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It wasn’t supposed to be like this . . .


I wasn’t supposed to be boyfriendless, homeless and jobless at twenty-eight. And I most definitely wasn’t supposed to hit Hollywood’s resident bad boy Gabriel Evans with my car and break his foot.


Now I’m stuck in his apartment, taking care of him while he’s incapacitated.


Living with the hottest guy in Hollywood, who I’ve had a crush on forever, doesn’t sound like a chore, right? Wrong.


Gabriel Evans is rude, crude, drinks way too much and, as soon as his foot is healed, I’m out of here.


So, why do I keep forgetting to check the classifieds? And keep getting flustered when I see him shirtless? Breaking Hollywood wasn’t part of the plan. But neither was falling in love with him.


Loved Breaking Hollywood? Check out Samantha’s sexy, laugh-out-loud romance, Wardrobe Malfunction, out now!




Chapter One


Ava


DON’T CRY.


Don’t you dare cry, Ava Simms.


You’ve gotten through harder things than losing your job.


I’ve lost my job.


Shit. I’ve lost my job.


My boyfriend left me a month ago. I’m homeless as of tomorrow. And, now, I have no job.


Okay. I’m going to cry.


My lip wobbles, and tears start to run from my eyes.


With my heels clicking loudly across the tiled floor of the lobby, I speed walk out of the building, ignoring the receptionist’s curious eyes on me.


Pushing through the rotating door, I’m out of there. Head down, I rush around to the side of the building where my car is parked.


I climb in, shutting the door behind me, and toss my bag on the passenger seat. I jab my key in the ignition and turn the engine on.


I just want to go home.


But I don’t have a home anymore. Not after tomorrow.


And here comes the serious waterworks.


Tears are pouring down my cheeks. I swipe a hand over my eyes, not even caring that I’m probably smudging my makeup.


It’s not like I have anyone to impress anymore.


I slam the shift stick in reverse and hit the gas.


A second later, I go over a small speed bump.


I don’t remember speed bumps being down here.


My head whips around, and I see a body vaulting away from my car.


Oh, shit.


It wasn’t a speed bump.


It was a person.


I just hit a person with my car! Could this day get any worse?


Scrambling out of my car, quickly drying my eyes with my hands, I rush around to find a guy on his ass on the sidewalk, holding his right foot, cursing, and groaning in pain.


“Oh my God! I am so sorry! Are you okay?”


“No, I’m not fucking okay!” he barks. “You just ran over my foot!”


His voice sounds vaguely familiar, like I’ve heard it somewhere before.


I can’t see his face properly, as his head is down, just a head full of dark hair.


“I think it’s broken,” he groans. “Fuck, it hurts.”


I get to my knees beside him, tugging my skirt down to cover my thighs. I knew I should’ve gone with pants this morning.


“What can I do to help?”


“I think you’ve already done enough,” he snaps.


His head lifts, and he stares straight at me.


Oh, Jesus, fuck no.


I recognize those penetrating dark eyes and that brooding, gorgeous face.


Gabriel Evans.


Hollywood’s resident bad boy and my current celebrity crush. I’ve had a few celebrity crushes over the years, but I’m all about the Italian Stallion nowadays. Not that the press calls him that. I just do in my head because he’s part Italian, and I like to think he’s a stallion in the sack.


And he’s stunning to look at. He has a smoking body and that whole badass thing going on. I just love him.


“No,” he says.


“No?” I echo, puzzled.


“No, you can’t have my autograph, and you most definitely cannot take a selfie with me.”


“I wasn’t going to ask for your autograph.”


“Just a selfie then?”


“What? No!”


“You always blush when you’re lying, Speedy?”


Speedy?


“I’m not lying!” My hands automatically go to my cheeks. They’re on fire. That’s what I get for thinking about how hot he is.


“Sure you’re not.”


“I’m not! I swear! And people really do that? Ask you for a selfie after they’ve run you over? Because that’s a really shitty thing to do.”


“You’d be surprised what people would do for a picture with me. But I’ve never been run over before. This is my first time, so I’ll have to get back to you on that.”


“I don’t want a selfie! Honestly! If I did, I would have asked for one when we met before. Six months ago.” When he blankly stares at me, I fill in, “We met at a club. My friend Charly Michaels is dating Vaughn West. Vaughn introduced us.”


“I don’t remember.”


Oh. I can’t deny that I’m disappointed. I always hoped that, if I did ever get lucky enough to see Gabriel again, he’d remember me.


But then, why would he? He meets tons of people all the time, and most of them are probably women.


Well, he’ll definitely never forget me now.


Way to get your movie star crush’s attention, Ava. Run over him with your car.


“Well, no worries.” I smile. “My name is Ava—”


“You could be called Candy and strip off all your clothes right now, and I wouldn’t give a fuck. Right now, I just need you to help me get my shoe off because my foot is hurting like hell!”


“Do you think that’s a good idea? I remember when my brother broke his foot when we were kids. He pulled his sneaker off straightaway, and he was in agony. He couldn’t walk. My dad had to carry him to the car and take him to the hospital. He cried all the way there. The doctor said his sneaker held his foot together, and if he’d left it on until he got to the hospital, he wouldn’t have been in as much pain. He broke four bones in his foot. Had to have surgery. He was in a cast for months.”


“That’s a cheery story. Did you break your brother’s foot as well?”


“No! Of course I didn’t. He broke it after falling out of our tree house.”


“I don’t give two shits how your brother broke his foot! Did you not hear me say, my foot is fucking hurting? I don’t think it can get any worse! Now, will you just take my goddamn shoe off?”


“Okay. Jesus. You’re so damn testy.”


His response is a growl.


I untie the laces on his shoe and very gently start to ease his shoe off.


“Ah, fuck! That hurts!”


“I told you this wasn’t a good idea. Do you want me to stop?”


“No, just keep going.”


“Should I do it like a Band-Aid?”


“What?”


“Should I just rip it off like a Band-Aid?”


“No! Just take my shoe off like a normal fucking person takes a shoe off. No ripping off anything.”


“I didn’t mean that I’d literally rip it off. I just meant, quick, like a Band-Aid. God, you’re prickly, and you do curse an awful lot.”


His dark brows come together in an unfriendly frown. “You just ran over my fucking foot, and you’re complaining that I’m prickly and I curse too fucking much? How about this, Speedy? I’ll get in my car and run over your foot, and then we’ll see how that goes for you.”


“Jeez, I was only saying,” I mutter. “And please stop calling me Speedy.”


His lips tighten, his brows rising.


“Okay. We can discuss the use of nicknames later. Let’s just get this shoe off, and we can assess the damage on your foot. One . . . two . . . three.”


I give it a good tug, and the shoe is off. All the while, Gabriel yet again curses like a sailor.


“Motherfucking cunt of a son of a bitch!” he yells.


“Does it hurt more?”


He pauses, giving me a dark look. “What the hell do you think?”


“Well, I told you—”


“Don’t you fucking dare say I told you so.”


“I wasn’t going to.” I so was. I press my lips together. A beat later, I ask, “Do you want me to take your sock off as well?”


“No, I can do it.”


I sit back on my haunches and watch while he carefully peels off his sock.


“Ah, fuck,” he groans.


“Ooh, that does not look good at all.” I move in close, looking at his foot, which is a spectacular shade of blue. “It shouldn’t be that color and not this quickly. I definitely think it’s broken.” I glance up at his face.


God, he’s pretty.


“No shit, Sherlock,” he mutters.


And he’s an ass.


I stare back at his foot. “I don’t think that bone should be sticking up like that.” I point at it with my finger.


He bats my hand away. “Don’t touch it!”


“I wasn’t going to touch it! I’m not stupid.”


“You sure about that?”


“Hey!” I lean back, affronted. “That’s not nice! I know I ran over you with my car, but it was an accident. I didn’t mean to. I’ve never run over anyone with my car before. I have crashed into another car before, but I’d call it more of a bump, and it was the other driver’s fault, not mine. He’d pulled out in front of me. And there was this one time when I clipped this dude’s side mirror, and he was pissed, but if he’d parked his car better and not left it sticking out in the road, then I wouldn’t have hit it. It’s not my fault there are incompetent drivers out there.”


Gabriel is gaping at me.


“What?” I ask, a little self-conscious.


“Do you actually hear yourself when you’re talking?”


“Of course I do.” I frown. “I’m not deaf.”


“Good. Because, for a moment there, I was wondering if you were actually aware of the crap that comes out of your mouth.”


Ugh. Asshole.


He starts to get to his feet—well, foot. I stand and offer him a hand because I’m a nice person, unlike him, but he ignores my offer, choosing to struggle instead.


So, I watch as he gets up, balancing on one foot, his hand resting on the roof of my car for support.


He’s so tall. Six-four, according to his website. I’m only five-three. He’s a whole foot taller than me. Even with my heels on, I still have to crane my neck to look up at him.


His face is pinched in pain.


“We need to get you to a hospital. I think Presbyterian is closest.”


He lets out a hard laugh. “No, thanks.”


“Why? What’s wrong with Presbyterian?”


“Nothing’s wrong with Presbyterian. It’s you that’s the problem. No fucking way am I getting in a car with you.”


“Hey now! There’s no need for that. Seriously, Gabriel, you’re close to hurting my feelings.”


“Am I? Oh God, I’m so sorry.” He slaps his hand on his chest. “Because I would hate to hurt your feelings after you so kindly ran me over with your fucking golf cart of a car and broke my fucking foot!”


“It was an accident! And my car is not a golf cart!”


“It was not an accident! You didn’t see me because you were too busy bawling your eyes out to notice I was even there!”


Shit. He saw me crying.


I feel so embarrassed. It stains my cheeks.


“What happened? Did you have a fight with your boyfriend?” he prods sardonically.


“No,” I bite. “I don’t have a boyfriend.” Anymore. “And, not that it’s any of your business, but I was just fired.”


“Did you run over your boss as well?”


Ugh. Asshole.


The urge to stamp on his good foot with my stiletto, taking that one out of action as well, is strong. But I won’t do it because I’m a better person than he is. He is so off the top of my celebrity crush list.


“You are not a nice person, Gabriel Evans.” I fold my arms over my chest.


“And you’re a danger to people everywhere. I should call up the DMV and have them take your license away because whoever gave it to you must’ve been fucking high.”


“Mr. Anders was not high! He was a nice old man! God! Why don’t you just skip the DMV and call the police to report me for dangerous driving? I’m sure they’d happily take my license away from me!”


Ah, hell. Why did I say that?


From the smirk he’s now wearing, I’m guessing he didn’t think of calling the police.


I am so going to jail.


I swallow down.


“As nice a thought as that is, you wouldn’t last five minutes in jail, Speedy. Call this me being nice, as I’m keeping your pretty ass out of jail by not calling the cops.”


Is it sad that I’m stuck on the fact that he called me pretty? Well, he called my ass pretty, but whatever.


God, I seriously need a slap across the face.


“You’re welcome,” he snips.


Then, he pushes off my car and starts to hop. I kid you not; he’s hopping away.


“You forgot your shoe and sock,” I call out to him, spotting them on the sidewalk.


“You can keep them as souvenirs,” he calls back as he hops toward a fancy-looking silver Audi parked a little further down on the other side of the road.


I bend down and pick up his sock and shoe.


I told him that he wasn’t a nice person, but there must be a little nice in him. He could’ve called the cops. He probably should have, but he didn’t. And I didn’t even thank him.


Sock and shoe in hand, I start to walk over to Gabriel, who’s just made it to his car and opened the driver’s door.


By the time I reach him, he’s inside, and the engine is on.


I rap on the window. He turns his head and stares at me.


“I brought you your sock and shoe.” I hold them up for him to see.


He rolls his window down, and he takes them from me without a word, tossing them on the passenger seat.


I awkwardly stand there, biting on my lip and twisting my hands together. “I should have said thank you. For you not calling the cops. I do appreciate it. And I am sorry about running over your foot. Really, I am. And I would totally understand if you changed your mind and wanted to call the cops. So, I can give you my cell phone number in case you need to—”


“Are you hitting on me right now? Because I’ve gotta say, that’s just straight up inappropriate if you are. You broke my foot, and now you’re trying to get in my pants. Bad form, Speedy.”


“What? No!” I step back in shock, my hands going to my face. “I-I was just-just—” I splutter, shaking my head. “I am not trying to get in your pants! I was trying to be a good person! I can’t believe you think I was hitting on you!”


“Weren’t you?”


“No!”


“Well then”—he scratches his chin—“I don’t know whether to be relieved or offended.” He looks me up and down. “I’ll go with relieved.”


“Ugh! God, you’re a . . .”


“What am I?” he goads.


Be the bigger person, Ava. Do not take the bait. It’s clear that he loves an argument. Don’t give him what he wants.


I take a few deep breaths in and out and then change tack. “Are you sure you can manage driving?”


He blinks back at me like he was expecting me to argue back. And I swear, I see a spark of disappointment because I didn’t.


“Of course I can,” he retorts. “It’s an automatic. I only need one foot to drive it.”


“Your right foot, and that’s your injured foot. I really don’t think you will be able to drive. You can’t even put weight on it. And, if you do somehow manage to drive, you could cause more damage to your foot than there already is.”


“Are you a fucking doctor now?” he bites. “Of course I can drive my goddamn car. Now, will you disappear, so I can get to the hospital?” He dismisses me with a flick of his wrist.


“Fine.” I raise my hands and step back. “I’ll leave. But don’t say I didn’t warn you, Hoppy.”


“What did you just call me?”


“Nothing.” I smile innocently. “You drive safe now.” I turn on my heel and walk back over to my car.


I hear the rev of his engine.


When I reach my car, instead of getting inside, I lean against the driver’s door and watch as he tries to drive his car, which I know he doesn’t have a hope in hell of doing.


It moves slowly at first and then jerks forward, like he went heavy on the gas. The car stops, then jerks forward again, and then stops.


“Motherfucker!” he yells, slamming his hands on the steering wheel, which sets off his horn.


I have to hold back a laugh. “You okay there, Hoppy?”


He doesn’t even look at me. He gives me the middle finger.


Asshole.


But, instead of getting annoyed, I laugh, knowing it will vex him more.


The engine loudly revs again, and then, suddenly, his car lurches forward and jumps the curb, right in the direction of a street sign.


Holy crap!


He quickly swerves off the curb and slams hard on the brakes.


His hands are curled around the steering wheel, his face taut and angry.


I open my car door, reach in, and grab my bag. Then, I lock my car up and walk over to Gabriel.


He’s still sitting there, staring angrily at his steering wheel.


“I told you—”


Laser eyes turn to me, cutting me off mid sentence. “If you fucking say I told you so, I’m calling the cops, and then I’ll have them drive me to the hospital while you sit in the back of the patrol car in handcuffs.”


I bite my lip to keep from laughing. “So, does that mean you want me to drive you to the hospital?”


“No,” he growls.


Then, he yanks his seat belt off and jerks open his car door. I jump back just in time to avoid being hit by it.


I watch, confused, as he hops his way around his car. Then, he opens the passenger door, gets inside, and slams it shut.


“Are you driving me to the fucking hospital or not?” he hollers from inside the car.


Okay. Guess I’m driving the cantankerous superstar to the hospital.


Without a word, I climb in his car, shut the door, and drop my bag on the backseat. I adjust the seat forward, so I can reach the pedals, and then I put my seat belt on.


“I’m taking you to Presbyterian?” I check.


“Yes. My brother’s a doctor there. He’ll see to me.”


I didn’t know he had a brother, let alone that he was a doctor.


I wonder what kind of doctor he is. Do they look alike? God, I hope so.


Gabriel might be a monumental asshole, but he’s a good-looking one.


I’m not holding my breath that his brother is nice though. I thought Gabriel was a nice guy after our first meeting, and look at how wrong I was about that.


I’m just about to shift the car into drive when I see Gabriel reach into the pocket of his pants. He pulls out a small silver hip flask. He unscrews the cap and takes a drink of whatever’s in there, and I’m guessing it isn’t water.


“Should you be drinking?” I ask.


He frowns. “It helps with the pain.”


“I have some Advil in my bag,” I offer.


Ignoring me, he takes another drink from the flask.


“Fine.” I sigh. “Let’s go.” The sooner I get him to the hospital, the better.


I put the car in drive, and then I double-check and then triple-check the mirrors before pulling off.


Gabriel opens up the central console and gets out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter.


I didn’t know he smoked.


He rolls his window down, gets a cigarette out of the packet, puts it between his gorgeous lips, and lights it up.


Even though he looks seriously sexy and kind of badass with a cigarette, smoking is gross and really bad for your health.


The smell of the smoke filters through the car, even with his window open.


Ugh, God, it stinks.


I let out a loud, exaggerated cough and roll down my window.


“Problem, Speedy?”


“Did you know passive smoking kills thousands of Americans every year?”


“I didn’t. Did you know that irresponsible drivers kill tens of thousands of innocent Americans in road-traffic accidents every year?”


He gives me a pointed look and takes another long drag of his cigarette, letting the smoke filter slowly out of the corner of his mouth.


God, he’s so sexy.


Stop it, Ava. Focus on the matter at hand.


“Mine was by accident. And I didn’t kill you.”


“Just broke my foot. And I’m not killing you.”


“But you’re purposely putting my life at risk with your cancer stick.” I jab a finger in its direction.


He puts the cigarette between his lips, leaving it there, dangling.


Dear God. He looks like James Dean or a young Marlon Brando. All beautifully bad and cool.


Ugh. Why does he have to look so good with the grossest thing in the world hanging from his mouth?


“Don’t worry, Speedy,” he says, cigarette still between his lips. “I’m sure you’re far more likely to kill yourself in your golf-cart car than die from the inhalation of my smoke.”


“Well, if I do die of lung cancer by smoke inhalation, then my death is on you.”


He takes another long drag of his cigarette and then removes it from between his lips. Holding it between his thumb and index finger, he flicks the ash out the window. “I’m sure I’ll find a way to live with it.”


Ugh. Bastard.


“Not when my pissed-off ghost comes back to haunt your smoking ass, you won’t.”


“Did you just make a dirty joke, Speedy?”


I run my words back through my head, hearing them how he heard them, and my face floods with embarrassment, my cheeks burning.


“You think my ass is smoking hot?”


I have nothing, so I do what any grown woman would. I flip him the bird.


He laughs. It’s deep and sexy, and I feel it everywhere.


“I’ll take that as a yes.”


“Take it as a no. A big fat no. Now, will you be quiet and let me drive? I’d hate to have another accident.”


I flick a glance at him and find him grinning at me.


“Sure thing, Speedy.” He winks at me. Then, he puts his cigarette between his lips and takes another drag, looking every bit the gorgeous movie star that he is.


And my girlie parts shimmy in response.


Uh-oh.




Chapter Two


Ava


TWO MORE CIGARETTES, THREE mints, four drinks from his hip flask, and what feels like five years later, I pull up outside of Hollywood Presbyterian Medical Center.


Who knew being stuck in a car with my celebrity crush could be so painful? Especially when I was aware of every single thing he did, down to every inhalation of breath he took.


I bring the car to a stop in the patient drop-off zone.


I’ll leave it here, help Gabriel inside, and then come back out to move it to the parking lot.


I take my seat belt off at the same time as Gabriel.


I open my mouth to speak, but he beats me to it.


“You can just leave my car here. I’ll have Tate move it. And here’s some money for a cab back to your car.”


I hold up a hand, stopping him. “I don’t want your money for a cab. I can pay for my own cabs.” For now at least. “And, as much as I’d like to leave you here, my conscience won’t allow it. I have to make sure you’re okay.”


“I’m okay. There. Your conscience is eased.”


“Funny. I didn’t know you became a doctor in the five years it took to drive here.”


“That’s weird because, the speed you drove, it felt more like five seconds to get here.”


“I did not speed! I stuck to the speed limit the whole way. And I got you to the hospital in one piece, didn’t I?”


He eyes his broken foot with a raised brow.


“That doesn’t count because it was already broken before I got in the car with you.”


“Your logic is screwed up.”


“It is not! God, you’re so annoying.” I glare at him.


“And smoking hot, Speedy. Don’t forget that.”


Argh!


“I never said you were smoking hot! I said I would haunt your smoking ass! As in the fact that you smoke—which is a disgusting habit, FYI—and I was using the word ass as an insult, you ass! I do not think that your ass is hot! Seriously! I would rather kiss a toad’s ass than ever think that your ass is hot! I do think that you’re vain, crude, argumentative, and seriously annoying though!” I break off, breathing hard. I’m pretty sure I have steam coming out of my ears.


Jesus, I barely know him, and I want to strangle him! No one has ever annoyed me more than he does. And it’s so disappointing because I thought he was awesome. That was before I got to know him, of course.


“Has my hair gone gray?” he asks, pressing a hand to his head.


“No.” I frown. “Why?”


“Because I feel like I just lost twenty years of my life after listening to your little rant. Seriously, Speedy, you should consider getting help with that verbal diarrhea that falls out of your mouth. I know a good vocal coach who might be able to work on it with you. He normally just works on accents and word pronunciations, but he should be able to help you learn to speak properly.”


“Ha-ha. You’re hilarious. And twenty years? You’ll be lucky to see another ten if you keep smoking your nicotine sticks at the rate you do.”


“I’ll outlive you, Speedy. The way you drive, especially in that golf-cart car of yours”—he rubs his chin in thought—“I give you two years. Three, tops.”


Eyes narrowed, I tip my head to the side. “Want to bet on that?”


A grin spreads across his face. “Oh, I’m all for betting, Speedy. But you wouldn’t like the stakes. And, also, there’ll be no satisfaction in my winning because you’ll be dead, and I won’t be able to claim my win or flaunt my victory in your face.”


I give him a smart smirk. “You keep telling yourself that, Hoppy. And, as nice as this conversation is, we can’t sit—sorry, I mean, I don’t want to sit here all day with you. So, let’s get you inside and to your brother.”


“I told you, I don’t need your help.”


“And I told you, I’m coming. So, unless you want me to take out your other foot as well, you’ll stop arguing with me and get out of the car.”


“Fine,” he grunts. “Just let me get ready before we go in.”


“Aw, do you need to do your hair and makeup before we go inside in case you get papped?” I laugh at my own joke.


“Ha. You’re a comedian,” he says in a droll voice. “No, I need to put on my ball cap and sunglasses just to prevent me from being recognized.”


I watch as he opens the glove box. He pulls out a pair of Ray-Ban sunglasses and slips them on, followed by a Lakers ball cap, which he fits on over his hair.


“Ready?” I ask.


He nods.


I climb out of the car. When I make it around to his side, he’s already out, resting on his good foot, holding on to the car with his hand.


“How are we going to do this?” I ask him.


“If you don’t know the answer to that, then I can’t do this with you.”


I look up into his face and see the smile edging his lips. Surprisingly, I find myself smiling back.


“I mean, you’re the size of a giant, and I’m normal-sized, so—”


“I am big; that’s true. But you’re not normal or normal-sized. You’re under-sized.”


“I am not. I’m a normal size for a woman. And, anyway, didn’t anyone ever tell you that the best things come in small packages?”


“No. Because it’s a lie. Big is better. Just ask all the women I’ve fucked.”


“Jesus Christ!” I scowl. “Do you have to be so crude?”


“It’s not crude. It’s called being honest. You’re just a prude, Speedy.”


“I am not a prude.” My hands find my hips. “And sorry to burst your bubble, but not all women want big.”


He barks out a laugh. “Yes, they do. They just say they don’t to make their small-cocked boyfriends feel better about themselves.”


“Well, maybe the women who told you that you were big only did so to make you feel better about being tiny.”


“You’re hilarious. And they definitely didn’t. I’m more than happy to prove it to you.”


His hand goes to his zipper, and I slam my hands over my eyes.


“I don’t want to see your . . . thing!”


“Cock. And you can uncover your eyes. I wasn’t actually going to get my big cock out in front of the hospital.”


I slide my hands from my eyes and give him a dirty look.


“Speedy, as much fun as this is, can we get moving? I’m in agony here.”


I see the pinch of pain around his mouth and feel a shot of guilt.


“Shit, of course.”


I move beside him and slide my arm around his back. Even with my heels on, he’s still ridiculously taller than me. Next to him, I must look like a toddler playing dress-up.


“Okay, put your arm around my shoulders, and then put your weight on me.”


“If I put my weight on you, we’ll go down like dominoes. You weigh, what? One twenty?”


“One thirty, and I’m stronger than I look.”


“Yeah, well, I’m as heavy as I look.”


“Stop arguing with me, and let’s do this.”


“But I’m enjoying arguing with you. It’s almost like foreplay.”


I look up at him. He’s not smiling this time. His eyes look darker. Lustful. A thrill runs through me.


“You’re hilarious. Now, put your arm around my shoulders, and let’s get moving.”


He drapes his arm over my shoulders, and it’s heavy. God knows what the rest of him weighs.


“Ready to move?”


“Yep.”


We start to walk, and, Jesus, he wasn’t kidding. He weighs a freaking ton, and I don’t think he’s putting much of his weight on me.


But it’s a ton of pure muscle.


Under my fingers, I can feel the ridges of those muscles in his back.


I bet his stomach is like a washboard that I would want to scrub my face all over.


And he smells good. So good.


The annoying thing about this is that I can smell the cigarette smoke on him along with the mints he ate in between smokes and the clean scent of his aftershave. Somehow, mixed together, it just works. I want to hate it, but I can’t.


It’s making my girlie parts tingle with excitement.


He smells exactly like I’d want to after a night of amazing sex.


I have a flash of being in bed with him. Him hovering over me as he moves inside me. My fingers digging into the hard muscles in his back, like they are right now.


And, now, I have a sweat on, and it’s not from lugging him around.


Great.


We reach the main doors. They whoosh open, and we walk straight into the busy reception area.


I feel Gabriel tense.


“You okay?” I ask him.


“Yeah, I just don’t want to get noticed.”


“Okay, let’s keep moving. Where’s the emergency care department?”


“We need Pediatrics, on the fifth floor.”


I stare up at him. “Pediatrics?”


“That’s where Tate works.”


“Tate’s your brother?”


“Yes.”


“He’s a doctor for kids?”


“What gave it away? When I said he worked in Pediatrics?”


“Funny, Hoppy.” I pull a face at him. “God, I hope your brother is nicer than you,” I add as I steer him in the direction of the elevators.


“He is. A lot nicer. And don’t call me that.”


“What? Hoppy?”


“Yeah. It sounds like something a cartoon character would be called. It’s very emasculating.”


I laugh. “And Speedy is so flattering.”


“I mean it in the nicest sense of the word.”


“Sure you do. Okay, I’ll make you a deal. You stop calling me Speedy, and I’ll stop calling you Hoppy. What do you say?”


“Fine,” he grumbles.


And it makes me smile.


Reaching the elevators, I hit the button, ready to wait, but luckily, the doors to one of the cars open immediately. I usher Gabriel inside, and using the railing, he shifts and leans back against it.


I push the button for the fifth floor and move to stand next to him.


“I need you to do me a favor when we see Tate,” he says as the elevator starts moving.


“What’s the favor?” I turn my head to look at him and get an eyeful of his shirt-covered chest. Straightening up to my full height, I still have to tip my head back to look into his face. The height difference is very annoying.


“When Tate asks how I broke my foot, tell him a tank ran over it.”


Laughter bursts from me. “A tank? You want me to tell your brother that I was driving a tank when I ran over your foot? Somehow, I don’t think he’ll believe that.”


He pulls his sunglasses off and hangs them in his shirt pocket. Cool brown eyes stare back at me. “I don’t care if he believes it. I just don’t want him knowing that your golf-cart car did this. If he knows, I’ll never hear the end of it.”


“Wouldn’t it be more believable if you just told him that I was driving a big car, like, I don’t know, a truck or something?”


He purses his lips in thought. “You know, Ava, you’re smarter than you look.”


Ava.


That’s the first time he’s said my name. It does something strange to me. It makes my heart beat a little faster, and my stomach flips.


“I think there was a compliment in there somewhere, Gabriel.”


His eyes warm, crinkling at the corners. “Call me Gabe.”


“Gabe, it is.”


His brown eyes seem to turn a shade darker, and all of a sudden, it starts to feel a hell of a lot warmer in here.


I look away. “So, Tate. Is he older or younger?”


“Younger.”


“How many years?”


“Five.”


“My brother’s four years older than me,” I tell him.


“You close?”


“Yeah, we talk on the phone all the time, but Jayce lives back home in New York. He’s a corporate lawyer, and he consults for a lot of big firms, so he travels quite a bit with work. I don’t get to see him as often as I’d like.”


The elevator reaches the fifth floor. Gabe slings his arm around my shoulders, and I put my arm around his back.


“You know”—I tip my head back to look at him—“that’s the longest we’ve had a conversation without arguing or hurling insults at each other.”


His eyes meet mine. “Felt really weird, right?”


“So weird.” I grin.


“Okay, as soon as we’re out of this elevator, we resume our normal bickering.”


“Definitely,” I agree.


The doors slide open, and we step out of the elevator.




Chapter Three


Gabe


“BITCH.”


“Jerk.”


“God, that felt good,” I faux groan. “Did it feel good for you, Speedy?”


“So good,” she moans.


And the sound reverberates through my chest.


I wonder if that’s the sound she would make if my head was between her legs.


“But we made a deal, remember?” Her tiny finger pokes my chest. “No more calling me Speedy.”


“Oh, yeah, I forgot.” Like hell I did. I just like calling her it.


It’s perfect for her. Not just for the fact that she drives like she’s trying to beat the land-speed record. She is the definition of a motormouth. She can talk at speeds I didn’t know were possible. I’ve seriously never heard anything like it. She doesn’t even stop to breathe. Run-on sentences actually exist in speech. She must have the lung capacity of a whale, which could come in handy for some serious deep-throating.


Yes, I want to fuck her.


Sure, she’s annoying as hell. But, when her mouth is shut—or, if I had my way, full of my cock—she’s incredibly fuckable.


A total babe.


I wanted to fuck her the moment I saw her. And I don’t mean today.


I remember her from the club. Of course I do.


You don’t forget a woman who looks like her.


She’s stunning. A mane of long brown hair, which is sadly tied back into a ponytail today. But, man, does it look soft as fuck. I want to pull that hair tie out and slip my hands into all that gorgeous hair, getting my fingers tangled up in it, while I fuck that tight body of hers and stare into those smoky-blue feline eyes, watching her lose control as she comes.


I would have made a move on her that night in the club, but before I even had the chance, she mentioned a boyfriend, so that was the end of that. And, even if she hadn’t had a boyfriend, she got totally trashed that night, and I never screw a drunk woman. I would have just waited until the morning when she was sober, and then I’d have banged her.


Of course I would have taken her home with me. Look at her; she’s fucking gorgeous.


But it didn’t happen.


And, since that night, I never thought of her.


Until, out of nowhere, there she was, leaving the studio building, tears running down her pretty face.


I had the urge to follow her and find out what or who had made her cry.


But I didn’t follow.


And then I saw her walk off down the street from where my car was parked.


So, I made the decision to go over to her car and knock on the window to check if she was okay, which is not like me at all. I don’t like it when women cry. It makes me uncomfortable, so I avoid crying women at all costs.


I’m kind of an asshole if you haven’t guessed.


But something drew me over to her, and I was just approaching her car when it suddenly moved, and she ran over my foot.


And that was when everything went to shit. And, after that, no way was I going to admit that I remembered her.


Admitting I remembered her would have meant that she had had an impact on me even if it was only a small one. She didn’t need to know. Knowing that would give her the upper hand, and when it comes to women, I need to be on top every time. Literally and figuratively.


“Well, that was your last chance, Gabe.” Her voice pulls me back. “Call me Speedy again, and you’ll see what happens.”


She’s so argumentative.


Seriously, I’m not used to women giving me shit like she does. They’re usually all, Yes, Gabe. Whatever you say, Gabe. Put it in whatever hole you want to, Gabe, no matter how I speak to them.


But not Speedy. She doesn’t take my shit. She’s quick-witted and feisty. Different. And, oddly, I like that about her.


It makes her even hotter.


“And what are you gonna do if I call you it again?” Of course, my tone is mocking. Gotta bait if I want to get a bite.


It’s like a game of verbal chess.


Waiting to see what barb she’ll say next, it’s entertaining as fuck. Has my heart beating faster and my dick getting harder. Who knew insults turned me on so much?


Her small body tenses under my arm. “Guess you’ll find out if you call me it again.” Her tone is edgy.


Oh, yes.


And, obviously, because I can’t help myself and I seem to have developed the mentality of a teenage boy when I’m around her, I say, “Bring it on, Speedy.”


She huffs this cute little growly sound that has me grinning from ear to ear.


“You’re an asshole.”


“Is that my punishment?” I mock. “Because I thought you had more in you than that, Speedy.”


“Ha! That wasn’t even close to payback, Hoppy.”


She scowls up at me, and I want to kiss it off her face.


“Gabriel! Oh my word! What have you done?”


We’re interrupted by Agnes, one of the nurses who works here with Tate. Out from behind the reception desk, she comes barreling toward me.


I love Agnes. She’s my favorite. She always showers me with affection and feeds me cookies when I’m here. And it’s not just because of who I am or because she wants on my cock. It’s because she genuinely likes me. And, also, she’s been married to the same guy for forty years, and her kids are older than me.


“She ran over me with her car and broke my foot.” I thumb in Speedy’s direction.


I hear her gasp, and I grin.


God, I’m a dick. And I love it.


“Why on earth did you do that?” Agnes frowns at Speedy.


“I-I . . . it wasn’t on purpose,” Speedy splutters to Agnes. “It was an accident.”


“I don’t know, Agnes. I think she did it on purpose,” I stage-whisper.


I glance at Speedy, and her face is all pinched and angry. She looks like she wants to murder me in my sleep.


Sexy as fuck.


“Never! No one would hurt you on purpose. You’re adorable.” Agnes takes my face in her hands and smushes my cheeks like I’m a little kid.


And I fucking love it. I’m an attention whore. What can I say?


“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” I give a dramatic sigh. “She must just be a really bad driver. Apparently, she didn’t see me, but it’s not like you could miss me. Right?”


I can feel the rage emanating from Speedy. It’s taking everything in me not to laugh.


“Of course! You’re unmissable, sweetheart. She must be a really bad driver.” Agnes cuts another dirty look to Speedy.
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