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      “She’s fading, Dr. Winthrop. I think this is it.”

      Addy glanced up from where she was holding the hand of Janna, the elderly actress lying across the antique sofa in the Burkhart’s beautiful and massive living room. “She made it all this way, and for what?”

      “It’s her time,” Spence said, angling his body carefully as the light that they’d all dubbed the Angel Light rose to its full, blinding wattage. “She chose to go forward rather than go back.”

      “You think you hear him,” Ben directed from the side. “Cheat your head up just a bit.”

      Addy followed his direction instinctively, lifting her head just enough and cocking it to one side, suggesting she might actually see, or at least hear, Spence’s Angel of Death character as he was about to take Janna’s character away. It’d been two seasons, after all, and fans were dying to know when her character, Dr. Madeline Winthrop, would actually see Spence’s Angel of Death, who had been falling in love with her since the pilot.

      “What do we do, doctor?” Katie, the newest and arguably best addition to the cast that year asked, wide-eyed, hitting her mark perfectly as she moved forward. “Can we get her back to the hospital?”

      “No,” Addy sighed, keeping in character as she folded Janna’s hands over her chest. “She came back here for a reason. This was her childhood home, after all. She wanted to say goodbye.”

      “Sometimes ‘Goodbye’ is the hardest word of all,” Spence said, leaning over the back of the sofa to take Janna’s hand.

      They had already filmed the scene of Janna getting up and walking off into the light with him the day before. It would be superimposed in post-production on the scene they were filming now to create the “moving on” effect that Second Chances was so famous for. All Addy had to do was look quietly resigned and thoughtful as her character let her patient go, then turn her head with a curious look, as if she were watching Spence and Janna walk off. They’d filmed the close-up version of that look a few hours ago from about four different angles.

      “Cut,” Ben said after letting the moment hang. Everyone took a deep breath as Ben added, “Perfect.”

      “That’s a wrap on season two, people,” Bev, the assistant director on location, said in her booming voice.

      The magic of the scene burst like a bubble in the sun as cast and crew alike let all the tension of filming drop. Addy let go of Dr. Madeline Winthrop with a deep, cleansing breath and stood.

      “Beautiful work,” she told Janna, offering a hand to help the surprisingly spritely woman up.

      “You’re not too bad yourself, kid,” Janna grinned back at her, letting Addy help her to her feet. Janna was one of those amazing actresses whose list of credits was as long as Addy’s arm, mostly because she had the uncanny ability to look old and fragile when she was probably one of the healthiest women over seventy that Addy knew—a fact that was proven when Janna gave her a bone-crushing hug.

      “Great job,” Spence told Katie, giving her a quick hug before moving on to Addy.

      Katie watched Spence with awe. Months on set together and she still looked at Spence as a big deal movie star instead of a coworker. Addy found it endearing, actually. Young talent was magical, as far as she was concerned. She loved working with newbies to the industry, and she hoped Katie and people like her never lost their sense of wonder. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d seen anything in the biz with anything other than raw pragmatism.

      “Good work, Addy.” Spence hugged her quickly. “You’re coming to the wrap party, right?” he asked her, then turned to Ben with the question in his eyes.

      “Yeah, as soon as Jo and I clean up a few things here,” Ben answered distractedly. He was still watching something in the monitor that had been by his side through the entire day of filming, but the moment Jo Burkhart, his serious girlfriend—and co-owner with her brother, Nick, of the house where they’d been filming—walked into the room from the far hallway, his attention flew to her. “Bev let you out of prison, did she?” he asked, smiling for the first time all day. Ben didn’t smile when he was working, but Addy thought the way he couldn’t stop smiling when Jo was around was adorable.

      “You know she’d kick us out of the house entirely if she had her way,” Jo said, walking up to Ben and hugging him from the side as she glanced into his monitor.

      “Having you in the house is so against union rules,” Bev muttered as she crossed through the room, checking in on the crew, who were already starting to clean up.

      Addy chuckled, but lost her humor the more she thought about it. “She’s not right, is she?” she asked Spence. “The production isn’t going to be fined or anything, are they?”

      Spence shrugged, turning his head to follow Bev with his eyes, but it was a newcomer to the room, their shared agent, Yvonne Plummer, who answered, “If they do, it’s none of your business. You’re the talent, not the brains of the operation.”

      Addy laughed out loud. Yvonne was the only person she knew who could put you in your place and make you feel great about it at the same time. She handed both Addy and Spence their cell phones—which were a complete no-no on a live set. Addy slipped hers into the pocket of her costume’s white lab coat.

      “Now come along, little chicks,” Yvonne went on, shepherding Addy and Spence out of the cavernous living room as more and more crew members flooded the place, checking lights, switching off equipment, and generally preparing for the deconstruction of the location shoot that would happen over the next couple of days. “Craft services has put the Burkhart kitchen to good use, and Jo’s smokin’ hot brother has made the most amazing stew for you all.” With a hands-on agent like Yvonne, Addy and Spence didn’t really need a manager. She shouldn’t have, but Yvonne did both jobs for them.

      Addy ignored the slight swoop in her gut at the mention of Nick Burkhart. “Nick is still here?” she asked as she, Spence, and Yvonne dodged the second AD and the grip to head down the short hall that led from the living room to the kitchen.

      “He’s here and he cooked,” Yvonne said.

      Addy tried not to get too excited. She’d gotten to know Nick Burkhart a bit in the last few months. He was sweet, outdoorsy, and hot in a sort of Maine, hipster way. He wasn’t at all her type, but that didn’t stop her from liking him.

      She caught his eye the second she stepped into the kitchen, but he was already in conversation with Katie as he ladled stew into the bowl she held out, like Oliver at the orphanage. A weird feeling hit Addy’s gut that she was absolutely not willing to call jealousy at all as she watched the two of them together. She fought it off by turning to Spence as they got in line for stew.

      “So, what are you doing next?” she asked him.

      Spence laughed. “Spending some quality time with my wife and daughter. Tasha is so ready for filming to be over. She hasn’t had me to herself in months.” Addy hummed, finding the whole thing cute, before Spence went on with, “How about you? What do you have lined up next?”

      Addy opened her mouth to answer as they reached the front of the line by the stove. Nick glanced up as though he were interested in the answer too, but before Addy could say a word, Yvonne answered, “Resting. She’s resting.”

      Spence’s brow shot up, and he eyed Addy suspiciously.

      Addy made a wry face. “Yes, resting. That’s what we call it when no offers are coming in.”

      “Sweetie, you’ve got plenty of offers coming in,” Yvonne corrected her, then shrugged. “Just none that I would let you touch with a ten-foot pole.”

      “No,” Nick said, with a friendly look of disbelief. “Someone as hot and talented as you should be beating serious offers for good roles away with a stick.”

      Addy beamed. Way more than she should. “Thanks,” she told Nick reflexively, but unlike everyone else in the biz, she had a feeling he meant it instead of just saying what he was supposed to say. “Tell that to the big producers out there. Funny, but since I turned thirty, the phone isn’t ringing as much as it used to.” She arched one eyebrow.

      “There’s no way you’re thirty,” Nick grinned.

      Addy’s smile widened. “I’m thirty-three. That’s practically retirement age in some circles.”

      Nick shook his head. “It’s all wrong, if you ask me.”

      Something deep inside of Addy wanted to continue the conversation. Nick was as genuine as they came and a sharp reminder that the rest of the world didn’t run on the same rocket fuel that Hollywood did. But before she could ask if he was going to sit down to eat, her phone rang. She pulled it out of her lab coat pocket, and thought twice about ignoring the call when she saw it was Ryan.

      “Hey, babe,” she said, smiling once more at Nick before taking her stew and her call over to the table at the far end of the kitchen. “What’s up?”

      “Have you finished filming?” Ryan asked without any pleasantries.

      “Just now,” she answered.

      “Good,” Ryan clipped. “So I’ve been invited to a big deal networking party on Friday, and I need you to come with me.”

      Addy’s heart sank as she sat in one of the empty chairs. “Oh, babe, you know I hate those sorts of parties.”

      “Yeah, I know,” Ryan went on, “but I need you at this one. Kevin Hardigan is going to be there, and you know I need you as bait to lure him in so I can talk about the Roscoe deal.”

      Addy sighed. Ryan Strickland was a mid-level producer trying to work his way up to studio head. He had an idea that he could get A-list director, Trevor Roscoe, to commit to a project that would kick his career up a notch, and from the sound of things, he wasn’t going to give up until he got what he wanted.

      “I was really hoping to take a couple weeks off before jumping back into things,” Addy said.

      “I need you here,” Ryan countered.

      He went on to say more, but Addy’s attention drifted fast as Nick came to sit at the table with her. He had a bowl of stew and a thick baguette that looked fresh-baked. As he sat, he tore it in two and offered her half, his eyebrows raised. Addy’s chest squeezed at the kind gesture, and she nodded.

      “…will take you to Rodeo Drive so you can get a great dress for the whole thing,” Ryan was saying. “My treat.”

      Addy almost laughed. Ryan was offering her a shopping spree. Nick had offered her half a baguette. It was bizarre how differently her gut reacted to the two offers.

      “You don’t really need me to impress Kevin Hardigan,” she said. “You’ll do great on your own, babe. You’ve got vision and energy, and that’s all you need to succeed in this business.”

      Ryan laughed humorlessly. “Wrong. You need contacts, connections, and clout.”

      Addy was acutely aware of Nick watching her as she went on with, “You’ll be fine. I’m not saying I won’t be there, but Yvonne wants me to take a rest.”

      “And we all have to do what Yvonne says,” Ryan growled.

      “Be nice,” Addy warned him. She glanced around. Already, the cast and crew looked like they were packing up to head out. “Hey, babe, I have to get going. We just wrapped, and Spence and Tasha are hosting a wrap party at Sand Dollar Point later. I’ll call you tomorrow, okay?”

      “All right. Take care.” Ryan hung up.

      Addy sighed and put her phone down. She stared at it for a second before taking up her spoon. There would be a ton of food at the party, she was sure, but considering that she hadn’t eaten since that morning, she was grateful Nick had thought to cook something substantial instead of relying on snacks to tide her over.

      “Was that your boyfriend?” Nick asked.

      Addy shrugged as she ate what turned out to be an amazingly delicious lamb stew. “I guess you could stay that? It’s complicated.”

      “Complicated,” Nick repeated with a teasing grin. “Why is Hollywood always complicated?”

      Addy laughed. “I didn’t make the rules.”

      “Does this mean you’re heading back to LA, then?” Nick asked on. He watched her a little too expectantly for it to be a casual question.

      At least, that was Addy’s first thought. She immediately dismissed it. Nick was just a friend. He was Jo Burkhart’s brother, and ever since Jo and Ben had started dating, and since they’d signed the agreement to film at their house, the Burkharts had become part of the production team. And as she reminded herself again, Nick wasn’t her type. Ryan was. Ryan was slick and sophisticated. Nick had a beard and enough hair to form a man-bun, which was a hard no for her.

      “I really do want to rest,” she confessed. “And I don’t just mean that in terms of work.” She paused, tilting her head to one side. “Actually, I’d love to work. I’d be thrilled if I had a really meaty role to dive into next. I love acting. I love the whole process of filmmaking. But what I don’t love is being lugged around to industry parties and networking events where middle-aged producers stare at my tits and ask me if I’ve ever considered playing Marilyn Monroe in a biopic.”

      In fact, with her blonde hair, curvy figure, and the sultry smile she could pull up on demand, she was constantly being compared to Marilyn. Which meant no one ever looked further than her tits and ass to see she had a brain and a heart. No one stopped to consider that she had ambition and a hunger for more under her hourglass figure. She absolutely did want more. She’d been wanting more for ages, and recently, after watching people like Katie and observing Ryan’s part of the business, her heart was beginning to settle on exactly what that more looked like.

      Nick had paused with his spoon halfway to his mouth, as if she’d said something way more important than she thought she had. Before he had a chance to comment, once again, Yvonne interrupted.

      “Why are you two just sitting here?” she said, coming over to the table and taking their half-finished stew and bread away. “There will be plenty to eat at Sand Dollar Point. Half the crew has already headed over there. You need to get out to your trailer, change into street clothes, take off that make-up, and get your ass moving.” She raised a pointed eyebrow at Addy.

      “Could I finish that stew first, though?” Addy snatched her bowl back. “It’s really good.” She peeked at Nick as she said it.

      Yvonne huffed. “The bus is leaving in five minutes.”

      “I can drive her over after we finish eating.” Nick also took his bowl back.

      “Fine.” Yvonne rolled her eyes. “But you kiddos hurry along. Wrap parties wait for no one.”

      Addy grinned and shook her head as Yvonne hurried off, likely to bug someone else so that she could get her party on sooner. She exchanged a look with Nick, tickled to find him grinning as well. It was nice to know that their Hollywood antics were amusing, even for non-show biz types.

      

      Never in a million years would Nick Burkhart have thought of himself as a Hollywood insider. But as he stood out in the wide driveway of his family home—a driveway that had been expanded and rigged with temporary hook-ups for a handful of trailers for the main cast of Second Chances—waiting for bombshell starlet, Adelaide Townsend, to come out so he could drive her to a wrap party, he knew that, against all odds, he’d achieved that status. Waiting for Addy was somehow more adventurous even than the high-risk nature shoots he’d been sent on the year before to bolster his photography business.

      His photography business. Something he should have been paying a heck of a lot more attention to over the last few months instead of loitering around a television set. His bills weren’t going to pay themselves, and even though Second Chances’ production company was paying him and Jo a pretty penny to film in their house—enough to save the house from foreclosure and give him and Jo enough of a cushion not to have to worry about money for a while—it didn’t fill the aching need Nick had to be productive and do something with his life. Adventure was more than just dangling off of cliffs and swimming with sharks to get the perfect snap. Adventure was turning over a new leaf, charging out into the unknown, and taking risks. He felt like he’d stayed too long in one place—physically and metaphorically—and was getting antsy.

      He kicked a few icy stones on the gravel part of the drive, let out a breath into the frosty air, and glanced around, seeing the pine woods around him with a photographer’s eye. He’d felt like a hero a couple years before, when he’d scored an entire gallery show of his photography in Portland, and again when he’d had a coffee table book of his work published. But the problem with achievement is that it’s addictive. He’d gone into photography for the combination of artistry and thrill, and now that the thrill was ordinary, he didn’t know what he wanted to do next.

      “That’s not exactly the most encouraging look for someone about to go to a party,” Addy said, surprising him as she stepped out of her trailer and headed over to where he stood waiting.

      Nick laughed at himself for being caught acting like a moody dick. “Don’t worry about it.” He gestured for her to follow him over to his truck. “I’m just doing the same thing you are—thinking about what comes next.”

      He moved to walk around the truck so he could hold the door for Addy, but she waved him off with an, “I’ve got it.”

      Nick grinned. Chivalry was one thing, but he liked a woman who could take care of herself. Especially when he expected her to be a Hollywood diva who wanted everyone to do things for her. From what he knew of Addy so far, she wasn’t like that.

      “So what are you going to do next?” Addy asked once they were both in the truck and Nick started driving down the long, gravel drive to the road. “I mean, I saw your book. Your nature photography is great. Jo spent an entire afternoon a couple weeks ago gushing about how amazing and talented you are.”

      Nick laughed, keeping his eyes on the road as he turned out of the drive. “Jo’s my sister. She would think anything I do is amazing.”

      “Yeah, except you are good.” Addy leaned back, grinning at him.

      “It’s nice of you to say so.” Nick smiled and peeked sideways at her. His heart and his body reacted strongly to her, as they always did. The body part was understandable. Adelaide Townsend was massively bang-able. Not that he would stoop so low as to say that out loud or act on it. It was just true. The heart part was harder for him to explain.

      “How does the photography business work?” Addy asked. “Do you have an agent or someone who gets you jobs? I could put in a good word with Yvonne for you.” Her blue eyes flashed with teasing, making Nick’s jeans tighter.

      He laughed. “Yvonne terrifies me, but thanks all the same.”

      “Yvonne terrifies everyone, but that’s why she’s so good,” Addy laughed along with him.

      “To answer your question, I don’t have an agent. I do mostly freelance stuff to make money, and that requires contacts in the industry, which I have. I also pursue a lot of my own interests.”

      “Like what?” Addy asked, resting her elbow against the passenger door’s frame and smiling at him.

      Nick tried to ignore the lure of having a gorgeous woman smile at him. He shrugged. “Honestly, I’ve really enjoyed watching the way Second Chances is filmed these last few weeks. I’ve only ever really done still photography, but hanging around and observing has sort of lit a cinematography fire under my ass.”

      “Really?” Addy seemed to perk up a bit, which was a sight to behold. “You want to get into filming?”

      “Maybe.” Nick shrugged again. “I mean, I already know the artistry of setting up a shot, getting the lighting right, and knowing how to frame things. How much harder can it be when everything is moving?”

      “The jaded Hollywood part of me wants to say that it’s very different and incredibly hard,” Addy said lightheartedly, glancing out the window for a second. “But honestly, I don’t know much about cinematography. I’ve stuck to the other side of the camera.”

      Something in the way she frowned and looked wistfully at the passing scenery felt significant to Nick. “Are you thinking of changing things up too?” he asked gently.

      She dragged her eyes away from the road to look at him. “Well, you heard what was said back there. I don’t have any roles worth taking lined up.”

      “What exactly does that mean?” Nick asked.

      Addy sighed. “It means people want me to show a lot of skin and appear topless in B-movies and things like that, but they don’t want to offer me any serious roles anymore.”

      Nick frowned. “What’s the deal with Hollywood thinking actresses are ancient when they hit thirty anyhow?”

      “I don’t know,” Addy sighed. “If it were up to me, it wouldn’t be that way, that’s for sure. And there is a growing movement of women taking the industry into their own hands, writing female-centric scripts, starting production companies….” She trailed off and glanced out the window again.

      Nick watched her for a second, irritated on her behalf, but also curious about how someone as high up the ladder as Addy would handle things. “Is that something you want to do?” he asked.

      She turned to him, her brow lifting. “Make my own movies?”

      The fact that he hadn’t asked that question directly hinted to Nick that that was exactly what she’d been thinking of. “Sure,” he said. “I bet you’d be awesome at making movies, based on what I’ve observed of you on the set of Second Chances.”

      Addy’s expression went thoughtful. “I do have a couple ideas.”

      It was an understatement. Nick could tell by the sudden intensity in her eyes and the way her breath caught. He could see it in the slight purse of her lips and the sense of purpose that came over her. Addy didn’t just have ideas, she had dreams.

      He was about to ask what they were when his phone rang. He took one look at the name on the incoming call and tapped the central panel of his truck to patch it through to the sound system, then answered, “Hey, Stephanie. What’s up?”

      “Stephanie?” Addy mouthed the word, grinning like they were in high school and a girl who liked him had just handed him a note.

      “Nick, I’m glad I caught you,” Stephanie said, her voice projected throughout the truck. “Good news.”

      “I like to hear good news,” Nick answered, smiling at Addy for a second as he turned right onto the road that would take them on to Sand Dollar Point.

      “I’ve got a job for you,” Stephanie went on.

      Nick gestured to the central panel as if to point out to Addy that, see, that’s how it worked. “What job?” he asked.

      “The National Parks Association wants someone to shoot in Utah,” Stephanie went on. “They’re looking for someone to capture places like Bryce Canyon and Zion National Park.”

      “Those places are amazing,” Addy whispered.

      “They want to put out a series of calendars as a way to counter the push to turn those places over for commercial development,” Stephanie went on. “And I think you would be perfect for the job.”

      “Thanks for thinking of me,” Nick said. He should have been way more enthusiastic about the prospect than he felt.

      Stephanie seemed to feel the same way. “That doesn’t sound like the glowing excitement over the project that I was hoping for.”

      “It’s not that,” Nick said. “It’s just—” He paused, peeking at Addy and thinking fast. “I might have some scheduling problems. Could I call you back?”

      “I didn’t even tell you when they want you to shoot,” Stephanie muttered.

      “Let me think about it,” Nick said. “I’ll get back to you by the end of the week.”

      “Okay.” She paused, then went on in a different tone. “We should get together. It’s been a while. I miss you.”

      Heat flooded Nick’s face. He shot another look to Addy before saying, “That’s great, but I’m driving and I’m not alone in the car, and I’m almost where I’m heading.”

      “Oh.” Stephanie sounded as embarrassed as he suddenly was. “Call me later, then. Bye, whoever else is there with Nick. Talk to you later.” She hung up before Nick—or Addy, for that matter—could say goodbye.

      “I didn’t realize you had a girlfriend,” Addy said, her face more than a little pink too.

      “I don’t, really,” Nick answered, no idea why he felt so sheepish talking about it. “Steph is a good friend.”

      Addy hummed, as though she knew exactly what “good friend” meant. The trouble was, she was right. To a degree.

      Nick was beyond relieved when they pulled into the already crowded driveway at Sand Dollar Point. It shouldn’t make any difference to him if Adelaide Townsend knew he had a girlfriend—not that he did—or not. She was a big star and not at all his type. He couldn’t imagine her climbing over rocks and baking in the sun to get the perfect shots of Bryce Canyon, for one. But for some reason, he didn’t like the idea of her thinking he was taken. Even though she was.

      “Here we are,” he said, throwing the truck into park and opening the door. “Let’s get this party started.”
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      Addy was used to being two people at once—herself and whatever character she was playing—but the ride to Sand Dollar Point was the first time she found herself trying to think about two different things at the same time. Hearing Nick encourage her to make a film of her own had sparked something in her. Or rather, his comments were the sort of external confirmation she’d been waiting for without knowing it. Nick made her actually want to go for it instead of viewing the role of producer as something other people did. Then, hard on the heels of that thought, who was this Stephanie woman and what did she and Nick have going on?

      She did her best to throw out the second line of thought as she opened the truck door and stepped down onto Sand Dollar Point’s driveway, grateful she’d thought to wear boots instead of heels.

      “You got it?” Nick asked, glancing back at her from the front of the truck as if ready to help if she needed it. Addy liked the way he didn’t just assume she was incapable of slamming a truck door on her own. And that he waited for her before heading up to the house.

      “I always did think this place was amazing,” she said, drawing in a deep breath of frosty sea air as she and Nick walked side-by-side up to the porch. “Spence and Tasha were geniuses to buy the place.”

      “It’s pretty down here by the ocean,” Nick agreed. He glanced to her with a particularly charming smile.

      Addy fought not to read into that smile. She reminded herself once again that Nick wasn’t her type. She could no more picture him in L.A. than she could picture herself hiking through all those places Stephanie whoever-she-was had mentioned. But damn, there was something warm and sexy about Nick’s brown eyes.

      She was half a second away from casually asking Nick for more details about Stephanie when he said, “I meant what I said before Steph called. I think you would do great at making a movie.”

      A giddy squiggle shot through Addy. Nick’s thoughts had been in tune with her own, even though an entire conversation had happened between now and the original conversation. That said something, right?

      “You know, I think I would be good at it too,” she said, returning his smile as they stepped up onto the porch that wrapped around the house at Sand Dollar Point and headed for the door. Sounds of people talking inside were loud enough that they let themselves right in instead of knocking. “I’m not gonna lie, it’s something I’ve wanted to do for a while—start my own production company.”

      “Then why haven’t you?”

      They stopped in the foyer to peel off their winter coats and gloves and to add them to the pile growing on the bench near the door.

      Addy shrugged. “There hasn’t been time up until now. I’ve been filming Second Chances and a few other things here and there. But I’ve been paying attention all these years, asking questions, watching the process. I’ve learned a lot just by hanging around Ryan.”

      “Your boyfriend,” Nick said, a slight pinch around his eyes.

      “If that’s what you want to call him.” She brushed over labeling things as they headed into the large living room at the back of the house. “All I really need to get started is a good story idea and enough time to throw something together.”

      “Aren’t there, like, a billion people trying to sell scripts to producers out there in Hollywood?” Nick asked.

      Addy laughed. “I’m sure there are.”

      “Nick! Addy! You made it.” They were greeted by Spence’s wife, Tasha, who bounced her baby girl, Hazel, in her arms. Hazel seemed happily overwhelmed by the sheer volume of people in her house and stared at Nick with wide eyes. “She’s fascinated with facial hair these days,” Tasha said as Hazel reached grabby arms toward Nick.

      Nick laughed and plucked Hazel right out of Tasha’s arms. “You don’t mind, do you?” he asked Tasha.

      “Not at all,” Tasha laughed, shaking out her arms. “It’ll give me a chance to make sure all the food has been put out.” She walked past them and into the kitchen.

      Addy couldn’t hide her grin as she watched Nick cooing over the little girl in his arms. He was definitely the kind of guy you could tell at first sight was dad material. He was completely at ease bouncing Hazel in his arms and talking nonsense at her while she tried to grab handfuls of his short beard. Nick sent Addy an adorably modest sideways look, then walked deeper into the living room to socialize.

      Addy followed, glad to be around her cast and crewmates in such a relaxed setting. In fact, as she glanced around the cozy living room with its homey, New England decorations and out the windows at the winter garden and the sea beyond the cliffs, it dawned on her that this wrap party was as different from every other wrap party she’d ever been to as night was to day. She usually loved whatever glitzy setting the studio had sprung for, complete with high-end catering and world-class entertainment. She wasn’t immune to the charms of the Hollywood lifestyle.

      But the party at Sand Dollar Point had a whole other kind of appeal. It was more like the basement parties she’d gone to in high school, where her friends had made mix tapes and sang along while sipping on whatever they’d been able to swipe from their parents’ liquor cabinets. It was family and friends, not networking. Although, judging by the way Yvonne was talking intensely to Charles Rigley—their producer and showrunner, who Addy hadn’t realized was even in Maine—there was wheeling and dealing going on.

      She wondered if she should be a part of it, if she should ask Charles about producing. Instead, she made her way to one of the side tables, where platters of snacks that looked very much homemade were laid out.

      “Kinda a bummer that we have to go back to reality tomorrow, huh?” Katie asked, sliding up to the side table with Addy. “I could stay here for months if it meant I could eat like this and stay in a house on a cliff by the sea.”

      “I know, right?” Addy said, taking a cute little puff pastry from one of the platters and popping it in her mouth. A moment later, she said, “Oh my god, that is incredible,” and reached for a napkin to take two more.

      “Aren’t they great?” Katie said. “I’m giving myself the cheat day to end all cheat days today because of this spread. Tomorrow it’s back to lettuce wraps and three-hour work-outs. My agent would kill me if I gained so much as a pound.”

      It was the sort of comment Addy had heard a hundred times before, but it hit her funny, coming from Katie—a gorgeous young woman in her early twenties who was probably a size two.

      “One more day and it’s back to starving as usual,” Katie said, grabbing a mini-quiche, then moving back to the cluster of crew she’d become particular friends with.

      Addy laughed in spite of herself. When had the lights and technicalities of Hollywood become reality, while a cheery living room in coastal Maine was fantasy? There were countless people out there who saw the world she lived in every day as a powerful fantasy and who would sell their grandmothers to become part of it. And she wasn’t knocking Hollywood. She loved what she did. She considered herself damned lucky to have reached such towering heights in the industry. Well, if studying acting, singing, dancing, and more from the time she was old enough to walk and working her ass off for years and being rejected twenty times for every yes she’d heard in her “overnight success” of a career counted as luck. No one got anywhere in the entertainment industry without giving it all of themselves and then some.

      No sooner had the thought crossed her mind as she stepped through bunches of her on-set friends, looking for a place to sit, than she spotted Nick with Hazel at the other end of the room. Nick had probably worked his ass off to get where he was in the photography field. And a fine ass it was too, she noted when he bent over to hand a now fussy Hazel into her father’s arms. Who knew what sort of grunt work Nick had had to do to get where he was? Maybe he understood the competitive world she came from better than she’d first thought.

      When Nick straightened from handing Hazel off to Spence, his gaze snapped right to hers. Which would have been fine, except she was in the middle of stuffing another pastry into her mouth as he did. His smile widened, and she nearly choked on her bite as she laughed and blushed at being caught stuffing her face. That seemed to make Nick laugh as well, and it definitely filled Addy’s chest—and lower parts of her—with warm-fuzzies.

      “Hey, Nick, could we have your hand in the kitchen for a second?” Jo called from the entrance to the hall.

      “Sure, sis.” Nick stepped carefully around the people who were sitting on the floor and headed for the kitchen.

      Since there was nowhere to sit and the people she wanted to talk to were already in the middle of conversations, Addy headed for the kitchen as well. She told herself it was because she wanted to help out, that was all. A tiny voice in the back of her head scolded her for being a dork about a guy whom she would never date in a million years.

      Jo and Ben were both in the kitchen, along with Tasha, when Addy got there, right on Nick’s heels.

      “Do you guys need help?” Addy asked, pretending to be casual as she fought not to stare obviously at Nick.

      “We could always use help,” Jo said, letting out a breath of relief. “I need to get all these sides out of the oven and onto the table.”

      Addy’s mouth nearly dropped as she looked around the kitchen. It was like Jo and Tasha had cooked an entire Thanksgiving dinner for everyone. Ben was using his muscles to pull an enormous turkey out of the oven, and a gorgeous spiral ham already sat, steaming, on one of the counters. Along with that were all the traditional fixings—green bean casserole, homemade mac and cheese, creamed corn, and half a dozen vegetarian options.

      “Wow.” Addy headed for the table bearing the sides, wondering which to take into the dining room first. “I would say it feels like Christmas, except I spent last Christmas at Ryan’s friend, Jeremiah’s, house in Malibu instead of doing actual Christmasy things.”

      “Dear God, why would you spend more than three seconds at Jeremiah’s house in Malibu?” Ben said as he muscled the turkey to the counter so it could be moved to a more presentable dish.

      Addy blinked at the statement. Why had she spent Christmas helping Ryan network anyhow?

      “So, Ben, have you heard Addy’s idea for a movie?” Nick asked as he followed Jo’s directions and picked up a huge bowl of mashed sweet potatoes.

      “What’s this?” Ben perked up and glanced away from the turkey.

      Addy was almost glad Tasha had just piled a plate of green beans and basket of rolls into her arms and pointed her across the hall to the dining room. Her face heated, but as she stepped away, she scolded herself for the knee-jerk reaction of embarrassment for having a big idea. “Yeah, we were talking about it on the way over here,” she called over her shoulder as she crossed to the dining room.

      The dining room looked the way she remembered her grandma’s house looking during the holidays. The enormous main table had all the leaves in it to make it stretch the length of the room, but a smaller, “kid’s table” had been set up in one corner. Addy put the side dishes on empty trivets on the table, then headed back to the kitchen.

      “She was telling me it’s something she’s always wanted to do,” Nick was in the middle of reporting to Ben.

      Ben glanced at her with a knowing look that had Hollywood written all over it. “Is that so?” he asked. “Something you’ve always wanted to do?” He arched one eyebrow.

      Addy fixed him with a flat look. “Don’t go getting all high-handed and doubtful on me, Ben,” she said as Tasha handed her two more side dishes. “You know as well as I do that women in Hollywood have to have a Plan B once we’re no longer fresh and perky.” She turned and headed back to the dining room, Nick on her heels with other side dishes this time.

      “That’s not what that look meant at all,” Ben said, carrying the turkey in behind them and setting it near the head of the table.

      Addy wondered if he would insist on carving or if Charles would do the honors as showrunner, or Spence as the guy who owned the house. There weren’t any rules for wrap parties that felt more like Thanksgiving dinner.

      “What kind of a movie did you have in mind?” Ben went on as they headed back into the kitchen. To Addy’s surprise, he had that interested, directorial look in his eyes. He was taking her seriously.

      “She didn’t say,” Nick answered for her, more than a little mischief in his eyes as he swayed closer to her. So close she thought she caught a whiff of his woodsy scent over the delicious smell of dinner. “But personally, I’ve been watching her these past few weeks, and I think she could do anything.”

      Addy’s heart flipped over the vote of confidence. Even more when Ben added, “Our Addy? She could take over the world.”

      “Aw, thanks guys.” Addy beamed from ear to ear as she helped carry the last of the side dishes into the dining room. “With friends like you, I might actually consider trying something.”

      “Dinner is served,” Tasha called from the living room.

      “I don’t see why you wouldn’t give it a go.” Ben shrugged, grabbing two chairs at the main table for him and Jo as the rest of the cast and crew filed in from the living room.

      Addy quickly snagged a chair for herself and sat so that everyone else could find their way around the main table or snag seats at the kids’ table. Her heart fluttered a bit in spite of herself as Nick grabbed the seat next to hers.

      “What is Addy going to give a go?” Yvonne asked as she and Charles entered the room. Leave it to Yvonne to have ears like a hawk. Or whatever creature had impeccable hearing.

      “Addy wants to make a movie,” Nick answered for her, grinning as though he knew saying something would put her on the spot. Ryan was forever speaking on Addy’s behalf, but when Nick did it, Addy could tell it was just friendly teasing and not a sign that he didn’t think she had anything worth saying.

      “A movie, you say?” Yvonne claimed the seat across the table from Addy while Charles took the chair by her side. “What kind of a movie are we talking about?”

      “It’s just the embryo of an idea,” Addy said as the rest of the chairs around the table filled and the food was passed around. She stopped herself as she reached for the creamed corn in front of her. Why was she selling herself short? When had that ever gotten her anywhere? “Actually, she went on, sitting a bit straighter. “I’ve had this idea that I’d love to look into starting a production company.”

      That simple statement silenced a few of the conversations that had sprung up around the table as her colleagues looked at her. It was unnerving to have people she’d worked with for months look at her like they’d just met her, but she wasn’t about to be deterred.

      “How would you take that embryo and make it more concrete?” Charles asked. “Excuse the mixed metaphor,” he added with a smile.

      Addy wasn’t sure she was ready for the question, especially coming from a showrunner with a ton of clout behind him. She shrugged. “I suppose I’d have to come up with a script first. It’s all theoretical until there’s a script.”

      “You could start with something small,” Ben said, his eyes narrowed in thought as he stood, carving the turkey. “A short film. Something with a minimal cast and easy production values.”

      “Anybody got a script for a short film lying around?” Spence joked, taking the carving knife and fork from Ben once Ben had filled a plate to pass already-carved turkey around.

      “Um, actually,” Jo said, raising her hand slowly, a mischievous grin on her face.

      Addy’s heart skipped another beat as she glanced up the table to Jo. “Don’t tell me you’ve turned one of your romance novels into a script, now that Broadway wants one of your books for a musical.”

      Jo laughed. “No, but helping out on set and being a script supervisor kinda got me in the mood. I wrote this short story back in college, and I’ve been toying around by putting it into screenplay format.” Jo paused to accept the bowl of mashed sweet potatoes, loading some onto her plate, then passing the bowl along. “It’s about a ten-year-old girl who wants to be an astronomer and her parents, who are arguing and about to go through a divorce.”

      That was all it took for Addy’s heart to beat faster. For some reason, she glanced instantly to Nick to see what he thought, even though he was one of the few people at the table who had almost nothing to do with Hollywood.

      “I know the story,” Nick said. “Jo let me read it back in the day. It’s really good, and yeah, I think it would make a great short film.”

      Addy’s insides began to tingle. “I’d love to take a look at it.”

      “I’d love to show it to you,” Jo smiled in return.

      “This sounds promising,” Yvonne said, a look of calculation in her eyes. “Now,” she went on, that calculation turning to teasing, “should we all hold hands and say grace or go around the table and tell everyone what we’re most thankful for?” When her question was met with laughter, she went on with, “What? I thought this was Thanksgiving dinner.”

      More laughter sounded around the table, but Addy was beginning to think that the particular format for their unusual wrap party was entirely appropriate. She was beginning to see that she had a lot to be thankful for and a lot to look forward to.

      
      The only thing more fun than becoming friends with a bunch of Hollywood types and getting to watch a tv show being filmed was hanging out at a wrap-party-slash-holiday-supper with those same people. Or rather, with Adelaide Townsend. Nick had read pretty much everything the media had written about her at some point or another—it was hard not to, considering how big of a star she’d become—but their wrap dinner and the conversation that sprung up around the idea of shooting a short film drove home the fact that the real Addy was so much better than the Addy the public thought they knew.

      “So why not shoot Jo’s script as soon as possible?” she asked as dinner wound down. The folks from the cast and crew who hadn’t latched hard onto the idea at the outset were already getting up and wandering back to the living room to continue socializing. Ben, Yvonne, Spence, Charles, and Simon and Jenny Mercer had not only remained at the table along with Addy, Jo, and Nick himself, they’d all clustered around one end of the dining room table. “We could pull this off in a couple of weeks, before everyone heads back to L.A., right?”

      “I’m definitely in,” Spence said with a shrug. He glanced across the table to Tasha, who was taking the opportunity to clear
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