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      Waking up in Vegas, not remembering what happened the night before, is probably a standard thing that happens in this town. A town filled with flowing alcohol and unmitigated debauchery is bound to lead to some memory loss.

      

      It’s never happened to me. Until today.

      

      Today I wake up in a hotel room in Vegas—the place that’s supposed to be my sanctuary after finding out that my boyfriend of a year was cheating on me—with a man in my bed. An incredibly sexy man with a muscular back that women would swoon for.

      

      Until I realize . . . this hot, gorgeous man is my ex’s brother.

      

      Oh and there’s a wedding ring on my finger.

      

      This trip is definitely not going as expected, and this relationship will drop grenades into both of our lives.

      

      Yet I’m starting to believe that I don’t care about the destruction, because this is the brother I’d wanted all along.
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      I’m going to kill Paige and Fiona.

      Within that first second of consciousness, I knew that it was going to be bad. Extremely bad. Tiny drummers had taken up residence in my head and were pounding away maniacally. The minuscule amount of light that was able to pass through my eyelids felt like the surface of the sun being beamed directly onto my sensitive eyeballs. The taste in my mouth was reminiscent of the floor in Wolfie’s, a particularly disgusting dive bar that I had frequented back in my college days.

      And despite the hundreds of nights that I had spent at that bar, as well as numerous others during my junior and senior year, I rarely got drunk enough to feel this awful. In fact, I had never been this hungover in my entire life. I felt like death, and most concerningly, I didn’t have the first clue how I’d gotten back to our room.

      Welcome to Las Vegas, Jillian Thomas!

      Apparently, the city’s reputation was well deserved.

      To be fair, my two best friends had dragged me out to Sin City at the last minute with the sole intention of getting me drunk enough to forget all about ‘Eric the asshole.’ It had worked. A bit too well, I’d say.

      It seemed I had forgotten far more than my cheating ex. I was having a hard time remembering much of anything after our fourth round of Vegas Bombs at Marquee. Or maybe it was the fifth round? Regardless, sometime in the early evening things got extremely hazy. And then faded into a gaping black void shortly after.

      I appreciated my friends trying to make sure that I had a good time, but I couldn’t believe they had let me get so drunk. They knew perfectly well that I was a lightweight these days. Getting to the point of tipsy and carefree would have more than done the trick. At this rate, I’d be lucky to be walking upright by tonight. If I was too sick to go out with them again, they had no one to blame but themselves.

      I debated trying to fall back into the painless oblivion of sleep, but between the headache and unnecessary amount of light I didn’t see that happening. Besides, I could have slept the entire day away for all I knew.

      “What time is it?” I attempted to say.

      What came out was a weak, strangled croak. I cleared my throat and tried it again. It was slightly more audible the second time around.

      When neither of the girls answered my question, I risked opening a single eye. Maybe they had gotten as obliterated as I had and were equally as out of it right now? I wouldn’t have been surprised if that was the case for Paige, but that did seem highly out of character for Fiona. The room was awfully quiet though. If they had gone to breakfast without me, I really would kill them.

      I hoped to get some answers, but as my vision slowly cleared it showed me a dark gray wall and floor-to-ceiling gold curtains.

      “Umm.” My other eye shot open, and I made frantic but ultimately failed attempt to sit up against the headboard.

      After checking in yesterday we had only spent an hour or so in our hotel room before leaving for the club, so I hadn’t memorized the décor or anything, but I was ninety percent sure that our room had yellow walls. And plain, white curtains. I had stood between those curtains for a solid ten minutes of that time, staring out at the Strip and restraining myself from texting obscenities at Eric.

      With a growing sense of alarm, I fully turned my head, wincing at the stabbing pains against my skull that followed the motion. More gray walls. And then some unfamiliar glossy dark wood furniture. And a creepy modern art painting on the opposite wall that I had definitely never seen before.

      But there was no second bed in sight. No desk covered in enough makeup to outfit a Sephora. No worn, red duffel bag that I had been using as luggage since I was nineteen.

      Most importantly, no Paige or Fiona.

      This was decidedly not my room. Even in my state that much was obvious.

      So…where in the hell was I?

      Heart pounding, I finally managed to scramble into a sitting position. In the process, I accidentally yanked the fluffy white comforter off to one side. At which point I discovered two terrifying things.

      One, I was quite naked. Not like I had shed my dress while getting ready for bed and was too drunk or lazy to find my pajamas naked, but as in, completely, totally, birthday suit naked. Not a stitch of clothing to be found.

      And two, there was a strange man in the bed with me. Without the blanket in my way I could see the large expanse of a broad, masculine back at the other edge of the mattress. Along with some unruly, short, dark hair. That was it, but it was enough.

      “Oh my god. What the hell did I do?” I said out loud, not bothering to keep my voice quiet. I was beyond caring.

      Frozen in shock, I stared at the mysterious body. It was admittedly pretty damned sexy if I was being honest. Smooth lightly tanned skin, nice firm muscles. A fairly large tattoo I couldn’t quite make out along one shoulder. At least drunk Jillian had good taste in partners.

      Not that it made this situation better in the least. I was not a one-night stand type of girl, even when in Vegas. I was a serial monogamist. The ‘girlfriend’ type. Eric and I had met, dated for a couple of months, and then had gotten serious. Or, I had gotten serious anyway, him not so much. We had been just about to celebrate our one-year anniversary when it had happened. But setting aside the disastrous ending, our traditional relationship had been more my speed.

      Unlike getting blackout drunk and falling into bed with the first attractive stranger I had come across. I had zero recollection of this guy. His name, his face, it was all a giant blank. For all I knew he was a serial killer, or a puppy murderer. Or, God forbid, a street magician. Anything was possible, and it was a sensation I had never experienced before.

      Good job Jillian. Way to rebound.

      Groaning, I dropped my head into my hands. And for about the twentieth time in the span of only a few minutes, I experienced something strange and unfamiliar. This time, it was the touch of cold metal on my face. Which I immediately categorized as out of the norm because I almost never wore rings.

      As a physical therapist, it was too easy to get them caught on clothing, hair, or occasionally the equipment. There were ways to get around it, but I had simply never bothered, even when I wasn’t working. And I was positive that I hadn’t put any on last night when getting ready. I remembered that part of the night well enough.

      Afraid to look, I lowered my shaking hands and held them out into the dusty ray of dim sunlight streaming between those gaudy curtains. Sure enough, there it was. A thin silver band wrapped around my finger. One that, unsurprisingly, was not mine, as far as I was aware. Much like the hotel room I was in, and the man sleeping beside me. None of it was mine. It was as if I had stepped into an alternate dimension. Or someone else’s life. As weird as they were, both of those options were preferable to what I was fearing had actually happened.

      Because, worst of all, the offending piece of jewelry was currently sitting on the fourth finger. Of my left hand. The aptly named ring finger.

      “No. No way. Absolutely not. It’s not possible. It’s just a joke. It has to be.”  I rambled incoherently to myself, trying to figure out how things had gotten so off the rails in such a short time.

      This outing was supposed to be a standard girls’ trip, nothing more. A brief respite from the terribly depressing reality awaiting me back home. The intention had been to get all dressed up and partake in lots of drinking, dancing, and maybe even a bit of innocent flirting if the opportunity presented itself.

      Flirting, not...whatever the hell had gone down last night.

      And that was exactly what had been happening during the coherent parts of the night. My last clear memories were of just the three of us. Alone. No guy around. It didn’t make sense. Even intoxicated I couldn’t believe that I would have gone off by myself with someone I had just met and ended up in bed with them.

      And as far as the business with the ring, well that seemed even more inconceivable.

      I closed my eyes again, trying desperately to pull any helpful memories out of my dehydrated and fried brain. Anything would help. The tiniest flash or image. Maybe I had found the ring on the floor and put it on. Or perhaps some other drunk person had given it to me for some inexplicable reason. Maybe I had even bought it, randomly. Who knew what I had been thinking last night?

      There were plenty of possibilities. Tons of reasonable explanations. A single piece of cheap jewelry did not a marriage make. Not even in the drunken wedding capital of the world. I didn’t care how the saying went, just because there was smoke didn’t mean there was fire.

      With those reassuring thoughts my breathing slowed, and the panic receded. Whatever had or hadn’t happened last night, I would get to the bottom of it all shortly.  First, however, I needed to get out of bed and get dressed. I didn’t want to be bare-assed if or when I officially, soberly met the guy I’d almost certainly slept with. Talk about awkward.

      Sliding to the edge of the mattress, I searched the floor for my clothing. Luckily, I immediately spotted my underwear not too far away. And then I spotted the slinky black dress Paige had talked me into wearing draped over a chair. I dropped my feet to the floor and hurriedly picked them up.

      “Okay, now where the hell is my bra?” I muttered, scanning every surface.

      “Hmm?”

      I yelped at the sudden deep voice, clutching the clothing protectively to my chest. Backing up to the wall, I held my breath, hoping that the mystery man would fall back asleep if I was quiet enough.

      “Jillian?” the voice asked, and my heart basically stopped beating.

      Clearly, mystery naked guy remembered more than I did about last night, including my name, and that felt unfair.

      I considered making a run for it. The bathroom door was only a few feet away. I could easily hide in there, take my time getting dressed, and hopefully make myself somewhat composed before I came out and faced the music.

      Unfortunately, I discovered that I was far too hungover to make any type of decision at all.  Instead, I stood stock still, my mouth dry. “Uhh.”

      “What’s wrong?” the guy asked, starting to roll over towards me.

      Unable to look away, I watched as a set of sculpted abs revealed themselves, complete with a deep vee that disappeared downward into the blankets. With difficulty, I drifted upwards, taking in the firm chest, and yet another tattoo.

      With a deep breath, I forced myself to finish my perusal.

      The man in the bed was objectively handsome. He had classic, perfectly formed features with high cheekbones and a strong stubble-covered jaw. Blue eyes so dark they were nearly navy under thick straight eyebrows. That dark wavy hair I had glimpsed earlier was just long enough to sexily fall over one eye.

      Yep. He was hot as hell.

      What he wasn’t, however, was a stranger.

      In a horrifying turn of events, I knew this man. And that was worse than the alternative.

      He was the worst possible person I could have fallen into bed with. No contest.

      As the uncomfortable truth settled in, I shrieked and reflexively dropped the clothes from my arms. “Dean?”

      “Yeah? Who else would it be?”

      Grinning naughtily at my suddenly very exposed body, he lifted a hand to push the hair out of his sleepy eyes. As he did, the sunlight glinted off of that hand. Specifically, off of the ring circling his fourth finger.

      At the same moment, I noticed something white lying on the nightstand behind him. It took a moment for my mind to categorize the gauzy, shapeless lump as what it was.

      It was a veil.

      Two rings. A veil.

      “Oh, fucking hell.” The truth was inescapable.

      I had woken up married. To my ex-boyfriends’ brother.
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      “Dean?”

      Every fiber of my being wanted to continue to ogle Jillian’s gloriously naked body, which was currently bathed in flattering late morning sunlight no less, but her shell-shocked expression and trembling voice killed the mood. She had repeated my name three times now, and I was getting worried.

      I reluctantly pulled my gaze upwards and met her wide hazel eyes. “You look rough. Are you feeling okay?”

      “Am I okay? Are you serious? I am so far from…oh, shit.” She cut off abruptly, grabbing the nearest pillow and holding it securely in front of her naked body.

      With all of the good parts hidden from view, I was able to think better. And I was starting to put two and two together. I wasn’t Ryan Gosling, but women didn’t typically leap out of bed when they woke up next to me. And they normally didn’t act like I was Freddy Krueger, either. Something was up with her, and I had a suspicion of what it was.

      “I’m guessing that you don’t remember all of the finer details of our…night?”

      “Uh. No.” Jillian laughed harshly. “I don’t understand how you are here. How I’m here. How we are here. Together, like…this. Just, what the hell?”

      Her stricken expression told me that she was deadly serious about the depth of her confusion. My stomach dropped. This was worse than I had feared.

      “You mean, you don’t remember any of it, not even running into me?” When she frantically shook her head, I asked, “What is the last thing you do remember?”

      Jillian shifted and looked up at the ceiling. “Umm. I guess being at the club with Fiona and Paige. We were doing shots, and dancing. I came back from the bathroom and Paige handed me another drink. I vaguely remember sitting and talking to some people at some point. And then more dancing, I think? After that’s it really scattered. I think I remember being somewhere else for a while. Somewhere dark and quieter. Maybe. I don’t know.”

      I ran my hand though my hair. This was going to be one hell of a conversation. “Alright. That’s not ideal, but we’ll deal with it. Why don’t you go get dressed, and get some water? Then we’ll talk.”

      She bit her lip, looking around the room nervously. I hated how freaked out she looked, for several reasons. I hadn’t been operating at full capacity last night either, but I remembered all of the most important parts.  The best parts. This was not at all how I had anticipated this morning going. Not after everything we had shared. I felt terrible for her, but I felt bad for me too.

      “Jillian. Seriously. Go.”

      Her desire to be in clothes won out. “I’ll only be a minute.”

      I averted my gaze as she picked up her clothing once again and darted into the bathroom, closing the door soundly behind her. I heard the faucet turn on a minute later and let out a frustrated groan. If I was going to have to explain everything to Jillian, and there was a lot to cover, I was going to need to feel more human myself.

      Moving like an eighty-year-old man, I located and pulled on my boxers and the dress pants I’d been wearing last night. Then I grabbed two bottles of water from the mini-fridge and a bottle of Aspirin from my bag.

      When Jillian emerged a few minutes later, I was sprawled against the headboard, gratefully chugging the cool water. Wordlessly, I handed her the second bottle and the pills. She took them both and perched on the white lounge chair next to the bed. She was more put together than before but was still wearing the deer in the headlights look.

      I rolled the ring between fingers absently.  “So. I’m not sure where to start.”

      “I know the feeling. How about, why are you in Vegas, and how did we end up…I mean, when and where did we run into each other?” Her eyes skirted the bed, and she blushed a deep red.

      “That part is easy enough. I’m in town for a bachelor party. My buddy Alex is getting married at the end of the month. We got here yesterday too. We were all out last night, bar hopping, and ended up at Marquee. That was where I ran into you and your friends. I stayed and hung out with you guys for a little while, and then both of our friends went their separate ways. You and I left the club and went to a smaller bar down the street. That’s probably the ‘dark place’ you remember.”

      Jillian nodded. “I’m with you so far. Kind of. Then what?” She glanced down at her own ring finger, and I knew what she was asking.

      “Well. You and I talked for a few hours at the bar and had a couple of drinks. We talked about your breakup, and other things,” I answered vaguely.

      It was impossible to verbalize what had occurred between us. And not just because the specifics were fuzzy. It was more than that. We had essentially poured our hearts out to each other. For the first time since we had met, we had a legitimate conversation. We shared intimate details of our lives. We talked at length about what we both secretly wanted but weren’t getting out of it. We talked about all of the things that had gone wrong in our previous relationships. I’d told Jillian things I had never told anyone before. And, she had done the same supposedly.

      Sure, the alcohol might have been what allowed us both to open up, but we connected in an insane way that went beyond being drunk. It was like nothing I had ever experienced. In that moment we got each other. It was a lightning in a bottle type moment, never to be recreated. I was positive that it was all real and significant, even if Jillian had forgotten it.

      And so, when she spontaneously leaned in and kissed me, it felt unbelievably right. Inevitable. And I was only a man, so, well, I went with it.

      “So, we talked. And we obviously…” She gestured shyly at the bed and then held up her hand. “But what about this?”

      I couldn’t entirely stop my grin. “Honestly, I’m somewhat in the dark there too. We were talking, and then, umm, kissing. That much is clear. But then we were in a chapel. I do remember you telling me that after what my brother did you were afraid of never finding a good guy, and that you would die alone with twenty cats. I think I offered to marry you, you know, to prevent that from happening. It was the chivalrous thing to do if you ask me.”

      Jillian shot me some serious side-eye, and I bit back my chuckle. I couldn’t help finding it funny. We had become a cliché. A cautionary tale. If it had been with anyone other than Jillian, I would have found it outright hilarious.

      “That does sound like something I would have said. I have said it, in fact, more than once in the last week. Obviously, I’m still dealing with what Eric did. And not well.” She said, slumping over.

      This time, my brother’s name landed between us like a bomb. We had been doing a decent job of avoiding the elephant in the room. But he was unavoidable, no matter how much I tried to pretend that he had nothing to do with me and Jillian. Especially since technically his poor judgment was the reason Jillian had shown up in Vegas in the first place, and I couldn’t be upset about that part, considering how it had ended.

      The rest of it though, just no. I didn’t want to think about him. I didn’t want to think about how long they had been together. Or how badly he had treated Jillian.

      Or how much I’d wanted her for myself.

      “I know you don’t remember anything, but last night wasn’t about Eric. Not really. After that one conversation we barely talked about him, or what happened between you two. Most of the time we were just having fun. A lot of it.” I raised one eyebrow.
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