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Becca Martin had her divorce papers in hand and was waiting outside her ex-husband’s office.  The fact that his secretary didn’t even know who she was, worked in her favor. Justin had been refusing to sign the divorce papers all year, so she decided to show up to his office unannounced and demand that he end this sham of a marriage.  Becca married Justin Martin last December in Vegas.  There might have been alcohol involved, and a preacher dressed up as Elvis.  And boy, what a honeymoon they had.

Then it all went to shit.

Becca was a dancer.  She had been a Rockette, danced in Michael Flatley’s Lord of the Dance revival in the O2 theatre in London, and done the can can in the Moulin Rouge in Paris. And yes, she did a stint as a showgirl in Las Vegas, where she had met Justin Martin, a British financier on vacation. So what if her skirt was a little too short, her heels a little too high, and she wore red lipstick like it was a weapon?  She was not a Vegas, gold digging whore like her mother-in-law said.  And these divorce papers proved it.

And Justin had the nerve to be mad about how it went down.  Okay, maybe she could have handled it better.  But when he had let his mother say all those nasty things about her, Becca had snapped.  She slapped the old bitch across the face and then stole Justin’s car and drove cross country to New Hampshire, where she spent the worst Christmas of her life.  Her two sisters were madly in love with their fiancés and it had been really difficult to be around the lovebirds.

But that was almost a year ago.  He got his car back just fine, with his mother’s Christmas present in it—a diamond tiara.  And they had decided on a cooling off period.  Well, there was cooling off and there was cooling off.  When they saw each other again in late January, they were still pissed at each other.  It didn’t stop them from ripping each other’s clothes off and having another “What Happens in Vegas” weekend.

She refused to see him on Valentine’s Day.  He was no longer mad.  She still was.  He showed up after her show in March and it was wash-rinse-repeat of January.  The whole rest of the year went like that.  It had to stop.  They were legally married, but a once a month booty call didn’t set the foundation for a solid relationship.  Coupled with the fact that his mother hated her with the fire and heat of a thousand suns, it was a disaster and they both deserved better.

Becca looked at her phone.  They could still get this settled and spend their Christmas as single people again.  England was pretty this time of year, but it wasn’t home.

Finally, Justin’s office door opened.  Becca got to her feet, smoothing her skirt down.  She was dressed as professionally as she knew how, her mother-in-law’s taunts still drawing blood after almost a year.  

She thought she had been prepared to see Justin again.  But his sexy grin and dark eyes weren’t for her as he stepped out of his office.  They were for the cute little redhead who was simpering her dimples at him.  He wore a severely tailored suit and looked damned good in it.  Becca forced back memories of him in more casual clothes and in a more casual places.  That didn’t matter anymore. It was time to move on.  Still her heart took another blow, seeing him with another woman.

“Mr. Martin,” the secretary said, “this woman has been waiting all morning.  She doesn’t have an appointment and I told her you are completely booked solid until the new year.”

“Justin,” Becca said, glad her voice didn’t sound as broken as she felt inside.

His head snapped up from the redhead, and now Becca felt the full force of his gaze.  Refusing to acknowledge the silly butterflies in her stomach, she strode up to him. 

“I just need a few minutes of your time, your signature on these papers, and then I’ll be on my way.”  She turned to the redhead and gave her a lethal smile. “I’m so sorry to interrupt.”

The redhead blinked at her.  “You’re her,” she said in a British accent that matched Justin’s.

“I’m what?”

“Siggy, this is my wife, Becca.  Becca, this is my cousin, Siggy.”

“Your wife?” the secretary said, scandalized.

Becca opened her mouth to protest, but then Justin pulled her into his arms.  Before she could say or do anything, his mouth covered hers in a fierce, hard kiss.  The divorce papers fluttered out of her suddenly nerveless fingers and scattered on the floor.

She was dimly aware of the secretary gasping and Siggy chuckling.  “I’ll take a rain check on lunch,” Siggy said.
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