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      I’m not a big believer in romance. I’m certainly not the type of woman to get drunk, meet a guy, and go to friggin Reno later that night to get married.

      

      But Dr. Hottie himself, AKA Jack Stratton, changed all that. Even if it was all a lie.

      

      Okay, so our relationship is as fake as a bad spray tan. It’s all to show up our mutual exes, make them realize how much they miss us. Can I help it if Jack is so ridiculously handsome that simply being near him makes me blush? And when he smiles at me…

      

      Maybe I should’ve nicknamed him Dr. Panty Dropper.

      

      And I admit, part of me is head-over-heels in love with him. How can I not be when he keeps telling me we have to spend time together? We have to keep up the charade. We have to kiss in private so it looks good when we do it for show.

      

      When my ex finally gets the message a month after our “wedding”, I’m left with two options. Go back to the man who the whole town says is right for me… or gather all my courage and strike off in a new direction. A direction that includes a new future that Jack and I make, together.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      If Addison Fuller could summarize her experience with drinking tequila, it would probably go like this: tequila gives you rug burn on your face, and a ring on your finger.

      But to tell the story correctly, she would have to start from the beginning, before she’d ever laid eyes on Dr. Jack Stratton. It would go something like this…

      Addy made a frustrated sound, and felt a little chunk of her worries slide away. As she wiped down the built-in bookshelves in the great room, she felt the weight of the past ten days melt away. Even the confrontation with Jeremy seemed like a distant memory.

      Who cares if it was just last week? she thought.

      “Additup,” her dad sang from his La-Z-Boy, which was perpetually parked in front of the television. “Take a break! You’re making me tired just watching you.”

      “Then it’s a good thing you’re in a recliner,” she said with a laugh.

      “It’s a holiday! It’s your day off, take a breather,” he said.

      “But then who would pick up after you and Kenzie?” she asked as she moved behind him with a duster and squeezed his shoulder.

      He shook his head and reached for a beer. It was his third one of the day, Addy noted. Drinking beer, yelling at the television, and scowling at social invitations was the trifecta of his life. He barely talked to anyone besides her and Kenzie.

      “Where is Kenzie?” she asked, wondering where her sister had gotten off to.

      Her dad just grunted and looked at the tv in front of him. Her fingers itched to pluck the beer can from his hand before he passed out and spilled it all over the living room rug. She resisted, though.

      I’ll just wait until he’s passed out. It’s not like he’s going anywhere.

      Addy had worried about the drastic shift to hermitdom after her mom had passed, but it had been three years now.

      This is the new normal, she thought to herself. She couldn’t believe there had been a time when her dad had worked eighty-hour weeks getting his restaurant started.

      “What do you think of checking out the fireworks this year?” she asked, though she knew it was pointless. “Dad?”

      She turned around, but he’d already started to snore. Gingerly, she pried the beer from his fingers and put it on the table.

      Just in case she might awaken him with her cleaning, she took her chores to the garage. There was a major project she hadn’t had time for, one that had been on her to-do list for over a year. Keeping the inside of the home clean had been the priority. As Addy began to look through the stuffed shelves, a box of binders shifted and nearly hit her head.

      Carefully, she began to pull out the box. Her own handwriting pulled her back to the blackest of days, when she’d been thirteen years old. It was when her mom had first been diagnosed, and she’d started to track the signs and symptoms meticulously.

      Addison clucked her tongue as she flipped through hundreds of pages of her neat handwriting. Her mom’s entire life, from the day of diagnosis to the day she died, was right here in bright pink and turquoise ink.

      “Red and swollen lymph nodes today,” was scrawled on the page in her ten year old cursive. “Doctor says it’s usually not a sign of cancer.”

      Yeah, well. Sometimes doctors can be wrong.

      Tears began to threaten at the corners of her eyes as she pored over the binders.

      “What are you doing?” she asked herself. She looked to the recycling bin and for a moment had a surge of empowerment.

      What am I keeping these for? But she just couldn’t throw them out. Addy put the box back on the shelf. One day she would do it, but today wasn’t the day.

      Once again, the garage was left for another day. In the laundry room, she sorted the clothes and began a new load. Addy moved to the refrigerator and started to rinse out old bottles of expired condiments and toss takeout food from the restaurant as the washing machine rumbled away.

      Satisfied with the clean fridge, with the shelves wiped down and only healthy, unexpired options available, she sat down at the kitchen island and started to go through the bills.

      Just as she wrote a check for the mortgage, her phone buzzed in her back pocket. It was her sister.

      “Kenzie, what’s up?” she asked.

      “Hey! What are you doing?”

      “Paying the mortgage.”

      “Ew.”

      “Ew? I don’t pay, we’re all homeless.”

      “Whatever. Anyway, I was calling to tell you everyone’s going to Dusty’s tonight for fireworks! You should come.”

      “Everyone? Who’s everyone?”

      “You know, everyone who isn’t a dinosaur but is of legal drinking age. C’mon, you never go out!”

      “I never go to Dusty’s, you mean. There’s a difference.”

      “No, I mean you never go out! You always stay in, doing the bills or whatever. And what’s wrong with Dusty’s? Dive bars are awesome.”

      Addy sighed. Her big Fourth of July plans were to stay home and go to bed early, but Kenzie’s enthusiasm was infectious. Besides, her little sister was right. She didn’t go out anymore.

      “Okay, okay,” Addy said. “I’ll come. What time?”

      “Meet me there in like… thirty minutes after my shift.”

      “Thirty minutes? Is that going to give you enough time to drop the deposit off at the bank on the way?”

      “Oh my God! You never stop! Yes, Boss Lady, I’ll take the deposit.”

      “Be nice or I won’t go.”

      “Okay, okay! Bye Boss Lady, see you tonight.”

      As Addy put the phone away, she was startled by a monstrous snore from her father. He timed it perfectly, right in conjunction with a ding from the washing machine. She switched the wet load to the dryer and began broiling vegetables for her father’s dinner.

      The crockpot full of beef had started to permeate the entire house. As she prepped a chilled salad and kept an eye on the vegetables, a jolt of pleasure shot through her when she realized it would all be done at once—the beef, the veggies, the salad, and the clothes in the dryer.

      Addison fixed a plate for her father and put it aside to cool. Everything else she stored in Tupperware and neatly stacked in the fridge. Addy looked at her watch. One hour to get ready. That was more than enough.

      “Dinner’s on the table,” she said loudly to her father.

      “Thanks, Jan. Love you.” It was the usual response from her father’s beer-laced sleep, but her mother’s name always made her wince.

      She went through her closet carefully and considered every option. Jeremy would probably be there—with Shannon. Everyone went to Dusty’s.

      What exactly does one wear to show your workaholic ex that he’s missing out?

      She sighed when she found nothing besides work clogs, jeans and t-shirts. Addy padded down the hall toward Kenzie’s room, and stopped short when she saw her parents’ bedroom door open and the light on.

      Her dad sat on the bed and absentmindedly ran his hand across the bedspread. He’d slept in the guest room on a small twin bed ever since her mom had died.

      Addy knocked softly at the door. Her dad smiled up at her.

      “Your mom loved the Fourth of July,” he said simply.

      Her eyes immediately filled with tears. He almost never talked about her mom.

      “Are you going out?” he asked.

      “I-- I was going to meet Kenzie downtown, but I’ll stay and keep you company if you like. Dusty’s really isn’t my thing, anyway.”

      He shook his head and looked out the window.

      “There’s a plate for you in the kitchen if you’re hungry,” she said.

      He didn’t reply and she tiptoed out of the room. It felt like an invasion on her part, like she’d stumbled into something sacred.

      In Kenzie’s closet, she flicked through the designer jeans carefully hung on wooden hangers and sorted by wash. She flipped through and picked out a distressed, skintight jean skirt. Then she paired that with a tight knit tank top with an American flag embossed in gold on the front.

      No one will accuse me of not being patriotic this Fourth of July, she thought.

      She slipped into Kenzie’s navy blue ballet flats. Something was missing. She held her own gaze in Kenzie’s mirror and released her ash brown hair from its high ponytail, letting it cascade down her back. That was better.

      As she drove to Dusty’s, she couldn’t get the image of her dad out of her head. He looked so lost, so small in that room. Yet she’d understood that he wasn’t being a martyr or stubborn. He’d truly wanted to be alone that night. It made her sad, though.

      She had to park on the street three blocks from the bar. Even from that distance, she could hear the music as it blared into the night.

      The bouncer, a quiet boy she’d gone to school with, nodded at her and she began to weave her way through the packed crowd. Most of them were local drillers and their families, vaguely familiar faces she’d seen at Target throughout her life.

      Dusty’s was packed wall to wall, but Kenzie was easy to spot. Her sister had scored a table, of course, an arm’s stretch from the bar. Two pitchers of beer sweated on the table, and Kenzie was surrounded by people she’d never seen before.

      “You made it!” Kenzie shrieked as Addy approached. She jumped up and hugged her tight. “Lemme get you a drink. Stella! Pour my big sister a drink. Here, I’ll introduce you—”

      Kenzie named a few people she knew, but two she didn’t—Jack and Philip.

      “And these two, they’re the new doctors in town. And they both look like they just walked off the set of General Hospital,” Kenzie said with a grin. She was already slightly buzzed. “Don’t they look so young!”

      They did both look like movie stars, Jack with his dark hair and dark eyes to match, Philip with lighter hair and an easy smile that lit up the room. They were both tall and broad, dwarfing Addy when they stood over her and shook her hand.

      “I’m twenty-nine,” Philip said with a laugh. “Hardly old.”

      “That’s close enough to thirty,” Kenzie said. “But most importantly, they’re single. Be still, my heart.”

      Philip gave her a warm smile and a nod, but Kenzie immediately pounced back on him. He was skilled at this whole thing, and knew just what to do with a much younger admirer, Addison could tell. But it was Jack, the brooding one of the pair, that made her draw closer.

      Addy had never been good at these kinds of things. She clutched her beer like it was a life raft and settled onto one of the recently vacated barstools. It was still warm from the previous owner.

      She sipped at the too-warm beer and looked around the table. When she scanned back to Jack, he looked at her openly. She both smiled and laughed silently at the awkwardness.

      “Oh, I love this song!” Kenzie said as Halsey began to pour out of the speakers. “Come on, let’s dance!”

      Philip jumped right up and let Kenzie grab his arm. Her entourage followed suit. In seconds, the table was nearly empty, save for Addy and Jack.

      “Looks like it’s just the two of us now,” he said.

      The accent. Oh lord, the accent. It was Australian, and properly heartstopping.

      “Are we really supposed to sit around doing this until midnight?” she asked.

      He laughed. “I dunno. This is an American holiday, so you’re in charge. But I think if we stick together, we’ll be able to make it.”

      She blushed.

      “I think you’ve picked the wrong American party leader,” she said.

      “Well. It might also help if we get tanked.”

      “Agreed. Do you like tequila?”

      His eyebrows shot up, and even she was surprised at her own forwardness. But it was too late now. She grabbed his arm and dragged him to the bar. As soon as she stood up, the beer she’d sucked down shot to its full power. She was tipsy and emboldened.

      “Four shots of Cuervo,” she said to the bartender, a girl she recognized from high school. The bartender gave her the staple nod of the town, the one that said, “I got you, because we’re in this thing together.”

      “I’ll have the same,” he called. Addy laughed.

      She chuckled. There was no way she could drink all that and still be standing, but she would go along with it. If only to keep Jack looking at her like that…
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      “Cheers,” she said. “But to what?”

      “Well first, you have to make eye contact when you cheers,” he said. “Otherwise it’s bad luck. And second, let’s cheers to a different reason each time.”

      “You go first,” she said.

      “Cheers,” he said as he clinked her glass and held her gaze. “To American holidays. To your country’s unabashed love of blowing things up, and pies made with Crisco.”

      “Nobody uses Crisco anymore,” she said.

      “Okay, then. Cheers because… honestly it’s this, or I’ll have to let Philip try to set me up all night.”

      She felt a small burn of jealousy go down with the yellow liquid.

      “Cheers because I’m so fucking awkward,” she said as she raised her glass.

      “Hear, hear,” he said. He made it look like it was Sprite he was shooting back. “Cheers because I signed a contract to be in this town for at least a year. God help me.”

      “Hey!” she said. “It’s not so bad.”

      The second shot somehow went down even coarser than the first, and she pulled a face as she bit into the lime to cut the burn. From over Jack’s shoulders, she caught sight of Jeremy and Shannon slow dancing as Paradise City began its first strums.

      “Can’t handle it?” he asked with a smile. “I thought pretty American girls could drink.”

      She blushed. He called me pretty.

      “Yeah, well, I don’t normally drink tequila.”

      “You ordered it.”

      “I ordered four.”

      “I know, so did I.”

      She gave him a look, and he grinned. She was nearly knocked down by that smile, so she raised another shot glass.

      “Right. Okay, then. Number three. You ready?”

      “Are you?” he asked.

      “Cheers because my ex is here and it looks better to be talking to you than to be by myself.”

      “Wow, thanks,” he said. “But I’ll take it.”

      He downed the shot easily. “Why is your ex an ex?”

      A laugh bubbled up from her chest.

      “Uhhh… it’s a long story. Basically he works all the time, and says he doesn’t have time for a needy girlfriend. Except now he’s with Shannon, I see him everywhere, all the time. Doing all the things he told me he didn’t have the time to do. So…”

      She ran her finger around the rim of one of the empty shot glasses, feeling an acute shot of jealousy burn through her. Or is that just the tequila?

      “My turn,” he said. “Cheers because what else do I have to do other than to help a girl get back at her ex.”

      “I’m not trying to get back at him,” she said, too quickly. The taste of the tequila on her tongue made her cut her defenses short.

      “Cheers because tequila makes everything better,” she said.

      It was true. As she took another shot, she felt the warm glow spread outward from her chest.

      “How right you are,” Jack said. “You’re on a roll. Your turn again.”

      “Cheers because … it’s better to be drinking than to be running everyone else’s lives,” she said.

      He gave her a curious look. “Are you the mayor or something?”

      “Hardly,” she said with a laugh. “I work at a restaurant. I’m like the manager, but without the title or the pay.”

      “Ah,” he said. “So you’re the queen of your hive, then.”

      Briefly she wondered what he meant by that, but the tequila had started to turn her brain to mush. They slammed their glasses down on the table in unison.

      “So you’re a doctor. Do you love it?”

      He ducked his head. “I do. I’m in emergency medicine, and there is nothing like the rush of adrenaline that accompanies helping someone who’s experienced a trauma.”

      “So you do it because you’re an adrenaline junkie?”

      He grinned. “Partly. The other part is because my father was a doctor, and his father before him, and his father before him… so it was sort of expected that I would follow in their footsteps.”

      “Gotcha. You’re fulfilling familial obligations.”

      “That may have got me into med school, but I had to pass the classes and work the crazy thirty hour shifts.”

      “I didn’t mean to imply that you didn’t earn the right to call yourself a doctor.”

      He nodded, raising another shot glass.

      “Shot number four,” he said. “Ready?”

      “As ready as I’m gonna be.”

      “Cheers because … because … shit, I don’t know.” They both broke into laughter. The tequila had worked its magic. “How about we switch back to beer?”

      “Oh, wow. Did I really outdrink an Australian?” she asked.

      “I’m impressed. I figured you’d think I was British.”

      “Why?” she asked. She felt his arm at her waist as he directed her back to the table.

      “Most beautiful girls hope I’m British,” he said with a shrug. “Something about that accent.”

      Omigod, he called me beautiful. Either I’m really drunk, or he’s interested in me.

      “I don’t like Hugh Grant,” she said as she slid onto the barstool.

      “Good to know,” he said with a laugh. “So, tell me your sob story.”

      “What?”

      “It’s the Fourth of July and you’re at a table with a veritable stranger. You have to have a sob story. Why are you here?”

      “At Dusty’s?”

      “In this town.”

      “Oh. I was born here.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Hey!”

      “I’m sorry I said it like that! I just arrived, I shouldn’t make any judgment calls.”

      “It’s okay,” she said. She realized their heads were inches apart, but it was the only way to have a conversation with the music and the crowd. Somehow, it felt like they were the only two in the room. “Actually, I moved to Santa Fe for college as soon as I could. I couldn’t wait to get out of this town.”

      “Why’d you come back?”

      “I found out my mom was dead.”

      “Wait, what?” She saw the shock swim out of the buzz in his eyes.

      “Sorry, I’m not good at this,” she said. “I mean … she’d been sick a long time. Breast cancer. But I … I didn’t make it back in time.”

      “I’m sorry,” he said. “Truly.”

      “Thank you.”

      “I know how it feels—and I’m not just saying that. My dad died when I was thirteen. I was there, but I wasn’t. You know? I was a kid.”

      “Let’s cheers to that,” she said, and they tipped their beers toward one another. “But you still didn’t tell me why you’re here. I mean really here.”

      He shrugged. “I was in Chicago, doing my residency. I didn’t want to go back to Melbourne, so I came here.”

      “Quite the trip from Australia to Chicago to Tahoe City.”

      “Maybe. So you told me why you came back. You never told me why you stayed.”

      She sighed. “I came back … you know, to take care of everything. And then I got stuck. There’s no other way to put it. I was taking care of my dad, my little sister, the whole ‘estate’ or whatever. Then … I started dating this guy.”

      “Jeremy?”

      “Yeah. How did you know that?”

      “You said his name earlier.”

      “Oh, right. Well, we started dating, and I’d always had a crush on him since I was fifteen. He paid zero attention to me in high school, so when he hit on me… I don’t know. I thought it was another reason to stay.”

      “And now?”

      “Now he’s with Shannon. And they’re rubbing it in my face, even if they don’t mean to. I don’t know. Maybe it was a mistake to stay so long.”

      “Well, there’s good news.”

      “What’s that?”

      “I’m completely comfortable with you using me to make him jealous.”

      “You are?” she asked with a laugh. “You seem pretty confident.”

      “I don’t want to come off as arrogant, but trust me, Addy. I know what I look like. And I’m willing to use it.”

      “Wow,” she said. “Better watch that humility. Don’t want you getting low self-esteem.”

      He laughed. “It’s just the truth. It’s luck, genetics, whatever you want to call it. You should know how it is.”

      She bit her lip and looked into the depths of her beer like it held the answers.

      “Besides,” he continued, “you’re way too pretty to be so concerned with him anyway.”

      She looked up at him. God, he really is gorgeous.

      “What about you? Where’s your family?”

      He smiled. “Well, my mum is in Melbourne, sitting on the board of various charities. No doubt, plotting my marriage to some Australian princess who will be blonde and perky and easy for my mother to control.”

      “Whoa. That’s… unexpected.”

      “If you were thinking that I’m an adult who has total autonomy over my own life, you’d be right. But you also wouldn’t be my mother.” He sipped his beer and looked away, but Addy saw a flash of bitterness in his expression. “God knows what she’s going to do when there are grandchildren in the equation.”

      “I’m glad that you ended up here instead of Melbourne. And that you’re single.”

      He lifted his brows. “Thanks.”

      Addy flung her hand over her mouth. “The tequila is talking, more than I am.”

      He laughed, reached over and tucked her hair behind her ear. “For what it’s worth, anyone who dumped you is a total jerk.”

      “Cheers to that,” she said, and lifted her beer.

      Somehow, another pitcher of beer arrived, but Addy hardly noticed. She was pressed against Jack’s side as he showed her funny videos from med school. She showed him her Instagram, flipping faster past old photos that showed her and Jeremy embracing or kissing.

      “I think your ex is going bald,” he told her, pointing out several photos where it was beginning to be obvious.

      “Fireworks!” someone yelled above the din. “The fireworks are starting.”

      En masse, the bar began to rush outside and bottleneck at the entrance. She felt Jack’s hand on her hip as he steadied her. The blast of cool evening air shot across her face when they made it outside and she breathed in the Tahoe air.

      “Over here,” he said, and led her to an isolated spot beneath a staggeringly tall tree.

      He wrapped his arm around her as the lights exploded in the dark. The crackle, the explosions, the excitement of the night—it all came to a head in her as she looked up at him. His eyes slid toward her mouth and she braced for a kiss, but something stopped her.

      “Hey. What if… what if we pretend to date?”

      He blinked. “What?”

      “Just listen. I’m trying to make my ex jealous, you have your mom breathing down your neck about settling down with someone…”

      He looked at her face, scanning it for something. She felt like her honesty was being gaged, more than anything.

      “Just try it out! You know. We’ll see—”

      Jack leaned down and kissed her, sure and strong. God, he tastes good.

      As he began to pull away, she fluttered her eyes open. Jeremy stared at her from the corner of his eye. He looked nonplussed, even with Shannon’s arm wrapped around his waist.

      Well, good!

      “How’d I do?” Jack asked. “Think he’s mad?”

      “You want another drink?” she asked with a smile.

      “Sure.”

      She led the way into the bar with Jack’s hand in her grasp.

      “Another round of tequila!” she called. The bar was almost empty as the rest of the revelers stayed outside for the show.

      “You got a ride home, Add?” the bartender asked.

      It was the last thing she remembered.
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      Jack squinted against the bright morning light. It poured into the room and lit up the unfamiliar bed. The strange sheets that smelled of vanilla.

      Shit. It wasn’t the first time this had happened.

      For him, there was a fine line between really tipsy and drinking so much that he didn’t remember.

      You’d think after thirty years of life—and fifteen years of drinking—you’d figure it out.

      His head roared. It wasn’t the first time he’d been blackout drunk, but it was the first time in a couple of years.

      He shifted under the duvet and realized he was at least wearing boxers. But nothing else. Jack glanced around the room, mostly white with a distressed vintage dresser in the corner. The back of a propped-open laptop revealed a yoga sticker and outline of California.

      At least I’m still in Tahoe City, he thought.

      But something seemed off. The entire room glistened like a gem. It took him a moment to realize it was glitter, all over the place. By some miracle, he recognized his phone on the bedside table.

      Please don’t be dead, he thought. There was fifteen percent battery and a string of angry texts from an unknown number. As he rolled away, he jumped at the sight of the half-dressed girl beside him.

      Addison. Addy. It all came back to him in a rush, like being smacked in the face by a wave of memories.

      He remembered being at the bar. He remembered talking and flirting with Addison, that it soon crossed the line into taking shots and full on hitting on her. But that didn’t explain what they were doing here, or where here was. He looked her over for clues.

      She was sprawled out on her back, her head turned to the side and her long hair covering her face. One pale pink nipple had slipped out the top of her bra. He felt himself harden at the sight of her full breasts. These were curves he didn’t remember.

      But he pushed the thought aside and pulled the blanket up to cover her. She didn’t budge, and her breathing remained deep and heavy.

      Jack pushed himself up, shaded his eyes, and looked around the room. Where the hell were they? He’d thought it was her bedroom, but upon closer inspection he realized by the frosting-pink décor it was more like a hotel. They were surrounded by several empty bottles of champagne.

      That explains why I’m so goddamned hungover.

      Jack lurched from the bed and staggered to the bathroom. As he leaned his hand against the wall over the toilet and started to relieve himself, he glanced down and nearly pissed all over the place. On his left hand was a shiny titanium ring.

      Jack pulled it off and started to inspect it.

      “Oh, no,” he said. “No, no, Jesus, no.” He raced back into the bedroom and reached under the covers for Addison’s hand.

      She groaned into the room. “What are you doing?” she asked, still half-asleep.

      “Wake up, I need to see your hand.”

      “What’s wrong with my hand?” she asked groggily. “No, it’s my head that hurts—”

      “We have bigger things to worry about.” He finally found her hand and felt the cool metal on her ring finger. His heart dropped into his stomach.

      “What is this?” he asked, and held her hand up to her face.

      “Shh! Oh my God,” she murmured and pulled the pillow over her face.

      “Look, you’ve got to help me out—”

      Addison sat up.

      “Oh, God,” she said, and jumped out of the bed. He watched her as she raced to the toilet in nothing but her underwear. Violent retching and vomiting sounds came from the bathroom, and his doctor training took over.

      Jack grabbed a couple of towels, her hair tie from the bedside table, and filled a glass of water.

      “Vomiting is good,” he called to her. “Get it all out.”

      “I don’t feel so good,” she said when she had eventually gotten it all out of her system.

      She emerged from the doorway, one of the hotel bathrobes wrapped around her slender frame. She looked like a child playing dress-up.

      “I’m right there with you,” he said. “Come here, sit down.”

      He arranged a comfortable spot on the chaise lounge and pushed the water into her hand. She mildly pushed him away as he pulled her hair into a ponytail, but he tsked until she relented.

      “Sorry I puked,” she said, sheepish.

      “I work in the ER. A little vomit doesn’t really bother me,” he said.

      As he looked at her with her bloodshot eyes and dark circles underneath, he couldn’t help but feel sorry for her. Of the two of them, she clearly got the worse end of the bargain.

      “You want to stay sitting up?” he asked. “Or go back to bed?”

      “Back to bed,” she said.

      He tucked her in and went to the bathroom to refill the water. As he filled the glass, he took a second to himself. He looked at the gold band on his fourth finger of his left hand, held it up a little to examine it.

      The fact that he’d had a wedding, that he’d blown through another milestone in his life without any attention paid, made him feel sad. Not that he’d always imagined getting married or anything. That was more his mother’s obsession.

      But every major milestone that he passed was just another without his father, the only parent that had genuinely cared for him. Yeah, his father could be a hard master, punishing Jack mercilessly for even the smallest failure.

      But looking at himself now, Jack could see why his father had rode him so hard. He just wanted Jack to be successful.

      The glass overflowed, and Jack was pulled from his thoughts. When he returned, Addy had rolled herself up in the blanket like a burrito.

      “Addison?” he asked, but was answered with more heavy breaths.

      His phone rang and she groaned in annoyance. He didn’t recognize the number.

      Fuck, I’m supposed to start at urgent care today. It was the hospital, it had to be. Jack searched for an answer, a believable excuse. But for the first time in his life, he had nothing.

      Philip. Philip will know what to do.

      He let the call go to voicemail and immediately called Philip. As he searched for how to start the most awkward conversation of his life, he stepped onto the small patio.

      “Congrats, mister married man!” Philip crowed into the phone.

      He pulled the phone farther away from his ear and winced. “What?”

      “Didn’t you get married last night?”

      “I … I think so?”

      “Yeah, you were really trashed last night. I told you that Reno was too far to go—”

      “Reno?”

      “Yeah, I tried to tell you, but you and Addy were insistent. Don’t you remember? I put you guys in a taxi and gave that guy a generous tip. A really generous tip.”

      “What … what about today’s opening? The new hospital? I was supposed to be there—”

      “Oh, man, nobody even knows we’re open. Don’t sweat it if you don’t make it here.”

      Jack rested his head in his hands. “Yeah, okay.”

      “How’s Mrs. Stratton?”

      Mrs. Stratton? Oh, he means Addison. Jack sat up straight and peered through the glass to the blanket burrito.

      “Uh … she’s not really up yet. Listen, what exactly happened? Last night?

      “You don’t remember anything?” Philip sounded incredulous.

      “I remember doing shots,” he said slowly. “And looking at her ex’s Instagram. Then… nothing.”

      Jack heard a click.

      “Hey, buddy, I’ll have to call you back,” Philip said.

      Jack looked at his phone, silent and close to dead. Slowly, he got up from the wrought iron chair and headed into the bathroom. Under the warm spray of the shower, he started to feel better.

      By now, it was clear Addison wasn’t getting up anytime soon. He called for room service as he toweled off and slipped into the same clothes he wore last night. They reeked of alcohol.

      The food arrived fast and artfully arranged, complete with a rose in a vase. He tipped the attendant at the door and wheeled the cart in himself.

      “Food?” Addison asked as he began to uncover the dishes. She peered curiously at the tray.

      “This first,” he said, and handed her one of eight Gatorades he’d ordered. She opened it and downed the entire bottle in a few gulps. After her second bottle, Jack offered her some of the food.

      She scooted to the end of the bed, still partially wrapped in the blanket and began to eat the French toast, dry, with her fingers. Midchew, she looked at him.

      “Are we in Reno?”

      “Yep,” he said as he tore into an omelet himself.

      “Oh, God. Did we …” she looked down at the wedding band on her finger. “Whose idea was it to get married?”

      “Your guess is as good as mine.”

      “Oh, no. No,” she said, and struggled to get up. She still held the mass of blankets around her. “Where are my clothes? Wait, did we … we didn’t … consummate it, did we?”

      “I don’t think so,” Jack said honestly. “I didn’t, you know, see any evidence of that.”

      “Oh, thank God. Here’s my shirt,” she said. “I mean, don’t get me wrong. You’re hot as hell, but … we just met.”

      “No offense taken. I think your jeans are balled up in the corner there. And by the way? I think we should be a little more concerned about the fact that we apparently got married drunk instead of thinking about whether we had sex drunk.”

      “You’re probably right,” she said. She balled the clothes up in her hand and headed into the bathroom.

      Jack listened to the shower turn on and started to think about how to get the marriage annulled.

      That was a thing, right? In Nevada? It happened all the time, didn’t it?

      “Hey, is this your laptop out here?” he called.

      “I don’t know. What does it look like?” her voice was muffled by the water.

      “Silver with a yoga sticker.”

      “Yeah, that’s mine. Apparently, I was Type-A planner enough to get that out of the trunk before getting hitched to a stranger.”

      The laptop was at two percent and had started to shut down. Still, he caught a glimpse of Jeremy’s Instagram page before the screen flickered to black.

      Addison slunk back into the bedroom, her hair wrapped in a towel.

      “Feel better?” he asked.

      “A little. I threw up the French toast, though. I … I should have known better than to drink tequila.”

      “I hate to say this, but … I think we should head back to Tahoe,” he said. “We can, you know, figure out the legalities later.”

      “Right,” she said, and nodded. “That’s probably for the best.”

      He could smell both of them as they huddled into the small elevator. Outside, the sun was blinding and painful. They both groaned and shaded their eyes, neither of them with sunglasses.

      “How did we get here?” she asked as they surveyed the empty parking lot.

      “I think a taxi,” he said.

      “So we’re stranded?”

      “So it appears.”

      She sighed and trudged forward, and he followed her.
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