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      “I thought you might not show,” Caleb said as I stepped inside his condo a few minutes past midnight. “Are you ready, kitten?” he asked, bringing me into his arms for a warm hug.

      I nodded with a tired smile. Desire enveloped me through his simple embrace.

      I had realized something on the flight home with Greyson. I had given my heart to two men. No matter tonight’s outcome, my heart has been split forever.

      How it happened, I’ll never know. But one thing is clear: I will never be whole again.

      “Are the stakes the same?” he asked, nuzzling my neck. “No last-minute switch.”

      God help me. A million dollars of his money pinned against a year of dating him. In reality, I couldn’t lose. But even then, the stakes were too high and filled with what-ifs. “Yes, the stakes are the same. But can we change the game?”

      He eyed me with a frown. “No seducing? I was looking forward to it.”

      “You can do that anytime,” I said, knowing I wasn’t strong enough to withstand his seduction in order to win. The original bet was that he could make me beg him to come to bed. In my sexually charged and emotionally off-balanced state, it wasn’t a competition. He would win unchallenged. There’d be no point in having a wager.

      “Let’s do this quick and simple,” I offered, not wanting to stall a moment longer. I held out a pair of dice. “Highest roll wins.”

      He touched the dice softly and then closed my fingers around them, tucking them into my palm. He accepted the change with a small nod. “Ladies first.”

      I stepped over to the dining room table as my fingers toyed with the dice. Not even knowing which outcome I wanted anymore, I let the dice tumble out of my hands. They bounced on the table, clattering to a stop.

      “Eight,” Caleb said, gathering the dice as he gazed at me. He knew exactly the outcome he wanted.

      I envied him.

      He gave the dice a quick blow and let them fly. We watched breathlessly as they tumbled.

      Fate’s dice were cast.

      “Six,” I said breathlessly.

      I won.

      Caleb stood motionless. “You won.”

      “I’m so sorry,” I mumbled, not understanding how I’d won. Caleb never loses. It was a simple fact, and one that no one should forget.

      “Why are you sorry?” he said. A forced smile showed his elusive dimple, which told me he wasn’t happy. “You won. I lost. That’s what gambling is all about. There is always a winner and a loser.”

      “But you’re normally the winner.”

      His hand reached out to mine. “Kitten, you’re supposed to be happy when you win.”

      “But I don’t want your money.”

      “Then why did you agree to the wager?” His blue eyes delved into mine. “What do you want?”

      “That’s just it. I don’t know what I want.”

      The dice were supposed to choose. But they had given me my choice back. Greyson or Caleb. I didn’t want the choice back!

      “Do you want me?” he questioned, drawing me close. “You already won the million. You can have me too. Who said there needs to be a loser?”

      “You did.”

      “That’s gambling, not us.” His fingers threaded through my hair. “I’d never want you to feel like you lost to me. Wagering between us should be fun, not scary. I want you. All of you.” He gathered me and held me close. “Spend the night with me.”

      In that moment, everything hurt. My head, my heart, and my body all cried for clarity. This shouldn’t be so difficult, I scolded myself. I should be able to choose who I want to be with. How is it possible to love two people with the same fierce, urgent need? Why does it hurt so much?

      “And then what?” I asked. “What happens after tonight?”

      “Tomorrow, of course,” he said with a teasing smile.

      “Caleb, I need to know what you’re looking for . . . what you want. Are you asking for a serious relationship?” I questioned, hoping his thoughts might trigger my own answer.

      He didn’t hesitate before saying, “I’m asking for anything you’re willing to give.”

      “What if I’m willing to give more than you want?”

      He paused as his eyes studied mine. “What are you saying?”

      Our questions volleyed back and forth, neither saying what we truly wanted to say. Or, at least I wasn’t. Suddenly fearful of his rejection, I brushed off his arms and headed toward the door.

      “Where are you going?” He followed, grasping my arm before I could leave.

      I stood with my hand at the door, wanting to run . . . needing to run.

      This isn’t like me, I thought. It’s only been in the last several months that these confusing, mixed emotions have surfaced to the forefront. Now, everything I do, everything I say, stems from those emotions.

      I’m a poker player, dammit! It’d be different if I could lock my emotions away like normal, but I couldn’t. Not these emotions. They were too strong, too encompassing. It made me wonder if I’d ever be able to sit at a poker table again without flushing or rising to the bait of whatever donkey was currently unsettling the table.

      “Kitten,” Caleb said softly, “tell me what’s going on.”

      I felt the stinging burn of tears as they pooled behind my eyes. “I don’t know who I am any more. I don’t know what to do.”

      “If it’s about staying here tonight . . .”

      “No! Well. Maybe.” Hell, I didn’t know. I felt like a tossed penny, not sure if I was tails up or down. The only thing I did know was that I was falling . . . and fast.

      Caleb coaxed me from the door to sit with him on the couch. He faced me while searching my eyes. “You know who you are. You’re the same woman I met years ago. What has you so lost?”

      I shook my head, wondering that myself. “It’s something I have to deal with on my own.” I couldn’t possibly tell him that I love both him and Greyson, especially since I don’t know his feelings.

      Damn feelings! I was trapped in a hormonal woman’s body, and it wasn’t a pleasant experience. Maybe Roy is free tonight. He could take me to all the manly dives he frequents. I’ll drink some Jack and smoke a god-awful cigar. He’d put me to rights. Hell, I’d even snap a dollar into a stripper’s g-string as long as it would keep me from having so many gut-wrenching feelings.

      “I’m sorry, Caleb. I’ve been acting like a complete crybaby.” Chin up. Don’t cry. One step at a time. “I came here prepared to lose. It just took me by surprise.”

      “It took me by surprise too. I’ll have the money to you by tomorrow. So, you might as well stay the night,” he said with a sly grin.

      “I can’t,” I said, searching for a valid reason. “Muffin is trying to take over my apartment with her new husband.”

      I felt his gaze lingering, studying. I couldn’t lift my eyes to his.

      “Do you want me to come and help? We could at least defend your bed if nothing else,” he said with a smirk.

      “It probably wouldn’t help. I’m sure she’s drooling on my pillow as we speak.”

      “Then why go? Stay here.”

      “I want more,” I blurted, quickly regretting it.

      Caleb paused hesitantly. “More of what?”

      I sighed. Clearly my heart wanted to say what my brain tried to squelch. “I want more of you.”

      His laugh was rich and smooth. “You can have all of me.”

      “I mean in a relationship. A real relationship.”

      He took my hands in his. The warmth and softness soothed my raw nerves. “I’d like that, kitten. I’ve always liked you.”

      Liked.

      If that wasn’t the bucket of ice water for the burning heart, I didn’t know what was.

      My hands jerked away from his. “It’s different for me. I don’t like you!”

      His eyes widened in surprise and hurt.

      “I love you, you idiot!” I shouted, sounding a little on the crazy side.

      It took a moment for him to understand. His eyes darkened as he leaned forward, capturing my lips. Our mouths crushed together with an explosion of need. I grasped his shirt, tugging him closer. His weight toppled me over onto the couch as he settled over me. His lips demanded; his hands ravaged. Desire rampaged in its purest raw form. It was everything I needed to shut off my mind and just give in to the wave of passion.

      But he didn’t say it.

      It was there in the back of my mind. He didn’t say the words.

      My hands splayed across his chest as I pushed him gently away. He misinterpreted. “Should we go to the bedroom? There are so many things I want to do to you,” he said with a husky voice.

      I found myself standing and following in Caleb’s wake as he urged me along.

      “Wait,” I said as we plunged into his dark bedroom. “You know I’m emotional tonight. I’m not used to feeling so . . .” vulnerable and lost. “I need to know how this is going to end.”

      “Hopefully with multiple orgasms,” he teased, dragging me up against him to nip my lip.

      God, he feels good. It took an effort of steel to push back. His hold loosened.

      “On an ordinary day, I’d be quite pleased with that. But I need to know if you care for me at all or if this is a one-night stand.”

      “Are you kidding me?”

      Without any light to see his facial expression, I had to judge his tone. Baffled might be a good word to use.

      “I know I’m being difficult, but there’s a reason,” I said.

      “What could possibly make you doubt that I care for you?” He paused, waiting for an answer.

      “Never mind. I’m being stupid.” This was all going horribly wrong. He’ll never say the words, and I shouldn’t expect him to. Hell, if our roles were reversed, I’d be wondering what meds he’d skipped.

      “Something happened on vacation, didn’t it?” he asked.

      I stiffened—and cursed myself for doing so. He picked up on that blatant tell.

      “Can’t talk your way out of it now,” he said. “I felt your whole body twitch. What is it?”

      “I should go. Let me cool off and we’ll talk tomorrow,” I said, cutting through to the front door.

      He slid in front, blocking my path. “What happened on vacation?”

      My heart sunk into my feet. “I promise I’ll tell you everything tomorrow. Please, let me go.”

      “Is it because I didn’t say the words? Do you want me to say ‘I love you’?”

      I eyed him. His features were etched with confusion. “I only want you to say it if you mean it.”

      His brow darkened, and I felt uncharacteristic tension building in him. “You never gave me the chance to love you. How many times have I tried to get close to you and you pushed me away? I want to love you, Nadia, but you can’t expect me to instantly say the words when you keep yourself distant.” He took a step back though his hand moved closer, touching my cheek. “Perhaps you do need some time to sort this out. I’ll have the money over to you by tomorrow.” He stepped toward the door to open it. As I walked numbly out, he said, “I’m always here for you, kitten.”

      I gave a tight nod. It was the only thing I was capable of at the moment.

      Dammit!
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        * * *

      

      I made it as far as my apartment before I stalled. Greyson sat on the landing in jeans and a T-shirt looking utterly disheveled . . . and handsome. I didn’t think he was going to wait for me. My aching heart felt comforted even though guilt tugged at it. Had things gone differently with Caleb, Greyson would’ve sat here alone all night. I rubbed over my heart, feeling overwhelmed.

      “Well?” Greyson asked hesitantly with a creased brow. “Did you win or  . . .”

      “I won.”

      His smile beamed as he jumped from the ground and pulled me into his arms. “I’ve been so worried. I can’t believe you won.”

      “Neither can I,” I mumbled, absorbing his embrace. “I thought for sure I’d lose.”

      “Thank God it’s over. Please, never wager with him again. I don’t think my heart can take another night like this. I kept kicking myself for letting you leave. But I knew I couldn’t stop you, nor did I have any right.”

      Being in his arms felt right, as if coming home after a long trip. In Caleb’s arms, I felt . . . I shook my head. I refused to compare two men who were completely different and yet had one thing in common: a fifty percent stake on my heart. A tear crept up, stinging as it slid down my cheek. I quickly dashed it away. “Don’t worry. I won’t.”

      “Do you want go to my place?” he asked. “You can relax in the hot tub. We’ll celebrate with champagne.”

      “I don’t really feel like celebrating right now. I just want my bed.”

      “You’ll have to take a number. Muffin is in there.”

      “Damn! I’ll just kick her out,” I said, reaching for the door. No one was going to stand between me and my bed.

      “You may want to wait. There’ve been disturbing noises coming from your apartment.”

      “Like what?”

      And then we heard the call of the wild. Muffin’s deep-throated grunts intermingled with a fervent, high-pitched yelping.

      “Is that . . .” I wondered. No, it couldn’t be.

      But it was.

      The sounds of groaning springs and a rhythmically clattering headboard had me jumping away from the door.

      “What’s all that racket?” Frankie asked as he poked his head out of his apartment door. “I’m trying to entertain!”

      “It’s Muffin,” I said in horror.

      “Is she doing some sort of dance? If so, tell her to cool it. I don’t need the ceiling caving in.”

      “She’s not dancing!”

      The fervent wails, groans, and clattering reached epic levels.

      “Dear Lord . . . she’s mating!” Frankie exclaimed, horrified. “She’ll hurt the little man!”

      “My bed will never be the same.” I shuddered. I’m buying a new bed with Caleb’s money . . . my money. I groaned. I can’t keep the money. My stomach hurts just thinking about it . . . about Caleb and Greyson . . . about Muffin mating in my bed. It was all too much.

      “Let’s go,” Greyson insisted. “You’re not going to want to stay here.”

      At least not until it was fumigated . . . maybe not even after that.

      “You two run along,” Frankie said. “No need for everyone to suffer through the sounds. Mark will take care of Gus.”

      “Mark is here?” I asked.

      Frankie nodded. “He started his two weeks of servitude. My Italian leathers are buffed and shined. It’s almost time for my foot rub.”

      “You’re doing it wrong!” A voice complained from inside Frankie’s apartment. “Haven’t you ever waxed before?”

      My eyebrows rose. “Who is waxing who?”

      “Mark said he knew how to wax, but I think he’s just trying to torture Leopard Pants.”

      Mark and Leopard Pants in Frankie’s apartment? And Muffin and her new husband in mine. This building was worse than the Twilight Zone.

      “Does anyone realize it’s one o’clock in the morning?” I asked.

      Frankie twisted his mouth into a frown. “Did you know you’re in Vegas? Seriously, how long have you lived here?”

      A ripping sound followed by a scream echoed in the stairwell. Frankie peered into the apartment. With a nonchalant wave, he said, “He’s okay.”

      Between the bickering, yelps, screams, calls, shouting, springs, and clattering, my circuits were headed for an excruciating meltdown.

      Greyson gave an assessing look and urged me downstairs and into his quiet car. I numbly followed.

      Greyson drove for a few miles before saying, “You can stay with me as long as you want. It’s quiet and there’s no one to steal your bed.”

      “Your bed, you mean,” I corrected.

      “I’ll give you whatever bed you want. I know you’re tired and you’ve been through a lot. You can sleep without fear that I’ll attack.”

      “We’re going to your house?” I asked, feeling a wave of calm settle. I didn’t want to see his penthouse ever again. Too many memories.

      “Yes. Since I gave my notice, I also gave up use of the penthouse.”

      “What are you going to do?”

      “Live at my house.”

      “No, I mean, what are you going to do for work?”

      “I’m financially secure enough not to have to work. However, to stop working completely has me a little nervous. I really don’t know what I’m going to do with myself.”

      “You shouldn’t have quit on my account,” I said.

      “I didn’t. Well, I did. You were the one who opened my eyes. I didn’t realize how small of a life I was living,” he said thoughtfully. “True, I was living a businessman’s dream, but what kind of life is that if you have no one to enjoy it with? I have to learn how to balance life. However, I have a feeling it may take time.”

      “At least you have the time now.”

      “I hope you’ll spend it with me,” he said, sliding a meaningful look to me.

      “I would like that,” I said sincerely.

      He smiled and reached over to hold my hand. It was warm and fortifying. I surrendered to it, and it was wonderful.
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      “Nadia!” Mya scolded as she waved her hand in front of my face. “Have you listened to a word I’ve said?”

      I blinked. “What did you say?”

      She huffed dramatically, tossing her blonde ringlets over her shoulder. “I knew you weren’t listening. You had that same glazed-over expression that David gets when I’m talking about shoes.”

      “Were you talking about shoes?” If so, it’s no wonder I’d tuned out. She could prattle on about shoes as if nothing else in the world existed.

      “No! I was talking about you!” Her big blue eyes narrowed. “What’s going on? I think you’re keeping something from me.”

      “I’m not. Truly,” I said, hoping to deter her quizzical stare.

      “How come I don’t believe you?”

      I shrugged. “Perhaps you’re distrustful by nature.”

      Her jaw dropped open. “I am not!”

      I smirked. Even in my sour mood, I could always count on Mya to make me smile.

      “I know you’re not distrustful. I’m just in a bad mood.”

      “So is everyone.”

      “That’s quite a broad statement. Who is everyone?”

      “I know Greyson is in a bad mood.”

      My ears perked at his name. Ever since using his guest room a week ago, I’ve avoided him. Avoiding everyone has been my sole occupation. I haven’t been at home, I’ve ignored calls, and I haven’t worked my shifts at the chapel or at the tables. Somehow Mya found me.

      “You talked to him?” I asked nonchalantly, though my heart was pounding hard against my chest.

      I had wanted to call Greyson and Caleb. My phone shifted constantly between my pocket and my hand while I contemplated what to say to them. I didn’t know, so I didn’t call.

      “Of course I did. We’ve all been worried about you. You could have at least answered my calls. I must have tried a dozen times.”

      Actually it was twenty-one times.

      “There’s no need to worry,” I said. “I’m just lying low.”

      “Lying low? There’s nothing here to lie on!” she exclaimed as her eyes searched the cavernous loft bereft of all comforts . . . of everything except Mya and me.

      My eyes roamed my safe haven. It was a bit of luck that I had remembered Sergio had leased his loft. I had a feeling it would still be vacant when I broke in a week ago. Well, I didn’t exactly break in since I had the key. I’ve been sitting here ever since. Some people might say I’ve taken the easy way out by not confronting my fears, but I’d like to see them try to fall asleep on a hardwood floor. Not so easy!

      As it was, I hadn’t slept since I’d come to a decision. While I love both Greyson and Caleb, there’s no way I can choose between them. I’d spend a lifetime with half of my heart, wondering if I’d made the right choice. So, my choice is to have no heart, no wonder, and no love.

      And it hurt. Really, really badly.

      “This is ridiculous,” Mya continued. “You’re coming home with me. You can stay in the guest room as long as you want.”

      “You’re sweet, Mya. But I’m not going anywhere. I’m staying right here.”

      “For how long?”

      “Until I can forget.”

      “Forget what?” she demanded with a huff.

      “To forget that I’m in love with two men.”

      “You’re in love!” Mya gushed.

      “Did you hear the part where I said ‘with two men’?”

      “I always knew you loved Greyson and Caleb, but now you’re finally admitting it!” she burst.

      “How did you know?”

      “It’s obvious!” she scoffed. “It’s as plain as those shoes you’re wearing.”

      I peeked down at my unfashionable—and plain—sneakers. “If it’s so obvious, how come I never knew?”

      She shrugged. “Sometimes it takes a little while before the brain catches up with the heart.”

      “What do I do? I can’t decide between them.”

      “That’s a good question. I’ve only ever been in love with David, so it was an easy decision. Do you think you may love one man more than the other?”

      I shook my head. “The same. I’ve been trying to think of my life without one or the other, and it’s always the same conclusion: I love them both equally.”

      Mya pondered. “What if Caleb and Greyson were standing on a crumbling cliff, and you could only save one. Who would you choose?”

      “That’s easy,” I said, because I had asked myself similar questions. “I’d jump. No sense in wasting perfectly handsome men.”

      Mya pouted. “I think this may call for reinforcements.”

      “No! No reinforcements. You have to keep my hideaway a secret. I need time.”

      “You don’t need time. What you need is clairvoyance.”

      “Sure. Why don’t you head down to the corner store and buy a serving?”

      “Don’t be silly. I mean it! Weren’t you the one who met a gypsy at the police station? And didn’t she say you were going to get married that same night? And you did!”

      “You want a palm reader to decide my fate?”

      “It couldn’t hurt,” she offered.

      I shrugged. No, it couldn’t hurt. No worse than it already does.
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      It took thirty minutes and a series of lies to finally shoo Mya out the door. My little hideaway was quiet once again. But a little too quiet.

      I peeled myself from the hard floor and stood with a stretch. If I didn’t do anything else today, I should at least check on Gus. For all I knew, he could be next in line for a wax. A furless Gus wouldn’t be a pretty Gus . . . or a happy Gus.

      As I drove to the chapel, I wondered if Mya was serious in her threat to drag me to a palm reader. I had no desire to know my fate—even if it was made-up baloney. I’ll figure it out eventually. I just hope it won’t be too late.

      Pulling into the chapel parking lot, I heard strains of arguing. I parked the car and headed into the building. As I ascended the stairs, the arguing grew louder and, unfortunately, clearer.

      I knocked on Frankie’s door and moments later it swung open.

      “What is going on in my apartment?” I asked as I heard a door slam above.

      “Oh, that?” He waved toward the ceiling. “I think the little dude channeled some serious big-dude macho vibes. They’ve been at each other’s throats for days. It’s to the point where I’ve tuned them out.”

      “How can you tune that out?” I asked as another door slammed and arguing broke out.

      “You can’t keep the remote!” the man bellowed. “It’s the only entertainment here!”

      “You weren’t saying that when you were groping me last night . . . and this morning!” Muffin growled. “It’s my TV. My remote!”

      My eyes drifted to the ceiling as they scuffled. A series of crashes followed by a loud thwump vibrated the walls.

      “You just broke my remote!” Muffin growled.

      “You broke the remote! Not everything is a piñata . . . including me!”

      “Oh, I’ll show you what a piñata is!” Muffin bellowed.

      I don’t want to know what my apartment looks like, I thought, wincing as the walls shook with another thwump. Maybe I’ll just move into Sergio’s place, I continued my thoughts with a sigh. The effort of hauling all my belongings to Sergio’s made me give up the plan instantly.

      Glass shattered.

      Of course, by the sound of it, I’ll have nothing left to haul.

      “How’s Gus?” I asked, ignoring the sound of my life and worldly possessions shattering.

      “See for yourself,” Frankie said, allowing me in. “Mark’s been treating him like a baby. I think he gained a pound with all the treats.”

      “He’s supposed to be on a diet.”

      I followed Frankie into the living room to find Gus sprawled on the couch . . . in a Snow White dress.

      “Frankie, why is Gus in a dress?” I asked as Gus rolled over to scratch, getting tangled in the dress’s flounce.

      “Gus!” Mark scolded as he fluttered into the room. “We have company! That’s no way to greet her.”

      My eyes slid from Mark to Gus and then over to Frankie. Frankie just shrugged as his eyes rolled to the ceiling. “It’s easier to just go with it,” he muttered.

      “Who’s a pretty princess?” Mark cooed as he brushed Gus’s fur.

      “Does he know Gus is a boy?” I asked Frankie.

      “You’re talking about a former drag queen with a screw loose,” Frankie said.

      “But did he have to put a bow on his head? Gus doesn’t look too happy.”

      “When has he ever looked happy? You should have seen him two days ago. He had on rouge and a tiara.”

      “Should I take him with me?” I asked, wondering if such torture was inhumane.

      “Take him where? Your apartment isn’t safe,” he said just as the ceiling vibrated from a falling object . . . or person.

      “I’ve been staying at Sergio’s this past week. I can take Gus with me.”

      “No!” Frankie said with a little too much emphasis. He cleared his throat. “Mark is giving Gus all the attention right now. If Gus is gone . . .” Frankie shivered. “Let’s just say I don’t want to become a human Barbie doll.”

      “Where’s Leopard Pants?”

      “I gave him money for a bus ticket home. They’ve been like two hens fighting over the same worm,” Frankie said, eyeing Mark as he brought out little booties for Gus.

      “I think I’ll head out,” I said, stepping to the door. “I’m sorry I haven’t been around to help with the chapel.”

      “With as many people as there are living in this building, we’ve had plenty of help. Of course, it wasn’t all helpful help.” He stopped me before I could leave. “I found a gig for you.”

      “No gigs!” I backed out the door. “I’m a millionaire now.”

      “Caleb forked over the money?”

      “He said he would. Did anything arrive while I’ve been away?”

      Frankie shook his head. “I would’ve noticed if cash had come through these doors.”

      “He would’ve sent a check.”

      “The only thing you received was a few bills.”

      I silently groaned. Either I’d have to get in touch with Caleb, or I’d have to hit the tables again. Neither sat well at the present moment.

      Silence.

      The fighting stopped. Frankie cringed when music kicked on.

      “‘Let’s Get It On’?” I asked in horror as music drifted through the ceiling.

      “Not too subtle, are they?”

      Dear Lord!

      “Take care of Gus,” I called, running down the stairs.
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        * * *

      

      “Wha’ in the world am I gonna do?” I slurred as Roy flagged down a topless cocktail server. “Why are we ’ere?” I asked, wondering how I ended up in a strip club.

      “You wanted to tag along on guy’s night,” Roy said. “This is what happens on guy’s night.”

      “Do you know what your problem is?” Chuck asked while he enjoyed his third lap dance of the evening. He had to run out of money soon, I thought hopefully. It wouldn’t be so bad if I wasn’t sitting next to him.

      “Whass my prob’m? Other than following Roy here,” I muttered, trying to avoid a face full of breasts while the dancer gyrated on his lap.

      Hiccup.

      “You’re a woman who thinks too much. Who cares if you like two men? If you have to decide, pick the one that gets you off. You gals get too wrapped up in emotional crap.”

      “It’s not that simple,” I said. “I don’t wanna lose either of ’em.” Hiccup.

      “There’s no reason you can’t see both of them until you’ve made up your mind. Hell, you may get tired of one after a week,” Roy said. “It’s like a tournament. You play everyone until you’re heads up with the final player. Then you know you have the best of the best.”

      “That feels too close to cheating,” I said . . . though, there was logic in it. If only life was like a flip of the cards.

      “Did either man ask you to be in a monogamous relationship?” Roy asked. “‘Monogamous’ being the key word.”

      “Well, it’s hard to say. I think they both want’a relationship, but the words weren’t put exactly that way . . . I don’t think. Maybe. I dunno.” Hiccup.

      “Then go out on a few dates. There’s no need to shackle yourself in a relationship until you’re ready . . . which you’re obviously not,” Roy said, slipping a dollar to a woman wiggling in front of him.

      Chuck frowned when his lap dance ended.

      The stripper snatched his money and said, “Actually, dating may be just the thing. Sounds like you stumbled over a few steps and missed the beginning.”

      Missed the beginning? I thought back and realized the amply bosomed woman was right. “You might be on to somethin’ there,” I said in wonder as another hiccup ricocheted through.

      “Why don’t we talk about it over a lap dance?” the stripper propositioned.

      I glanced up, trying to avoid her breasts . . . again. Why the hell did I follow Roy here? “No, thank you,” I said, turning my eyes to my drink.

      “This one’s on me,” Chuck said. “It’ll cheer you up.”

      “A lap dance won’t cheer me up,” I said . . . unless it was Greyson or Caleb dancing. Hmmm. A grin spread on my face.

      “Then it’ll cheer me up,” Chuck said, forking out cash into the stripper’s outstretched hand.

      Holy hell!
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      “Do you have any disinfectant?” I asked with a hiccup. Damn hiccups!

      Remy glanced over from the driver’s side. “No. Why?”

      “Never mind,” I muttered, distinctly remembering something squishy being pressed against my cheek. If it was what I thought it was . . . Oh, I’m queasy.

      “Why am I picking your sorry ass up from a strip club?” he asked.

      “It’s guy’s night. Do you know they only drink hard liquor when they go out?” I asked, still feeling the effects of the booze. “They say beer is for at home, not for carousing.” My knotted stomach protested.

      “I hate to break it to you, Jet. You’re not a guy.”

      “I know, but I’m starting to wish I was. I don’t have any female friends. All my friends are men. At least if I was a man, I wouldn’t mind going to the strip club.”

      “What about Mya?”

      I smiled. “Yes. Mya is my friend. But she’s already cornered me today. I can’t go two rounds with her in one day.”

      “Am I taking you to the chapel or to Greyson’s?”

      Greyson’s? Why would he think I’d want to go there?

      “To Sergio’s, please.”

      He eyed me with that hard, assessing look I’ve grown accustomed to. I didn’t even flinch. Of course, that could be because the alcohol dulled my senses.

      “Thank you for picking me up. The guys were still going strong, but I know my limit.”

      “You’re past your limit,” he said as I hiccupped for the fiftieth time . . . give or take. They’re starting to hurt, I thought as I rubbed my chest. “But, back to my original question, why did you call me?”

      I shrugged. “I knew you’d help.”

      “Help as in drive you home? Or help as in clean up your messy life?”

      I huffed. “As in giving me a lift to Sergio’s. I already have a plan to fix my life.”

      His arched brow suggested he didn’t believe a word.

      He pulled into Sergio’s parking lot and I tumbled out. I have to stop drinking.

      “Thanks, Remy. I’ll see ya later,” I said with a salute and fell against the car parked next to me.

      He sighed and stepped out of the car. He followed me to the elevator even though I insisted I was sober enough to make it to the apartment alone. I really was. I had sobered quickly when Chuck paid the stripper whose mischievous gaze targeted me. I just had the lingering effects. Hiccup! Dammit!

      “I’ll leave as soon as you’re in the apartment,” he said, ushering me into the elevator.

      “I thought you’d be on a date or something,” I said, leaning against the wall . . . or maybe it was Remy. Hard to tell.

      “Then why did you call?”

      “I knew you’d help if you were free.”

      “And, apparently, when I’m not free too.”

      “You had plans? I’m sorry. I would’ve continued on guy’s night and had Roy drop me off afterward. But I was a little worried. If you start the night drinking at a strip club, it can only go downhill from there.”

      He glanced over as the elevator door opened. “You wouldn’t have made it that long.”

      “I can drink like a fish if I have to.”

      Remy arched his brow as I sagged against him to walk down the hall. Abruptly halting when he neared the apartment, I bounced against him and fell forward. He grabbed the back of my shirt before I took a nosedive.

      “Someone broke in,” he warned, shoving me behind him.

      “How do you know?” I whispered, peeking around.

      Even though I couldn’t see Remy’s eyes, I was pretty sure he was rolling them. “Jet, the door is broken. It’s rather obvious.”
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