

  [image: Cover]




Sage Mitchell

Trick


A Grumpy Sunshine Romance





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Sage Mitchell


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Sage Mitchell has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  
    No part of this Work may be used to reproduce and/or otherwise use the Work in any manner for purposes of training or employing artificial intelligence technologies (aka AI) to generate text, aural or visual elements, including without limitation, technologies that are capable of generating works in any form (“Generative AI Technologies”), in the same style or genre as the Work, in whole or in part in any format (“AI Training Rights”), without the Author’s specific and express prior-written permission to do so.




Reader’s are responsible for their own well-being when reading this fictional story. The author holds harmless any disturbances a reader might have while consuming this text. All readers are encouraged to review the summary before reading.


  

  
    First edition

  

  

  
    
      
        Editing by Hannah Schaffer-Wentz at English Proper Editing Services

      
        Cover art by Sage Mitchell via Canva

      
    

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  





  To my fellow grumpy queens and black cats—




May you find your sunshine to fill life with endless love, fun, and corny sex jokes.




Never settle for anything less than what you deserve.

<3
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Sarah Jo


I stare up at the marquee, a neon sign glaring back at me in big letters. The absolute bane of my existence illuminated in the night sky of small town Antioch.

Jason X.

Or, to what I loathingly call it—Jason in Space.

The small giddiness I felt mere seconds before arriving at the movie theater vanishes, replaced quickly by irritation. I close my eyes, take a deep inhale, and curl my fingers into fists. My nerves grate while the muscular body next to me giggles, finding pure amusement at my horrific discovery.

“Bless the goddess, Mitch. You did not buy tickets for this movie!”

Against my better judgment—and a lengthy discussion in the girls’ group chat with Bree and Calista—I decided to give in to the date proposition from the most persistent country boy whom I met a few weeks ago at The Scream Yard. A haunted house attraction Bree’s sister and Calista’s girlfriend, Justine, works as a scare actor. She became friends with Mitch over the years of closely working together. When I confronted her about mister farmer’s tan, Justine swore up and down that we’d crossed paths previously. I can’t recall a single instance in which this hulking man made me think twice about the male species…until that night.

The way his cheeks dimpled when he smiled. That mischievous glint in his eyes while he played his part as a scare actor, directing us to the parking lot. Dirty blond hair so disheveled it shouldn’t have been attractive. But everything, paired with his faint accent and that Goddess damned tan, just did something to me. And I swore right then and there I wouldn’t allow myself to fall for him.

Men only give me headaches and heartbreak.

Neither of which I want currently with my career finally taking off.

Despite my best attempts to remain platonic, this wild man has his own agenda that he refuses to abandon. He has been hounding me about it since the bonfire over a week ago.

Okay, hound is a strong word. It was politely asking for my hand on a date, like some sort of chivalrous 18th century knight.

I wanted to tell him to fuck off, but all of my friends said I couldn’t remain a secluded hermit forever, creating online videos in my enclosure and satisfying any urges I may have from the array of toys hiding in my closet.

But, I can’t lie, the man is cute.

And his attempts to woo me are in earnest, I suppose.

None of the other conquests in the past put an ounce of effort into relationships like Mitch has into a first date. The sneaky bastard would lure me into a great conversation, asking about my work or one of the many special interests I have, and then BAM.

“Miss Sarah Jo, would you fancy a date with this dashing gentleman?”

Or—

“SJ, it would behoove me to ask the most beautiful woman on this planet to spare a moment of her time this fine evening for a night out on the town. Would you go on a date with me?”

I’m fairly certain Mitch didn’t use behoove in the correct vernacular, but the attempts landed all the same. Sweet. Enduring. Goddess damn annoying. And it’s only annoying because it was working. He found a way to burrow his way under my skin, through my rib cage, and lodge his goofy sense of humor directly into my stony heart.

So, of course, I finally said yes.

And now I’m absolutely regretting it.

I turn, glaring at him and putting on my best pout. I’m upset, and fuck him, I’m going to make sure he knows it. He will not get me to break under certain reckless tomfoolery.

“What?” he asks, that wicked grin still plastered to his face.

A familiar mischief dances behind his brown eyes. They’re deep, like my favorite mulled cider on a chilly fall night, flecks of golden honey creating constellations I could stare at for eternity.

And I do stare. Not because I’m objectifying him—okay, maybe a little bit—but because I can’t get enough of him. I’m lured to him, and I can’t explain it.

He locks eyes with me. Brown eyes flash with recognition of my gaze.

Ah, fuck. I’m ogling over him, aren’t I?

So much for holding an united front against the charismatic enemy.

Focus, SJ.

“If by classic, you mean classically horrendous, then yes. You would be correct. You know I hate this movie.”

Mitch’s smile widens, and I mentally trip over the edge of stoicism, falling into pure awe over this man.

He nudges my side and guides us to the front door. Unsurprisingly, he opens it with a flourish, bowing low and gesturing me to enter first. He follows suit, leaning low enough he can whisper into my ear.

“Well, then we have a reason to ignore the movie and get to know each other better.”

I whirl around to him, mouth agape.

“Goddess help me, I am not hooking up with you in a movie theater. Are you insane?!”

Mitch puts on his best offended face, the corners of his mouth threatening to lift at any moment. He clutches his chest in mock horror.

“Who said anything about hooking up? I was talking about having a great conversation.”

He walks over and taps my forehead, leaning down to eye level. “You should really get your mind out of the gutter, SJ. It’s going to get you in trouble.”

Mitch pecks a kiss to my temple before turning back towards the concessions counter.

I wipe the kiss from my head, sneering.

This man is going to get on my last nerve today, isn’t he?

Stomping over to his side, I review the selection of snacks our tiny movie
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