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      I stared at the adorable baby boy dressed in green. A sunflower crown adorned his chubby face.

      “Mark, I left for two minutes,” I gently scolded when I returned to the living room.

      “Surprise!” Mark said as he snapped a picture of Ollie.

      At only two months old, Ollie was unaware that “Uncle” Mark had once again dressed him like Gus the cat.

      “This is going viral,” Mark said with a grin that showed his dazzling white smile. “The superhero costume was adorable, but this one is so sweet I want to eat him alive.”

      “Didn’t you say the same thing when you dressed him like a starfish?” I asked.

      “When people saw the pictures of Ollie they demanded more.” Mark paused as if he had a sudden thought. Then he looked at me with the same flashing eyes that Frankie got when he smelled money. “I bet I can make a calendar of Ollie and they’d sell out. Look at this kid. He’s got the makings of a model.” Mark grinned at Ollie. “You take after Uncle Mark, don’t you?”

      Ollie was a two-month-old who enjoyed peeing in my face during diaper changes. I had no doubt he’d be cute like his dad, but right now he looked like every other two-month-old.

      Mark gasped. “I know what will break the internet. Me and Ollie dressed up in matching prince costumes.”

      I brushed a finger against Ollie’s cheek, silently apologizing to him that his uncle had dropped by unannounced yet again. I then pressed the button for the swing to start, lulling Ollie into a nap.

      Taking a tiny, quilted blanket, courtesy of Mark’s sewing skills, I draped it on Ollie’s small lap. He looked like a squirrel hunkering down in his nest.

      Speaking of nests, I grabbed an adult-sized blanket and wrapped myself in a cocoon as I sat on the couch. Since the furniture was still new, we hadn’t fully broken it in. But I made it my mission. This condo still felt too foreign. Between the new furniture and the new condo, I felt like I was living in someone else’s place.

      As far as condos went, the single-story ranch home in the secluded community was exactly what I needed. No shared walls meant I didn’t have to worry about noisy neighbors. And zero yard work meant I didn’t have to swelter under the Vegas sun.

      The inside of the home had a semi open-concept kitchen and living room. A short hallway led to three bedrooms. A bathroom was located off the hall with an additional one in the master bedroom. For our small family, the home was perfect.

      When Mark took out his knitting project, I knew he was staying for a while. I didn’t mind. He was more helpful than intrusive.

      “When are you getting back to the casino?” Mark asked.

      “I promised Caleb I’d take twelve weeks before working,” I said.

      I had no desire to leave the house. It was my safety zone. So far, bad luck didn’t touch me here, and I was content to never leave.

      “Where’s Frankie?” I asked.

      Mark tsked as he normally did when someone brought up the subject of his husband. “He’s working at the chapel like always.”

      “And you don’t have to work at the chapel with him?” I questioned.

      “Today is Monday,” Mark said as if that answered my question.

      When I eyed him, he set the needles off to the side and crossed his arms. His toned muscles strained against the too-small shirt. “We are open seven days of the week, and I’m tired of it. I’ve asked Frankie repeatedly to close the chapel for one day. That’s all I’m asking. But he’s being stubborn. So, I’m going to be stubborn, too. Every Monday I’m going on strike. No work, no chores, no benefits. I’m done.”

      When the doorbell rang, Mark headed to the door as he continued listing everything he would not do.

      “It’s probably a salesperson,” I said. “Don’t answer it.”

      “It’s Mya. I invited her over.” He opened the door and Mya wheeled a cart inside packed with an entire inventory of baby paraphernalia. Mark seized Juliana from Mya and cooed at the pink ruffled bowling ball.

      “Hello, Juliana! Remember Uncle Mark?”

      “She saw you yesterday,” Mya said. “Of course she remembers you.”

      “Oh, look at this outfit,” Mark said, turning Juliana around so he could see the many tiers of ruffles. “You’ll be setting trends in no time.”

      Juliana blew a snot bubble.

      After stowing the cart in a corner, Mya peered down at Ollie and squealed, “I’m in love!”

      “I know, right?” Mark grinned. “Isn’t he the cutest sunflower? I was thinking we should wear matching prince outfits. But what if I turn him into an adorable frog? Then I can wear my prince outfit and we can be The Prince and the Frog.”

      “Isn’t it supposed to be The Princess and the Frog?” I asked.

      “It’s the twenty-first century. It can be whatever I want it to be.”

      Mya tilted her head as she stared at me, making her bouncy blond curls sway over her sundress straps. “So, this is an interesting look for you. How are you feeling?”

      “I feel fine. Just a little tired.”

      She nodded. “Are you getting out?”

      “You’ve been out with me. You dragged me to that baby gym.” Which was a waste of money, not that I could tell Mya. But a baby that can’t even turn over can hardly be expected to work out.

      “That was a week ago,” Mya said.

      I shrugged and cuddled deeper into my blanket.

      She sat next to me and eyed me with concern. “You haven’t been anywhere else? Not even to the store?”

      “We have grocery delivery.”

      “But it’s good to get out. Do you feel depressed at all? There is no shame in having postpartum depression. It happens to many people.”

      “I’m fine,” I said.

      “Is Caleb paying attention to you?” Mark asked. “I know he couldn’t keep his hands off you before, but babies tend to ruin the downstairs fun.”

      Mya nodded. “It’s been eight weeks. You should have gotten the green light by now.”

      “We’re fine. I’m fine. Everything is fine.”

      They looked at each other and then pityingly at me.

      Mya rushed to her cart and brought out a pamphlet. “I know what will perk you up.” She thrust the paper at me. “Baby yoga!”

      Mark hurried over and snatched the brochure as he squeezed in next to me. “Do you have to have a baby to attend?”

      “I think it’s implied in the title,” I said.

      “I bet you can go as the uncle,” Mya said, squeezing on the other side of me. “Let’s sign up.”

      “I’m busy,” I said.

      “Doing what?” Mya asked.

      “Recuperating. Bonding with Ollie. Rearranging things.”

      I knew there had to be something I was missing, but I couldn’t think what it was. My world focused on a tiny, hungry tyrant. And I was okay with that. Why would I want to go back to the real world? It was filled with criminals.

      Las Vegas was a bad luck talisman for me. And if I had to live in Vegas, I would stay in my cocoon where it was safe. However, if I told that to Mya and Mark, they would call an intervention.

      What I needed was to move out of Vegas. Until that happened, which would probably be never since my income depended on poker, I’d just play it safe.

      “You need to do more,” Mya said. “Or you’ll end up wearing sweatpants twenty-four seven and not realize your waist expanded to the size of a truck.”

      Making a note to myself to not remove the blanket, since it would reveal that I was wearing the same sweatpants since . . . yesterday. I think. Maybe it was the day before.

      “We’ll do the baby yoga class,” Mark said. “And look, there are music classes. Oh, and a dance class.”

      “They can’t even walk,” I said.

      “The babies don’t dance,” Mya said. “You dance with them. And if you don’t like that, there is a baby massage class.”

      I buried my head under the blanket.

      “Don’t be a poop,” Mya said. “We’re doing the classes, and you’ll get out of whatever funk you’re in.”

      “For the dance classes, I can make us matching outfits,” Mark said.

      I silently groaned and then poked my head out of the blanket. “I have an idea. What if you two take the babies to the classes and I’ll stay here?”

      “What would you do?” Mya asked.

      Take a nap. That answer wouldn’t fly, but it would be the truth. Instead, I said, “Jessica is bugging me to enter a poker competition. She has been reciting the contract to me, reminding me I’m not keeping up my end.”

      “I thought you were going to take twelve weeks off,” Mya said.

      “Yeah, but poker is just sitting in a chair. It’s what I do now, anyway.”

      “Well, if you have to work, I’m happy to take Ollie to the classes,” Mark said.

      “Will it get in the way of the chapel?” I asked.

      He shrugged. “I need to prepare Frankie, anyway.”

      “For what?” I asked.

      “I’m having a baby!”

      I blinked at him.

      “I’m renting a baby oven,” he continued. “I have a list of several candidates.”

      “What does Frankie think about it?” I asked.

      “Oh, he doesn’t know.”

      I blinked at Mark again. “Isn’t having a baby a decision made with your spouse?”

      “It might be if my spouse ever talked to me. But after eight weeks of marriage, he’s already treating me like baggage.”

      I wasn’t sure if Mark was being dramatic, or if there was an actual issue. Either way, a baby was the last thing he needed right now.

      “Mark, having a baby won’t make things better,” I said. “Most likely a baby will make things worse, especially if you’re both sleep deprived. The only reason I haven’t killed Caleb is because he knows when to hide.”

      “Would that explain why he’s not here?” Mya asked.

      “He’s playing at the high-stakes table today. It’s his favorite.”

      Not mine, however. I preferred hanging out on the casino floor with the rest of the chump-change players. It was my comfort zone.

      People in the high-stake’s rooms knew each other. It was a small, pampered crowd with too much time and money. Caleb finessed them out of the money. Ludicrous side wagers made it interesting.

      “Mark, I think you should talk to Frankie,” Mya said.

      Mark shook his head. “No. If he doesn’t want the child, then he can divorce me. He will not sway me. Baby ovens are scarce, and if I’m able to rent one, I won’t turn down the opportunity.”

      Mya frowned but then reached over and gave him a hug, sandwiching me between chests and arm pits. Thankfully, they weren’t my armpits, so I didn’t die from the smell.

      With a sigh, I acknowledged that I really needed to shower and change.

      “I’m suffocating,” I said after they hugged way too long and I became uncomfortable with how much boob squashed against my cheek.

      My phone rang, giving me the perfect excuse to escape. I slipped out of the blanket and headed to the kitchen as I followed the sound of my phone. Finding it in a toaster slot, I was relieved I had forgotten to make toast this morning.

      When I saw Jessica’s name on the screen, I groaned. I didn’t want to answer, but I also didn’t want to return to the living room yet.

      “Hello, Jessica,” I said. “What’s up?”

      “What’s up is that you haven’t responded about the tournament. I don’t have time to chase you around. The only reason I took you on as a client is because of Caleb.”

      “You can drop me as a client. It won’t offend me. It’s not like poker players need a manager.”

      “Caleb is not most poker players. His career is my life’s work.”

      Only because she took a percentage of his winnings. I wondered if I lost, could I get a credit?

      “He’s my client,” Jessica continued. “I’m on damage control.”

      She meant me. I ruined Caleb’s hot, single guy status. Now he was shackled with baggage. Still hot, though. And that’s what Jessica capitalized on.

      “What do you need?” I asked.

      “Since you didn’t respond to me, I scheduled you for the tournament. It starts in an hour.”

      “An hour? I’ll never be ready in an hour.”

      “You better have your butt in the chair before they take your blinds from your stack. I twisted arms to get you into this tournament. It’s invitation only for the elite, VIPs, and frequent players.”

      “I’m none of those. Why do I need to be there?”

      “Because no one has seen you for months. I want to stop any rumors before they start.”

      “No one has seen me because I birthed a human.”

      “Which concerns me. Did you get your figure back, or is it still stretched out? Perhaps I can assign your seat to a dark corner.”

      “Jessica!”

      “Don’t snap at me. I didn’t tell you to get pregnant. I wasn’t ready for that until year two in your contract. Just get your butt to the casino.”

      “I don’t have a babysitter.”

      She sighed. “I suppose I can find a sitter service.”

      “How long is the tournament?”

      “Three days.”

      “Three days!”

      “You’ve been in longer tournaments.”

      “I have a baby now,” I said.

      “It’s not like you won’t be home at night,” Jessica countered. “People go to work and leave their children with daycare all the time. This is nothing new.”

      I supposed she was right.

      If I could leave Ollie with Mark and Mya, I wouldn’t worry so much.

      “If you want me there, send a sitter,” I said. “A trustworthy sitter with experience and a background check.”

      When Jessica disconnected to make arrangements, I returned to the living room and looked down at Ollie. Could I really trust someone to watch him?

      No. Definitely not.

      I was about to call Jessica to cancel when Mya asked, “What’s wrong?”

      “Jessica entered me into a tournament that starts in an hour. She’s going to send a sitter.”

      “I can watch Ollie,” Mark said.

      “I wish you could, but it’s a three-day tournament and they can last all day.” As a thought came to me, I said, “However, if I shove all in, I can lose and be back before Ollie misses me.”

      Mark tsked. “Don’t do that. I know poker is important to you. We’ll vet the sitter, and I’ll only leave if she’s acceptable. If not, I’ll take three days off.”

      “What about the chapel?” I asked.

      He shrugged. “Maybe Frankie will finally notice I’m gone.”

      I was sure Frankie would notice his business partner and spouse wasn’t around. Since that was a lengthy conversation that would put Mark into a tailspin, I said, “I guess I should find something to wear.”

      “And take a shower,” Mark added. “You’ve got some funk going on.”

      Mya popped up from the couch. “You take a shower. Mark and I will find something for you to wear.”

      I grimaced, knowing I couldn’t trust them to pick out clothes.

      “Stick to the left side of the closet,” I said. “I still have baby weight.”

      When they saw the sparse selection, they gasped in horror.

      “My cat has more clothes than you do,” Mark said.

      “You realize I had been living out of a suitcase, and all my belongings burned in a fire, right? Then I started expanding like a balloon, so I didn’t bother.” That, and I hated shopping.

      Mark picked through the measly selection. “I suppose I can make this work.”

      “Really?” Mya asked. “I don’t see how. There’s not a speck of color.”

      “Black is a color,” I said.

      They both stared flatly at me.

      Mark pointed to the master-suite bathroom. “Go. And shave. It’s June and you can’t wear a blanket as an accessory.”

      “It’s cold in the casino. I wear a hoodie and jeans. No one can see hairy areas.”

      When they looked aghast at me, I headed to the bathroom to shave. Whatever they chose for me to wear would reveal way too much.

      After fifteen minutes ridding myself of months of hair, I wrapped myself in a robe and found they had modified a loose-fitting T-shirt into a low-cut torture device. And it had sparkles. Where did they get the sparkles? I hadn’t been in the shower that long.

      “What did you do?” I asked.

      Mark flashed a handheld-sewing machine. “Never leave home without it.”

      “It should fit perfectly,” Mya said. “And here is your skirt.”

      I eyed the band of material. “This used to be Caleb’s shirt.” His favorite shirt that still had a pocket with a black spade on it. I supposed even makeshift skirts needed a pocket.

      “No one will know,” Mark said.

      Caleb would know. Thankfully, I had one of the calmest husbands in the world. I doubted he would mind too much. Still, I felt bad.

      There was nothing I could do about it. I was running out of time and the doorbell rang, announcing the arrival of the babysitter.

      “I’ll get it,” Mark said. “Mya, you work on Nadia’s hair while I interrogate the babysitter.”

      “A ponytail is fine,” I said. “I need to get to the casino.”

      “You will not ruin my hard work with a ponytail,” Mark said. “Unless it’s a high ponytail with bounce.”

      “I’ll take care of it,” Mya said.

      When Mark left, I eyed the outfit. “Mya, I don’t feel comfortable wearing this. This material will show every imperfection.”

      She waved me off. “Don’t worry about it. I got you covered.”

      By the time she wrapped me like a mummy in oxygen-reducing fabric and yanked my limp brown hair into something that wasn’t my usual bed-head fashion, I had to admit, I looked nearly . . . alive. She then applied enough makeup to make my green eyes look less tired and puffy.

      When she deemed I was pretty, we headed out to the living room where Mark quizzed a girl who looked extremely young.

      “I’m not sure how to answer,” the girl said as she nervously twisted her honey-blond braid. “Does it matter if I have a preference on rhinestones versus sequins?”

      “It does. Rhinestones pose a choking hazard whereas sequins are safe. They even have little breathing holes already built in.”

      The girl looked confused, and I took pity on her. “I’m Nadia,” I said.

      She straightened. “I’m Daphne.”

      “Will you be okay to stay here for the rest of the day? I don’t know when I’ll lose the tournament.”

      “Don’t you mean win?” she questioned.

      “No. Lose. Do you know how to hold babies?”

      She nodded. “I went through all the classes and even CPR. I’ve been working with Fanny’s Nannies for six months, and I haven’t had a problem yet.”

      That made me feel a little better.

      “I can do the house tour and set her up with Ollie,” Mya said. “You better get going before you’re late.”

      “Thank you.” I picked up Ollie and gave him a snuggle and a kiss goodbye. Just as I was about to put him down, he spit up. The warm milk oozed down my cleavage, pooling into my bra.

      “Oh. That was lucky,” Mark said. “He missed your outfit.”

      I handed Ollie to Mark and mopped my cleavage with a paper towel. My bra now had the unfortunate smell of sour milk. Since it would take too long to un-mummy myself to change, I chalked up the incident up to Bad Luck Vegas.

      Heading to the tournament, I hoped I’d lose quickly.
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      As the first hand of the tournament was dealt, I arrived at Tropical Rain Casino and sat at my assigned table. Knowing I didn’t have time to pull out my hoodie, I shoved my bag under my chair and peeked at my two cards. Pocket aces.

      Damn.

      Those cards were good.

      Eyeing my opponents, I placed each player into a category. The guy to the right of me had a nervous habit of tapping his foot. He was anxious and would most likely make bad calls. The guy to the left wore a permanent bored expression, which meant he might be decent at bluffing.

      The only other woman at the table used her cleavage to full advantage. She’d win a few hands just by leaning forward.

      Then there were two guys who were run-of-the-mill players, complete with headphones and sunglasses. Even through the dark tinted glasses, I felt the weighted stare of the larger of the two men. He wore a T-shirt that stated All In, which gave me an insight into his playing method.

      Scanning the room for Caleb, I found him on the other side. Did he know I was here? Probably not. He didn’t notice me, but there were several women who noticed him. Typical.

      Calling on a raise, I tossed in chips and waited for the dealer.

      “Does something smell?” the anxious man asked.

      I knew the odor was from me, but I kept quiet. Perhaps if they couldn’t stand the smell, they’d make a mistake. It was a new strategy that I had no choice but to embrace.

      The flop, turn, and river cards were dealt. Thankfully, none of the cards would help me, but I still had a pair of aces. When All In raised, I called.

      We flipped over our cards, revealing he had a pair of kings.

      His jaw clenched, but he smothered the small glimpse of emotion.

      Taking the chip pile, I stacked them and peeked at the next hand. Two-three off suit. I let my hand die and sat back to watch the room.

      When a noise caught my attention, I glanced over to find Caleb had knocked out a player. The man shoved from the table, bumping the chair over.

      Players tended to play tight at the beginning of a tournament, so I was surprised someone was knocked out so quickly. No one wanted to be the first to go. However, with Caleb’s luck, the guy could have had a flush and Caleb beat him with a royal flush.

      Caleb was a walking four-leaf clover. The entire table might as well give him their chips and head to the lounge for drinks.

      A security guard stepped close to the irate man, but the man stormed away. A few people in the room laughed nervously after the exchange.

      “Looks like Caleb is knocking people out already,” Bored Guy said.

      “I’ve read all about Caleb,” Anxious said. “He’s a legend. They say he can’t lose.”

      I’d have to remember to tell Caleb he was a legend, but that might inflate his ego. He really didn’t need it.

      The busty, blond woman sighed. “He’s hot, but he married a nobody. He could have done so much better.”

      I eyed her. While I was not a household name, if people knew Caleb, they somewhat knew me. Did she not recognize me? Maybe not with my makeshift outfit. I tended to swaddle myself in my hoodie.

      “I heard she’s not allowed in the high-stakes room,” Anxious said.

      My gaze swung to him. Seriously?

      “That’s only because Caleb has a side piece up there,” All In said. “I’ve seen them together. He wouldn’t want his wife up there.”

      What side piece?

      They must be referring to a poker player, but I couldn’t think of any women players who hung out at the high-stakes table. That made me nervous.

      But why should I be nervous? Caleb has never given me alarm about straying. He has been completely devoted to Ollie and me.

      I’d leave it alone. If Caleb was cheating on me, I would know it.

      But would I?

      I spent the last two months wrapped in a blanket, marinating in my own body odor. And before that, I was a pregnant whale and could barely move. Tying shoes took an act of God.

      Was this it? Was this the end?

      When the play came to me, I shoved all in without looking at my cards. I didn’t want to be here, anyway. I just wanted to be home with Ollie.

      All In called, and we flipped over our cards. He had a pair of queens, and I had an eight-six off suit. It didn’t look good for me and that was perfect. However, the dealer laid down an eight. Still not a problem. I couldn’t win with a pair of eights.

      Grabbing my bag from under my chair, the dealer dealt the river. A six. I won with two pairs.

      “Are you kidding me?” All In barked, shoving back from the table in nearly the same fashion as Caleb’s opponent. “She had nothing!”

      The dealer pushed the chips to me.

      I gave in an apologetic shrug at All In.

      He snapped his sunglasses as he glared at me with dark brown eyes. “You bi—”

      “Don’t make me haul you out of here,” a commanding voice said. I glanced over to find a large man crossing the room. Built like a tank, Remy was toe to toe with All In in a matter of a few menacing steps.

      All In craned his neck to look up at Remy. “She had nothing!”

      “That’s the risk of gambling,” Remy said. “You can either walk out of here on your own two feet, or I’ll be happy to provide you with an escort.”

      I already knew Remy’s way of escorting. The guy would
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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