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      I bet on an Ace and got stuck with a Joker. Now three Kings want to rock my world.

      My boyfriend lost all our savings and then some in a shady Las Vegas Casino. Instead of eloping and spending our honeymoon together, he's sold me to three men to pay off his debt. Thirty days with three gorgeous hunks shouldn't be too bad.

      Except there's more to these men than physical attraction. I feel myself being drawn to them... to the danger sizzling underneath the surface. They are hiding something besides sculpted abs and sexy smiles. They bet my boyfriend that they could make me fall in love with them. 

      They are playing a gambler's fallacy.

      But the more time I spend with them, the more I don't know if I can walk away or want to. Days into the fun and I find out what they are hiding.

      Werewolves.

      And my life will never be the same.

      Author's note: This is a steamy, RH-PNR stand alone HEA novel with no cliff-hanger. This story contains mature themes and language, and is intended for 18+ readers only.
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      “You look like you’re going to a movie star’s funeral, not a wedding.” Mom crossed her arms, an exasperated expression on her face.

      “I look washed out in white, Mom.” The gown was a strapless black velvet that felt like silk against my skin. My elation of showing my mom and sister the dress this morning when they’d just returned from a cruise sank like an anchor in my gut.

      “What about cream, that’s an off-shade of white?” Mom tilted her head. “There’s an old saying…what is it? Oh yes. Whoever wears black to a wedding is doomed from the start.”

      “You’re so old-fashioned, Mom.” Dawn shook her head but flashed me a grin. “I think it’s absolutely fabulous. Black fits perfectly against your coloring and makes your hair look brighter. You’ll be beautiful for your wedding.”

      “Thanks.” I pushed aside the tears forming in my eyes and blinked rapidly. Now I had doubts about what Stephen would think when he saw me in it. “And there’s even a slit up the side.”

      “Well, no one will know you’re a bride wearing that.” My mom huffed, shifting on my bed.

      “Aunt Grace had a bright red dress for her wedding.” Dawn stood and gave me a quick hug before touching the gown and nodding like she agreed with me that it would be fabulous.

      “For her fourth wedding.” Mom snorted. “The woman is a man-whore and the scarlet gown fit her loose morals perfectly.”

      “Mom,” I admonished. “She’s your sister.”

      “And in this case, the bad apple fell way far from the tree.”

      Dawn and I stared at each other in disbelief at our mom’s rudeness. Her thoughts were probably like mine how alike we both were and yet both of us adore our Aunt Grace. Sometimes when I was growing up, I’d wished she’d been my mom.

      “Where’s my pretty bride?” Stephen stood in my bedroom’s doorway.

      I squeal, spinning my gown behind my back. “Don’t look!”

      “You’ve not got anything I haven’t seen before, Brookie.” He leered at me.

      “It’s bad luck to see the bride before the wedding and especially in her wedding dress.” I shooed him with my hand. Why does he never take superstition or my feelings seriously? Like how I hated the nickname Brookie, but I’d given up asking him to stop. Or maybe it was growing on me after nearly ten months of dating.

      He shrugged a shoulder and pulled my mom up from the bed, mimicking an old-timey dance. Her giggles filled my small bedroom.

      “Oh, Stephen.” My mom blushed and swatted a hand on his shoulder. “You scoundrel.”

      Why was he hanging around? We were going to have a decade of bad luck. “What are you doing? Get out.”

      “Ouch.” Stephen placed a hand over his heart. “You’ve wounded me. Guess I’ll have to send back our Vegas wedding plans.”

      “Don’t you dare.” Dawn placed her hands on her hips and stood between me and Stephen.

      “What? No kiss before I go?”

      “You can kiss her tonight at the wedding.” Dawn pushed against his chest, getting him out of the room, then shut the door.

      “Oh, come on, Brookie,” he whined, tapping on the door with his fingers in a broken rhythm. “I’ve missed you since yesterday.”

      “Save it,” Dawn locked the door. “We’ll see you this evening.”

      “You’re both too harsh on him.” Mom patted down her blonde hair. “He’s paying for the whole thing for us, the least you two can do is show some appreciation.”

      “Why?” Dawn walked over to me and helped me de-wrinkle the garment bag to put my dress away. “It’s a small Vegas wedding, they could’ve eloped for more.”

      "Bite your tongue at such a thing." Mom smoothed the collar of her button-up shirt. "That's something for people who get pregnant before marriage."

      Dawn rolled her eyes. "Lots of people elope and not because of anything scandalous."

      "Look, I can ask Stephen if we can move the wedding back here." Though I was keen on celebrating our honeymoon somewhere I'd never been, and Vegas had been one of the places on my bucket list forever. Which was why when he suggested we have a small wedding there at the famous A Little White Chapel, I jumped at the chance. Plus, Mom couldn't stay past Sunday because of her job at the bank, so I wouldn't have to worry about her nitpicking the entire time. And if we had the wedding here, she'd show up at our doorstep for at least the first two weeks and I really wanted time away.

      I'd been saving money since I was fifteen for my future wedding. Only took me six and half years of busting my ass waiting tables, cleaning houses, and even mowing old Johnson's yard every week. But I didn't have to ask my mom for a cent. Hell, I even bought the wedding gown myself. Both Dawn and I lived with my mom to save money because neither of us wanted to have to ever come back here.

      "What am I going to do with you gone? Soon Dawn will leave me too."

      "I'm only nineteen, Mom." Dawn patted her hand. "And I've got years more of college to get my veterinarian degree. Apartments are expensive, especially this close to the campus."

      "That's my Dawn," Mom beamed. "Always the one I knew would make something of herself."

      I let out a snort, then covered it up pretending I had a sneeze.

      "All right, let's finish packing and get this wedding on the road," Dawn helped me out.

      
        
        * * *

      

      

      Three and half hours later, Dawn, Mom, and I were standing outside Caesars Palace. Its shimmering lights illuminated the early evening sky.

      "Who's hungry?" I held out my arms, wrapping us in a group hug.

      "Famished," Dawn said.

      "Great. There's a place near here with the best sushi. I read about them on—"

      "I'm allergic to shellfish," my mom said in a half-whiny voice. "What about a nice Italian?"

      "No problem. Stephen said he's paying for our hotel and meals." After checking my GPS on my phone for directions, I led them to another restaurant a few blocks down.

      When we entered the swank Italian bistro, the wait staff looked like they wore diamond rings and had regular facials and manicures. Not even a hair out of place or a worn-out look among them.

      "May I help you, Mesdemoiselles?" the matre'd asked.

      "Yes." I cleared my throat. "It's my wedding day, but I don't have a reservation. Mind squeezing us in?"

      "Congratulations on your engagement." He smoothed back his jet-black hair, with an expression on his face like he was saying he was glad I didn't smell of manure. "We have one tiny opening."

      "Thanks, we'll take it."

      Inside was immaculate with cream-colored tablecloths, satin-covered chairs, even an actual trio of musicians playing. Two violins and a cellist brought the classical song to life, filling the room. Always wanted to learn how to play an instrument, but my days were full of school and work.

      Dawn clasped my arm. "Are you sure we can afford this place?"

      "No, but Stephen's paying." I pulled out his credit card and flashed it.

      
        
        * * *

      

      

      Over an hour later, I leaned back in the chair stuffed more than a Thanksgiving turkey. We ordered all the appetizers, and each got a different entree and dessert to share. Mom, after two glasses of red wine, had livened up as well.

      "Did you know that in school all the boys asked me out and your father won because I was dared to go out with him?" Mom snorted. "But he was such a good kisser too."

      "Gross," Dawn said making a gagging noise, then she and I burst into giggles.

      This was the most fun I'd had with my mom and sister since Dad passed away six years ago.

      I picked up my wine glass and held it out for them to toast with me. "To a glorious time at Las Vegas, may we have the time of our lives." Or something like that, the food and wine were making it hard to come up with an eloquent saying.

      "Cheers." Dawn clinked her glass to mine and Mom's.

      We drank the last of our wine.

      "Pardon me, ladies, but may I take care of the bill for you?" Our waiter stepped forward and picked up some of our empty plates.

      "Sure." For once, I didn’t have to worry about money. Tonight was all on my soon-to-be-husband’s tab. I dug out Stephen's silver credit card and gave it to him. Considering we were getting the wedding cheaper than we would have back home, I could be generous. "Add a thirty percent tip for yourself on there too."

      "Merci, Mademoiselle." He bowed his head twice like he was surprised. "That is very generous of you."

      "Won't Stephen get mad that you're splurging on his card?" Dawn frowned, biting her lip as she looked at the departing waiter.

      "Nope." I shifted in my chair, trying to get comfortable, but my stomach was so full I felt like I was going to burst. If we had had a small wedding back home, it would've cost us thousands more. So, I thought of it as I was saving him money. "Oh, and maybe we can get the Tiramisu to go."

      Another waiter picked up the rest of our dishes, moving them out of our way while Dawn and Mom went to the restroom. I couldn't move. I'd probably hurl if I moved out of my chair. Dawn came back first.

      "Mom's talking to some old woman about the good old days and I couldn't stand it any longer." Dawn took a sip of her water. "Where're we going after this?"

      "We need to check into the hotel and drop off our luggage. Maybe the slots and a few blackjack tables after I've digested some of this. God, I feel sick, but it was so good I couldn't stop eating." Hopefully, my wedding dress would still fit. Though part of me still worried about the bad luck for Stephen seeing me with my wedding dress. Did it count if I wasn’t actually wearing it?

      I glanced at my watch. We were scheduled for a nine p.m. wedding, and it was already seven. I checked my phone, no messages from Stephen and he hadn't responded to mine about us eating here.

      Why was it taking so long for the waiter to bring back our check for me to sign so we could get out of here? Stephen had added me to the account, so it shouldn’t be that. I wanted to play the slots a little bit before the wedding and had to get my hair fixed.

      “Is everything okay?” Dawn asked, touching my arm. “You’re not having second thoughts about…you know, marrying Stephen?”

      For half a second, I gawked at her, not believing she’d just asked me that on the day of my wedding. Sure, I knew she didn’t like Stephen, but why wait until now to say something to me. “No, why?”

      “Nothing.” Dawn let go of my arm though she didn't look any more relaxed.

      Despite my vibrato, a nagging sensation made my stomach cramp up. And no matter how many times I told myself everything was fine, everything tightened more and more.

      "Miss?" our waiter said from my elbow, and I jumped. "So sorry, Madam, but your card was declined. Do you have another I could use?"

      I stared at him, trying to focus on the words he was saying, but not quite grasping their meaning. Did he have me mixed up with someone else? "Declined?"

      "I'm afraid so. Do you have another way you may pay for your dinners?"

      "Um... sure." I pulled out my card and handed it to him. Had Stephen forgotten to add me to the account? He had told me everything was taken care of before we left for this trip.

      "Wait," Dawn rummaged through her purse, "I can help pay too."

      "No." I shook my head, my insides twisting at the pitiful looks everyone around us was giving from their tables and prayed there was enough on my credit limit to cover this. "You paid for all of our plane tickets. I can buy us one fancy dinner."
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      Heat flooded my face at my sister having to pay for our food because of Stephen’s card and then mine being declined. This wasn’t supposed to happen. Thankfully, by the time Mom returned to the table, the evidence of my embarrassment had been erased.

      “I’ll pay you back later,” I mouthed to Dawn, but she shook her head.

      God, what a horrible sister I was, making her pay for an elaborate dinner when she’d paid for so much already. I checked my phone again, still no damn answer from Stephen.

      Was he even here in Las Vegas yet? What if his flight got delayed? I chewed on my lip as I walked out of the restaurant with my mom and sister.

      On our way back to the hotel, we took in the sights of the bright lights, street vendors selling everything from jewelry to dancing Elvis to skincare products. Even though the sun drifted lower on the horizon, the air was still baked in heat. My shirt felt like it was stuck to me, and I was glad I was wearing shorts or even my legs would have been sweating.

      Hands grabbed me from behind, spinning me around. I let out a squeak. My hands going to the person holding me and trying to break free.

      “There’s my girl,” Stephen crooned and set me on my feet.

      “You’re here.” I grinned and kissed him, too excited to care about bad luck. Giddiness overtook my fear, and I didn’t care who saw us kissing. My hands curled into his dark, brown hair. “I was worried when you didn’t answer my texts or phone calls.”

      He pulled my hands down and stepped back. “I was setting up a game and before that, I was on the plane. You know I always turn off my phone when traveling. What’s wrong?”

      I hadn’t wanted to go into this right here, right now. “It’s okay.”

      When I glanced away, he lifted one of my hands and kissed my knuckles, making my breath speed up.

      “Tell me. We don’t keep secrets from each other, and I don’t want to start now.”

      “Right, you’re right. Your card was declined.” Embarrassment heated my cheeks. I pulled it out of my purse and handed the card to him. “Dawn had to pay for our meal.”

      He blew out a breath and chuckled shoving his hands into his pockets. “Well, we can let her off the hook for a wedding present.”

      “This isn’t funny.” I wrapped my arms around myself. “Did you put my name on the account like you said?”

      “Sorry, must be the internet when they tried it.” He gave me an easy smile. “I’ll take care of it after the wedding. Promise. Ready to become Mrs. Stephen Cruz?”

      I don’t know why, but the way he said that instead of using my name made my throat feel like I’d swallowed a porcupine. But maybe it was wedding jitters as to why I was feeling so off.

      Leaning into Stephen’s side as we walked, I said, “We’ve nearly three hours until the wedding and it’s bad luck twice over now.”

      “Nah, you’re my good luck charm. I’ve got a game set up with plenty of time for our wedding after.”

      “What? No way, Stephen.” A heaviness wrapped around my heart and squeezed.

      “Sorry, babe,” he kissed my temple, “I’ve got a game set up.”

      “On our wedding day?” I gasped, my stomach knotting up in worry. “You promised you were cutting back on gambling.” He’d lost his last job because of his habit, and I’d caught him stealing money from my wallet. He swore he had stopped.

      “Don’t be mad. This is a big one. Three top poker players in a high-stakes game. I win this and we coast through the rest of our lives. No more waitressing and busting your ass. We live the life of luxury and cruises and hell, eating at fancy places for every single fucking meal.”

      What he described sounded like something I couldn’t imagine in my wildest dreams. Still, he’d lost way more than he won. But it was the thrill of the chance of winning one more time that had gotten him addicted. I couldn’t deny though that the thought was super tempting. Never to have to work again and to eat at fancy places like tonight without fear of how to pay.

      “So, you forgive me?” Stephen brushed his shoulder up against mine. “I need my lady luck with me tonight.”

      “What if the game runs late? We’re supposed to be getting married?” I hated that I sounded whiny, but I was looking forward to starting my life with Stephen and our future together.

      “It won’t.” He crisscrossed a path over his heart, his lips dipping into a pout. “Please say you’ll come, Brookie.”

      Rather than remind him for the umpteenth time that I hated that nickname, I asked, “What about Dawn and my mom?”

      He pulled out two gleaming tickets. “No prob, I got them seats for the latest comedy show. They’ll have a blast, then come to the wedding afterward. It’s perfect.”

      “I don’t know about this. What if something goes wrong?” I turned back behind us where Mom and Dawn had stopped to window shop at a shoe store with red sale signs everywhere.

      "Come on, please?" Stephen tugged on the sleeve of my blouse. "One last game for old times?"

      An old man shuffled past with two miniature poodles on leashes while a woman overloaded with shopping bags tried to light a cigarette.

      "This is it, okay? No more gambling."

      He straightened and winked. "You're about to marry a very rich man."

      
        
        * * *

      

      

      An hour later, I sat next to Stephen at a private poker table. Three guys were across from us and each of them looked like they belonged on a professional football team rather than here. One had dark, curly hair that laid across his forehead. His piercing cognac-colored eyes seemed to sense more than a normal person and his gaze met mine more times than I could count. The next man had dark auburn hair with emerald-green eyes, and he seemed bored with the game as he leaned back in his chair, his cards faced down on the table. He'd only looked at them once so far. And the third guy playing had golden hair, but his face was young-looking. He had ice-blue eyes that made me think of the sea.

      All three of them were intimidating as hell. And I couldn’t help feeling like I’d seen them somewhere before. Maybe a magazine.

      Then it hit me. These were the guys in dozens of articles in Stephen’s apartment. He even had pictures of them on his desk. Probably to study their habits in the game and learn their weaknesses. From what I remembered when I'd glanced at the articles, the three of them owned this casino. They had to be even richer than I thought and the urge to fall down at the weight of this game nearly overwhelmed me.

      Stephen was sweating, his hands trembled as he threw in his chips. "I raise you all."

      He was betting on beating at least one of them and possibly bluffing the other two enough to have them fold. But there was no guarantee they would all have bad cards. My fiancé had four of a kind and only a straight flush or royal flush could top him. Not a huge chance, but enough to make me keep my hands at my sides rather than biting my nails and giving anything away.

      I glanced at my watching, wishing this would hurry up. The comedy show Dawn and Mom were watching would be over in forty minutes. And really, I shouldn't even be here. I should be getting ready to walk down the aisle and become a wife.

      "Got somewhere to be?" the dark-haired man asked.

      "Just my wedding," I said before I could stop myself.

      Stephen gave an uncomfortable laugh. “It’s minor, Axel, it’s not for nearly two hours still.”

      "No shit?" Auburn guy leaned forward. "What the fuck are you two doing here, then?"

      My sentiments exactly, but I couldn't say anything. Stephen would already blame me if anything went wrong since I said something. He'd say I ruined the vibe or something. Which, Stephen usually won whenever I joined him. It was when he made bets and gigs without me that he always seemed to lose.

      "She's my good-luck charm.” He reached around and swatted at my ass.

      I glared at him with every fiber of my being. It was only because this was important, and we had company that I didn’t tell him off.

      Stephen continued like he hadn’t just embarrassed me. “And we're hoping you guys will pay for our honeymoon and beyond with this game."

      "That's arrogant of you, isn't it?"

      My skin prickled at his insinuation, but I could say nothing because he was right.

      "Why do you have your bride-to-be here at a poker game?" Axel frowned, shaking his dark head. "That's just low, man."

      "Yeah." Drake's sapphire gaze raked over my form before flicking back to my face. "There are much better things you two could be doing."

      "Shut up and play." Stephen wiped the back of his neck.

      "All right." Nathan threw a bag full of gray chips onto the middle of the table. "I see you and I raise you."

      Heat crawled up my neck. I'd lost count of the pot because there were so many chips piled in the center and spilling down the sides like a mountain of yellow, orange, and gray chips. At least there weren’t any flags or patriots. In total it represented more money than I'd ever seen in my life.

      "You going to sweeten the pot or just gawk?" Nathan drawled and a shiver went right through me.

      "What about them two? You folding?"

      "Nah." Axel pulled a wad of cash from his jacket and tossed it onto the chips. "I like these stakes just fine."

      "Only live once." Drake sat an envelope down. "Deed to our mansion up the road."

      Mansion? Holy fuck. I mean I knew from Stephen's description that this was a high-roller game but seeing it in action and the amount of money here was making me both giddy and nervous as fuck. I clutched the back of Stephen's chair, praying that this was all going to be worth it.

      "Isn't it bad luck for the groom to see the bride before the wedding?" Nathan pulled out a cigar, but didn't light it, just twirled it in his fingers.

      "Brookie don't believe in that shit." Stephen cleared his throat. "Now show your cards."

      "Now, wait, wait," Axel peered at his cards again, then at the pot. "You got to match us."

      "All I got is a couple of oranges left." Stephen looked back at me. "Give me your engagement ring."

      "What? Fuck no."

      "Do you have any money in your checking account still?" Stephen frowned.

      I shook my head. All of it had been used for the wedding that still hadn’t happened.

      "Fucking shit." Stephen stood, drawing me to the back of the room. His hand hard and tight on my arm. "You know I have a winning hand, Brookie. You'll get it back, I promise."

      "No." I jerked from his hold, crossing my arms. "No way. I'm not going to let you pawn my ring on some bet."

      "I've got a good feeling about this, babe, come on." But his face was full of brooding anger, his nostrils flared, and his eyes narrowed. "I gave you that damn ring, I can take it back." Then as if seeing my shock, he smiled. "I'll buy you a bigger one."

      "That's not the point." My lip trembled. How could he think so less of my ring—of our wedding—to do this?

      "I'm not asking." He grabbed my wrist, yanking my hand out and pulling the ring off. "Sentimental bitch." Stalking back to the table, he slammed his palm down with my engagement ring onto the table. "There. And if that ain't enough, I've got our wedding rings in my suitcase. Should be a couple thousand for each."

      Drake scoffed. "I can tell from here that isn't a diamond, man. Who you think you're fooling?"

      Not a diamond? What is he talking about?

      "I haven't got anything else."

      I turned to leave, but Stephen grabbed my hand squeezing. Under his breath he said, “I’ll buy you a bigger, prettier ring when we win, okay?”

      All I could do was nod or I’d start crying. I wanted my ring back, I didn’t need a fancy, expensive one.

      "Then you fold?" Nathan uncurled the paper off the end of the cigar.

      "Fuck no."

      "Care to wager something more precious than diamond or gold or all this money here?" Nathan asked, looking straight at Stephen.

      "Anything. What do you have in mind?" Stephen leaned back, his posture belying the waves of unease washing off him so strong I could smell his musky deodorant.

      Then Nathan's gaze moved past Stephen to me, followed by Axel's and Drake's. Suddenly it was so hot in the room.

      "If you win, then you get everything on the table and you and your girl live happily ever after." Nathan's mouth curled at the sides. "But if you lose, you give us thirty days with Brook, no questions asked."
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      "What?" I practically screeched. "No fucking way."

      Stephen held up a hand like I was some petulant child. "Let's hear them out."

      A chill wrapped around me. "Stephen—”

      "Shut up and let's give them a chance to explain." He didn't even look at me, didn't even wrap his arm around me to comfort me.

      "As Nathan was saying." Axel took out a tool from his pocket, snipping off the end of his own cigar. "Let us have your bride-to-be. Her mind, soul, and body for thirty days."

      "Rape?" I choked out.

      "No." His face darkened.

      I backed up a step, swearing that I had the same adrenaline pumping through me that I did when a pit bull chased me ten blocks on my way home from school.

      "But if you wanted pleasure, we'd provide."

      All three of them? I couldn't ask if he meant the three of them having sex with me at once because my face was heating up so much that I thought I’d spontaneously combust.

      "And if I win?" Stephen asked.

      "I'm not finished." Axel slammed his hand down on the table and the chips tumbled across the table. "At the end of the thirty days, if Brook still wants to be your wife and you want her, then you both get all of the money you see here."

      Stephen laughed. "That's it? All she has to do is have fun with you three and then we take all of this?"

      Was he laughing because he was fixing to tell them off or because he really was considering this? I couldn’t believe he’d even give them a second of his time before refusing.

      Axel nodded.

      "What do you say, Brookie?" Stephen looked over his shoulder at me for half a second, like I wasn't even worth giving a full moment to. "I think you can do this."

      "Are you crazy?" I crossed my arms, my hands balled into fists. "It's our wedding day! You and I are supposed to be getting married, not you hocking me off to three strangers."

      "You're acting irrational." Stephen reached back to grab my arm, squeezing me, but I jerked out of his reach. "Think of the money."

      "No." I stormed out of the room, not caring if I acted like a child or not. This was insane. I couldn’t believe Stephen was even considering this. Practically pushing me to go along with it.

      "Hey," Stephen shouted after me and I stopped in the hallway, facing him. "It'll be okay. Let's take this bet. I'm going to win, and you won't ever have to see these guys again."

      He strolled to me, and I let him. When he reached me, he rubbed my arms but the feeling of his hands on me made me sick for some reason.

      "Can't you just forget this? Fold and let's walk away. We can go get married and start our lives togeth—"

      His eyes narrowed. "No, Brookie, I have to do this for the future."

      "What about our future, together? Money isn’t everything.”

      His fingers dug into my arm.

      "Ow, you're hurting me."

      He stopped, ripping his hands off me and raking a hand through his dark hair. "Don't you understand? I can't just walk away."

      "Yes, you can." I moved closer to him. "Come with me and we can get married. The ceremony is in an hour. If we leave now—"

      "Don't you get it?" he snarled, his dark eyes hard as coals. "We can't get married. This game is supposed to cover everything. Our wedding, our fucking lives.” A look of disgust crawled over his expression and his lip curled. “Everything."

      A cold feeling skipped down my back. "What do you mean?"

      "I mean I'm broke. We're broke."

      "No." I shook my head. "I-I saw the reservations and..."

      "Faked to get you off my back. I had to do this game and I needed funds to do it."

      "Y-you used the money for our wedding f-for this?" Fuck! All the days I ate damn peanut butter and jelly sandwiches and noodles until I thought I was going to throw up and he’s thrown it all on this stupid game?

      "Every last cent." He pushed me into the wall, his face a breath from mine. "And you're going to agree to whatever they say. Suck their cocks, fuck them, I don't care. But in thirty, you're going to paint a smile on your face and chose me."

      Tears stung the back of my eyes and my throat tightened. "No."

      His face colored so red, it almost looked purple. "No?"

      I swallowed and forced the words out, "Of course not. We're supposed to be getting married. What would you do if I was telling you to go be with three strangers for money?"

      He grabbed my arms squeezing painfully. "Yes, I would, and I would enjoy it because it's not just about money, Brookie. It's about our future. We'll never have to work again in our lives. Ever."

      "So what?" I choke out. "You want me to become a whore for you?"

      His open palm raised, and I flinched, but he fisted his hand and punched the wall beside me.

      "You're scaring me, Stephen." I inhaled a sharp breath that burned all the way down. How was it that Stephen was so calm about this? About sending me off with three men…three strangers like it’s something people do all the time. It’s crazy. He must not be thinking clearly, but excited about the idea of us having so much money all at once. "Let's just go. Leave now and don't take the bet."

      "Are you kidding me?" A sliver of his spit hit my shoulder as he shook his head. "That's everything we have. We leave now, even if we could, we wouldn't have a penny to our name and a debt we couldn’t hope to pay back in four lifetimes.”

      I crossed my arms, feeling
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