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			Chapter One

			Ethan James stood motionless, his blue eyes wide and every muscle tensed. Cushion innards covered the floor – stuffing was strewn from one end of his lounge room to the other, tattered pieces of brightly coloured fabric spread all over the room. In the middle of it all stood his little dog, Harry, with a chunk of white fluff stuck to his face.

			‘Dude! What happened?’ Harry gazed innocently up at Ethan and wagged his tail. ‘Don’t give me those puppy eyes, they’re not going to work. You’re in big trouble, buddy.’

			Any other day Ethan wouldn’t have been too worried that his dog had turned his house into a demolition zone, but today, Ethan was filming an ‘At Home with the Stars’ segment. The Entertainment Now crew had flown in from Los Angeles and they would be arriving in . . . He checked his phone.

			Thirty-four minutes. Fucking great.

			He wasn’t even dressed, unless wearing my black boxer-briefs was considered dressed.

			‘You’re going outside to think about what you’ve done.’ He wagged his finger at Harry for emphasis, then performed an awkward skip-jump manoeuvre to avoid stepping in something wet and soggy and very, very . . .

			‘Gross! At least you puked it up I guess. I don’t have time to take you to the vet!’

			Ethan scooped his dog into his arms, marched him down the hall and deposited him on the outside deck, closing the door on the most heartbreaking pair of brown eyes he’d ever seen. Then he tipped his head back and released a prolonged ‘Fuuuuuck’, his cry bouncing off the walls. He had thirty-four minutes to clean up the carnage and make himself movie-star immaculate. Which meant he had fourteen minutes until his publicist arrived. She’d rip him a new one if he wasn’t looking perfect, and pissing off Lena was one of his least favourite things to do. She was salty at the best of times. Pissed off, she was terrifying.

			‘Idiot,’ he growled. He’d known squeezing in a visit to Sera that morning was cutting it fine, but he needed her advice. Harry’s recent obsession with furniture destruction was getting out of control, and Ethan was heading north to start work on his next movie in a few days, which meant he wouldn’t see her for months. 

			He shook Sera from his head, something he did multiple times a day, then sucked in a deep breath and proceeded to tackle the pile of half-digested fluff from his newly polished timber floorboards while hissing ‘Fuck’ repeatedly. It wasn’t exactly the movie star image he was going for, squatting in his underwear while cleaning up dog vomit.

			‘That’ll have to do,’ he grumbled, tugging the rug over the wet patch. He stood with a grunt more suited to a man in his fifties than his early thirties, then raced down the hallway to his bedroom, cursing as he whacked the doorjamb with his knee.

			Seven minutes until Lena arrived. He could do it.

			Ethan tugged on a pair of vintage Levi’s, wiggled into his favourite white Tom Ford V-neck T-shirt, the one that hugged his artfully sculpted biceps, and went to grab the retro Air Jordan high-tops Lena had picked out for him. One of them was missing. He frowned.

			‘Ethan?’ Lena’s voice echoed up the hall. ‘I let myself in.’

			Shiiiiit.

			He skidded across the floor, Risky Business style, and out into the hallway, holding the Air Jordan aloft.

			‘You got me two of these, right?’ He flashed her a toothy grin.

			She folded her arms across her chest. ‘Why are you sweating, and why aren’t you ready? I just spoke to the producer; they’ll be here in fifteen minutes.’

			Ethan raised one finger, turned and dashed out the back door.

			‘Harry!’ he hollered when he saw his dog’s butt in the air and his head in a newly dug hole.

			Harry looked up with a mud-covered snout. Peeking out of the dirt was a hint of red and black leather. 

			‘What are you doing to me, dog?’ Ethan marched across the grass, pulled the shoe from the hole and wiped it down on the lawn. Sighing, he scratched the little dog’s head. ‘You’re driving me crazy.’

			He burst through the back door. ‘Got it!’ Lena was still in the hallway, her arms still crossed, with a gigantic Dior tote in the crook of her elbow. Her dark hair was pulled back into an immaculate ponytail and she had a dark scowl on her perfectly made-up face.

			He flashed her another grin and disappeared into the bedroom.

			‘Plenty of time,’ he said, sauntering into the lounge room with eight minutes to spare.

			Lena stepped forward and fussed with his hair. ‘Why were you running late? You’re usually better at this stuff. You’re the one client I can rely on.’

			‘I went to see Sera.’

			She looked skyward with an exaggerated roll of her eyes. 

			Sera had helped Ethan face his lifelong fear of dogs as he prepared for his big break in the movie Sit, Stay, Love. Somewhat inconveniently, Ethan fell for Sera – just as she realised she was in love with her best friend, Toby. It was like something from a Hallmark movie. Add a Christmas tree farm and a bit of snow and you’d have yourself a hit. For Ethan, the most surprising thing about the whole experience had been how much it had hurt. Even more surprising was how much it still hurt.

			‘I wanted her advice on Harry,’ he said. 

			‘Sure you did.’ Lena rolled her eyes again.

			‘I’m serious. He’s been acting up lately. Speaking of which, ah, I need to talk to you about one of those cushions the stylist loaned me.’ He smiled his million-watt movie star smile, showing off his killer dimples to full effect.

			‘Tell me later. And don’t smile at me like that. I’m immune.’

			He chuckled. ‘Anyway, I’ve decided to take Harry with me when I start filming.’
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