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Mixed Emotions series

Falling in love with her best friend’s twin brother was never Penny’s plan, but the Spanish ocean breeze, the cutest puppy and the promise that he’ll never, ever propose might just change her mind…

 

When three-times-engaged Penny Farthing dumps her latest loser fiancé the day before her wedding, she packs a bag and prepares to jet off on her honeymoon with her best friend. Her plans go awry when she bumps into global superstar Dan Scott in the airport and finds herself agreeing to spend the next week with him and his family in his private villa, pretending to be his fiancée.

 

Pacey Scott doesn’t believe a word of it when his twin brother manages to conjure up a fiancée on the morning of their family trip to Spain. Not that he cares… He’s too busy looking after his brother’s puppy, dealing with his narcissist of a mother and making sure his sister stays out of trouble.

 

What he didn’t count on was Penny being quite so incredible. What’s a girl like her doing with a brother like his?

 

Will Penny finally fall in love with a man without booking a church and buying a dress? Can Pacey become the man Penny needs without the shadow of his mother’s disappointment looming over him? Or will the Spanish ocean breeze blow away their dreams?

 


Dedication

This one is for Vic and Rob. Two of the bestest friends I could have wished for.

 

 


Trademark Acknowledgements

The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of the following wordmarks mentioned in this work of fiction:

 

PlayStation: Sony Interactive Entertainment LLC

WhatsApp: Meta Platforms

TikTok: ByteDance

Chapstick: GlaxoSmithKline Consumer Healthcare

Google: Google Inc.

Emmy: Academy of Television Arts & Sciences, Inc.

Star Wars: LucasFilm Ltd.

Superman: DC Comics General Partnership

Black Sabbath: Osbourne, John Michael & Lommi, Anthony Frank

Olympics: The United States of America Olympic Committee

Baywatch: FreeMantleMedia North America Inc.

Kleenex: Kimberly-Clark Worldwide, Inc.

Coachella: Coachella Music Festival LLC

Dawson’s Creek: Sony Pictures Television

Instagram: Instagram LLC

Queen: Queen Productions Ltd.

Jacuzzi: Jacuzzi Inc.

Twitter: Twitter Inc.

Styrofoam: The Dow Chemical Company Corporation

Coke: Coca-Cola Company Inc.

Macarena: Los del Rio

Vespa: Piaggio & CSPA Corporation

Grey’s Anatomy: Disney Enterprises Inc., Disney-ABC Domestic Television

 


Chapter One

The day before

Penny

 

Penny, you’re a strong, capable woman. You will not falter at the sight of an exposed ab, a kissable lip or a murmured ‘I love you’. You’ve got this. You can do it.

I raise a trembling hand to knock, hesitating before going in for the kill.

To be entirely truthful, I don’t have ‘it’ at all. In fact, I’m about as far from having ‘it’ as a person can be, but Kelli’s eyes are burning a hole in my back as she stares me down from her car—willing me to do the right thing—and I don’t want to get my proverbial arse kicked if I fuck this up.

To my surprise, the front door opens. The decision is made for me. “Hey, Penny.”

“Hey.” Reece’s stunning older sister Chloe brushes past me, giving me a quick peck on the cheek and leaving the door wide open. Her manner is such that I’m pretty sure she has no idea why I’m here or what her brother has been up to. This doesn’t shock me. The man is sly. He’s not going to let the world—or his family—know that he fucked up another relationship.

“Reeeece, Penny’s here,” she yells over her shoulder as she leaves.

Would he have answered if he hadn’t been forced to? It’s been two weeks and the man has completely ignored my calls and been suspiciously absent every time I come by. The Art of Ghosting by Reece Sheffield. It wouldn’t sell well, the proof being that I’m standing on his doorstep right now listening to him come down the stairs.

A conversation is well overdue, and now he can’t avoid it. Good. At least it’ll be over with.

He saunters down the corridor. Reece’s at-home attire is a pair of gray tracksuit bottoms. He’s been wearing them for so long that the crotch has started to thin and the elastic in the waist has gone to shit. He never wears anything underneath them, so I—and possibly all his neighbors—am treated to more than just an impression of his family jewels.

He scratches the back of his neck then rubs it. Too much late-night gaming again. Not my problem anymore.

Then he slips his hand into his pocket and scratches his junk.

Don’t look at his penis. I allow my eyes to drop down, just for a second. I can see why Kelli felt like I needed back-up for this mission. I am confoundedly drawn to the enemy.

He has bags under his eyes and the imprint of his pillow on his cheek, but he’s still devastatingly handsome. Even his hair is flattened on one side, which should be wholly unattractive and yet, God… I want to run my fingers through it, pull at it, hold it while he…

Kelli’s voice seeps into my mind. “Don’t fall for him again. I’m warning you. I won’t be afraid to get out of this car and tell him exactly what I think of him. It won’t be pretty, Pen.”

“Hey,” he says, flashing me a subtle smile and leaning into the doorway. “You want to come in?”

Yes, please. Damn it. No. Be strong. Ignore the dimples. Move away from those come-to-bed eyes.

“Nah. I’ll just make this quick, shall I? It’s over. As if it could be anything else after what you’ve done. I’ll get someone to drop your stuff off, and if you could do the same, then we can close the chapter on this whole thing.”

“Pen…” He takes his hand out of his pocket and scratches his abs, revealing just a glimpse of the little hairline that runs up his stomach. I used to kiss that, on my way down. That might be the bit of him I’ll miss the most. “Don’t be like that.”

“Don’t be like that?” What the fuck? Tomorrow was supposed to have been our wedding day.

“We haven’t spoken in two weeks. We were getting married, buying a flat, growing old together. Remember that?”

“Yeah…” He contorts his face into the most unpleasant grimace, like I’ve just suggested that he clean the skid marks off the toilet. “No. I can’t do that anymore.”

He’s so casual, almost emotionless…as if he’s canceling a lunch date.

“I figured that when you ran away the other day, during sex, and haven’t spoken to me since.”

It had been terrible sex. Neither of us had been in the mood. We’d been arguing the finer details of our quickie registry office wedding, and all I’d wanted was the final say on the flowers. I may have asked him about petunias as he pounded away aimlessly. It wasn’t my finest moment, and if it’s any consolation, I do regret it, but still, I’m not sure it quite merited this.

“Yeah.” I’ve never noticed how monosyllabic he is until now. “Sorry.”

I cackle. “Sorry? Are you sorry for cheating, too?”

This one throws him. When he isn’t half-asleep in his manky old clothes, Reece is on everybody’s TV from nine a.m. until lunchtime. Suited and booted, he climbs into a company car every day—an air of complete confidence—and heads off to convince everybody that he is the perfect gent. Witty, handsome, caring… He has the whole country fooled into thinking he’s such a fucking catch. That was the man I’d fallen in love with, and that is the man who is about to emerge onto the doorstep at the realization that I am dumping him.

This isn’t me begging him to come back. This is me telling him he can fuck right off. From the look of the storm brewing in his eyes, he is not happy about it.

He narrows his eyes. “I didn’t cheat on you, Pen. I walked out on you two weeks ago and found myself someone who wasn’t so desperate to get married and have babies and all that shit—someone who pays attention when I’m fucking her.”

“We were engaged, Reece. Nobody forced you into proposing.”

“You haven’t talked about anything else since you met me. You keep bridal magazines on your coffee table. You decided where we were going to live, our kids’ names and you even chose a fucking puppy at the shelter.” I step back. His voice has a tinge of menace, and confrontation isn’t my thing. I wouldn’t have come here today, but Kelli made me.

“That’s what best friends are for,” she’d said as she’d dropped me off at the end of the road. “Now go dump that idiot.”

She has never liked the man. Now I’m starting to come across to her point of view. What had I been thinking? Perhaps, more specifically, which part of my body had I been thinking with? The man is a dream. Even a grungy T-shirt and skanky old trousers can’t hide that.

Reece unfurls his hand from his neck and places it on my reddened cheek, pulling me closer. “You’re angry with me. I get it. I am sorry.” He leans in closer. “You sure you don’t want to come in and let me make it up to you? One last time.”

He smells like sleep and sweat and the aftershave I bought him for Christmas—and familiarity. I close my eyes, exulting in that delicious scent.

How amazing it used to feel when he held me so tightly that I thought he’d never let go.

How loved I was.

He brushes his lips against mine and a car horn honks loudly, making us both jump. Reece looks over my shoulder, trying to see who’s out there.

“I can’t do this. It’s over.” I hold out my hand. “Here’s the ring. Thanks for the memories. Enjoy your incredible new girlfriend who doesn’t mind the fact that nine times out of ten you’re too tired for foreplay.” Reece being ‘not really into’ going down on me had been somewhat of a relief. The man was terrible at it. He thinks the clit is to be treated like a button on a PlayStation handset, flicked relentlessly. He doesn’t do subtle. He does quick and to the point. If lady-parts could curl up in horror, I’m pretty sure mine had just done that at the thought of being in this man’s hands again.

He pushes my palm away, the ring still in it. “You won’t find anyone like me.” 

I fucking hope not.

“I have options. So many options,” I reply, with an air of self-confidence that’s fooling nobody. I don’t have a single option…not one. He leans his head to one side, contemplating the fact that somebody might be interested in me. My phone rings. ‘Cute Coffee Shop Guy’ is calling me, apparently. “Hello?”

Before I can stop him, Reece leans forward and puts the call on speaker. What the fuck?

“Hey, Penny, it’s Jake. We met at the coffee shop the other day. You gave me your number for a gig.”

“Hi, Jake.” I know that voice, but can’t quite place it. “What can I do for you?” Reece steps back into the door-well. I lift a hand, as if to wave goodbye, and back away a couple of feet.

“Look. I know you said you have a boyfriend, but, fuck it, I just wanted to say that if you’re ever free…”

I glance back up at Reece, shrug my shoulders and smile. “I’m free tonight.”

“You are?”

“Sure. Hold on a second. I’ll just finish what I’m doing, and we’ll work out the details.” I stroll back over to a shocked Reece, lean in and peck him on the cheek. “So. Many. Options.”

I lift the phone to my ear and chat away as I walk back down the street to Kelli’s car, not even bothering to take him off speaker. This is a glorious moment and I want everybody to enjoy it, Reece especially.

I also slide the very expensive diamond ring back onto my finger. Hell, I deserve it. I washed that man’s dirty underwear while he was sleeping with someone else. I should have married him then left his sorry arse.

“You killed it,” she cries, hugging me as I slide into the passenger seat. “I knew you could do it.”

I point at the phone. “Jake? Really? I thought Reece was going to twig.”

She winks at me. “What is the point of me having the most adorable cousins if I can’t use them to get back at that cheating dickhead of an ex-fiancé of yours?”

I grin. “True. Did you see his face? Oh my God. And I almost kissed him. Ugh. I’m so pathetic.”

“You are,” she replies, starting up the engine. “But I love you anyway. Now, how about we stock up on tequila and ice cream. In a couple of hours, you’re going to remember that tomorrow was supposed to be your wedding day and you’re going to be a mess.”

“I’m fine.” I’m on a high. Nothing can top the look on that man’s face and the way I’m feeling right now. Kelli purses her lips. She knows me far too well. I’ll be a sobbing wreck in a couple of hours and only margaritas can heal that type of pain.

 

* * * *

 

Kelli hands me a cocktail, which is deceptively orange, considering it’s ninety-five percent alcohol. “He’s a dick.”

“No, it’s my fault. I did it again.”

“You did nothing wrong.” She takes my hand. “Nobody forced him to put that ring on your finger.”

“True.” But I’d been sowing the seeds since we’d met. Marriage, babies, a home, that’s the goal. That’s always the goal and always the problem. Sometimes I let that goal spill out from my internal thoughts to my external ones. “I think I gaslighted him into proposing. I’m very persuasive.”

“Fuck off. You should have given him a kick where it hurts. What a tosser, running off mid-sex. I can’t believe it.” She downs her cocktail, inciting me to do the same, then pours us another. “I mean, who makes someone move to another city, proposes to them then just fucks off, you know, while they’re fucking. Fucker.” Kelli is not one to mince her words.

“Can we change the subject?” I’d rather talk about anything than that man. I can’t stop thinking about that hand running across those abs and how I’ll never see or touch them again. I was right. I will miss that delicious line of hair the most.

“We sure can. You know what this night needs?” She pulls out a folder from under the coffee table, but it’s not just any folder. It’s a big pink four-clip wedding file covered in cut-out pictures from old teen magazines. “Perfect Husband Dan Scott.”

Oh my God. I can’t believe she kept that thing. We must have made it when we were fourteen. “Not Fucking Perfect Husband Dan Scott.”

“Perfect Husband Dan wouldn’t pull out and run. He’d smother the bed in rose petals then he’d smother your body with his until you couldn’t take it anymore.”

I grab the folder, open it to a random page. “True. And puppies… He’d get me a puppy. No, two puppies. No, he’d adopt all the puppies from the shelter.”

“Yeah, he would. That’s more like it. Then he’d invite you back to his beach house for romantic walks on the sand at sunset.” Oh, the dream. Holding hands as we stroll along the beach. No need for words, as we know we love each other with a glance and a smile.

“Exactly. Yes. Can I have another one of your delicious cocktails?” Kelli serves me another drink and I turn the page. A photo from some random wedding shoot Dan did for a movie with my head glued on in the place of the bride stares back at me. It’s like something out of a serial killer’s lair. “Fuck, that’s a bit warped.”

Kelli peeps over my shoulder “Yeah, I think we went too far with that one.”

Before it made it into the folder, that picture used to be on my wall. Before I even knew Dan, he was by my side being the perfect husband, waiting for me to grow up and marry him for real.

Dan might not really be the man of my dreams—that’s just a joke that Kelli likes to perpetuate—but I love him very much. In fact, not a week goes by that I don’t send him a ‘Hi, how are you doing?’ via our secret little WhatsApp group. He always replies something rock-and-roll like ‘wasted’ or ‘chilling’. It’s our thing and we’ve done it for five years now without a single person knowing about it.

He’s more Secret Best Friend Dan Scott, but she doesn’t need to know about that. I keep that for me.

The souvenirs that Kelli and I created to distract us from the torn shreds of our lives are just a silly game, but that folder reminds me of the actual dream—the one I keep in my heart, the one where I fall in love forever.

Perfect Husband Somebody has to exist, doesn’t he?

 


Chapter Two

Day One

Pace

 

“Pacey James Scott.” Mom stands on the other side of the hotel room door, acting like she hasn’t been hanging around for the last twenty minutes waiting for one of us to emerge.

“Yes, Mother?”

“Where is your brother?” Mom is pissed and somehow it’s my fault, again. I turn to look. Dan is lying on my bed in only his boxers, scrolling through his messages and avoiding our dearest mother. He shushes me and does the international hand sway across the neck signal for ‘get rid of her’.

“He’s on my bed, Mom.” I throw him my ‘’evil twin’ smile and carry on with my packing.

We’ve been in the UK a week, and in that time, I’ve seen him maybe once. Dan the superstar has way more important things to do than watching the Trooping of the Color with his family, and let’s face it, ninety-nine percent of those things involved being naked in a bed with a variety of people—at the same time, of course.

My mother storms into the room, her finger pointed, ready for war. “Dan Everett Scott, are you avoiding me?”

Dan has two options at this point. Pretend he’s asleep or play the innocent son. Considering that he’s snuggled up with what looks suspiciously like a very young Jack Russell puppy—both of them looking like butter wouldn’t melt—he opts for the former.

Stretching out his arms, then rubbing his eyes, he points at the dog. “Mom, you’ll wake the baby.”

She melts, as she always does when it comes to her favorite son, and calms down a notch or two, even if, from the sneer on her face, she’s not so sure about the dog. “He’s cute but he shouldn’t be on the bed. Whose puppy is he?”

“This is Gus. My…uh…my fiancée’s dog.”

I’ve no idea where that dog came from or how he ended up in my bed, but there’s one thing I know for sure and that’s that this dog does not belong to Dan’s fiancée—for the simple reason that that woman doesn’t even exist.

“Well, isn’t he just darling? Can he travel? Has she had him vaccinated and all that?”

“Mm-hmm.” Dan’s eyes widen. This hadn’t even occurred to him until the moment Mom mentioned it. He reaches down onto the floor and ruffles around in a bag. “Yup, passport, vaccinations. We’re all good.” Wherever this dog came from, it looks like we’re keeping it. This is not just something he picked up on the street on the way home. Somebody gave this dog to my brother, most likely in the hope that it would lead to a relationship in some way.

Damn it, have people not met Dan? He can barely shower on a daily basis. What the hell is he going to do with a dog?

I look at that cute little face, that poor pupper about to be unleashed into a life of being handed from PA to dogwalker and back again.

I guess I own a dog now.

“Talking of your lovely fiancée, where is she? Is she on her way?”

I bite my lip and the grin on my face grows into the widest smile. Dan, the golden boy, the one who can never do anything wrong, has royally fucked up, and it feels so good to be here to see it.

When an online source claimed that he’d been entertaining a harem of women, Mom went ballistic. We don’t do ménage à trois—or quatre or cinq—in our family. We do relationships and marriage and settling down.

I should know. I have failed spectacularly to find myself a girlfriend who wants to stick with me longer than five minutes. The constant reminder from my mom—quite often in front of any woman I dare to introduce her to—that my love life is probably more of a disappointment to her than it is to me doesn’t help with finding ‘the one’.

But anyway, back to my brother’s fuck-ups. He came up with a winning idea. Create a girlfriend. No, even better, a fiancée. Only problem was that the dickhead didn’t actually think to find himself a suitable girl for the role. Let’s just say that anyone he’d choose to bring home would not be Mom’s cup of tea.

And the lie is coming to fruition. Fake fiancée is supposed to be coming with us to Dan’s place in Spain. Today. In less than an hour.

“I know you want to keep it a surprise, but can you at least tell me her name?” Dan picks up his phone, scrolls through it, as if that is going to make Mom go away. “Daniel, I’m talking to you.”

“Uhh…Penny.”

“Penny?” says Mom. “Why does that name sound so familiar?”

“Most popular brand of inflatable doll?” I murmur under my breath.

“Hey, that’s my girlfriend you’re talking about,” says Dan, looking about as affronted as one can when your twin brother has just insulted someone who doesn’t even exist. “A little respect.”

Mom, who has chosen to ignore our shenanigans, gleams with joy at the idea of her prodigal son bringing home his future wife. Oh boy. This is going to be awesome.

I give him the finger from behind Mom. “Pace, I can see you, you know,” she says. How?

“She’s meeting us at the airport,” says Dan. “Now, please, can you all just go so I can get showered and dressed?”

“This is my room, dude.”

He looks down at the dog and back at me. “Oh yeah. Did I sleep here last night?” Yes, bro, yes, you did. You came into my room hammered at three a.m. and slid into bed next to me, handed me a puppy, farted then snored until six.

For fuck’s sake, why did I ever agree to this? A month. A whole fucking month with these two and Dad—who never moves from his armchair, except to get the paper—and our darling little sister Emma. Her only goal in life, since about two months ago, is to be a TikTok influencer. I’ve still got the bruises on my arm from the flight over. Eight hours of being elbowed by her as she practiced her ‘moves’.

Ugh. Family.

 


Chapter Three

Penny

 

We trundle through the crowd, weaving our way past screaming children and the really annoying people who stop dead in their tracks to look at the arrivals and departures boards.

Maybe fewer cocktails last night would have been a good idea. My head feels like someone is currently hammering a hundred nails into it. I love Kelli and her ‘getting-over-your-fiancé’ parties, but the morning after is always so hard, especially when you have to get up at the ungodly hour of six a.m. She’s never bothered. That woman always looks fantastic, whatever the time of day, however she feels. I’m almost embarrassed to be standing next to her.

I don’t normally see mornings. My job takes me into the early hours, then I get home and eat and watch TV. I guess I have seen six a.m. once or twice as I’m closing the curtains and heading off to bed.

I didn’t bring my mixing table or any of my gear, and I’m regretting it now. I’m going to be stuck in that beautiful apartment for two whole weeks with Kelli, who is going to insist we hit the clubs and bars every night for three days then she’s going to spend the next week and a half sleeping it off on the beach or in somebody else’s bed. Kelli doesn’t do falling in love or ‘any of that nonsense’, as she calls it. She has adventures and affairs.

I was planning to make some beautiful music from my heartbreak. DJs can be tortured souls. We’re artists, too, creating magical melodies to stir your soul. I should write that down and put it on a T-shirt.

The only thing I’m creating at the precise moment, though, is a desperate thirst and, at the same time, a deep desire to empty my guts.

We drop off our bags and head through security. Reece had insisted on first-class tickets for our honeymoon. I don’t really do first-class as a rule, but he paid, and I am not wasting the opportunity to get every last penny out of the man who should have been marrying me today. Petty revenge feels so good, despite my pounding headache. At some point in the early hours, it was decided that Kelli would come, too. We went onto the website, booked earlier flights and transferred the ticket over to Kelli’s name. Then I changed Reece’s password, just in case he suddenly remembered he’d paid for the honeymoon and wanted to cancel. I feel like that was a magnificent achievement, considering the amount of alcohol that had been consumed by that point.

Kelli’s excuse for coming with me was that I can’t be trusted not to fall in love with the first man I see. Ridiculous. Okay, not ridiculous, but unlikely. Okay, she probably has a point, but I’m a romantic. Falling in love is what I do best. It’s the aftermath that’s the problem.

We head for the executive lounge, where I’m contemplating some hair of the dog. A mimosa’s virtually a fruit anyway, isn’t it? “I need a drink.”

“You need water.”

“I’m on holiday, I’m heartbroken and I deserve it.”

I assumed my attire would warrant at the very least a second glance from the man at reception, but he checks our tickets and ushers us through as if everybody in first-class wears neon cropped tops and khaki cargo pants.

“Late nineties, early two-thousands is totally in,” Kelli insists as I tug at my top, trying to cover up my bloated belly.

This morning she’d rifled through my suitcase, thrown my clothes out and replaced them with crop tops and cute short shorts before driving me to the airport. For several years now she has officially been my stylist when it comes to formal events. I love her, but that woman is fashion and I am not. Taking me out of my comfort zone brings that girl so much joy, but honestly, I just don’t do exposed flesh. I like my baggy T-shirts and mom jeans. She likes me to look like I just stepped off a runway. I sneaked a few T-shirts back in when she wasn’t looking. Can’t go on holiday without my favorite concert tee collection.

She put dresses in there, too. Seriously? Wafty, flowery summer dresses and sleek, sexy numbers. Does she not know me at all?

I place a hand over my growling stomach.
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