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      “This needs a gazillion stars.”

      ★★★★★ Jenniekenn, Goodreads

      

      “Mari Carr’s series is one of my favorites—fun, funny, and full of family and heart. Wild Night is no exception.”

      ★★★★★ Fedora, Goodreads

      

      “I couldn’t love these two more if I tried! Colm and Kelli were a ton of fun; They were sassy and saucy, and heartfelt and emotional.”

      ★★★★★ Dar, Goodreads

      

      “Even if it has been awhile since I've read this series, once I pick it up I know I'm home.”

      ★★★★★ Kay Daniels, Goodreads

      

      “You have to read this captivating story.”

      ★★★★★ Lynne Cuda, Goodreads

      

      “If you like your reads hot with enough romance to make you swoon, this is it.”

      ★★★★★ Jenn Cunha, Goodreads

      

      “I love the Collins’ clan and frequently wish I were among their numbers.”

      ★★★★★ Shannon Scamahorn, Goodreads

      

      “So freaking good. So freaking sexy.”

      ★★★★★ Angi Clingan, Goodreads

      

      “This was quick, sexy, hot page turner.”

      ★★★★★ Reading in the Red Room, Goodreads

      

      “This is a fast-paced story I could not put down.”

      ★★★★★ Mary, Goodreads

    

  


  
    
      This story is dedicated to the “original” Kelli Collins, my editor for the past sixteen years. She’s walked every mile in the Wild/Wilder Irish series with me and I couldn’t live a day without her.

      

      With Wild Night, she is now a legitimate member of the family!
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      This is definitely love. Now all he has to do is convince her.

      

      Confirmed bachelor Colm is living the good life with a thriving law practice and all the freedom the playboy has come to enjoy. Until a city-wide blackout and the greatest sex he’s ever had has him reconsidering his single status. Unfortunately, he doesn’t realize the woman of his dreams is actually his lifelong frenemy, Kelli.

      

      After a few too many drinks at a Halloween party, Kelli spends the night in the arms of a man who rocks her world. However, when she learns her mystery Mr. Right is Mr. Hell No, Colm Collins, she’s ready to run for the hills.

      

      But Colm refuses to accept just one wild night with her. He wants them all and the sexy man plays dirty.
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      Colm Collins walked into the pub, climbed onto the stool next to Patrick, dropped his bookbag on the floor, and slouched back in the seat, managing to look completely bored in three seconds.

      “How was school, lad?” Patrick asked.

      While his young grandson had a genial disposition, he didn’t wear his emotions on his sleeve like his twin brother, Padraig, who was always quick with a laugh and rarely without a smile. Rather, Colm was more thoughtful, introspective, and, well, mischievous.

      Colm shrugged. “It was alright.”

      Padraig, who’d come in right behind him, tossed his bookbag to the floor next to his brother’s. Typically, the boys got off the bus after school at home, but their mother, Lane, a nurse at Johns Hopkins, was working second shift, as was Patrick’s son, Tris—the boys’ father—who was currently manning the bar here at the pub.

      The boys, at fifteen, were certainly old enough to stay home alone, but Colm had been caught sneaking his new girlfriend—the boy seemed to have a new love every other minute—into his bedroom two nights earlier. As such, Lane and Tris had grounded him and decided he would not be staying at the house alone until they could trust him again.

      Patrick feared recovering that trust might not be a quick process. A teenage boy’s hormones were a powerful thing.

      Tris returned from the kitchen with clean glasses, nodding at the boys when he saw them. “You guys have homework?”

      From his gruff tone, it was apparent Tris was still unhappy about Colm’s behavior and determined to make this punishment memorable.

      “Yeah, some. It won’t take me too long though,” Padraig said. “Want me to help you put the glasses away?” Padraig had obviously decided to share in the punishment with his brother, rather than go home alone. Which wasn’t surprising. Padraig loved being in the pub, helping his father with various tasks.

      Tris grinned. “Sure. Colm, why don’t you grab that booth over there—where I can keep an eye on you—and start your homework. We’re eating dinner here, and I’ve got one of the part-time bartenders coming in to close up. Might as well settle in. You’re going to be here for a while.”

      Colm sighed and rolled his eyes, but—wisely—held his tongue as he stood up to do as he was told.

      Patrick fought to hide his grin. As the father of four rowdy, always-pushing-curfews-and-rules boys, he knew Tris was only just at the beginning of this battle with his intelligent, girl-crazy son.

      “Mind if I join you for a few minutes, Colm?” Patrick asked, rising as well.

      His clever grandson considered the question for a moment, obviously concerned he was about to get another lecture for his behavior. Patrick gave him a quick, covert wink to assure him he was safe.

      Colm grinned. “Sure. That’s cool, Pop Pop.”

      Colm retrieved his backpack and the two of them crossed the pub, claiming a booth in the corner. It was midafternoon, so the pub would be quiet until the happy hour crowd started to roll in.

      “Are you going to yell at me too?” Colm asked once they were seated.

      “I hadn’t planned to. I suspect your parents said all that needed to be said.”

      Colm lifted one shoulder casually. “I guess so.”

      “Am I to assume the young lady in question was the one you were telling me about a couple of weeks ago? I believe her name was Jessica.”

      Colm shook his head. “No. Me and Jess are history. I’m going out with Zoey now.”

      “My, my. I might need to start a list. I’m struggling to keep the names of your lady loves straight.”

      Colm laughed. “You don’t need to worry about learning names yet. I’m just having some fun. Paddy’s the one who wants a girlfriend, not me.”

      “I see. Padraig doesn’t have a girlfriend, though, right?”

      Colm shook his head. “Nope. Not right now anyway. Paddy’s too picky. I’m not criticizing, Pop Pop, but I think you’ve been a bad influence on him.”

      Patrick tilted his head curiously. “In what way?”

      “He’s always looking for the one. Like last year. He starts dating Stephanie Bell, swears she’s the girl for him, then gets his heart broken. Like we couldn’t all see that coming. All the dude wants to do is fall in love like you and Grandma Sunday.”

      “I see.” And this was why Patrick asked to join Colm at this booth. His precocious fifteen-year-old grandson was wise beyond his years, sarcastic, intelligent, and funny. “And you don’t have those same aspirations?”

      “Heck no. I’m gonna be young while I’m young. Not planning to settle down until I’m forty, at least. Paddy will probably elope three seconds after high school. Not that that’s so surprising.”

      “Because of his tendency to fall in love too fast?”

      “No. Because he doesn’t have my way with the ladies. That’s why he falls so fast whenever a girl pays attention to him. Always been that way. Did you know he actually paid for his first kiss?”

      “Paid for it?”

      “Yeah. Kelli charged him a quarter when we were in fifth grade.”

      Patrick chuckled. Kelli Peterson had been Padraig’s best friend since elementary school, the girl a familiar face at Tris and Lane’s home and even here at the pub. “Is that right?”

      “Yeah. She charged a couple other guys too.”

      “Quite the enterprising young lady. Am I to assume you didn’t pay for the same?”

      “Pop Pop,” Colm said with a cocky grin. “First of all, it was Kelli. Gross.”

      Patrick had always found it interesting how very different Colm was from his brother. While Kelli and Padraig were truly the best of friends, Colm seemed to view the same girl with genuine disdain. He’d always wondered if those feelings were based on personality differences or if Colm felt jealousy toward Kelli, unhappy about sharing his twin brother.

      “And secondly,” Colm continued. “The ladies should be paying me to kiss them.”

      Patrick hid his mouth behind his hand. It wouldn’t help Tris and Lane’s cause if he laughed, though he was thoroughly amused by Colm’s cockiness. The boy wasn’t lacking when it came to confidence. “So no long-term girlfriends for you?”

      “Nope. I’m free as a bird and plan to stay that way.” Colm leaned back, slouching slightly in the booth, assuming a look that couldn’t be called anything other than pure teenage male confidence. If Colm was walking right now, he’d be swaggering. Patrick was familiar with the look because he’d seen the exact same thing in Colm’s father, Tris, when he was young.

      Glancing toward the bar, Patrick wondered if Tris realized how close this apple had fallen to the tree. Lane had suggested more than a few times that Colm and Tris butted heads as often as they did because they were birds of a feather.

      “Free as a bird, eh?” Patrick repeated. “Well, then your name certainly fits you.”

      Colm rolled his eyes. “Yeah, yeah. I’m a freaking dove. You know how lame that is, right?”

      Patrick had gotten into the habit of telling his young grandchildren the meanings of their names, sharing stories of past namesakes who’d gone on to do incredible things. Colm had been incredibly unimpressed by the meaning of his name, and even less enthusiastic by the story of the namesake, St. Columba, whose monks created The Book of Kells.

      “The dove represents peace, Colm. That’s a wonderful thing.”

      Colm, who’d been in the process of pulling a notebook out of his backpack, paused. “Lochlan gets Viking. Finn gets warrior, and I get peace. Lame,” he repeated.

      Patrick chuckled, aware that in this instance, he didn’t have a leg to stand on. “Your mother found the name in a baby book. Be grateful she went for Colm rather than her first choice.”

      Colm frowned. “What was her first choice?”

      “Peter. She thought Padraig and Peter sounded cute together. Your father put his foot down.”

      Colm appeared surprised. “I never knew that. What does Peter mean?”

      “Stone.”

      “I’ll take the dove.”

      Patrick nodded. “Wise choice.” They fell silent for a few minutes as Colm opened his notebook, then reached back into his backpack for a textbook. While Patrick knew Padraig didn’t have much homework, he was certain the same wasn’t true for Colm, who was taking all honors classes, unlike his twin, who viewed high school as something he simply had to tolerate for four years.

      “What are you working on?”

      Colm wrinkled his nose. “Romeo and Juliet. Dumbest play in history.”

      “You’re starting to hurt my soul, lad. That’s a very romantic story.”

      “Romantic? Um. Did you read all the way to the end? Spoiler alert, Pop Pop. They both die.”

      Patrick grinned. “Maybe so, but I’ve always liked the true love aspect.”

      Colm was too polite to roll his eyes at Patrick, though his expression said that was exactly what he wanted to do. “They fell in love in a hot minute. That’s not real life.”

      “Oh, but you’re wrong, my boy. That’s exactly how it happened for me and Sunday. She was singing at the bar, and I knew—all the way to my bones—that she was the one for me.”

      Colm studied his face intently, then shook his head slowly. “I don’t think that’s when you fell in love. It doesn’t work that way.”

      Patrick smiled and considered that. Whenever he told the story of the night he first met Sunday, he always proclaimed it was love at first sight. But when he really thought about it, it was an entire series of moments that came to mind, all of them building on each other.

      “Well now. Perhaps you might be right about that.”

      “Really?”

      “Yes. Now that I think about it, I fell for her more slowly than I first thought. There was an instant attraction, of course, but the love grew as we got to know each other better, as we shared our hopes and dreams for the future and realized we were both walking in the same direction. You know, love has a way of sneaking up on a person, showing up at the most unexpected times. One look, one word, one random moment in time and then…it’s just…click. The light flips on and even the darkest of hearts is filled with bright, radiant light.”

      “Just click?” Colm didn’t seem convinced, but he was definitely listening.

      And interested.

      “Just click. And when it happens, it’s magic.”

      Colm was quiet for a moment, and then his all-too-familiar lopsided grin emerged. “This is exactly what I’m talking about, Pop Pop. This is where Paddy gets all his ideas about love.”

      Patrick shrugged. “Guilty as charged, I suppose.”

      “Bad influence,” Colm muttered, but Patrick saw the slightest flicker of something in his grandson’s face, and he recognized it instantly.

      Colm wanted the click.
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      Colm tossed back the rest of his Guinness, then glanced down toward the end of the bar at Pat’s Pub. It was only Wednesday and he’d already had a bear of a week. As a lawyer who specialized in family law, he’d seen more than his fair share of contentious divorces, bitter custody battles, and tragic cases of domestic abuse. This week? He’d dealt with all three. Nasty shit. And it felt like it was ripping out chunks of his soul.

      Typically, he could keep emotions out of it, could focus on the task at hand. If it had just been one case, he could have held it together. But he was dealing with three. The three worst cases of his career. All at the same time.

      He caught Padraig’s eye and pointed to his empty mug. His twin narrowed his eyes briefly, but Padraig knew him well enough that he didn’t question him. Instead, he just picked up the empty mug, pulled the tap, refilled his glass, and then set it back down in front of him.

      “Wanna talk about it?” Padraig asked.

      Colm shook his head. “Nope. Just want to forget about it.”

      “Yeah, the fact you’re on your third beer in less than an hour…on a weeknight…sort of clued me in. You sure you⁠—”

      “I’m sure,” Colm interjected.

      “Okay. Well, I’m here if you change your mind.”

      Colm managed a weak smile and a nod. He knew that, knew his brother would always listen to his troubles, would have his back in a fight, would give him shit whenever he did something stupid. They were brothers and that was what they did. Add in the whole twin-bond factor, and it was safe to say no one on the planet got him like Padraig.

      He took another sip of his Guinness, leaning back in the stool, savoring the quiet white noise of the pub. This place, this very stool at the bar, was probably one of his happiest places on the planet. So as soon as he’d dragged his sorry ass in from work, he’d plopped down with no more thought than he was home and beer was close.

      He loosened his necktie and unbuttoned the top button of his shirt, releasing a long sigh.

      He could have walked right by the bar and headed upstairs to the apartment he shared with some of his cousins. After all, it was empty right now. Darcy had gotten a new job recently and had been putting in long hours, excited to prove herself as a graphic artist, while his other roomies, Oliver and Gavin, were working late at a construction site with Uncle Killian and Uncle Justin.

      Colm would have had the entire apartment to himself, something that was rare, given the number of family members who treated the place—the Collins Dorm—as home base for…well…practically everything. Pretty much every Collins celebration took place either here in the pub or upstairs. From graduation parties to bridal showers, his huge, crazy, fun family always managed to find something to celebrate, and damn if they didn’t do it in style.

      Just this morning, Darcy was buzzing around the apartment, her excitement almost tangible as she pointed out that with their annual Halloween party happening this weekend, they were kicking off the official “Collins social season.” After the Halloween party—which Sunnie and Darcy had been planning for ages—it was one festivity after another as they hosted Friendsgiving, Thanksgiving dinner, a Christmas party, and then rang in the New Year in serious style.

      Colm was exhausted just thinking about it. Which was unusual for him. He always looked forward to family events, but this year…this year it felt like hard work.

      Shit. The job really was getting to him.

      He rubbed his eyes, then kept them closed, breathing in and out slowly. He’d almost found peace when there was a loud scratching sound of the stool next to him, sliding across the floor.

      “Fucking fuck of a fucked-up day.”

      Colm sighed. He should have gone upstairs.

      He didn’t bother to open his eyes to acknowledge the new arrival. “Hey, Kell.”

      “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

      He glanced over and saw her looking at him curiously.

      “Were you asleep?” she asked.

      He shook his head. “No. I was relaxing. And it was working. Until you showed up.”

      Kelli rolled her eyes, completely unrepentant about disturbing him. Not that he should be surprised. They knew each other far too well for her to ever genuinely take offense over anything he said. Same went for him.

      Kelli had been Padraig’s best friend since kindergarten. Leave it to his twin brother to pick a girl as his best friend. And not just a girl but Padraig’s polar opposite. Padraig was an easy-going, quiet, gentle soul.

      Kelli, on the other hand, was brash, loud, opinionated. She and Colm had butted heads for as many years as she and Padraig had been friends. Probably because, as Colm’s mother liked to point out whenever he bitched about her, she and Colm were too much alike. Which Mom insisted was probably the reason why Padraig adored Kelli so. As if that was supposed to make him like her better.

      “Hey, Paddy,” Kelli called out when Padraig returned from the stockroom with a new bag of peanuts. “I need a glass of cab sav. A big glass.”

      “The nine-ounce pour?” Padraig teased.

      “You stop at nine ounces and I’m going to kick your ass. Actually, save the glass. I’ll just drink straight from the bottle.”

      Padraig laughed as he placed the wineglass in front of her, pouring red wine all the way to the rim.

      Kelli lifted it gingerly, careful not to spill a single drop as she took a big sip, then sighed dramatically. “God, Paddy. You’re the greatest man I’ve ever known.”

      Padraig rolled his eyes, then put the bottle of wine in front of her. “Just in case I’m not here the second you drain that first glass.”

      “Marry me,” she said, the joke a standard. Kelli had asked Padraig to marry her no less than seventeen million times over the years.

      And Padraig always gave her the same response. “You’re too much woman for me, Kell. It just wouldn’t work.”

      “Speaking of marriage…where’s Emmy?” Kelli asked, wiggling her eyebrows playfully at Padraig.

      Only Kelli could get away with such a segue.

      Over the course of the past year or so, Emmy Martin had become a regular at Pat’s Pub, the quiet romance author achieving what only one other patron in the history of the business had managed. Her own saved spot at the bar. Padraig had placed a permanent reserved sign at the end of the counter for her since it was the place Emmy set up camp almost daily as she wrote her books.

      The only other person with a saved stool was Pop Pop, though his was front and center, as the fun-loving man needed to be right in the thick of “the action” at the pub. Colm had figured out a long time ago that “action” meant Pop Pop had the seat with the best view of the big screen TV that hung behind the bar to watch whatever sport was in season, and a prime location for hearing any and all of the gossip shared.

      Padraig pretended to be annoyed by the question. “Ha ha, Kell. Emmy is not here tonight.”

      Kelli had been trying to convince Padraig to ask Emmy out for months, but his twin wasn’t budging.

      Padraig had been married once to Mia, the love of his life. She had been everything to him. So even now, two years after her death, his brother was still struggling to put the pieces of his life back together.

      Lately, Colm and Kelli had found one thing they actually agreed on, and that was that Padraig needed to move on with his life. He’d been hiding behind the counter of this pub for far too long.

      Plus, as more time passed, it was pretty obvious Emmy had the hots for Padraig. And while he was resistant to romance, he and Emmy had formed a pretty solid friendship.

      “Where is she?” Kelli pressed. “Emmy’s always here. She’s the reason I stopped by. I wanted to talk to her.”

      “She has a nasty head cold. I’m running some of Aunt Riley’s chicken noodle soup over to her after my shift ends.” Padraig looked at his watch. “Which is in about ten minutes.”

      “Taking her soup, huh?” Kelli asked. The woman was relentless when it came to Padraig and Emmy.

      “As friends, Kell. I always bring you chicken noodle soup when you’re sick too,” Padraig pointed out.

      “Yeah. Shit. You do. Come here. Lean closer.”

      Padraig sighed heavily, even as he did as she asked, perfectly aware of why Kelli had made the request.

      She lifted her hand and stroked the side of his face. “I just can’t get used to you without the beard.”

      Colm and Padraig had sported beards since the year they’d turned nineteen, placing a bet on who could grow one the fastest. Colm had won, something he still gave Padraig shit about, but even after the contest ended, neither of them shaved.

      Then, out of the blue last week, Padraig had shown up at the pub clean-shaven, simply telling everyone who asked why that he’d just needed a change.

      Colm wondered if it wasn’t something more, but no amount of questioning on his part—and he was a lawyer who knew how to get the goods from a witness—had produced a different response.

      “How many times are you going to touch my face?” Padraig asked, though he didn’t sound as annoyed as he pretended.

      “It’s just so strange.”

      “Good strange or bad strange?” Padraig asked.

      Kelli considered that. “Good strange. Truth is…you look super hot like this.”

      “Please,” Colm said, jumping into the conversation. “He has a baby face. You won’t catch me shaving my beard off. Don’t want to look like some wet-behind-the-ears teenage boy.”

      “You’re just jealous because you couldn’t pull off the look,” Kelli said, jumping in, as always, to defend Padraig. It was another standard operating procedure. Kelli always—as in one hundred percent of the time—took Padraig’s side in any argument with Colm, no matter what.

      “That makes no sense,” Colm said. “We’re twins, Kelli. Identical. Twins.”

      “You know, I always forget that,” she joked. “It probably has something to do with the shape of your mouth. The way it’s always open and producing that annoying sound. Distracts me from all your other features.”

      Colm grinned and doubled-down. He’d had the day from hell, and the idea of blowing off some of that steam by engaging in a battle of put-downs with Kelli sounded pretty good to him. “The only annoying sound I hear right now is⁠—”

      “Oh, look at that,” Padraig said, glancing at his phone. “My shift just ended.”

      While Colm and Kelli loved to trash talk, it drove Padraig up the wall. His brother really was too freaking nice sometimes.

      Colm watched as Padraig’s replacement, one of the new part-time bartenders, stepped through the hinged opening. His brother filled the new guy in on who was drinking what, and then said goodbye to them, heading back to the kitchen, no doubt to grab the soup for Emmy.

      He and Kelli both took another sip of their drinks, neither of them bothering to pick up their previous conversation, and as the silence stretched, it occurred to Colm that the two of them were rarely alone together.

      Kelli took another sip and, for the first time since she’d sat down, he noticed the dark circles under her eyes. She also hadn’t changed out of her work attire before coming here, and he was amused by her orange sweater that featured a glittery black cat in bunny ears. She had a wide array of ridiculous clothing like that. He knew none of it fit her tastes, and that she wore it just because her kindergartners loved it.

      She was taller than most women he knew, just an inch or so shy of six feet tall. Sometimes he wondered if that was why she’d continued to hang out with Padraig throughout school. He and his twin, at six foot four, were in the minority when it came to guys taller than her.

      Her dark auburn hair had gotten longer in the last year. All through high school and their twenties, she’d kept it shorter, the thick, wavy mass barely touching her shoulders. He wasn’t sure what had prompted her to grow it out, but he had to admit—begrudgingly—it was very pretty on her. He liked long hair on women, gave him something to hold on to when he was…

      Fuck.

      He turned away from Kelli, unwilling to finish that thought.

      For a hot minute, he’d had an image of taking her from behind, his fist gripping that long hair.

      Jesus. Maybe he should lay off the Guinness.

      Kelli sighed, capturing his attention again.

      Oh, to fuck with it. She didn’t annoy him so much that he couldn’t admit she was actually very attractive. She had one of those unforgettable faces with high cheekbones, porcelain skin, full, red lips, and an ever-present twinkle in her eye that some might mistake for humor, but he recognized as mischief.

      When she’d first gotten boobs in sixth grade—big boobs, the kind that captured a young boy’s attention—Colm had fancied himself interested in her…for about three seconds.

      Unfortunately, that was the same year his dad had thought he and Padraig should sport crewcuts, for some insane reason. His interest in Kelli ended the second she’d dubbed him “Chrome Dome Colm,” the nickname sticking for the better part of the school year, before he’d put his foot down with his dad that summer and insisted on growing his hair out again.

      After that, his crush on her had ended, and their rivalry had elevated from hair pulling and rude nicknames—she’d been Smelly Kelli most of first grade, thanks to him—to eye rolling, smirks, and practical jokes.

      “So you had a bad day too?” he said.

      She nodded once, then shrugged. “Lately, it’s felt like one long string of bad days. But yeah, today was especially shitty.”

      When it became obvious she wasn’t going to go into any details, he prodded. “What happened today?”

      She glanced at him suspiciously, and he understood why. The two of them weren’t small-talk friends. Actually, Kelli liked to refer to him as her best frenemy, something he hadn’t bothered to deny since the term fit. If they were talking, they were bickering.

      “My cat got sick in the middle of my new rug first thing this morning. I didn’t see it, so I stepped in it, barefoot, and slipped. I hit the edge of the coffee table, so I now have a bruise on my hip the size of Kansas. Then I was running late to work, rushing around my place like a lunatic, looking for my goddamn keys, and I spilled coffee all over my outfit.”

      “That sweater wasn’t your first choice?” Colm didn’t bother to hide his grin.

      Kelli didn’t take him to task for it. Instead, she gave him a weary smile back. “All of that happened before eight a.m. Work wasn’t much better. My hip hurt like a bitch. Believe me. Five-year-olds have sonar when it comes to sore spots. I swear every single one of the little rascals managed to bump into that exact spot today. Then one of my kids shit his pants—the smell was ungodly. After school, I had to sit through an eternal faculty meeting where we learned about a new round of budget cuts that basically ensure I’m going to continue to spend half my paycheck on supplies for my classroom.”

      “Damn.”

      “Yeah,” she said, lifting her wineglass and draining it.

      Colm reached over and poured her a new glass from the bottle Padraig had left in front of her.

      “Thanks. So…that’s why I’m willing to face tomorrow with a hangover. What number Guinness are you on?”

      Colm drained his beer. “That was three.” He lifted a finger and the part-time bartender came over and refilled it.

      “Damn. Four beers,” she murmured. “Wanna talk about it?”

      Padraig had asked the same question, and he’d turned his brother down. For some reason, maybe given the fact she was in the same funk and the beer was starting to work its way through him, he didn’t mind sharing with her.

      “I’m working on a few rough cases. The worst of which is a contentious divorce with a custody battle that’s going to guarantee the kids are in therapy for the rest of their lives.”

      Kelli frowned. “Young kids?”

      For her tough exterior, Kelli was pure marshmallow inside when it came to children.

      “Four and six.”

      “Fuck. Some people really shouldn’t be allowed to have children. All they do is fuck them up.”

      “Yeah. Tell me about it. I’m also representing a woman in the middle of a domestic violence case, and I’m pretty sure she’s going to drop the charges and go back with the man who put her in the hospital not once, not twice, but four times.”

      Kelli sighed. “Jesus. I don’t know how you do that job.”

      Colm gave her a crooked grin. “Hey, at least I don’t have to clean up shitty underwear.”

      Kelli tapped her wineglass against Colm’s mug. “Good point. So…are we going to be the voice of reason for each other at the end of these drinks, or are we going to take this to the next level?”

      The question was pure Kelli. He knew if he paid his tab and said good night, she’d follow suit. They’d both head home, pass out, and while they’d have headaches in the morning, they wouldn’t be too much the worse for wear.

      But if he ordered another beer, she’d finish the bottle of wine—and maybe even order another—and they’d both pay dearly at work tomorrow.

      For Colm, there was only one answer. “Next level.”

      She grinned and took another sip. “Game on.”

      They continued to bitch about their days until her bottle of wine was drained and he’d finished beers number five and six. After that, they moved on to tequila, though at least they’d been somewhat intelligent and ordered food as well. They complained about their jobs until the bartender yelled out “last call.”

      “What time is it?” she asked.

      Colm glanced at his phone. “Almost midnight.”

      “Damn. Made a critical error. Came to the wrong Collins twin for moral support. Paddy would have switched me to coffee after glass number two and poured me into a cab.”

      Colm shrugged unapologetically. “Hey, you gave me a choice.”

      “Yeah, I did.” She glanced toward the door. “I guess I should…”

      “Did you drive here?”

      She nodded. “Really only intended to have one glass of wine while I chewed Paddy’s ear off.”

      “Come upstairs. You can sleep in Finn’s room. Sheets are clean. Set your alarm early enough that you can go home, shower, and suffer through a hungover Thursday.”

      Kelli stood up. “That sounds perfect. I don’t feel like being alone tonight.”

      Colm felt the exact same way.
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