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Foreword


Dear Reader:

If you’re a Wicked Horse Vegas veteran, then you’ll notice this book is a little different than the previous ones. That’s because Wicked Choice is actually a bridge book—meaning it’s going to spin off into an exciting new series. I can’t tell you a lot of details yet because the spin-off is going to happen as part of an amazing collaboration with another author. What I can tell you is that the new series will focus on The Jameson Group. It will still be as sexy as The Wicked Horse series, but it will have a bit of a suspense element to it. The first book is scheduled to launch in early 2019. Stay tuned.

One other thing…

I tend to cap my series at five books, but I’ve decided to keep The Wicked Horse Vegas alive. I anticipate releasing at least two a year for the foreseeable future, or until my readers are no longer interested in what happens inside of Vegas’ hottest sex club.

Love,

Sawyer


PROLOGUE


Rachel

The banging on my hotel door takes a moment to penetrate. I’m not sure if it’s because I’m four shots of bourbon past the pleasantly buzzed state, or because I’m sick with exhaustion and guilt.

After stepping out of the shower, I ignore my dripping hair and wrap a fluffy white towel around my body. I attempt to ignore the shallow wound on my upper right arm, but it’s throbbing mercilessly and the bourbon’s not helping.

The banging continues, and I yell grumpily as I make my way across the spacious luxury hotel room, “Hold your fucking horses, Wright.”

Immediately, the pounding stops, but I knew it would. Bodie Wright is the only person who knows this is my room, and I left strict instructions with the front desk I wasn’t to be disturbed for anything.

I unlock the door and swing it open so fast I take a stumbling step back. I normally hold my liquor much better, but I’m going on twenty-four hours without food and more than that without sleep.

“What?” I snarl as he steps into my room, towering over my five-eight frame by a good half a foot or so. I can tell he’s had a shower because he smells good and his short, dark hair is wet.

Bodie’s eyes immediately drop to my arm and they harden as he takes in the barely two-inch groove caused by a bullet that grazed me.

“It’s fine,” I mumble.

“Figures,” he replies dryly as he walks over to my patrol pack I’d thrown to the floor a few hours ago when we checked in. With casual ease, he retrieves the IFAK—individual first aid kit—and pulls out some gauze and tape. This is the second time Bodie has treated my wound—the first time was while we sped away on a Syrian boat down the coast to Tripoli. The IFAK can treat anything from a shallow bullet trench to a sucking chest wound. He’d used most of our QuikClot combat gauze to stop the hemorrhaging in our teammate Joram’s bullet hole just below his collarbone, but there was enough left that he could slap a quick covering on my arm to curb the bleeding.

It wasn’t the first time I’d been shot at, but it was the first time that a bullet had hit me and I didn’t even feel any pain. I was so amped on adrenaline and fear because of Joram’s wound that I hadn’t even known I’d been hit, until Bodie started working on me in the boat after he got Joram as stabilized as he could be given the circumstances.

We made landing just north of Tripoli at a prearranged extraction point. From there, Stan, our pilot, flew us to Cypress on an MV22 Osprey that Kynan somehow managed to procure through CIA contacts and favors owed.

“Sit down and let me wrap that,” Bodie orders.

Despite the fact he’s younger than I am by almost nine years—and he’s only been with Jameson Group a few years—his tone says he’s not to be trifled with right now.

I’m too inebriated to argue. Plus… I’ve got to give the dude props. When we got ambushed, he handled our extraction like a seasoned pro, carrying Joram to the boat while bullets flew.

I walk toward the bed, but take a side trip to the wet bar where I grab the bottle of bourbon and ignore the glass I’d been using. In Cypress, most would think I’d be taking advantage of their ouzo, but I hate the taste of licorice. Instead, I went with a tried and true favorite of mine.

When my butt hits the edge of the bed, I twist the cap off and take a healthy slug. I hand it toward Bodie as he lays out the medical supplies, but he shakes his head.

Goody two-shoes.

It doesn’t bother me that I’m half naked in front of Bodie. When we’re on a mission, my teammates don’t look at me like a woman. They don’t care what I look like or that I have periods.

I’ve spent weeks with my male teammates, and we’ve all seen each other naked at one time or another. There’s no time for sensibilities while on a mission. Not to mention, we’ve all spent time at The Wicked Horse. While it’s sort of an unwritten rule, or at least an understanding, that we don’t mix in that way, many of us do hang out at the sex club quite regularly. I’m sure Bodie has watched me in action.

But all he cares about is that I can do my job, and therein lies the guilt that’s consuming me.

I got Joram shot.

“The wound looks clean, and it’s not seeping anymore,” Bodie says as he gently takes my arm to peer at it. I look down, fascinated by the groove in my flesh and the whitish-pink wet skin underneath.

I take another swig of the bourbon and Bodie goes to work, dabbing on some antibiotic-laced ointment and wrapping a dry gauze around my upper arm. He efficiently secures the ends with tape and pronounces me cured.

I can’t even muster up a grateful smile. Instead, I tip the bottle back to my mouth. To my surprise, Bodie takes the bottle from me and mutters, “You need to slow down.”

“Fuck you,” I snarl as I push up from the bed, swaying only slightly, and hold my hand out for the bottle.

Bodie’s dark eyes scrutinize me and I feel like a bug under a magnifying glass. He hasn’t shaved for days, and that scruff makes him look older and wiser than his twenty-six years.

I snap my fingers, indicating to pass the booze, and he finally gives a sigh. Turning to the wet bar, he pours two glasses halfway to the rim with the amber liquid. Setting the bottle down, he picks the glasses up and hands me one.

I take it from him, trying to ignore the way my head swims from the bourbon, lack of food, and sleep. I still have enough sense within me to slow it down a bit, and I take a delicate sip.

Bodie moves a few steps back and plops down in one of the cushy armchairs. The hotel Kynan arranged for us is five-star with no amenity lacking. It’s not a reward for a job well done, but rather he thinks it looks less suspicious for us to pretend to be vacationers. So, we’re going to spend two nights here in Paphos, Cypress before we head back to the States, and I intend to use the time catching up on my sleep.

If I can sleep, that is.

Thus, the reason for the bourbon.

“It’s not your fault,” Bodie says quietly, and I come to a dead stop. It’s then I realize I’d been pacing, and my agitation was loud and clear.

As is my guilt, apparently.

“My perimeter was bad,” I say in a pissy voice.

His eyes go hot with anger. “Your perimeter was fine given what we were working with,” he practically snarls as he comes out of his chair, bourbon swishing over the edge of his glass. “The munitions dump was thirty clicks west of where the intel said it was. We did the best we could with what we had.”

Bodie comes at me like a cat, and I know without a doubt I’d never want him stalking me as a potential kill. He’s one of our explosives’ guys, so his job was to rig and detonate a known ISIS munitions dump, but he’s still got wicked skills when it comes to hand-to-hand combat. Four years in the Navy SEALs hones all the broad-based skills needed as a mercenary.

Coming to a stop before me, Bodie bends down so his face hovers over mine. “We had limited intel, and we gambled to go forward with what we had.”

“I made the decision to go forward,” I say bitterly. I turn away from him and walk toward the bed. I’m the team leader, and it was my call to finish the mission without complete knowledge of what we were facing.

I bring the glass to my mouth and take a long swallow, hissing through my teeth.

“Put the booze down, Hart,” Bodie says tauntingly, calling me by my last name, which is how we usually address each other on assignment. “It’s making you morose.”

I know deep down he’s doing what any team member would do, and that’s to get me to suck it up. It’s not the first mission that didn’t go perfectly, and it won’t be the last. But I think of Joram, our guide and interpreter, who is in surgery right now because he took a bullet high in his chest, and I flush with self-directed anger.

Hot, irrational fury rages through me, and I decide to take it out on my teammate.

“Fuck you, Bodie,” I yell as I turn on him, cocking my good arm back. I let the glass fly at his head, but his reflexes are too good. He just ducks slightly to the side and it sails past, smashing against the far wall. Good bourbon goes spraying everywhere.

And it pisses me off even more that he’s right and I’m wrong. That he easily ducked my glass when I would have probably felt better if it hit him in the face. And mostly because he’s standing there looking at me with sympathy when that’s not what I want or need.

“Fuck you,” I yell again as I take long, angry strides at him. He watches me warily, body fully tense as if he’s playing chicken with a freight train that’s barreling at him.

All of my anger and guilt goes on a nuclear boil, and I wonder at this moment if Joram’s family hates me for the role I placed him in and the danger that got him shot.

“Fuck you,” I yell again as my hands slam into his chest.

Bodie has about seventy pounds on me, but he doesn’t budge an inch. It causes me to see red, since it’s a subtle reminder that I am, after all, just a girl playing at a man’s game. I lean back, pull my arms in to launch another strike, but before I can try to push him again, his large hands come down on my shoulders.

“You need to dial it down, Rachel,” he tells me in a deceptively calm voice.

I want to scratch his eyes out and knee him in the nuts for being so fucking right, but I forcibly try to release my anger instead.

But it’s bottled tight when I remember the sound of the bullet as it hit Joram—a whizzing, thudding combo with a wet smack—and his grunt of pain before he sagged to the ground beside me. Bodie didn’t see it because he was busy detonating his charges, and I didn’t make a sound when the bullet destined for me tore through the flesh of my upper arm.

Rage and guilt and booze swim through my blood. For a split second, I feel like I’m in another world. But then my eyes focus and I see Bodie staring down at me, his eyes soft and almost nurturing, and I hate that even more.

“Fuck you,” I curse under my breath right before I choose to get my release another way.

I jump on him.

That gets the big lug to move since he’s so surprised by my attack. But it’s not to hit him or strike out in my anger. It’s a way to release my emotions in a way that feels good.

My legs spread and go around his hips, locking tight. Hands to his neck, I stare at him for what seems like an eternity but is only a second or two, and then my mouth is on his.

Bodie makes an unholy sound from deep within his chest. For a moment, I think it’s disgust, but then his hands go from my shoulders down to my naked ass, bare since the towel fell away from my body.

We kiss so hard my lips feel bruised and my blood now rages with something other than anger.

Pure white-hot lust.

Digging his fingers into my flesh, Bodie mutters something foul, or perhaps it’s beautiful, into my mouth, but I really don’t care. He spins us around and takes me to the mattress, knocking the breath out of me as his big body pins me down.

My hands slither in between us, working at the belt to his pants. When my knuckles graze against an impressively big erection, I know I’m embarrassingly wet for him right now.

Bodie pulls his mouth from mine and looks down at me, his eyes almost black as pitch. “What are we doing, Hart?”

If I thought his use of my professional team name would quell my raging lust, I’d be totally wrong. It means nothing to me that he’s even questioning this.

“We’re getting ready to fuck,” I pant desperately before leaning up to nip at his lower lip with my teeth. He curses again, and then his hands are on me.

All over me.

In me.

And I forget about Joram for just a little bit.


CHAPTER 1


Bodie

6 weeks later…

“I’m out,” I mutter as I fold my cards and lay them face down on the green felt poker table. Tonight’s just not my night.

Pushing out of my chair, I ignore Kynan’s snicker as he’s been taking most of our money all night.

I make my way over to the bar being staffed by two drop-dead gorgeous waitresses. The blonde I have carnal knowledge of, but the brunette is more to my taste. I wonder if they’d be up for a three-way with me.

I hadn’t intended to get laid tonight when I came to The Wicked Horse. Well, wait… who the fuck am I kidding? People don’t come to The Wicked Horse without the probability of busting a nut, but it wasn’t my primary motive.

No, tonight is about hanging with some of my team and unwinding. I just came off a mission to Riyadh where we provided extra security for a lower-ranked foreign diplomat. Not overly exciting but not all that dull either.

Still, I’m always exhausted after any mission that involves danger, and I suppose it’s the constant hum of adrenaline that percolates every second of every day. The resulting let down after it’s all done is draining.

I’m tight with everyone in the Jameson Group, but more so with the actual men and women I go on high-risk operations with. The bond is deeper, forged in trust and a mutual need to keep each other safe. When we get back to the States, we usually hit up a bar, hang out at someone’s house for a cookout, or chill playing poker in the private club simply known as “The Apartment” at The Wicked Horse. The Apartment is a nod to Jerico Jameson, the founder and former owner of The Jameson Group, since he used to live here full time after he opened The Wicked Horse. Now he’s committed himself to a woman and they live in Vegas suburbia, so this space got converted to a private club within a sex club. Here is mostly where people drink and chat—with all the fucking going on in the other rooms at The Wicked Horse. Doesn’t mean fucking doesn’t go on in here, but it doesn’t happen a lot. There are too many other fun places to get your rocks off within the entirety of the club.

The brunette bartender leans over the counter and places her forearms there for support. This gives me a fantastic display of cleavage spilling out over a black bustier she’s wearing. “What can I get you?”

“Budweiser,” I say, and her eyebrows dart upward.

To be a member of this private club means having money out the wazoo, and I am indeed quite well off because of the work I do. I’m sure there aren’t many private club members that drink domestic, but the great thing about paying loads of money to be a member of the private club means they stock my favorite brew.

“Not a very fancy beer,” she says, leaning to reach into a cooler. She pulls out a bottle and pops the top for me.

“Not a very fancy man,” I tell her as I accept it. I’m a Nebraska farm boy who has been drinking Bud since I was fourteen. Can’t help it if that’s still my thing. In fact, it reminds me of warm summer nights and getting drunk down at the rock quarry while my friends and I swam naked and fucked around with the prettiest cheerleaders available.

“Hey, Bodie,” the blonde says as she comes to stand near the brunette. “Anything on tap for tonight?”

“Not yet,” I tell her with a grin. “You offering?”

The blonde and brunette share a look, and I know my idea of a three-way isn’t mine alone.

“We get off in about an hour,” the blonde says. “Want to play in The Silo with us?”

Fuck yes, I want to play with them in The Silo. It’s my favorite room at The Wicked Horse, mainly because of the variety of gadgets and machines up for use in there. Being with two women is a tricky business. To make sure they’re both satisfied, there’s an industrial dildo in there just waiting to hammer some pussy. My dick starts to get hard thinking about it.

“See you there in about an hour then,” I tell the ladies with a nod.

“Looking forward to it,” the brunette says.

Oh, me too.

I turn away from the bar, content to just stand and watch my buddies continue the poker game. Kynan McGrath owns The Jameson Group now, and he led our operation in Riyadh. Including me, we have three other men who make up Eagle Team One.

Eagle is the name of our high-profile security group. I belong to Team One along with my best friend Cage Murdock, a wily southern boy from North Carolina. Our team is completed with Locke Meyers and August Greenfield, both former law enforcement turned security specialists. In addition to doing security on the Eagle team, I’m also on a Renegade team, which is our special-ops division.

As I walk back toward the poker table, I catch movement from the corner of my eye. My entire body tenses up when I see Rachel Hart walking toward me.

We’ve barely spoken ten words to each other since our mission in Paphos, and the reason for that is two-fold. First and foremost, I’ve been on Eagle operations since then, and Hart has been… well, elsewhere. Secondarily, I think we’re avoiding each other because what happened in that hotel in Paphos shouldn’t have happened. Hart was nearly drunk, and we were both sapped of any common sense following such a harrowing mission. While members of The Jameson Group tend to hang out at The Wicked Horse since the founder of our company is the owner of this esteemed sex club, we never cross lines by fucking each other. It’s not a written rule, but it’s totally understood. We can’t afford to have personal connections muddying up waters when we need to have crystal clarity in all situations.

Still, as Hart walks toward me, I can’t help but remember that night because it was hot as fuck. Probably the best sex of my life. That’s because she’s gorgeous and adventurous in bed, but mostly because I respect her as a capable and trustworthy teammate.

It hits me all at once, though, that I don’t think she’s at The Wicked Horse to play. Oddly, that relieves me somewhat. It’s not something I can tell from her expression alone. Many of the guys tease her, telling her she has “resting bitch face,” but I’ve never thought that. In my mind, she wore a determined look because she’s one of the most seriously determined people I know. She’s got that look tonight, but that’s par for the course.

Usually when she is on the prowl at the club, Hart would be wearing a dress barely covering her tits and ass, which never lets anyone forget that she’s first and foremost all woman. I expect it’s a nice change from sweaty combat gear and the stench of danger she normally wears.

Tonight, Hart is wearing a pair of faded jeans with rips in the knees, a V-neck shirt that fits her nicely but isn’t overly sexy, and a pair of tennis shoes. Her nearly midnight-colored hair that normally sits just below her jawline is pulled into a stubby ponytail, and she’s devoid of makeup. When she’s playing in the club, she always wears dark eye makeup, which makes her pale blue eyes stand out so brightly it’s hard to look away from them.

She doesn’t even spare a glance at the poker table, but her eyes stay locked on mine. A feeling of immense apprehension takes root deep within me.

“Hart,” Locke calls out, but I don’t look away from her gaze. “Come play poker with us. Wright’s too much of a pussy to continue.”

She shoots a glance his way, gives a tight smile, and says, “Can’t tonight.”

And then, they’re forgotten when she reaches me. With lips pressed into a grimace, she murmurs, “I need to talk to you. Privately.”

“Okay,” I say somewhat hesitantly, but I put my beer down at a nearby table, prepared to follow her wherever she wants to go for a private discussion.

Hart spins and marches out of The Apartment. I take in the set to her spine and the way her hands are clenched into fists. Same hands that were clenched around my cock six weeks ago—

Okay, stop that.

I follow her down the private hallway, through the Social Room, and into the private elevator that takes us to street level. It’s slightly chilly outside. While the temps can get in the upper eighties in Vegas in mid-May, the evenings still call for a light jacket. Hart’s hands come up and cross to rub at her bare arms. I can faintly see the pink scar left by the bullet.

I’m surprised when she does a quick look left and right down the street, and then darts across when there’s an immediate break in traffic. I jog behind her, following her to an empty bus stop bench.

Hart takes a seat and I sit down as well, angling my body so I can face her.

She pulls no punches with me, but then, Hart isn’t the type of woman to ever sugarcoat anything.

“I’m pregnant,” she says bluntly. Since I’m the one she’s telling this information to, I know it means I’m the one who knocked her up.

“Fuck,” I mutter, dragging a hand through my short hair. I knew this was a possibility.

That night was all kinds of wild and crazy. Neither one of us had any condoms and in hindsight, neither of us cared. With Hart fisting my cock and rubbing the head through her wet folds, I was dizzy with fucking lust.

Her soft words, “Just pull out, okay,” told me all I needed to know.

I was going to fuck Hart, and there was no stopping that train.

She was safe or else she would have never said that to me. The trust I had in her was inherent as evidenced by the fact I let her cover my back while I blew up an ISIS camp. It also meant she trusted me, or else she knew I would have said no if I wasn’t safe.

Her words also told me she wasn’t on the Pill, and there was a risk of pregnancy.

Except there was no explaining that to my dick or her uterus, because I plunged in hard and deep. She responded by digging her nails into my back and drawing little half-moons of blood.

In my mind, I’d pulled out in perfect fashion. Jacked my cock three times and came all over her stomach and breasts. It was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen.

Guess something of me got left behind, though. I remember all about sex education in school, and I know damn well a woman can get pregnant even if the pull-out method is employed.

Apparently, being the risk takers that we were, it just didn’t matter to us that night.

Still, a flush of guilt heats me up from within. Hart had been drinking, and she was emotionally vulnerable that night.

I should have fucking said no.

“You’re sure?” I ask, not doubting it’s mine, just curious if she’s been tested.

She nods. “I didn’t think anything of it when I missed my period because I’m not regular, but I’d been having some nausea and my boobs started hurting. I took a home pregnancy test, and it was positive. Had Doc McCullough do a blood test, and he called me this afternoon to tell me it was positive.”

“Jesus,” I murmur as I give her my sincerest, most apologetic look. “I’m sorry, Rachel.”

She flinches, and I know it’s because of my tone and the fact I called her by her first name.

“I don’t want a baby,” she says flatly, her expression bordering on hopeless.

I’ve never even thought about this moment transpiring. I’m years from settling down, marrying, and having kids. But something instinctive rises within me, and I find myself blurting out, “I want it.”

Hart blinks at me in surprise. “You want a baby?”

“If it’s mine, and I believe you when you say it is, then yes… I want it.”

Her eyes go dull, and her voice is practically listless. “Then let me rephrase. I don’t want to carry a baby. I don’t want to be pregnant.”

“And I don’t want you to end my child’s life,” I say softly, forcing myself to remain calm. “Because when you say you don’t want to be pregnant or carry a baby, you’re talking about getting an abortion, right?”

Hart grinds her teeth in agitation, but I can see the conflict in her eyes. “You seriously want me to carry a baby for you to raise? You think you can do that with the career you have?”

Again, I fly by pure instinct. “No. I couldn’t continue in this line of work and raise a kid by myself. I’d probably move back home and work my parents’ farm.”

Hart’s jaw drops, and she stares at me blankly.

“Rachel,” I say pleadingly. “Please do not terminate the pregnancy. I know I’m asking an awful lot of you, but this is important to me. The most important thing that’s ever been laid in my lap, and I can’t tell you why I feel so strongly about this, but I just know that I do. It would kill me if you terminated something I’d created. That may sound dramatic, and you’re really throwing me here, but I have an obligation to this child. If you don’t want a part in raising it, I get it. But don’t take it away from me. Carry this child and I’ll do anything for you. Anything in the world.”

Her face turns away from me, and she stares across the street in quiet contemplation. I can’t force her to carry the baby. I can only hope to appeal to her humanity here.

When she turns to look at me, I’m not reassured. “Let me think about it. But I promise… we’ll talk again before I decide. I’ll hear you out, Wright. I owe you that.”

“Thank you,” is all I can say.

Everything else has been said, and the decision is up to her.


CHAPTER 2


Rachel

Adjusting the rearview mirror, I take another look at myself. My face is back to a normal color, but my eyes are still a little red. I pull some Visine out, give a few drops to each eye, and blink. The stuff is amazing, and the irritated little veins brought on by my unexpected crying jag ten minutes ago are erased like magic.

I take another look in the mirror, deciding I’m presentable enough to pass Kynan’s muster.

I’d called him this morning to ask if I could come to his place to talk. As expected, his response was classic Kynan. “Bring donuts.”

I grab the box of donuts from the passenger seat of my Maserati. Since I make fucking awesome money, I have all the toys. But I put my life in danger all the time, so I don’t mind the splurge. Besides, I grew up with two doctors as parents, so I’m just continuing the same lifestyle I once knew—minus those few bohemian years I had living out of a suitcase in my early twenties.

After locking my car up, which is probably stupid as Kynan lives in a luxury gated community, I trudge across his sidewalk, lined with flowering cacti, to the front portico of his large Spanish colonial-style home. I ring the doorbell, and it takes him only moments to answer the door.

“Good morning,” I say, trying to put on my brightest, most carefree face.

“Morning,” he grunts, grabbing the donuts from me.

I follow him into his kitchen. He plops down on a counter island stool and pulls a chocolate-covered donut out. Dropping my purse and keys to the counter, I move around it to the Keurig and make a cup of coffee. I know Kynan’s house well as he’s about my closest friend in the world, and I’ve spent a lot of time here over the years.

As I grab half and half from his fridge, he asks, “Why have you been crying?”

Jolting, I whip my head around to look at him in disbelief. I know damn well my complexion and eyes give nothing away. “What makes you ask that?”

Kynan smirks and waves the donut. “You forget… I’m a former British commando. Reconnaissance is my middle name.”

“Your middle name is Lee,” I say dryly. I turn back to the fridge, hoping he doesn’t see guilt on my face since I was, in fact, crying out in the car.

“I fucking watched you sit in the car for ten minutes with your head bowed,” he says with obvious delight, and my shoulders sag in defeat. “Then I saw you wipe your snotty nose and pop some Visine.”

It’s almost comical how his British accent make the words “snotty nose” sound almost refined, but I’m not in the mood to laugh.

With a sigh, I let the fridge door swing shut. I keep my back to him while I doctor up my coffee, using the rote actions to let me collect my thoughts. I came here intending to get advice, because I know that I can’t be rational about my current predicament.

When I finally turn toward Kynan, he’s halfway through his second donut. That he can eat unlimited carbs and sugars and maintain the chiseled body of a Greek god kind of makes me hate him. He just patiently stares at me, chewing on the sugary goodness.

“I’m pregnant,” I say, dropping the bomb because there’s no easing into something this monumental.

Kynan’s eyes round with surprise. His jaw locks and he swallows, setting the rest of the donut on top of the box from which it came. Pushing the box aside, he rests his forearms on the counter, leaning slightly toward me to show I have his undivided attention.

“It happened in Paphos,” I continue, dropping my gaze into my coffee. It’s easier to look at right now. “With Wright.”

“Wright?” Kynan blurts.

My eyes rise to meet his, and I lift my chin a little defiantly. “Don’t judge. It happened, okay?”

“Are you two… like together?” he asks hesitantly.

I shake my head before taking a quick sip of coffee. “No. It just happened. Emotions were high. Bourbon was involved. And we were fucking stupid for not using protection.”

“Jesus.” Kynan rubs his hand over the top of his head while he stares at the donut for a
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