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For all of us who thought we’d have 


everything figured out in our twenties. 


It’s okay if you need more time to find yourself.






And if you’re really stressed about it, you can always 


fuck a tattooed cowboy on the hood of your ex’s car.


See if that helps.













Seeing Red


Bailey Hannah
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Author’s Note


This story is about an accidental pregnancy following a one-night stand. Please note: while every effort was made to ensure accuracy and sensitivity, not every pregnancy/childbirth experience is the same, so some details may not be accurate to your own experience. The same is true of Cassidy’s experience with PCOS/Hashimoto’s. Don’t come for me about the baby size references, though—they’re taken from pregnancy tracking apps/websites and any pregnant person who has looked at the fruit-based size references weekly will attest that they  never make sense.

If reading about pregnancy in detail is not for you, you can safely skip this book and continue to read the following books within the Wells Canyon series without missing any crucial information. As always, take care of yourself.



Go easy on Cass <3 She’s pregnant and hormonal for most of this book.

Oh! Can’t forget to mention that the author is not responsible for any unplanned pregnancies that occur as a result of reading this book. Double up on that birth control, friends.




Content/Trigger Warnings:


	Pregnancy (main trope in book) - includes depictions of morning sickness & basic medical procedures related to pregnancy


	Abortion (brief mention)


	Childbirth (on page)


	Chronic Illness - Hashimoto’s Disease & Polycystic Ovarian Syndrome (on page)


	Body Image Issues (on page)


	Medical fatphobia (on page)


	Physical violence (on page)


	Alcoholic Parent/Alcoholism (discussed)


	Alcohol consumption (on page)


	Vomit (on page)


	Parental sickness/death (discussed, not shown)


	Alzheimer’s Disease (discussed, not shown)


	Parental abandonment (discussed, not shown)


	Domestic violence (discussed, not shown)


	Past child abuse (discussed in detail)


	Troubled parent-adult child relationship (discussed)


	Marijuana consumption (brief mention)


	Ranching activities - calving (discussion)


	Explicit sex scenes including cum play, sex toy use, degradation, breeding, hand necklace (not breath play/choking)
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Cassidy


If there’s one thing men have, it’s the fucking audacity. Bringing the girl he cheated on me with to  my hometown rodeo is next level. My beer bottle slams into the sticky picnic table with such intensity, it’s astounding it doesn’t break. Although, if it broke, I’d have something to cut my ex-boyfriend’s arrogant face with. And that scenario doesn’t sound half bad.

“I’m getting another,” I yell at one of my best friends, Shelby, over the Brooks & Dunn cover band. “I’m gonna get stabby if I have to watch them make out for another second.”

“I could go for another.” Shelby nods and swallows the last of her beer with a gulp. “Quit watching them; your wallowing days are supposed to be over, girl. Screw him. Fight fire with fire—get yourself a man for the night.”

“Minor problem, Shelb. I’m not interested in a single guy here.”

Normally, I don’t date. Not because I’m a goody two-shoes, although a lot of people in town seem to believe I am. I simply have a strict set of rules. Just like ninety-nine percent of the 2,000 residents, I’ve lived in Wells Canyon since I was a baby. All I want is someone who hasn’t known me since I was in diapers, doesn’t spend every Friday night at my dad’s bar, and hasn’t slept with either of my best friends. My bar for men is so damn low it may as well be in hell, yet none of the single men at this barn dance check all three boxes. 

Failing to see the giant red flags he was waving, I agreed to the fateful first date with Derek over a year ago, simply because he checked the boxes. Then everything went to shit. My best friends see that as a sign I should give it up and date a local. Vehemently disagree.

“Well, we’re here to get you out of your funk, and letting him under your skin all night won’t help. Forget about him.” 

“Yeah, easier said than done. There’s only, like, a hundred people here and he’s tall. Sort of makes it impossible to forget about him.”

In the two weeks since breaking up with Derek, I’ve had my ups and downs. The past five days have definitely been rock bottom. I’ve been wearing the same pajamas the entire time—not just at night. All day. Eating cereal out of a mixing bowl and drinking room-temperature sangria. Quite often at the same time. I essentially morphed into a college frat boy stuck in a depression spiral because he wasn’t allowed to spend spring break in Florida. I may have even gone down a little Girls Gone Wild YouTube rabbit hole. If all that isn’t the lowest of the low, I don’t know what is. 

Desperate for a reckless night out—something to get back to feeling myself—this rodeo couldn’t have come soon enough. Then my motherfucking ex-boyfriend had to turn up and kill my vibe.

Approaching the bar, I lose all of Shelby’s attention the moment she spots her crush of the month, Denver Wells, one of the ranchers at Wells Ranch, the local cattle empire. He’s cute enough, with short, brown hair, dimples, and a lean, muscular body. Plus, he’s a saddle bronc rider, which seems to impress most girls around here. And Denny’s actually a pretty nice guy but, again, I have rules for a reason.

In typical fashion, Shelby orders two bottles of beer and vanishes into the crowd without a word. All I can see from my mediocre 5’6” height is the peak of her rhinestone cowboy hat bobbing amongst the throng of people in front of the stage as she works her way toward Denny’s picnic table at the far right. Shelby’s been boy crazy for as long as I’ve known her and, even though I don’t fully understand it, I love that for her. 

I grab my drinks and step aside to take in the rodeo beer gardens, breathing in the cool spring air. A square patch of cement, corralled off with livestock panels and neon orange snow fencing, keeping the chaos controlled as if we’re an unruly herd of cattle. One way in and out, past the singular cop in town and his team of volunteer bouncers. It smells more like horse crap than I typically enjoy, but I’ll take that over what this group of dirty cowboys, drunks, and perfume-drenched women would smell like if we weren’t out in the open air. 

Scanning the crowd, I don’t see anyone I’m interested in hanging out with. I suppose Denver and his ranch hands aren’t the worst group to socialize with for the night. At least they don’t make lewd comments or try to touch my ass when I serve them at the bar, and a few are pretty easy on the eyes. All in all, they’re a chill enough group of guys, so I follow the footsteps of my slutty best friend. 

Weaving between a group of drunken line dancers, I’m only stopped by five people wanting to chat. Impressive considering I can name almost every single person here. Although, I feel the pitiful stare of every set of eyes, the whispers of gossip about my relationship crumbling. Another blatant reminder of why I don’t date locally.

Finally, I reach my destination, coming across Shelby straddling Denny on the end of a picnic table—tongues already down each other’s throats. 

Jesus, she really wasn’t wasting any time. 

Again, love that for her, but I can’t imagine making out with a guy in a place like this. News travels faster than head lice in Wells Canyon, and the rumours are just as irritating. Everyone from my dad to my kindergarten teacher to my hairdresser would know about it within minutes. A lesson I learned the hard way, after I made out with Steven Gregoire outside the corner store in the tenth grade, and was forced into a disturbing sex talk from my dad the moment I walked through the front door. Never made that mistake again, which is likely why most people around here think I’m a goody two-shoes prude. 

My pair of amber bottles clunk against the rickety wood table when I sit across from Red, one of the Wells Ranch cowboys and, arguably, my least favourite of the bunch. If I had a dollar for every time I had to kick him out of the bar for fighting, I’d at least be able to pay for my drinks tonight. And if I had another dollar for every time he’s annoyed me since elementary school, I could retire and move to the Caribbean.

“You know, you don’t need to bring me beer when you aren’t working, Cass. But thank you, I’m touched.” Red makes a move like he’s going to grab one of my drinks, and I reflexively slap his muscular, heavily tattooed forearm.

“Do it, and I’ll cut you.”

He laughs and adjusts the faded Stetson covering his shaggy, auburn hair. His nickname isn’t exactly the most creative I’ve ever heard—it was even more on the nose when he was a little kid, with hair so red he looked like he belonged in the Weasley family. Now it has more brown to it, but the occasional time I’ve seen him with facial hair, it’s very apparent that he’s a true redhead through and through. 

“So impolite when you’re off the clock,” he says with a smirk.

“Yeah, well, you aren’t going to tip me here, are ya? No need to feign niceness.”

For a long while we sit in silence, awkwardly pretending our best friends aren’t making out a foot away and watching the crappy Brooks & Dunn cover band run through “Play Something Country” for the fourth time this evening. You’d think we were at a real concert with the way all the drunk girls bounce in front of the stage. It’s guaranteed that one of them flashes their tits at the band before the night’s through. If Shelby wasn’t suctioned to Denver, I would bet money on her being the one to do it. 

“Isn’t that your boyfriend?” Red’s head gestures toward where Derek and Alyssa must be. I don’t dare follow his gaze, my stomach cramping with a warning not to peek unless I want to feel downright murderous again. Suffering from a sudden case of restless leg syndrome, I bounce my knee and keep my focus trained on Red, his tongue tucked into his cheek as he narrows his eyes at them. 

“Ex,” I correct him. “We broke up a couple of weeks ago.”

“Want me to punch him?”

“No, Red. I don’t.” I’d love to say yes—I’d love the thrill of watching Derek get a tiny piece of what he deserves—but it’s not worth whatever will happen after the initial hit.

“Want to get even? Make him jealous? We can make out right next to them.”

“Honestly, fuck off. I’m just trying to listen to music and drink in peace, okay? Why don’t you go ask a girl to dance or get in a fistfight or do literally anything other than bug me.” 

“Well, I don’t dance. The sole person I’m thinking about fighting is your ex, which you already shot down. And I was sitting here first.”

Plopping my elbow onto the table, I sink my head into my hand to block him from view—effectively blocking Derek as well. Two annoying birds, one stone. A moment later, the table shifts as Red finally takes the hint and leaves.

Not nearly enough time has passed when his presence returns. At least this time, he comes bearing gifts, sliding a shot of tequila and another beer over to me. And I’m not one to turn down free drinks, even if I’m impartial to the guy buying them for me. 

Hoisting up his own shot glass with a wink, he says, “Cheers to you not dating that fuckin’ nerd anymore.”

Jesus Christ. But also… hear, hear! 

I throw back the shot, chasing it with multiple chugs of beer. Painfully aware of Red’s stare, which is burning my insides with more sting than the tequila. He sets his empty bottle on the table and lazily spins it with a wrist flick. Over and over and over. 

Thud, clink, rattle, rattle, thud, clink, rattle. 

Until the sound of glass on the rough wood surface may as well be an accompaniment for the band, which I’m watching with intent. Desperate to look anywhere other than at the cowboy sitting across from me or at the ex-boyfriend somewhere in the crowd. Hoping if I pretend hard enough to like the shitty cover music, I can get lost in the atmosphere and potentially salvage the night.

“Hey, Cass.” Red’s grating voice pierces the air just when I’ve nearly forgotten about him sitting across from me. 

I roll my neck with an irritated exhale. “What now, Red?”

“Look at that. Looks like I landed on you in Spin The Bottle. Better kiss me and make your ex jealous—he keeps looking over here.” 

“You’re an idiot,” I say with a scoff. 

“Not a fan? Oh, right. From what I remember, Seven Minutes In Heaven is more your game, isn’t it?”

This goddamn town. Suggest a group of us play it one fucking time at a birthday party in the eighth grade, and it’s still brought up nearly two decades later.

“Are you thirteen?” I consider ditching the overpriced beer and heading home to throw my pajamas back on. This entire night is a waste of time. I hate knowing I put effort into looking pretty so I could sit at a picnic table with Chase “Red” Thompson—a boy I’ve disliked since middle school. Stuck watching my ex-boyfriend make out with the beautiful, raven-haired woman he was sleeping with for at least half of our year-long relationship.

“Is that what you’re into? Because that’s fucked up, Cass.” He snorts a laugh, straightening his hat. “Might need to report you.”

“I meant because those are both children’s games, you idiot.” I gulp my beer. And gulp. And gulp. 

“I’m just sayin’, everybody but us seems to be making out. And it would piss him off. But if a simple kiss is too childish for you, there are lots of adult things we could do.” He raises a daring eyebrow. 

“The fuck is wrong with you?” Leaning over the table, I smack the cowboy hat from his head. He lets out a hearty chuckle, bending to swipe it from the ground and shaking out his thick hair. The commotion’s enough to break apart Shelby and Denny who, until this point, may as well have had their lips superglued together. 

“Hey, Shelb. I’m gonna walk home,” I say now that I finally have a sliver of her attention. Swinging a leg over the bench and standing up, the alcohol washes through my bloodstream. The world’s a little hazy, lights around the stage are blown out rather than crisp, and my legs feel like they’re enveloped in thick mud. Chugging back my beer in an effort to leave faster might not have been my best move.

“No, don’t!” She protests, pushing away from Denny to catch my elbow. “You’re supposed to be finding a guy to help you get over Derek tonight.”

“And I told you there are zero prospects here.”

Shelby looks from me to Red, then meets my eyes with a shrug. “I mean… not zero prospects.”

“Fuck all of this. Definitely, fuck that. I’m going home. Night, guys.”

“Night, Cass. Love you,” Denny calls after me. 

Shelby’s playful squeal rings out as he presumably grabs her, pulling her back in for another consuming kiss. 

I stagger through the crowd of drunk people, aiming to keep myself on two feet while I come to grips with exactly how intoxicated I am. That’s the problem with throwing them back while you’re comfortably seated. As soon as you stand, the Earth tilts on its axis, and you find yourself struggling to remain upright. 

Unfortunately for me, small town rodeos are too much like a family reunion to allow for a quick escape. I’m pulled in every direction by people I know. From Jerry, the middle-aged bar regular who always begs me to line dance with him, to my old high school principal. Debbie from the post office corners me to ask if I can catsit while she goes to Vegas—and who am I to say no when she shows me the little visor hat she had made for the tabby? Everybody and their damn dog are here, inconveniently blocking the lone route out of this hellhole. 

After barely escaping the clutches of a group of girls I graduated with, I’m nearly home free. I’d run if I thought my coordination was good enough. As I’m plodding past the row of porta potties and keeping my eye on the exit gate straight ahead, an unpleasant voice sends shivers down my spine.

“Cass… hey.” 

My shoulders fall, and I shut my eyes—but only for half a second because it instantly makes the world feel like it’s spinning out of control.

“Hey, Derek.” I turn to face him. Thankfully, he’s without his mistress.

“How are you doing?” He assesses my body with a raised brow. All the words he’s leaving unsaid play on repeat in my mind. Sure, I’ve put on five pounds since we broke up, but the struggle to zip my denim mini skirt was enough of a blow to my ego for one day. I don’t need him to make me feel even worse, and I know it’s taking everything he has to refrain from commenting on my appearance. It drives him batty that I’m mostly okay with being in a size twelve body. I’ll certainly be even more content with my size now that I won’t hear his negative comments all the time.  

“Fine. Great, in fact. I’m doing fan-fucking-tastic,” I say sarcastically. “Having fun tonight?”

What I mean is, why the hell are you at a rodeo in my town weeks after making me feel like the biggest idiot on the planet?

“Yeah. Alyssa had never been to a rodeo, so—” 

Thanks to years waitressing in my dad’s bar, my customer service voice is flawless and not affected at all by my alcohol consumption. “That’s… super. Great. So glad that, uh, you brought her here. I’m going to go, so… super nice seeing you.”

“Hope you aren’t going home early because I’m here.”

“No. Not at all. I’m not going home. I was coming over to use the bathroom.” I don’t know why I’m lying, or why it continues to spew out of me. “I’m actually here with somebody, too. We’re having a super fun time.”

Why do I keep saying super? Maybe the alcohol is affecting my speech after all.

“Oh? I saw you talking to Red. Don’t tell me you’re with that guy? Jesus, Cass. Slumming it with the local cowboys? Sheesh... Even for you, that’s fucked up.”

Even for me? 

My brain and mouth are no longer working together, and words tumble out before I get the chance to think about them. “You know what? It’s not nearly as fucked up as bringing the girl you cheated with to this rodeo.”

“Cass, I’m just saying—”

“Don’t say another word to me because the cowboy I’m ‘slumming with’ would love an excuse to kick the shit out of you. Have a super night.” 

Instead of continuing on my journey home, I shoulder-check Derek and march back over to the picnic table, ignoring the alarm bells and red alerts firing in my brain. I know the idea forming in my drunk mind is a terrible one. I also know that after a year of putting up with that asshole, I don’t care. I need to do something to expel the rage pulsing in my veins.

He wronged me in a way that made me feel like a fool. I went months before realizing he had a new girlfriend and I’d been relegated to side-chick. But I didn’t scream, cry, throw his shit on the lawn, slash his car tires, or do any of the things my favourite country songs say he deserves. No, I broke up with him civilly, handing over all his belongings with a tight-lipped smile while she watched from the passenger seat of his car.

I don’t want to be the bigger, more mature, emotionally intelligent person anymore. Not tonight. I deserve to make a terrible decision or two for once in my goddamn life.

Shelby and Denny are nowhere to be seen—though I can make an educated guess about where they’ve gone. But Red’s still sitting at the picnic table, downing beer and watching the crappy band play. Honestly, from where I stand, he’s not bad looking. If I didn’t know anything about his personality, I might find him attractive. Fuckable, even. With tousled red-brown hair under his cowboy hat, tattoos covering both arms, bulky muscles earned from hard farm work, faded denim stretched across powerful thighs, and playful, cobalt-blue eyes. It’s just too bad about the rest of him.

My hands slam down on the table, making him jump. I’m not sure at all what my game plan is, only that it’s fueled by alcohol and hatred. And Red is exactly the kind of guy to go along with it. “Offer still stand to piss off my ex?”

“Why? See something you like, Cass?” His eyebrows raise with a cocky grin lighting his stupid face.

“I might’ve, but then you spoke. Now I’m filled with regrets. Where’s Colt or… literally anybody single, attractive, and less annoying than you?” This was a dumb plan. Just because Derek dislikes Red and thinks I’m “slumming it” by hanging out with the cowboys from Wells Ranch, doesn’t mean I should hook up with one to get back at him. What am I even proving by doing that? Admittedly, my logic is lacking. “Y’know… never mind.”

“Don’t know where Colt is. But I’m free to help and know a good way you can shut my mouth up.”

Massaging my temples, I scan the beer garden. As if being personally mocked by God, the singular pole light illuminating the dark dance floor shines directly on Derek and Alyssa. Grabbing the bottle from Red’s hand, I take a long pull. It goes down like water, and I no longer give a single fuck whether my plan makes sense.

“Lose the chew.” I point to the bulge sitting in his bottom lip. “I refuse to kiss anybody with chewing tobacco in their mouth.”

Before I can finish getting the words out, he’s swiping his finger under his lip and flicking the dark brown tobacco onto the ground. “Anything else?” 

“Two rules: you don’t say anything stupid and we never speak of this again. Deal?”

He throws back the last of his beer and stands. “Deal, sweetheart”

I sigh. “Three rules. Don’t call me sweetheart.” 
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Thick T-shirt fabric balled in my fist, I tug him along behind me until we’re close enough to Derek that he’s sure to see us, but far enough away to make it seem unintentional. Standing closer to him than ever before, I slide my hands across the coarse stubble on Red’s face and kiss him. A soft brush of our lips. It’s not a great kiss by any means. Probably not even a convincing one—it feels icky and wrong, like when a family member accidentally kisses you on the lips instead of the cheek. When we pull apart, I swear I hear Derek’s laugh.  

So kissing isn’t enough, then.

“Let’s go.” I grab Red’s hand, and he follows without hesitation—unexpectedly smart enough to adhere to my rule about not saying anything stupid. Fingers interlaced with mine, he obediently walks out of the beer garden, past the closed vendor booths, and through the rows of parked vehicles.

“I get that I’m not supposed to say anything stupid, but I’m starting to worry you’re about to murder me.”

“I know you brought condoms. Where’s your truck?”

He stops in his tracks and stares at me. “What the fuck is happening?” 

Truthfully, I’m not sure what’s happening either. I’m just riding the high, doing whatever my jacked-up emotions and the liquor are telling me to do. “Um… Well, if you agree to it, I was going to see if you’d fuck me on the hood of my ex’s car. Payback, you know?”

Red throws his head back with a gut-busting laugh. “Holy. Shit. I don’t know, Cass. That’s wild.”

“I asked you because you’re the most unhinged man I know. If you won’t, then point me in the direction of someone who will.” My cheeks flame, burning my entire body from the inside out. I hadn’t considered whether he might turn me down. Shit. I press a finger to my eye to hold back the embarrassed tears.

“I don’t think you want to do this.”

“You don’t know what the fuck I want. You’re here because I didn’t want somebody who would try and talk me out of it. I just…” I’m starting to lose momentum now. “I forced myself to get dressed and put makeup on to come here, stupidly thinking I’d have a fun night. Then he shows up with the girl he’s been cheating with for months, Shelby ditches me, and I’m stuck spending the night with you. I ran into Derek on my way out earlier, and he acted like I’m an ugly, pitiful loser. I hate it. I want to do something to get back at him—I don’t even care if he ever finds out about it. Just, for once, I want to feel like I have a little bit of fucking power. I’m so tired of being the mature, polite, responsible one.”

“He was wrong. You’re beautiful.”

“Thanks for the fake flattery. You’re right, asking you to do this was unhinged and so not me. I don’t do this kind of thing. I’m gonna head home.”

He holds my shoulders, preventing me from spinning around to leave. “I’m not trying to kiss your ass. You do look beautiful. Not pitiful at all… even with your red face and crazy eyes. If you’re serious about this…” He studies me in the faint glow of distant headlights, and the way his eyes bore into mine makes something in my heart trip up. Like he can see right through me. My head barely moves with a subconscious nod. “Fuck—okay, I’ll do it. But we’re making sure we leave behind enough evidence that he knows.”

All I can do is nod again like a bobble head. 

“Oh, and Cass? If your dad finds out about this somehow, you’re taking the blame because I refuse to be banned from the only bar in town.”

“Oh my God. I can assure you he’s the last person who would ever know about this. Glad to see your priorities are straight though, Red.”

“You’re one to talk.” He smirks as his hands finally leave my shoulders.

“If we’re doing this, I need you to fuck me like you hate me. Don’t tell me I’m beautiful again or pretend like this is more than a quick revenge fuck.”

“You think I was planning on making love on the hood of your ex’s car?” He snorts. “Be right back.”

In the time it takes for him to walk to his truck and back, my thoughts oscillate until I’m feeling dizzy. A little nauseous, even. This is probably a stupid idea… but wouldn’t it be nice to know I kind of got him back? Red has more red flags than most guys I know… but he’s also the one guy here who might be willing to do this. Simultaneously trying to talk myself into and out of this reckless plan, I locate Derek’s obnoxious red car and lean against it with an anxious exhale. 

This is just two people about to have purely transactional sex—he gets to come, and I get to feel like I stuck it to my ex. I exclusively see him at rodeos and the bar, where he’s too busy with his friends and other women to give a shit about me. So there are minimal opportunities for things to get awkward, right? 

“So, where are we doing this?” His voice forces me out of my spiraling thoughts.

“Oh, um… right here.” I point to the hood I’m resting on. My heart races as he steps forward, rough hands falling to my bare knees. 

“You sure you want—”

“Yes. Like you hate me, remember?” I allow my thighs to drift apart, making room for him to get even closer. Goosebumps prickle up in the wake of his fingers, leaving me shuddering as his calloused hands stroke my legs. 

Our eyes are locked, the whites of his gleaming in the moonlight. “Breathe, Cass.”

I inhale deeply and, when he nods, let out a long exhale. The way he’s staring into my soul sends a trickle of warmth down my spine, settling beneath my pelvic bone with a haunting ache. Feeling his hand slip further up my leg, under the relaxed denim of my vintage Levi’s skirt, I look down to make sure I’m not imagining it. Obviously, this was all my idea, but I didn’t expect my body to react the way it is. The way Red, of all people, is making my underwear wet with a light stroke of my inner thigh should be criminal. 

“Cute bracelet.” I smile at him, trying to ease the sexual tension between us by shifting focus to the thin barbed wire wrapped around his wrist. 

Of course he has barbed wire on his wrist.

“You like it? Got you a necklace to match.” His hand leaves my leg and, for a split second, I’m longing for him to put it back. He shifts so the glow of a distant pole light catches, and I can see what he’s trying to show me. Below the dense forest of black ink trees sprawling up his forearm, there’s a tattoo along the back of his hand, running from thumb to index finger. 

Barbed wire.

Before I can question what he means, his hand slips around my neck like a collar. 

A barbed wire necklace. 

“Fits perfectly, Cass. Looks sexy as hell, too.”

My breath catches in my throat, stuck right at the spot where his fingers are pressed into my flesh. An involuntary whimper escapes my parted lips and, although it’s dark, there’s no missing the way his nostrils flare. 

Fighting to maintain my composure, I snarl, “What did I tell you about not saying dumb shit? Please, let’s just get this over with.”

“Jesus, you really know how to turn a man on, don’t you?” With a dramatic eye roll, he lets his hand fall back to my thigh, sending a course of heat up to my groin. “If you don’t want to do this, say so and I’ll stop.”

“No, I do. Keep going.”

Hesitant eyes narrow in on mine, not buying a word I’m saying. To prove I’m not having doubts, I lace my arms around his neck and smash my lips against his. They’re surprisingly soft and warm, melding with mine. Were they this soft when I kissed them earlier? The hair at the nape of his neck’s the perfect length to twirl around my fingers. Holding a steady hand on either side of my face, Red kisses back with an ardent groan. It’s sloppy and frantic and hungry and—to my astonishment—fucking good. Nothing like the tense, uncomfortable kiss we shared earlier. His hands run through my hair, and a bite of my bottom lip forces another whimper from somewhere deep in my chest. 

When his hand reaches under my skirt, I roll my hips into him. My core tightens, begging for attention while the seconds drag even slower than his hand. I hate that I want him to touch me but, fucking hell, I do.

His finger traces the cut of my underwear, then nudges it aside so the tight fabric catches my sensitive clit. Electrical currents shoot out in every direction, and I can’t help the moan that Red stifles with his mouth. Repeating with the other edge, he lets my underwear gather between my labia. Even the slightest motion is enough to drag the thin cotton over my clit. Without thinking about what I’m doing, my hips rock gently on the car’s hood, shifting the fabric. Inching me toward bliss. 

Red breaks our kiss, staggering backward a step. He hasn’t even properly touched me yet, but he’s watching. Intently.

“Fuck, Cass. Fuck.” His gravelly voice sounds desperate and, for some ungodly reason, that makes me even more wet. I want him to want me. I want him to keep studying me with pure lust. So I spread my legs further, pulling the thong fully to the side, and plunge two fingers deep inside myself.

So much for a quick revenge fuck. Now I’m masturbating on the hood of my ex’s car while Red, the insufferable cowboy, watches with a carnal look in his eye. Sobering up just enough to realize what I’m doing, I blush and rip away my hand.

“I didn’t tell you to stop. Keep going.” He grips his cock through his jeans, rubbing the bulge slowly and never taking his gaze off my body. “I want to watch Wells Canyon’s sweetheart make herself come right out in the open. Touch yourself, Cassidy. Play with your pretty little cunt for me.”

I swallow hard. I should say no. Tell him to go screw himself. Of all people, he shouldn’t affect me like this. He shouldn’t have me wanting to do anything he asks. 

With soaked fingers, I find my clit, stroking with a feather-light touch and frenzied intensity. I arch my back, letting my blonde hair cascade down to the shiny, red metal, and prop a cowboy boot up on the hood to keep from sliding, praying it leaves a nasty scratch. Red moves to hold my legs steady and wide open, and I watch him watching me. 

“That’s it—fuck your hand right here in public. You fooled me, Cass. I thought you were just a cock tease but you’re a total fucking slut, aren’t you?”

“No.” The word comes out hoarse, less than a whisper. I’m not. Not usually. I don’t know what the hell is happening to me right now. “Just tonight.”

“Just for me.”

“No.” Yes. But I’m not about to unpack why right now. “Fuck you.”

His chest heaves, and his face is flushed. Staring me down, he gnaws at his cheek, letting out a small groan now and then. His hand tightens on my shin like it’s taking everything in him to refrain from touching me anywhere else. With Derek, I would be self-conscious but, extra five pounds or not, Red’s making me feel like the sexiest goddamn woman alive.

“Oh my God,” I moan as warm liquid rushes through me, and my fingers slow to a lazy circle, riding out the storm. Red’s wide pupils reflect the moonlight and, without hesitation, he reaches out to feel the mess I made. Lightly running a finger across my entrance and up to my swollen clit, sending an exhilarating shiver up the length of my spine. 

“Holy fuck. Look at you—that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” He slips a cool finger inside, stealing my breath. Instead of thrusting, like so many guys seem to do, he carefully draws the pad of his middle finger in a beckoning motion. Another finger slips in, and his eyes darken at my whimper.

“Making those sounds with only my fingers—you’ll be screaming when I really fill you.”

“God, you’re such a douchebag.”

“And you’re going to look so fucking good stretched around my cock.” He withdraws his fingers, leaving a void I’m desperate to feel him fill. Fingers, tongue, cock… I’ll take anything. Not that I can ever confess that truth.

“Does that mean you’re finally going to fuck me now?” I flop back onto the hood. The cold metal’s shocking at first, then pleasant as I fight to catch my breath, waiting for him to put on the condom. 

When I caught Derek cheating, my best friend since toddlerhood, Blair, told me there’s no such thing as a truly original experience. I guess knowing millions of people have caught their boyfriend cheating was supposed to make me feel better. Staring up at the starry, endless sky, I wonder how many other people have had revenge sex on the hood of their ex’s car with a guy they don’t particularly like. Certainly feels original.

“Jesus Christ,” I gasp—in spite of myself—when I glance down and see his cock. For a perfectly average-sized man, he’s packing anything but an average-sized dick. Truly, I had been hoping it would be tiny or misshapen or something, so I could add to the list of reasons why he’s firmly on my “do not touch” list. Now I’m starting to wonder if him being a hot-headed prick will be enough to keep me from wanting this one-night stand to happen again. “I thought guys who act like total douchebags usually have tiny dicks.”

“So you thought I was a douchebag with a small dick, and that’s why you chose me to help make your ex jealous? Something isn’t adding up here.”

“Shut the fuck up, Red.” I slide further down the hood and grip his thick cock. And I do mean thick. Hopefully, he’s smart enough to take this as an invitation to shut up and make better use of the limited time we have. 

“You need to work on your dirty talk, sweetheart.”

“I thought we agreed not to use that word.” 

“I’ll call you whatever I want when you’re the one begging for my cock.”

“I’m not—” I start to protest, and he shakes his head in disbelief, then glances down to where I’m subconsciously tugging his dick in my direction. I drop it like a hot potato, and heat rushes to take up residence in my cheeks. 

I can’t believe I’m begging Red to fuck me…

“I would never beg for your dick. I was just trying to determine if it’ll fit.”

Should not have said that. 

He smirks. “Oh, it might be a tight fit, but I’m sure you can take it.”

Positioning himself between my legs, he grabs hold of my thigh with one hand and fists his cock with the other. By the time he’s notching the head at my entrance, I’m struggling to breathe. Waiting anxiously. Aching for him to fill me. Praying to feel him stretch me with his massive cock and slam balls deep.

He aggressively drags his shaft across my pussy, spreading my wetness down the length of him. The puddle between my legs is destroying any hope of hiding my attraction to him. My knees fall open wider, and he nudges the tip inside me—just enough that it causes intense pressure to collect between my hips. 

Centimetre by goddamn centimetre, he pushes into me with a satiated look. “Breathe, Cass. I’m not even close to all the way in—you need to relax.”

Not even close? 

“What?” I gulp and focus on anything but the fact that Red’s cock is so deep inside of me he might be touching my lungs. It rearranging my internal organs would explain my sudden inability to breathe, though. 

“Relax and take a breath.” He groans. “Almost there, sweetheart.”

On my exhale, his blunt fingernails dig into the extra padding around my hips, and he plunges deep. My bare ass slides against the metal hood, bunching my skirt around my waist. In a punishing thrust, he bottoms out, balls slapping against my damp skin, and I wrap my legs around his waist to force him deeper. With each pump, the tip hits the spot that has me writhing. I want all of him—every fucking inch. And I kind of hate how badly I want him, but then I prop myself on my elbows and watch as his cock drives into me, and I don’t hate it at all. He’s stretching and filling every bit of me, over and over. With each powerful thrust, the edge of my thong drags along his shaft and catches on my clit in a burst of stunning fireworks. His movement’s slow and steady. And absolutely incredible. 

“Fuck, you’re so fucking tight. How the hell are you this tight, Cass?” He groans, his head tipping back so the muscles working in his throat are highlighted. His Adam’s apple bobs in the dim light as he thrusts forward again. “God—I don’t think I’m going to be able to make this last.”

He leaves me panting and empty when he pulls out, bending down to run his flat tongue up my centre, lapping me up. My breath hitches, and I knock the cowboy hat from his head to grip a handful of hair. My fingers weave around the soft strands, holding the fuck on like I’m about to ride a bull—even though I’m the one bucking when he hits my clit with the perfect amount of pressure and light suction. His hand’s firmly planted on my stomach, restricting my movement. No amount of squirming or fighting will get me out from under the intense pleasure. When I wiggle, my spine’s only pressed harder into the rigid metal hood.

“Red, you don’t have to—” My words are cut off by his free hand smacking down on my mouth. I try to talk, despite the palm suffocating me, but it’s no use. 

I don’t do this. I don’t come when guys go down on me. It’s too wet. Too messy. Too much. 

But he’s leaving me no choice. Every muscle stiffens in concert, and I feel all of my blood rush to my cheeks, then drain entirely as an orgasm tears through me. His large, warm hand quiets my moan, and his tongue draws out my pleasure until I’m quivering under him. 

“Now I won’t feel so bad when I come too quickly. At least I can say I got you off,” he says, licking his bottom lip. My arousal glistens in his stubble, and his eyes tear me apart. I’m not entirely naked, but his gaze is enough to make me feel as though I am. 

He seems proud. I’m horrified. It’s one thing to have sex with Red Thompson. It’s another to know I came in and around his mouth. And the sated look in his hooded eyes is nearly making me feel good about doing it—like there was pleasure in it for him, too.

Fuck, there’s something wrong with me for liking this. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy having sex with him. This was supposed to be a means to an end; I assumed I’d be going home to make up for the subpar experience with my vibrator. Then I’d never think of this moment again.

Thank God he leaves little time for my brain to spiral itself off the deep end. Red sinks his cock back into me with a strangled moan, and his thumb draws circles on my clit until I’m right there again. This time he’s right there with me. 

“You like fucking me, don’t you? You like feeling me deep in your tight cunt.”

“Not… at… all.” I struggle to get the words out between whimpers.

“Liar. Gonna come again for me, Cass?”

“You wish,” I say through gritted teeth.

“Mmm, I think you are. I think you’re gonna drench my cock like you did my face.” 

“Make me.” I stare into his eyes, feeling a rush as he presses harder against my clit. Please, make me.

My nails drag across the hood, scratching the paint, as I desperately search for something to hold on to. Anything to keep me from floating above my body. My orgasm surges around his cock at the same time he drops his head with a final grunt. His face is flush and his body shudders in one smooth wave. 

“Fuck,” we whisper in unison, seemingly both unsure whether we mean fuck, that was amazing or fuck, what did we just do?
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Red


Denny has to shut one eye to drunkenly focus on what I’m saying. I don’t understand my best friend’s method, but he swears it helps him hear better. Though I’ve told him about having sex with Cass three times on the walk back to the truck, and he’s still struggling to make sense of it. I’m not convinced the fourth time’s the charm. 

“You. As in… you”—his index finger draws a sloppy circle around my face—“hooked up with Cassidy Bowman? Nah, I don’t buy it. I’ve never heard of her sleeping with anybody. She’s definitely too much of a good girl to hook up with you.”

He climbs into the box of my pickup, and I hand him our sleeping bags. The biggest downside to living out at the ranch is that somebody either needs to buck up and be the designated driver, or we sleep in the truck bed. Tonight, it’s the latter. No fancy driving apps available in a tiny town like Wells Canyon. There’s technically one taxi, but the driver is drunk off his ass anytime after seven p.m. and too hungover to drive before ten a.m. Not to mention, I’d hate to see what he’d charge to take us that far—too rich for my blood.

“Give me one reason why I would lie about this shit.” I smack him with my sleeping bag before unrolling it. As soon as my boots are off, I slip into the extremely uncomfortable makeshift bed. This was tolerable a decade ago… Now I’m fully aware my thirty-three-year-old ass is going to wake up with a stiff neck and pounding headache. 

“Okayyyy. How the hell did this happen then?” Denny wiggles down into his sleeping bag, sending a tremor through the entire truck box. “Why did it happen? You know if Dave finds out, we’ll be fucked. We’ll be banned from the bar and be forced to drive to Sheridan to drink. I love you, but I’ll be real pissed if that happens.”

“Why would he find out?”

“Dunno. He and Cass are pretty close, though.”

“You think she’s telling her dad about every guy she fucks? Who does that? I swear, man, some of the things you say—were you dropped as a baby? Drop-kicked, maybe?”

“I’ve fallen off my fair share of unbroken animals. Hit my head a few times—is what it is. Anyway, why and how did you and her become a thing?”

I drag a palm down my face, stopping briefly on my chin to stroke the coarse stubble, which was soaked with her cum a few hours ago. “She wanted to get back at her shitty ex-boyfriend for cheating on her, so I fucked her on the hood of his car. She scratched the shit out of it with her boots, too.”

He shoots up, suddenly invested in the story. There’s a slight wobble as he sits there, although it could be me who’s wobbling. The world does seem to be spinning faster than usual. 

“No shit. Did you stick around to see his reaction?” Denny asks.

“Fuck no. Shit got awkward immediately after, and she went home. I had some more drinks, played a round of lawn darts, and now I’m here.”

“Cool, cool, cool. We’re totally not allowed back at The Horseshoe. You had to be an awkward motherfucker, and now Cass is gonna barricade the door.”

I let out a long exhale, knowing he could very well be right. At the same moment my brain was exploding with thoughts of fucking Cass over and over again, she was obviously having an entirely different post-orgasm experience. She was right—I’m a douchebag. After a lifetime of daydreams about her, I was too lost in reliving the way her pussy fit me, the way her body reacted to my touch, and the feel of her hands on my skin to notice her leaving until it was too late to stop her. 


      [image: image-placeholder]A week later, it’s the moment of truth. I haven’t talked to Cass since the rodeo because that was the deal. We’re never going to talk about what happened between us again. If only I could find a way to quit thinking about it. 

Denny flings open the double doors with a dramatic display. “Guess you didn’t fuck it up too bad.”

I knew she wouldn’t actually lock us out. Doing that would mean admitting something happened between us.

No, instead she’s perfectly normal. As if I haven’t been balls deep inside her or watched her eyes roll back as she came on my cock. I know I was drunk that night, but I was coherent enough to know we had amazing sex. It wasn’t all in my head. I would die of alcohol poisoning before being too intoxicated to remember how it felt to have her. Her smell, her taste, her sounds. No amount of drinking could make me forget her coming on my face like a goddamn porn star. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced.

“Hey, boys.” She sets down six mugs of beer before we’ve even settled into our seats, predicting exactly what time we’d arrive and what we’d want without fail. We’re in our usual spot against the back wall—just far enough away from the dance floor that annoying drunk girls don’t ask us to dance, but close enough we can check them out. 

“Cass, have I told you before how much I appreciate being allowed in this fine establishment?” Genuinely meaning every word, Denny grabs hold of her forearm as she leans across the table to hand Colt a beer. 

“Okay, how many road pops did you chug on the drive here?” she asks with a laugh, but her eyes cut to me, brutally slicing through my flesh. The only reason she isn’t literally cutting me is because her dad, Dave, is twenty feet away and there’d be a lot of explaining to do.

She walks away, hair flowing behind her, and I stare without shame. I’ve always known she’s gorgeous, but she also wasn’t an option. Cassidy Bowman is so far out of my league, but I’ve tortured myself for years watching her from afar. Even in high school, she was pretty, had a huge group of friends, got perfect grades… entirely fucking untouchable for someone like me. 

Until the night she wasn’t.

The sight of Cass from across the busy bar quenches my thirst better than any amount of four-dollar beer, and I let myself drink her in. Everything from the golden waves bouncing on her shoulders to the perfectly heart-shaped ass in tight, wet-dream-worthy denim. I soak up her juicy, thick curves—tits barely contained by the low cut of her shirt and hips I want to sink my teeth into. I like that she’s not stick thin; I could grab and bite and rough her up without worrying about breaking her. 

With my brain stuck in an unending loop of fantasies about her, the hours fly by. Until it’s sometime after midnight, and I’ve lost count how many beers deep I am. It’s Cassidy’s fault. Both for looking so good I had to keep bringing her back to the table—even though she all but ignored me—and for not cutting me off.

Stumbling to the bathroom, my fingers drag along the hallway’s textured wallpaper. My knees threaten to buckle when a bass drop rattles through the old floorboards. This is the problem with staying here past midnight. The classic country music switches to dance party garbage right around the same time I become too drunk to tolerate the kind of crowd that likes this noise. I push through the cheesy saloon-style bathroom door and firmly hold a palm to the wall above the urinal.

I’m stuck somewhere between needing to take a deep breath to stop from gagging and knowing the smell of piss and urinal pucks will make me hurl. So I breathe strictly through my mouth and pee as fast as humanly possible.

“Hey man, we’re getting ready to head out.” Colt drums his fingers on the door frame.

“Yeah, give me a minute,” I reply, zipping my fly as I stumble toward the trough-style sink to wash my hands.

A splash of cold water on my face helps snap me out of it. I don’t vomit when I drink—I do a lot of other dumb shit, but I can hold my liquor. After a forceful exhale and a few blinks to clear my blurred vision, I stroll back out to the bar floor.

I turn the corner just in time to see some drunk dipshit grope Cassidy’s plump ass. She turns like she’s going to slap him, and I can’t fucking wait to watch her ruin this man’s life. But, to my horror, he’s hit with nothing more than a scowl and a few words I can’t make out. 

That won’t be enough to teach him a lesson. 

I see red.

The deep red haze washes over me, glossing my eyes and itching the lizard part of my brain that wants to throw the punch, and worry about consequences later. I guess I hit him. Probably even a few times. It’s hard to tell when you’re in a black out state. Between my heartbeat pounding in my skull and the obnoxiously loud electronica music, I can’t hear anybody around me. The ass-grabbing pervert hits back and, while I’m sure I’ll feel it when I come down from the adrenaline rush, I don’t even wince at his fist making contact with my jaw. My brain shuts down, and I’m swinging, going through the motions until I’m snapped out of it by Denny and Colt grabbing my shoulders to haul me away from the scrap. 

“Get the fuck out of here before you’re all banned.” Cassidy’s voice rings out over the commotion happening in my head. Then, most likely directed at me, she adds, “Seriously, what the fuck is wrong with you?”

“Me?” I shout. “Fuck is wrong with that guy?” I point and glare at the ugly, pervy motherfucker nursing his tender jaw. 

Cass follows us out the front doors, leaving Dave behind the bar shaking his head. He’s not even phased. Fights are a regular enough occurrence, and it’s not uncommon for me to be involved in one way or another. At least I have that on my side. If he suspected I was trying to defend his daughter for any reason other than enjoying a good scrap, I’d be a dead man. 

“Let me have a word with him,” Cass snaps at the rest of the crew. 

Unsurprisingly, they back off immediately, moving to linger by the tailgate of a truck a few stalls over. 

“Are you trying to accomplish something by showing up here acting jealous and possessive? Jesus Christ.” She combs a hand through her hair, dropping her voice to barely more than a whisper. “We hooked up once and it will never happen again. We were drunk and made a stupid decision—nothing more. Pull this white knight shit one more time, and you won’t be allowed back here.”

“So I’m supposed to let—”

She cuts me off with a sneer. “You’re supposed to ignore me like usual. Treat me like I’m any random server at a bar. Let me deal with the assholes.”

Easier said than fucking done. I’ve never ignored her. I’ve paid more attention to Cassidy than I can ever admit. Have since the day I met the sassy six-year-old version of her on the playground over twenty years ago. Maybe I’ve made it seem like I don’t see her, but we wouldn’t have hooked up in the first place if I usually ignored her. 

She sighs, turning to walk back inside. “Go fuck somebody else and forget about me, please.” 
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Cassidy

6 weeks after the rodeo


Pick up. Or I will murder you. Pick up. Or I’ll drive six hours to turn you into a skin suit. Fucking pick up.  

I telepathically threaten my best friend, Blair, while pacing my kitchen. When her smiling face appears on the video call, I burst into tears for approximately the thirteenth time this morning. Truthfully, I’m shocked I have tears left to shed.

“Hey, oh my God.” Her face blanches at the sight of me. “Sorry I missed all your calls. I’ve been swamped at work. What’s going on?” 

I scrub my hands over my face, smearing mascara and snot. A rattling, painful breath overinflates my lungs, and there’s no option but to scream to release it. A blood-curdling, peel-the-wallpaper type of scream. 

“Cass. What the fuck is going on? Is somebody dead? What’s happening?”

“I don’t even know. You’re the medical professional, so please tell me.” I bite my lip, frantically wiping my blurry eyes with my free hand, and tap my phone screen to switch to the rear-facing camera. Showing her the half-dozen pregnancy tests I’ve peed on so far today.

“Cassidy!”

“That’s why I’ve called you eighty billion times. I’m freaking the fuck out here.”

“Holy fucking shit! I don’t think you needed to take that many tests, but kudos to you for being so well-hydrated. No need for my medical advice, Cass. You’re definitely pregnant.”

Obviously, I knew that. The second pink line showed up within minutes. Super pregnant. So pregnant I didn’t need to wait the full timespan on the instructions for confirmation. So pregnant the test line is somehow darker than the control. But hearing her say it out loud hits me like a ton of bricks.

“What do I do?” I ask her, while also talking to myself.

“Well, okay… speaking as your nurse practitioner, you have options. Do you know what they are?”

“Yeah, yeah. In theory, I do. I just need you to tell me which one to pick.”

She laughs under her breath. “You need to decide for yourself. I mean, if you really want input, you could always tell Derek… but only if you want to. It’s not his decision, at the end of the day.”

Derek. She assumes I’m pregnant with Derek’s baby. Of course she does. That’s what everybody will assume. And I could’ve easily convinced myself that was the case, except I got my period the day after we broke up. The phone hits the table, and I bury my head in my hands. 

“Except…” I scrunch my nose up and catch her staring back with wide eyes. “He isn’t the sperm donor, so there’s no sense involving him.”

“You’ve been holding out on me? You found a rebound guy and didn’t bother to tell me about it? Here I thought we were best friends, asshole. Who’s the guy?”

“I can’t tell you. It’s the most embarrassing thing. I drank a lot, and it was a moment of weakness—I mean, clearly, I was ovulating at the time. So we’ll chalk it up to primal instinct.”

“Cassidy Marie Bowman. Tell me this instant. I’ve been your best friend for close to thirty years and I demand to know who you slept with to get over your moldy muffin of an ex.”

I don’t know if the nausea is morning sickness or anxiety induced, but I take a long sip of water to get rid of the bad taste in my mouth. And to delay the inevitable.

“Nobody can know this, okay?”

“Sure. Unless you decide to keep the baby… then I think people will find out.”

I cover my mouth with my hand, letting the word trickle out from between my fingers. “Red.”

“Thompson? Are you messing with me? What the hell were you thinking?”

“I told you. Ovulation. I was at the mercy of thousands of years of human instinct and a few too many beers.”

“Wait… hold up. Didn’t you have a crush on him at one point? Maybe that’s why you chose him to hook up with. Do you secretly have a crush on him still?”

“Don’t you dare. I was twelve and collected crushes as a hobby. I had a crush on Max from A Goofy Movie, for Christ’s sake. Briefly liking Red when I was a dumb kid means absolutely nothing.”

“Oh my God, I forgot about your Max phase.” She laughs so intensely it turns into nothing but a wheeze. “To be fair… I kind of get Red’s allure. He’s always been hot for a ginger, and puberty did good things for him. I think it’s honestly better than if you were pregnant with Derek’s baby. Fuck that cheating prick. Red might have a temper and be rough around the edges and be a bit of a manwhore and—”

“You’re not doing a great job selling him. I know I fucked up. Derek and Alyssa came to the rodeo. He said some rude shit. Ugh, and he looked at me like I was the pathetic one between us.” My blood pressure rises thinking about the interaction. “Red was available and willing to help me get back at him, so we fucked on the hood of Derek’s car. Left behind some scratches in the paint, and I think he actually hung the condom off the side mirror afterward.”

Blair cackles. Doubling over with laughter and accidentally dropping her phone on the hospital floor.

“Fuck, that’s incredible. Did I just become team Red?” When she picks the phone back up, tears brim her lower lids and she’s massaging her cheek muscles. “Okay. Anyway, my point stands. If you want input, I guess you’ll have to talk to Red then.”

“I’d feel better if you didn’t chuckle every time you say his name.” I pick up test after test, staring at the taunting parallel lines, pacing the small space between my kitchen and living room. “I’m not talking to him about this.”

“It’s your choice anyway, babe. How are you feeling? Any nasty pregnancy symptoms?”

“My tits hurt so bad I want to chop them off, I’m sleeping fourteen hours a day and could use more, throwing up multiple times per day, and Red is the father. Guess you could say I’m living the dream.”

Living in full delusion, I told myself it was a stomach bug for the first three days. Then decided it had to be a PCOS flare-up. Until there was no denying the reality of what was happening.

“With any luck, you’ll feel a bit better in a few weeks… until all the other symptoms start, anyway. Then it’ll go to shit again.”

“Thanks for that little ray of hope, you jerk.”

“Cass… you don’t have to keep it.”

“Yeah.” I swallow the saliva suddenly pooling in the back of my throat. “It’s just… I don’t know if I can do that—no offense.”

“Hey, I said it’s your decision. Just because I made a different choice doesn’t mean I’m trying to sway you. Remember that, even with your PCOS and Hashimoto’s, if it happened once it can happen again. You don’t have to have a baby right now, if you don’t want to. But if you want to, then I’ll support the crap out of your decision.”

“Yeah… I’ll think about it.”

“Good. I gotta run and finish my shift. Keep me updated on everything, please? I wish I could be there with you in person so we could co-parent. Sister wives without a husband.” She glances up from the phone screen and frowns at something in the distance. “I love you. Call me later, yeah?”

“Love you.” I tap to hang up and fling myself onto the plush, grey sofa.

Fuck. 

There are options. Just because I’m thirty-one-years-old doesn’t mean I’m in a place where I’m prepared to have a baby. This was supposed to be something I did once I had my shit together. With somebody I care about. In a situation where the whole town wouldn’t talk about me. I wanted a well-thought-out plan to follow, not a future full of unknowns and chaos.

I also have two endocrine disorders I was told would make it harder for me to get pregnant—and stay pregnant. One messes with my thyroid, and the other my ovaries. Basically, some part of my body is hurting at any given moment, no matter what I do I’ll never be skinny, and my hair is consistently either falling out or growing in places I’d prefer it didn’t. The only thing worse than living with Hashimoto’s Disease and Polycystic Ovary Syndrome is the years I spent suffering without explanation. At least now things are fairly well managed with medication.

After hearing the diagnosis spiel from my doctor, I naively thought it would take months or years of trying to conceive, not a spur of the moment hookup and a defective condom. Clearly I’ve been fed a load of horseshit, based on the tests strewn across my kitchen table. 

Even still, I can’t shake the fear of infertility I’ve had since the day I was diagnosed five years ago. Anxiety grabs hold of the reins, veering me toward the decision that seems to be the most obvious choice. Even if it’s also the most terrifying.

I’m having a baby. 


      [image: image-placeholder]My head hits the steering wheel with a sob outside of the doctor’s office in Sheridan following blood confirmation and an official approximation of how far along I am. 

Eight weeks. 

In the days since those two pink lines, I haven’t left my bed… except to throw up. It worked well enough to tell my dad I had the flu. Thankfully, because I’m a server in his bar, he insisted I stay far away. Which means I’ve been left alone to think. Crying, panicking, binge-watching bad early-2000s reality television, and trying—though failing miserably—to come up with a solid plan for how to handle this. Waiting impatiently for the bloodwork to confirm what my boobs and digestive system were already telling me.

It’s real. I’m pregnant.

It’s actually happening. 

Pulling out of the parking lot, I’m armed with an ultrasound booked for next week, a container of prenatal vitamins, and a sample of ginger candies to curb nausea. I chuck three into my mouth and immediately dry heave at the taste, spitting them out on the highway back to Wells Canyon. Not long after, I toss the entire container out the window because simply looking at the plastic bottle makes me want to vomit.






OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/Text/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Dedication



		Title Page



		Contents



		Author’s Note



		1. Cassidy



		2. Cassidy



		3. Red



		4. Cassidy



		5. Red



		6. Cassidy



		7. Red



		8. Cassidy



		9. Red



		10. Red



		11. Cassidy



		12. Red



		13. Red



		14. Cassidy



		15. Red



		16. Cassidy



		17. Cassidy



		18. Red



		19. Cassidy



		20. Red



		21. Cassidy



		22. Red



		23. Cassidy



		24. Cassidy



		25. Red



		26. Cassidy



		27. Cassidy



		28. Red



		29. Cassidy



		30. Red



		31. Cassidy



		32. Red



		33. Cassidy



		34. Red



		Baby Announcement



		35. Cassidy



		36. Red 



		37. Cassidy



		Acknowledgements



		About the Author



		Also by Bailey Hannah



		Copyright













Guide





		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading











OEBPS/Images/d2809ba3-f12f-4d19-afd5-c5137ffb5df2.png





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
&K

ORION





