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  Chapter One 


"Do you Brad, take this woman Sarah, to be your lawful wedded wife?" 
Will Marshall waited expectantly for his brother's "I do".  So did the bride, the rest of the bridal party, and all the guests assembled in the church. A few seconds passed, and then a few more, and still Brad remained silent. 
A murmur reverberated through the church. The minister cleared his throat. 
Will couldn't see Brad's face, but he caught the tremor that shook his brother's shoulders. He glanced at the bride and their gazes locked for a second. He'd only met Sarah Stevens the previous evening at the rehearsal and didn't know her, but he easily read the anxiety in her eyes. She stood completely still, her body rigid as if bracing for a crash. The only movement Will detected was a slight quiver of petals and ribbons as her bouquet of red roses trembled in her hands. Will shifted his attention away from Sarah and stepped beside Brad. He touched his brother's shoulder. 
"Are you all right?" he whispered. 
Brad stood straighter. "Yes, yes, I'm fine." He turned to the minister. "Can you repeat the question?" 
Will returned to his place. The minister nodded, his smile attempting to reassure the congregation that he'd dealt with nervous grooms before. "Okay, let's take it from the top. Do you Brad, take this woman Sarah, to be your lawful wedded wife?" 
"I…I…ugh."
The noise that came out of Brad's mouth was a cross between a person being strangled and a cat trying to dislodge a hairball. Will was shocked. Calm and steady Brad was the last guy he expected to fall apart at his own wedding. 
"I can't do this." Brad dropped Sarah's hand. "I'm sorry, but I can't marry you." 
A collective gasp reverberated through the church as he started walking away from her. Isabelle Stevens jumped to her feet and blocked Brad's escape. Sarah's mother had appeared high-strung when Will met her last night, but now her strings had completely snapped. "What do you mean you can't marry Sarah? We've got dinner waiting for a hundred guests at the hotel. Sarah's cousins flew in all the way from Vancouver. I had an ice sculpture of two lovebirds made for the head table. Do you know how much an ice sculpture costs? You have to get married!" 
Brad backed away from the wild-eyed woman. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Stevens." 
"Sorry? You're sorry?" She advanced on him. "I'll give you sorry." 
Before anyone could react, Isabelle Stevens slipped off her high-heeled shoe and began whacking Brad with it. "How dare you humiliate us this way? How am I going to explain this to anyone?" 
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Stevens. I didn't mean to hurt you or Sarah. Ow," Brad cried, as the pointy heel of her shoe hit him in the chest. 
"Mother, please," Sarah said, her face and voice full of mortification. 
Isabelle hobbled on one shoe as she chased Brad around the front of the church. Sarah's father got to his feet and grabbed her by the shoulders. "For heaven's sake, Isabelle. You're making a spectacle of yourself." 
All the angry energy rushed out of her like the air from a punctured balloon, and she began to wail. "Oh, how could this happen? How could he do such a thing to us? What'll I tell my bridge club?" 
While Isabelle's hysterics captured everyone's attention, Brad took the opportunity to make a run for a side door. Will stood immobile, stunned by this turn of events. To say this behavior was out of character for Brad was putting it mildly. He'd never heard his brother utter so much as an unkind word to anyone. 
The bridesmaid put her arm around Sarah for support. Sarah stared at Will, shock and humiliation replacing the fear he'd seen in her eyes moments ago. She looked desperately fragile and completely helpless, as if on the edge of breaking. Her wedding gown added to the picture of fragility. The fine, white fabric seemed to shimmer and float around her, giving her an ethereal quality. 
For a second Will had an overpowering urge to take her in his arms and comfort her. He even found himself moving towards her before he abruptly stopped. What the hell was he doing? His first loyalty was to his brother. 
Sarah lifted her chin with dignity, her voice so soft Will could barely hear her. "You're the best man. You need to see to the groom." 
As their gazes locked once more, Will rethought his earlier assessment of the bride. She might look fragile, but he suspected Sarah Stevens possessed a core of pure steel. 
With a curt nod at Sarah, Will sprinted out the side door. He ran to the sidewalk, looking down the street both ways. His brother was running down the snowbank-lined Ottawa street and Will started after him. He fought for balance on the icy walk, cursing his slippery, rented shoes. Luckily, Brad's shoes were just as slippery. He lost his balance and fell flat on his back. When Will finally caught up to him, Brad was still lying on the street. 
"With any luck," he said, looking up at the sky, "a snowplow will come along and bury me." 
Will extended a hand to pull him up. "Let's get out of here before you turn into an ice sculpture." 
As he helped Brad to his feet, the irony of the situation struck him. For the first time in their lives, Will was helping Brad out of a sticky situation instead of the other way around. He was the one who usually screwed up. 
At least he'd never dumped a woman at the altar. 


      [image: image-placeholder]Sarah led her mother's cousin Mabel to her front door. "Thank you for coming. I appreciate your support." 
"Oh, I wouldn't dream of leaving you alone at a time like this." 
Mabel's beady eyes shone with pure delight. She did her best to conceal her glee, but it was clear she reveled in Sarah's, and especially her mother's, misfortune. Sarah was sure the old woman hadn't had this much fun since the last stock market crash. 
"I think Mother needs some rest now." Actually, Sarah was the one who needed a rest. The afternoon had dragged interminably with a steady stream of guests. She pasted a smile on her face as she gently steered Mabel toward the door. 
"I'll drop by tomorrow with my special chicken soup," Mabel said as Sarah helped her put on her coat. 
"No!" Sarah's stomach knotted at the idea of going through this endless trail of visitors again tomorrow. She couldn't stand their pity and their insatiable desire to know all the details of the most humiliating experience of her life. Unfortunately, her mother thrived on the tea and sympathy routine. She'd invited her friends and family to come to Sarah’s townhouse to retrieve their wedding gifts and commiserate with her. All Sarah wanted to do was run and hide. 
Mabel fixed her with a glare. "Is there something wrong with my special chicken soup?" 
Sarah's smile was breaking her face. "No, of course not. I just wouldn't want you to go to all that trouble." 
Mabel's small, dark eyes gleamed with malicious pleasure. "Oh, no trouble at all, dear. I'd be happy to help." 
Sarah's heart sank. What she longed to do was to tell the old lady where she could stick her chicken soup. But she was far too polite and, if she was honest, far too fearful of confrontation to say and do what she really wanted to. How could she go through this again tomorrow without going stark raving mad? 
"Goodnight, Mabel." 
"Goodnight, my dear. I'll see you tomorrow." Sarah was sure she heard the old woman cackle as she closed the door. 
"Old witch," she muttered. 
"Do you mean dear cousin Mabel?" Sarah's best friend and almost bridesmaid Daniela DiPietro stepped into the front hallway with a cup of tea. "That dear, sweet old lady? I'm sure she wouldn't kill a fly. Maybe torture it bit, but never kill it. Where's the fun in that?" 
Sarah laughed in spite of herself. She gave her friend a hug. "Oh Dani, what would I do without you?" 
"I shudder to think." Dani took Sarah's arm and led her into the kitchen. "Come sit down and have a cup of tea with me. You look dead on your feet." 
Dani was right. Weariness threatened to overwhelm her, but she still had her mother to deal with. "I should check on Mom, make sure she's okay." 
Her friend laid a restraining hand on her shoulder. "Sit. Your mother is fine. She's holding court in the living room with her bridge buddies, giving them all the gory details. Trust me, she's enjoying herself immensely." 
Sarah dropped into the nearest chair. "It was bad enough being dumped in public by my fiancé, but having my mother go postal on him in the church is beyond humiliating. How did she manage to turn this around so that she's the injured party? You'd think Brad broke up with her." 
Dani sipped her tea and said nothing, but her eyes spoke volumes. Sarah and her friend had debated the subject of her mother ever since Isabelle had moved herself into Sarah's townhouse following her parents' breakup three months previously. Dani was of the opinion that Sarah should kick her mother out and let her learn how to look after herself. It wasn't like Isabelle couldn't afford to get her own place. She'd received a sizable inheritance when her own mother had died. But Isabelle had never once lived on her own. She constantly told Sarah how lonely she'd be, rattling around an apartment by herself. 
"Okay, I know she's something of a drama queen, but she's still my mother. You can't expect me to just kick her out in the snow." 
Dani flashed her a look of injured innocence. "I didn't say a word." 
"You didn't have to. Those eyes of yours are saying plenty." 
Isabelle chose that moment to poke her nose through the kitchen door. "Could you girls put on another pot of tea? And maybe set some of those cookies that Mabel brought on a nice china plate, not that tacky everyday stuff you have. I'd do it myself but I'm just so exhausted." Having issued her royal command, she turned on her heel and left. 
Dani stood. "I'll do it. Why don't you go to your room and try to get some rest? We'll likely have a long day tomorrow, returning gifts and dealing with guests." 
Sarah's stomach began to protest, and panic clawed at her brain. "I can't do this again tomorrow, Dani. I need to get away somewhere where nobody knows me, and I can think and try to figure out what to do." 
"I know." Sympathy shimmered in Dani's dark brown eyes. "You must be feeling heartbroken over Brad." 
"Please don't mention that man's name. Right now I'm so angry at him I could spit." Sarah concentrated on the anger so she didn't have to think about her deep embarrassment and humiliation. 
What a cliché she was. The poor, pathetic bride jilted at the altar. Speculation and gossip had probably already spread among her relatives and co-workers with the speed of an infectious disease. Even her young students in her kindergarten class would wonder why their teacher was still Miss Stevens instead of Mrs. Marshall. 
She could just hear the whispers. Brad was in love with another woman. Brad was in love with another man. Brad had finally realized how frightfully boring she was. Brad had slept with Sarah and discovered how miserably inept and inexperienced she was.  
Ha, she thought, the laugh is on them.  
She and Brad had never slept together. She'd wanted to wait until they were married, and Brad had respected her wishes. Sarah felt a twinge of remorse. To be honest, having sex with Brad hadn't been a high priority for her. Maybe if she'd just done it, they'd be together right now. The fact that she was spending what was supposed to be her wedding night making tea for her mother and her friends wasn't lost on Sarah. 
"I don't blame you for being angry," Dani said. "I'd be angry too if a man did that to me, especially someone I loved with all my heart the way you loved Brad." 
"If someone dumped you at the altar, your six big brothers would make your groom look like a gory Italian pastry." 
Dani's eyes lit up. "Now there's an idea. What do you say? I make a few calls, and Brad gets his ass kicked." 
"You're not serious," Sarah said. 
"They'd only hurt him a little, I promise. Just enough for him to appreciate the error of his ways. A few bruises, but no broken bones." 
"Dani!" Sarah didn't know whether to laugh or to be appalled. She also didn't know how seriously to take her friend. Dani was as peace-loving as the next woman, but every once in a while, her hot-tempered Mediterranean heritage bubbled to the surface. 
"Thanks for the offer, hon, but I think I'll pass." She had a sudden picture of herself in her wedding gown and high heels, kicking Brad's butt all the way down the aisle of the church. The visual pleased her immensely. 
"Suit yourself," Dani said with a shrug. "But I still think it's a crummy way for a person who says they love you to behave." 
Sarah swallowed hard. This talk about love made her wonder why she was more upset at the way Brad broke up with her than the idea of losing Brad himself. She hadn't even cried yet. Was it a delayed reaction or was there something wrong with her? She'd just lost the love of her life. Hadn't she? 
Glumly, she wondered what happened now. Would she end up a pathetic spinster with a house full of cats, serving tea and cookies to her mother and her friends for the rest of her life? Was there some flaw in her personality that made her unlovable? She pushed the tea away, suddenly nauseated by the smell. 
"What about the cruise?" Dani asked. 
"The cruise?" Sometimes her friend's mind worked so quickly she had to scramble to keep up. 
"You know, the honeymoon cruise in the Caribbean, the one Brad booked for the two of you. You showed me the ticket." Dani's face lit with excitement. "Your passport is ready, and your bags are packed. You could go yourself. Brad wouldn't dare use his ticket after what he did to you." 
She shook her head. "No, I couldn't do that." The thought of being captive on a boat for seven days had seemed claustrophobic to her but she'd gone along with it because Brad had seemed so excited about the idea and had promised to take her to see some Mayan ruins. 
"Well, okay then. Maybe we can find you a hotel room downtown somewhere for a couple of days. You could stay at one of those places with a spa and let them pamper you. You need some serious relaxation therapy." Dani poured hot water into a teapot and swirled it around to warm the pot before making the tea. "We might have a hard time getting a room. The hotels get pretty booked over the Christmas holidays." 
It had seemed so romantic to get married the day after Christmas. Sarah had talked Brad into the Christmas wedding because it had felt vitally important back in September to have the ceremony as soon as possible. If he had misgivings about the hasty wedding, he never mentioned it to her. The plan had been for Sarah to move in with Brad after the wedding, while her mother stayed in her townhouse, at least till she found something she liked better. 
Sarah had been counting the days until her move. Once or twice she'd had the disquieting thought that she was marrying Brad more because she wanted to flee her mother than because she loved him. 
Her mother entered the kitchen carrying her cell phone, a pleased expression on her face. "Good news, Sarah. Mabel's daughter Constance is coming to stay with us next week. Mabel didn't want us to be alone. Isn't it wonderful to have family who cares so much?" 
In that instant Sarah saw her future flash before her eyes. For the next week she'd be expected to wait hand and foot on both her mother and Constance, who was only slightly less predatory than her mother. They would moan constantly about how Sarah had been dumped at the altar while a steady stream of her mother's friends and relations dropped by to witness the car wreck her life had become. 
She wouldn't even be allowed to escape to work because school was closed for the holidays. In that moment of crystal-clear insight, she knew exactly what she had to do. 
"Well, I hope the two of you have fun, because I'm not going to be here. I'm going cruising." 






  
  Chapter Two 


"I've made a big mistake." 
Will handed his brother another beer and then dropped onto the sofa to watch him pace. Brad took a swig from the bottle, then sighed and stared off into space. "I can't believe I ran out on the best thing that ever happened to me." 
Approximately eighteen hours had passed since Brad's wedding fiasco. For the first sixteen hours he had either been curled in a ball on the sofa, or asleep in his bed. But for the last two, Brad had paced the living room, getting more agitated by the minute. 
"If you feel that way, maybe you should call her and try to explain," Will said. Privately, he wondered if Sarah would even speak to Brad after the public humiliation he'd subjected her to. 
"You think so?" Brad looked at him as if he were the last life preserver on the Titanic. 
"I think you could try," Will said carefully. "But don't be surprised if she's not ready to forgive and forget." 
"Sarah's a terrific girl. She's very sweet. She'll understand." Brad grabbed his cell phone and tapped the screen a few times before bringing it to his ear. "Sarah? Oh, Mrs. Stevens. Could I speak to Sarah, please? This is Brad." 
He held the phone at arm's length. Will heard the high-pitched indignation in the woman's voice from across the room. 
"How dare you call my daughter after you humiliated our whole family! Sarah will not be contacting you again." There was a loud click. 
Brad tossed his phone onto the the coffee table and slumped into the nearest chair. ""Why did Sarah's mother have to answer her phone? I've never understood how a sweet girl like Sarah could come from a mother like that." He shuddered. "I think I need another beer." 
Will brought him another bottle from the fridge. "Is that why you froze at the wedding? Were you afraid that Sarah would turn into her mother someday?" 
"I don't know." Brad stared at his potted azalea as if waiting for it to tell him the secret of life. "I honestly don't know what happened at the church. All I could think was that this was it, I was going to be with this woman for the rest of my life, for ever and ever, amen." 
"But that's what you wanted, wasn't it? I mean, being together for the rest of their lives is the reason people get married." 
"Yeah, it's what I wanted." Brad slouched lower in his chair. "I panicked in front of all those people, that's all." 
Will watched his brother closely. Who was he trying to convince? "Brad, you don't think that maybe you rushed into this wedding, do you? I mean, it hasn't been long since you broke up with Genie." 
Genie Harmon had been Brad's girlfriend on and off for over five years, until they'd finally called it quits for good about a year ago. Three months later Brad had met Sarah and three months after that they'd become engaged. Will had been out of the country most of that time and had been taken by surprise by the speed of the engagement. Brad usually took longer to select a new pair of pants. 
"No, absolutely not. Genie has nothing to do with this. We're ancient history, but Sarah is my future. I'll get her back." 
Brad's face took on a look of determination, one Will was very familiar with. From the time they were kids he'd seen that look every time Brad stood up to a challenge, whether it was a game of street hockey or a particularly difficult exam. 
"Sarah's a great girl, my sweet little mouse. Sure, she's shy and a little predictable, but there's a lot to be said for predictability. At least you always know what to expect. And that's good, right?" 
"Umm ...right." Brad made Sarah sound about as exciting as watching paint dry. 
"I'll never find anyone as nice as she is. I just have to get past the dragon lady." 
"Good luck, buddy." 
Brad clicked his empty bottle against Will's. "Thanks for sticking with me. I really appreciate it." 
"Hey, it's the least I could do after all the times you've bailed me out." Will grimaced as memories struck him. "Do you remember the infamous high school hockey game?" 
Brad groaned. "Oh God. How could I forget? My brother, the streaker. What on earth possessed you?" 
"What can I say? I was a dumb kid and I thought it would be funny. Besides, my buddy Curt dared me to do it." 
"And of course you had to take the dare. You almost got expelled. You ran across the ice wearing nothing but a sock." Brad shook his head. "If I'd had only one sock to wear in a cold rink, I wouldn't have been wearing it on my foot." 
Will stared in surprise at his brother, and then burst out laughing when he caught Brad's grin. "Well, I'm glad you can laugh about it now. As I recall, you were more than a little upset at the time." 
"I'm older and wiser now." Brad's expression grew serious. "So are you. Who would've thought my little punk brother would turn into a serious writer." 
"It's just some travel articles," Will said. "It's not like I wrote War and Peace." 
"Don't be so modest. You've gone places and done things a lot of people only dream of. Expeditions through the rain forests of Costa Rica, a trek in the Himalayas, the Australian outback in the heat of summer. And this last trip down the Amazon. It must have been incredible." 
"Yeah, it was a real adventure." Will rubbed his stomach, remembering the bout of dysentery that had taken some of the glamour out of the trip. 
"The way you write about the places you've seen makes me feel like I'm there. I can really see them." Brad put his feet up on the coffee table. "It's not like I'll ever get to the Amazon. I'm just a boring accountant." 
"The world needs good accountants more than it needs travel writers." 
"Don't be so cynical. What about the novel you've been working on? How's it going?" 
Will shrugged, reluctant to talk about the half-finished manuscript that languished on his hard drive. "It sucks. I don't know what made me think I could write a book. Sometimes I wish I had a real job and a regular paycheck so I could pretend I was a bona fide grownup." He leaned back against the cushions of the sofa and closed his eyes. "Maybe I'm just tired." 
"Don't give up on your novel, Will. You've got talent oozing out of your ears. I'd hate for you to waste it because you've got some crazy idea that you're not good enough. You're a natural storyteller." Brad chuckled softly. "I still laugh when I think of some of the doozies you made up as a kid." 
Will slanted his brother a look. "Those were lies, Brad, things I made up to get out of trouble." 
"Lies, stories, same thing," Brad said with a grin. "Where's your next assignment?" 
"I don't know. I don't have anything lined up yet. If you don't mind, I think I'll crash here for a while. I need a little R and R." 
"Sure, you can stay. It'll be great having you around. As long as you promise to work on your book." 
Will groaned. "Give it a rest, will you?" 
"Okay, fine." Brad's face suddenly grew animated. "If you really want to relax, you should go on the cruise." 
"What cruise?" 
"I booked a cruise in the Caribbean for Sarah and me for our honeymoon. I've got to stay here and try to patch things up with her, but you could go." 
"I don't think so. I'm not really a cruise kind of guy." 
"How would you know? Have you ever been on one?" 
"No, but spending a week playing shuffleboard with a bunch of blue-haired old ladies is not my idea of a good time. I'd rather stay here in Ottawa and watch my extremities freeze off." 
"Look, if nobody uses the tickets they're just going to go to waste because I didn't buy travel insurance. Besides, what could be more relaxing than sailing around the Caribbean? Think about long, tall glasses of rum, and white sand beaches on Cozumel. Think about getting worked over by a Swedish masseuse named Helga. If you need R and R, this is the perfect opportunity." 
Will turned to look at Brad. He had to admit the proposition was tempting, especially the part about Helga the masseuse. 
"How come you didn't buy travel insurance?" It seemed out of character for his careful brother to not take extra precautions. 
"It's stupid," Brad said, ripping the label off his empty beer bottle. "I was going to, but buying insurance in case the trip didn't happen made it feel like I was certain it wouldn't happen, like I was certain our marriage was going to fail." He shook his head morosely. "Boy, I really screwed up on that." 
Will didn't know if Brad meant he'd screwed up by not getting the travel insurance or by running out on his wedding, but either way he couldn't disagree with him. "You're forgetting something. What if Sarah decides to go on the cruise by herself?" 
"She wouldn't do that. She doesn't like to travel alone, and besides, she wasn't crazy about the idea of a cruise in the first place. I only got her to agree to it by promising that the ship's doctors had great drugs for seasickness." 
Will stared at him for a moment. Why would Brad insist on a trip he knew Sarah was uncomfortable with? It didn't seem like a great way to start married life, but then what did he know about marriage? His longest relationship had lasted six months. 
"I appreciate the offer, Brad, but I think I'll give it a pass." He picked up the TV remote. "Maybe the Senators are playing hockey today." 
He flipped through the channels until he landed on the weather network. A blonde in a form-fitting red suit stood in front of map of Canada. 
"Get your shovels and snowshoes ready, folks," said the overly perky weather girl. "A low-pressure system is expected to dump at least a foot of snow in the Ottawa area in the next couple of days. The snow will be accompanied by high winds, dropping visibility to zero and making driving treacherous. Following right on the heels of the snow is an Arctic vortex. Temperatures will drop to minus thirty-five degrees centigrade." The blonde beamed at the camera. "That's minus thirty-one for you folks still using the Fahrenheit scale. Have yourselves a wonderful evening." 
Did she have to sound so damn happy about it? Will slumped in his seat. He'd just spent the last few weeks close to the equator. His body wasn't adjusting well to the abrupt change in temperature. It wasn't that he didn't like a bracingly cold Canadian winter, but he didn't have the energy to deal with it at the moment. Between the jet lag and the dysentery, he was exhausted. 
"Look, Will, go on the trip. Frolic in the sunshine or sleep for a week if you like. Who knows, you might even get inspired to finish your novel." Brad frowned at him. "You look like hell. I'm worried about you." 
Will stared into his brother's sincere blue eyes. From the time their father died when Will was eight, Brad had looked out for him, bailing him out of the trouble he seemed to find so easily. Brad's rigid rules had driven him crazy as a teenager, but they'd probably kept him out of worse trouble. He rarely asked Will for anything, and this seemed important to him. There wasn't much he wouldn't do for his big brother. 
"So, Helga the masseuse, eh?" 
Brad chuckled. "You'll have fun. I promise. And besides, if you go on the cruise you won't have to worry about me nagging you to write." 
"Correct me if I'm wrong, but isn't the booking for the cruise ship in your name? How am I going to pass myself off as you?" 
"I'll show you." 
Will followed Brad into his bedroom where he produced a sheet of paper and a passport from a half-filled suitcase on the floor. He handed the items to Will. 
"Here," he said. "You are now officially Mr. Bradley William Marshall." 
Will stared at his brother in amazement as the implication of what he wanted him to do sank in. "You want me to use your passport and pretend I'm you so I can go on this cruise? Do you know how much trouble I could get into?" 
"Nobody will have to know. We look sufficiently alike that no one's going to question the passport photo." Brad opened his passport to the page with his picture. "We have the same color eyes and hair. The only thing that's different is that I'm five eleven and you're six one, but I don't think anyone's going to whip out a measuring tape and check your height." 
"I can't believe you of all people are suggesting this, You don't even jaywalk. When did you embark on a life of crime?" 
Brad shrugged. "Maybe I'm tired of being Mr. Nice Guy. I've always played by the rules and all I can show for it is a humdrum job and a big, empty house. I've become a huge, crashing bore." 
"That's not true," Will said. "You certainly weren't boring yesterday when you ran out of the church. I don't think anyone is going to forget that." 
"That was a mistake, one I plan to correct." He fixed Will with a stare. "The question is, do you have the guts to impersonate me for the next week?" 
Will grinned slowly. "Are you daring me?" 
Brad lifted one eyebrow. "Maybe I am." 
"That's dirty pool. You know all my weaknesses." He couldn't help being intrigued. His journalistic mind turned to possible stories, perhaps an expose on lax security on cruise ships. At least he hoped there was lax security. 
He took the passport and itinerary from Brad. "I see one problem already. The flight to Miami leaves in ten minutes." 
"If you're in, I'll call the airline and book another flight for you. Are you in?" 
It was a crazy idea. If he got caught, he could potentially do serious jail time. But the idea pulled at him, an irresistible temptation. 
What the hell. If he got caught, he could do an expose of the Canadian penal system. 
"Make sure I get a window seat." 
Brad laughed. "I'll do that." 
In a few moments it was all set. Brad lined up a flight to Miami under Will's own name. Neither of them felt confident enough to test the security of the airports by trying to fly under Brad's passport. Will threw his meager belongings, including his own passport, into his duffle bag. 
"What are you going to do while I'm basking in the sun?" 
"With any luck, I'll be making up with Sarah." 
"I really hope things turn out for you. You deserve it." Will turned serious for a moment. "For the record, you're not boring. You're the most solid, dependable, fun guy I know. Maybe you just need a new job and a smaller house." 
Brad grinned. "Maybe I do. Come on, I'll call you a cab." 
It wasn't until hours later, when he was in a plane somewhere over the United States, that Will realized Brad had never once said he wanted Sarah back because he loved her. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Will stepped on board the cruise ship five minutes before its scheduled departure time. The warm Florida breeze and the late afternoon sunshine restored some of his energy. Will grinned to himself. Maybe Brad had been right about this trip. 
He checked in with security using Brad's ID, and as Brad predicted, had no trouble passing for his brother. A steward informed him of the time of the lifeboat drill the next day, and told him to bring the life preserver from his cabin with him. After being issued with a boarding pass that doubled as a room key and also a credit card for any on board purchases, he made his way to his assigned cabin for a quick shower and a nap before dinner
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