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DESCRIPTION

I met him in a coffee shop in Vegas. A handsome stranger who came to my rescue. When I bump into him in a club later that night, I’m as drawn to him as he is to me, and as the saying goes, what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas. 

 

Until it doesn’t. Six weeks after an unforgettable one-night stand, I find out my handsome stranger left me with a parting gift. A baby. Except I have no way of contacting him. 

 

A chance encounter, however, brings us back together, and I have no choice but to tell him the news. He’s going to be a dad. I’m prepared to go it alone until he tells me he wants to be part of my life. Part of our baby’s life. I realize we’ve gone about things backward, but when he says he wants to date me, I can’t refuse. And I don’t. 

 

We fall into an easy rhythm, and while I can’t complain, it feels almost too easy. And all it takes is one misunderstanding to send our fairytale crumbling to the ground. 

 

Part of me knew it was too good to be true, but I ignored that little voice inside my head in favor of having Adam Walsh in my life, committed to me, and committed to our child. Committed to being a family. And I have no idea how badly I want that life until it feels like it’s slipping through my fingers. 

 

I fell in love with him and then he broke my heart. And now he’s asking for a second chance. For me to trust him. 

 

And I have to wonder, am I willing to take the risk when it’s not just my happiness on line? Or do I walk away and live with the ghost of what we had?

 


Doctor’s Secret Baby

Chapter 1

SABRINA

 

I glance out the window of the Starbuck located in the Bellagio Hotel, smiling at my sister and our friends. We’re here for her bachelorette party, and after club hopping all night, we’re in need of some coffee. I step forward and order two venti Coffee Frappuccinos for me and my sister Braelyn with two shots of espresso, a venti Caffè Vanilla Frappuccino for my best friend Gemma, and a venti Caramel Frappuccino for Braelyn’s best friend Ashley. While the barista makes our orders, I reach into my crossbody satchel for my purse and pull out some cash. 

“That’ll be $17.80, please,” the gangly, red-headed teen tells me. I hand over my credit card, and he shakes his head. “We only take cash,” he explains, pointing at the sign by the door that I’d clearly missed. I know there’s an ATM around the corner. “Can I go draw cash, and come back?” I ask. I’m holding up the line, and I can hear people complain under their breath. My cheeks flame hot. I hate being the center of attention. The barista shakes his head, his expression droll. 

I’m about to ask why not when a voice behind me speaks up. “It’s fine, I’ll get it.” 

I turn and watch a tall, muscular man slip from his place in the queue and join me at the counter. For a moment, I stare at him, taking in his impressive height, and even more impressive build. Broad shoulders and a wide chest beneath a navy-blue polo shirt, dark denim covering long, muscly legs, and blonde hair that’s just on the right side of ruffled. It’s been a while since a man has stirred anything inside me, but Holy Moses, this man is gorgeous. Sharp, angular jaw, perfect nose, and plump red lips. If I were to hazard a guess, his eyes are blue, but it’s hard to tell because he’s currently frowning at the punctilious barista. He hands over a twenty-dollar bill and tells the barista to keep the change before glancing down at me. I was right. His eyes are blue. But not just any blue. Ice blue. 

He quirks a brow when I don’t say anything, and my cheeks feel even warmer because he’s just caught me staring. This man is GQ-level hot. He clears his throat, and when he smiles at me, my stomach does a flip-flop thing. “Your drinks?” he hedges. 

I look between him and the four drinks in front of me. Remembering myself, I shake my head, and look back at him. “T-thank you,” I stutter. My faux pas amuses him because his smile widens, revealing straight white teeth. “Can I pay you back?”

“It’s on me,” he replies easily, tucking his wallet back into his back pocket. 

The barista irritably clears his throat and lifts an impatient brow. Right. We’re holding everyone up. Shit. Mystery man moves aside, and I follow. He really is tall. And large. And the finest piece of man I have ever laid eyes on. He slips back into the line, and suddenly I feel guilty because he gave up his spot to help me. Since he won’t allow me to reimburse him, I ask, “Can I at least get your name?” 

Still smiling, two dimples in his cheeks — weapons of mass ovary destruction right there, folks — he says, “Adam. My name’s Adam.” 

“Well,” I swallow, feeling my armpits getting damp, “Thank you, Adam.” 

He opens his mouth as if to say something, but I’m hustling out of Starbucks before I can make an even bigger fool of myself. I step out and walk over to where my sister and our friends are standing. Braelyn’s eyes widen when she spots me, snatching her drink from the cupholder in my hands. 

“What took you so long?” she whines. “We’ve been waiting forever, Brina.” She’s drunk and has no concept of time right now. Hence the coffee. She needs to come down a little before we stop at the last club for the night. I pass Gemma and Ashley their drinks, and while we take a moment to catch our breaths, I think back to Adam. And then I’m breathless all over again because wow. 

“Why are you blushing?” Gemma whispers. She’s not actually whispering, she just thinks she is. She’s consumed just as much alcohol as Braelyn and Ashley have while I’ve tried to stay the more sober one of the group. 

“It was stuffy in there,” I lie. If I tell them there was a man, they’ll all gather in front of the store window and gawk and giggle like the drunk women they are, and force me to go talk to him. No, thanks. I’m not on the market for another embarrassing encounter tonight. Besides, we’re here for Braelyn, and it’s only right that all the attention is on her. 

“This is so good,” Ashley sighs, rolling her eyes as she sips her drink. We still have one last club Braelyn wants to go to and the coffee ought to keep us up for the rest of the night. 

As the planner of her weekend, I had different things at different clubs. Penis-shaped everything, and in this last club, Club Prive, I’ve arranged a male stripper. Because what’s a bachelorette party without one, am I right? I fix my dress and sip my drink. We all changed our heels for pumps earlier — my idea — which is easier on our feet when we’re moving from club to club, dancing on dance floors, or in my sister’s case, hopping on a pole with some burlesque dancers two clubs ago. 

I plan weddings for a living, and this weekend was a cakewalk in comparison. But it’s our last night, and I’m determined to not only stay as sober as I can — I love a tequila shot as much as the next girl — but also enjoy it. In a few weeks, Brae will be married, and then her life will change. At least she’s marrying a great guy; it took the sting out of having her to move out of the apartment we’ve shared for what feels like forever. 

“Okay,” I glance at my watch, “Ten minutes, and then we’re heading to Club Prive.” Thank God it’s located in the hotel we’re staying in. Because Brae’s fiancé, Chance, is an all-round honey and filthy rich, he paid for us to stay at the Bellagio hotel for the weekend and it included every bell and every whistle the hotel had to offer. I’m talking penthouse suites, spa treatments, the works. And because I respect him so much, I cleared the whole male stripper with him first. I like Chance, and I didn’t want him to think I was doing anything ridiculous for Brae’s party. 

“I need to pee first,” Brae says, hopping from one foot to the other. It’s exaggerated, but only because, well, she’s filled with alcohol. Hopefully, the caffeine will bring her down a notch. “Me too,” Ashley joins, her long red hair flipping around while she tries to spot a sign for a restroom. 

“I think it’s in the casino,” Gemma replies around the straw in her mouth. 

“We need to walk through the casino to get to the club,” I tell them. “But I need to draw some cash before we go.” I’m not repeating the same embarrassing moment from Starbucks. I leave them there, and take a quick walk to the ATM. I draw some cash for drinks in the club and pocket it in my purse before making my way back to where the girls are standing. “Let’s go,” I tell them.   

Braelyn hooks her arm through Ashley’s and walks ahead while Gemma hooks her arm through mine and follows my sister. The casino is packed with people, but we finally find a restroom. Brae and Ashley use a toilet, so does Gemma, and I lean against a sink, taking a look at myself in the opulent, gold-plated mirror. 

My hazel eyes are bright and wide, and my long brown hair hangs down my back in big, wavy curls. My cheeks are flushed, and my skin shines with a light sheen of sweat. I realize this is what Adam saw when he looked at me, and oh, dear, I look a mess. We’ve had an amazing night, laughed till our sides hurt, and danced till our feet ached. And maybe if I’d in any way thought I’d meet someone tonight, I would have paid a little more attention to my appearance between clubs. I’m fanning my face when Brae, Ashley, and Gemma exit the stalls, and thankfully I’m not the only one who looks like they’ve had a night out on the town. Braelyn’s blonde hair hangs loose and straight down her back, but her make-up, and Ashley’s for that matter, needs a touch-up. They went heavy on the make-up. We’re all wearing little black dresses in various styles, courtesy of Gemma. It helps to have a best friend as a fashion designer. She prefers designing wedding gowns for Kleins, though not exclusively, but I asked her to make us each something special for our last night in Vegas. Cutting off mid-thigh, my black dress has a black floral pattern, a plunging neckline, and thin straps with a flattering A-line silhouette that leaves my arms and my back exposed. Brae’s dress is a simple black strapless tube dress with gold flecks that stops mid-thigh; Ashley’s in a black sleeveless flared dress pinched at the waist, exposing her thighs. And Gemma’s in a black multi-strap bandage mini dress with a cut-out between her breasts. In short, we look sexy. Even if I do say so myself. Each of us wears several string necklaces with penis-shaped pendants and armbands that light up under fluorescent lighting. We look like human strobe lights. 

“Ready?” I ask, looking at my sister and our friends. They don’t know how far in advance I had to book a damn table at this club. It’ll be worth it though, I’m sure. 

Once we’re all done faffing and fixing ourselves up a little, we stroll through the casino until we see the Club Prive sign. After showing our IDs to the bouncer, he lets us in and it’s an immediate assault on our senses. 

Strobe lights flash over the dance floor and bounce off the giant disco ball. The four bars are lit up with luminescent lights, and at the back of the club stands a large stage area where burlesque dancers perform using silk ropes and hoops suspended in the air. Facing the stage are numerous booths and high-top tables, most of which are full. We weave our way through the crowd to the bar, and Brae orders our first round of tequila shots. I lean over the bar and enquire about the booth I reserved, and the bartender points over my shoulder. We’re in the middle of all the chaos, and while I’m not a fan of such a big crowd, I know Brae will love it. Our timing for this trip is impeccable. On our last night, they have a Magic Mike show and it’s about to start in a few minutes. We order a round of cocktails for the table and find our booth with little effort. We are quite literally in the center of the club facing the stage. I’m the only one who knows what’s happening, and when the lights dim, Brae, Ashley, and Gemma talk in hushed whispers. 

The music starts, and under a lone light, a shirtless man sits on a chair, head down while the music changes. More lights flash, revealing four other men dressed in black slacks, and nothing else, their skin slick with oil. Brae claps excitedly and yells over Ashley and Gemma. “Did you know about this?” 

I give her a sly smile as the first guy is handed a mic, and to the large crowd says, “We have a bachelorette party here tonight, ladies and gentlemen.” A light moves over the crowd, and everyone looks around. Brae and Ashley squeal in delight when the light lands on our booth.

“We’re looking for a soon-to-be Mrs. Braxton,” the guy says. He points his finger at us, and Brae waves her arm in the air. 

“That’s me!” she screams. The guy gestures for his friends to fetch Brae, and using a chair, they hoist her up, much to her delight, and carry her on stage. The first half of their performance is centered around her, and we laugh when one of the guys starts giving her a salacious lap dance, ripping his pants off to reveal his thong. And what he’s packing. I snicker when Brae’s face goes bright red under the light, and beside me, Ashley and Gemma are in hysterics. 

“Did you plan this?” Ashley wheezes. Gemma’s bent forward at the waist, out of breath. 

I nod, a conspiratorial expression on my face. I take my phone out and covertly record a snippet to send Chance, along with a few pictures. When the routine with Brae is done, one of the dancers escorts her back to our table with a wink and heads back onto the stage to finish the rest of their routine. 

“Oh my God.” Brae places her hands on her face, eyes wide. “Did you see that?” She fans her face and starts laughing. She flops down next to Ashley just as a shirtless waiter stops at our table with a tray full of drinks. I frown at him, and say, “We didn’t order these.” 

He smiles, and points behind us to a booth filled with men, balloons with the numbers 4 and 0 floating above them. “It’s from a gentleman named Adam, he’s at that table.” 

The four of us turn in tandem, and when my eyes land on the man from Starbucks, he toasts us with his glass. Now I’m blushing. When I turn back, I find three sets of eyes on me.

“Who is that?” my sister asks with a raised brow. The waiter puts our drinks down and walks away. They’re the same cocktails we ordered before we sat down. 

“I’m wondering the same thing,” Ashley says, sticking a straw in her mouth. Gemma says nothing but raises a brow. 

I shrink back into the booth, rubbing my lips together before I explain, “I met him at Starbucks. He paid for our coffees.” 

Gemma looks over at Adam’s table again and mumbles, “Tell me you got his number? Please, Brina.” 

If I’m honest, I was so struck by his maleness, and how hot he is, asking for his number didn’t even cross my mind. Now I wish I had. When I look back at Brae, Ashley, and Gemma, their expressions are varying degrees of disbelief and disappointment. 

“What?” I ask with shrug. 

“He paid for our coffees, and you didn’t even think to get his number?” Brae’s tone is thick with incredulity, and she quickly adds on a hiss, “Have I taught you nothing?” She’s taught me plenty over the years, as big sisters do. I witnessed all her dating escapades growing up, boys who stuck around, boys who didn’t, boys she used for sex, and boys she fell in love with. But — and I’ll never admit it — I’ve never been as outgoing with the opposite sex as she has. I’m shy and Brae is anything but. Sure, I’ve dated, lost my virginity in high school, had my heart broken, but I don’t find it easy putting myself out there like she does. Or like Ashley and Gemma do. 

I lean over Gemma and hiss back, “It didn’t cross my mind, the barista was too busy embarrassing me in front of everyone, and I was holding the queue up because they only took cash, and I didn’t have any on me.”  I sit back with a huff, only slightly annoyed by all this. 

“If you don’t get his number by the end of the night,” Gemma mumbles, looking behind us, “I might.”

I bristle, and Gemma snickers when I throw her a dirty look. 

“I’d ride that pony,” Ashley adds, flicking her hair over her shoulder. “He’s an eleven, for sure.” 

“Which is why,” Brae continues, looking at me, “I don’t understand how you didn’t get his number, Brina. He’s hot, and if he helped you pay for our coffees, chances are, he would have given you his number.” 

I roll my eyes so hard I almost pull a muscle. “It’s not a big deal, okay? Besides, I’m not here to pick anyone up. We’re here to celebrate Braelyn’s last few weeks as a miss before she ties the knot and seals her fate for good.” My sister sticks her tongue out at me, proving which one of us is the mature one, despite her being five years older. 

“Talk about a missed opportunity,” Gemma sighs. She yelps when I elbow her in the ribs as if to ask whose side are you on and giggles. “I’m just saying, babe.” 

Brae blows out a breath and stands. “I’m going to dance, who’s coming?” 

Ashley slides out of the booth, followed by Gemma, but I stay seated. “You guys go ahead,” I tell them. “I’m wiped.” 

Brae shrugs, and heads for the packed dance floor with Ashley and Gemma behind her. They disappear into the crowd until I can no longer see them. It’s a slight reprieve, and I really am tired, but their commentary about Adam feels like a hot poker between my ribs, and not for the first time, I find myself wondering how it’s so easy for my friends, but not for me. Had Ashley or Gemma been getting our coffees, and had Adam still paid, either one of them would have taken the opportunity to get his number and maybe even meet up later. Who knows. But that’s just not how I do things. Which is probably why I’m still single. I look around at everyone else having fun and decide it’s time for a drink. Rather than stay in the booth, I slide out and weave my way through the crowd, and head for the bar, finding the closest open seat I can find. I order a Cosmopolitan and I’m about to take a healthy sip when I feel a body next to me. It’s the warmth that gives him away. I look up and find Adam smiling awkwardly at me. I tilt my head, and he clears his throat. “Mind if I join you?” 

 


Chapter 2

ADAM

 

I watch the young woman I just assisted until she disappears outside. Her long brown hair hangs down her back in curls, and her hips sashay beneath her little black dress that hugs her curves. However, what really got me was her wide, hazel eyes. Not green and not brown, but arresting, nonetheless. And now I could kick myself for not getting her name. Or her number. She must be here for a bachelorette party because I noticed the penis-shaped pendants around her neck and the dangly bracelets on her wrists. 

The barista clears his throat, and I’m about to fall to the back of the line since I gave up my spot to help a stranger. “You may as well order,” he tells me, his tone bored. The woman who was technically next in line takes one look at me and smiles. “You can go ahead.” I give her a grateful smile and order a black coffee for myself. Once I’ve paid and received my order, I wander back outside the Starbucks, and find my brother Matthew talking to our friends Tucker and Greer. We’re in Vegas for my brother’s fortieth birthday weekend, and not for the first time, I do think I’m too old for this. 

Tucker rubs his hands together, his smile one of glee. “Okay, gents. Last stop is Club Prive.” 

This is our third, and final stop for the night, and even though it’s really not my scene, we’ve had fun. Matt has had a blast, which, I suppose, is the whole point. It was Tucker’s idea to come to Vegas, and I’m still surprised my sister-in-law Cassandra was okay with us taking a boys’ weekend to Sin City. Not that Matt would stray; he loves his wife too much and she’d kick his ass if he did anything he shouldn’t. So, would I. 

I finish my coffee, dump it in the trash, and follow Tucker and Matt through the casino until we get to the club. We’re escorted to a semi-private booth with balloons hovering over it. Tucker slaps Matt on the back, and they share a laugh. I flag a waitress and order some drinks for the table, getting situated in the booth. 

Strobe lights dance across the packed dance floor, and the bars are lit with fluorescent lights in bright colors. In front of us is a stage with burlesque dancers, either on silk ropes or in rings suspended from the ceiling. Once our drinks arrive though, things take a turn for the weird. The burlesque dancers disappear, and a lone guy appears on stage, standing beneath a spotlight. He’s shirtless, and his muscular torso is well-oiled. He’s handed a mic, and to the crowd, he says, “We have a bachelorette party here tonight, ladies and gentlemen.”

Greer laughs, and Matt groans, looking at Tucker. “Seriously, dude? This is a fucking Magic Mike show, man.” 

Tucker looks at us with wide eyes, and asks, “What’s that?” 

A woman in the crowd cuts off before any one of us responds with, “That’s me!” and we watch in varying degrees of shock, bemusement, and maybe a little bit of horror, as she’s carried onto the stage with a chair by more shirtless men. 

I throw my head back and chuckle. “Happy birthday, Matty boy!” I slap my brother on his back, laughing harder while he stares at the stage. The men dance around the bachelorette and my attention is drawn to the feminine laughter two booths over, where the bachelorette was fetched. That’s when I see her. The girl from Starbucks. Her friends cackle, and she smiles, enjoying the show. 

“Dude, what the fuck?” Matt asks. 

“This is for chicks!” I hear Greer laugh, and Tucker try and explain himself, but my attention is on the brunette from Starbucks. Matt starts arguing good-naturedly with Tucker while the show on stage continues. It doesn’t last long, thank God, and we all take turns giving Tucker shit for thinking we’d be getting a different kind of show tonight that doesn’t involve men parading around in thongs. It’s amusing, if nothing else, and definitely a birthday Matt isn’t likely to forget any time soon. 

“What are you looking at?” Greer asks, peering around me. He catches sight of the same redhead from earlier, but I point at the brunette. This turns out
































































