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DESCRIPTION

One fake fiancé, one drunken night in Vegas, and a marriage certificate I didn't see coming. Now I have to decide if I ever want a divorce.

 

I might be one of the Redwood billionaire brothers but that doesn’t mean my family defines me. Hell no! 

Instead of continuing in my brothers’ tradition, I chose to be a helicopter pilot for the U.S. Coast Guard. Call me the black sheep of the family - that’s certainly what I am according to my parents. But I wouldn’t change it for anything. Besides, I get to spend my days with the smartest, funniest woman in the world. 

Daphne. My colleague. My good friend. My partner in crime, some may say. 

And that’s it. I would never dare to invite her on a date. That would be like going out with your sister, right?

Until...

The annual Redwood charity event in Vegas takes place in two weeks and my mother is on my case to find a nice woman, settle down…you know the drill.

But I know what to do: I’ll bring a fake fiancé to the event and make fun of my mother until she finally realizes she needs to stop sticking her nose into my love life. But who would want to pretend to be my fiancé? Only one name comes to mind.

So I turn to Daphne to help me pull off this prank. Besides, she owes me a favor. I’ll cover all the expenses, she gets a nice weekend away, we’ll hit the strip... What could possibly go wrong?

I wake up with a throbbing headache to Daphne screaming next to me. We are both in the same bed. Naked. We stare at each other in horror. Did we just...?

She waves some paper in front of me. A marriage certificate?

Looks like my prank just backfired. Big time.

Sure, we’re going to sort this out. We’ll get a divorce. But...do I really want it

 


Seducing Daphne

 

Chapter 1

 

AIDEN

Finally Friday. The day is almost over and everyone around is chirping about their plans for the weekend. But I’m in no hurry to leave the U.S Coast Guard base. Tonight, I’m having dinner with my family, which used to be fun for me. I love seeing my brothers when they show up, and Georgia is always around to make the evening entertaining. 

But now that both of my brothers are in relationship, these dinners have become something of a nightmare.

My friend, Daphne, is heading with me to our temporarily-shared locker room, and I’m wasting no time at all in complaining about the evening ahead.

“You don’t know what it’s like,” I moan. “I go for a good time and end up getting a lecture from my parents. Mom is the worst. She’s always telling me that I need to find myself a nice woman. Settle down. Get married.” I roll my eyes. “I keep telling her that if she’d blessed me with better looks, I might stand a chance, and that actually it’s entirely her fault that I’m going to be a bachelor for life. She doesn’t tend to take that comment well.”

“Well, you’re not wrong,” Daphne says, her lip curling mischievously. “Who would want you with a mug like that?”

I try to whack her on the arm playfully, but she steps smartly out of the way. She’s always one step ahead of me. I guess that perfectly sums up our entire friendship. I’m smart, but she’s smarter. I’m an excellent pilot, but she’s one of a kind. I’m funny, but she’s hilarious. I’m not bad looking, but she’s gorgeous. It’s easy to see why she always seems to come out on top in our banter sessions.

Plus, she has no issue making a fool out of me. With looks like hers, it’s not exactly difficult for her to tease me about the state of my face. While my elder brothers possess class and handsome features, I’m better known for my sense of humor. Which, next to Daphne’s quick wit, seems almost childish.

“Perhaps we should sign you up for some kind of speed-dating,” Daphne muses, her lips twitching in cruel delight. “Then at least you’ve got ten or so opportunities to put women off all at once.”

“Hey, I’m not the only single one here. You might be getting a hundred matches on all those dating apps, but the moment you open your mouth, your dates do a runner.”

Daphne raises a smug eyebrow at me. “At least I can convince people to go on a date in the first place. When did you last get a date, Aiden? Prom? Oh, no, your crush refused to go with you…”

“I regret ever telling you that story.”

“So you should. The last thing I think of every night before I go to sleep is poor little Aiden, standing on the dancefloor alone while everyone else is dancing…”

“Aww, you think of me when you’re in bed? Now that is interesting.”

It’s Daphne’s turn to try and slap my arm, and I’m not as quick as she is. I let out a mock howl as her hand connects with me, and she cackles like a witch. Two co-workers pass us by with a disapproving glance. Daphne and I are used to people looking at us like that. I guess you could say we’re the outcasts of the Coast Guard squad. But we’re also the best at our jobs, so no one bothers us. Even when we’re making a raucous exit from work while others are heading in for the night shift.

We reach our lockers. Normally, the women have their own locker room further down the corridor but the massive leak last week forced our bosses to temporarily close it and move the ladies in with us. We try our best to be true gentlemen and offer our female colleagues as much privacy as possible but I know everyone will be relieved when the repairs are finished next week. Although I have never heard Daphne complain, even once. 

She fiddles with the tight bobble in her hair. Every day, she sighs as she releases her hair from its tight updo, shaking her head like a dog to release her brunette curls. Then, she pulls her blue uniform shirt over her head and tosses it in her bag with a sense of satisfaction. She doesn't even care that she’s only wearing a bra and pants around me. I guess we’ve been friends for enough time, for her to know I wouldn’t dare make any pervy moves on her. Still, each time she does it, I can’t help letting my eyes drift over her bare skin. I’m only human, right?

“If you must know, I’m actually going on a date tonight,” Daphne announces smugly. “So that’s one-nil to me. You can tell your parents that the girl from your work that works sixty hours a week has more luck getting a date than you do.”

“Oh, great. Kick me while I’m down.”

“Someone’s got to,” Daphne says, blowing me a patronizing kiss. She grabs a top from her locker and turns her back to me, unclipping her bra without a second thought so she can put the top on. I feel a surge in my pants, blushing at how brazen she can be. Is she teasing me on purpose?

I turn my back as she changes into jeans, not wanting to seem like I’m watching her. Though I guess, technically, I am. I grab my things from my locker and, when I turn back around, Daphne is sitting on a bench, strapping on heeled shoes. Then she stands up and does a dramatic twirl for me. She’s gone from a confined, uniform look to being an absolute bombshell. Her top is low cut, showing a lot of cleavage. She’s a tomboy at the best of times but, right now, she looks like a million bucks.

“Good, right?” Daphne purrs, wiggling her eyebrows in mock suggestiveness. I clear my throat.

“Good.”

“My eyes are up here.”

“Yeah, but your breasts are right there…”

Daphne laughs loudly. She’s never been one to laugh girlishly. I’ve always joked that she can be heard laughing from a thousand feet off the ground when she’s manning the helicopter.

“So who is the lucky guy?”

“Ahh, just some dude I met online. Oh, I meant to tell you...I’m taking a few days off next week.”

“What? Is this guy taking you on a trip or something? He’s keen…”

“Nothing that glamorous. My sister is having an operation and I said I’d care for her daughter, while she’s in hospital…”

“Wild.”

“Right? Plus I’ve got holiday days to use up.”

“Still? I used all of mine in the summer...I can’t have a day off for, like, three months now…”

“I’m not a holiday type of girl, let’s be honest. Work is my jam.”

“So...are you giving me your days off?”

“Nah. I would...but I don’t want you to get too lazy.”

I lean against my locker, smiling. “You’ll miss me when you’re not here.”

“Unlikely.”

“You know it’s true.”

Daphne swings her bag over her shoulder, glancing back at me with a coy smile. “Don’t flatter yourself. Enjoy work without me…”

I watch her leave, and I know that while she might not think about me once in the coming week, I’ll spend every hour here missing her face.

 

 


Chapter 2

 

DAPHNE

 

I already know that my supposed date night is going to be a bust. How do I know this? It’s not actually a date. I lied to Aiden at work to keep him quiet. If he knew what I was really up to, I’d never have gotten out alive.

I’m meeting my ex, Frank, for dinner tonight. Ever since we broke up, I’ve been getting calls from him, asking me to meet up. After a brief stint in prison for the possession of marijuana, he’s back out and hitting up my phone any chance he gets. So last week, when I was finally sick of seeing his caller ID come up on my phone, I agreed to meet him for dinner. I’m usually the sort who insists on paying for my half, but I guess since he’s offered, I’ll let my scumbag ex foot the bill. Especially when he’s taking me to a fancy joint in the heart of New York City.

I guess you could say I’ve made an effort for this so-called date. After all, who doesn’t want to show their ex what they’re missing? But from the second I stepped out of the base at work, I’ve been feeling less and less like myself. Part of me wants to turn around and run back to the safety I feel when I’m in that work locker room with Aiden, laughing and joking without a care in the world. But I am curious to see Frank. It’s been a while. If he’s still calling me up, does that mean he’s looking for a second chance?

He’ll never get it, but I haven’t had a decent meal out in forever.

Frank’s waiting for me outside the restaurant. My toes are sore from the high heels that I’m dying to swap for my worn-off sneakers the second this dinner is over, and I’m still carrying my huge gym bag, but I keep my head up and try to look more confident than I feel. He hasn’t changed much. He’s handsome, though his good qualities kind of end there. He’s grown a beard now. I always asked him too, claiming to like the rugged look it gave him, but now that he’s actually gone and done it, I wish he hadn’t. It’s kind of killed that dream for me.

“You look fantastic,” he says, leaning in to kiss my cheek. He tries to slide the gym bag from my shoulder. “Let me put that in the car for you.”

It’s tempting to ditch the bag, but I know where an offer like this leads. If I leave my bag with him, he’ll want to give me a ride home. If he gives me a ride home, he’ll want an invite inside. You get the picture.

“It’s fine,” I say, pulling away from him. “Let’s get this over with.”

Frank laughs as though he thinks I’m joking. He never did quite grasp where my humor ends and my seriousness begins. Part of the reason we were always destined to crash and burn as a couple. That and the fact that he’s a scumbag. 

Inside is pretty fancy. He’s definitely trying to impress me. I look completely out of place with my huge bag and blank expression, but at least a waitress politely offers to store my bag. Then, we’re led to a table, nestled among other diners who are sampling tiny dishes with delicate bites. I pick up the menu and hide my face behind it, not interested in small talk. I find the most expensive bottle of rose and set my heart on it, as well as a steak that costs more than a day’s wage for me. Still, Frank should be able to afford it. I know how he earns his money on the side after all.

We order and then there’s nothing more I can do to avoid conversation with him. He threads his fingers together and smiles at me, as though nothing has changed in the year since we last spoke. 

“How have you been, sweetheart? Still working hard?”

“Hmm. I won’t ask, if you have been working hard. I’ve heard that prison keeps you on your toes.”

“I’ve been working out a lot.”

“Good for you. Glad to see that prison has taught you to be a productive member of society.”

I smile at the couple on the next table over, who have clearly been eavesdropping. They dip their heads shyly and go back to their meals without a word.

“If you can’t let the prison thing go, we’re not going to be able to talk nicely over this meal.”

“Do you realize how ridiculous that just sounded? You also seem to be under the impression that I came here to make nice with you? Not going to happen, honey. I was promised free steak, so here I am. When we part ways tonight, I have no intentions of seeing you ever again.”

“Oh, come on. We had a good thing going...I know you were shocked when you found out what my side hustle is, but-”

“Nope. No excuses. You don’t get to do that. And FYI, dealing drugs is a big deal. You know how I feel about that.”

“You’re taking this too personally. I only sold weed. None of the hard stuff. You’ve got to believe me.”

“First off, why would I believe you, when all you did while we were together was lie to me? And yes, I’m taking it personally. I told you why I hate drugs.”

“There’s a difference between heroin and a bit of pot, Daphne.”

I scowl. “No. Not to me, there isn’t. You will never understand. That shit killed my mom. And now, it’s killed this relationship dead. It’s over, Frank. Forever. So if you’ll excuse me, I think I’ll sit through the rest of this meal in complete silence. Anything’s better than listening to you talk absolute shit.”

Frank knows better than to cross me. The bottle of wine arrives and I pour myself a measured glass, glaring him down. This evening will be uncomfortable as hell.

But hey. Worth it for the steak, right?

 


Chapter 3

 

AIDEN

 

Family dinner is one of those things that is long dreaded, long-running and has long-lasting effects. I always try to go with an open mind and leave wondering why I ever bothered. As much as I love my family, it’s getting kind of old being told that I need to make an effort if I want someone to fall for me. I wouldn’t mind so much if I was desperately seeking love, but I’m in no rush. I’m twenty-six. I’m not exactly counting down the days until I kick the bucket. Love can wait as far as I’m concerned.

As I’m pulling up at my parents’ house, Brandon is in the process of helping a heavily pregnant Meghan out of the car. Their relationship has gone from strong to stronger - despite a frankly crazy start to it - which only spells trouble for me. I’ll get to listen to my mother telling me how I should follow in Brandon’s footsteps for the next four hours.

Fantastic.

I park behind Brandon’s car and get out. He frowns at me, ever the strict businessman, even since he stepped down as the CEO of Redwood Capital. Now that our cousin, Maxwell, is in charge, Brandon spends most of his time with Meghan and Eaton, but he's never quite shaken off his stern demeanor.

“You’re blocking me in the driveway,” he says. 

I raise an eyebrow.

“Nice to see you too, Brandon. Besides, it was deliberate. That way, you can’t leave until I do. I don’t want you abandoning me in this social hell.” I give Meghan an affectionate kiss on the cheek in greeting. “I see you’re not getting any smaller, Meghan,” I comment, pointing at her swelling stomach.

“I see you’re not getting any funnier,” Meghan retorts, but she’s smiling. “Play nice tonight, boys. Your parents are really looking forward to seeing you.”

“Easy for you to say. They think the sun shines out of your backside. What do you think they will grill me on first - my lack of a girlfriend, or my refusal to get a boring office job?”

“Your mother is just worried about you, Aiden. Would it kill you to give her some peace of mind?” Meghan asks, ruffling Eaton’s hair as he clambers out of the car. “She knows your job is dangerous, and it scares her. Just tell her you’ll consider it.”

I don’t bother arguing. I know I’ll be fighting my case plenty when I go inside. Instead, I hoist Eaton up on my shoulders to make him giggle.

“Well, at least I get to see my joint-favorite nephew, right?”

“Don’t drop me!” Eaton says, giggling. I bounce him up and down and I can see Brandon standing rigidly a few feet away, waiting to step in if I somehow manage to drop him. I tip Eaton upside down and he wails in excitement. The door to the house opens and mom peeps her head around it, watching me in displeasure as I swing Eaton by his ankles.

“I should’ve known you’d make this into playtime,” she says in a scolding tone. “Put him down, Aiden. Dinner’s nearly ready.”

I roll my eyes at Meghan, who is most likely to take sympathy on me, but she only gives me a tight smile and heads indoors with Brandon on her tail.

“Suck-ups,” I mutter. Eaton giggles as I set him down and put a finger to his lips.

“Don’t tell them I said that,” I tell him. He puts a finger to his own lips with a cheeky grin. I can always rely on my little buddy to have my back, at least. 

There’s one good thing that will come out of tonight - seeing Georgia. She’s late as usual, but I know she wouldn’t miss this for the world. She enjoys listening to our parents lecturing me as much as I hate it. I take Eaton’s hand and head indoors, holding my breath and counting down the seconds until my favorite sibling arrives.

“No Weston tonight?” I hear Brandon asking mom as we enter the hallway.

“Not today. He couldn’t get time away from the ranch to fly out. Plus Eric and Samantha are busy at school...I suppose we’ll see them over Thanksgiving.”

“Or at the wedding,” Meghan says, beaming at Brandon. He pecks her on the lips and Eaton grimaces. I catch Eaton’s eye and wrinkle my nose in solidarity.

“Eww,” I whisper and Eaton giggles. Brandon glares at me from over his shoulder, and mom doesn’t look pleased either.

“Take your shoes off, Aiden,” is all she says to me. I shrug and do as she asks. I guess I’ve gotten used to being the family annoyance. 

We head into the dining room, where dad is already sitting at his place at the head of the table, wearing a suit. I always wonder what it’s like for normal families when they have dinner. Do they dress up and have a cook prepare them fine dishes to be served by a servant? I suspect not. I’ve always found this ritual of my parents to be somewhat cold and impersonal, but hey, if both of my parents never learned to cook for themselves, then I guess this is a blessing in disguise. 

Still, I feel out of place here. Mom is wearing a crushed velvet dress. Brandon is in a shirt and smart pants - though he rarely wears anything but the finest outfits - Meghan has bought a new maternity dress for the occasion, and even little Eaton has polished shoes and a kiddie tie on. I haven’t even changed out of my uniform, though I guess it’s smart when I bother to shine my shoes and do up my top button. Mom never approves of me showing up like this, but at least I can guarantee that Georgia won’t be wearing something fancy either. 

“Good to see you here, sons,” dad says, rising from his seat and shaking Brandon’s hand. He attempts to shake mine, but I pull him into a hug instead. I’ve never liked dumb formality between men - what’s wrong with a good old hug? It’s much better than clutching someone’s sweaty hand in your own and seeing who has the strongest, manliest grip. 

“Hey, Dad. When’s Georgia arriving?”

“I swear you two can’t survive a family dinner without each other. She’s running late right now.”

“Typical.”

“She had an audition in the city.”

“A successful one?”

Mom and dad exchange an unimpressed glance.

“I think it’s better that the subject doesn’t come up at dinner.”

“Noted,” I say, moving to stand behind my designated chair. I’ve sat at this same table in the same chair for every dinner since I was a child. I know by now that my parents don’t find it funny when I pretend to try each chair out like in Goldilocks and the Three Bears. They also don’t find it funny when I ask where I should sit this time around. My humor is wasted on them. When they’re around Weston, they’re always laughing and joking around. But me, plus sarcasm, plus two slightly irritated parents equals no fun at all. So I guess I’ll just save it for someone who will find it amusing.

Daphne springs to mind, of course. I wonder what she’d make of these formal meetings with my family. She’s from a working-class family, devoted to her career. I never told her about my family background because it’s so different from hers, and I think she’d be shocked if she could see me here now. She’d tell me straight. She’d tell me that I don’t fit in here. I’m the black sheep of the family, even more so than Georgia. And perhaps that’s why I feel more at home at work than I do here.

When I zone back into the conversation, Brandon is talking about pregnancy scans and all the pregnancy books he’s been reading. I jump a little as the maid creeps up behind me to serve me wine. Even after all this time, it feels wrong to have someone do it for me. We have hands, right? We can pour our own. But it’s an argument I’ve brought up a million times without getting anywhere with it, so I don’t bother unearthing it again. 

“Do you know if Georgia has considered my offer of making her a bridesmaid yet?” Meghan asks as I sip on some wine to keep myself from zoning out yet again. “Samantha was keen on the idea, and I’ve got





























