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Sydney's hotshot silver fox advertising exec has a secret ... and the only one who knows is a plus-sized hairdresser.

To keep her barbershop from going bust and her creativity alive, Poppy must drag her family business into the current decade. A big refit and word of mouth advertising would do it. Unfortunately, it's not just her traditional family standing in her way. Her highest profile client keeps a secret. . . 

Stu Cooper shouldn’t be lying about his hair, or to himself about his feelings for the stunning curvy hairdresser who makes his pulse race every time she touches him. But his professional image is everything, and Poppy, with her rainbow hair and big personality, doesn’t fit. 

He’s her client and her best chance of success, so she can’t allow those tingles when she touches him to lead to anything more. When their passion flares, they will have to choose: the professional integrity they’ve spent years cultivating, or a chance on love. 


-  Silver fox hero

-  Pining

-  Class difference

-  Found family

-  Yearning 

-  Opposites attract
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An avid reader, Renée Dahlia writes contemporary and historical queer romance. She is fascinated by people and loves to explore human relationships, with a side of humour, through her writing. Renée has a degree in physics and mathematics, using this to write data-based magazine articles for the horse racing industry. Her love of horses often shines through in her fiction, and she loves a good intrigue and to escape the real world in the pages of a book. When she isn’t reading or writing, Renée spends her time with her four children, usually watching them play cricket.
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For everyone who strives for success, whatever that might look like.
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Welcome to HIS BUXOM BEAUTY, the second book in the Kapow Advertising series, set in Sydney, Australia. 

HIS BUXOM BEAUTY is a sexy story of an advertising executive who craves having a big family and his hairdresser who maintains his image. Stu and Poppy will capture your heart, especially if you love opposites attract, found families, plenty of yearning, and a silver fox hero. 

Readers, please be aware that this story includes references to sexual manipulation and cheating (not on the page and not between the main characters of this story). 

If you are keen to keep up to date on new releases and, more importantly, sales, I recommend you sign up to my newsletter, or follow me on social media. 

Social Media Links

Twitter

Facebook 

romance.com.au

Instagram 

BookBub

I hope you enjoy reading this book!

Renée 
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Chapter 1


[image: ]




“What’s on the schedule today?” Poppy asked her apprentice, Levi, even though she knew. She’d taken the phone call yesterday listening to Stu’s baritone warm against her ear even though he said nothing interesting. Only a confirmation of his appointment time. 

“Just the usual, a bunch of old blokes wanting short, back and sides. Oh, and ‘Stu, call me Stu’ will be in at ten for a touch up.” Levi smirked at the mention of their hottest client. They’d often gossiped about him, and his ultra-hot body. 

“He’s not gay, you know.” Poppy winked at her apprentice. She hoped the blasé joke would cover her blush.

Levi waved a copy of the latest society pages from the paper where Stu was photographed next to some beautiful thin model woman. “Might be bi!” 

“True. I guess you can always hope.” 

Levi grinned. “With that arse, it’d be a shame if he was straight.” Levi commented continually on the breadth of Stu’s shoulders, and his gorgeous arse, to the extent that he’d started a Stu’s Arse Appreciation Society, and whispered SAAS every time Stu left the shop. Poppy was a fully paid up member of SAAS, but she didn’t dare mention her fantasies. She’d give her favourite scissors away if she could see Stu, naked and spreadeagled on her bed, his hands and feet tied to corner posts, and his cock hard and erect for her. She just knew, or perhaps it was a pointless wish, that he’d have a gorgeous cock. Not too big as to be ridiculous, but big enough and broad enough for a hot ride. She’d lick his body, taste him as he strained against her silky ties, tease him until he cursed her. Until he begged for her, and only then would she touch his cock. 

“Poppy...”

“Yeah.” She blinked away the fantasy, tried not to fan her face, as Levi called her name. 

“Time to open up for the day.” 

“Right.” She nodded, blowing out a long breath. Stu would be here a little over an hour, sitting in her chair with that relaxed charm he had. She glanced in one of the mirrors to ensure she was presentable, saw the pink flush on her skin, and walked to the front door to unlock it. Time for business. Spiro’s Barber Shop, since 1949, as the sign on the shop in trendy Surry Hills proudly proclaimed. After an apprenticeship with the highly vaunted Jean-Phillipe, international opportunities had beckoned. Her ambitions had stalled when Pappous’ arthritis had become too much for him, and she’d taken over Spiro’s. It had been another apprenticeship of sorts, having to satisfy Pappous that she could run his business without upsetting his view of how it should be, as well as learning accounting, and all those other skills required to run a small business. Pappous had died just over two years ago and had gifted her the business in his will. Some of the family weren’t happy with his decision, mostly because she’d also gained the valuable real estate that went with it. Poppy thought they could keep their opinions to themselves, especially since they’d got other properties of his, without the heartache of employing people, and trying to make enough money for food every month. Renting out the top floor of the building was the only way she actually turned a profit, not that she’d admit that to any of her large clan. If only she could take this business into the modern world and get the clients she really wanted. The ones who would happily spend hundreds to sit in her chair for a couple of hours for the sake of her art, not the ones who wanted a cheap as chips simple buzz cut. 

She flicked the sign on the window over, and pulled the door open, shoving a wedge under it to keep it there. The luxurious warm spring air drifted inside. October had to be one of the nicest times of year in Sydney, with winter most definitely over, and the heat of summer starting to strengthen. Jacaranda blossoms showered the footpath with purple flowers. She hoisted the blackboard sign with the list of their current specials and glanced over the little ditty Levi had written on it. No typos, nothing too cheap, she nodded, all good. She set the sign in its usual spot outside the window and went inside to start the day’s typical boring work. Her toes tapped impatiently in her shoe.

“Do you want a coffee before our first client arrives?” Poppy asked her apprentice. Any excuse to get out for a bit, away from the suffocating boredom of Pappous’ clients. Something had to change soon. Two years of this drudgery with her dreams put on hold. When she’d taken over, the first year had been a blur, working out how to make money, dealing with her grief on losing her grandfather and mentor, and balancing all the family’s opinions. She felt like she was finally finding her feet as a business owner, and now her dreams of a fashionable salon had started to seep back into her life. Teasing her, just as Stu inadvertently teased her by being her only client who demanded technical perfection. His glorious good looks and charming smile only added to his unattainableness. 

Levi flicked his long fringe back. “Like a real one? Yes, please.”

“Yes, a real one. I’ll shout.” Poppy grabbed her purse from under the counter and paced out of the shop. “Good morning, Con.” She nodded to the morning’s first client as she walked down the footpath to the café only three doors down. Normally, her and Levi made do with instant from the little kitchenette out the back next to the storeroom, and she tried not to be tempted by the smell of baked goods and real coffee from down the street. 

She swallowed as she entered the café. What was wrong with her? She had her dream job, and her own shop. Where had this frustration with her life come from? Levi would be no use to talk to about it. He was her apprentice for a start, so it’d be weird to talk to him about this, and besides, he’d just say she needed some good sex; which brought the image of Stu naked on her bed roaring back to life. Fuck. Levi was probably right. Maybe she’d have a double shot and call some friends to go out tonight. Time to scratch an itch, it’d been too long since she’d had sex with anyone. It all came back to Spiros—she had no time for dating anymore, no time for leisure or pleasure, not with a business to keep afloat. 

“Two double shot flat whites, thanks.” She dug around in her purse for some cash. 

“Anything else?” 

Poppy shook her head, clenching her teeth to stop her blurting out a comment about the dreadful dye job someone had given the poor young woman serving. Poppy slid the cash on the counter and stared at her boring shoes instead. Ogling Stu might be aiming way too high, but she could find someone tonight to have a good time with, to let her push all the weight of her business aside for a few hours of entertainment. She straightened and stared at the girl’s hair, unable to stop herself assessing it. 

“Here you go.” 

“Thanks. By the way—” Poppy couldn’t help it. “Where did you get your hair done?”

“A Cut Above. Do you like it?” The young lady flicked her head. No, it’s crooked and the dye is already fading. Poppy couldn’t believe that she’d paid for that atrocity. 

“It’s just that it’s started to fade, so I was wondering if you wanted to drop by my salon to get it touched up.” Poppy paused, trying to keep her chin high. She hated asking for business, but she hated seeing a bad job just as much. Her fingers twitched with the need to fix it.

The young woman tugged at her hair, staring at it. “Oh my god, you are right. Those assholes. I only had it done two weeks ago.”

“It should last much longer than that.” Talking about hair came easily, and Poppy’s nerves disappeared.

“Yeah, it should. Where is your place? I might drop by.”

“Spiro’s Barber Shop. Don’t mind the name, we do heaps more than old guy haircuts. I’m fully trained as a colourist.” Poppy heard the defensive panic in her voice as the young woman’s eyes shifted sideways. 

“Ok. Yeah, maybe, I’ll think about it.” Yeah, sure. You and everyone else who I want as a client. Poppy grabbed the two coffees. “Whenever you are ready. I promise I’ll fix that for you.” She turned on her heels and rushed out before she could hear the inevitable laughter. 
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Stu glanced up and down the street before he walked into Spiro’s Barber Shop. He loved this little shop. It was perfectly located, only a short walk from the office. The old-fashioned exterior hid the genius who worked inside. She’d kept his secret for two years, meeting him every few weeks to touch up the fake grey at his temples. He still remembered the day when the boss of Westfield had told him they couldn’t do business with someone so young and inexperienced. Being in advertising, he knew it all came down to perception. The perfect solution had come thanks to a joke a colleague told him. 

“What four qualifications do you need to become a board member?”

“Male, pale, stale and frail.” 

Stu decided to get fake silver highlights to give him gravitas, a few grey hairs to make the grey-headed old men of business want to deal with him. Finding Poppy and Spiro’s had been a completely fluke, the tiny words at the bottom of the blackboard sign ‘specialist in colour treatments’ had pulled him in. And Poppy had kept him coming back. Not only was she a genius with hair, she had the best boobs in all of Sydney. Those lush breasts, always hidden under a practical shirt as she worked, with her full hips and round stomach always made his mouth water. She was a true Rubenesque beauty, and he craved her. 

Normally, in this situation, he’d paint on a smile, and ask her out. He’d never had any trouble asking other women out on dates. There was something about Poppy which added a certain magnitude to the question. She mattered more than usual; he didn’t want her to say no, but after seeing his workmate Ella find happiness with Joey, he knew he wanted the same thing for himself. Poppy was a constant in his life; and he found himself unusually torn between wanting her and not wanting to ruin their current arrangement. 

Today, his smile came naturally as he walked in the door and saw Poppy flicking a brush over some old guy’s neck, little pieces of hair brushed away as she finished. Her apprentice raked him with his gaze. Every time. It would have amused him, if only he didn’t crave for Poppy to do the same. She treated him exactly the same as every other person who walked in here, as if only his hair existed. Every touch, every stroke of her fingers, taunted him until he wanted to beg for a kiss. He wouldn’t stoop to that, she had to be keen, because he’d never kissed someone unwilling, and fuck it, he wouldn’t start now. If she could be professional, so could he, no matter the personal toll. 

Two weeks ago, after his last appointment, her touches, gentle strokes on his temple, her body in close proximity to his, had spurred his vivid imagination until he pictured her as a nude, in oils, stretched out for him, with soft fabric curled around her legs. He’d walked out of there, jaw clenched, and into the café nearby to jerk off in the toilet. Ridiculous. He’d tried to wash her out of his brain by going out to prowl Sydney’s nightlife. Every evening for two weeks, he’d bought drinks for a different woman, all of them curvy and confident. Poppy substitutes, but none of them were her. For two weeks, he’d gone home alone to wank. This had to end today. 

She smiled. “Hey Stu, same again today?” Her sultry voice slid over his skin as he slipped into her chair. He stared into the mirror, directly into her round brown eyes, as she stroked his head. She probably did this to everyone, this exploration of his scalp with her fingers. Did everyone get this electric zing from every touch? His chest expanded as he held her gaze. He tried to will her fingers into shifting lower, ideally around his cock, but he’d make do with anything. Goddamn it, he was desperate for her touch. For two years, he’d longed for more. Those soft curves pressed against him, her skin against his.

“No, not the same.”

Her mouth pursed into a perfectly kissable o, and he held his breath. 

“It’s time to change this—” He referred to them, not his haircut.

“You want to get rid of the grey, or expand it, so it looks like natural aging?” she asked, missing his point.

“Come to lunch with me. The hair can wait.” His planned finesse abandoned him. His strategy was to wait till after his hair was done, when he wouldn’t be distracted by his reactions to her touch. She tilted her head and stared back at him. 

“Hair should never wait.” Little spots of pink appeared on her cheeks, and her nostrils flared slightly. Perhaps she wasn’t as unaffected as he’d assumed. Or maybe she was annoyed at his dismissal. Hair mattered to her, so he would wait another hour. In the context of two long years, and with her fingers toying with his locks, he’d survive. Each stroke added to the anticipation.  

He waved his hand. “Do the hair, as usual, then come to lunch with me. That guy can watch the place for an hour.” 

“That guy... You mean, Levi, my apprentice?”

“Yes. Levi looks capable.”

“He is. A little more notice might have been good, though.” Surely, she wasn’t going to say no. She sounded faintly annoyed at his presumption. 

“Be flexible.”

“Says the executive in expensive shirts who fakes his age. I’m sure you have all the time in the world for lunches. I don’t.” Her usual happy charm disappeared into snark, and he loved it. A perverse reaction, her sarcasm making the chase more exciting.

“Make time.” 

“For you?” Her eyebrows lifted at his command.

“It’s fine, Poppy, I can mind the shop. Enjoy lunch with Stu.” The apprentice called out. Thank you, Levi. He’d send the guy a carton of beer later, an appreciation gift, if this worked out. 

“See, Levi can hold the fort. Come to lunch with me.” 

Her fingers tightened on his skull and she chewed on her bottom lip. Her kissable bottom lip, a dusky rose, firing up the possibility of her nipples. Would they be the same colour, or darker?

“Maybe. I’ll have to look at the schedule. Now let’s get this hair touched up.” 

Stu forced his brain to wander away during his appointment. Experience taught him plenty of stratagems to survive his head being massaged by Poppy’s proficient fingers. He flicked through a magazine, tried not to flinch when her body brushed the back of his neck at one point. Anticipation built into tension in his shoulders until the final blow dry. The touch-ups to keep his black hair grey all the way to the roots was a finnicky process. If it hadn’t brought him multiple new large clients, or the constant proximity to Poppy, he wouldn’t have bothered with the fuss. Poppy made the fuss worthwhile.

“That should keep you going for another few weeks,” she said eventually. She turned away, putting equipment into a trolley beside her. Every movement of hers was efficient, practiced, competent. She waved him towards the front of the shop, then picked up a broom and quickly swept around where he’d been sitting. Pride infused her actions. It had always been one of his favourite parts of his appointments with her, not just that she always delivered him perfect hair, but the way she obviously adored her job. She disappeared through the door at the back of the shop. Stu stared at the closed door until a cough made him turn away to see Levi standing by the little front desk.

“Here you go. Keep the change and get yourself a drink tonight. Thanks for covering for Poppy.” Stu kept his voice low, so only Levi could hear, even though Poppy wasn’t in the room. 

Levi nodded and took the money. “She’s a good boss. She deserves to the be treated properly. Be sure you do that.” 

Stu’s respect for the young apprentice grew in spades. “I will.”

“Are you sure you’ll be alright covering for me, Levi?” Poppy joined their group.

“Yes, go on with you. Have fun.” The apprentice nudged her shoulder and grinned. He made an odd hissing noise. Poppy flushed as she laughed at him.

“SAAS yourself.” Her comment made no sense, perhaps some sort of hairdresser code. Stu shook his head and gestured to the front door of the shop.

“Shall we?”

“Yes. I’ll be back soon, Levi.” Poppy hovered, her concern for the apprentice obvious. 

“I’ll be fine. There is nothing in the books, and we hardly ever have a walk in on a Thursday lunchtime.” 

Poppy sighed, a resigned noise, hardly the sound Stu wanted to inspire in her. 

He placed his hand on the small of her back. “Come on.” Touching her was a strategic mistake. Heat raced up his arm and punched him in the chest. His heart sped up, especially when she didn’t pull away. She moved with him towards the door and let him guide her through. 

As soon as they started walking along the pavement, she put space between them.

“Where are we going?”

“I thought this little place would do. It’s close enough for you to rush back and save Levi if you need.” Stu made up his mind quickly, figuring that would ease her concerns about the apprentice. Perhaps she felt responsibility for him, she was obviously the more experienced hairdresser of the two. And he’d never seen the illusive Spiro during any of his visits. 

“Sure.” She entered the shop, ducking her head away from the waitress with bright pink hair. Stu selected a table and waved for her to sit. She chose to sit with her back to the counter, making him frown.

“Is there a problem?”

“No.” She grimaced ruefully. “Kind of. It’s awkward.”

“And?”

“I bought coffee here this morning and told the waitress that her hair needed a touch up.” Poppy’s cheeks were flushed again, and she stared down at the menu. 

“She should come and see you.”

“That’s what I said.” She glanced up and a smile darted over her lips, quickly disappearing, before she ducked her head down again.

“So, what’s the problem?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think she liked the idea.” Poppy’s gaze stayed low and she picked at the napkin.

“You what I find helps when I get stuck in an awkward situation like this?”

“What?”

“Be brazen. Your hair is better than hers, you have the whole rainbow, she only has pink.” Stu’s pulse skipped a beat as Poppy stared at him. He’d hoped she would smile.

“Faded pink that desperately needs help.” Poppy’s whisper was so quiet, it almost faded away to nothing. 

“Hold on. You really care about her hair.” He’d assumed it was awkward because the waitress had rejected her services, not because Poppy felt empathy for the poor girl’s apparently bad haircut. He couldn’t see what was wrong with it, aside from the lurid colour. Funny how Poppy’s rainbow hair made him smile, yet others with vibrant colours often looked out of place to him. To be fair to everyone else, Poppy could probably do anything with her hair, even shave it completely off, and he’d still anticipate her touch.

“It doesn’t matter. Why did you ask me to lunch?” She shook her head, as if to dismiss her concerns about the waitress. He’d asked because he couldn’t stop thinking about her. He wanted to undress her and spend an inordinate amount of time caressing her soft curves. She waited, her gaze fixed on his, with those wide brown eyes soaking in every detail of his face. His comment caught in his throat under all her attention. 

“Or shall we just sit here in weird silence?” Poppy whispered. 

He cleared away the burr in his throat. “The reason I asked you here today—” Stu paused as her finely arched brows lifted, “—is, well, I’ve been wanting to ask you out on a date.” 

She frowned, confusion creating wrinkles across her forehead. “Me?”

“Yes.” Stu couldn’t understand why she seemed so confused. It was a straightforward offer. 
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Chapter 3
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“Me? And after all this time?” Poppy’s cynical tone and the snide look in her eyes screamed at him, even though she kept her voice low. Shit. Not the response he’d hoped for. He’d strategized this as the best option to get her to talk to him on his turf. So much for assuming she’d be pleased to be asked. 

He cleared his throat. “Yes, after all this time.” He stopped himself saying something really daft, like ‘it’s taken me that long to notice you’; which was a lie, anyway. It’d taken him this long to realise that what he really wanted had been under his nose the whole time. “Look, you can say no.” Don’t say no. His voice cracked. 

“To a date? Why are you asking me?” The rosy spots of pink on her cheeks darkened. Fuck. He kept shovelling, unwittingly making the hole bigger. This wasn’t going anything like he’d imagined. He’d assumed she also felt the chemistry between them. His gaze dropped to her breasts, and he hauled it back up again. Her curves were a huge part of her appeal, he wanted to bury himself in her, perfectly round and womanly. He’d be lying if he said it wasn’t part of his attraction to her, it just wasn’t that simplistic. 

“Umm, well...” Don’t think about her gorgeous plump body. Don’t think about sinking into her curves. Think about her competent fingers, her enthusiasm for her job, the way she listened to each of her clients as though they were the only person in the world.

“I’m not exactly your type, or is it just the big boobs you want?” Her nostrils flared, and his face burned. She’d obviously noticed the direction of his glance, and she hunched her shoulders slightly. Bloody hell. He blinked. 

“No thanks. Maybe you need a new hairdresser.” She started to stand.

“Wait, wait. Please.” He pleaded, and she sat down again, one eyebrow arched up. His pulse hammered. This hadn’t precisely gone as he’d imagined. Silence hovered, uneasy, between them as he rubbed the back of his neck. He was a star at work, able to convince people to listen to him. This shouldn’t be this awkward.

“Obviously I haven’t explained this very well. I didn’t mean to insult you, Poppy.” Pink washed over her cheeks as he used her name, and she crossed her arms. Don’t look down. Don’t look at the way her breasts spill so deliciously. There was only one option. He had to confess. 

“Poppy, I think you are fucking hot, all of you. It’s not as simple as saying I have a thing for curvy women and you fit the bill. I love your competence, and the way you make everyone feel comfortable. You’ve always made me feel welcome in your shop, and your fingers are magic. I’ve been wanting to ask you out for ages. Please say yes.” He sipped some water, his hand shaking a little as he lifted the cup to his dry lips. He couldn’t look at her as sweat broke out under his arms.

“What? Me?” 

He put the cup down and stared at her. “Yes.” How could she not see it? Had she not noticed that his hair appointments had gone from once a month when he first started, to once a week in the last six months. The two week gap between today and his previous appointment had been too long, and was completely his choice because he’d finally realised that his obsession was about more than his own selfish image. He craved being near her, the way her fingers pressed against his scalp, the glimpses of her skin he got in the mirror as she worked behind him. The way her tongue rested at the edge of her luscious mouth whenever she needed to concentrate. And more than that, her happy personality, always chatting to him, and the way she listened to him making feel like he was only person in the world that mattered. He always had his best ideas after his appointments with her. It had taken him ages, too long, to figure out that connection, and then two weeks ago, her breasts had brushed, accidentally, against the back of his neck. Sparks had spun across his flesh and he’d made his decision. If he’d been tormented by dreams of her before that, they were nothing like the desire currently torturing him. 

“Bullshit.” She drew out the last syllable in cautious wonderment, the previous cynicism in her voice fading. “You said it yourself, you have a thing for curvy women. I’m fat. And you are—” She licked her lips. 

“I’m just Stu, and I really want to kiss you.” He may as well go all in now that he’d started this. Her eyes darted around the room. He swallowed, ready to plead his case further when she smiled. A slow hesitant smile which grew into a broad relaxed smile making his heart leap with hope. 

“A kiss?” She tilted her head a little. “I might just say yes to a kiss, but you are going to have to work for it.” Her eyes softened, with the harsh sarcasm at the start of the conversation gone. 

“Anything.” He leaned forward on his elbows.

“Careful. You are starting to sound desperate.” She laughed, her brown eyes dancing as if she suddenly realised the power she had over him. If she only knew how much he wanted to bury his face in her breasts, all that soft flesh to play with. He wanted to fuck her breasts, to come on her throat. God, it was more than that though. There were any number of willing women in Sydney with big tits, and although his thoughts ended up there with ridiculous frequency, he wanted Poppy, not just anyone. He craved Poppy’s smile, her attention, and her charm.

“I remember the first time I saw you. You stood alone inside Spiro’s, leaning on a broom as I walked in the door. You had red hair that day, a vibrant red that shone like the sun, and you reminded me of Gentileschi’s Penitent Magdalene.”

“Of what?”

“It’s a painting from the Baroque period.” In his mind, it explained everything. The Rubenesque plump woman with red hair, seated on a chair in a golden dress. His ideal beauty captured in oils.

“Right... I’ll take you word for it.” She tucked a bright blue strand behind her ear, “and that’s why you want to kiss me?”

“Because when I explained what I wanted with my hair on that first day, I saw something in your eyes. I’d expected laughter or dismissal, but you looked hungry. Like I’d just given you a gift. And I want to inspire that gaze again and again.” Preferably with kisses, or more. He definitely wanted more than kisses.

She grinned, biting her bottom lip as her face lit up. “I remember that conversation. For the first time in for-fucking-ever, I had a challenge. What you asked for was so technically difficult—a fake silver fox—I couldn’t say yes fast enough.”

“What can I do to make you say yes to a kiss?”

“Stu. I don’t want a pity kiss from you, just because I am the caretaker of your big secret...”
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