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Dublin in summer is supposed to be dry, sunny, and full of craic. This story is about the summer it rained nonstop — and how two complete eejits turned the wettest season on record into the steamiest, funniest, most outrageously pleasurable fake marriage Ireland has ever seen. 

This book is for anyone who has ever: 


•  Told a tiny white lie that snowballed into chaos 

•  Faked a relationship for completely logical (and slightly illegal) reasons 

•  Discovered that accidental touches in crowded places can lead to very intentional ones later 

•  Believed that one bed in a honeymoon suite is never just one bed 


May your own summers be just as soaked, just as hilarious, and twice as satisfying. 
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Chapter 1: The Worst Best Man Speech in Dublin History 
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Liam O’Connor had always believed that if he was going to get deported, it would be for something cool—like streaking across Croke Park or starting an international incident involving Guinness and a flock of sheep. 

Not for giving the world’s most catastrophic best man speech at his cousin Sean’s wedding. 

The wedding was held in a gorgeous old manor house just outside Dublin— rolling green lawns, fairy lights in the trees, three hundred Irish relatives drinking like it was the last night before Prohibition. Liam, twenty-eight, American-born but with dual citizenship that was currently “under review” thanks to a visa mix-up, had flown in from New York specifically for this. He was the fun cousin. The one who told stories. The one who could be relied upon to make the groom look good while getting everyone laughing. 

He’d prepared a speech. A good one. Heartfelt, funny, just the right amount of roasting. 

Then he’d had four pints of Guinness, two whiskeys, and a shot of something Sean’s uncle insisted was “just a little poitín, sure it’ll put hairs on your chest.” The speech started well. 

“Sean and Aoife, you two are perfect together. Aoife, you’re beautiful, kind, and somehow willing to put up with this gobshite for the rest of your life...” Laughter. Good. 

Liam warmed up. 

“I’ve known Sean since we were kids. He’s always been the responsible one. Me? I’m the one who moved to New York, got a fancy marketing job, and still can’t figure out how to work the immersion heater when I come home...” More laughter. 

Then someone shouted, “What about your own love life, Liam? When are we getting an O’Connor wedding in New York?” 

The room went “oooh.” 

Liam, three sheets to the wind, grinned. 

“Ah, well, funny you should ask. I’m actually... married.” Dead silence. 

Then chaos. 

His mother dropped her glass. 

Sean’s mother started crying happy tears. 

His aunt Bridie shouted, “Jaysus, Mary and Joseph!” 

Liam, in the grip of liquid courage and sheer panic, doubled down. 

“Yeah! Surprise! She’s... uh... she’s in the ladies’, fixing her makeup. 

American girl. Met her in New York. We eloped last year. Didn’t want to make a fuss.” 

More silence. 

Then applause. Wild applause. 

His mother was already planning a second reception. 

The problem? Liam was very, very single. 

And worse—two tables over sat a man in a plain suit taking notes. Immigration officer. Liam recognised him from the airport when he’d arrived—there’d been a “random check” because his visa stamp looked “a bit dodgy.” 

Liam’s blood ran cold. 

He finished the speech somehow, sat down to thunderous applause, and immediately started sweating. 

Sean leaned over. “You’re married? Since when?” “Long story,” Liam muttered. 

“Better be a good one.” 

After the meal, during the dancing, Liam slipped outside for air—and to Google 

“how long does bigamy jail sentence Ireland.” That’s when she appeared. 

Ciara Murphy, twenty-six, Dublin native, event planner extraordinaire, and the most beautiful woman Liam had ever seen in real life. 

She was wearing a fitted navy dress that hugged every curve, hair in loose auburn waves, green eyes that looked like they held every secret Ireland ever kept. She was lighting a cigarette—strictly illegal on the grounds, but no one was going to tell her no. 

“You’re the secret husband,” she said, exhaling smoke with a grin. 

Liam groaned. “You heard.” 

“Half the room heard. Your mam’s already planning christenings.” 

He leaned against the wall. “I’m an idiot.” 

“Grand idiot, though. That speech was gas until the marriage bit.” 

He looked at her properly. “Do I know you?” 

“Ciara Murphy. I planned the wedding. You’re paying my invoice.” 

“Ah. Right. You’re brilliant. The fairy lights are class.” 

She laughed. “Flattery won’t get you out of this mess.” 

He explained—quick, panicked—the visa issue, the immigration officer inside, the drunken lie. 

Ciara listened, smoking thoughtfully. 

When he finished, she flicked the cigarette away. 

“How long do you need the wife for?” 

“What?” 

“To convince your man in there you’re not about to be deported. A day? A week?” 

“I don’t know. Maybe just tonight?” 

She studied him. “You’re cute when you’re desperate.” He blinked. 

She stepped closer. “I could help. Be your wife for the night. I’m good at acting. Comes with the job—convincing brides they won’t look like a meringue on the day.” 

Liam stared. “You’d do that?” 

“For a price.” 

“Anything.” 

“Dinner. Proper one. Not wedding chicken. And you pay for the drinks.” 

“Done.” 

She smiled, slow and dangerous. “Then hello, husband.” They walked back inside arm in arm. 

The immigration officer was chatting with Liam’s mother. 

Ciara sailed up, all confidence. 

“There you are, love! I was fixing my lipstick. You gave your speech without me!” 

She kissed Liam’s cheek—soft, warm lips brushing just close enough to his mouth to make his brain short-circuit. 

His mother beamed. “This is her! The wife!” The officer looked sceptical. 

Ciara turned the charm up to eleven—Dublin accent, sparkling eyes, hand resting possessively on Liam’s arm. 

“We eloped in New York last summer. Didn’t want a fuss. He’s romantic like that.” 

She squeezed his bicep. 

Liam played along, arm sliding around her waist—finding warm curves under silk. 

The officer asked a few questions. Ciara answered flawlessly—how they met (at a bar in Brooklyn), favourite thing about each other (his terrible dancing, her ability to plan anything), wedding night story that was just vague enough to sound real. 

By the end, even the officer was smiling. 

“Well, congratulations. Enjoy the night.” He left. 

Liam’s mother dragged them both into hugs. 

The rest of the evening was a blur of dancing, toasts, and Ciara never leaving his side. 

She fit perfectly
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