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        Good trouble.

      

        

      
        Dominic Price & Cameron Byrne

        were supposed to get married

        a year and a half ago.

        Their family and friends

        request the honor of your presence

        at their wedding,

        which shall not be further delayed.

        Period.

        For details, contact Agent Lauren Hall, 

        chief instigator who is tired of waiting.

      

        

      
        Nic & Cam get married, plus newly added extra scenes in this Trouble Brewing special collection. Final Gravity and the additional scenes in this collection should be read after the other books in the Trouble Brewing series.
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            UNFAIRLY GOOD

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        March 2018

        (During Blended Whiskey - Agents Irish & Whiskey 4.5)

      

      

      Nic’s beer was unfairly good.

      And so was the prosecutor himself.

      In the way he’d put aside whatever lingering awkwardness still existed between him and Jamie to be here for Aidan today, same as he’d been there for all of them the past year through one roller coaster after another.

      In the way he looked in that light gray suit and silvery blue tie, the monochromatic fabric making his eyes glow icy blue.

      In the way he argued in a courtroom or with Cam about their cases, beer, or sports teams, their back-and-forth exhilarating—and seductive, even now as Nic argued him into a corner with the uncomfortable truth no New England Patriots fan ever wanted to admit.

      Certainly not one as devoted as Cam.

      “I’m sorry?” Nic said, hand cupped around his ear for dramatic effect. Rubbing it in. His gotcha smirk was as attractive as it was infuriating. “I didn’t hear your answer.”

      Cam forced it out through gritted teeth. “None.”

      “Right, none,” Nic said. “And Brady lost to who? Oh, that’s right, twice to Eli Fucking Manning and once to a fucking backup.” He looked unfairly good even taunting him with his arms spread wide, pretending to be a fucking bird. “Fly, Eagles, Fly.”

      Or maybe that was just the beer and whiskey talking to Cam.

      Definitely his dick.

      In any event, he needed to stop Nic from talking. And there was something he was unfairly good at too.

      Turnabout was fair play.

      “Is that the Manning Face you’re⁠—”

      Two strides across the elevator and there was no more talk about football, quarterbacks, or birds. He grabbed Nic’s chin and put his mouth to better use, prying open his lips and plunging his tongue between them.

      And fuck, why did he have to taste good too?

      Cam’s favorite beer combined with a taste that was uniquely Nic, that with one swipe of his tongue Cam knew he’d never be able to shake from his senses. Just like the groan that rumbled from somewhere deep in Nic’s chest, a sound straight out of Cam’s fantasies.

      Wanting more of those sounds, wanting his senses overwhelmed by Dominic Price, he shoved him back against the elevator’s mirrored wall and dove deeper, exploring every corner of his mouth, every new flavor and every wanton moan that reverberated around his tongue.

      Every inch of Nic’s hard body pressed against his.

      Arguing hotter than they ever had before.

      And because Nic was better at arguing than anyone Cam had ever met, he effortlessly turned the tables—making Cam melt with his hands in his hair, his tongue thrusting into his mouth, his dick grinding through layers of material against his.

      Owning him.

      Because Nic was that fucking good.

      Cam contemplated shoving down their pants and taking their dicks in hand together, the only opening he had for winning this argument, but before he got the chance, the elevator dinged.

      A forced time-out.

      He ripped his mouth from Nic’s, gasping for breath and grasping for words. A lick of his lips, the taste of Nic and his beer still on him, brought a threatening few to mind. “If you ever accuse me of having Manning Face again, I swear I will turn a keg of your best beer green.”

      Nic’s blue eyes danced with heat and amusement, a devastating combination. Distracted, Cam barely heard his words—“I believe this is your floor, Agent Byrne”—and left himself vulnerable to the former SEAL’s maneuvers. In a blink, Nic was behind him, palming a handful of his ass before shoving him out the door. “Later, Boston.”

      Cam could play the torture game too, grinning over his shoulder and adjusting his aching dick without an ounce of shame. “Sooner, Price.”

      In his fantasies, as soon as he got back into his room.

      In reality before long, that kiss winning the motion and moving their case to trial. Cam couldn’t wait to argue with the prosecutor some more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A HERESY OF PUMPKINS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        October 2018

        (Between Craft Brew and Noble Hops)

      

      

      “What the fuck are you doing?”

      Cam glanced up from the pumpkin he was carving to meet the fiery blue eyes of his boyfriend. “What’s it look like I’m doing?”

      Nic tossed his coat and tie on the only table not covered in newspaper and pumpkin goo and proceeded to stalk—only word for it—across the room. “It looks like you’re making a fucking mess of my tasting area.”

      Hands by his side, Cam shook them off onto the newspaper on the floor behind the bar that Nic couldn’t see. Then almost laughed out loud as Nic turned a brighter shade of red. “Better watch it, Counselor. You’re starting to look like your boss.”

      Nic cut his gaze to the nearest pile of seeds and string, fingers twitching, mind making a calculation Cam was sure would go his way.

      Which it did.

      Nic bypassed the pumpkin ammunition, not willing to subject his precious tasting room to further collateral damage. He stopped on the other side of the bar, unbuttoned his collar and sleeves, then braced his hands on the outer edge of the bar top, arms spread wide. He looked good, if a bit wrinkled and worn out. Bowers had been riding him hard since they’d returned from Boston, as if the week away on a case that had led to multiple other case closures had somehow been a vacation.

      “This is why you left work early?” Nic asked, eyeing the gutted pumpkins on the bar.

      “I left work early to help decorate.” Cam gestured around the tasting area that he, Eddie, Steph, and Ang had decked out for Gravity’s Halloween Party tomorrow night. Alternating skull and pumpkin lights were strung wall to wall, the tables under the newspaper had fall-themed Gravity slicks on them, and all the taps had new ghoulish tap heads.

      Nic, however, remained fixated on the pumpkins, smartly assessing the most dangerous threat in the room. “And these are part of those decorations?”

      Cam nodded, keeping the details thin and stoking the fire in Nic’s eyes. He really shouldn’t bait him, it had been a long week, but Cam couldn’t help it. The reward would be so worth it.

      “Why are there five?” Nic said.

      Cam strolled down the back bar aisle, laying a hand on each tap as he passed. “One, two, three, four, five.”

      Nic’s brow furrowed. “Not following, Boston. Spell it out for me.”

      “How about I show you?” he said with a wink.

      He reached under the bar and pulled out one of the screw taps he’d laid on the shelf there. After screwing it into the hole he’d carved in the middle pumpkin’s side, he turned it around to face Nic.

      The horrified gasp echoed around the cavernous room. “You didn’t.”

      Cam shrugged, eyes wide, playing dumb. “Didn’t do what?”

      “Do you not remember the conversation we had at Aidan and Jamie’s wedding?”

      “About green beer. I remember.” He grabbed a glass and drew off a pint of Nic’s favorite, the Palo Alto Pils. “Something about being dead to you . . .” Grinning, he moved to pour the pilsner into the tapped pumpkin.

      Nic caught his raised arm by the wrist, stopping him short. “If you love me, you’ll rethink your next move.”

      “But I’m doing it because I love you.” He tipped the glass and poured the beer into the pumpkin.

      “I’ll show you love,” Nic growled before vaulting over the bar the next instant. The instant after that, the glass was tossed in the sink and Cam was tossed over his shoulder. Nic slapped his ass, hard enough to sting and just right for revving Cam’s dick to full attention. “Dead to me.”
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