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What happens in Vegas doesn’t always stay in Vegas. . .


Wedding planner Honor Bellini is glad to see a familiar face when she runs into her sister’s ex-fiancé, Owen Stone, in Las Vegas during a business trip. That is until a night of drinking leads to them waking up in bed together – and a marriage certificate from a wedding that neither of them can recall.


Owen suggests an immediate annulment and Honor agrees, but when they spend the day together, their chemistry is overwhelming. Plus, Honor has a flash of memory of their steamy wedding night, and she definitely likes what she remembers. They decide to wait and head back to Oklahoma determined not to tell anyone at home what happened in Vegas.


The problem is, Honor and Owen can’t seem to stay away from each other. Their huge secret has the potential to hurt someone they both care about. But could this accidental marriage be turning into love?









CHAPTER
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one


AFTER EIGHT HOURS of workshops and networking and smiling—dear God, so much smiling—Honor Bellini desperately needed a stiff drink.


The conference for wedding planners had been amazing. She’d learned a lot and had met great people from all over the country. But she’d talked so much her throat was raw, she had taken so many notes her fingers were cramped and her brain was oh-so-tired from being filled with information. All she wanted was a double margarita, some dinner and then bed.


The bright lights and jingling bells of the casino beckoned as she walked through the lobby of the Bellagio, but she resisted easily. She loved a lot of things about visiting Las Vegas. Gambling wasn’t one of them. There were plenty of casinos back home in Oklahoma, so gaming had no lure for her here. But the shows and the shopping? Totally different experience, and she’d spent much of her free time the past three days soaking up the sights, taking in some shows and browsing through stores, even if she had done it alone. Not that it had bothered her to go by herself. She was, after all, pretty great company.


After putting her work stuff in her room, she tucked her hotel key card in her purse and went downstairs, heading toward the bar lounge in the lobby. It was surprisingly quiet and uncrowded, and a pianist was playing soft music. She found a seat and a server came over right away. She ordered a Cadillac margarita, then relaxed against the oh-so-comfy cushioned chair and people-watched, as both tourists on vacation and people dressed for business walked by.


Vegas was a busy place that catered to both the party people and the business types. Everyone could have fun here, even if you had to slip in your fun on a work trip, like Honor was doing.


The server brought her cocktail. She thanked him and took a sip. It was delicious and very strong, exactly what she needed. If she could kick off her heels this would be perfect, but she’d settle for an excellent marg for now.


Her attention was drawn to a guy standing at the registration desk right outside the bar. Even though she could only see his back, she easily recognized his dark hair and the way he walked. Plus, she would know that fantastic butt anywhere, even though he was totally off-limits—first, because he was her sister’s ex-fiancé, and second, because, well, see number one.


She pulled her phone out and sent a text to Owen Stone, just in case she was wrong.




Where are you right now?





The guy at the front desk pulled his phone out of his jeans pocket and typed.




Vegas. What’s up?


Her lips curved as she typed a reply.


I’m in the bar across the lobby. Turn around.





He pivoted and she waved. She caught his thousand-watt smile as he waved back, struck by the flash of heat she felt.


Okay, that was probably the tequila hitting her. It couldn’t be because she had just seen Owen. They’d practically grown up together. He had once planned on marrying her sister. The wedding hadn’t happened, of course, but that was beside the point.


And, sure, Owen was hot. So very hot. And, sure, hadn’t she always had a thing for him, even before he’d dated her sister Erin? Who wouldn’t, with his good looks and incredible body? But once Erin had decided to date him, Honor had stepped back and marked Owen off her list forever.


But now? Now her sister was happily married to Jason, and Owen was . . . was . . .


Well, what was he, exactly? He looked amazing since finishing up his cancer treatments last year. He’d gained his weight back—and a lot of muscle, too. He looked healthier than ever. And hot.


Had she already thought about how hot he looked? How his polo shirt fit snugly against his broad chest? How his jeans looked so incredible on his hips? And had he somehow gotten taller? No, that couldn’t be right. And that hair. She had a thing for dark, slightly tousled hair that was just made for a woman to run her fingers through.


Oh, my, God, Honor. Calm yourself before you ooze right off the chair.


He finished up at the front desk and walked over while Honor sipped her drink and watched him, happy to see someone from home while she was so far away from it.


That’s what it was. She was happy to see someone from home. She wasn’t at all ogling all his hotness or anything.


She stood and they hugged.


But did he have to smell so good?


He sank into the chair next to hers. “This is a surprise. I can’t believe you’re here.”


“I can’t believe you’re here. Are you staying at the Bellagio?”


He nodded. “I’ve been around all week, actually.”


“Me, too. How have we not run into each other?”


He shrugged. “No clue. What are you here for?”


“A conference for wedding planners. I just finished up today.”


“Yeah? Was it good?”


“It was awesome. I learned a lot. I not only picked up amazing tips from the speakers but also from my fellow wedding planners. My head is spinning with new ideas.”


“That’s great.”


The server came over and took Owen’s drink order, then disappeared.


“And you?” she asked. “What brings you to Vegas?”


He stretched out his long legs. She absolutely would not stare at the way his jeans fit so nicely tight against his thighs.


“Craft brewers conference,” he said. “Kind of the same thing as you, only with beer.”


She laughed. “And was yours good?”


“Yeah, it was great. I picked up new ideas for brewing quality and maximizing efficiency, and learned a ton of new governmental rules that gave me a headache, and some tips on growing my business.”


Their server brought Owen his beer. He immediately took a long swallow.


“When do you leave?” he asked her.


“Not until Sunday. I wanted some downtime while I had the chance.”


“Yeah, it’s not like you take a lot of time off, with weddings happening every weekend at the vineyard.”


“Very true.”


“The family’s holding down the fort for you this weekend?”


“Yes. And I hired an assistant to handle things for me.”


He cocked a brow. “You hired an assistant? You let someone else take the reins?”


“Funny. Erin and Brenna are there to manage everything. Besides, Mae can handle it.”


Owen looked at her. “You hired Mae Wallace? The one who’s been a bridesmaid in all those weddings? And was almost a bride herself?”


She nodded. “She knows as much about weddings, planning weddings and being in weddings as I do. Probably more than I do.”


“And about how to cancel a wedding.”


“Which wasn’t her fault.”


“No, it wasn’t. At least you won’t ever have to host a wedding for the asshole that cheated on her.”


“Not at Bellini Weddings, we won’t. He will never be welcome on our property.”


“I’m glad you have her to help out.”


She lifted her glass. “I’ll drink to that.”


He tipped his glass to hers. After she took a couple long swallows, he asked, “What are you having?”


“Cadillac margarita.”


“Strong stuff. Though if you’re gonna drink that you might as well do shots. End of the week and all, celebrate big.”


She laughed. “Oh, sure. While you’re having beer.”


“Hey, I meant we could do shots. It’s been a long week and my head is filled with government regs and beer formulas.”


“My brain is on overload, too. Which is why I ordered a double.”


He signaled for their server and ordered them both shots of some top-shelf tequila. Their server brought the shot glasses over with a smile, then left.


She looked at the golden liquid, then over at Owen. “I’m not sure it’s such a good idea to do shots on an empty stomach.”


Owen shrugged. “One shot. Then we’ll go get something to eat.”


“That sounds like a fabulous plan.”


She had planned on eating alone, then going up to her room.


Instead, she was going to have dinner with Owen. Hot Owen.


No. Friend Owen. That was all.


It was going to be fun.









CHAPTER
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two


OWEN PRIED ONE eye open, and even that hurt. He closed his eye again, figuring it had to be the middle of the night. Except sunlight kept blasting his face.


He was dead. That was it, he had to be dead. No, wait. If he was dead, why would he feel this bad?


Where the hell was he and who dropped a bomb on his head last night?


He heard a moan. A moan that definitely hadn’t come from him. He grimaced and forced one eye open again, trying his best to focus. All he saw was a blurry form in the bed next to him.


Okay, there was a person, and based on the moan, it was a woman. But who?


Eyes fully open now, he took a good look, then cringed. There was no denying that gorgeous head of brown hair with streaks of auburn. He couldn’t remember much from last night, but he knew he’d been with Honor Bellini. And that was Honor’s hair, and Honor’s naked shoulders, along with Honor’s naked back. And as she rolled over, the sheet drifted down, revealing Honor’s naked—


He quickly pulled the sheet up, though if they’d already—


Did they already? And if they had, why couldn’t he remember?


What the hell did they do last night?


Maybe his bedmate had a better memory than he did.


“Honor,” he said, keeping his voice soft and low.


Her reply was a sexy low moan and a stretch, which only made his balls tighten in response.


He cleared his throat. He tried again, this time a little more forcefully. “Honor, wake up.”


“Mmm. Headache. Go away.”


He’d like to go away. But as reality came more into focus he realized he didn’t know where they were, since this wasn’t his hotel room. And based on the décor and the unfamiliar view out the window, this wasn’t their hotel, either. He wasn’t about to get dressed and leave her there alone.


She finally rolled over to face him and he saw the same pained expression on her face that he’d had when he first woke.


“Ow.”


“Honor.”


Then her eyelids peeked open. “Owen?”


“Yeah.”


She shot up in bed. “Owen! What are you doing in my bed?”


“This isn’t your bed. Actually, it’s not my bed, either. I’m not exactly sure where we are.”


She pulled the sheet up tight and clutched it like a favorite blanket. “What? What happened last night?”


“I was hoping you might remember.”


She frowned and rubbed her temple. “I remember tequila. Shots. Lots of them. And then a club and dancing and more drinks. And not much after that.”


His lips curved as memories of bright lights and moving hips came back to him. “Oh, right. Dancing.”


“Stop smiling, Owen. We are naked in bed together.”


Which to him wasn’t a bad thing. But from the look of horror on Honor’s face, to her it was. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what happened. We got toasted and obviously fell into bed. I guess it happens.”


“It does not happen. Not to me.”


“It’s not like I do this every weekend, either.”


She blew out a breath, sending one of her curls sailing in front of her face. He so wanted to reach out and tuck it behind her ear, but he didn’t think that would be a good idea right now.


“I need to go to the bathroom,” she said. “Would you turn around?”


“Sure.”


He flipped over on his side and waited until he heard the bathroom door close. He rolled over and stared up at the ceiling, lacing his fingers behind his head. It was then that he felt the metal on his finger. He lifted his hand and saw a thin band of gold encircling his left ring finger.


Huh.


His left ring finger.


His Left. Wedding. Ring. Finger.


Ohhhh, fuck.


He heard Honor’s scream coming from the bathroom at the same time the realization hit him. He threw the sheet off and barely had time to climb into his boxer briefs before she pulled the door open. She was wrapped in a towel and waved her left hand in his face.


“Tell me this isn’t what it looks like,” she said.


He gave her an apologetic look and held up his left hand. “It might be?”


She shook her head. “No. It’s some joke. It has to be.”


“Even drunk, we wouldn’t do that, would we?”


“Of course not.”


“But we should check just to be sure. I mean, if we got married, there’d be paperwork, right?”


She pointed her finger at him. “You’re right. There would be.” They both scrambled over to the desk, where all their clothes were piled up. Underneath their clothes and her purse was a bag from Chapel of the Bells wedding chapel.


They looked at the bag, then at each other. Honor grabbed it and pulled out the contents. There was a veil along with candles and an envelope. She handed the envelope to Owen, who opened it and stared at the contents before focusing his attention on Honor.


“We got married last night.”


Honor put her hand to her mouth, dropped the bag, ran into the bathroom and shut the door. He walked over and tried the knob, but it was locked.


He was pretty sure he heard vomiting.


This for sure wasn’t the way he pictured his honeymoon going.









CHAPTER
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three


AFTER EMPTYING HER stomach of whatever she drank last night, Honor felt somewhat better, but she desperately needed a shower. She also needed to talk to Owen, to figure out what happened and what their next steps should be. But a shower had to come first.


Okay, sure, she was probably avoiding that conversation by showering, but the hot water made her feel a little more human, even though she felt naked as all get-out after last night with Owen. And well, she was naked. But at least she was a bit more refreshed, and ready to face him. When she opened the door, she saw her clothes all neatly folded sitting right outside the bathroom door.


“Owen?”


There was no answer. Had he left? He wouldn’t do that, would he? Not without talking to her.


She grabbed the clothes, climbed into yesterday’s underwear—yuck—and her now-wrinkled dress and went to dig her brush out of her purse, then combed out the tangles in her hair. She might look a wreck and she might be in yesterday’s clothes, but at least she was clean. If only she had a cup of coffee.


The door opened and Owen walked in carrying a bag and two cups of coffee.


“I figured we needed coffee and carbs, so I got us bagels.”


She sighed in relief, though whether it was for the coffee or the fact he hadn’t left her, she wasn’t sure, but she didn’t have the mental capacity right now to figure it out.


She was married. To Owen. How had that happened? Where had their brain cells been when they’d decided that was a good idea?


Before they figured it out, she pulled the top off the coffee and took a sip, realizing Owen had added double cream—just the way she liked it. How had he known?


“Thank you for this.”


He dug into the bag and pulled out a bagel, handing it to her. “You’re welcome. Are you feeling all right?”


“Much better now, thanks. Where are we, by the way?”


“The Sahara, which apparently is close to our wedding chapel.”


She grimaced, her stomach rolling. She took a bite of the bagel, hoping if she ate something it would prevent her stomach from revolting again. “What did we do last night? Other than getting drunk and married?”


She didn’t ask the sex question, figuring there was enough on the table to deal with right now.


He swallowed a bite of bagel and shrugged. “Hell if I know, Honor. I vaguely remember us doing a few rounds of shots at our hotel, then heading out and hitting some clubs. Did we ever eat anything?”


“I don’t remember dinner. That was probably our downfall.”


“Yeah. It’s been a long time since I drank like that. Like maybe since my misspent youth. I’m really sorry.”


“It’s not your fault. I went along for the ride. And the wedding, too, apparently.” She ate another piece of bagel, though for some reason it wasn’t making her feel better.


“I should have done a better job taking care of you. That’s on me.”


She hated seeing the look of guilt and remorse on his face. “Not everything is your fault, Owen.”


“Yeah, but I already screwed up big with Erin. And now you. This is becoming a trend, and not a good one. I’ll fix this.”


“No, we’ll fix this. We’ll . . . I don’t actually know what we’ll do, but we’ll do something.”


“We should get an annulment, I guess.”


Ouch. “Can we do that?”


“Sure we can. I mean, I think we can. I don’t know the rules of annulments. I also don’t know what happened last night, but it’s not like we were engaged or in love or anything. It was a drunken mistake. An annulment should be easy, right?”


Nothing like getting married and dumped all within a twenty-four-hour period.


Or less.


Stop it, Honor. He’s not dumping you. You’re not even a couple.


She finally nodded. “An annulment should be easy. Then it’s like this whole thing never happened.”


The look of misery on his face mirrored her own discomfort.


“I guess that would be the best thing,” he said. “It took your family a long time to forgive me for what I did to Erin. I can’t imagine how pissed they’d be if they found out I got you drunk and married you.”


That gnawing pain in her belly was becoming less about the hangover and more about feeling as if she’d just been wedded, bedded and shed.


The trouble was, she couldn’t remember anything about last night, so she’d missed the entire wedded-and-bedded part.


And didn’t that just suck?


“Now what?” she asked.


“I don’t know. I guess we head back to our hotel. I don’t know about you, but I could use a shower and a change of clothes. And a more substantial breakfast.”


She liked the change-of-clothes idea. “You’re right. We’ll probably think more clearly if we eat something.”


They grabbed their things and headed out, got in a taxi out front and rode in silence back to the hotel.


Honor wondered what Owen was thinking. Was he panicked, hoping they could end this whole marriage thing as soon as humanly possible? He sure seemed to have a lot of regrets.


For herself, she was mainly . . . numb. She stared down at the gold ring circling her finger, then glanced over at Owen’s hand. He hadn’t yanked the ring off and stuck it in his pocket—at least not yet—so that was something.


When he reached over and took hold of her hand, the shock of sensation nearly had her jumping out of the back seat of the taxi. She forced herself to remain still as she met his gaze.


“It’s all going to be okay, Honor. I promise.”


He didn’t let go of her hand, and she forced herself not to react to his touch, though it was hard not to, because her entire body was reacting with a surprising blast of heat.


What exactly had happened between them last night?


And why couldn’t she remember?


What a disaster. She was never touching alcohol again.









CHAPTER
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four


OWEN HAD HOPED that getting back to his hotel room and taking a hot shower would clear his head. Unfortunately, the shower offered him no clarity, but at least he was cleaner now.


He did know the one thing he wasn’t going to do was abandon Honor and let her think he wanted to get away from her. In fact, that was the furthest thing from his mind. If he was honest, he wanted to stay close to her.


This whole debacle was confusing as hell, coupled with the fact that he couldn’t remember how it had all come about, or what had happened between doing some shots and waking up in a strange hotel room, naked. And married.


At least he’d married Honor. If he was going to get married, he couldn’t think of any woman he’d want to be with more than her. Which was kind of a fucked-up realization since he’d once been engaged to Honor’s sister Erin. And that hadn’t turned out so well.


Then again, circumstances had been different.


Excuses, excuses, Owen. You bailed. You got scared about your cancer diagnosis and you bailed.


He sucked in a breath, determined not to rehash past mistakes. Instead, he got dressed and went downstairs to the lobby to meet Honor. He saw her at the entrance to the restaurant, waving at him, so he walked over to meet her.


“There was a line, so I thought I’d go ahead and get in it,” she said.


“Good idea.”


She had a lot more color in her face now, and she’d changed into black leggings and a black-and-white tee, along with tennis shoes. Owen noticed she still wore her wedding band. Then again, so did he, though he had no idea why. They’d both agreed to an annulment.


That pang in his stomach had to be a combination of hunger and hangover.


They finally got seated, and both ordered coffee and orange juice. Owen picked up the menu. “I want to order everything,” Honor said. “I think my body is trying to tell me something.”


He looked up from the menu. “Yeah, it’s telling you we forgot to eat dinner last night.”


“And drank too much.”


“And ended up married.”


She sighed and shook her head. “I still can’t believe that either of us would have allowed that to happen. We’re both so levelheaded.”


He laughed. “Tequila, Honor. The evils of tequila.”


“The shots were your idea.”


He gave her a critical eye. “I said one round. I might not remember everything, but I’m pretty sure the second—and third—rounds were your idea.”


“Were they?” She frowned. “I don’t remember that part.”


Their server came over and they ordered their food. After he left, Honor said, “My stomach rumbled just ordering.”


“Same.” He sipped his coffee and then took a long swallow of orange juice.


“So, what are we going to do?” she asked.


“I don’t know. I thought today I might take a drive and see some of the desert sights. You want to come along?”


She cocked her head to the side. “That wasn’t at all what I was asking.”


“I know what you were asking, Honor. But until I get a full load of carbs and protein, I’m just not prepared to give it a great deal of thought.”


“That’s fair.” She sipped her coffee and flipped through her phone, and then after a long fifteen minutes of awkward silence—something Owen had never suffered with Honor before—the server brought their breakfast.


They both dove into their meals. Over food they talked, though it was mostly about innocuous things like what they’d done while they were in Vegas, both of them tiptoeing around the disaster of last night.


He devoured everything on his plate, and in the end he felt a lot better. His headache was gone and that gnawing ache in his stomach had disappeared.


Ever since his cancer diagnosis he’d taken good care of his body. He drank beer, but he hadn’t indulged in hard liquor much at all. Until last night, anyway. He didn’t know what had made him suggest doing shots with Honor.


Bad judgment, obviously, something he thought he’d gotten past. Apparently not.


And now, once again, he was going to have to pay the price for making a reckless decision. And Honor was going to have to pay that price, too.


When would he learn his lesson? When would he stop hurting the Bellini women in his life?









CHAPTER
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five


OKAY, SO OBVIOUSLY doing impulsive things with Owen was going to be a standard.


Over breakfast they decided that instead of taking a desert drive, they’d check out of the hotel and just drive all the way home to Oklahoma. They figured it would give them plenty of time to talk things through and make a plan for ending their marriage. Owen had contacted the rental car company and made arrangements to drop the car at the airport in Oklahoma City. Then they’d packed up and checked out.


Honor was so happy to get out of Las Vegas and focus her attention on the incredible scenery all around her. The sun shone brightly on the desert landscape, which made her feel as if they were driving past spikes of various golden hues.


So here they were, driving along the highway, just her and her new husband.


She couldn’t help but fiddle with the gold band on her finger. She had a husband. She was married. Sure, it had been a drunken impulsive thing, but it was still a legal contract. She’d laugh if the whole idea of it weren’t so ludicrous. And life-altering. And just a tiny bit panic-inducing.


They had planned to discuss it over breakfast, but they hadn’t. In fact, neither of them had said much of anything. Hunger and hangover had taken precedence, and they’d both mostly eaten in silence. She figured they’d talk about it on the drive. But so far, they’d been in the car for an hour and a half and Owen hadn’t said much of anything other than pointing out interesting landscapes.


But, finally, he pulled over onto a vista where people were taking pictures. They got out and she stretched, arching her back, realizing her muscles were sore as if she’d had some major workout the day before.


Or maybe the night before. She eyed Owen, wondering just what exactly had transpired between them last night. Sex didn’t typically make her muscles feel as if she’d done a huge workout, so just what kind of sexual calisthenics had they engaged in? She’d been in too much of a panic this morning to survey the hotel room to see if her ass prints were on the hotel room window or if her handprints were on the bathroom mirror. Had they done it in the shower? On the chair? Up against the wall? Owen had some fine lean muscle. She’d just bet he could hold her nicely up against the wall while he—


“Honor. Did you want to get some pics?”


She cleared her throat—and her mind of hot sex visuals. She’d been staring off into space. “Oh. Sure. Yes, definitely.”


Good God, woman. Where is your head?


Back in the wedding-night hotel. Naked, and doing dirty things with her husband, obviously.


She scanned out over the incredible scenery and took a few quick photos, but her mind was elsewhere. They got back into the car and she buckled her seat belt.


“Are you okay?” he asked.


She looked over at him and smiled. “I’m fine.”


It wasn’t long before they reached the canyon where they were going to take a short hike. Owen had suggested it this morning to break up the monotony of driving. And, since they were driving, they might as well enjoy the beautiful area they were driving through.


She saw no reason to disagree with that.


They’d ordered a picnic lunch to bring along, so Owen grabbed it and they started walking. She was glad she’d worn her tennis shoes. She’d rather have her hiking boots, but they weren’t going to do any tough-terrain hiking, instead planning on just ogling the scenery. And since she was behind Owen, his very fine ass made for some incredible scenery at that.


Really, Honor, control your urges.


Maybe it was all the sex she had last night. That sex she couldn’t remember but clearly wanted more of.


But the cliff faces were amazing and colorful and this time she did manage to relax long enough to get some incredible photos. They found a flat spot about an hour in and Owen laid down a blanket that came with their pre-purchased picnic. They sat to eat their lunch. Honor took a bite of her turkey wrap, enjoying the soft breeze blowing around her. The food was good, but there was an uncomfortable silence between them that she didn’t care for. She and Owen had always been able to talk—about anything and everything. They’d been friends since childhood. He might have once been in love with her older sister, but he’d been her buddy forever.


Until they’d accidentally gotten married.


“You’re quiet,” Owen said. “You’ve been quiet.”


She cocked her head to the side. “So have you.”


“I’ve been thinking.”


“Me, too.” She would not tell him all the things she’d been thinking about—a lot about him. A lot of sex thoughts.


“I guess we should talk about it. The whole ‘we’re married’ thing.”


“I guess we should.”


He unscrewed the cap off the bottle of water and took a long swallow. Honor wondered what he was preparing to say.


“I think we shouldn’t jump into making any rash decisions right away.”


She frowned. “What? Rash decisions about what?”


“An annulment. I mean, we don’t even know if we had sex. And if we did, what if we didn’t use protection? You could be pregnant.”


That thought had never occurred to her. “Oh. You know what? You could be right about that. I have an IUD—or I did. I had it removed recently and I was going to wait a few months to let things settle and get back to normal before I had another put in.”


He cocked his head to the side and just looked at her.


“I wasn’t intending to have sex without protection, Owen.”


“Yeah. I get that.” He raked his fingers through his hair. “Shit. I always take precautions. And I haven’t been with anyone else for . . . a while.”


“Neither have I.”


“But last night? I can’t say for sure since I’m a little fuzzy on what happened between us. And if we did do it, then we should wait to see what happens. But there’s also the chemo that I had for my cancer. It can affect my sperm viability, so there’s a chance I couldn’t get you pregnant anyway.”


“What? Really?”


“Yeah. It could take a few years for my sperm to get back to normal, if ever.”


She laid her hand on his arm. “Oh, Owen. I didn’t know that.”


“That’s okay. I knew that before going in for treatment, and I left a healthy deposit at a sperm storage place. And this is a really weird conversation to be having with you.”


“I know. But still, I’m glad you shared it with me. There’s no way of knowing if your swimmers are viable or not, is there?”


“No. I mean, I guess I could do some kind of test or something, if you think that’s important.”


“No, it’s not. Of course it isn’t.”


She blew out a breath and took a long drink of water, because her throat had suddenly gone as dry as the desert. As if the unexpected marriage wasn’t enough, now there was the possibility of an unplanned pregnancy.


She highly doubted she was pregnant since she’d just finished her period. But she wasn’t all that regular to begin with. And if she was pregnant, did she even want to have a baby right now? Or ever?


“And what if I was?” she asked.


“Pregnant?” He smiled. “Then I guess we’d have a baby together. If that’s what you wanted, of course, since the choice would be yours.”


He made it sound so simple, when it was anything but. The kinds of complications having a baby would bring could be endless.


“Do you even want kids?” she asked.


He shrugged. “Eventually, sure. Yes. I guess. You?”


“Eventually, sure. Maybe. I don’t know. It’s not the top priority in my life right now.”


“Mine, either. But if it turns out you are pregnant, and you decide you want to have the baby, I’m in.”


“And we’d stay married? You don’t even love me, Owen. Having a child together is no reason for a marriage.”


“Probably not, but how about we cross that bridge if and when we come to it? In the meantime, we stay married.”


“And, what? Hide it from our families?” She hated lying. She was, in fact, terrible at keeping secrets—especially from her sisters.


“You said you didn’t want them to know.”


“I absolutely don’t want them to know.”


“Then we don’t tell them. And if you’re not pregnant in a month or so or whenever it is that you find out, we get the marriage annulled. Easy, right?”


“Right. Totally easy.” Except somehow, she didn’t think any of this was going to be easy. “Although I think—and I’m not sure about the legalities of all of this—but if we want to get an annulment, wouldn’t we have to start the proceedings for that right away?”


“Shit.” He dragged his fingers through his hair. “You might be right about that.”


They both went silent, but then Owen said, “We could start the annulment process. Nothing in the legal world turns on a dime. By the time you find out whether you’re pregnant or not, we’ll at least be in the process. If it turns out you are and we want to stop the annulment, we can.”


“Okay, that makes sense. We’ll start there and see how things go.”


It would be like walking a tightrope, but she could handle it. Maybe.


He leaned forward and took her hand. She felt the spark of his touch all the way to her toes.


“It’s going to be okay, Honor. It’s not like we did anything that can’t be undone.”


Right. Unless she was pregnant. “I know. It’s just hard for me not to talk to my sisters about everything.”


“I get that. But you can talk to me about how you feel.”


She laughed. “I think that’s a little different, since you’re the topic of conversation.”


He leaned back and gave her a lopsided grin that was so sexy she almost self-combusted on the spot. “You want to talk to your sisters about me?”


In ways she couldn’t begin to tell him. Her emotions and feelings were so twisted up right now. And he still held her hand, his thumb sweeping back and forth over her skin, making her heart beat faster, making her want to touch him, to kiss him, to see if anything felt familiar so she could test her memories from last night. Then maybe she’d know if she had anything to worry about.


“We should kiss,” she said, her eyes instantly widening as she realized she’d just verbalized her thoughts.


His brows shot up. “What?”


Now that it was out there, she might as well continue. “Kiss. Make out. I want to see if it’ll spark some memory of last night. If it doesn’t, and it turns out nothing happened between us, then we don’t have to worry about a possible pregnancy.”


His lips curved, a slow, sensual smile that made her belly jump. Then he inched closer, curved his hand around the side of her neck and brought her face to his.


“Yeah, we should definitely kiss.”


Honor thought she’d prepared herself for this.


She was so unprepared for the onslaught when Owen’s lips met hers. She’d expected something sweet. Maybe even tantalizing. Instead, what he gave her was wickedly hot. Incendiary. Knock-her-out-of-her-shoes inflammatory. His mouth moved over hers with purpose, with a deep, desirous need that made her breath catch, made her grab on to his arms and hold on for dear life as he plumbed the depths of her mouth, sucked on her tongue and made the spot at the nape of her neck tingle, a sure sign that she was utterly and unabashedly turned on.


Wow.


And then he laid her back onto the blanket and half covered her body with his, and all his delicious muscle was hers for exploration. She couldn’t help but wrap one leg around him and arch, feeling that hard ridge of his erection against her hip.


He groaned. She moaned in response. And when his hand slid along her hip, she had a brief flash of memory.


The two of them lying on a bed in a position just like this. Owen’s hand slipping under her dress, his fingers climbing higher. And that same sensation of utter bliss, of anticipation, of supreme desire.


She breathed out, and Owen kissed her deeply, taking her under, where another zap of memory hit her. This time, the two of them were entwined, and most definitely naked. The slide of skin against skin, and all those glorious sensations of him moving against her, inside her. She lost herself in the memory, in what they were doing and in the taste of him now, smoothing her hand over his arm, grounding herself in the feel and warmth of his body.


Until he lifted, and she heard the rustle of footsteps and the conversation of people approaching. He pulled her to a sitting position. She grabbed her drink and took a long swallow.


She looked over at Owen, whose heated gaze seared her. She took a couple of deep breaths to center herself.


“I remembered something from last night.”


He gave her a curious look. “Yeah? What did you remember?”


“Just flashes and bits and pieces. But we were on a bed. And definitely naked.”


He didn’t look upset. Instead he offered up a knowing smile. “I guess the kiss worked.”


On so many levels. “I guess it did.”


“So we keep the secret for a while, then, huh?”


“I suppose we do.”


But keeping this secret was going to be the hardest thing she had ever done.


And this long drive home, sitting next to him, breathing him in the whole way?


Even harder.


THEY’D DRIVEN AS far as Albuquerque before Owen yawned enough times that Honor insisted on stopping for the night.


And, okay, he was tired. He had no idea how much—if any—sleep he’d gotten the night before. Not wanting to chance falling asleep at the wheel, he’d agreed. Honor had looked online and found them a decently priced but nice hotel just off the highway. They’d parked, checked in and gone straight up to their rooms.


Or . . . room, as it turned out. She looked at him as she slipped the key in the door.


“It seemed like a waste of money to get two rooms,” she said. “So I got us one room with two queen beds.”


He was too tired to argue with her, but after spending the entire day with her gorgeous body twisting and turning in the seat next to him, not to mention breathing in her lemony scent, he was almost at a breaking point. And then there was that kiss earlier that nearly shattered him. Honor had been warm and pliant and she’d made moaning sounds that made his dick hard.


And now she wanted to share a room with him?


Either she hadn’t been affected by that kiss at all—which would be colossally disappointing—or, or . . .


Hell, he had no idea. He was so damn tired he couldn’t think straight.


“This room seems fine,” she said. “What do you think?”


It was a basic room. Not high-dollar, which suited him just fine, but not a dump, either. “Yeah, it’s great. I’m gonna take a shower.”


“Sure. How about I go get us some cold drinks?”


“Sounds great.” He opened his suitcase and pulled out clean clothes, then went into the bathroom and closed the door. He stripped and looked in the mirror, studying his face. No wonder Honor hadn’t been turned on by the kiss. Look at him. His hair stuck up all over the place, he had dark circles under his eyes and his skin looked sallow and sunken.


He turned away from the mirror and stepped into the shower, turning the heat up to full blast, hoping it might put some color in his face. Or, if nothing else, it might melt his skin off and he would die and wouldn’t have to face the repercussions of his epic fuckup.


He scrubbed and rinsed, then turned the scalding water to a slightly more tolerable level before getting out, drying off and putting on a pair of shorts and a sleeveless shirt. He combed his hair, then opened the door to find that Honor had changed and was wearing pajama pants and a tank top. She’d pulled her hair into a bun on top of her head.


“Drink’s on the nightstand,” she said. “I took the bed farthest from the door so you can defend me against anyone who might break in.”


He laughed. “Good call.”


“I’m going to go wash my face. I’ll be right back.”


She grabbed a small zipped bag and went into the bathroom, leaving the door partially open.


“Holy crap, Owen, it’s steamy in here. You must like really hot showers.”


He took a long swallow of his soda. “I felt dirty.”


She popped her head out the door. “Clearly. It’s like a hundred degrees in here.”


Her skin was pink and clean. Even without makeup, she was beautiful.


Honor was consistently gorgeous, no matter the situation. She always had been. Even as kids, when they’d been outside, playing in mud, she’d been pretty, her incredible eyes shining brighter than the spring grass.


Dude. He sat up, heard her humming in the bathroom and wondered where this sudden attraction to Honor had come from.


Or was it so sudden? Had it always been there, and he’d been so struck by Erin’s flashy smile and glitter that he’d bypassed Honor? If so, shame on him. Because he sure as hell saw it now.


Honor came out of the bathroom and planted a look of concern on him.


“You’re frowning. Is something wrong?”


He shook his head. “No. Just tired.”


“I was going to read for a bit on my tablet, but if that’ll bother you, we can just turn the lights off.”


“Go ahead. It won’t bother me at all.” He turned over so his back faced her.


“Okay. Good night, Owen.”


“Night, Honor.”


He closed his eyes, but of course now he was wide awake. He could smell her again. Lemony and sweet. He wanted to kiss her, to feel her soft lips moving under his, her body pressed against him.


This was not gonna work.


He rolled over and stared up at the ceiling.


“Owen.”


He looked over at Honor. “Yeah.”


“Let’s talk.”


“About?”


“Whatever’s bothering you. You’re huffing out sighs and tossing around on the bed. You said you were tired. Clearly something’s upsetting you.”


He shoved up against the headboard and propped the pillow behind his back. “I don’t know. I feel like I screwed this all up. First, I got you drunk, then I married you. Then I might have gotten you pregnant. It’s like I can’t leave the Bellini women alone. I’m always hurting one or another of you.”


She laughed. “Do I look hurt?”


“Well, no.”


She pushed her covers away and came over, shocking the hell out of him by pulling his duvet aside and climbing in next to him.


“If I were so disgusted by you, I wouldn’t have taken this road trip with you, would I?”


“I guess not.”


“And I definitely wouldn’t have suggested you kiss me today, would I?”


“No.”


Her gaze drifted to his mouth, then back up. “That kiss was incredible, by the way. We should do more of that.”


“Kind of defeats the purpose of us getting an annulment, doesn’t it?”


She shrugged. “Maybe. But our circumstances are a bit unusual, wouldn’t you say?”


“Definitely.”


“Did you like kissing me today?” she asked.


“Hell yeah.”


“Would you like to kiss me some more?”


“More than I’d care to admit.” And now he was getting hot and hard and she should get out of his bed because she smelled really good and he desperately wanted to touch her.


Then again, she was technically his wife, and she was smiling at him, and leaning into him.


“Kiss me, Owen.”


He started to, but then for some reason he pulled back. “You know, I think we should wait.”


“For what?”


He had no idea. Why had he said that? Had he lost his mind? He wanted to kiss her. What was wrong with him? “For us to figure out what’s happening with our marriage. Or nonmarriage. You know, not complicate things further between us.”


She sighed. “You’re probably right.” She eased out of his bed and went over to her own. “It’s a good thing one of us has some common sense.”


Yeah, right. He could have her naked and underneath him right now, with his cock buried inside her, both of them feeling really damn good. Instead, he had to be the one with common sense?


Fuck common sense. Common sense didn’t have any fun.


He was going to regret this.


Hell, he already did.
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