

      I’ve done my level best to avoid him at work, which for the most part has been simple since our paths don’t regularly cross. But I catch glimpses of him. It’s impossible not to. Unfortunately, I seem to have a beacon for his unruly mop of dark blond hair and his tall, muscular frame.

      “Stop it!” I yell at myself. No one on the freeway even notices because this is LA and everyone talks to themselves. In any case, the day is already shit and not because I’m foolishly mooning after Mr. Tall, Tasty and Texan.

      No, the day is bad because I’m already running late. There was an accident when I first hopped on the freeway. To make matters infinitely worse, I spilled coffee all down my left leg. So, I’ve got coffee sloshing around in my shoe and my pant leg is shellacked to my thigh.

      “Just fucking perfect.”

      If I could absorb the caffeine through my skin at least that might help.

      When I pull up to the kiosk gate at the studio, I can't find my ID to show the guy. Even though he’s seen me every day for nearly two weeks, he acts like he has no idea who I am. So I show him my driver's license. He still has no clue.

      I have to make a call to Luca, the director, so someone can call this security guard.

      I hear the phone ring inside the kiosk. Meanwhile there are cars lining up behind me and they’re already honking. Security guard pokes his head out the window and looks at me.

      “You Maxine?”

      I roll my eyes. “I just showed you my driver’s license.”

      He stares blankly at me.

      “Yes, I’m Maxine.”

      He nods, says something to the phone, then presses a button that opens the arm so I can drive forward.

      Now I'm really late. Let’s not forget the one leg and one shoe soaked through with coffee. For the first time in my life, I’m stressed about bills and I hate my job.

      I sigh.

      No, I don’t. I don't hate my job. I don't even really hate these people, even though they're all so damn beautiful. It's ridiculous.

      Some of them are actually pretty sweet. Like Laura, one of our lead actresses. She, in particular, is so pretty, and genuinely sweet. It shouldn’t be the kind of thing that makes me suspicious, but it does. I was raised in this town. In a family that values beauty over just about anything except money.

      It’s made me leery of people’s motives.

      But you know what, it's okay. She's allowed to be pretty and sweet and successful. Even if it makes no sense to me.

      Like, I don’t even understand how it can happen in this city. When you're that attractive and that successful, it tends to go to one’s head and you end up being an asshole.

      I finally park my car and grab my bag. Because I don't have my badge, I can't get into any of the locked doors. So I have to bang on the main set door. Thankfully, someone lets me in and uses the master key to let me into my medic trailer out in the lot behind.

      First order of business is changing out of these damn pants. I toe off my shoes, thankful they’re those ugly rubber clogs—don’t judge, they’re comfortable and a lot of doctors wear them. Also, they’re super easy to clean of bodily fluids, or in this case, coffee. I rinse my shoes off in my sink and set them on a towel to dry.

      I’m halfway to the cabinet where I keep extra sets of scrubs when someone opens my trailer door. I freeze in my spot, then realize too late that I’m standing there in nothing but my shirt and panties.

      Just in time for Andrew to duck in. He’s got his jeans unfastened and what looks like a blood spotted rag held to his back.

      “Shit, what happened?”

      He pauses when he sees me, those hazel eyes of his eating up my exposed skin. “Oh, sweet thing, of all the times for me to be injured. Look how sexy your fucking legs are.”

      “No time for that,” I say. “Can you sit or do you need to lay face down? Whatever position is most comfortable, get into it over there and I’ll come take a look.” I walk over to the cabinet and grab the first pair of scrubs I can find. They’re light blue with baby koalas all over them. I don’t even remember buying them, but here we are.

      I wash my hands, put on gloves and grab my kit, then go over to where Andrew is now, lying face down, bare ass up.

      Jesus, take the wheel.

      That is, hands down, the best ass I have ever laid my eyes on.

      “I had a little accident on set and my bottom got injured,” he says.

      “Move your hand so I can see what I’m dealing with here.” He does and I peel away the towel. “You know this injury is right at the top of your ass you didn’t have to take your pants completely off.”

      “What fun would that be? Besides I’m the reigning Mr. Perfect Cheeks, five years running.”

      “Do I even want to know what that is?” I shake my head and lean closer to the wound. “Never mind. I’m going to clean this out. Looks like you got nailed with a hole punch.”

      He laughs. “Kinda. Mishap in set design and I got nailed. Or rather screwed.” He giggles this time.

      Actually giggles. And I can’t help but laugh with him. “Are you drunk?”

      “Someone gave me a Xanax; I think to keep me calm.”

      “Were you panicking?”

      “Not exactly, but I don’t have a good track record with blood. It makes me queasy.” He lifts his head a little. “Probably makes me a pussy, huh?”

      “No, it doesn’t. I’ll get you cleaned up, but do you happen to know when the last time you got a tetanus shot was?”

      “Uh, should be in my medical records. We have to keep all of that on file because of the union.”

      “Okay, I’ll check in a minute. Hold still for me.” I proceed to clean out the wound and I try so hard to be professional. I am a doctor, for fuck’s sake, or nearly a doctor anyways. So my eyes stray periodically to the perfectly sculpted ass within reach. I could grab it. With both hands and give both cheeks a squeeze. Or I could lean forward and just bite into one of those firm looking globes.

      Seriously, what the fuck is wrong with me?

      “Definitely going to need a tetanus shot. Maybe a stitch or two, but that’s probably going to depend on doctor or patient’s preference. The wound isn’t that deep, and the edges are relatively clean.”

      “Maxine,” he hums my name. “Why won’t you go out with me? You’re not low-hanging fruit or whatever you called yourself that day. I’ll put in whatever effort you want me to, but you gotta give me a chance. I can’t stop thinking about you, sweet thing. And goddammit if having your hands on me right now even in a clinical way, isn’t turning me the fuck on.”

      “That’s just the Xanax you took.”

      He chuckles and my traitorous pussy floods with arousal. “I’m pretty sure we both know that’s patently false.”

      “You are a flirt.”

      “I’m actually not. I am friendly. I’m from Texas, I grew up waving to strangers from the front seat of my daddy’s pick-up truck. But I don’t flirt. Especially here. Since I’ve been here in California, I’ve been on exactly three dates, one of which was an awards ceremony, and I took my baby sister with me.”

      “The other two?” I find myself asking.

      “Never made it past dinner on either of them.”

      I swallow thickly, then move over to the laptop the studio provided me for the medical records. I roll over to him on the stool, still determined to keep my eyes off his perfect ass.

      “How did you even get into this line of work?” I ask him while I click around on the trackpad trying to find his records.

      I had done some modeling and it was not my thing. I wanted to do stunts. That was my training, mostly with horses, but evidently that line of work is harder to break into. I was up for a big modeling campaign.” He’s laying with his head on his crossed arms and this his eyes tilt up to me. “It was for tighty-whities. Anyways, one thing led to another and the next thing I knew I was asked to do a butt scene in a huge blockbuster and let’s just say it was the butt that launched my career.”

      “But you never had any desire to act? With like your face, or whatever?” I laugh. “That sounds weird, but you know what I mean.”

      “I do and no. I never wanted to be an actor. I just came out here to have a bit of an adventure for a little while.” He glances over his shoulder at his injury, then gives me a little grin.

      “I’d say you’re doing it.”

      

       

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
chapter four


          

        

      

    

    
      Maxine

       

      I call my friend Shayla from the car. Shayla was a couple of years ahead of me in med school, and just started working at one of the top plastic surgery centers in the area.

      Yes, I know. A plastic surgery center in LA. Seems pretty clichéd, right?

      But Shayla is an excellent doctor, who worked her ass off. Since she came from a family who couldn’t afford to pay for her schooling, I figure I can’t blame her for going into an industry that will shower her with money so she can pay off her student loans.

      Rather than calling the office, I call her private number, assuming she will let it roll to voicemail. This isn’t the kind of place you can get a last-minute appointment.

      To my surprise, she picks up.

      “Hey, sweetie. How’s it going in the slums of the movie industry?”

      “It’s as horrible as you can imagine.” I clear my throat. “Speaking of my job…”

      She laughs. “What can I do for you?”

      I quickly fill Shayla in on the situation with Andrew. She clucks her tongue in amusement when I describe his injury and immediately sees where I am going with the phone call. “I can’t squeeze him in for an appointment today.”

      “Darn it. I don’t want to take them to the normal ER, because⁠—”

      “Obviously. Who knows what the stitches will look like if you do that. And if this guy’s ass is as amazing as you say it is⁠—”

      “I didn’t say it was amazing.”

      From beside me Andrew snorts. Loud enough for Shayla to hear, he announces, “It is that amazing.”

      Shayla laughs, clearly amused by Andrew’s shenanigans. “Like I was saying, I can’t fit him in here at the office. But it sounds like his apartment is not far from my house, so I’ll swing by after work. A couple of stitches, a tetanus shot, he’ll be good to go in twenty-four hours. No one will ever know I was there.”

      “You are an angel.”

      “I know.”  

      “I’ll text you the address once we get there.”

      “Sounds good. Keep him off his feet, keep him comfortable, you know the drill. I’ll see you tonight.”

      Shayla hangs up before I can tell her I was hoping I could ditch him at his place, and she could handle this on her own.

      Then, I glance over at Andrew and roll my eyes.

      I don’t know how many Xanax he took, but the dude is definitely loopy. It’s not even noon yet, and I assume Shayla won’t make it to his place until seven or eight.

      I take the next exit and steer into the drive-through lane of one of my favorite taco joints. It’s going to be a long day. The kind of day I need tacos with extra sour cream to get through. Too bad the place doesn’t sell margaritas as well.

       

      Andrew’s apartment is nicer than I would expect.

      I imagined the typical frat-boy decor that single men in their 30’s still haven’t outgrown—all lounge chairs, gaming systems, and movie posters on the wall. I was wrong about everything except the movie posters. Andrew has proper, adult furniture – i.e. a leather sofa and a coffee table that are modern reproductions of club furniture from the 1930’s. He even has a Christmas tree up in the corner.

      On his walls, he has framed movie posters from film noir classics like The Big Sleep and Key Largo. I snort when I see one of them is from Lionhearted Productions. How freaked out would he be if he knew the woman on the poster is my great aunt?

      Questions I’ll never know the answer to.

      I help Andrew into his bedroom and help him change out of his jeans and into a comfortable pair of gray sweatpants. They do amazing things for his abs and ass, and horrible things to my lady bits.

      It is grossly unfair that men can look so damn good in gray sweatpants. He peels off his t-shirt and tosses it in the direction of what is clearly his laundry hamper.

      I’m so thankful that the Xanax has clearly made him very lethargic because he’s just pliable and watching me with sleepy hazel eyes. He gives me a soft grin, but there’s no double entendres or flirtiness, which right now, I’m not sure I’m quite strong enough to ignore. He looks too damn good.

      I tear my eyes away from his bare torso before I start using him as a life-size diagram. He’s not bulky like a gym rat; he’s lean, but his muscles are defined and I could literally label them, one rectus abdominus at a time.

      As if he knows exactly what I’m doing, he scratches absently across those defined abs.

      I sigh. “Let’s get you into bed,” I say. I make sure he’s on his side, with a pillow at his back so he won’t accidentally roll over onto his injury in his sleep.

      Then I force him to eat a few tortilla chips with some guacamole, then drink some water to wash down a couple of pain killers. Just enough to take the edge off until Shayla can get here.

      I assume I’m going to be able to sneak out but the second I leave his side, he stretches a hand out toward me. “Will you stay with me?”

      Despite my professionalism, this feels like dangerous territory.

      Do I really want to climb into bed with Andrew and sit here with him while he sleeps?

      No.

      Yes.

      Obviously, since I am, after all, a living and breathing human woman. Who wouldn’t want to climb in the bed with him? I totally want to snuggle up to his rocking hot body.

      But this isn’t my first rodeo. I know how this story goes.

      Hot guy flirts with frumpy woman. Frumpy woman gets too emotionally involved. Hot guy moves on. Frumpy woman has broken heart.

      There’s no mystery about how this is going to go down.

      Still, I relent, sitting down on the other side of the bed and stretching my legs out in front of me. It won’t hurt to sit here for a few minutes.

      Growing up in the movie industry may have made me cynical, but I do have some compassion for the wounded.

      Andrew gives me a slightly goofy smile, then takes my hand in his and places it on his head.

      I roll my eyes, but I keep my fingers threaded in his hair, gently massaging his scalp while he falls asleep. Since I have my phone with me, I access one of my textbooks and begin reviewing some material from last semester, which is exactly as gripping as you can imagine. Nothing makes a medical textbook more riveting than trying to read it off a tiny phone screen.

      I know better than to let myself fall asleep next to Andrew, because things like this never end well.
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