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Carrie

Have you ever gotten yourself into something you couldn’t get out of? I agreed to pretend to be Jed’s girlfriend for his family. Now there’s too much on the line and I have to be his fake fiancé as well. He’s smoking hot, but he’s also a billionaire playboy. I can't read too much into it. I can’t fall in love with him.

Jed 

I asked her to be my fake fiancé for one convention. One. And what does she do? She tells my family that we’re engaged. With my business falling apart and the alpha title on the line, there’s no going back. I have to play along and ride this thing out. I broke my first rule when I hired her, but I won’t break the second one. I won’t fall in love with her. I just can’t.

Will Carrie and Jed pull off the roles of a lifetime, or will someone figure out the truth? Fur flies, alpha’s roar, and passion ignites in this grizzly shifter romance.    
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Chapter 1 – Jed
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“Are you buying this shit?” Brad said as he hurled his glass to the floor, shattering it into a million pieces. “Suddenly the eternal bachelor returns home just in time to take Dad’s position. I don’t think so.” 

“Brad, please don’t,” Momma said as she rushed over to pick the shards of broken glass out of the puddle of wine that lay on the oyster white carpet.

Brad, he always had to ruin everything. It didn’t matter what it was—a wedding, a birthday party, and now our father’s funeral. Everything was always all about him.

“Don’t what? Don’t say what everyone else is thinking?” Brad said, raising his voice. “He comes back here with a fiancée that nobody has heard about before. Doesn’t anybody else find that just a tad too convenient?”

“Let me do that,” Cheryl said as she took the broken pieces of glass out of momma’s hands. “You go sit down.”

“Could you please have some respect for your father?” Momma said. “If you’re going to do this, you’re not doing it here.”

“Of course you’re going to side with him. You always sided with him. Even when we were kids. Jed, the golden child, could never do any wrong.”

Golden child? Could never do any wrong? Was he fucking kidding? I spent half my teenage years grounded for one reason or another while he ran free. If they’d only cracked down on him back then, perhaps he wouldn’t be such an asshat now.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, turning to Carrie. “He isn’t always like this.”

“No worries,” she said, smiling at Brad. “I figured the welcoming mat would have a couple of nails in it.”

“Carrie,” Momma said suddenly. “Let’s not forget about our guest, Brad. She didn’t sign up to put up with your mouth.”

Poor Carrie. She didn’t sign up for any of this. Or did she? Hey, I didn’t ask her to tell my family we were getting married. But she didn’t deserve the flack that Brad was giving her, giving us.

“If you have a problem with me, take it up with me and leave her out of it,” I said, making my way across the living room to where Brad stood.

“Hey, bro, it’s not my fault. She put herself in the middle,” Brad said as he reached out and shoved me by the shoulders. 

He didn’t. He so didn’t go there. Brother or not, he started it, and I was going to finish it. 

“She’s not any part of this and you know it,” I said, shoving him backwards into one of the stools that stood in front of the bar. 

“Take it outside,” Momma said. “When I said you two weren’t doing this here, I meant it.” 

“Momma’s right,” Cheryl said. “Take your pissing match somewhere else. We don’t need this right now.” 

“What you both need,” Carrie said, walking over to Brad and I, “is to settle down. You’re supposed to be grieving your father’s death. Why are you so insistent on making a mockery of everything?” 

Brad turned and glared at her with his nostrils flaring. The low growl that escaped from his lips terrified me as I grabbed her arm and pulled her back for fear that he’d let his bear instincts take over and rip her apart. 

***
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“ENGAGED? ENGAGED, CARRIE? Have you lost your ever-loving mind?” I seethed once we were alone in my childhood bedroom.

“What else was I supposed to do? They said you needed a wife. I’m already pretending to be your fiancée for the conference anyway. I didn’t think it was a big deal.”

Oh Carrie, if you only knew. There are so many things about me that you don’t know, that you should never know. We’re walking a fine line here and I can’t even tell you. 

“A big deal? This is a huge deal. You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into,” I said quietly as I grabbed her by the shoulders. 

“Are those all yours?” she asked as she looked past me to admire the trophies on top of my Tallboy dresser over by the window. 

“Yes, but...” I managed to get out before she broke my grasp and walked over to take a closer look. 

“A quarterback and a bowler, who’d have thought?” she said, picking one up.

“Put that down and stop changing the subject,” I said, taking it out of her hand.

“I thought I was helping. Besides, if I can handle Wendy, I’m sure I can handle a quick game of house.”

“This isn’t a game, Carrie. This is my family. They’re dealing with my father’s funeral, and now you’ve got them expecting a wedding.”

“I didn’t hear you protesting at the time.”

“What was I supposed to do? Make you look like a liar in front of all of them?”

“Oh, so should I have told them I wasn’t really your girlfriend? Who’s the liar now?” she asked, exasperated. “Maybe I’ll march out there right now and tell them the truth. How about that?” 

That’s what I loved about Carrie. She always had me by the balls, and not always in the good way. 

“Just calm down. We’ll get through this,” I said as she tossed me a pillow.

“What’s this for?”

“For you. You’re sleeping on the floor tonight.”

“Like hell I am. This is my room, Carrie. Remember that.”

“I’m doing you a huge favor. You remember that.”

“Fine, you take the bed,” I murmured, feeling defeated.

***
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“MOMMA,” I SAID AS WE walked into the dining room, “everything smells wonderful.” I bent over and kissed her on the cheek before I showed Carrie to our seats at the sprawling table.

“Carrie, I’m delighted you could join us,” Cheryl said in a disapproving voice as we sat down.

Carrie smiled and thanked her. I knew I had to keep her out of Cheryl’s clutches, at least for the time being.

Calm down, Jed. It’s just your imagination. Cheryl isn’t going to cause any wrinkles in your plan, or non-plan or whatever this is.

“Yes, isn’t it nice to have the whole family with us,” Momma said. “Our Jed, back from Chesapeake Bay after all these years. My, my, my.”

“Let’s not forget those that aren’t with us,” Brad said through clenched teeth as he reached out for the roast beef.

“Brad, I would never forget your father,” Momma said. “How could you even think that?”

“You’re so excited about Jed and this... This... I can’t remember her name...”

“Her name is Carrie,” I interjected.

“Whatever, but you’ve barely mentioned Poppa.”

“Brad, your father was a legacy onto his own. He served us and our clan well. We’re wishing him a safe journey into the afterlife, and we’re welcoming Carrie into our family.”

“Thank you,” Carrie said, setting her glass of wine down and smiling at Momma.

“This right here, this is bullshit,” Brad said. “There is no way in hell that Jed should be the new Alpha. The heir apparent is supposed to be married, and he shows up here with a fiancé just in time for the funeral. Don’t you all find that just a tad too convenient?”

“Oh, stop whining,” Cheryl said. “You always knew you were the spare.”

“The spare. What the hell is a spare? I did everything right. I stayed with my family and I got married.”

“And Jed’s doing the same,” Cheryl said.

“When has he ever stood by our family? If he’d been here, we might not have lost Poppa to the wolves,” Brad said as tears ran down his cheeks.

I cringed, knowing that Carrie was getting an earful. I could only imagine what she was thinking, and I wouldn’t blame her if she made a mad dash for the door. But she didn’t. God bless her, she didn’t.

“That was a losing battle,” Cheryl said. “One more person couldn’t have made a difference.”

“He was old, Cheryl. He couldn’t fight like he used to. We were all there, Brad. None of us made a difference. What makes you think things would have been different if Jed had been there?” Momma asked.

“Yes, Brad, what makes you think it would have made a difference?” Cheryl snickered. “Unless you think Jed here is strong enough to be the new Alpha, in which case this argument is a moot point.”

“I just don’t see how he can come waltzing in here with a new girlfriend and have you all fall all over him like he’s a god or something.”

“She’s not my girlfriend, she’s my fiancée,” I interrupted.

“You called her your girlfriend when you arrived,” he said.

“I thought it was best to hold off announcing our engagement until after the funeral,” I said solemnly.

There, that made sense. Just like the old days. Brad could throw anything at me and I could twist it around and make it work in my favor.

“No, you thought it was best to hold off announcing it until you thought I might become the new Alpha,” he said sarcastically.

“First, you could never be an Alpha,” I said, half laughing at his suggestion. “Second, I didn’t announce it. Carrie did.”

“And why don’t you think I could ever be Alpha?” he asked, clearly hurt by my comment.

“Look at yourself. You can’t control your thoughts or emotions. You don’t have the makings of a leader.”

“Who are you to come back here after all these years and tell me what I can and can’t control? You don’t even know me.”

“I know who and what you are, and you’re a snake. You’ve spent your life piggybacking on the backs of others. The only reason you’ve stayed so close to the family is so you could live off Momma and Poppa.”

“That’s not true. I haven’t received a penny from them in years.”

“Not since he married Penny,” Cheryl laughed.

“Shut up, Cheryl,” Brad said as he elbowed her. “Nobody asked you.”

Cheryl bit her bottom lip to keep from laughing while the rest of us grinned. Everything fell silent and I knew I’d won the battle.

“Screw this,” Brad said as he pushed his plate back, knocking it into the meat platter. “I’m done.”

“You haven’t been excused yet,” Momma said.

“I don’t care,” Brad said as he stormed away from the table toward the living room.
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Chapter 2 – Carrie
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“So, how about those Yankees,” I said as I played with my napkin after Brad left the table. 

“Yeah, we’re not big on football,” Cheryl said, stifling a giggle. 

“Baseball,” I said, correcting her. “I was just trying to lighten the mood.” 

“It’s okay, dear,” Jed’s mother said. “Brad’s nose is just out of joint. Give him a couple of days and he’ll come around.” 

Oh, Carrie, what have you gotten yourself into? His entire family hates you except for his mother. There’s no coming back from that. 

“What do you do for a living?” Cheryl asked as she sat her fork down on her plate. 

“I’m Jed’s assistant at Barton and Associates,” I replied before I took a sip of my wine. 

“There it is,” Brad said, walking back into the room. “Jed’s fucking the help again, just like old times. Isn’t that right, Jed?” 

I turned and looked at Jed, hurt and jealous. Part of me wanted to run, to get the hell out of there and never go back. Not to his family’s house and not to the office. 

Pull yourself together, Carrie. He’s not really your boyfriend and he’s not your fiancé. He’s a player. You know that. You’ve always known that. Keep hold of your heart and keep it all in perspective. 

“Shut the f—” Jed said as the French glass doors to the dining room swung open. 

“It’s amazing what you see when you haven’t got a gun,” the tall, elegant blonde with the perfectly coifed hair said as she stood there in the doorway, staring at Jed while she made her grand entrance. 

“Penny,” Jed said, turning his head and giving her his full attention. “It’s wonderful to see you.” 

“Who is that?” I whispered to Jed, suddenly feeling even more insecure than before. 

Get a hold of yourself, Carrie, I thought as I saw her standing there in the doorway in her pink Chanel suit trimmed in black. Everything about her oozed power and sensuality.  

“How’s my little Alpha?” she asked, walking over and draping her arms around Brad’s neck. 

“Why don’t you ask Jed?” Brad said, grabbing his wine glass from the table and handing it to her. “Here. You’re going to need this.” 

“Ask Jed?” she questioned as she set the wine glass back down. 

“The Alpha apparent. Go ahead, ask them,” Brad sneered. 

“Surely you aren’t suggesting Jed become the new Alpha,” she said. “Don’t you worry, baby. You’re the new Alpha. He doesn’t even have a wife.” 

Brad gestured toward me and I wanted to hide. So far I’d managed to avoid her gaze, and now she was completely focused upon me. 

“My, my, my,” she said as she walked over to where I sat. “The prodigal son takes a wife. There’s a new one.” 

“It gets better,” Brad said. “They aren’t even married yet, only engaged.” 

“Well, that settles it then. The mandates have always required the new Alpha to have a wife. Otherwise, anyone in the clan can take over the role. Don’t worry, baby, you’re still the Alpha apparent. Don’t let them fool you into conceding.” 

“Nobody’s trying to fool anybody,” I said as I looked up at her. “I’ll be Jed’s wife before he has to take on any official duties.” 

What the hell are you saying, Carrie? Official duties? You don’t even know what those official duties are. This game is going too far. You’re locking yourself in.

“And you are?” the blonde asked as she stared at me with an amused look on her face. 

“Carrie Ensley, Jed’s fiancée,” I said, extending my hand. 

“I’m Penny, Brad’s wife. Marriage trumps engagements. Case closed,” she said, taking a seat at the table before she reached into her purse and pulled out a nail file. 

“Not at the table, Penny,” Cheryl said in disgust. 

“I’ll do whatever the hell I want,” Penny snapped. 
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