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Chapter 1   
 

"Jingle my, Jingle my, Jingle my knob. My feet are freezing and I need a good snog.‖ 

Eight hours of listening to Christmas music at sub-zero temperatures in my car, after twelve 

hours of traveling. I must have been out of my bloody mind. What on earth was I thinking? 

This couldn’t be the place. Sabrina wouldn't hold her wedding in a quiet backstreet on a 

Thursday night. She'd have glitz, glamour, red carpets and sponsors.  

It didn't even look like someone's house. It looked like a dodgy bar, and, to all 

appearances, it was closed.  

If someone didn't turn up in the next hour I was out of here. Well, I mean, I planned to 

walk until I found a warmer place to sleep than in a rental with faulty heating and no gas. A 

meter of snow had fallen since I parked it and there was no way in hell it was going anywhere 

now.  

It wasn't like I was in love with him or anything. I just needed to see if he was okay, if he 

was making good choices.  

Dropping everything and running back to England with me wasn’t going to happen.  Life 

isn’t a fairy tale romance.  People break your heart and then forget about you. You need 

proof? Check your social media feed, just stick in the name Cooper West and what do you 

find? Fucking engagement photos with fucking Sabrina Sleazebag-Stinkypoops wearing a 

fucking diamond ring the size of a small European country.  

I might be a little bitter. I should work on that.  

My fingers clenched the car door handle. Maybe if I just stood outside he’d turn up and 

see me. Or maybe I'd turn into a yeti. Either one was possible.  

A light came on in the building. Now or never, make or break.  

I grabbed my shit, sidled out and legged it across the road. Huddled against the doorway, 

the wind facing me, the snowstorm sandblasted me whilst I built up the courage to actually do 

something.   

I knocked.  

Several locks unlatched and a heavy-set man, wearing a green bomber jacket, sleeves 

pulled up to reveal his love of nautical tattoos, opened the door.   

―Yup? We’re closed tonight, private party, men only. Sorry.‖   

I backed away, oh well, never mind. I'd done my best; it’d been worth a shot. Time to go 

home, no harm no foul.  



You're probably thinking I'm a little indecisive, weak willed, unable to stand up for my 

own little self. Well, I'll have you know, you're absolutely bloody right. I'm from the Home 

Counties, we don't do forceful. We do unassuming, unimposing. I could meek you 'til the 

cows come home.  

―Wait!‖ said a high-pitched voice from behind the large man. ―Carl, honestly!  You're 

Babette.‖ He hesitated. I could see a face behind Carl's left elbow, sizing me up. ―Aren’t 

you?‖   

Now let's be very clear on the matter. I'm not Babette, not in the slightest, but there was no 

way Babette was going to make it through the streets of this small Montana town tonight in 

this storm. I could be Babette, if it got me into the club, right? It was a rare, bold move for 

me, but I was wearing my lucky underwear, I could no longer feel my fingers and fuck it, 

anything had to be warmer than the car.  

―Yes, absolutely, that’s me, of course, I'm Babette. Babette is me. Ba-bet-teuh. Babette.‖  

Alright, calm your knickers woman, just because you've done something brave for once 

there's no need to get so excitable. I took a deep breath, smiled.  

The small man sprung out from behind the bouncer and leaped for joy. ―Oh goodie, 

goodie, goodie. When you rang and said you had to cancel I was like, oh my good lordy, what 

am I going to do?  Big party tonight, lots of paying guests. Carl, this is Busty Babette, our star 

act. Those breasts, man, they’re insured for millions. I’m getting ahead of myself, sorry, sorry. 

Come in, follow me. Love the accent by the way, don’t worry I won’t tell anybody you’re 

actually from Brooklyn.  Your secret’s safe with me.‖  The words poured out, ten to the 

dozen, as he danced around me like an agitated sprite.  

Chandeliers and expensive carpeting adorned the hallway. This was not the dingy club I'd 

seen from the outside, this place was classy.  He opened a door, marked with my new name 

and led me through to a very sumptuous dressing room.  

―Everything is here, arrived yesterday, I took the liberty of getting your costume out and 

giving it a little steaming. Darling, you’re so daring, I just love it. I’ll leave you to it; you’re 

on in about an hour, got to get them all a bit tanked before the star act, more money in the pot, 

darling, more money in the pot!‖  With that, he closed the door and left me to it.  

Okay. What now? I was obviously some kind of act involving boobs.  That didn’t bode 

well. Isn't there that woman that breaks watermelons with hers? Oh good grief. This was a 

terrible idea.  

I mean, I've got boobs, no shortage at all in that department. They just weren’t generally 

used as a part of my job. I run a B&B with my Gran and Grandad near Brighton. I don't 



normally serve the continental breakfast topless. There would be outrage, heart attacks, 

spillage of tea. Chaos would ensue.  

The costume hung on a rack. The only way to describe it would be, let's just say, minimal. 

I was in a strip club.  

Bugger.  

Opening the door a crack I spied a group of women bustling down the corridor in basques 

and stockings. They were too busy nattering away to notice me. They didn't look like 

strippers. They looked like burlesque dancers, like the ones you see in Paris that do the Can 

Can. Cabaret. I could do that, right?  Couldn’t be that hard.  

I slid back in to the room. Getting past Carl again without causing a fuss would be nigh on 

impossible. Then there was the snowstorm outside to consider. I’d just have to get on with it, 

try and figure a way of getting out of here at some point.  

I’d never had fancy lingerie. There was this woman who used to come round to my mum's 

house years ago. She'd set up in the front room, open a couple of suitcases and spread bras 

and knickers around. They cost a fortune, but my mum would get a decent discount for 

holding the party. All the ladies in the street would descend upon us, eat finger food and paw 

their way through the pile until they found something pretty. That was the only time I'd seen 

nice bras in my size and they were never for me.  

This costume was everything you could imagine and more. A lace up red corset with 

barely a cup for each boob and a white fur trim. Luxurious silk stockings. They even had the 

sexy line down the back. Everything was in the detail.  

It wouldn't hurt to try it on. Right? I mean, a quick selfie, to send to a future boyfriend and 

then I'd put it back on the hanger.  

I had a little nose around. The en-suite bathroom had a shower, with a big fluffy towel and 

the most gorgeous smelling toiletries.  It was just so inviting and, to be honest, after the day 

I'd had I did smell a bit like Felix, my gran's twenty year old cat. Just a quick wash, to take 

advantage of the free hot water. Couldn't hurt.  

I stepped in and lathered up, checking for cameras before stripping off. This place might 

be pretty and fancy but I wouldn’t put it past them. It was swarming with scantily clad young 

women. Ideal fodder for spy cameras.  

Once out and dry, I face-timed my best friend, Karen. No way in hell I was getting into 

the role of Busty Babette without showing my bestie, this would kill her. When I'd told her 

my plan to fly to America yesterday she'd thought I was losing it, but here I was, in a small 



town in Montana, in a strip club, naked.  Completely normal, healthy behavior. Don't know 

what she was worried about.  

―Kazzaaa!‖  

―Cazzaaa!‖  

―You are not going to believe where I am.‖  

―Are you naked? Put some clothes on. I'm over at me mum's!‖ I waited whilst she moved 

somewhere quieter.  

―Get a load of these knickers.‖ I whipped them on. ―They're kind of big, and they've got 

velcro down the side, but look at my tummy!‖ I had the figure of a model in these things. A 

catalogue model, probably, but they were stunning. ―How does my bum look?‖  

―Move the phone further away.  Gorgeous. You should keep those.‖  

―Right? I'm sure Babette would understand.‖  

―Who's Babette and where are you that you need velcro on your knickers?‖  

I held up two little gold frilly things. ―Nipple tassels!‖ I screeched  

―What? How do you put them on?‖  

―Double sided sticky tape.‖  

―Well I never.‖ I stuck them on and tried twirling them. It was actually way easier than 

you'd think. I mean, it's not like anybody was going to see them, but I probably could pull off 

a good show.  

―What do you think?‖  

―Look love, it’s lunchtime here and the whole family are waiting. Did you find him yet?‖  

―No.‖  

―Well stop faffing about and go get your man.‖ She waved goodbye and hung up.  

I hadn't lost sight of the goal. Someone had sent me this address and I’d taken appropriate 

action.  

I picked up the basque. The soft, silk material almost melted into my fingers. It also had 

velcro on it. In ten seconds it was on my body and I looked like Mother Christmas on Santa's 

birthday.  

There were heels too. I don't do heels. Trainers and the occasional flat shoe, that's my jam. 

These were about a size too big, and about five inches too high, but I managed to take a few 

steps. I clearly wasn't made for the stripper life.  

Did burlesque dancers strip?  I got my phone out, looked up Busty Babette.  Apparently 

so. I seriously needed to leave this place before they called for me.  Getting past Carl would 



be out of the question, especially as these amazing clothes were never ever coming off of me 

again. You'd have to rip them off of my cold, dead, irresistible, pert body.  

A feather boa and the most exquisite pair of lacy, red satin gloves finished the ensemble. I 

stood in front of the full length mirror admiring myself. Men didn't fall at the feet of girls like 

me.  

Ordinary, normal, everyday girls.  

Busty Babette might be amazing when she was all dolled up, but did they really want to 

see me naked. I wasn't putting myself down, don’t get me wrong, it’s just that my body wasn’t 

quite beach-ready or gym-ready and I’m pretty positive it wasn’t on-stage-naked-ready either.  

Cooper hadn't given a damn though. He'd looked at my bum from every single angle and 

hadn’t cared in the slightest about a little bit of cellulite nor my Taco Tuesday tummy. Quite 

the opposite, he’d done things with my boobs that were probably illegal in several countries.  

A flutter went through me. Sexual excitement combined with utter dread. The sickening 

thought of that man married to someone else, to her.  

He should be in my bed, doing dirty things to my feather boa, but instead he was spending 

his last night of freedom in a cabaret club watching busty women get naked.  

Tomorrow he would be married to someone else and I would just be a distant memory. 

Maybe whoever had sent the text was right. Maybe he was pining for me, waiting for me to 

ride on in on my white horse and steal him away. Bet he wasn’t expecting me to be dressed 

like this though, his knight in shiny underwear.  

I sat in the armchair and ate a sandwich from the free buffet they'd put out for Babette. 

Wasn't like she was going to eat it and I hadn't swallowed a thing since the plane, if you don't 

count half a fluff-covered chocolate bar I'd found in my backpack.  

This was the life. Drinking sparkling champagne out of a crystal flute and eating delicate 

little sandwiches and creamy cakes–whilst dressed like a high class stripper–was the most fun 

I'd had in years. By the time the little man knocked on her door I’d finished eating, pinned up 

my curly brown hair and given myself a complete makeover with Babette's vast collection of 

expensive brand make-up. And I'd also completely forgotten about that plan to leave before 

he got there.  

I was three sheets to the wind. Pissed. Drunk. And suddenly taken with the idea that I was 

going to be the best burlesque dancer this club had ever seen. I couldn’t be further from the 

truth. I could hardly walk in those bloody heels before I'd had a few, but now? No chance.  

Nevertheless, as the little man took my hand to lead me out of the room I was ready and 

willing to hit the stage. I grabbed the final part of my costume—la piece de resistance, a 



beautiful red satin mask, bedazzled all over with feathers and sparkles—and as I stepped into 

the hallway I was the queen of cabaret.  

The dread hit me about ten seconds later as I hobbled down the corridor, past the other 

dancers. So stupid. What the hell was I thinking? I couldn't do this.  

I placed my hand on the little man's shoulder.  ―I don’t, I’m not sure...‖  

―Honey, we all get nerves, it’s normal, you’re a star, now go out there, show them what 

you’re made of, you’re gonna kill it!‖   

I closed my eyes, breathed. He was right, it would be fine. No. No it wouldn't. I stepped 

back, looked for some way out of here. Without hesitation, Carl, sensing my imminent flight, 

swung his giant arm around my back and pushed me out onto the stage.  

Everything was dark. It smelt like wood shavings and dust, not at all what I was 

expecting. The lights were on in the bar, I could make out the shapes of people mulling 

around, drinks in hands. 

―Ladies and Gentleman, for your delight and delectation, Busty Babette!‖  Christmas 

music boomed out of the speakers either side of me.  

My legs began to tremble, then wobble violently.  Bending over, I placed my hands on my 

knees to steady myself. The spotlight hit me. I stood there, huddled over, shaking like a leaf, 

blinded by the lights.   

There was nothing left to do but put on a show. I wiggled my bottom. Loud cheers erupted 

around me.  

Facing the audience I shook my shoulders, my breasts did a kind of Mexican wave. The 

crowd were shouting, encouraging me, getting right into it. And so was I. I'd never had the 

guts to strip for any man before.  

Here, I was acclaimed, lauded, adored. They loved me, lapped it up.  

I shimmied across the stage, blew kisses, kicked my legs in the air.  The music vibrated in 

my ears and the lights blinded me.   

If he was out there, if he was watching, I hoped that Cooper was loving it too. Maybe he 

was thinking about my boobs and my bottom.  He did love my bum. I turned around wiggled 

it at them. That one was for you, Cooper.  

Finger by finger I pulled off the gloves then bent down, revealing a hell of a lot more 

cleavage to those in the front row and dangled the gloves over someone's head. He grabbed 

them, sniffed them, showed them off to his friends.  

Okay.  



I whipped off the feather boa, rubbing it down my back as if I was drying myself off after 

a shower. Putting it between my legs, I rode it like a hobby horse before throwing it out into 

the crowd to cries of appreciation.  

It had been ten minutes; I had nothing left to take off. That should be enough to please the 

boss.  

There was no sign of Cooper, well, as far as I could see. It was time to get out of Dodge.  

I waved goodbye, tried to leave the stage, but the little man stepped in front of me. He 

stuck a tiny, sharp nailed finger hard into my breastbone directly between my boobs, pushing 

me backwards.   

―No dear, it all has to come off, that’s what we paid for.‖   

Carl was standing behind him, enjoying my act, his smile turning into a menacing scowl.  

I stumbled back, he frightened me a little. This wasn’t what I’d signed up for. This was 

just a bit of fun. I'd come here to find Cooper, not to get my tits out. I'm not that kind of girl.  

I boogied back onto the stage, stood in front of the crowd. ―Get 'em off!‖ shouted a voice, 

everybody cheered. Sashaying forward onto the catwalk I started to shimmy down it. Maybe 

if I saw Cooper he could get me out of here.  

A hand came up to stroke my leg. What the hell? Where did that come from? I jumped 

back, stumbling on my heels, wobbling violently, coming down with a thud as I crumbled to 

my hands and knees. That would hurt tomorrow. It fucking stung now.  

Crawling on, fending off hands that were now coming from all directions I finally 

spotted him. Cooper. In pride of place at the end of the runway.  

He was cheering louder than everybody else, beer in hand, enjoying the spectacle. If 

only I’d known he liked it so much I’d have given him a private show when I'd had the 

chance.  

The damned hands trying to grab at me were getting out of control, I was swatting at 

people from all angles, pointing at them like an angry schoolteacher. I needed to get a 

grip!  Control these men.  

I came to a pole and pulled myself up onto it. Looping my leg around it, I held on for 

dear life. It was a slippery bugger. I had about ten seconds to decide what to do.  The crowd 

was cheering me on, but they wouldn't stay calm for very long if I didn't finish the act. It was 

now or never, strip or split.  

Someone once said to me, 'Promise me you'll always love your body as much as I love 

it.' He was right, of course, I did need to love myself a little bit more, or at least as much as 

this crowd clearly loved me. But hanging off of a stripper pole half-naked is hardly the time to 



get deep and philosophical. I needed to take the bull by the horns or, in this case, the Velcro 

between my fingers. 

I swung around, whipping the corset off, throwing it into the crowd. They cheered, so 

I spun around again. Clasping onto the icy pole with my knees, bum facing the crowd and 

whipped off the knickers in one fell swoop. 

―Holy shit!  Carrie!‖  

Cooper leaped to his feet; standing up so fast his chair flew back into the table behind 

him, sending half a dozen drinks hurtling into the air. Some guy whose beer had just 

decorated him from head to toe jumped forward and went for him, but Cooper’s bodyguard 

swooped in and delivered a sizable fist onto his face. Another guy barged in, but almost broke 

his hand on the bodyguard’s impressive abs.  

Soon the entire crowd was throwing punches. Chairs, tables flying in all directions, 

drinks smashing onto the floor.  

Cooper swooped forward, taking off his jacket and putting it around me, then he 

picked me up and carried me out of the bar, his bodyguard pushing people out of the way as 

we went.  

―I thought I’d seen those tits before, but when you got your ass out I knew it was 

you!  That was incredible; you never told me you were a stripper!‖   

Right. Of course. I should have told him the truth or curtly replied that he hadn't 

always been totally honest with me.  Turning up at my gran's guest house a few days before 

Christmas exactly one year ago, renting a room out of season, seducing me over turkey and 

Christmas pudding and then fucking off on New Year's Day when it turned out he was a very 

rich, very famous musician with a fucking fiancée.  

Of course, I didn't say that at all.  

I said, ―Really, thanks, it was nothing. Honestly though, did you like it?‖  

Because I'm weak. We've talked about this.  

We ran out of the fire exit, then I insisted he put me down. He might be a muscular 

man, but nobody should have to put their back out on my account.  

The heels had flung off at some point; I grabbed his hand and stomped barefoot 

through the snow to my car. Only it wasn't there. It was under a foot and half of the freezing 

white stuff and I wasn't wearing a stitch.  

―Fuck, fukkity, fucking fuckers.‖  

―I have my truck; it should get us back to my place.‖  

My stuff. ―My bag, I left it in there.‖  



―What? For fuck's sake Carrie.‖  

―I need my purse, and my phone.‖  

―Why?‖  

―Because they'll hunt me down and kill me when they find out who I am and because 

my passport is in there and because I need you to go get my back without having endless 

discussions in three foot of snow whilst I’m naked. Please.‖  

―What?‖  

Ugh he was so infuriating. ―Stop asking questions and go get my shit. Oh and give me 

your keys I'm dying here.‖  

I got into Cooper's very expensive luxury truck, because that's how I roll now, whilst 

Cooper and his bodyguard sneaked in through the back door and grabbed my bag.   

Within minutes we were making our getaway, at five miles an hour because 'this truck 

cost a fortune' and 'there's ten foot of snow outside'.  

Not quite the Bonnie and Clyde escape I'd imagined but he had saved me, carried me 

out of the building and rescued my stuff.   

He might be infuriating–and far too easily believe that I’d given up my life in the UK, 

moved to Montana and become a stripper–but he was my hero.  

  



Chapter 2  
 

―Where are we going?‖  

―My place, after we've dropped off my friend here.‖ Bodyguards are great but they do 

make for a bit of a third wheel.  

―Is she...?‖  

―She's doing a Christmas Eve special, won't be back until tomorrow morning, in time for 

the wedding.‖  

So they did live together and apparently the wedding was still on.  Fan-fucking-tastic.  

To be honest I knew little about their relationship, only that last Christmas he'd much 

preferred my company than spending it with her.  

~~~ 

I opened my eyes a short while later to see the most magnificent house in front of me.  

We were in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by snow covered forests.  It was like 

something off of a Christmas card.   

As if by magic a garage door opened and he drove straight in. It would be such a relief to 

get inside and get some clothes on.  

I grabbed my bag, started getting my clothes out. Damn, I'd left those amazing knickers at 

the club, they were keepers. 

―Why are you getting dressed? I like that look on you.‖   

He was looking at me with those eyes, the ones that had lit up every time I walked in the 

room. Deep brown eyes that had made country music fans across America fall in love with 

him and made my lady-bits melt every time I gazed right into them.   

If he could stop looking so fucking handsome it would help enormously with the whole 

'not falling for him again' thing.  

The nerve of the man. No. Carrie you can do this, don't let him get the upper hand.   

―Firstly, you don’t get to look at or touch this body any more, you gave up the right to do 

so when you used me, lied to me.‖ He bit his lip, looked down at his hands. ―And secondly 

I'm freezing, it's minus a hundred out there and the only thing keeping me warm is your jacket 

and the car heater. I need to put on some damned clothes.‖ The air in the car was thick with 

unspoken feelings and I needed to get out and breathe.  

―Wait.‖ He stepped out of the car and walked around to my door, opening it for me and 

helping me down. ―Where are your shoes?‖  



―They fell off when you were carrying me.‖ I went to step away but he stood between me 

and the entrance to the house, one hand clenching the other over his chest. Anxious. 

Confused.  

―What are you doing in Montana, Carrie?  You’re not a stripper, burlesque or otherwise 

and you're a bit far from home.‖   

―I came because you needed me.‖ He moved closer, his face inches away from mine. I 

could hardly breathe, every muscle in my body was tensed up resisting the desire to just give 

in, touch him, taste him.  

―I missed you, Carrie.‖  

―Cooper.‖ I wasn’t supposed to do this; I’d made a decision on the flight over. Talk to 

him, see if he was okay, but I definitely, absolutely, without hesitation was not to fall for him, 

not again.  

I put a hand up, ostensibly to push him away, but he pushed onto it, the warmth of his skin 

radiating onto my frozen fingers, the beating of his heart thumping through his soft, damp 

shirt.  

My resolve weakened. His mouth pushed down onto mine, his kiss breaking down my 

defenses. I allowed him in, moving my hands around his body pulling him against mine. It 

had been a year but the taste of his lips on mine, every touch, it felt like coming home.  

I was in his garage, naked, pushed up against a fifty-thousand dollar truck and the cold 

metal against my back wasn't even enough to cool the heat between us.  

This was unreal, unthinkable.  

Feeling this way again had been banished from my thoughts. My cold heart was warming 

to him once again.  

His fingers traced from my stomach down to my core.   

 ―You’re so fucking beautiful.‖ His mouth tickled my neck as his lips moved slowly down 

to my breasts, nibbling, exploring. ―I dreamed about your body, but seeing you again, I’d 

forgotten how you make me feel, what you do to me.‖   

God it was good. So damned good, and yet. ―No.‖ I cupped his face in my hands 

removing his lips from my skin. ―Cooper, no.‖  

―Did you just come here to torture me? To make me feel bad. To show me what I'm 

missing.‖  

―Someone sent me a text,‖ I replied, turning to open the car door, bending over to grab my 

bag. Two warm hands gravitated around my bum. Seriously? ―Stoppit. Wait. Look.‖  



I held my phone up to his face, showing him the text. ―I was just coming to see if you 

were alright, the next thing I know I’m stripping in front of a hoard of men.‖   

I wouldn't say I’d liked the experience, but if ever the B&B was in financial trouble there 

genuinely seemed to be people out there who'd wanted to see all of this naked.  

He took my phone read the text, 'Be at this address tomorrow night. He needs you. You 

have to stop the wedding.' 

―So you just came and somehow got yourself up on that stage? I don’t even want to begin 

to imagine how you got up there. All those men looking at you, I don’t like it.‖   

―You no longer get to decide what you do and don’t like.‖ How could he think like that? 

He gave up his opinion the day he left. ―You’re a superstar; you’re used to millions of women 

lusting after you. You don’t get to choose who lusts after me. You walked away, remember?‖   

The humiliation, the pain of being treated as just the girl who runs the guest house had 

stung and I wasn't going to pretend that it had never happened. He hadn’t even said goodbye, 

he’d just left, hand in hand with her.  

I pushed past him. My hands were shaking.  

―I love you Carrie. I think of you every single moment of every single day, I wake up 

hoping that you’ll be there beside me.‖ I sat on the step, rummaged around in my bag for my 

underwear, acted like I wasn't starting to cry. ―Every love song that I sing is about you, for 

you.‖  

Could he be more cheesy? ―Liar.‖  

He knelt down in front of me, swiped my cheek, wiped away the tears. ―I have tried to 

stop this wedding, but there are things you don’t understand, obligations. The fans all want it 

to happen, my management, everybody. I signed a damn contract. Sold my soul. Hundreds of 

thousands of dollars have been invested in this stupid, fucking wedding.‖  

―You never loved me; you were just in love with the idea of running away and falling for 

someone else. Look at me, I’m not her. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not in the habit of 

comparing myself to other women, but you're engaged to be married to one of the most 

beautiful women in the world, who, might I say, seems pretty nice and kind in every video 

I’ve ever seen of her. There’s nothing to not like about that girl.‖    

I looked around me. Most people where I came from couldn’t even afford a house as big 

as this garage, I didn't fit in here, I wasn't supposed to be part of this strange world. 

 ―That is until I got this text. It hurts me to be here Cooper. I only came to see if you’re 

alright and now I’ve gone and made it worse.‖  



―I love you, Carrie. I don't know who sent you that text but they were only half right. I do 

need you, but nobody can stop this wedding.‖  

―Please don’t tell me you love me–or how much you need me–when you’re not going to 

let me have you.‖ It hurt so bad.  This heavy sadness inside of me, made me sick to my 

stomach. ―It's Christmas Eve. I'm thousands of miles away from home, far from my family 

and I just realized that I have made an utter fool of myself.‖  

―Come inside, at least for tonight. You can't go home tonight anyway. Please, I promise, 

you can sleep in one of the guest rooms. We’ll have something to eat, get some sleep, then 

you can leave in the morning.‖ He took my hand, helped me up. I grabbed my t-shirt, threw it 

over my tasseled boobs. ―How do they…?‖  

―Double sided sticky tape. I am never taking them off; I’m just not into that kind of nipple 

torture.‖ I relaxed a little. He was right, I was stuck here. Staying was a bad idea, we both 

knew it, but apparently we were just going to go on pretending that it was fine.  

Walking ahead of me, his shirt hanging over his trousers, he tousled his hair, flipping it to 

one side. He yawned loudly, stretching his arms out to his sides, releasing the biceps of desire.  

I licked my lips. He’d been drinking bourbon in the club; I’d tasted it when he kissed me. The 

thought of his mouth on mine made my stomach do a little flip.   

Nope. There was absolutely no way we were going to make it through the night without 

something happening that would get us put on the naughty list. Not a chance.  

  



Chapter 3  
 

His house was decorated the way people had imagined 2003 in 1970. Lots of clean, empty 

spaces and furniture all exactly the same shade of white.  

He pushed the wall and a door opened. A shower room fully equipped with white towels, 

white toiletries and probably white water too. I hopped into the shower and closed my eyes 

before snow blindness hit me.  

Stepping out a little while later, I felt much more human. Parading around Montana, 

naked, in a snowstorm hadn't left me feeling very clean.  

―I’m starving, can we order something in?‖   

He handed me his phone. ―You can order a pizza, but I don't know if they'll come out in 

this weather.‖   

There were like a million messages on his phone. Damn, it was ringing. ―Uh Cooper, you 

should see this, your phone is full of texts and missed calls.‖ 

―Ignore them, just use the app, order some food, then switch the damn thing off, I really 

don’t give a shit.‖  I ordered, then did as I was told. ―Do you want a drink? I need a drink.‖ 

He held up a bottle of bourbon.  

―Yes, please.‖ I fell back onto a sofa, it was hard, sharp. ―Your house is very...sterile.‖  

He handed me a whiskey coke in a shiny white glass. ―Yeah, it’s not really my taste. Was 

like this when I bought it. I have a den, back through there, with a comfier couch, if you 

want.‖   

I heaved myself up off of the sofa followed him through to another room. It was like 

going from one dimension to another. This room was cozy, books everywhere, a large TV and 

a really comfy couch, big enough for two.  

He got comfortable, settling down with his feet up on a pouffe, patting the space next to 

him. I plonked down, stretching my legs across his. ―I'm so tired, do you mind?‖ He shrugged 

his shoulders, reached for the remote, started scrolling down looking for something to watch.  

A year ago at my grandparent's B&B we’d quickly discovered that they we shared a love 

of cheesy holiday movies. Night after night we’d stayed up until the early hours watching, 

talking and making love.  For a romance that had only lasted a few weeks we’d made a lot of 

memories.  

This room was just like my place.  Snuggled up on the sofa waiting for Christmas at 

Pudding Lane to start, we could almost be home. Maybe he’d designed it that way. You had 



to feel sorry for him. I couldn’t imagine being in a beautiful expensive crystal palace with the 

'perfect' life, but wanting to pretend you were somewhere else.  

He was rubbing my feet, unconsciously, like he used to. Just as the movie started, I took 

my feet off him, switched around, cuddling up under his arm. He kissed the top of my head. It 

was as if the room and the movie had taken us back to before, just for one night. As if we 

were in a safe little Christmas Eve cocoon, at least until the sun came up.  

The doorbell rang; he went and got the food. I got another couple of drinks. We sat and 

ate, watched a city girl find love in a small town. It was blissful, comfortable, just like it had 

been.  

As we both reached for the last slice, which he handed to me–such a gentlemen–I found 

myself staring at his face, still unable to comprehend how I hadn’t even known who he was.  

He was famous for his curly dark hair, his smoldering looks and his voice that melted your 

heart (as well as other major organs and vital parts). I had social media, thought I was up on 

all of the latest music, the radio blaring all day as I’d renovated my grandparent’s bed B&B. I 

just hadn’t recognized the American guy who’d shown up a few days before Christmas, bag 

over his shoulder, asking to rent a room.  

I'd been completely oblivious, acting like a world where rich, handsome guys who come 

to small seaside towns and stay in out-of-season guest houses was actually a thing. I should 

have suspected something, but I'd fallen under his spell.  

He'd eaten Christmas dinner with us, shared gifts. His present to me was a beautiful gold 

necklace, a heart filled with diamonds and a note saying, 'I love you'. Then on New Year's 

Eve I'd finally convinced him to go outside, see my world.  

We'd gone to a party in a local pub and some American tourists had spotted him straight 

away. They'd kept calling him by his name, filming him. He’d ignored them at first but then 

he’d stopped, put on the charm, taken a few selfies, asked them not to say where he was.  

The whole world had descended on my home the next morning, or at least it seemed like 

it. He had literally been ripped from my arms. Hadn’t said a word, he'd just got up and left, 

hugged his girlfriend and gone home.  

Coming back to reality, I put a hand on his knee. He smiled. Knowing who he was 

changed nothing for me, he was still just the guy who was terrified of spiders, swam like a 

lame duck and cooked the best grilled steak you’d ever tasted in your life.  

As the film came to an end he had nodded off. He lay behind me, his arm holding me to 

him, as if he couldn’t let me go. I desperately needed to pee. My nipples were starting to 



sting; I'd not got the tassels off in the shower. Maybe more soap and wishful thinking could 

get the damned tape off.  

Gently lifting his arm, I climbed up off the couch, went in search of a bathroom. I came 

across a large white bedroom, this must be their room. The next white door revealed a slightly 

smaller white room, with an en-suite. It was like the three bears’ house, but if they were 

minimalist and didn’t have any baby bears with sticky porridge paws.  

I did my business and then sat on the side of the bath looking for something that might 

help with my little problem. There were fluffy towels and a selection of organic goat’s milk 

beauty products, this was classier than our guest rooms and we charged people for the 

pleasure.  

I stripped off, rubbed organic soap around my breasts and pulled on my tassels. The 

bedroom door slammed open. He called my name, frantic.  

―I’m in the bathroom.‖ He rushed in and held me in his arms, kissing me so hard he 

pushed me back into the oversized bathtub and inadvertently turned on the shower.  

―Your breasts are...soapy.‖  

―Yes. You're squashing me. What the hell is going on, has there been a tornado warning? 

Nuclear bomb? Any reason at all why you just shoved me into a bath and lay on top of me?‖  

He kissed me again, passionately. ―I thought you’d gone, I woke up and you weren’t 

there.‖  Tears rolled down his face.  

He tried to kiss me a third time, but I pushed him off of me, struggling to get out of the 

damned tub. ―I will be gone tomorrow. You have to accept this, I’m not your mistress, you 

can’t have both of us, it doesn’t work like that.‖   

He sat in the bath looking sorry for himself, letting the cold water soak through his 

clothes. ―I’m not the other woman, I won’t do this willingly, it’s wrong, damn it.  You were 

everything to me.‖  

―Sorry. I'm sorry.‖  

―Cooper, you will break my heart, I won’t let you. This was a stupid, stupid idea, playing 

pretend, knowing that tomorrow you get to live your happily ever after with your beautiful 

princess in your ivory tower. Tomorrow I get to go home alone, again.‖  Damn him, I was a 

strong woman, wasn’t I?  This could never end well. I dried myself off. ―Can I sleep in this 

bedroom?‖  He nodded.  

I walked through, stripping as I went and snuggled down under the covers, naked. He sat 

down on the end of the bed, then scuttled up beside me, over the covers. He was shivering. 

―Cooper, you need to go to bed.‖  



I wanted him to stay, I wanted to spend one last night with him, but at what cost?  

―I love you.‖   

―Then prove it, leave your fiancée.‖  Stop being so damned weak. ―Now get out of those 

clothes you'll catch your death of cold.‖  

He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a chest and abs carved by angels and started to undo his 

belt. My emotions were as turbulent as the blizzard outside. I wanted that body, those lips, 

those abs, but I wasn't willing to compromise.  

I pulled back the sheets, climbed over him, scuttled down, pulled down his jeans and 

massaged his balls. The look on his face was priceless. My tongue ran up his shaft and I 

slowly lowered my mouth over him, making sure he was looking right onto my eyes as I did 

it. 

Once he was wet enough, I rubbed his dick down my chest, trapping it between my 

breasts, thrilling him with my body. He started to gasp, pushed his fingers through my hair, 

but I stopped, pulled away. 

―Feels good doesn't it. Feels so good you don't want it to stop.‖ I sat back on my side of 

the bed, leaving him completely motionless, dick in the air. ―Does she do it like that for you, 

huh?  Does she make you come like I do? I’m not your mistress Cooper and I don't like 

people who don't keep their promises.‖  

What was I even doing?  What was the plan here? I was humiliating myself, and yet at the 

same time, I could see it in his eyes.   

Turning him on felt like a win, like I really was the only one who could do it for him.  

―I know.‖  

―You make me feel cheap.‖ Finding out he was supposed to be marrying another woman 

had been devastating.  I’d been taken for a slut. I got back under the sheets again, turning my 

back on him. I wanted him so badly but I was nobody’s second choice.  

He moved beneath the sheets. Lay down behind me. Holding me. I could feel him, pressed 

up against my back. My whole body wanted him but I held strong.  

―You’re not...‖ A slut?  I certainly felt like one.  

―Yes, I am. I’m silly and weak. I try to persuade myself that tonight is just for fun, that I’ll 

get over it, but I love you. My stupid heart thinks that you’ll give all this up for me, stupid, 

ordinary me.‖  

―You are the most beautiful, amazing woman I know.‖   

―You say that, yet you left me for someone else.‖  



―If anything I left her for you, she never got my heart or my body. Carrie, look around 

you. This is my room. Look in the wardrobe, you’ll see my clothes. She never got me at all. 

She got an image, she got a fulfilled contract. You have me, all of me.‖   

―I wish I’d just gone home tonight. No. I wish I’d never come.‖  

―I’m sorry.‖  

―All you do is lie to me, everything is lies.‖  

―It’s not what you think.‖  

―It doesn’t matter. You know everything about me, I know nothing about you.‖  

―You know my heart; you know that I love you.‖  He kissed my neck.  

―I hate you right now.‖  

―I know.‖  

―I hate this place.‖  

―I know.‖ He slid his hand down, stroked me with his fingers.  

―I still hate you.‖ I said as I rolled around to face him, grabbing his dick, gliding it 

between my fingers.  

―You should, I’m horrible,‖ he said before softly parting my lips with his, silencing us 

both. He rolled on top of me, entering me. Apart from the tiniest inwards gasp I made when 

he filled me, we made love in silence. No dirty words, no cheeky comments, this was much 

more. He held onto me as I came, marinating in my pleasure, breathing it in. He put his head 

onto my forehead, barely moving, staring into my eyes. A feeling so incredibly profound that 

I wanted it to last forever.  

―Carrie,‖ he whispered as he came, ―I love you.‖  For the second time that night, he fell 

asleep in my arms.  

  



Chapter 4  
 

It was probably around 1am when the repeated ringing of the doorbell woke us. As if that 

wasn’t enough, the person was banging and kicking on the door too.  

Cooper sat up, slipped and fell out of bed. ―What the fuck?‖ He grabbed a pair of 

sweatpants, putting them on as he went. ―Stay here.‖  

There was absolutely no way I was staying in the bed on my own just so some psycho 

could come up and get me too. I plucked a robe from behind the door, slipped it on and 

tiptoed out behind him, staying at the top of the stairs, listening in.  

A very loud man was shouting something at Cooper. The words were muffled, so I went 

down a couple more steps. Cooper had brought the guy into the large entrance hallway and 

was trying to calm him down.  

―I will not lower my voice. I’ve had about enough of you, fixing your fucking mistakes. I 

can’t get you out of this one. You stole a fucking stripper from a strip joint, the day before 

your wedding!‖   

―Can’t we just pay them off? The club, I mean. The stripper. She’s not a stripper, but 

whatever. I was just getting her out of there, that club was dangerous.‖  

―Cooper, there’s video, online. Jeez, have you even looked at your phone tonight?‖ I 

couldn’t hear the rest of the conversation, but the door slammed shortly afterwards.  

I walked down the stairs. He took my hands in his. ―Shit, Carrie, I’m sorry.‖  

―My bare bum is all over the internet? Ha!‖ I cackled with laughter. ―No, listen, it’s okay I 

had the mask on.  Can’t you just tell everybody you were saving me from the fight?‖  

―I could. It’s not that I’m worried about. She’s on her way back. Tonight. Her plane left a 

couple of hours ago.‖   

And?  Tell me you’re going to leave her, it’s over.  But nothing, he said nothing, just 

looked angry.  

―Dammit Cooper. I think I’m going to be sick.‖ I opened three identical brilliant white 

doors before I found the downstairs toilet. The pizza came back to haunt me in the worst 

possible way. I sat back on the bathroom floor feeling sorry for myself. He came and sat next 

to me, handing me a paper towel and a glass of water.  

―Sorry. I just have to work out how I’m going to do this. This morning I thought you 

hated me. I was resigned to my fate. Now, all this. I’m so fucking tired of all of this shit. I’m 

just a guy from Montana who can sing and play guitar. I don’t get the rest of it, the celebrity 



shit. My fucking house looks like a fucking toothpaste commercial. What the fuck is that 

about?‖  He laughed, put his arm around me. ―You okay?‖  

―Yeah.  Should I leave?  If she’s coming, I should leave.‖  

―No.‖  

―I don’t feel sleepy any more, how about we go snuggle on that comfy couch before the 

next angry person comes in to disturb us.‖   

―Deal.‖  He grabbed his phone, went and sat on the couch, looked up the video of the strip 

club. He would have really pulled off the whole hero thing, if it didn’t start where he 

recognized me by my bum. He’d even shouted my name. Well, shit.  

―You sure do know my bottom.‖  That was flattering, sort of.  

―Yup, your derriere is unforgettable, honey.‖  He moved his hand down from around my 

shoulder and tapped it.  

―Perfectly round, ideal for sitting, slapping, etc.‖  His phone beeped. ―Her helicopter has 

landed.‖  

―I really think I should go.‖   

Forever, I should go forever because you won’t have the courage to do this.  

―No, stay, please. Just a little while.‖  

Thought so, you’re not going to do it. I stood up. ―No Cooper, we both know that this is 

it.‖  

Damn you. Fight for me. Make me stay.  

He stayed silent. Again. I was such a fool to fall for it every time. It was just sex, nothing 

more, it never had been. Every single I love you was just to get me to sleep with him one last 

time. ―I need a man, Cooper, not a fucking doormat.‖   

His phone rang and he walked away. ―...I don’t give a shit about the contract. It’s over. As 

if there was anything anyway. It was never real, Sabrina, you know that. We both love other 

people, we can turn this around.‖ He nodded, turned his back on me, nodded again. ―Yup, I 

know. Mmhmm. Yup. Okay, see you later.‖   

He slammed his phone down onto a giant white ampersand. I ran over threw my arms 

around him. ―You did it.‖  

―Yup. You’re right I should have done it months ago. It should never have gone this far. I 

can be the man you need Carrie, I’ll show you. Do you want to listen to some music? I want 

to listen to some music. I need to celebrate. Drinks we need drinks.‖  



―Yeah, and I need cookies, it's Christmas Fucking Eve, can I make cookies?‖  I was 

already heading for the open plan kitchen, the land of no door handles. ―Which one of these 

white cabinets is the fridge?‖   

I started hitting doors willy-nilly until most of them were open and I’d found everything I 

needed. Cookies were food for the soul; everybody needed them at 2am on the holidays.  

Christmas music blared from invisible speakers. He served us both a bourbon then danced 

around the room with his. A slow song came on, it was his voice, but I didn’t know it. ―One 

of my first songs. Do you like it?‖   

He held out a hand for mine, waltzed me around the room. It was a sweet winter love 

song. Bending me backwards, leaning over me he kissed me and cried ―I’m free, free to do 

whatever I want.‖  He stopped, cringed. ―I’m broke though, broke because Sabrina's 

management is going to sue my ass off. Can I come, live with you, do your gardening?‖   

I headed back behind the island in the kitchen, laid out the ingredients and starting mixing. 

―You know, I don't think I've ever actually heard you sing live. Country music isn't exactly 

common on our side of the Atlantic. Break me out a ballad, romance me.‖  

He bowed, ―As you wish, ma'am.‖ Then went off to get his guitar. Back with a jet-black 

acoustic guitar he hiked his leg up on the coffee table, balanced his guitar on his knee and 

started singing a Christmas song.   

The hairs stood up on the back of my neck. His voice was sharp and sweet at the same 

time. The soft tones brought a lump to my throat as he sang a song I'd heard a million times, 

but never like this, never with such tenderness. I put my hands to my chest, then to my face, 

failing to stop the blood from rushing to my cheeks and the tears from falling down.  

He looked up from his guitar and stopped suddenly. ―Are you okay? You look like you've 

seen a ghost.‖  

―It's so beautiful. I didn't realize how beautiful your voice is.‖ It wasn't like that country 

twang hadn't melted me into a puddle the first time we'd spoken, but when he sang it was 

something else, something powerful.   

I was clearly in the presence of a person with great talent, and yet I'd always hated him for 

his fame. That which had taken him away from me, that which had given him this home, an 

incredible life, was the one thing that I hated most about him. I'd wished he were 'normal' just 

like me, so that they hadn't made him leave that day. But now? Now I couldn't imagine him 

doing anything else.  



As I baked he sang, a whole medley of Christmas carols. It was the perfect yuletide 

moment. As they say, you make your own Christmas traditions and this was, without a doubt, 

going to be one of ours.  

His phone buzzed on the floor, but he kicked it away. Then someone pummeled on the 

door. ―It’s nearly 3am.‖  He sighed, put down his guitar and stomped back to the front door.  

Some woman was yelling through it. He opened it an inch and she stormed in, sending 

him flying back on to his bum.  

―Where is she?  Is she here?  I got woken up at lord knows what hour of the morning to 

find out you’ve been sleeping with whores!‖  A woman in a bright pink bathrobe and slippers, 

curlers in her hair and an angry frown, was storming through the house, closely followed by a 

sheepish looking Cooper.  

―Mom, calm down, it’s not what you think.‖  

―Oh it’s not what I think is it young man?  You went to the whorehouse and you brought 

home a damned whore, don’t think I haven’t seen the video of you looking at that girl’s ass.‖  

―Mom, stop shouting.‖  I tried to find a white door to hide behind, but with nowhere to go 

I just cowered in the kitchen.  

―Is she here?  The whore.‖  He tried to calm her down, but he couldn’t get a word in edge-

ways, she was having none of it. I decided to take things into my own hands. I wiped the flour 

off of my nose and stood up, cookie tray full of freshly baked snicker-doodles in my hands.  

―Oh hello!‖ I said in my poshest accent. ―You must be Cooper’s mother. I’m Caroline; I 

run a guest house in Hove, England. You probably haven't heard of it. Seaview. Helped my 

grandparents renovate it this year, bless them.‖ I put my hand on my heart. ―Family is so 

important, don't you think?‖  

She looked at me then at Cooper then back to me, ―Uh...hi.‖  

―You must be the amazing woman who brought up Cooper here. Such a gentleman. He 

has your kind eyes.‖   

After a long pause she mooched over, sniffed the cookies, then took one. ―Thank you my 

dear. There seems to be some mistake, my friend Edie rang me to tell me that he’d been to a 

whorehouse. Cooper sweetheart I am so sorry to have interrupted you with your friend here.‖   

Cooper just stood there, shaking his head, clearly unable to comprehend what had just 

happened. I'd won over his mother.  From the look of this formidable woman, such a thing 

had probably never happened in the entire history of girlfriends.  

―Are you staying nearby?‖ She nodded and reached for another cookie.  



―She's staying in the guest house, aren't you, Mom? With the rest of my family.‖ said 

Cooper, trying to usher her away.  

―For the wedding.‖ added his mother, spitting out crumbs. ―These are just delicious. Did 

you make them?‖  

―Yes.‖  

―There is going to be a wedding, isn't there, Coop? Only, Mark called to say you hadn't 

gone back to the hotel like you were supposed to tonight, left your friends and your brothers 

and disappeared off into the night with some girl.‖ She winked at me.  

―Well, about that Mom...‖ He composed himself, as one does when you're about to tell a 

parent you've done something terrible.  

―Oh thank the Lord.‖ She pulled him down to her–Cooper was not a small man by any 

means–and hugged him tightly. ―Marrying that popstar would have been a terrible idea.‖ She 

choked on the word as if it was dirty.  

―Can we talk about this tomorrow?‖  

―Of course. Goodnight, Caroline, save me some of those cookies.‖ He escorted her to the 

door and locked it behind her.  

It was 3am. A little bit of sleep before the next surprise guest was in order. I'd been up for 

twenty-four hours by now. Stuffed with cookies, we undressed, again, slid back into bed, 

scooched up together, hugging tightly and closed our eyes.  

―I can’t sleep‖ I said.  

―Neither can I.‖  

―You said your Dad has a farm over here, what kind of farm?‖  

―A cattle ranch.‖  

―Does that mean, you're, like, a cowboy?‖  

―I guess.‖  

―With the hat and the boots and...the lasso?‖  

―Yup.‖ He rolled over and looked me in the eyes. ―Why?‖  

―I was just wondering.‖ I giggled. ―Are they here, can you get them?‖  

―Oh my god, you're insatiable. I love you, Carrie Waterford.‖  

―Am I your girlfriend now?‖  

―I guess. Does that make you happy?‖  

―Very.‖  It did. It was glorious.  

The sound of the door opening interrupted the conversation. ―Wait here,‖ said Cooper, 

jumping out of bed, grabbing his phone and putting his sweatpants back on again.   



As if I ever did as I was told. As soon as he was gone I tiptoed out and waited at the top of 

the stairs.  

The first crash sounded like something heavy, then the following two were more glass-

like. I popped my head down just enough to see Sabrina, America’s sweetheart, and all round 

superstar, failing badly at destroying a white marble coffee table with a white marble owl.  

Cooper was trying to reason with her, but she had a wild look in her eye that said he 

probably should think about calling the police. He had his phone in his hand and was trying to 

dial whilst avoiding flying white decorative items.  

―Calm down!‖ A porcelain letter R whizzed past his left ear; shortly followed by an S.  

―Calm down?‖ She picked up a vase and held it over her head. ―You cheated on me with a 

stripper and you want me to calm down?‖ She slammed the vase onto the floor. ―Fuck you!‖  

―It's over, Sabrina, finished!‖  

―Oh, you don't get to decide when it's over, I do, and it's over, alright, you'll see.‖  

Crap.  

What was she going to do to my brand new boyfriend? My foot hovered on the step. Run 

down and step in front of him before she shot him or run back into the bedroom and try to 

save myself.  

―Did you get that?‖ asked Cooper, turning towards the wall at the bottom of the stairs.  

―Yup.‖ A man's voice. ―Perfect.‖  

―Thank you.‖ added Sabrina. Then she walked over and touched Cooper's ear. ―Shit, I 

think I got you, sorry, I was trying my best to miss.‖ Everybody was awfully fucking friendly 

all of a sudden. ―Is she here? Can I meet the lucky lady?‖  

―She's probably asleep, hold on. Carrie, you there?‖ I walked down a couple of steps.  

―Oh she's so cute.‖ She sounded sincere, but I hadn't been called 'cute' since I was six and 

starred in the school nativity. ―Come here, give Sabby a big hug.‖  

I looked over to Cooper who was nodding and encouraging me. ―Sorry, what? What the 

hell is going on?‖ Call me suspicious but I was pretty sure this woman wasn't supposed to 

welcome me with open arms. And, to be honest, she was clearly not feeling her best tonight.  

―Oh gosh. No. Sorry, that...the fight...it was all for show. Look, this is Andrew, my close 

friend. He just filmed our dramatic break-up. Cooper was right. This contract went too far. I 

can't marry him, I love Andy here.‖ She indicated to the other man to join us and grabbed a 

hold of his arm.  



I turned to Cooper, ―I told you there was nothing not to like about this girl.‖ She was even 

more beautiful in real life. I rubbed my hand down his arm, claiming him, just in case he 

suddenly changed his mind again.  

―I have to get back to town," she said. "We're going to spend Christmas with my family in 

the hotel we booked for the wedding. You're welcome to join us.‖  

We declined the offer. She did agree to send some food our way, though, an entire seven 

course Christmas dinner for the whole family. It was 4am. Everybody who might come 

around had come around and the rest of the world was asleep.  

―You want to watch another movie?  It’ll send us to sleep.‖   

―But it's Christmas Day. Crap, my grandparents. I never called them to tell them I was 

okay. They must be worried sick.‖ I grabbed my phone, made a video call. ―Gran?‖  

She didn't look like she was having mince pies and watching TV with Grandad, she 

looked like she was sunbathing. ―Yes, dear?‖  

―Where are you?‖  

―On the beach, dear, it's glorious.‖  

―The beach...what? How?‖  

―Well, when your grandad dropped you off at the airport the other day he surprised me 

with tickets for a holiday. Booked them last minute on the Googler. Two weeks in Dubai. 

Lovely weather for December.‖   

It is not often that I am lost for words, but then this whole Christmas had been wild from 

start to finish, so why the fuck not?   

―Are you with your young man, the nice American?‖ she asked. Cooper waved from 

behind me.  

―The text worked then, did it?‖ said Grandad's voice from behind Gran. She smiled, and 

tried to shush him, but the game was up.  

―The text?‖ I was not amused. ―It was you?‖  

―Yes, Grandad found Mr West's agenda after he'd left and it had all the wedding dates 

noted down. You were so terribly miserable all year, dear, and, well, we thought you needed a 

bit of a kick up the bum to go and win back your man. Which you did, which was nice, got to 

go, see you soon, have a lovely Christmas.‖ She then spent at least thirteen seconds trying to 

disconnect the call.  

  



Chapter 5  
 

―Is that everything, can I go to bed now?‖ asked Cooper. I shrugged my shoulders. 

Sunbathing in Dubai? I might be twenty-four years old, but I still liked to think that there 

would be somebody at home waiting for me, even if I had flown halfway across the world and 

left them behind.  

―Are your family coming for Christmas tomorrow?‖  

―Probably.‖  

―Then we need to do one last thing and then I promise you we can go to bed.‖  

―Okay. What?‖ He yawned and did another one of his sexy stretches.  

―We need a Christmas Tree. It's not Christmas without one.‖ I suddenly missed England 

and Christmas Pud and crackers and Top of the Pops on the telly.  

―That, I can do.‖ He dragged me back to the garage and pulled the damp tarpaulin off of 

the back of his truck. A huge Christmas tree sat underneath. ―My mom brought the 

decorations from home. She normally decorates way earlier than this but my family only got 

here a couple of days ago.‖  

We dragged the tree through the house and depotted a white, plastic cactus to put it in, 

using all of the bits of broken vases and letters to steady it. Finally something colorful in this 

indoor igloo.  

By 5am we were good to go, decorations on the tree, more cookies baked and ready for 

breakfast. It was beginning to look a lot like Christmas.  Both of us were exhausted but the 

idea of falling asleep had passed us by. We went to the den instead, settled down on the couch 

with a mug of hot chocolate and another movie.  

―You should decorate your whole house like this room.‖  

―What, and not have identical doors everywhere, I like the adventure of never knowing 

which room I’m going into. What about The Christmas Pig?‖  

―Seen it. Have you got The Merry Little Christmas Sweet-Shop?‖  

―You just decorated your grandparent's guest house; maybe you could have a go at this 

place? A Sixpence of Mistletoe?‖ 

―Is that the one with the time-traveling chimney sweep and the city girl? I've seen it like 

five times."  

I walked over to a bookshelf filled with DVDs. ―What’s that?‖  



―Oh nothing, it’s just films of me when I was a kid, my mom used to take us to the county 

farm every year and they always filmed it.‖  He dismissed it as if this wasn't exactly the thing 

I was going to watch.  

―This, I have to see this.‖    

He set it up, reluctantly, and I got comfy. The cutest little baby crawled across a rug and 

climbed up in front of the camera. The baby grew a little bit bigger in every short film until he 

was big enough to kick a ball or ride a pony. Cooper was dying of embarrassment, but he was 

watching me, far more than the movie. It was special, a sweet little moment to learn a bit 

more about this man who was essentially a mystery to me.  

―I love you,‖ he said, as it came to a finish, pulling me against him for a cuddle.  

―I know.‖ I yawned. ―Oh wow is it really 6am. Do you realize nobody has rung your 

phone or hammered on the door for at least three hours?‖ He lay down on the sofa and I sat 

astride him. ―Mr. West, it’s six o-clock in the morning, way past our bedtimes, you can’t be 

getting horny!‖  His nether regions told a different story.  

―I love you so much right now. When the sun comes up we start a new life together, just 

you and me.‖  

―I love you too.‖ It was the first time I'd said it to his face. I'd been building up the 

courage to say it back in England, but he'd left before I'd got the chance. ―Let’s take this to the 

bedroom.‖ I let the robe drop to the floor and stood there in just my tassels.  

―Those things are never coming off, are they?‖ he asked, pulling on them. 

 ―Nope.‖ He tugged some more. ―Stoppit, leave my tassels be.‖  

The bedroom reached, all he had to do was remove his sweatpants too and we were good 

to go.  God he was gorgeous. The first time we’d made love, I'd been so shy, but he’d spent 

the night discovering my body, learning what made me tick, every last one of my erogenous 

zones.   

―Promise me you'll always love your body as much as I love it.‖ I said, repeating his exact 

words from memory.  

―I said that the first time I made love to you, didn't I? I meant it. I love your body.‖  

―It hasn't always been easy. You took a huge chunk of my confidence when you left.‖  

―I know, but I'm here now. For good.‖  

―How about I finish what I started earlier?‖ I dragged him through to the shower and 

dropped to my knees. He switched on the water and I grabbed just the tiniest smidgen of soap, 

lathering him up, cleaning him for my mouth.   



This time I gave it my all, the best performance of my life.  He groaned as my mouth 

lowered onto him. His low moans as he fell back against the tiled wall excited me.  The act in 

itself was utterly satisfying, but the pleasure of knowing I could do this for him whenever I 

wanted–please my man, because he really was mine–that was something else entirely.  

―You're amazing. Beautiful. Intelligent. Hot as shit, my dream woman.‖  He sank onto his 

knees in front of me. ―I can’t believe you thought I could sleep with anybody else after I’d 

been with you. I couldn’t get you out of my mind.‖  

―Stop it; you’re only saying that because of what I just did!‖ I could feel the heat rising in 

my cheeks.  

―No seriously, I know I was weak. I was scared of letting everybody down, but you give 

me strength. You’re an amazing woman; you deserve a good man who loves you. That what I 

intend to be‖  

He’d come through though, for me. ―I have an amazing man, right here, in front of me and 

I’m never letting him go again. I knew you had it in you to stand up to them, you just needed 

a little nudge.‖  

We fell into bed, made love sleepily, gently. Drifting off to sleep in each other's arms.  

―Merry Christmas, Cooper.‖  

―Merry Christmas, Carrie.‖  

―I love you, my Christmas Cowboy.‖ 

―I love you too.‖ 

 

~~~ 

 

Thank you for reading My Christmas Eve Cowboy. 

If you enjoyed this free little novella you might also enjoy 

HAT TRICK 

Available on Amazon (Kindle, Paperback, KU and Prime) 

 

Katherine 

 

 

https://www.amazon.com/Hat-Trick-Katherine-Hunt-ebook/dp/B07Z4ZDVY1

