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Her eyes on the double doors, her palms damp, she wiggled her hips, knowing the cut of the dress showed off her figure, and flicked a glance two seats down the bar, where a washed-up minister sucked on citrus-flavored club soda. 

“The next man in that door, I’m marrying him,” she said, loud enough he could hear it. He made no motion he heard her except to take another gulp.

This was it, the big moment. No more taking her family’s advice. No more stuffy dates with fat-pocketed snobs. She’d pick her own husband and become Mrs. Someone, Mrs. Whoever, but not Mrs. Arm Candy. She’d be appreciated for more than her family’s last name.

“Take that,” she mumbled. Wouldn’t they love it when they found out?

She’d picked the perfect spot for her ambush, a club full of middle-income workers. She’d picked the perfect night, when the younger set typically came in to toss cards. She’d even scoped out her choices. That was before she’d decided to take things this far. She’d simply been trolling then, but it was about to pay off big.

The doors quivered, and her throat ran dry in a split second’s time. The hinges flexed and sighed. From the other side, in the hallway, she heard a cough, then a face appeared in the opening.

The man who stepped through wasn’t one she’d seen before, but good news for her, he didn’t have on a ring. He was moderate height and weight with brown hair and clean-shaven cheeks. Swiveling her hips again, she pasted on a seductive smile and approached.

“There you are,” she said. Without pause, she raised one hand and ran her fingers through his hair. Bringing her mouth forward, she glued it to his, parting her lips just enough to entice him.

He started, pushing her backward, his hands on her shoulders. “Have we met?” he asked.

She detached his grip and leaned forward again. “You mean, you don’t remember?”

He shook his head. “I’m pretty good with faces, and I’m sure I’d remember yours.”

“You know ...” she said. She aligned her legs with his, brushing against him. His face shaded florid. “It was that one night ... you bought me a drink.”

“A drink?” His brow furrowed. “I don’t usually drink. Well, except for that time on vacation ... sort of vacation ...”

“That was it,” she said. “We were at ...” She snapped her fingers.

“Hotel Montclaire,” he supplied.

“Beautiful place.” She waved her arms wide, then raised her mouth to his again. “I wanted to share a room.”

He gulped. “I ... I wasn’t in the mood ... and really drunk. I don’t re-remember much of that. I’m sorry.”

“No matter,” she purred. 

She raised her mouth to his again, pressing her slender frame hard against him. Offer herself up enough, and he was sure to give in. Isn’t that what guys wanted, a willing female? Not that she was an expert in male behavior. In high society, a “good girl” did not run around picking up men. She had her family’s reputation to consider, after all.

“Wait ... I ... we ...” He separated them again. “I’m not really into ... you know ... one night stands. You’re beautiful and ... and I’m sorry about what-whatever I said when we met before but ...”

Kaidence extended her lip in a pout. “You have plans tonight with someone else?”

“Well, no ...”

“No significant other?”

He choked. “I ... I’m not typically ... the husband type.”

“Me either,” she said. Wrapping her arms around him, she nudged him in reverse. “Not the wife type, but for the right man, I would.”

“You would?”

She nodded. “But I like things fun. He’d have to be really spontaneous.”

“I’m spontaneous. I’m the king of spontaneity.”

“I knew that when we met,” she said. She nudged him further in the direction of the minister. “And this is Vegas,” she said, “where people do spontaneous things all the time.”

He nodded. “I came here because of that. It drives my family nuts that I can’t commit. Here, I don’t have to. I can be as spur-of-the-moment as possible.”

The back of his legs hit a table top, and he sat. She practically climbed in his lap. Wedging herself tight, his face shaded even redder. “Let’s be spur-of-the-moment together,” she said. “Let’s get married.”

“Married?”

He tried to stand, but she lowered her hand to his waist and mashed him backward.

“It’s the perfect idea. I’ll be Mrs. ...”

“Barrow,” he said. “Walton Barrow.”

“Mrs. Barrow. I won’t need to go on boring dates anymore, and you’ll have a wife to do ... wifey things. No one will expect it. Most of all, they’ll leave us alone. Aren’t you tired of being picked on?”

He nodded. “A lot. ‘Walton can’t commit,’ my brothers’ always say, and I proved it handily. The thought of spending weeks and months in preparation make me sweat.”

“This way, there’s no prep,” she said.

A knowing look rose in his eyes. “No prep?”

She smiled. “None at all.”

“But what about living arrangements?” he asked. “I mean, I have a small bachelor pad, hardly good enough for a couple.”

“Oh, arrangements are no big deal. I have a tidy sum in savings. We can buy a house ... any kind you like. I’ve been thinking about investing anyway. You don’t remember me telling you?”

His brow wrinkled, and he sighed. “I really don’t. I can’t believe it ... all these miles away from there ... I mean, that was in the middle of the Caribbean, yet you’re here again.”

“Fate, Wally.” Kaidence lowered her voice. “Fate. There’s perks, you know, to marriage ... no one night stand, and I can do this twisty thing ...” She bent backwards, almost in a u. “Gymnastics when I was young.”

He stopped her, one hand on her back, and raised her upward. Sweat beaded his brow.

“Now or never, Wally. We’ll find a minister, say, ‘I do’, and ...” She began to bend again.

Once more, he stopped her. “I ... I don’t think ...”

“That’s just it. Don’t think! We’re going to be spontaneous for the rest of our lives.”

This appeared to decide it for him. “Okay,” he said. “But you have to promise we’ll remain married for six months.”

Six months? Why would he ask that? And why did it feel like he’d taken control?

She’d planned this from every conceivable angle, outlined what she’d say and how he’d react. She’d considered how it would ultimately be received by her parents and couldn’t see any huge point of failure. She’d thumb her nose at her parents’ lofty plans and marry someone who was everything they hated. She’d hang around long enough to see their disgusted faces, then break it off with him gently and go on her merry way.

But staring at Walton, she knew. He wasn’t a chump at all. He knew this was a game, but was playing along. Why? Why would he be willing to do this? Sex? That was a pretty good reason, but still, there was so much more to marriage than sex. Loneliness? That could be the problem, except he’d only asked for six months and he’d be alone after that.

Children? He’d not mentioned kids, and she wasn’t interested in having kids. That couldn’t be it. “What’s the deal?” she asked, one hand rising to her hip.

“I told you already. Commitment issues. This way I don’t have to sweat. If in six months, you want out, I’ll let you go, but if you change your mind ...” He shrugged.

“Just like that?”

He nodded.

“Okay,” she said. What did it matter why he’d agreed? He’d agreed. She’d accomplished her goal.

“Where’s the minister?” he asked.

She nodded toward the man at the counter.

“Him? You sure he’s legal?”

Kaidence frowned. “He’s legal. You think I’d run this scam and it not be?”

“I think ...” Walton shifted her off his lap onto her feet, “we have no idea what we’re getting into.”

Her mouth dried again. Why did she suspect he was right?
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Walton said the vows with a surprising amount of candor, meaning them, but wondering about his motive. Admittedly, at first, he’d fallen for Kaidence’s story about how they met, but pretty quick, within a couple minutes, had started to doubt her sincerity.

And his own.

He naturally had lots of doubts about himself after dumping Brielle. After all, what kind of man hurt a woman like that? One that didn’t believe in his ability to make her happy. Going back to when he’d proposed, he’d known she expected it, known she wanted to be married worse than anything, but hadn’t been able to see them together. In any manner, including intimacy. She was beautiful, but he hadn’t particularly looked forward to holding her hand, much less kissing her, and the few times he had had been rather uncomfortable.

In contrast, his new “wife” excited him—a lot. And that scared him. How could he, Mr. Wishy-washy, be so confident, so driven, when it came to this one woman? Surely, he wasn’t so shallow he’d go this far simply to have sex. That seemed wrong. For that matter, which was worse ... sex out of wedlock with feelings attached, or a hasty marriage for all the wrong reasons simply so it was okay morally?

This marriage now felt as spineless as running off on Brielle had been.

He’d asked Kaidence for six months to decide if they should stay together. He needed that same six months to see if he had any stones at all, and wondering that, made a decision he was really going to regret. She stood in the center of his hotel room, looking very much like a chicken in a fish pond, and he approached, his head wanting one thing, his common sense, another. 

“I misjudged you,” she said.

His thoughts interrupted, he paused. 

He’d misjudged himself. He’d never been sure of himself with Brielle, but treated her with kid
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