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      The first thing I register when I wake up is that my head feels like a construction site…complete with jackhammers, bulldozers, and buzzsaws.

      The second thing? A man-shaped lump is snoring on the other corner of the bed.

      My eyes snap up to a ceiling fan spinning lazily, its blades carving the sunrise into fractured stripes. I don’t remember ceiling fans. Or velvet drapes the color of a bruised plum.

      "Oh no," I croak, throat raw. This isn’t my hotel room! "No no no⁠—"

      I jerk upright, and the world tilts violently.

      My head protests with a stab of nausea, as I glance at my hand. There’s a ring on my wedding finger. A chunky silver band with Celtic knots that glint mockingly in the harsh Vegas sun.

      My clothes are still on, thank Christ, but the Greenbuild Conference badge clipped to my shirt stares back at me.

      OPAL KENT, KEYNOTE SPEAKER screams the lanyard, now tangled with a gauzy white veil knotted in my bird’s nest of hair.

      The ring wasn't there yesterday afternoon. Which means it was probably put there sometime after the Elvis officiant started singing "Love Me Tender."

      Oh God.

      The man sprawled across the king-sized bed is face-down in a pillow, one muscled arm hanging off the edge. His hair is copper under the sunlight, and even asleep, he radiates the kind of rugged confidence that I’m sure gets him in trouble on a regular basis. His contoured back is bare, revealing a landscape of tattoos with freckles in between, across broad shoulders. The sheet is tangled around his waist, but miraculously he’s still in his jeans.

      I know this man.

      Rourke Fogerty. The log-rolling expert from my sister Teagan’s lumberjack camp with the Irish accent and a grin that melts your panties right off. The one who's been flirting with every female guest for the past three years, according to Teagan's exasperated updates.

      And apparently, if the matching silver band now visible on his left hand is any indication…my husband.

      "Holy shit," I whisper, my voice sounding like I've been gargling gravel.

      Rourke stirs at the sound. He groans as he turns his head toward me, his beard a glorious mess of auburn, gold, and a hint of gray. When his eyes open—green as the Irish countryside, naturally—they focus on me with the same dawning horror as mine.

      "Please tell me, lass," he says, his accent thick and rough, "that you're just a very vivid dream brought on by too much tequila and whiskey."

      "Sorry to disappoint," I croak, holding up my left hand to show him the ring. "But I think we have bigger problems."

      He squints, then looks at his own hand. The color drains from his face, which is impressive considering he already looks like death warmed over.

      "Jesus, Mary, and Joseph," he breathes, running a hand through his hair. "We couldn’t have…"

      "I'm afraid we did." I spot my purse on the nightstand and reach for it, ignoring the way the movement makes my stomach lurch.

      My phone has seventeen missed calls from Teagan, but more importantly, tucked into a side pocket is a piece of paper that confirms my worst fears.

      "Certificate of Marriage," I read aloud. "Issued by the Little Chapel of Everlasting Love.”

      Rourke’s head falls back into the pillow. "This is exactly the kind of shit Teagan lectures me about avoiding."

      Wait. "Teagan lectures you about avoiding this crap? She lectures me about creating it."

      "Aye, well." He looks up, and despite everything, he grins. "Takes one to know one, I suppose."

      The Greenbuild International architecture conference ended yesterday with a celebration lunch. I'd been the hit of the weekend—my presentation on sustainable resort design had gone over so well that three different companies wanted to hire me on the spot. I was feeling invincible, celebrating with the kind of enthusiasm that would make Teagan roll her eyes and my brother-in-law, Connor, shake his head.

      Then there was the bachelor party. A group of guys had crashed our event when we moved out to the hotel bar, and I recognized their leader—tall, charming, with an accent that scrambled my insides—from Timber Run.

      Small world.

      Flashes erupt in my head like firecrackers.

      
        
        Rourke leaning across the bartop, rolling a lime wedge between his fingers like a dare. "You drink like you design buildings, lass—all flair and no foundation."

        Me slamming back my fourth shot, the room spinning in a kaleidoscope of conference badges and bachelor party beer steins. "Says the man in a feather boa. I bet I can outlast you."

        His grin, sharp and delighted. "Careful, architect. I’m Irish, the closest to a professional you can get."

        The clink of glasses.

      

      

      "Your friend's bachelor party," I say to him slowly. "You bet me I couldn't out-drink an Irishman."

      He snorts "And then you proved it by putting away half the bar and still being coherent enough to suggest we find somewhere 'more festive.'"

      My head throbs. "Jesus…"

      "We hit the town. I remember riding a mechanical bull, winning at roulette, and volunteering at a magic show." He chuckles. "I proposed in front of a crowd after you sang "Luck Be a Lady" at a karaoke club better than Frank Sinatra."

      My face heats up. I barely remember any of this. Just moments. Happy moments… but… "We found the rings and this,” I yank the veil from my hair, “at a pawn shop.”

      Rourke nods. "Then it was off to the wedding chapel."

      The chapel. I remember the neon signs, the plastic flowers, the way Rourke had looked at me when the Elvis impersonator asked if we were sure we wanted to do this. There had been something in his eyes, not just alcohol and attraction, but something I’d never seen before in a man’s eyes. Something that made me say yes instead of laughing it off.

      "We were completely plastered," I say, suddenly disappointed that I don’t remember our kiss.

      "Aye," he agrees, but there's something careful in his voice. "Completely pissed."

      Getting drunk and marrying someone I barely know in Vegas is excellent evidence for my sister’s treatise on "Opal makes terrible decisions."

      At least Rourke isn’t a total stranger. I've met him a couple of times at the camp. And I’ve been hearing about him for a while now. How he makes the guests laugh during log-rolling lessons. How he playfully banters with Ewan, the Scottish sawyer, at Heritage Nights. How he's always been the life of every party.

      “We should figure out how to fix this," I say.

      "Right," he confirms, nodding. "Should be simple enough, considering..."

      He doesn't finish the sentence, but he doesn’t need to. I swear this is the kind of mistake that only happens in romantic comedies, not to real people. Right?

      "We just need to keep it quiet until we can get it sorted out." I try to ignore the twist in my stomach. "No need for anyone to know we screwed up this badly. Especially my sister."

      "Agreed." He's already reaching for his phone. "The crew would never let me live it down. Shite, I'm supposed to be the fun one, not the⁠—"

      "Disaster?" I suggest helpfully, and he lets out a laugh that's only slightly strained.

      "Isn’t that usually you?"

      "Hey!" I protest, then wince because talking loudly makes my head pound. "I prefer spontaneous.”

      "Is that what we're calling it?" But he's smiling now, and I'm reminded of why the female population swoons over him. It's not just the accent or the muscles…or the height—though those don't hurt at all. It's the way he focuses all his attention on you, even when you're discussing what a terrible mistake you've both made.

      "Look," I say, forcing myself to be practical. "We’re going back to Timber Run anyway. I have a week before I head back to London. We can figure out the legal stuff together once we're there."

      "Right. Together."

      There's something odd in his green eyes that makes my pulse quicken despite my aching head.

      "I should go back to my own hotel," I say, more to break the tension than because I'm in any hurry to move. "I need to shower and pack."

      "Aye, wait a second and I’ll get you a cab." He sits up and stretches, and I watch as those decadent abs flex and bunch. I have to tear my gaze away before I do something even more impulsive than marrying him.

      "I'll be fine," I say, my mouth watering. I grab my purse and stand carefully, gaining my balance.

      "Are you sure? I don’t want you meeting another man on the way and having two marriages to annul.”

      My mouth drops open, then my eyes narrow. “You’re funny."

      "Just playin’, Opal." He laughs. "Come on, let me walk you down to the lobby."

      I shake my head, and instantly regret the motion. "No, please. I’d like to be alone for a little while."

      He gets up and studies me, tilting his head. Or maybe that’s still my hangover. "I’m assuming we’re on the same flight to Bozeman at twelve-thirty. How about I have my cab swing by your hotel and pick you up at…" he glances at his phone… "Eleven?"

      I nod. "Yes, that’ll work. Thank you."

      He smiles.

      And as I walk out of the room,  I try to convince myself that this is just a crazy story I'll tell at parties someday. It’s just a wild weekend in Vegas that doesn't mean anything beyond a temporary lapse in judgment.

      The problem is, I've never been very good at convincing myself of things I’m not one hundred percent sure of.
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