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        Childhood enemies married in Vegas? 

      

      

      
        
        Caitlyn Beckett's meticulously crafted five-year plan is on the verge of collapse. The clock is ticking, and the dream of marrying a handsome billionaire, having two point five children, and living in a fairy-tale mansion is slipping away. Desperation sets in as she realizes she's behind schedule in finding a wealthy husband.

      

        

      
        Enter Nathan Greene, a blast from the past and her longtime nemesis since junior high. Their rivalry dates back to their fierce competition for Student Council President, marked by his campaign slogan, "Brains to Get it Done." Desperate to secure a temporary wife, he proposes a marriage of convenience—a calculated move that could solve both their problems.

      

        

      
        Can these sworn enemies set aside their animosity and navigate the challenges of living under the same roof for three months without killing one another? Find out in this gripping tale of enemies turned reluctant partners, where the line between love and hate blurs under the pressure of convenience.
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      Determined to marry a rich man, Caitlyn Beckett had a problem. Her sister Whitney was marrying the only billionaire in her small town. Somehow, she needed to search outside the boundaries of Cupid, Texas to find a wealthy man. 

      The travel brochures in her purse were one of her tools to help her reach that goal. 

      She was going to fly to St. Tropez–the playground of the extraordinarily rich–meet a billionaire, and marry him. 

      Her only problem? 

      She needed at least thirty thousand dollars for her luxury vacation in order to find a well-to-do husband. At this time, she was about twenty-seven thousand dollars short. 

      A cheer brought her back to the bachelorette party she and her sister, Heather, were hosting at the Cupid Hotel for their other sister, Whitney.

      As Caitlyn Beckett watched the bride-to-be dance with her friends, she knew her sister had never been happier. Although Whitney was marrying a man Caitlyn had once wanted for herself, she felt no ill-will and was genuinely excited for her sister. The couple were perfect for one another, and Caitlyn felt she deserved every bit of the happiness was showing. 

      Whitney had requested a low-key party, but Caitlyn and Heather had rented a room, along with a DJ to play music. The bridal party were spending the night at the hotel, so they could celebrate all night long. 

      Close to midnight all their friends left, and it was just the smaller group now. The wedding would take place a week from that very day. By this time next week, Caitlyn's sister would be someone’s wife.

      During the DJ’s break, the women all sank down at the tables to rest.

      "Tell us how you met Aaron," one of the girls called out. 

      Whitney smiled, and Caitlyn laughed as her sister began to tell her story. 

      "He was the best-friend of my ex-fiancé and I hadn't seen him for years, until the night I picked him up running naked down the street. Max Vandenburg convinced him to do the Cupid Stupid Dance, and I was the one who stopped to pick him up."

      Long ago, Caitlyn would have done the dance herself, if she believed in that nonsense, and if the statue could guarantee a rich husband. 

      But how many wealthy men–other than Aaron–would do the Cupid Stupid Dance?

      Aaron was the only one she knew who’d taken the chance on finding love and had done the dance.

      The superstition had been handed down through the generations, with everyone agreeing to the same details. It's said the first person you see after you run naked around the statue at midnight, would be your one true love. 

      Caitlyn didn't believe in it one bit. However, if they had a statue with the same superstition attached to it in St Tropez, France, she'd run naked around it in a heartbeat.

      Sarah sighed. "How romantic."

      "I want to get married," Lauren, Whitney's friend, said. "Let's go do the Cupid Stupid Dance!"

      "No," Heather said firmly. "I'm not risking everything on the off chance I might find love."

      Caitlyn couldn't blame her for saying no. Her sister had been studying so hard for the bar exam the following month, and it would be devastating for her to lose it all over one night of meaningless fun.

      "What about you, Caitlyn?"

      Why would she do something so ridiculous, especially when she already knew what she wanted wasn't available in this small town? 

      "My sister is marrying the only rich man in Cupid. No thanks. I'll pass and wait for a guaranteed billionaire."

      "Let's do it," Michelle said, struggling to her feet, her legs wobbly from a bit too much alcohol. "Tonight, one week from Valentine's Day. A week before Whitney's dream wedding in Vegas, I'm going to take a chance on love. Who's with me?"

      Sarah squeaked. "I am!"

      Lauren jumped to her feet and turned to Caitlyn. "Oh come on! You're always talking about how you want to find a husband. Or is that all it is…just talk?"

      "No, I plan on getting married the moment I find a wealthy man to entice. So why would I waste my time on any man here in Cupid?"

      Amanda, her arch enemy, the one girl in town who had never forgiven Caitlyn for being more popular than her in high school, stood and glared at her. Why her sister invited her she didn’t know. “If you don't believe the superstition is real, then you shouldn't be worried about who you'll see after you dance naked around the statue. Caitlyn is afraid of getting caught is all. She's chicken. But you can count me in!"

      Amanda's ploy was easy to recognize, but Caitlyn could never overlook a taunt. Everyone who had ever had their hair cut at her beauty salon, Beauty and Brains, knew she would not settle for a man whose bank account had less than eight figures.

      “All right, I'll do the Cupid Stupid Dance with you, but I'm not afraid of who I will meet because I'm certain of my destiny. I'm marrying a rich man in St. Tropez."

      They all laughed, but this was her fate, and there would be no denying her. 

      "How do you plan on getting there?" Amanda asked. 

      "By flying of course," she said, knowing it would take a lot more cash than she had at the moment. Whitney shook her head at them all. "Heather and I will be waiting in the car to pick you up. Don't spoil tonight by me having to bail you out of jail. We're all flying to Vegas in less than a week."

      After Whitney's first disastrous attempt at getting married in Cupid, she’d decided, this time, she would have a destination wedding. So on Thursday, friends and family would all fly to Vegas, and the ceremony would be Saturday evening. 

      Michelle stood. "We've got fifteen minutes before it hits midnight. If we're doing this, let's get a move on."

      What in the hell had Caitlyn just agreed to do? 

      It was late; who would be out this time of night?

      Likely no one.

      So what would it hurt? 

      She would do the dance and avoid meeting anyone, because no one would be there to spoil her plans of marrying a rich man.

      That is, if the superstition were true…which it's not.
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      Immediately after the funeral for his uncle, Nathan Greene decided to drive home to Cupid, Texas. It was late, he was tired, and frankly, he wanted to escape his extended family. The vultures had begun circling around the old man's corpse, just waiting to see who would inherit the deceased bachelor’s millions. 

      He didn't stick around to find out who all got what. Even in death, Uncle John didn't deserve to be treated with such disrespect. So he left before his kinfolk began turning on each other. 

      Nathan didn't have time for that nonsense. Not only did he work his butt off for Aaron Johnson, but he also had a side hustle teaching young men how to be a professional gamer, along with an app he’d created, which gave away moves to advance you to the next level in the most popular games. 

      His business was flourishing, and if it wasn’t for his uncle's funeral, and Aaron's wedding he still had to prepare for the following weekend, he would be at home working, training, and doing everything possible to make his first million. 

      Two blocks from home, he turned down Main Street and was shocked when, suddenly, four naked women came screaming out of the park, scattering off in different directions, with the sheriff running from the park behind them. 

      The sight was shocking indeed, yet comical as well. 

      Laughing, he shook his head. Everyone living in Cupid, Texas, knew of the superstition, but this was the first time Nathan had ever witnessed anyone actually running from the law after performing the ritual. 

      And doing so naked as the day they were born, no less!

      Whoa! Wait a minute.

      Was that…?

      Is that…?

      Caitlyn?

      Caitlyn Beckett swerved away from the women and darted out in front of his car. He slammed on the brakes to keep from hitting her. 

      As much as he tried not to like the woman, he couldn’t help feeling attracted to her. 

      Yet, she'd never forgiven him for making fun of her when they’d both run for student council clear back in junior high. One of those young, male macho times, where he longed to appear big for the guys, and in doing so, lost her friendship. Stupid on his part, and all just to satisfy his immature ego. 

      His Mustang came to a halt in the middle of the street, his headlights shining on her naked body. He rolled down the window, unable to take his eyes off her. The woman was even more beautiful than his nerdy brain had ever imagined.

      "Hop in the car!" Nathan shouted, knowing the sheriff could arrive any second. 

      Why they decided tonight would be the ideal time to do the Cupid Dance, he didn't know. From now until after Valentine's Day, the law would be watching for the Cupid Stupid dancers. 

      The look Caitlyn sent him should have caused him to gun the gas and hurtle the car down the street. But he'd always had a soft spot for the woman who had never forgiven him for creating such an uproar in junior high.

      She glared at him. "You really know how to screw things up!"

      What had he done, besides try to rescue her? 

      "Do you want a ride, or would you rather be arrested?" he asked, irritated she was resisting his attempt to save her. 

      "I would stand nude on the corner of Main Street, in broad daylight, before I accept a ride with you," she said. "Beauty and Brains."

      She taunted the familiar old slogan she’d used to beat him with when they’d both run for class president. The words still caused a sizzle to race up his spine. 

      "You're proving my point; Brains would get in the car," he retorted. "Enjoy jail; I'm sure you'll be treated like the princess you think you are."

      Always considered a nerd, he had stepped out of his comfort zone all those years ago and had made his campaign slogan, the words of which only someone much more confident in himself than he actually was would have done. It was: The brains needed to get the job done–insinuating he was the one with the brains. 

      But she had counter-responded with: Beauty and brains: A winning combination. 

      And she’d won, regardless of the fact every gamer in school had campaigned for him. 

      Pressing the Mustang's gas pedal, he shot down the street, leaving her standing alone. A sense of guilt gripped him, but he couldn't force her into the vehicle, even if it was for her own good. 

      Instead, he drove around the block, hoping to distract the sheriff.

      When was she ever going to forgive him for a stupid campaign which pitted girls against boys, and was so long ago? Hell! They were just kids really. 

      Of course, calling her a princess this evening probably hadn't helped. 

      But, damn, the woman was gorgeous; in a sweet and innocent–and frustrating!–kind of way. 

      All these years later, whatever blind crazy feelings he still had for her, he knew he needed to cauterize. It was long past time to put his feelings for Caitlyn behind him. 

      And yet…he knew it would likely never happen.

      Groaning, he turned the Mustang around, not wanting her to go to jail.

      But when he drove back down the road to the place he’d last seen her, she was nowhere to be found. 

      Had the sheriff found and arrested her?
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      "Where the hell have you been?" Caitlyn admonished her sister, Heather, as she jumped into the car, her bare cheeks squeaking on the leather as they slid across the seat. 

      Not only was the temperature falling below freezing, but the sheriff was still searching for them. She'd been hiding behind a garbage bin, wondering why the hell she’d allowed someone she didn’t even give a damn about to taunt her into doing something so stupid.

      She was too old for this crap! 

      "Where do you think? Looking for you."

      With a toss of her blonde curls, Caitlyn grabbed her clothes from the back and started dressing as her sister drove down the street towards the park.

      The sooner she was dressed, the safer she would feel. 

      "Where are you going?" Caitlyn asked, knowing the law roamed the streets, hunting for the naked women. "The sheriff chased us out of the park."

      Heather whirled to face her. "Did he catch anyone?"

      "I don't know. I ran in the opposite direction from everyone else, and he went after the other three."

      "Let's hope we don't need to bail a bridesmaid out of jail tonight," Heather said, gazing up in her rear-view mirror. "Hurry up and get the rest of your clothes on in case we get pulled over."

      They drove through the trees slowly while keeping an eye out for the naked girls. The statue could not be seen from the road, and Caitlyn was not about to jump out of the car and go in search of the other women. 

      "They're not here," Heather said. "Let's head back to the hotel; maybe Whitney picked them up."

      That had been too close a call. A foolish one on her part, especially after she’d run into Nathan Greene. 

      "So did you see anyone?"

      A growling noise erupted from Caitlyn as the car barreled down Main Street. 

      "Who is the one guy I would never in a million years marry?  Who has also been my arch enemy ever since junior high?" 

      The man she secretly considered to be incredibly attractive, but would admit to no one, not even her sisters. 

      Heather began to laugh so hard, Caitlyn worried about their safety with her hysterical sister behind the wheel.

      "Yes, you must be thinking of the same man I am, and this just proves this is a bogus, superstition that will never work. The man stopped and offered to give me a ride. Like I'm going to crawl naked into his car."

      Turning the corner, Heather drove them towards the hotel, tears streaming down her cheeks as she giggled. "Wow, I'm glad I didn't do the Cupid Stupid Dance. When are you ever going to learn not to react to people's taunts? All anyone has to do is dare you, and you'll do just about anything."

      As much as she hated hearing the words, her sister was right. Another not too bright decision she's made. 

      "Are you going to tell the bridesmaids you ran into Nathan? According to legend, he's your man."

      Part of Caitlyn wanted to tell everyone because she believed this would, once and for all, prove the Cupid Stupid Dance was fake. If she told the bachelorette party, the girls would assume they were going to marry and would try to link them together. Plus, the news would spread across town like a wildfire. 

      Oh, no, it would be better if she lied. If anyone asked, the only person she found tonight was Heather, who rescued her from the sheriff.

      "No, and you are sworn to secrecy. Please don't tell a soul. Everyone will assume this is a match made in heaven, and frankly, Mr. Brainiac Nerd probably doesn't have enough cash to keep himself in game controllers."

      "What if he tells the whole town he saw you naked? What if he tells the town he was the first person you ran into after doing the Cupid Dance?"

      Why did her logical, intelligent sister have to think of all the angles? 

      Already she could hear him telling that group of men children he hung with that he'd seen her curves. They would think they were a couple. That she would choose a man more interested in gaming than a woman. Oh, no. Hell no. 

      "I'll deny I saw him and say he's such a pathetic little man. Still trying to outsmart me for beating him back in Junior High." Not only had she beat him becoming the student council president, she destroyed him and all his nerdy friends at the local Tomb Raider championship. "Everyone in town knows we're not friends."

      Heather stared at her. "Of all the people for you to run into tonight. Too bad. I was hoping you would meet someone you would fall in love with."

      "In this small town? Our sister is marrying the only eligible male I would consider."

      No, she didn't believe in the superstition, and wasn't disappointed at all. Someday soon, she would meet her husband on a tropical island with wealthy men on every corner. Thirty thousand dollars for her dream vacation to find and marry her rich husband. All part of her five-year plan. 

      "Nathan and I will never be compatible. Never," she said with force. 

      Funny how, until junior high, she'd had a crush on him. But since he and his geeky friends jeered at her, they were like an oxygen tent and a cigarette. Instant explosion. 

      Only she came out the winner, taking home the trophy. 

      Zipping up her pants, she gazed at the hotel, ready for her sister's bachelorette party to end. Tonight could have been disastrous. As it was, her arch enemy had seen her naked. 

      Why had she allowed herself to be talked into doing the Cupid Stupid Dance? 

      "You better hope he keeps his lips shut. Since you two dislike each other so much, I'm not betting he will remain quiet."

      No, meeting someone here in Cupid was not part of the plan
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