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Reader's Note




This book contains the following topics that may be sensitive for some readers. Please take care of your mental health! 


	Use of birth control


	Language


	Alcohol consumption


	Financial blackmail (not by hero or heroine)


	Discusson of divorce


	Semi-public sex
















  
  

Chapter one

Sierra





I squinted in the bright morning light reflecting off the freshly fallen snow outside. With a groan, I rubbed my aching head. Memories of the previous night slowly began to piece themselves together in my mind. 

Drinking at the bar with my best friend, Ruby.

Too much eggnog.

A tattooed biker with thick dark curls and stormy gray eyes…

Someone heaved a deep sigh beside me and the mattress dipped. A heavy arm draped over my waist.

A man’s arm. Covered in tattoo ink.

Oh shit.

I jolted upright, clutching the thin sheets to my chest. 

Sprawled on the bed next to me was the biker I met in the bar. Stubble shadowed his strong, square jawline. More ink covered the expanse of his…very naked…torso. My gaze fell on that tempting V-line of muscle at his hips, arrowing south beneath the sheets.

“Good morning, gorgeous.”

I sucked in a breath of surprise. My gaze snapped away from the biker’s mouthwatering abs and up to his eyes. I’d been too preoccupied to notice that he was now wide awake and staring at me. A little smile tipped the corner of his mouth up.

“See something you like sweetheart?” he asked.

I sputtered and scrambled off the bed, dragging the sheets with me. The biker grunted and grabbed a pillow, pinning it to his crotch. He sat back against the headboard.

“Who—who are you?” I demanded.

Technically, I knew who he was. The biker, from the bar last night. The same biker who I’d flirted with while I was drunk off my ass because of fucking eggnog.

My head swirled and I could have sworn the floor tilted sideways. I let out a withering gasp and sank into a nearby chair.

“That hangover must be a bitch,” the biker replied.

I groaned and waved him off.

“Don’t tease me. I don’t…even know you.”

Where was I anyway? I glanced around, surveying my surroundings. A bed that wasn’t mine, a television in the corner, a table with a laminated sheet for room service—this definitely wasn’t my apartment. It had to be a hotel room. Was I still in Juniper Creek? Or had I skipped town?

“We’ll fix that in no time.” 

The biker held up his hand. On his finger was a gold wedding ring.

My heart dropped to the pit of my stomach. I looked down at my own hand. A matching gold band encircled my finger, mirroring his own.

“We’re married!?”

“Don’t shoot the messenger. It was your idea.”

I was going to be sick. This couldn’t be happening.

The biker arched an eyebrow with amusement. That sinful little smirk played across his lips again. Fuck, it wasn’t fair. He looked so good, so sexy. There was no way I would flirt with a guy like him unless my inhibitions had been completely obliterated by alcohol first.

I groaned and rubbed my forehead. I needed coffee. And aspirin. Lots of aspirin.

“I have to make a call,” I mumbled.

Bundling the sheets around me, I searched for my purse until I found it by the door. I snatched it and fled to the bathroom. Pacing the miniscule space, I dialed Ruby’s number. It rang and rang until she finally picked up.

“Yeah?” she slurred with sleep.

“I have a problem. A big problem.”

Ruby yawned.

“Okay, first, stop yelling.”

“I’m not yelling,” I insisted, with an edge of hysteria to my voice.

“Crank the decibels down a few notches, babe.”

I inhaled a steadying breath and let it out.

“Ruby, please. I really need your help here.”

Rustling echoed on the other end of the line.

“I’m listening. What’s up?”

“I got married,” I said, my voice cracking. “Last night. And I barely remember it. But I woke up with this smoking hot guy and he’s wearing a ring and I’m wearing a ring and—”

“Wait,” Ruby said, suddenly more serious than I’d ever heard her in my entire life. “You’re talking about Dash?”

I made a noise of frustration.

“I don’t know his name. That’s the point. I just remember a lot of eggnog, and flirting with a biker that was so totally out of my league.”

A pause echoed on the other end of the line. 

Then Ruby started…laughing.

I stopped pacing and scowled at the wall.

“Ruby Marianne, this is not funny.”

“Oh, sweetie. This is hilarious. You locked onto that man like a homing missile. I’ve never seen you flirt like that before.”

I groaned and slid to the floor with my back against the wall.

“How bad was it?”

Ruby hummed in thought.

“Let’s say your tongue was down his throat in two seconds flat.”

“Oh my God,” I said, mortified.

“Obviously it worked, since you bagged yourself a biker while I went home alone. You’re usually so shy that it takes you forever to warm up to a guy you like. Now you’re married!”

Ruby could crack jokes about my non-existent love life all she wanted, but it kept me awake at night sometimes. At twenty-seven years old, the one and only boyfriend I had was back in high school. He lasted one month—just long enough for a quick, awkward fumble that barely classified as sex. He came as soon as he was inside me. And I didn’t come at all.

Since then, I went on dozens of first dates. But a second date remained elusive. A long-term relationship definitely wasn’t happening.

“Ruby,” I said firmly. “Tell me exactly what happened last night.”

She cleared her throat theatrically, eager to have an audience for her storytelling.

“You spotted Dash on the other side of the bar, and I swear, sparks flew. Then you went over to talk to him…which resulted in some heavy petting and making out. I don’t blame you for that by the way. He’s sexy as hell. The next thing I know, you’re introducing me to Dash and you announce that you’re getting married.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. This was not helping my hangover in the slightest.

“And why didn’t you stop me?”

Ruby snorted.

“Because it’s the perfect solution to your problem, of course.”

I frowned.

“My…problem?”

“Your grandmother. Rosamond Gilmore, The Tyrant, and the dumbass marriage clause in her will. It’s blackmail, Sierra, I’m telling you.”

Understanding dawned on me. I closed my eyes and tipped my head back.

“Shit. The marriage clause.”

“Yeah. Apparently, you explained everything and Dash was so cooperative. I suspect he was just nodding along with anything you said because he was mesmerized by your tits.”

I crossed my arms over my chest self-consciously. Despite Ruby’s best attempts to coach me into embracing my sexuality, I was still awkward. She made it look so easy, with her mini skirts and low-cut tops. Men flocked to her in droves, even though she rarely paid attention to them.

But I preferred to keep my curves covered as much as possible. I didn’t flaunt my body and I never felt sexy, no matter what I did.

“So, you’re saying that this guy—Dash—agreed to marry me…why? Purely out of the goodness of his heart?”

Ruby scoffed.

“Doubt it. You’d have to ask him though. You didn’t share those details with me last night. If I had to take a guess, the answer probably has something to do with sex.”

My cheeks warmed and I clenched my thighs together at the thought. Judging by the fact that I wasn’t wearing any clothes, we must have…done something. If I concentrated hard enough, blurry glimpses of the previous night flickered through my mind like a choppy projector screen.

Marching up to Dash, with an uncharacteristically bold, hi, you’re cute.

Hooking my hand around the back of his neck and kissing him so hard that I couldn’t breathe.

The heat of his lips at my ear as he whispered, sure thing, sweetheart, I’d marry you in a fucking heartbeat if that’s what you want.

“Why are you talking to me anyway?” Ruby added, cutting through my reverie. “Go chat with your husband.”

Your husband.

I blew out a shaky breath. For as long as I could remember, I had dreamed of saying those words. But I never thought it would be with a total stranger. I was supposed to have more time to prepare for this—the initial attraction, dating, the proposal, an engagement ring, and planning our wedding.

Instead, I went straight from hello to my husband overnight.

After ending the call with Ruby, I splashed some water on my face and retrieved my makeup kit from my purse to freshen up. Even though I was wrapped in nothing more than a cheap hotel bedsheet, I could at least put on some mascara when I faced Dash again. Hopefully with a little more dignity this time.

Willing my hands to stop shaking, I finally emerged from the safety of the bathroom. Dash dragged his gaze away from the window and fixed on me. My stomach flipped and I bit the inside of my cheek.

I wanted to pinch myself in case I was dreaming.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi,” I replied shyly. “Sorry about…freaking out.”

He tucked his hand behind his head with a shrug.

“No harm, no foul. Was that Ruby on the phone? I remember her from last night.”

I shifted in place, fiddling with a corner of my sheets.

“Yeah. She cleared some things up for me.”

Dash nodded. Silence stretched between us. I gestured at him.

“You…put your pants back on.”

No shirt though, I thought. Thank God for that. I could stare at his tattoos all day.

Dash arched an eyebrow and the flicker of that little smile played across his lips again.

“Is that a note of disappointment I hear in your voice, sweetheart? I can always take them off again.”

I sputtered and my face flamed with heat.

“That’s not—I didn’t mean—”

He chuckled and sat up, holding his hand out to me.

“Relax, princess. I’m just teasing. Come here.”

I hesitated for a moment. Then I found myself crossing the room, perching on a corner of the bed lightly. When I took his hand, his palm was warm and strong. A sense of calm flooded over me at his touch, even as my heart thundered against my ribs. I just met this man last night, but somehow I felt safe with him in a way that I couldn’t explain.

“After we tied the knot,” he added. “You were too drunk to give me directions back to your place. So, I brought you here, to my hotel room. I’m not a douchebag though. I didn’t touch you.”

“But…my clothes are all over the floor,” I pointed out. “And you weren’t wearing a stitch of clothing earlier.”

“I can’t sleep in jeans. You seemed hellbent on getting your bra off as soon as you walked in the door. I tried to argue, but you didn’t give a damn what I had to say. I tried not to peek, I swear.”

God, I wanted to sink through the floor and disappear. After a long day at work, I usually ditched my bra and pants when I got home. Since Ruby was my roommate, she was rarely at our apartment, which meant I had the place to myself and it wasn’t an issue.

“So…we haven’t had sex?” I ventured.

Dash shook his head. His gaze flicked down my body then back up to my face.

“Nope.”

He looked like he would eagerly devour me as soon as I gave him the green light. Tingles of electricity danced along my spine. As tempting as that idea was, I had roped Dash into this marriage for a reason.

Withdrawing my hand from his grip, I adjusted the sheets around me.

“Then what’s in this marriage for you?”

Dash scrubbed a hand over his mouth.

“You said something about a wealthy grandmother. She threatened to write you out of her will if you didn’t get a husband. I agreed to be a decoy.”

Ah. I should have known. Dash wasn’t attracted to me. Not really. He wanted money.

My grandma, Rosamond Gilmore, had built her fortune in the fashion world, developing a line of ball gowns that earned her millions. She rubbed elbows with the wealthy elite around the world, cultivating a lavish lifestyle. 

As a result, she was diligent with handling her finances. Keeping a team of advisors and lawyers on retainer, my grandmother didn’t let a single penny go unaccounted for. And that included my inheritance. Even though I was her one and only grandchild, she made it clear in her will that I would receive no special treatment if I couldn’t prove that I was financially responsible. Rosamond Gilmore would not fund a slacker who didn’t put her money to good use.

So she put that damn clause in her will. The marriage clause. And now it hovered over my head like a thunder cloud.

According to the clause, I was required to marry in order to access my inheritance. I wanted to settle down and start a family of my own one day, so I didn’t have a problem with that part.

Putting a time limit on it was the issue. 

If I didn’t fulfill the clause by the time I was thirty, the money would be diverted somewhere else.

“How much did I promise to pay you?” I asked Dash.

“Ten percent of your inheritance.”

Whoa. That was a hefty chunk of change—at least six figures. Apparently alcohol made me desperate on many levels.

First, I tongue-kissed a total stranger and asked him to marry me.

Then I promised to fork over a lot of cash that I currently did not have access to.

I blew out a breath and rubbed my forehead, making a mental note to never touch alcohol again after this.

“Since you said you needed a husband for some Christmas party,” Dash continued. “I didn’t have any plans, so I thought I’d lend a hand. By New Year’s Eve, you promised that the marriage would be annulled, and we would go our separate ways.”

My grandmother’s Christmas party. And then an annulment.

Despite my hazy memory, it felt like a familiar plan, and it seemed perfectly logical. Even though my grandmother and I weren’t particularly close, she was still family. As long as I endured her stuffy Christmas parties every year, I remained in her good graces. And that meant I stayed in her will.

So, I spent a bougie weekend at her house, filling up on decadent Italian wine and rich French cheeses while my grandmother interrogated me about every aspect of my life.

I glanced down at the wedding ring on my finger, twisting it back and forth. 

Grandma wouldn’t approve of Dash in a million years. All those tattoos would give her a heart attack. 

But technically…he was my husband. Even if it was a temporary deal.

Maybe I could make this work. Just for the holiday weekend.













