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About One Night Stand

What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas which would be great, if I wasn’t carrying the one-night stand's baby!

I thought that I was dying and decided to lose my virginity to a stranger.

One that didn't know my name. 

One that wouldn't ask any questions.

And I found him, and we spent one hot night in Vegas.

I go home and find out that it was all a mistake. 

I'm going to live and can get on with my life.

There's just one problem.

I'm pregnant, and the only thing I know about my one-night stand is how he feels smells and tastes. 

I don't even know his first name. 

Help!

Author's Note:

This is a standalone novel, with no cheating and a happy ever after romance story.
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Chapter One

Klara
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I slammed back my drink, then put the glass back down on the counter. I took a moment to catch my breath, before raising my hand to call for the bartender.

“Another one, please,” I said.

He frowned. “Um, do you think you’ve had too much, maybe?”

I shook my head quickly, but stopped when it made me feel a bit dizzy.

“Not at all. Another, please.”

He continued to look concerned, which I thought I was sweet, but as I waited expectantly, he just sighed and went to get my drink.

His concern wasn’t going to do me much good, after all. Also, despite playing the good girl all my life, I knew how to hold my liquor. I was a little tipsy, but I was nowhere near drunk.

A while later, I was sure I’d had a little too much to drink. Still not drunk, but fed up. I was leaning against a wall feeling both sorry for and angry at myself. I felt stupid for using my last dime on that drink.

I need to head back to my room.

Soon, I would have to go home, too, since nearly all my funds had gone down the drain. I didn’t have room to feel regret, but I was disappointed I’d have to cut my trip short.

I looked around at the rest of the club. There was music and drinks and dancing, and everyone seemed to be having fun. This was a new scene for me. It wasn’t my first time in a club; that had been earlier in the week. I still wasn’t used to it, especially with all the noise and the bumping bodies.

If circumstances were different, I never would have ended up in such a place. Not because I hated it, but the thought never really entered into my mind before.

Anyway, it wasn’t as if I had the funds to keep club hopping anyway, but I felt like I’d had my fill of it.

Time to get back to the real world.

I pushed myself off the wall, but I miscalculated. 

The reason I was leaning against the wall instead of still being at the bar, was because I’d moved away to go to the bathroom. But I was feeling unsteady, and a new group had come in with a lot of people and a lot of noise. I moved to get out of their way, but now that I’d decided to leave, I had to go all the way across the room, and the crowded people dancing or standing around with their drinks.

It wasn’t my intention, I didn’t even realize I was unsteady, and being in unfamiliar tall heels wasn’t helping. I was going to fall to the floor before I caught myself because my legs felt like weak noodles.

Crap.

I squinted my eyes, too afraid to close them, with arms held out, hoping to break my fall without breaking an arm.

It didn’t happen, though. Instead of falling to the ground, I bumped into someone. He didn’t mean to save me, probably. He was passing in front of me and hadn't seemed to notice I was in the way until I collided with him. 

My first impression of him was that he was tall, and his body was muscled underneath his suit. 

One of my hands had fallen to his peck, and the other had grabbed onto his bicep. His arms came up to catch me as I fell into him, steadying me, though my face was already pressed against his chest.

I had a moment to be relieved I didn’t end up face-planting on the floor. I didn’t doubt a few people would have stepped on me on their way since everyone in the club seemed so preoccupied with themselves and each other.

Then, I looked up and felt my breath catch in my throat.

He’s hot, was my second impression of him. I was held against his chest, and he had one hand on my waist, the other on my shoulder, holding me close. Not that I want to move away. I found myself thinking, This must be what immediate attraction felt like.

“Whoa, there,” the man said. “Miss, are you all right?”

I just blinked at him stupidly, because his voice was deliciously deep. He was the full package, a guy with a nice body, nice voice, and a handsome face. Before, I never would have caught the interest of a man like him.

“Miss?” he said after a minute when I didn’t reply, arching an eyebrow. “Are you okay?”

Immediately, I felt my face go hot, and I knew I was blushing. I cleared my throat and went to move back, only to realize I couldn’t because he was holding me securely, and a little tightly, to his chest. He seemed to realize it as well and released me, quickly.

Only, he did it a little too quickly, and I staggered a bit, almost falling back against the wall, before he grabbed me again, his hands on my waist as he tugged me back against his chest. The pose we ended up in this time was a little more intimate. With his hands around my waist and my own on his chest, if anyone looked at us, they would think we were together.

I’d learned my lesson already, though. Between being in a hot guy’s arms and ending up on the floor, there was no competition.

“Are you here with someone, Miss?” the man asked. “You look like you’re a little drunk...”

I shook my head. “Not drunk,” I corrected. “Just a little tipsy.”

Honestly, staring at his face wasn’t even helping, it was just making me daydream. If he let go, I was sure I would fall, and that thought made my hands flex on his chest.

His other eyebrow went up, but by his expression, I could tell he wasn’t exactly put out, even though some strange woman was hanging off him.

“Why don’t we sit down?” he offered. “You seem like you’re here alone.”

It sounded like an amazing idea, so I nodded. Instead of releasing me completely, he kept one hand on my back as he turned me around and led us to the area with seats. Because nearly everyone seemed to have migrated to the dance floor, there were plenty of empty tables, and he found us one. He had a hand on me until I sat down, but he kept standing.

“Wait right here, and I’ll get you some water, okay?”

Again, I nodded obediently and watched as he walked away. I wondered if he would come back. Surely, guys that looked like he did didn’t come to a club alone, and sure as heck wouldn’t leave alone. Why would he waste time helping me?

Why is he so concerned in the first place?

“Here you go.”

I startled, looking up when a glass was set in front of me. The man was back, and he sat down in the chair close to me, watching me. Assuming he wanted me to drink the water, I lifted the glass and took a few sips, until I realized just how thirsty I was. I drank down the whole glass, then set it back on the table. When I glanced at him, he was smiling at me in approval.

“Now,” he said, leaning forward with his elbows on the table. “What is a girl like you doing alone in a place like this?”

My face was still hot, and I was starting to wonder if it wasn’t the alcohol that had my cheeks blushing. I couldn’t tell if this guy was coming on to me, or what exactly he was doing, but the attention was leaving me flustered.

I didn’t do well when I was flustered.

“Yes, I’m by myself,” I snarked. “What does that have to do with you?”

His eyebrows shot up like he was surprised, but then he was chuckling.

“Are you pouting? I just thought I’d help you out. Don’t tell me I’m irritating you instead?”

I sucked in my lips and shot a frown at him. He just continued to look amused.

“I’m going to take a guess and say you don’t come from around these parts,” he said. “But do you have a place to stay?”

I nodded. The club was part of the hotel, so getting back alone wouldn’t be a problem at all. If only my legs hadn't picked the worst time to go weak on me, I might already be there. Though, I couldn’t say I’d rather have that than sit next to an attractive man.

Nothing was going to happen with him, though. I’d had relationships before, just two of them, and one was in high school. I wasn’t a virgin, after the second guy I dated in college, but my focus had never been guys. I didn’t know how to attract them, and when I did, I didn’t know how to act around them.

I could go off to a club, let my hair loose and have some fun, but bring back a man to my room?

No matter how attractive he was, that wasn’t something I dared to do. I could barely look him in the eye, though there was a lot on him to look at, at least. My eyes, especially, kept falling to the place where there should have been a tie to complete his suit. Instead, he wasn’t wearing one, and the top two buttons had been undone, revealing his throat, a hint of collarbone and his toned chest.

“You know,” the man said, and I looked up to see him smirking at me. “You’re way too cute, and you’re even by yourself. Vegas isn’t the place to be wearing a skirt that short and being tipsy by yourself.”

I let out a sound that could have been a squeak, as my back straightened. Even though he was smirking, the look in his eyes was totally serious. I self-consciously tugged at the bottom of my skirt that had ridden up nearly to the tops of my thighs, now that I was sitting down.

I was embarrassed. Then, I was annoyed.

“I didn’t come to Vegas to look for a guy,” I told him, glaring. “And I don’t need some random man I don’t know acting like my mom to me.”

I stood up to walk away, and this time, my legs didn’t betray me. Still, I didn’t get so far, before I felt a hold on my arm. It wasn’t a hard grip. It was gentle, and if I kept walking, the hold would have slipped off. But I paused and turned back to look at him.

He was standing close, reminding me of the height and size difference between the two of us.

“My name is Jake,” he said, sliding his hand down to hold mine. “It’s nice to meet you. Sorry if I came off as annoying, but why don’t I take you somewhere to cool off?”

I stared at him with my eyes wide. His hand squeezed gently around mine, and I could tell my fingers were trembling. If I was going by common sense, if I was acting like the usual me, then I would have told him no thanks and walked away. I wasn’t doing that, though. So, I squeezed his fingers back.

“I’m Klara.”
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Chapter Two

Jake
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I was irritated. It wasn’t the kind of emotion that took one to a club, but I couldn’t say I was entirely there because I wanted to be there. Even worse, my older brother, Trent was me the designated driver to teach me a lesson. I got into an argument with him as a result of it, and he was looking at me with that look. It was this irritating, exasperating look that made me wonder if my Trent was seeing an adult or a teenager? I’d be the first to admit that I wasn’t quite the smartest person in that period of my life. I did all the things good boys weren’t supposed to go, I joined the wrong crowds, had my first drink when I was sixteen and never looked back, I’d skip school and sneak out of the house often.

My brother was nothing like me. He was the straight kid that always did his homework, always did what our parents wanted, he made everyone proud.

I hated the way he’d treated me when he found out, looking at me like I was a kid that didn’t deserve to decide because no matter what, it was the wrong decision.

Still, I never did drugs; I didn’t drive around drunk. I lost my virginity early, but I was careful, and I didn’t just sleep around, either. Still, I cleaned up my act to some extent; it just wasn’t enough for my parents and my brother. Even though I was twenty-four and living on my own, he still treated me like that reckless teenager that just needed to buckle down and listen to Dad, and it was so fucking annoying.

“Jake,” he said, after a long moment of the two of us standing there staring stonily at each other. “Why don’t you grow up, huh? I think it’s time now, isn’t it?”

I curled my lip.

“You can think whatever you want, brother,” I snarled. “You guys can look after yourselves, can't you?”

I snorted as I turned away, darkly amused that I was the only one even remotely sober in the whole group. The other guys called out to me as I turned to walk away. They seemed to have paused in their fun to clue into our little argument. I was annoyed with my brother, not them, but I only spared them a wave as I walked away without seeing where I was going. Besides, while they were all good guys from the little I’d seen of them in the short time since I met them, I still barely knew them.

Shit. I should have known better than to come here.

I didn’t hate my brother. A lot of the time, he got on my nerves, but I figured siblings were just like that. But I didn’t want to come to Vegas to begin with, even though I supported him. I wanted to even less when Dad insisted I tag along, but I went anyway, and I was regretting it now.

I should have known there would be more to this.

As far as I knew, my brother and his friends were out here to have fun, but then he’d started talking about things I didn’t want to hear, and when I wouldn’t listen, gave me that damn look.

There is no reason it has to be me!

I wasn’t paying attention, so I didn’t see the woman that was about to fall until she fell right into me. Then somehow, I ended up taking her with me back to my room to take care of her. I could have just left her alone, but even in a bad mood, I wasn’t that much of a dick. She looked way too innocent to be in a club, drunk, dressed the way she was. She didn’t have anyone with her, and there were several predators around that no doubt had an eye on her already.

She looked really cute, after all. Also sexy, which was a combination I’d never seen before.

I wasn’t taking her back with me for that, though. It was purely because I wanted to help.

“I have a room in the hotel,” I explained. “If you’d like, you can take a photo of me and text the room number and the name of the hotel to someone you trust, in case you’re worried.”

Her hand was still held in mine, and I felt her fingers twitch like she wanted to. I wouldn’t mind, it wasn’t like I had something to hide. I glanced at her, but her expression just looked dazed. With my free hand, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my keycard that held the room number on it, and handed it over to her.

She took it with her other hand then stared at it for the longest time. She didn’t even seem to realize we’d stopped walking until she stood up.

“Are you done looking at it?” I asked, amused.

She pouted again, her already pink cheeks darkening as she handed the card back to me.

“No, thanks,” she said primly, inching her chin up. “I’m not worried, this is a secure hotel, I wouldn’t have picked it otherwise.”

I smiled at her. She looked so proud of herself for it that I couldn’t bring myself to tell her that it didn’t mean anything that the hotel was secure. They had ample security, and I was sure there were cameras all over the place, though perhaps not in the rooms. Still, if someone wanted to commit a crime and get away with it, there were ways to make it happen. Not to mention, with enough money, some people would be bribed.

“Are we still going?” she asked.

That had me moving again, pulling her behind me as I headed for the elevator. Once inside, I still didn’t let her go. I noticed her shifting on her feet, and looked down at the tall heels she wore. The way she was acting, she’d either been on her feet too long or wasn’t used to wearing heels that high.

The elevator was fast, though, and we got off on my floor in a matter of seconds.

“Is there anything you’d like to eat?” I offered. “I could order room service for you?”

She’d need to drink a lot of water, at least. She might be tipsy more than drunk, but she’d still be waking up with a headache tomorrow.

“I’m not hungry,” she muttered.

We stopped in front of the suite, and I finally let go of her hand. I opened the door and stepped aside to let her go inside first. If she had second thoughts, she wouldn’t go in. She didn’t hesitate, though, and I arched an eyebrow at her back.

Damn, but this girl is innocent. Or very defenseless. She didn’t know me, besides my name and room number, but she’d willingly followed me out of the club and into my room. Did she not realize that I could do anything to her behind closed doors and be gone tomorrow morning, and she couldn’t do a thing about it later? I didn’t think she was doing it deliberately.

I
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