
	When Jack accepts Bruce’s marriage proposal, it’s for the money. After the last piece of confetti’s swept up, he realizes he’d marry Bruce for love.

	 

	 

	Jack Callahan is in a financial bind, so when Australian novelist Bruce Logan offers him a small fortune to marry him so Bruce can get his green card, Jack agrees. The two men know enough about each other to pull off the immigration interview at Homeland Security, and they can happily share an apartment in Los Angeles until Bruce establishes legal residency.

	The problem, though, begins when Jack develops feelings for Bruce and becomes torn when his new husband starts dating another man. Not only that, but Bruce’s expected book royalties fall way short of expectations. Now, not only can Bruce not pay Jack the promised ‘marital fee,’ but it seems that he’s in love with his new man. And with Jack’s lengthy solitude broken, his feelings for Bruce only deepen.

	Can the two married men actually find wedded bliss with each other?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	For all my readers, for whom, like me, a happy ending is essential.

	 

	and

	 

	To those who fought to defeat Proposition 8, forever now off the ballot in California.

	 

	and

	 

	To the successful defeat of the Defense of Marriage Act and

	The acceptance of marriage equality in the US.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Marriage is two people trying to dance a duet and two solos at the same time.

	—Anne Taylor Fleming

	 

	Jack had no idea why he responded to the ad in the Penny Saver, except that he needed money. Marrying a dude in need seemed a lot less painful than giving up an organ or submitting himself to dubious medical experiments for cash.

	Or was it? Long after he’d put down the phone once he’d made a coffee date with Bruce, he agonized over his decision. He finally decided he’d go through with it. He had to.

	How bad could it be? It’s just coffee.

	His rational mind, however, started doing a good job of beating him up. How could he have even responded to an ad in a free magazine? A throwaway publication for God’s sake? What kind of idiot ran a personal ad in the same cheap space where people tried to sell used sofas and offload unwanted car parts?

	A desperate man, just like Bruce.

	What the hell is wrong with me? What if he’s a serial killer and he wants a nice human liver for his lunch?

	Jack read the ad again. Author Wants to Get Married... for $$$. Nope. Pretty straight forward. And, he realized, pretty damned illegal. What if it was a trap? He shook his head against his conspiracy theories. Nobody was going to arrest Jack because he was meeting Bruce for a cup of coffee. Even if Bruce’s intentions were to find a man willing to marry him as soon as possible so he could get his green card. His rational mind held off with the mental assault for a moment.

	Bruce had been clear. He was desperate to stay in the US. An Australian-born author, he’d moved here for a relationship that had flopped, in his words, spectacularly, but his love affair with Los Angeles had flourished. Bruce Logan had six weeks to sort out his immigration status... or leave the US voluntarily to re-apply for a new visa from his home country. His lawyer had advised getting married. Fast.

	“It would need to happen within a few weeks, and so far I’ve met a bunch of crazies,” Bruce had said. “You sound nice, though.”

	So did Bruce. Jack’s cell phone rang and he half-expected Bruce to call and cancel, but no. It was his best friend, Miranda.

	“What’s up, doll?” she asked.

	He couldn’t tell her about the date. She’d think he was a loon. He could just hear her response: You’re marrying a tourist? Are you insane? He felt a sudden chill. She could go one way or the other. She could see sinister undertones or, God help him, spiritual ones. No, it was much better to keep her in the dark. For now.

	Jack begged off from their tentative plans to meet for lunch and agreed to dinner. He regretted that decision instantly. Dinner would cost more money. Dinner with Miranda would cost a lot of money. She was a soap opera actress and had an image to maintain. With a hefty divorce settlement and her fantastic salary, she could plunk down a hundred bucks for dinner without thinking twice about it.

	He heard a noise outside and glanced out the kitchen window. His neighbor, the ancient and stick-thin Jacinta Jones, was shuffling down their shared driveway with her oxygen tent. She rented the guesthouse in back of the duplex Jack rented on Harper Avenue. Since it was Saturday, she’d be getting ready to fake an epileptic seizure by nightfall to wind up in the emergency room. Jacinta loved doing that. She picked up a lot of extra cash winding up in the emergency room spying celebrity over-dosers and selling the information to the tabloids.

	She was the most unpleasant woman Jack had ever met.

	“Lemme call you back,” he told Miranda, as she launched into her latest tale of woe about her ex-husband.

	Jack knew that in spite of everything, Miranda still loved Brett and hung onto every little star-crossed detail of their weekly encounters when they picked up and dropped off their daughter for scheduled visitation.

	“Tell me all about it tonight,” he said.

	“Got a hot date?” Jacinta drawled from his front porch as he barreled out the door. It irked him that she lurked there constantly, smoking illicit cigarettes and yet bilked the county medical system for oxygen. He longed to step on the oxygen hose and deny her air. She was a vile woman who caused all her neighbors anxiety by spying on them and then demanding constant help. Her nurse was probably playing online bingo again, thinking Jacinta was doing her mandatory exercises.

	“No,” he said. Jack smiled at her even as she made the bile rise in his throat. Jacinta was unpleasant and... vicious. He planned to always keep on her good side.

	“Going to the store?” she asked his retreating back.

	“Tomorrow,” he promised. She, of course, would ask him to buy her booze and Nyquil. He hurried along Santa Monica Boulevard to Java Bliss. How weird that he and Bruce lived in the same neighborhood, within two blocks of one another, yet had never met. Not so weird, really. West Hollywood was a small community, but he wasn’t the bar scene type guy. Perhaps he and Bruce had even crossed paths but hadn’t realized it.

	Saturday morning in LA’s only official gay suburb was a hive of family life. Same-sex couples with baby buggies and puppies gamboled past him in the wonderful February sunshine. Whilst the rest of the country froze, California had glorious weather.

	This is why we all move here.

	Still, it depressed him that at the age of thirty-four, he hadn’t found the love of his life, no matter how hard he’d tried.

	He could smell good coffee drifting out of Java Bliss, and it buoyed him as he entered the dimly lit, but charming café.

	A bar ran down the left side of it. Crammed with people reading newspapers or working on laptops, it was a bad sign. That meant the tables were full. And they were. He scanned the café. What if they were left standing, juggling cups, and awkward conversation?

	“Bruce?” he asked a guy sitting at a table alone. He sort of matched Bruce’s description.

	“No, I am,” said another voice. Jack’s gaze traveled to the next table, and his spirits sank. The guy was homely, very overweight and weird looking. Jack tried to keep a smile on his face even as he started thinking maybe organ donation wasn’t such a bad idea after all.

	“Geez, Kenny,” said the first guy, shaking his head. He stood. “You should see your face. Jack, isn’t it?” Jack nodded, feeling numb as Bruce shook his hand. “I’m Bruce Logan. Kenny’s my roommate.”

	How weird. Jack shook Kenny’s hand, trying not to recoil at the damp sensation of the man’s moist skin against his.

	“I’ve met a few weirdoes, like I said on the phone, so Kenny’s kind of watching out for me.” Bruce smiled He was very good looking. He had short, dark hair, huge brown eyes, and a fantastic smile. Jack guessed he was around thirty. He wore an earring in his left ear, which reminded Jack of the old quote by Rita Rudner: men who have a pierced ear are better prepared for marriage. They’ve experienced pain and bought jewelry. Something tugged at his heart. He didn’t know what. He tried to distance himself from any silly emotions. He realized he still had romance in his soul. He wanted to believe in love at first sight. He wanted to believe in destiny, happy endings... he wanted to believe in impossible dreams.

	“What can I get you to drink?” Bruce asked.

	“A tall latte, please.”

	Bruce smiled. “Take a seat. I’ll be right back.”

	Kenny scuttled over to join Jack, dragging his chair with him. The way his gaze swept over Jack’s head made him think the guy was a hairdresser... or a weirdo. Maybe he was a serial killer who scalped his victims. Jack had to stop with the stupid, crazy thoughts.

	He smiled at Kenny, who brought his coffee over and sat a few inches from Jack.

	“Are you a hairdresser?” Jack asked him.

	“Yes. How can you tell?”

	“You have an expression on your face... my barber gets the same one.”

	“A barber? You go to an actual barber?”

	“Sure? Why?” Jack was starting to feel uncomfortable.

	“No wonder your hair looks like shit. It’s wearing you instead of the other way around.”

	What was that supposed to mean? Jack’s mouth dropped open. Since when did he have a shitty haircut? And what was up with this guy being so rude? Why did people in LA think
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