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Sneak Peek: When They Do

♥

Sparks fly as a self-sacrificing PA contends with a notoriously arrogant actor. But are they doomed from the first take or will they wrap with a happy ending?

All film buff Rye Williams wanted was to be the best PA in Hollywood. Having left her fallback career, to the great consternation of her family, she’s determined to take her shot behind the glamorous limelight.

Until she finds out her next client is the most publicly notorious, most undeniably irresistible actor on the set of their very delayed production.

Recently awarded “Sexiest Man Alive”, Brandon Fyfe is all the stuff his millions of screaming fans will never get enough of. Except jaded by his fame, it seems he would rather flirt with hot actresses, shirk his responsibilities, and seemingly endeavor to get Rye fired.

Of course, failure is not an option for Rye. She’s going to stick this out and prove to everyone she could make this work.

But when Rye discovers there might be more beneath Brandon’s shiny facade than meets the eye, will he shatter her hopes for success? Or will he make all her Hollywood dreams come true?

A unique & delightfully witty sweet romance that’s just a little bit steamy in this closed-door, opposites-attract romantic comedy.
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Chapter 1 - Meet Cute
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Brandon Fyfe.

I stared at the name on the gold star plastered to the door of the huge deluxe trailer (basically, an uptown loft on wheels) and I couldn’t help the sullen look on my face. 

You chose this life, I reminded myself all over again. This is the life you chose.

Shuffling the clipboards in my arms in the dim light, I sidestepped a puddle on the ground to give way to several grips walking by carrying boom mics and equipment across the lot toward the only warehouse that was still bustling this late in the day.

Stage 31.

The fluorescent lights flickered and blinked on the light posts up and down the way, as if they too were already exhausted from being on all the time.

It wasn’t an entirely new feeling.

Exhaustion had been on the job description at my last work too.

Even though spending over a year as a temp, doing all sorts of jobs at all hours, all across the Tri-State Area, wasn’t the distinguished life my family would have deemed acceptable. Not after working so hard with the just-as-sleepless nights in college, working on papers and projects to complete an illustrious degree in Computer Science.

Really, it was Princeton’s fault for offering one of the best computer and humanities programs in the country. So while I was working on my major, in what my friends would have called my ‘typical overachieving fashion’, I’d managed to take some units alongside to complete a degree in Film Studies as well.

But some things in life, you just couldn’t help.

My first love had always been film.

Not the glitz and glamor of the limelight though.

Always fascinated by the process of creating movies, my dream was to be involved with everything that went on behind the scenes. To learn the magic, the ins and outs of what it took to produce Hollywood blockbusters. To get a privileged peek at the everyday workings of the biggest names in the industry, perhaps to be able to pick the brains of the best directors in the world. Like Spielberg or Lucas.

Something about that cliché line “You are the sum of the five people you spend the most time with.”

So instead of making use of my computer degree, much to my parents’ chagrin, I’d passed up a chance at that lucrative career and spent the last year and a half trying to network. To grow my connections to break into the movie business.

Though I still liked to think I was diligent and level-headed.

A very few things truly excited me.

Finding out I’d gotten the job as a Personal Assistant to one of the legends in the business, the tough-as-nails producer of Lightscape Studios, Debra Winger? In Hollywood?

I had totally screamed. I was ecstatic for days.

The connections I would gain from this position alone? They would certainly only open even more doors for me.

Not that I was a mere dreamy-eyed fresh grad with dreams of Hollywood. I’d already cut my teeth, so to speak to a degree, working a few short but stressful stints at some off-Broadway theaters. I was looking forward to digging further into the nitty-gritty of production life. I wasn’t looking for shortcuts. I was very much aware everyone needed to start at the bottom.

The tiny apartment I shared with my friend Annie in the heart of LA, the only thing I could afford, was definitely a testament to that.

But—I never imagined bottom would look like this.

Or if this wasn’t the bottom, it surely looked a hell of a lot like it.

Sighing, I cast a glance at the haggard caterers refreshing the tables, setting up for the long night ahead. I was already well aware from familiarizing myself with Debra’s calendar that the current production was three months delayed. I was one week into the job as Debra’s PA Lauren’s assistant when I was asked (more like voluntold) to sub as a PA for (AKA babysit) the most delinquent actor in the production.

Brandon Fyfe.

Of course, I already knew who he was. I’d seen some of his movies, some of his TV shows. I’d read his entire bio on Wikipedia. 

Born in Boston. Only son to his parents Bob and Lisa—a dentist and an art director. Discovered at the age of fourteen. He was a teen idol before he moved on to more mature roles. His paranormal TV series ‘Love Bites’ propelled him to worldwide fame where he played Connell Rhodes, an often heartbroken vigilante monster hunter.

Although the Wikipedia article never mentioned that Fyfe’s second personal assistant of the month had unexpectedly quit on him for undisclosed reasons.

Not a good sign.

I fidgeted on my feet as I waited. I almost felt like I was being given the chance to run away, get a head start on escaping the potentially horrible situation. But I steeled myself. The toughest players in Hollywood would no doubt have even more difficult demands or crazier personalities and I would need to adapt and rise to the occasion.

Debra’s voice inside the trailer got louder and I snapped to attention. Craning my neck, I strained to make out the conversation through the small gap in the door.

“Fyfe, for crying out loud—”

“Fine! Fine.” The deep, smooth voice of the person Debra was talking to was already tinged with exasperation. “Let’s pretend I even have a choice in the matter, shall we? Bring on the next challenger poser wannabe ambitious twerp. Honestly Deb, do you even take the time to vet these people or do you just pull them off the street?”

“This may come as a surprise to you but my main function is not actually to constantly search for someone to put up with your crap. I’m only letting you borrow this one until the end of production and you’d better make this work or the next time, you’re going to have to fetch all your imported coffee beans straight from Nicaragua yourself.”

He let out a snort.

“Oh, by the way,” Debra paused. “She’s pretty.”

Overhearing that, my eyebrows snapped together in puzzlement. What was that supposed to mean?

A sentiment echoed by the amused voice from inside the trailer. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Fyfe, I’m going to ask you again for the last time. Your last three PAs were all anywhere between blonde or even remotely attractive, and in the end, for whatever reason, they all up and quit within two weeks—”

There was a chuckle of someone sounding highly pleased with himself. “I still maintain none of that was my fault—”

“Did you or did you not sleep with them?”

I chewed on my bottom lip.

Needless to say, Brandon Fyfe was also well known for his disarming smile and intensely magnetic on-screen charisma. And in his sixteen-year acting career, he’d allegedly had fourteen girlfriends, a possible average of one per year. Or at least these were the ones the studio had allowed to make public.

The response was a bemused scoff. “I swear to god, Deb. I didn’t. I know better than anyone you won’t stand for that crap, and I have way too much respect for you.” He paused. “Besides, I’m pretty sure you have ties to the mob and I really didn’t want to be disappeared,” Fyfe’s next statement bore no remorse whatsoever, as if he didn’t even care he was being reprimanded.

At least, I was well aware that Debra Winger had a zero-tolerance policy on misogyny or harassment of any kind in her company. It was one of the reasons the job offer had been so appealing, but still...this was definitely not a good sign.

Some shuffling made me look up as Debra swung the door open fully. Impatiently shaking her short graying hair out of her eyes, she waved her hand. “Come in.”

I made an effort to straighten up my face from a cringe as I stepped up and into the trailer to meet my new charge. I swallowed hard before looking up, instantly meeting his blue eyes.

Brandon Fyfe.

His bio said he was six-foot-two inches but he looked taller. His sandy blond hair was just a touch shaggy. His eyes looked significantly darker blue than in his headshots, but it was likely caused by the dim light in the trailer. He was wearing a designer shirt, black slacks, and a hint of make-up, as though he’d just come from a publicity event.

He met my gaze and openly gave me a critical once-over.

I gave his obvious once-over a look of disbelief.

“Brandon, this is Rye Williams.”

I did a small nod. “Nice to meet you.” I cast a glance around the trailer. It wasn’t slob central but I could see Fyfe had started a pretty massive collection of coffee canisters on the floor in the corner. There was a stack of scripts on the table and several trophies lining the window. I spotted a couple of People’s choice awards among them. There were no family pictures or personal effects. The TV mounted on the wall was on mute and showing reruns of ‘Bewitched.’

“Hmm... She is pretty,” Brandon remarked. But then he added, “Looks kind of uptight though.”

His comment caught me off-guard. My jaw dropped. “Um...I’m standing right here,” I pointed out, unable to help a stunned glance up to Debra to check I hadn’t just imagined it.

Debra pursed her lips. She was obviously used to his antics. “Brandon, be nice. Don’t make me take away your ‘walkies’ privileges like last time. Be a grown-up for once, please.” Her focus went to the mobile phone in her hand. “We’ve got about six weeks to get this all wrapped up before I start severing heads and I’d really hate to make everyone work through Christmas again. Rye, you got family?”

Her question was snapped at me, I jumped. “Um, no. I mean, yes. I mean, whatever you need, Miss Winger.”

Brandon shook his head in mirthful disbelief.

“Good,” Debra replied curtly. “I don’t like hearing ‘family emergency’ excuses. I’m not saying it’s not okay. I’m just saying your job better be done before you tell me you have to leave early because your ex-husband can’t pick up your kid from school or that you’re taking two days off to bus to Vegas to attend your parents’ fiftieth wedding anniversary. I’m trying to run a business here.”

Brandon’s eyes lit up. “Oh, was that Simon’s parent’s fiftieth? Now that’s impressive.” He whistled.

Debra’s steely gaze narrowed on him for a moment before she turned to me again. “Make sure he’s at make-up by six tomorrow. I’ve asked Lauren to send you all his information, his schedule, riders, stuff he needs. It should be in your e-mail. Read it tonight. And if you have any questions, ask Lauren.” She gave me an even look that carried a potential hint of a semblance of reassurance. “Look, I know this is unexpected, but that’s the job, do you understand?”

I nodded again. “Of course, Miss Winger. I understand.”

“Good.” Debra beckoned me over so we could leave. “Fyfe, don’t make me rewrite your contract again. You’re lucky I cut you slack because the ratings are hanging in there.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.” He moved to see us off.

Debra shot him another dark glare as she and I exited the trailer and headed away.

“Either way, Debra, you’ve got nothing to worry about,” Brandon yelled out after us. He leaned against the doorframe, his arms across his chest, his tone fully teasing. “And if there ever was anything exciting, I’ll be sure to leave a special sock on the door for you, and rest assured, you’d be more than welcome to join.”

I made a face in revulsion and even more disbelief even as I quickened my pace to get away as fast as possible.

Ladies and gentlemen, Brandon Fyfe.
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Chapter 2 - Day One
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I had been knocking on the trailer door for over fifteen minutes. “Mr. Fyfe. They need you at make-up.” Turning to lean beside the door, I muttered to myself, “I mean they needed you at make-up a half-hour ago, but whatever.”

The studio was already busy with streams of staff walking purposefully back and forth across the lot despite the early hour. Then again, I was aware that sometimes they did shoots throughout the night. 

I rubbed my eyes. I figured the previous night was probably the last one that I would be getting as much as six hours of sleep for the next six weeks.

Though I’d also spent quite a few hours reading through Lauren’s files to familiarize myself with Brandon Fyfe’s information. I’d always been a quick study and I wanted to stay ahead of the game if I was going to impress Debra. Not that my new client’s information didn’t make for entertaining reading. 

The guy had a list of requirements probably longer than Beyonce’s.

I’d read that Van Halen’s tour rider once demanded M&M’s with absolutely no brown ones. I figured it was as crazy as performer mandates went.

Fyfe’s was close.

No sweets. No carbs. No beer. And mints. Dear god, he had to have mints everywhere. Sugar-free, of course.

Lauren’s file also included quite a long list of Fyfe’s “offenses,” not the least of which was that he tended to show up late to shoots for whatever reason. That one in particular was likely going to be a challenging thing to deal with.

I checked my watch for the time, not even bothering to turn around as I rapped harder on the door. “Mr. Fyfe? Hello? You’re super late now.”

After another two minutes of shifting on my feet, I let out an exasperated groan. “Oh, for god’s sake.” I pulled out the spare keys from my pocket to unlock the door myself and opened it with a swing.

“Mr. Fyfe?” I stepped up into the trailer but it was clear the moment I laid eyes on the enclosed space that my client wasn’t inside. 

Cursing under my breath, I walked past the kitchenette and the leather couch before charging toward the room in the back. I even checked inside the toilet.

He was definitely not in there.

“Oh, you gotta be kidding me.” I hurried out the door again. I blew out a breath, my hands on my hips as I looked around, at a loss.

“Brandon gone again?”

I whirled around. I squinted to recognize one of the make-up artists from across the way.

The slight, lanky guy, wearing a gray silk vest with suede boots was standing by the door to the studio offices. He was probably also on the lookout for Fyfe.

“Uh, yeah.” I raised my hand to gesture. “It’s Vic, right?”

“Victor, if you like. Hi.” With a smile, he came closer to offer his hand to shake mine. “You’re new, huh? Welcome to the third act of the most delayed production ever.”

I broke a smirk. “Um, thanks?”

Victor waved his hand. “Not that it’s all Brandon’s fault. We also had problems with budget cuts and drama with the higher-ups. Honestly, it hasn’t been Debra’s lucky year.”

I shrugged. “Well, so far I’m only in charge of this one problem. I’m so sorry to be holding you all up.”

“I’m sorry to say we’re all used to it.” Victor grinned. “Lauren gave you the list though, right?”

My eye lit up at the recollection and I pulled up my phone to find another particular list from the Brandon Fyfe files.

Apparently, Brandon had well-known “escapes”—places he was known to hide in, holes in the wall. I supposed it was now up to me to check out each haunt until I found him. Like a scavenger hunt. I scrolled through the list, already making a face. “What is this? The Irish Pub, Shiatsus on Seventh, L4 gym on Bleecker, Cece McEntire—is that a clothing store?”

Victor gave me a pointed look.

I rolled my eyes. “Right.” If I had to bust in on him while he was with some bimbo groupie, there was no timer fast enough to track how fast I would quit this job. I groaned out loud right as my phone rang. I glanced down to read the Caller ID.

Lauren.

Uh-oh.

Victor craned his neck to have a nosy at my phone himself. “Better get started, sweetie,” he advised. “The clock is ticking.”
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This was nothing, I told myself as I raced around the city to hunt down my client.

One time last year, I had to make two hundred sandwiches at a hospice charity event, at the same time that I had to tutor an upstart twelve-year-old, and then deliver a truckload of balloons across town whilst battling Manhattan rush hour traffic.

I shook my head briskly to clear it and refocus.

This was nothing, I tried to convince myself yet again.

Taking the steps up to the fourth floor of an austere sort of building two at a time, I huffed as I spoke into the Bluetooth headset attached to my ear. “Yes, I think I’ve finally found him.”

The production coordinator had been calling Lauren every fifteen minutes in the past couple of hours, and then Lauren had been calling me.

Brandon Fyfe was keeping a staff of about sixty waiting, sitting around, burning a hole through Debra’s bottom line.

I glanced up at the sign on the wall and turned left following the arrow labeled “Dr. Blumenthal.” I should have known one of the places on his list was a shrink. I clenched my jaw. This was absolutely not how I saw my first day on the job going.

I plowed through the door, despite the notice “Ongoing Session.”

“Oh, hey, my limo is here.” Brandon was reclined back on a La-Z-Boy armchair, his long legs stretched out across the area rug as he nonchalantly announced my presence. “Dr. Blumenthal, this is my new PA, Rye Williams.”

I stood at the open doorway as I stared at him. “Do you have any regard for anyone but yourself?”

“Doc?” Brandon simply turned toward his shrink, the late-forties female psychiatrist, sitting behind her desk across from him.

“No, not really,” Dr. Blumenthal responded for him. “Mr. Fyfe suffers from the typical narcissistic and entitled behavior common for his type of employment, possibly stemming from his career peaking way too early, but we are still exploring other underlying factors.”

I shot her a flat look then looked back over at my charge with a dark glare. “I’ve just been to three bars, two spas, and had to creatively misdirect a very fanatical woman in the Arts district looking for you. This was my eighth stop.”

“And it only took you two hours. Congratulations,” Brandon drawled.

I gave him a suffering look. “Everyone is waiting for you, your highness. Lauren has been calling me nonstop all morning. You’re going to get your pampered butt off that couch and into the car downstairs.”

Brandon chuckled as though he was used to empty threats.

“NOW.”

My tone somehow made Brandon turn to glare up at me. “Or what?”

I tilted my head at his obstinacy. “Whatever it is, I imagine I’d be breaking my NDA, but I assure you, I’d be more than happy to.”

A bemused smirk on her face, Dr. Blumenthal leaned back in her seat. “I see you’ve built a rapport with this one.”

I snapped to attention. My expression instantly neutralized to give the doctor an apologetic please-don’t-shoot-the-messenger sheepish look. “It’s my first day.”

Dr. Blumenthal’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “It is? Interesting.” She turned to Brandon slowly, looking exceedingly curious.

Brandon rolled his eyes. “Oh my god, okay.” Pulling a lever with a crank, he pushed up off the chair. “I’m not paying you to speculate about irrelevant things.”

“Or you might simply think they’re irrelevant,” the doctor chimed in.

“Aaahhh—” Brandon groaned out loud, dismissing her with a wave as he stalked to the exit with me following suit.

“Do you have my mints?” he asked as he clattered down the stairs.

I handed him a pack over his shoulder as I tried my best to keep up with his long strides.

As soon as we exited the building, I began to rattle off, “Make-up has been waiting for you all morning. Your agent called to check if you had signed off on that photoshoot for Bonds next month. Jim called to ask if it was okay to move your weights training up to four this afternoon instead of three. Debra also mentioned that you needed assistance setting up a social media account so I can help you with that later.”

I was still speaking as we both hopped into the black sedan waiting by the curb. “I got Germaine to prep you some breakfast. I wasn’t sure if you’d had anything to eat yet.” I rapped on the divider glass in the car. “Let’s go, Lou!”

“Awesome.” Brandon slumped in the seat, slipping his dark sunglasses on, and holding out his hand presumably for the food and I handed him the box from beside me across the way as the car drove off.

I was checking my phone to read new messages but the moment Brandon flipped the food box lid, he groaned so loud, I jumped in my seat. “What? What?”

He shoved the box back toward me. “I can’t eat that. Who did you ask to make this?” he demanded. “Look, I have a very strict diet. I thought everyone was made aware of it. Do you think it’s easy to stay looking like this? Take that crap away. I don’t even want to see it.”

Almost affronted by his accusatory tone, I pursed my lips. He was making it sound as though I had intentionally tried to do the wrong thing. But I took a deep breath to keep my patience in check. 

For sure, I wasn’t new to dealing with prima donnas. I was simply going to have to rise above and try to be understanding.

Today was probably a fluke. A rite of passage. A bad day.

Surely, even Beyonce had one of those.
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Chapter 3 - A Personal Life
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The administrative offices at Lightscape studios were about as tidy as the rest of the lot. It wasn’t an unusual sight for the office to be busy even at night since production often rolled twenty-four-seven.

That evening though, there was only one laptop giving the room a soft blue glow and it was sitting on the PA’s desk.

Among the precarious tower of folders, boxes of files, talent headshots, promotional materials, and half-empty containers of Chinese takeaways on the table, I had found a pile of papers just high enough for me to plunk my head on and have a snooze.

“Rye. Wake up.”

Someone was shaking my shoulder.

“Rye?”

“I’m awake!” My head shot up off the table, almost sending the stack of papers cascading off one side. I blinked a few times to get my bearings before looking up with a wan smile. “Oh, hey, Victor.”

Victor chuckled even as he surveyed the mess on my desk. “You okay, sweetie?”

“I’m fine,” I murmured, straightening up my Bluetooth earpiece then gathering up some papers around my not-normally-this-messy desk.

“Is Lauren around?”

“She’s with Debra working on a pitch.”

“Oh. I’ll just leave her a message then. Her phone’s probably full of urgents.” Victor reached for a Post-it note, leaning against the edge of the table to scrawl his message down.

I covered my yawn with my hand before automatically checking my phone for messages.

Victor regarded me with a sympathetic look. “So, how’s it going?” 

And I blinked up at him, considering how to respond.

Debra had asked me the exact same question at our “catch-up” that morning but I hadn’t been quite sure how to describe the last two weeks.

“Nightmare” might have been an appropriate word, possibly “living nightmare.”

It had been a whole two weeks of babysitting the most delinquent actor on the face of the planet.

What I had thought was a one-off bad day scenario quickly progressed into successive bad days with my cranky, self-absorbed, entirely entitled client. The job was almost akin to literally ‘babysitting’ in that Fyfe barely considered doing anything for himself.

Though to be fair, it wasn’t that Brandon was necessarily rude to me in particular. He just seemed to enjoy sneaking off and making people go through hoops to get his time, taken to hiding in the oddest of places. I had even already added several new haunts to “Brandon’s escapes” list for the record.

On the upside, I was already learning so much about the behind-the-scenes processes on a film set. I’d even made a few friends.

I was also thrilled that the production was for a cinematic fantasy television series, involving green screens, digital effects, and stunt coordination. Some days, I would get permission to watch the editing team or costume staff at work. It was endlessly fascinating how creative all these people were. I absolutely loved how everyone had such a vision of things.

That was on the rare occasions that Brandon showed up on time, or when I wasn’t running around trying to instigate a manhunt.

Of course, I didn’t tell Debra any of that.

Not that Debra wasn’t aware of Brandon’s antics.

I figured Debra wanted to get a feel for whether or not I was on the verge of quitting just as the ones before me had done. But it was just as I’d told Debra. I had everything under control. And by golly, I would.

I shook my head to dismiss the thought before meeting Victor’s gaze steadily to respond to his actual question. “You know what? I think it’s going to be okay.”

A corner of Victor’s mouth curled up in somewhat impressed amusement. “What are you still doing here anyway?”

“Research.” I gestured to my laptop and Victor glanced over.

“Are you researching Brandon?”

“I just need a little more information about what I’m up against.”

Notwithstanding everything I’d told Debra this morning, I couldn’t keep putting up with the torturous days and nights for four more weeks.

I was down to reading every tabloid article, every news article, every footnote and mention of him in the media, every reference, every bit part, every role, every commercial in his past. I had to find a weakness, a smoking gun, some type of leverage.

I had to figure out a way to handle him. Otherwise, I was
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