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        Childhood Enemies Married in Vegas

      

      

      Caitlyn Beckett's meticulously planned future is unraveling. The dream of marrying a wealthy man, having 2.5 kids, and living in a fairy-tale mansion is slipping away. Desperate to catch up, she's faced with an unexpected proposal from Nathan Greene, her longtime nemesis. In a calculated move to solve their mutual problems, he suggests a marriage of convenience. Can these sworn enemies survive living together for three months without killing each other? Discover a tale of reluctant partners as the line between love and hate blurs under the pressure of convenience.

      
        
        Cupid’s Bachelorette

        A billionaire longing for a family. A lawyer with a broken heart.

        A Cupid statue with a superstition.

      

      

      
        
        Self-made billionaire Dustin Torres seeks love and family in Cupid, going to unconventional lengths, like midnight rendezvous around the Cupid statue. Assistant District Attorney Heather Beckett, successful in her career but yearning for more, hides a secret that isolates her. When fate brings Dustin and Heather together, their meeting triggers events that could either result in the perfect union or reveal buried secrets, forcing them to run. A Valentine's Day story of love, redemption, and second chances.

      

      

      
        
        Cupid Games

        Games People Play

      

      

      
        
        In the heart of Cupid, Texas, former basketball star Emily Martin is the new girls high school coach. Only problem is she’s haunted by her past with Zachary, the boys' coach and her jilted college flame. Emily is determined to win the emotional dodgeball match against Zachary, who resists her advances. Cupid intervenes with a midnight dance, setting the stage for a small Texan town's love game. Who will risk crossing the centerline first, discovering if love can triumph against the odds? Experience a captivating tale of love, rivalry, and redemption in this courtship game where passion rebounds and hearts take unexpected shots.
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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. The plan needed for her to keep her head down, continue working and saving towards her goal of finding her Mr. Perfect. And no, Nathan Greene would never be her Mr. Perfect. 

      She reached over and touched her sister on the arm. "This is our secret. You can't tell anyone who I ran into on Main Street. And if Nathan says anything, you'll say he's a liar."

      Caitlyn knew Heather well enough to know that last bit was a stretch. Truth was everything to her law-abiding sister.

      "I'll keep this our secret, but I won't lie," Heather said, as she opened the car door. "Now let's go find the others and see how they fared. Surely someone met her Prince Charming tonight."
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      Two days before he left for Las Vegas for his best friend's wedding, Nathan sat going over the figures from his online app. The gaming app he'd created, which gave away clues on how to make it to the next level on numerous different games, was doing quite well. 

      Along with the work he did for his friend, Aaron, this year, he had the potential to make almost a million dollars. Most of that money he'd invested in stocks, and soon he would be investing even more in real estate. Not bad for a twenty-seven-year-old single man. 

      The image of Caitlyn running, holding her breasts as she sprinted naked down Main Street, came to mind. Years ago, he'd had a crush on her in junior high, which was quickly dashed when she'd turned his slogan on him and crushed him with the whole beauty and brains crap. 

      The final blow to his heart was when she'd beaten him in the finals of the tournament for playing the game Tomb Raider. 

      Girls weren't supposed to like gaming, and should never crush him at his game. Never. 

      And yet, Caitlyn had not only won–and crushed him thoroughly–but had also taken home the grand prize. 

      Even today that memory stung. Did she still game? 

      Win tournaments? 

      The doorbell rang, and he rose from his computer and went to the door. 

      A man from FedEx stood there. Opening the door, the man said, "Signature please."

      With a frown, Nathan signed for the package, wondering who had sent him something overnight.

      After he handed the scanner back to the driver, the man smiled at him and handed him the envelope. 

      "Thanks."

      Nathan turned to go back into the house, but stopped when he glanced down at the return address, and frowned. 

      Why would a lawyer be sending him anything? 

      Tearing open the envelope, he pulled out the paperwork, along with a letter from his uncle's lawyer. Quickly, he scanned the letter, his heart pounding in his chest. 

      An envelope was paperclipped to the lawyer’s letter, and he recognized his uncle's handwriting. With a rip, he opened the envelope and stared at the letter from his uncle.

      Dearest Nathan,

      If you're reading this letter, then I must have departed this world. I'm sure the family has circled around my last will and testament and are eager to start dividing my wealth. 

      Over the years, I've watched you grow up, and I've seen myself, a hard worker, in you. The only problem is, I let my work become my entire world, just like I see you doing. 

      It was always my intention to marry a woman later, after I made my first million. Then my second and even my third. By the time I got to my fourth million, I had waited too late. 

      Because I believe you're making the same mistakes I made, I'm leaving you my money with some stipulations. When you receive this letter, if you are not already married, I'm giving you ninety days to find a wife. 

      You must remain married for at least ninety-one days. Forever would be better, but I can't control everything in your life. If you do not marry, everyone in the family receives ten thousand dollars, and the balance of the money will go to charity. 

      Family is everything. Don't wait too late, like I did. Find a woman, fall in love, marry, and have children. Work hard, but not so hard you lose sight of what's important: Family. 

      Spend this cash wisely, young man. I'll be watching from above, so don't make me regret my decision.

      Live your life to the fullest. 

      John Greene 

      He glanced at the documents in the folder showing his uncle's wealth and staggered into a chair. As if in a dream, he stared at the figures and realized, if this was true, he was truly close to becoming a billionaire. 

      But he had no wife. And there was no one he would consider marrying. 

      The memory of a blonde racing down Main Street, her long limbs and sassy tempting mouth a beacon he suddenly longed for. According to the superstition, he was the man for her. 

      Could he somehow convince her to marry him? 

      Maybe in Vegas? 

      They were both attending her sister's wedding this weekend. 

      Could he bribe her into marrying him? 

      The woman hated him. 

      Startled, he jumped up and ran into his office. At the keyboard, he started to search how to get married in Vegas. 

      With a smile, he stared at the information. 

      Was it as simple as it sounded? 

      The courthouse stayed open until midnight. 

      After her sister’s wedding, could he somehow court and convince her to do a quickie ceremony in Vegas? 

      Would she stay with him for at least ninety-one days before she ended their farce of a marriage? Just long enough for him to gain control of his Uncle's money. 

      Shaking his head, he wondered if he was crazy. Cupid Crazy.
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      Caitlyn stared at the crowded room and watched as Whitney and Aaron danced their first dance together as man and wife. She looked so beautiful, but the moment was bittersweet. Sure, Caitlyn was extremely happy for Whitney and Aaron, but this would change everything. 

      The three sisters were close and now the first one had married. Soon, there would be children and babies and–

      With a sigh, she took another sip of champagne and wiped away a tear. 

      Everyone cheered the newlyweds, as Heather walked up beside Caitlyn. 

      "They're a beautiful couple. Do you still wish he would have dated you?"

      "Hell no," Caitlyn said. "He's not my billionaire. He's Whitney's. Mine is still waiting on me to arrive in St. Tropez."

      Heather laughed. "And just how are you going to get to St. Tropez?"

      "I'm working on it. A dream vacation, a cute meet on the beach, coming home with my husband in tow…"

      In her mind, the scene was set: a love story on a tropical island. The two of them bumping into each other, laughing, going out to dinner, and the relationship of her and Mr. Perfect growing and expanding, until he finally asked her to marry him. 

      "Well, don't ask Daddy for any money. He's mad at Mother for spending so much on Whitney's wedding."

      Aaron had paid for everything but the reception and her dress, including everyone's rooms. What did her father have to complain about? As the town mayor, her father was the biggest tightwad in Cupid, Texas, and would never help her with funds to St. Tropez. "Don't worry, I knew better than to ask."

      They watched as their father took Whitney in his arms to dance. "I'm surprised she's still talking to him."

      "Oh, I think after Aaron made that huge donation to the Library, all has been forgiven," Heather said. "Did you see that Nathan is over on the side observing everything and everyone? He keeps glancing your way."

      She gazed in his direction and he raised his glass of champagne to her. A tremor raced down her spine. 

      Why in the world was she attracted to him? 

      Part of her wanted to flip him off, but instead she gave him a smirky smile and lifted her glass. 

      The man could take his gaming buddies and go straight to hell. 

      "And he's your Cupid Love," Heather said laughing. 

      "Shut up, Heather," she hissed. "No one is supposed to know."

      "You better hope and pray that the Cupid Superstition is not true," she said. 

      One of the bridesmaids walked up to Heather and whispered in her ear. Together the two of them strolled away, leaving Caitlyn standing at the table, alone, watching her sister's reception. With a sigh, she turned to walk away when a hand touched her elbow.

      "You look even more stunning with your clothes on," he said. 

      His voice sent a spiral of heat racing through her. 

      What was it about this man which seemed to always cause her body to take notice of him? 

      And why was he being friendly to her?

      "I think that's the first nice thing you've said to me since junior high. Are you ill?"

      "No, I think it's time we buried the hatchet. We were in junior high when this happened."

      "Funny, you're now doing this after you saw me naked. Is this a coincidence?"

      He laughed. "Hey, I like your curves, but no, your sister married my best friend. We're going to be at parties, baby showers, children's birthdays and everything else being friends entails, so we need to put the past behind us."

      She frowned at him, then realized what he was saying was true. As much as she didn't like him, they would be thrown together all the time. 

      "Kids will never understand why we keep sparring with one another."

      Children. Aaron and her sister would someday have babies, and she couldn't wait to hold and squeeze and spoil them. She was determined she would be their favorite aunt. The man was right, those children would not understand their constant bickering. 

      "Okay, we're going to bury the hatchet, so to speak. How do we go from enemies to friends?"

      Their relationship had always been so tumultuous, it would be hard to switch her thinking from disdainful enemy to reluctant acceptance. 

      He grinned at her in a way which made her smile. "Dance with me."

      Stunned, she stood staring at him. "What?"

      "Music is playing. Dance with me and then let me buy you a drink," he said taking her by the elbow and gently leading her towards the floor where people were gyrating to the music. 

      The touch of his hands on her felt good, but she didn't want to be attracted to him. He was not her Prince Charming, and she had a five-year plan to meet and marry the man of her dreams. 

      She let him lead her out into the crowd, and she moved into his embrace. "Everyone is staring."

      "That's because they're shocked you're in my arms."

      "As well they should be. How long has this feud existed?"

      “Fourteen years, and it comes to an end today."

      "Or we could make them think we've made up, then start something all over again."

      "I knew you were going to be trouble," he said with a grin.

      "Keeps life from being boring–and hey!–we do have lots of animosity between us."

      "Not anymore. Now smile," he said.

      "Wow, you're serious," she said, wondering why suddenly he seemed so intent on them being friends? 

      Was it because he was the first person she saw after doing the Cupid Stupid Dance? 

      But that didn't matter.

      The man danced like a dream, leaving her shocked. When she thought of him, a redneck always came to mind.

      "You still play a mean game of Tomb Raider?"

      "Absolutely," she said with confidence. It was still her favorite game, though she had learned others. The memory of how she had beat him at a tournament so long ago returned. Best to keep that to herself, so as not to hurt his fragile ego. 

      When the song ended, he took her by the hand. "Come on. I owe you a drink to make up for all those years of fighting."

      Not to be out done, she smiled. "And I'll buy the second round."

      "All right," he said. "What are we drinking?"

      "Anything other than champagne. How about if we do tequila shots?"

      "What?" he asked, stopping and staring at her.

      "Why not? Are you not man enough? I double-dog dare you," she said. 

      Shaking his head, they continued to the bar. There, he ordered two shots of the potent alcohol.

      "On the count of three," he said, holding up his liquor-filled shot glass. 

      Why had she dared him? 

      Yes, she liked the taste of tequila, but she knew the alcohol could hit you hard. 

      They slammed their glasses down on the table, both emptied at the same time. She giggled as the liquor began working through her bloodstream. 

      "Let's do that again," she said, pulling out some dollar bills. "Bartender! Two more."

      They tossed back another shot, and once again, she laughed. 

      "Come on," he said, grabbing her by the arm and dragging her towards the floor.

       This time the music was a slow romantic love song, and he hauled her in close. He melded her body to his, and she wondered what was she doing dancing with the enemy. The warmth of the liquor relaxed her, and she enjoyed every inch of his hard body. 

      This needed to end. 

      When the song ended, he led her back to the bar where they stood gazing at one another. The wedding, the laughter, the fun atmosphere, the alcohol all combined to lower her resistance. 

      Time to go to her room, but she felt reckless tonight. Everything was changing, and she didn't want the party to stop. 

      "People are looking at us as if they can't believe they're seeing us together," she said, grinning at him. 

      "Let's give them something to talk about," he said. 

      Suddenly, he reached out and pulled her in his arms. His lips came towards hers, and she braced herself. At their touch, she was stunned at the warmth they generated as they moved over her mouth. Shock radiated through her, but then heat like a racing train, scorched her body. 

      She was kissing her arch enemy. She was kissing the man she had hated since junior high. And she didn't want tonight to end. 

      The touch of his mouth was warm, and she liked the way he tasted of alcohol and cake and forbidden dreams. 

      "Get a room," someone said, as they walked by. 

      They came apart, and she gazed at him in awe. 

      That was some kiss! An unforgettable kiss. 

      Now what were they supposed to do? 

      They were making up, but that didn't include making out like a couple of teenagers.

      Yet, tonight was a celebration of her sister’s wedding. 

      He ordered more tequila shots, and though she knew she shouldn’t, she went ahead and downed the liquor. 

      "I bet I can still beat you at Tomb Raider," she taunted.

      "No doubt," he said. "I haven't played the game in years."

      A song from their childhood boomed over the loudspeakers, and he pulled her out onto the dance floor again. Everything about tonight seemed to be pushing them together. They were giggling like two kids when they made their way back to the bar. 

      People stared at them in disbelief, their feud widely known. 

      "Remember our favorite television show Friends?" he asked. "Remember when Rachel and Ross got married in Vegas? I dare you to shock them all and do a fake wedding with me."

      A phony ceremony would be fun. Something to remember their night of forgiving one another. There it was; a dare. A taunt. Oh, how she wanted to tell him no, but something compelled her not to. 

      "I'm marrying a millionaire Prince Charming, so no, we can't have a real marriage." She glanced around the room, her head spinning, and noticed people whispering and pointing at them. 

      They couldn't believe their eyes the two of them were drinking and dancing together. 

      The urge to stun them even more overcame her. "Why not. Let's do this."

      "Maybe Elvis would marry us."

      "Let's go find him," she said, glancing around at the party which was rapidly winding down. The bride and groom had left hours ago. Her sister, Heather, had disappeared, and was probably up in the room, no doubt studying. 

      "We've got to hurry," he said. "It's eleven-thirty."

      "One more tequila shot of courage," she said, with a laugh. 

      They downed the last bit of liquor, and suddenly, the alcohol slammed into her. Maybe drinking this much hadn't been her wisest decision. 

      "Let's go," she said, and the floor seemed to come up to meet her. 

      Nathan's arm reached out and grabbed her. 

      Why did she like his touch so much?

      She turned and faced him and leaned into him, kissing her arch enemy and wondering why his kiss felt so good.

      He broke the kiss, his voice tense. "Let's go get fake married."

      "Yes, by Elvis," she said.
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      Nathan awoke to the sound of shrieking. He sat straight up in bed and immediately regretted the quick motion. His head pounded, and his stomach was riding a roller coaster, and any second now, he would go rushing into the bathroom. 

      The shrill screaming didn't stop, and he turned to see a very naked Caitlyn standing and staring down at the marriage license. 

      "No, no, no," she kept repeating. "This can't be real."

      Well, damn, he'd meant to hide that from her before they went to bed. When they'd reached his hotel room, the clothes had quickly been shed, and they'd tumbled into bed with one another. 

      No, he hadn't planned on a wedding night, but his new wife had insisted they consummate their union, and who was he to argue. 

      "Caitlyn," he groaned. "Please stop."

      "You son of a bitch," she screamed wheeling around to face him. "You tricked me. This was supposed to be a fake wedding. This paper shows we're married. You hate me. You did this to humiliate me, didn't you?"

      Oh, grimany, the woman was turning this all against him. 

      "No, I didn't. But I need a wife."

      "And you think I would marry you for real? Are you crazy?"

      At that moment his logical brain screamed he needed to be committed for marrying her and drinking too much. 

      "Well, I'm not going to be your wife, do you understand me,” she yelled. "A fake wedding, and now this legal paper, which appears real to me! Last night was supposed to be fun, nothing permanent."

      Tears streamed down her face, making his stomach cringe with remorse. 

      What had they done?

      "No, I don't want to be married to you. No! Just no! I want a millionaire, or a billionaire, for a husband. Someone I meet in St. Tropez, not a loser gamer like yourself."

      Now that angered him. 

      What she didn't know was she had just helped him become wealthy, if he could convince her to stay with him for ninety-one days. But he wasn't going to give her the satisfaction of knowing he would be a rich man. Especially after she called him a loser gamer. 

      "That's not what you said when we reached the courthouse."

      "Last night was a joke. A fake marriage."

      "Until you decided to make it real," he said. 

      At the time, the amount of alcohol she'd consumed was way over the legal limit. Even though that had helped him in the long run, guilt ate at him at how he'd used her to obtain what he needed. Somehow, he would make this up to her. 

      "I did not," she exclaimed. "Never, would I do this. Never.”

      "Excuse me, but you said let's make it real, so we can have sex. You said you did not believe in having sex unless you were married."

      That was not a lie. She had said those words, which shocked him. 

      "Yes, but I was saving myself for my Prince Charming."

      Too late. 

      What he remembered of their joining had been spontaneous and combustible. Something he'd never experienced before. If he were lucky, he hoped they would do it again soon. 

      "This can't be real," she said, starting to sob. "How could I have screwed up my life so badly?"

      "Tequila?" he admitted, his head pounding. 

      Suddenly, she threw the empty bottle of champagne at him, but he ducked, and the bottle bounced against the headboard, before rolling to the floor. 

      "Last night, you were thrilled we said I do. Last night, you were happy."

      "Last night, I was drunk! From the time we left the hotel, my memory is nothing. Yes, I knew we were looking for a wedding chapel, but that's all I remember."

      And they'd found one. Married by an Elvis impersonator, they ran out of the building, amid wedding bells and flower petals, laughing and barely able to keep their hands off each other. 

      They rushed back to his hotel room, where they spent the night consummating their union, taking advantage of one another, and making the marriage real. 

      Only this morning, she remembered nothing of what happened. 

      "Listen to me. Last night was one of the best nights of my life," he said softly. 

      She began to sob. Grabbing her clothes, she ran into the bathroom and slammed the door shut. Feeling like a fool, he hurried to the door and tried to talk to her calmly.

      "Caitlyn, it's not as bad as you think," he said. "We're going to have fun together."

      Loud gut-wrenching sobs filled the air, and a long and drawn out, "No!" could be heard a few times.

      "Let's give our marriage a chance," he said, talking through the door. 

      "No! You'll never be my Prince Charming," she cried. 

      With a yank, she opened the bathroom door, and he almost fell in on her. "Stop! Listen to me."

      "Get out of my way," she ordered, pushing him to the side in order to walk out the door. "This marriage will be annulled. I'm going to talk to Heather and see what I can do to end this farce of a union. We will never be married for real."

      "We already are."

      Great sobs escaped her, and she grabbed her purse. Just as she reached for the license, he took the document. 

      "Oh no, this stays with me."

      That piece of paper would prove he was married. Somehow, he needed to convince her to keep this wedding intact for at least ninety-one days. Right now was not the time. Clearly, she refused to listen to him. 

      "Keep the damn thing. That means nothing to me. You'll be hearing from my attorney."

      Standing there in the nude in front of her, she realized for the first time he had no clothes on, no sheet, nothing. 

      Groaning, she turned away from him and headed towards the door, dressed in her bridesmaid dress, and her wedding finery. 

      It was then he remembered the DVD they purchased. 

      "Hey, if you don't believe we're married, the ceremony is on the DVD we bought."

      "Screw you, Nathan! Why you did this to me, I don't know, but I'm going to make your life a living hell. Do you understand me?"

      After last night, he had no doubts she could torment him. Last night, she'd driven him to ecstasy and beyond, and today, the thought of their wedding night left him eager to try again. Not to mention, the torture she was capable of inflicting upon him. 

      "I'm certain you'll do your best," he replied, as she walked out and slammed the door behind her. 

      Well, that certainly had not gone like he'd hoped. Maybe she would feel differently later.
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      Caitlyn burst through the door to the hotel room she shared with her sister. 

      "Where have you been? I've been worried sick," Heather said. "Five minutes more, and I was going to call Mom and Dad and tell them you were missing."

      She burst into tears. "I got married last night!"

      "What? To whom?"

      "Nathan Greene. He tricked me. Please help me, Heather. This marriage must be annulled as soon as possible."

      Heather stood there staring at her, her mouth open. "Dear God. The Cupid Superstition really is true, for you to have married him."

      "No! It can't be."

      Walking to Caitlyn, her sister wrapped her arms around her. "Calm down. Deep breaths. Our car leaves for the airport in an hour. Once we return to Texas, I'll do some research and see how we go about annulling this, if that's really what you want."

      With a sigh, Caitlyn stepped back. "Of course it's what I want. You know my five-year plan. You know I'm trying to save enough money for my St Tropez vacation."

      The urge to shed the bridesmaid dress overwhelmed her as she started to tug at the zipper.

      How could she ever look at this dress again, without thinking she wore this lovely gown the night she lost her mind.

      "Tell me what happened. How did you and Nathan end up married?"

      For the next five minutes she tried to remember everything about last night to tell her sister. In the retelling, more of the night came to her, and she gasped as she remembered the two of them laughing as they created their fake marriage. Only the wedding wasn't a fake. It was real. 

      "Instead of tequila making me take my clothes off, it made me into a married woman. How could I be so stupid?"

      Shaking her head, Heather stared at in wonder. "Of all the lame-brained things you've done in your life, this one tops the cake. How are you going to keep this a secret?"

      Oh, my God, if her family found out, her father would go ballistic, and her mother would be so disappointed. 

      "I don't know, but please help me! Mother and Daddy can't find out I married the man I hate. No one can learn we're wed."

      "And you think he's going to keep this quiet?"

      "Aargh, I hope so!" Tears rolled down her cheeks. "My life is ruined. How can I marry a rich man if I'm already married?"

      What was she thinking and how had this gone from a fake marriage to a real one?

      The vague memory of them reaching the courthouse just before midnight sifted into her brain like mud going through a sifter. They were told that, unless they signed the documents and the minister filed the certificate, the wedding wouldn't be legitimate. 

      How had Nathan persuaded her into signing the form making this real?

      How?

      "Go take a shower while I pack your bags."

      "My head is pounding from all the tequila I drank. And now I wrecked my life. All my dreams, my plans, squashed by one night of recklessness."

      No wonder she and Nathan were enemies.

      How could she be so stupid as to marry the one man who disliked her so much? They were adversaries, and she'd believed him when he said he wanted to bury the hatchet.

      No, he wanted to take the hatchet out and chop her head off with the weapon. 

      Heather pushed her towards the bathroom. "Oh no, you smell of tequila and..." Her sister's face went white. "Dear God! You slept with him, didn't you?"

      The memory of the two of them in bed wrenched sobs from her. Great gulping bouts of ugly crying. “Yes! Last night with Nathan was the best sex I have ever experienced. The absolute most wonderful night. Why Nathan?"

      Stunned, her sister took her by the arm. "Please tell me you used protection. Please."

      "Yes, we did. But Heather he's not what I want in life. Yet I'm married to him."

      "You should have thought of that sooner."

      "It was supposed to be a fake marriage. Somehow, it became real."

      "Do you remember if the officiant filed a wedding certificate or the license?"

      "No… My memory is so foggy and unclear. Why did I drink so much alcohol?"

      As Heather tried to move her towards the bathroom and the shower, she turned and grabbed her arm. "Promise me you'll help me. Promise me."

      "Of course I will." With a groan, she said, "Two of my sisters, married on the same day. Dear God, what is this world coming to?"

      "Oh Whitney is going to be so mad. Believe me, I didn't plan on stealing her big day, honestly."

      With an ache gripping her chest, unlike anything she had ever experienced before, tears welled up in her eyes. Once she got beneath the water's spray, she promised herself a good cry. 

      "She's on her honeymoon. Whitney never has to learn about this," Heather said. "Let's just keep this secret between us. Once we're home, I'll do the research and start the annulment proceedings."

      The tears refused to wait, and Caitlyn began to cry again. "Oh, Heather, what would I do without you? You're my lifesaver."

      "Get in the shower; you'll feel better. You're going to need to act normal in front of Mom and Dad. Mother can be very suspicious. So go put on your happy face."

      That would be damn near impossible. The plane would be filled with members from the wedding party, and friends and family, and–

      Oh dear God!

      What was she going to do?

      "I'm not feeling very happy. In fact, I think I'm going to be sick."

      Nausea roiled through her stomach, her head pounded, and she wanted to die. 

      "Caitlyn, you need a keeper."

      A sob escaped as tears flowed from her eyes. "Yes, all my dreams of marrying a rich husband have been ruined by one night in Vegas."
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      Caitlyn sat in her airplane seat, praying for takeoff, the pounding in her head doing the tango. At the airport, she avoided speaking to Nathan, though he repeatedly tried to gain her attention. But Heather hovered over her like a protective hen and kept them separated. While her mother stared at her as if she knew something was wrong. 

      When they boarded the plane, she noticed Nathan was sitting in first class and groaned. The same area as her parents. As she walked down the aisle, she averted her gaze. 

      Three hours. 

      Once they landed, she would do everything to keep him from interfering in her life. 

      "Did you see that?" she asked Heather. "He's in first class with Mother and Daddy."

      "Yes," Heather said. "Not good."

      "You don't think he'll tell them, do you?"

      "No," her sister said, as they reached their seats. "Not unless he wants our father to go off on him right here."

      Their father was not known for his diplomacy, but rather, his frank protective nature regarding his daughters. Especially Caitlyn, who he deemed a lost soul in need of rescuing. Heather was the smart one, as far as he was concerned, and Whitney and he clashed on everything. 

      The passengers all boarded and placed their luggage in the overhead bins, then located their seats. Caitlyn sat thinking she would never drink tequila again. 

      "I'm dying," Caitlyn said. "Maybe my death would be for the best."

      "No, I thought we'd do tequila shots all the way back to Dallas," Heather responded.

      The idea made nausea rise in her already battered stomach.

      "Really? I'm at death's door, and you're making jokes?"

      Her sister grinned. "Just trying to remind you how you screwed up, so you don't drink like that again."

      The two of them gazed out the window while the stewardess went through her departure routine. Soon, the airplane backed out of the gate, and they taxied down the runway, heading back to Texas.

      Whitney and Aaron had left early this morning to fly to Los Angeles, where they were catching a cruise to Hawaii for their honeymoon. 

      The wedding party had flown out together, but several members stayed behind to enjoy the sights of Vegas. Owning her own beauty shop, Caitlyn needed to return home and get back to work. Heather needed to return to continue studying for the bar exam, and their parents were not fans of the Vegas scene, so they headed back as well.

      As soon as the plane reached cruising altitude, Caitlyn leaned her chair back, determined to rest and ease her pounding head. If she pretended to sleep all the way to Dallas, maybe they would all leave her alone to think about how she could untangle the mess she'd created. 

      Suddenly, she heard her father's voice clearly from where he sat in First Class. "She did what!"

      Oh no! 

      Caitlyn’s eyes flew open. 

      "Did you hear that?" she asked her sister.

      "Yes," Heather replied, as they both peered down the aisle towards the commotion. 

      The seat belt sign went off, and she could see her father rising from his seat.

      “Oh shit!” she said. “Here he comes. The rat bastard told him.” 

      Like a man on a mission, her father marched down the aisle towards where they sat, his face red, his eyes flashing with anger. Coming to a halt at their seats, he glared at Caitlyn. 

      "Did you marry Nathan Greene last night?

      With her head pounding, and her heart thumping in her chest with a Congo beat, she swallowed her fear. "It was supposed to be a fake marriage. For fun."

      "It's not fake!" he yelled. "He showed me the marriage license. Of all the stupid stunts you've ever pulled, this one is the worst!"

      "Sir, you need to take your seat," the stewardess said from behind the furious man.

      Could her embarrassment get any worse? 

      The whole plane was now staring at them, and her father only raised his voice louder. 

      "Can't you see I'm busy telling my daughter she's a fool!"

      The flight attendant gave him her meanest look, but Caitlyn’s father ignored her, turned back to his daughter, and continued his rant. 

      "You have hated this man all your life, yet you married him? Were you drunk!"

      What was she supposed to say? 

      "I'm going to talk to my law professor about how to annul the marriage," Heather cut in, trying to calm their father. 

      "Were you drunk?" their father asked again
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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