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      Two daddies are better than one...

      

      I'm caught between two dominant daddies--best friends who compete at everything. Both Bear and Sawyer have muscles for days but they want to know who’s better in bed. And they want me to judge. 

      

      Their game, their rules, but I can play along. They call the shots, in and out of bed, and disobedience has delicious consequences. 

      

      As the final round approaches and the stakes are raised, I’m hoping this isn’t just a game. 

      

      I'm falling, fast, and I don't think I can choose.

      

      They're both playing to win. But which one’s playing for keeps?
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      “And that is why I’m never, ever sleeping with a guy again,” I announce and set my glass very carefully back on the bar, which is blurry and not quite level. I frown. The bar was level when I came in.

      “Never?” The bartender leans close. He’s a surfer dude with tanned skin, shoulder-length blond hair and sparkling blue eyes.

      Shame I’m no longer dating.

      “Never ever,” I confirm.

      “Too bad,” a voice rumbles high above my head.

      I look up. And up. And up some more. Towering over me is the biggest guy I’ve ever seen, complete with a muscle shirt stretched over impressive pecs. I couldn’t fit both hands around one of his taut biceps.

      “Whoa,” I breathe. I swing my head back and forth between him and the hot bartender. One looks like a swimsuit model and the other belongs on the cover of a weight-lifting men’s magazine. Why the heck couldn’t they have shown up an hour earlier? Before I swore off men forever.

      “A bottle of water for the lady,” the newcomer rumbles. The bar is dimly lit, the flickering light from a few TVs washing over the big guy’s face.

      “You’re tall,” I tell him.

      He arches an eyebrow at me. I take a moment to marvel at his perfect lips and jawline.

      “You are also...” I think for a moment, “very large.”

      His face splits into a grin.

      “Anyway, as I was saying,” I raise a finger to make my point. “Sleeping with guys is overrated.”

      “Sounds like you haven’t been with the right guy,” Hottie Bartender says. He and Mr. Men’s Magazine exchange glances.

      “Nope,” I announce cheerfully. “But it’s okay. I’m getting a vibrator. A big one.” I set my hands apart to show the length. “Battery operated boyfriend. B-O-B. Big... Bob.”

      “You think Bob will do the job?” the bartender asks.

      I nod vigorously.

      He leans closer, blue eyes flashing mischief. “You should come back and give me a full report.”

      “Why?” I cock my head. “Are you shopping for one?”

      The bartender turns his head to hide his laugh. “This is better than television,” he says to the newcomer, who agrees. Most everyone in here is playing pool or watching some big sports game, but these guys are totally focused on me.

      I rest my hands on the bar, warm all over from the praise.

      The bartender hands a bottle of water to the big guy, who opens it and offers it to me. Big guy is still grinning. I can just hear him thinking how cute I am. His eyes amble over me as I gulp down some water, and I almost choke.

      “Easy, baby,” he murmurs, his voice rumbling against my ear. Shiver. His biceps are practically the size of my head. I imagine us horizontal, me sliding up the hard plane of his body, my softness molding to his muscles.

      No. Nope. Not happening.

      “My vow will not be broken!” I try to slam my hand down on the bar. Something sloshes over my hand. I stare at the now half empty water bottle that I forgot I was holding. “Oops.”

      “No worries.” Hottie Bartender mops up with a towel and the big guy leans in close.

      “Why not, baby?”

      Baby. I like that. What was I saying again?

      “Guys suck. They want you to suck. But they never give you an—” I hiccup. “—anything in return.” I know this from personal experience. Jerry wasn’t winning any awards in the bedroom department, but if I can learn to suck a dick, shouldn’t he at least attempt to find my clitoris?

      “It’s not that hard to find,” the bartender says, and I realize I said all of that out loud. Normally I’d be blushing, being this candid.

      “Guys get off so easy, they just don’t try.”

      The newcomer absorbs this. “The right guy does.”

      The bartender nods.

      “In fact,” the big guy continues, “the right guy makes sure the lady comes first, second, and third.”

      My mouth drops open.

      “It’s true,” the bartender says with a twinkle in his baby blues.

      “That’s impossible,” I breathe.

      “You’ve never come multiple times?”

      “I’ve never come with a guy before.” With my first few partners, I faked it in case it hurt their feelings. With Jerry, I didn’t even bother.

      “What?” the bartender stares at me.

      The big guy swivels on the stool and gets in my space, leaning over me, intent. “Is that true, baby? Never?”

      “Never ever.” I hold his gaze for a moment. There’s something I’m forgetting. I wrinkle my forehead, trying to remember. “What’s your name?” I ask the big guy.

      “Bear.”

      “Bear.” I repeat. “Teddy Bear?”

      “No, just Bear.”

      “As in, he’s ‘big as a bear,” the bartender puts in.

      “Well, that’s legit,” I say, leaning back to take Big Bear in. If I hugged him it’d be a challenge to get my arms around him.

      This time the bartender doesn’t bother to hide his laugh. “Evie, where have you been all my life?” Did I tell him my name? Guess so. I cock my head to the side as he reaches over the bar and tucks a piece of hair behind my ear. His blond locks are long enough, I can do the same to him. So I do. He shakes his head, chuckling.

      “Tomorrow night you drink free,” he winks at me.

      “Oh, I don’t do this a lot,” I blurt. Is he flirting with me? I don’t quite know what to say. “I just had a bad day and needed a break.” I didn’t date Jerry long, but break ups are never easy. Or maybe I want to wash his final cruel words away.

      Talking to this hot bartender will cure all my ills. He’s all smiles and charm, his blond hair glowing, a bright sun in a dark bar.

      “Maybe you need to work out some tension.” He grins, and my insides curl. Dang, he is flirting. Normally I’d blush, make my excuses and hide, but no longer. I’ve sworn off men forever. I no longer care.

      “What do you suggest?” I toy with my hair. Pretty and coy, that’s me.

      “I can think of something,” the bartender starts when Bear clears his throat. The big guy has been watching us closely.

      “Not tonight,” he says, fixing me with a somewhat stern look.

      “Aww,” I pout.

      “Not tonight,” the bartender confirms. “But later. Would you be up for a little game?”

      “Sure.” My voice sounds breathy. “I like games.”

      “Good.” The bartender glances at Bear, who’s frowning. “What?” he says to his customer. “She’s perfect.” I get a little thrill, and he turns back to me. “One of us will call you.” One of us? What’s up with that? Is this some sort of tag-team?

      On TV, some ball player does a sport thing that’s good for his team, and the men in the bar watching erupt in cheers. I clap my hands along with them, enjoying the sporty atmosphere. Normally I’d be home, licking my wounds and eating junk, wishing I could stick to a diet so I could land a decent guy, but my last conversation with Jerry made me so angry, I jerked my car into the sports bar’s parking lot and stalked in.

      “So, what’s the game?” I ask as the place quiets down. “Like pool?”

      “Do you like pool, sweetheart?” Bear asks. Sweetheart. How nice.

      “I’ve never played. I have to warn you; I suck at most games.”

      “You won’t suck at this. Or, you might say, the harder you suck, the better you’ll be.” The bartender winks at me.

      Ohhhh. I nod and try to look worldly. “It’s a sex game.” I try to wink back at the bartender and blink instead.

      “Tomorrow,” the big guy says firmly, speaking more to the bartender than to me. “We’ll talk tomorrow when everyone has a clear head.”

      “Okie-dokie. I should go.” I hop off the barstool and wait a moment for the room to stop spinning before fumbling for my wallet.

      Big Bear’s large hands come to my sides and steady me.

      “I got it,” he says and nods at the bartender, who nods back. “And I’m calling you a taxi.”

      “Oh, no need, I can Uber,” I hiccup.

      “A taxi,” he rumbles and turns to the bartender. “Call Max.” The blond nods and heads for the phone.

      “Who’s Max?” I ask. I wish I could remember the thing I’m supposed to remember.

      “A taxi driver I trust. And when you’re home, you need to drink more water before you go to bed.”

      I attempt to roll my eyes. “Yes, dad. You gonna come tuck me in?”

      “Not this time.”

      Cue my blush, spreading over my chest, advancing up my neck.

      I reach the door and turn, swaying on my feet. Bear looms over me. Beyond him, the bartender gives me a wave. I return it. Two hotties in one night. Shame I made a vow.

      “Do you have someone who knows you’re here?” Bear asks. “Someone you can call when you get home?”

      “Uhhh... no.”

      “Give me your cell.” His hand dwarfs my phone. He finishes programming his number in as the taxi drives up. “There. Text me when you get home.” He walks me to the cab and opens my door. “Make sure she gets inside,” he instructs Max.

      “Sure thing, Bear.” A pause, and I realize Bear is handing Max a few bills.

      I roll down the window. Rain mists over my face, waking me up a little. The thing I’m supposed to remember nags from the back of my brain.

      Bear finishes paying for my ride and leans over me.

      “Remember to text,” he orders. “I’ll call you tomorrow.”

      “You will? Why?”

      He cocks his head to the side. “To check on you.”

      “You don’t have to do that.”

      “I want to.”

      My thoughts tug and shout at me, but I don’t understand. “Uh... thanks.”

      “No problem, baby,” he murmurs. “It’s my pleasure.”

      “Mine too.” Oops, a little too forward. I blink to disguise my lust-filled eyes. “Bye.”

      “Bye, baby.”

      The car glides off and I wave. I can’t help the happy warmth that fills me, knowing Bear’s waiting on the sidewalk to watch me go.
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      At 10:15 on a Tuesday, the mall parking lot is nearly empty. Which is good, because it means there aren’t many witnesses to my pre-shopping panic attack.

      This always happens. The shaking, the cold sweats. I sit in the car, wishing I could just leave. My hangover isn’t helping. I don’t know if the sick feeling in my stomach is from legit queasiness or dread.

      My phone lights up with the Darth Vader theme from Star Wars.

      “Perfect,” I mutter and answer. “Hey, Auntie Jen.”

      “Evangeline,” she trills, and I wince at the sound of my full name. “Have you got a dress?”

      “Was just going shopping now.”

      “Wonderful!” I hold the phone away from my ear as she prattles at full volume and speed. “Remember, something in black. Black is perfect for you—it’s slimming. Of course, you know that.” She fake laughs. “I know the family expected you to be a bridesmaid but the floral pattern in cream... well you know. Patterns aren’t very flattering on someone even a little overweight. And cameras add ten pounds.”

      “Yeah, Auntie Jen, I get it.” I’m a fatty. Not the first time she’s pointed this out.

      “It’s just too bad the diet I told you about didn’t go well. Genevieve would’ve loved to have you in the wedding party.”

      My cousin Genevieve, the family darling. We were born on the same day but couldn’t be more opposite. She’s perfect. Beauty queen. Homecoming queen. Now she’ll be the first of us to get married. Of course, all my other cousins are younger and boys, but it makes my failure all the more obvious.

      It’s not a competition, but it is.

      “Don’t worry, I’ll find a dress. If anyone wonders why I’m wearing black to a wedding, I’ll tell them floral prints make me look like a couch.”

      “Oh, Evangeline, you’re so funny.” Another fake laugh. Or maybe it’s a real laugh. It sounds super fake. “Remember, black is your color. Bye now.”

      She hangs up and I get out of the car, slamming the door. How did my cousin get all the grace, poise, and beauty in our generation, plus a metabolism that could burn through a brick wall? It wouldn’t be so bad if Auntie Jen didn’t consider cellulite worse than a criminal record. It doesn’t matter that I’m generally a decent person. As soon as I outgrew a size four, I was officially the family’s black sheep.

      At least black is slimming. Do black sheep look less fat than white ones? Are sheep even fat? Or do they just look that way because of their wool?

      I stomp into the giant department store entrance, already wishing I could skip shopping and head straight to the frozen yogurt shop.

      “Can I help you?” a saleswoman practically leaps on me.

      “Just looking.” I continue ripping through the hanging dresses and the lady retreats from my scowl. After a few minutes, I find two appropriate dresses—black—and ready myself for the dreaded dressing room. Mirrors are never my friend but dressing room mirrors are the worst. I swear they’re all warped in a way that adds inches to my hips. They’ve never failed to leave me disappointed in myself. I end up vowing to go on a crazy diet, which leaves me wracked with hunger pains until I rip into a Häagen-Dazs while ugly crying. Which gives me more reason to hate myself.

      And now I’m tearing up in a department store. Pathetic.

      My phone rings again and I get a flash of relief at the generic ringtone. Talk about saved by the bell.

      The name on the screen isn’t familiar, but my neurons stir at the sight: Bear.

      “Hello?”

      “Hey, baby.” Deep, rumbly voice, almost a purr. Oh yeah, the memory is coming back. Me, a bar, too much tequila, a guy with biceps big enough to be seen from space.

      “Bear?” I croak.

      “Yeah, baby. You okay?”

      “Um... yes?”

      “You didn’t call.”

      Call? Was I supposed to—

      Ooooh. He asked me to call him.

      “Sorry, I... fell asleep. But I did drink water!” I crow. For some reason, I want him to know I obeyed.

      “Good girl.” His approval warms me all over.

      “Thanks for... taking care of me.”

      “No problem.”

      “Can I just say... I’m never like that. I never get drunk like that in public.”

      “It’s okay, baby. No harm in letting go once in a while.”

      “It was more that,” I blurt. “I was having a bad day. My cousin is getting married, and I’m happy for her, but she’s winning at life and I’m not.” As I talk, I cover my face with my free hand. My blush is creeping up from my neck, spreading like a stain. I need to stop. But something about this guy just makes me want to share.

      “Why do you say that?” No sign in the deep voice that I’m boring him with my patheticness.

      “‘Cause it’s true. We’re the same age. I’ve always been compared to her and I never come out looking good. For example,” I take a deep breath, “She’s a beauty queen and I’m... well, I’m me.”

      Silence.

      Yeah, this is humiliating. But I’ve given up guys, and it’s not like he’s gonna date me, so it doesn’t matter what I say. “And she’s getting married and I just broke up with my boyfriend.”

      “He didn’t sound like a keeper.”

      For a moment I’m confused. Did I tell him about my ex? Then last night’s whole conversation comes flooding back and the crimson tide of my blush advances. I’m about to turn bright red in the middle of the department store.

      And then it hits me: the thing I’ve been trying to remember. It shines in the daylight with horrific clarity: don’t talk about not being able to orgasm with a man. That’s supposed to be a secret between me and my vibrator.

      Damn tequila.

      “Jerry was all right.”

      “He just didn’t satisfy you.” Bear’s voice seems to get deeper.

      “Um.” I can’t believe I overshared to two random guys at a bar. My cheeks are about to spontaneously combust. I duck behind a display lest the saleslady see. “No, he did not.”

      “Actually, that’s why I’m calling. Sawyer and I have a proposition for you.”

      “Sawyer?”

      “The bartender. We’re friends from way back. We’d like to help you, and we think you can help us.”

      “Oh... ‘kay.”

      “You free for lunch?”

      “Um, today?” I glance around. My feet have already taken me towards the department store’s exit. “I could be. I took off work this morning to run an errand.” I take a step and the sliding doors open. Above, a bird wheels lazily in the clear blue sky. Freedom.

      “Meet me at the bar at one. I’ll buy.”

      “What, like a date?” I cringe. Of course, he didn’t mean it like that. “I mean, I’m super busy today. And you know I’ve sworn off men forever.” I try to joke, but it comes out serious.

      Bear is silent. He’s probably wishing he hadn’t called. Gah! Why did I say the ‘d’ word?

      “What’s the proposition?” I ask as casually as I can. “I’m curious.”

      “I’d rather tell you in person.” His voice is a low rumble.

      “Oh? Is it something illegal?”

      “No.”

      Dammit, nothing I’m saying is coming out right. “What is it? Just tell me.” I detour from the exit and duck behind a shoe display.

      “We want to help you orgasm.”

      Apparently, I died in the bar last night, because now I’m in heaven. Or hell. Either way, my head has exploded because it takes some time for me to choke out, “Excuse me?”

      “Sawyer and I are competitive. We’ve always been, since we met. We try to see who’s the best in everything.”

      Now I have no idea what he’s talking about. But I can’t hang up. The memory of his big body hovering protectively over mine is imprinted on me.

      And my libido is wide awake and listening.

      “We’ve argued for a long time who’s better in bed. And this is our chance to find out. We talked about your situation last night and decided.”

      My thoughts are running in circles, but they focus for a second. “You talked about me?”

      “Yeah, baby.” Every time he says ‘baby,’ I melt a little bit more. “A woman like you should be satisfied in bed. You’re perfect for our competition.”

      “What competition?”

      “To see who’s better in bed. We’ll both sleep with you, get you off, and you’ll be the judge.”

      I’m in the Twilight Zone. I’m on Candid Camera. In a second, someone’s going to jump out and shout “’Surprise, sucka’!”

      I gulp. “Why me?”

      “You’re a virgin.”

      “What? No, I’m not.”

      “You’ve never come with a man before,” he points out.

      There’s no oxygen in the store. They really should do something about it. I’m surprised I haven’t passed out.

      “Maybe I can’t,” I say casually, as if I’m the sort of person who talks about her sex life with gorgeous strangers. Which, as of last night, I am.

      The deep chuckle rumbles like thunder through the cellphone and stirs up things down below. I clutch a column to keep my knees from giving out. “I like a challenge.”

      “Well… okay.”

      A pause. “You agree?”

      “I…” I have no idea what to say. On the one hand are two hot guys who want to compete to satisfy me in bed. On the other... what the hell is going on? “Are you sure you want me?”

      The answer, when it comes, is gentle. “Yeah, baby.”

      I can’t argue with that. What would I say? I don’t think I’m that attractive. I have cellulite. Are you sure you want me?

      “Just think about it. I’ll call you later,” he says, and hangs up, leaving me opening and closing my mouth like a fish in the middle of the men’s section.
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      I have no idea how I managed to exit the department store and drive to work, but at one pm I’m staring glassy-eyed at my desktop computer. Every once in a while I push the mouse so the screen saver doesn’t appear. At 1:05 pm, my stomach rumbles. I could’ve been getting lunch with a gorgeous, considerate hunk of muscle and listening to his outrageous proposal. Maybe it’s better that I didn’t go. Looking deep into his brown eyes, there’s no way I would be able to say no to anything.

      “Evie!” My evil coworker, Ben, sails into my cubicle like he owns it. “Did you get my email about the Billings account?”

      “Not yet,” I say. “Haven’t checked email today. Very busy.” Busy freaking out.

      “Well, as soon as you do, I’ll need your help organizing their expenses. They’re expecting their final report tonight. You can stay late to do it.”

      Freakin’ Ben. He always does this—comes by and spouts off about some account I’ve never heard of, and takes advantage of my confusion to dump more work on me.

      “I wasn’t going to stay late today.”

      “Why not?” he smirks as he eyes my admittedly dowdy work attire of a voluminous blouse, dumpy sweater. My skirt was rejected by the Amish as too conservative. “Got a date?”

      “Maybe I do,” I straighten. “Now if you’ll excuse me—” I face my computer and click my mouse several times. Unfortunately, the first thing it lands on is my email spam folder, enlarging an email marketing a penis enhancement product. Gah! I click frantically, but instead of deleting it, I end up on the product website. GIVE HER MAXIMUM PLEASURE screams the flashing banner. A delighted cartoon dude’s—ahem—member grows from a string bean to the size of a butternut squash. I mash the keyboard and the banners multiply, until a thousand cartoon men fill my screen.

      “Well,” Ben drawls. “I’ll leave you to it.”

      As soon as he goes, I get rid of the freaking web pop ups and delete the email. My phone rings and I’m so flustered I answer it without checking.

      “Evangeline!” my aunt sings. “So glad I got a hold of you. Listen, the florist we were going to use went out of business. Would you believe, last night their warehouse exploded. Rose petals rained down in the street. All those gladiolas! I don’t like to gossip, but my friend Gwen thinks it was a front for the mob.”

      “Okay...” I keep clicking through my spam folder, waiting for her to get to the point.

      “Anyway, we need to find a new florist. But your cousin’s so busy—did you know her fiancé is taking her on a cruise next week? Isn’t that sweet? He’s just the best.”

      “He’s a great guy,” I agree, wondering what would happen if I just hung up. She’d probably show up at my work place and tell me all of this loudly, in person.

      “Finishing up her work, shopping for new swimwear, she’s too swamped. And you know how busy I am. So, we were thinking you could help us find a new florist. Coral rosebuds, not pink. There’s a difference. And a forty percent discount. We won’t accept anything less.”

      “Auntie Jen, I’m busy. I can’t—”

      “Of course, I already told your cousin that you’d be happy to help. She’s so relieved. It’s not like you have anything else to do after work. You don’t have a man. Which reminds me, my workout class has a bring a friend free day next week. If you do a good job on the flowers—”

      “Right. Fine,” I say to get her off the phone. “Gotta go. My boss is coming by and I’m not supposed to take personal calls at work.”

      “But you’re on your lunch break, right? You’re not eating, I hope. You know what would be good for you? A brisk walk around the block. Your cousin—”

      “Goodbye, Auntie Jen.” I hang up and rub my head. I’ll do the florist thing, just to keep her off my back. That way, when she invites me to go to her aerobics class, I can beg off and claim I am still looking for the right shade of coral rosebuds.

      1:35 pm. I could’ve been eating hot wings and smiling at Bear. Scratch that, I should never eat around guys. Don’t want them wondering how many muffins are in my muffin top. Besides, I might spill sauce or crumbs on myself. The safest thing to eat: a few wilted lettuce leaves from a dressing-free salad. I agree with Auntie Jen on this one.

      My phone rings and I cringe. Auntie Jen probably has another chore for me. Walking my cousin’s dog while she’s on the cruise. Baking the wedding cake from scratch. She’ll make me wear a ball gag so I won’t be tempted to lick the bowl. “Safer this way, Evangeline—frosting is all fat and sugar! Goes straight to your hips.”

      But when I check my phone, it’s a number I don’t recognize. I let it ring through and a minute later, my phone vibrates to notify me about a voicemail.

      I snatch it up and listen.

      “Hey, Evie,” a smooth, familiar tenor. “It’s Sawyer.”

      I nearly drop the phone. Sawyer called me. Sexy bartender Sawyer!

      “—Bear told me he talked to you and... yeah. I just wanted to make sure you had my number. Call me.”

      Call me. I’m in the Twilight Zone. It’s the end times. Earth must be about to be struck by a meteor. There’s no way someone so hot and buff and tan would call me, drab little Evie of Johnson Accounting, round as I am tall, wearing Amish rejects.

      My hands are shaking. I’ve got so many thrills running through me; my arms break out in goosebumps. My hair stands on end, like I’ve been electrocuted. Call me.

      I can’t call him. I’ve lost the ability to speak. But maybe I can text him.

      I pull up his number and save it. Should I message him right away? No. I am very busy and important.

      I ignore Sawyer’s number as long as I can stand. I even work on the stuff Ben sent over and email it back, which is dumb because he just responds by dumping another client case file on me, deadline tomorrow morning. At this rate, I’ll be working until midnight.

      Finally, at 2 pm, I send Sawyer a text.

      Hey. The world’s most scintillating opening. I bite my lip, willing him to text back.

      2:08 pm, my phone blips.

      Hey girl.

      Oooh, classic. My insides are syrup.

      I cover my face. I am texting a guy at work and blushing like a high school kid with a crush. That giddy flying feeling—my practical pumps no longer touch the ground.

      A minute passes and I panic. Did I come on too strong? Was I not supposed to text him first? Is he sitting there judging me? Maybe he’s at work. Is the bar open?

      I click to the bar website.

      “Ahem.” my boss clears his throat behind me.

      I tab over quickly to a spreadsheet before spinning my chair around to face him. “I was just um… looking into a potential new client. Owns a bar.”

      “I see.” Mr. Johnson looks down his nose at me. “If you have time to solicit new clients, perhaps you can help Ben with a few of his accounts.”

      “Okay. Yes,” I wilt in my chair and bend over my keyboard, all contrite. He walks away and I grab my phone again. I’m going to craft the most perfect text. Sawyer will be in awe. He will fall in love, propose marriage, and we’ll have twin blond babies before my cousin’s second anniversary.

      At the very least, he’ll text me back.

      After ten minutes, I’ve got it.

      What are you wearing? I text to Sawyer. I go back and forth on emoji choices, finally settling for a winky face. I’m coy, I’m cute. I’m fucking hilarious.

      Oh, who am I kidding? I’m pathetic. I’m going to be relegated to being my cousin’s personal assistant with dog watching duties for the rest of my life. Always a bridesmaid, never a bride—except I’m never a bridesmaid, either. Bridesmaid would be a step up.

      I slump over my desk.

      My phone vibrates, and I pop up like the demon possessed girl in the Exorcist. I cringe when I see my What are you wearing? text. I could’ve done better.

      Sawyer: That’s usually my line. Wink emoji.

      AHHHHHHHHHHHH!

      I spin around in my chair. Ben walks by, frowning at me. It’s almost three o’clock and I haven’t gotten to my own client case files. I don’t even care. I have left Earth and am sitting on cloud nine. Two hot guys, one day.

      You’re perfect for our competition. Bear growling on the phone. Sawyer’s smooth tenor. You’re perfect for our competition. Take that, Auntie Jen! I’m not too fat to attract male attention. You’re perfect.

      3:29 pm, my phone rings. Sawyer. I mime screaming before putting the phone to my ear. Deep breath, Evie. Be cool. Answer the phone.

      “Hey.” My voice is a breathy melody. Alto meets Marilyn Monroe. I hope. It’s also possible I sound asthmatic.

      “Hey girl.” Sawyer could give Ryan Gosling sexy lessons. If he could bottle his voice into cologne and sell it, the scent would get a girl pregnant at twenty paces.

      “Did he tell you?” There’s a smile in Sawyer’s voice. I clutch the phone tighter. The competition. Bear. Sawyer. Me.

      “Yeah,” I let out a shaky breath. “Is he for real?”

      “Oh yeah,” Sawyer laughs. “He’s always for real. Truth is, we’ve been thinking about doing this for a long time. Just needed the right opportunity.”

      “And that’s me?”

      “That’s right.”

      “Huh,” I say, and he laughs.

      “Come on. It’ll be fun. You can’t say you don’t want to.”

      “Oh, I want to…” I trail off, imagining these two guys towering over me, taking my hand and leading me into a bedroom. Unreal, and yet my body sings to life. “I just don’t know if it will be... wise.”

      “We’ll make it worth your while.” His voice vibrates through me.

      “Do you do this a lot?”

      “Nope. Like I said, we’ve been waiting for the right one to come along.”

      I weigh his words. The right one sounds nice, but maybe they were waiting for someone pathetic and desperate enough to say yes to something this crazy. That would explain why they picked me.

      “I don’t even know you guys.”

      “Get to know us,” he coaxes. He has an answer for everything. “We can spend time together... not fucking.”

      “I don’t date,” I say automatically. Somehow this line has become my shield.

      “We know,” he soothes. “You’ve made that clear. Think of this as... exploring. For mutual benefit. C’mon, Evie,” he adds when I hesitate. “Live a little.”

      “A little? What about living large?” As soon as I say it, I curse myself. I’m already large. Don’t remind him.

      “Sounds good to me. If you’re with us, you better get used to large.”

      “Oh my,” I warble, not even trying to be funny. Sawyer laughs.

      “You are too cute.”

      Cute! I’m cute! “So I’ve heard.” I twirl my hair on my finger, channeling suave and sophisticated. My finger snags on a knot. I tug but it’s stuck.

      “What’re you doing tonight?”

      “Brushing my hair.” I yank my finger out and a chuck of my scalp comes with it. I bite back a yelp.

      Sawyer chuckles. “Not washing it?”

      “Oh, you know, I gotta save something for weekends.” I rub my stinging scalp. “My life is so glamorous.”

      “Well, if you get your hair done early, come on by the bar. I’ll be working seven to two.”

      “Uh, okay. I’ll see what I can do. I’ve got a lot of hair.” I’ve got a lot of hair? I pull the phone away and make a face. What the hell is wrong with me?

      “You do that. Oh, and Evie,” his voice drops an octave. “I’m not wearing anything.”
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      At five thirty pm, I walk out of work like a zombie. After Sawyer’s last words on the phone, I had a heart attack. I died. If I hadn’t died from his sexy voice, I would’ve after imagining him at home, naked. Talking to me.

      Zombie Evie gets herself home and changes into comfy clothes—stretchy leggings, oversized sweatshirt—and plays on her phone. I can’t get the guys out of my head. I end up staring at my laptop, emptying my personal email inbox. Ninety percent of my life I spend staring at screens. Maybe it’s about time I got out and did something. Or someone. Or two someones…

      My phone rings and I almost drop it. I didn’t realize I was holding it. It’s Bear. Now I know I’m in the afterlife.

      “Hello?”

      “Hey baby,” Bear rumbles. His voice is chocolate fudge ice cream covered in chocolate sauce. I’ve gained five pounds just listening to it.

      “Hey.” I curl up on the couch, hoping he’ll keep talking. I sure as hell don’t know what to say.

      “Sawyer said he called you.”

      “Yep. He did. Sawyer called me. We talked.” I close my eyes. Got to shut up.

      “And? What do you think?”

      “Did my cousin pay you off?” I blurt. “This is a setup, right?” A little elaborate for a joke, but I wouldn’t put it past Genevieve.

      Silence.

      “I mean,” I try to infuse a little humor into my accusation. “It just seems a little far-fetched. Hi, we both want to sleep with you. Like, haha.”

      More silence. I squeeze the shit out of my phone.

      “I mean, I just don’t see... I don’t know... you both want to sleep with me…”

      “Is it so hard to believe we’d want to sleep with you?”

      “Um, yeah.”

      “Why?” He sounds thoughtful. I squirm on the couch.

      “I don’t know. Maybe because... you could get any girl you want?”

      “Is that so?” He sounds amused. Thank God. “Right now the girl we want is you.”

      “Oh. Right,” I say. Lame. “Well, I’m flattered—”

      “Dinner, tomorrow night.”

      “Wh-what?”

      “We jumped the gun, I get that. You need to know we’re serious. To know that, you need to know us. We’ll start slow. You, me, dinner. We can head to the bar after and have drinks with Sawyer.”

      “Um,” I squeak. My heart is fluttering. He just takes charge.

      “Tex’s Steakhouse. Route 5. Seven pm. I’ll meet you there. Unless,” he pauses. “Unless you’ll let me pick you up.”

      “Meeting there is fine,” I say, and shake my head. I just agreed to have dinner. “Uh, does this place have salads?”

      “Babe,” he’s back to amused.

      “I, uh, I’m not sure about this...”

      “Dinner, seven pm. I’ll be a perfect gentleman. Wear a dress.” He says goodbye in that deep and decadent voice of his, calls me baby one more time and hangs up.

      “I’m having dinner with a guy tomorrow night,” I say out loud, to test it. “He’ll meet me there. He’ll be a perfect gentleman.” Did this just happen? “It did,” I tell myself. “It just happened.”

      My phone vibrates. You do dinner with him; you get drinks with me. 5pm. Tell him to pick you up at the bar. Sawyer, one upping Bear. Of course. It’s a competition. That’s all this is.

      I don’t get off until 530. I text.

      Six, then. He shoots back. He and Bear both have record levels of bossy.

      I think I like bossy.

      Fine. Do I really have to wear a dress? Bear says so.

      Wear a skirt, Sawyer orders. Don’t let him tell you what to do.

      If I wear a skirt, I’m doing what YOU told me to do. I reply.

      Exactly.

      I laugh out loud. Maybe I’ll just wear jeans.

      Tight jeans. He counters.

      My face falls. All my jeans are tight. I have a huge ass.

      I drop my phone and get off the couch. My stomach is grumbling, but I should skip dinner.

      My phone buzzes while I’m perusing my fridge contents. I grab a bag of baby carrots and amble back to the couch.

      Evie?

      I’m here. Just getting dinner. About to start brushing my hair. I type back, feeling a bit morose all of a sudden.

      K. Wouldn’t want to distract you from the hair brushing.

      Yeah, it takes concentration. I crunch my carrots and fight off depression.

      Wear whatever you want tomorrow. We don’t care, as long as you come.

      According to Bear, I’ll be coming a lot.

      You bet your sweet ass. He adds a smiling demon emoji that makes me giggle.

      I polish off the baby carrots, feeling better.

      After that, Sawyer’s texts are less frequent. Makes sense, he’s working. I give in and eat a fast food chicken sandwich, leftover from last night. It’s crunchy and has my yearly dose of sodium. Oh well. I need calories to keep up with these guys. How many calories do you burn during a ménage à trois?

      Stop it, Evie. I toss the chicken sandwich wrapper, dust off my hands and grab my computer. Time for some good old-fashioned social media stalking.

      I open Facebook. Should I make a fake profile? Would they friend me? I consider fake names. Sabrina Townsend. She sounds nice. Maybe not flirty enough. Cherry Licksalot. That’s better.

      Or maybe I just friend them as little ol’  me. See if they accept. I friend request them both and slam down my laptop.

      I spend the next five hours pacing back and forth, avoiding checking my computer. At least, it feels like five hours. Maybe more like five minutes before I throw my computer open. I have no self-control.

      I scroll back to Facebook, holding my breath.

      They accept! We are officially friends! I don’t know if it warrants a happy dance, but I do a butt wriggle. I crack my knuckles and start scrolling.

      Bear likes cars, the more muscle-y the better, and Sawyer likes the beach. And they take almost no selfies. There’s nothing on their walls beyond photos they’re tagged in. Parties with friends or family barbecues. Pictures of Bear at the gym, with muscles that make my mouth water. Pictures of Sawyer surfing probably snapped by a glamorous bikini babe who was also his girlfriend. Sawyer has posted a few black and white pictures of the surf and sand with Ansel Adams-like qualities.

      I resist the urge to wallpaper my computer with Bear & Sawyer shirtless montages. I can’t get involved with these guys until I know what they’re up to. They don’t think anything is wrong with me... so something must be wrong with them. Right?

      That’s messed up. They could just really like you.

      Or they’re serial killers.

      I need more.

      I Google their names and get pictures of Bear at a car show, posing with a model, and Sawyer at a beach party with what looks like the top three contestants in a wet t-shirt contest. It’s obvious they can get any girl they want, any time. So why do they want me?

      I need to know these guys. I need to know what game they’re playing. I need a professional level stalker, and I know just who to call.

      “Hey, bitch,” Mina sings cheerfully. “What’s happening?”

      “Do you have to call me that?”

      “You know how I like to swear. It’s a term of endearment.”

      “Fine.” I shake my head. “I need you to look into someone. Two someones.”

      “Oh?” Mina drawls, but I can tell she’s super interested.

      I give her Bear and Sawyer’s full names.

      “What?” Her voice gets clearer, and the sound of typing rushes like a waterfall in the background. Even in high school, Mina was a super nerd—the kind who learns to program before she can drive and tries to hack NASA’s firewall for fun. “They were in school with my older brothers. What’s going on with them?”

      My cheeks color just saying it. “They kinda want to... play with me.”

      “What!” Mina shrieks. “Both of them? Damn, I leave town and you have all the fun.” The sound of typing intensifies.

      I look around my empty apartment, bare of life except for the cactus I haven’t managed to kill yet. His name is Spiny.

      It’s nine at night, I had not one but two invitations to go out and flirt with not one but two insanely hot guys, and I am hiding. I am the human equivalent of a hermit crab. Yeah, fun. “Just... see what you can dig up on them.”

      “On it. I’ll get you a report. Credit report, background check, arrest record, evidence of crazy exes on social media—you will know all.”

      I suck in a breath. “Thanks.”

      “No problem, bitch. You’re my bestie. Mina out.” The line goes dead and I rub my forehead. This is exhausting. How did people research their hookups in the olden days, before the internet? Climb a tree and look through binoculars?

      At least I have a plan. I’ll go out tomorrow night, get more details about this competition. Tell the guys I need to think about it. Mina will report back that these guys do this all the time, sucker women in, and leave them crying at the altar. Then I can gracefully bow out and move on.

      I’ll try not to be too disappointed.

      After a shower and grooming session—it does take me awhile to take care of my hair—I’m curled up in bed and dozing. I never went out to the bar. Does that make a coward? Probably. If I were the happy glamor girl these guys think I am, I’d be out partying, not hiding in my apartment, the four white walls that mark the boundaries of my sad little life. But I can’t change for a guy. Not even if I kinda want to.

      My phone buzzes.

      Sorry you didn’t make it out. Sawyer. I send him a sleepy face emoji. Zzzzzz.

      Remember, tomorrow. 6pm. Tight jeans.

      Bear said 7 at the restaurant.

      I already told him the new plans. Bear can have you later. I get you first.

      Omigod. I cover my face with my hands. With everything going on, I haven’t had time to shop for a vibrator. But dang, if I had it, I’d use it tonight.

      I’m about to put my phone away and pass out when my phone vibrates insistently. I expect another text from Sawyer, but this is a voicemail from Bear. I must have missed his call when I was in the shower.
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