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DEVIL’S HEART

 


White clouds swirled, calmed, and settled in
a flowing stream to form a thin layer at the bottom of the pint
glass. Flynn inhaled the cold, dark brew, and the liquid slid down
her throat a little too easily. This was exactly how Irish beer
should be: smooth and bittersweet.

Good, reliable Guinness,
the perfect indulgence after the kind of surreal day she’d had. She
licked her lips, satisfied with the icy rush that filled her
system. Ahhh! She
placed the nearly drained glass on the battered countertop that
belonged to the cozy watering hole called Devil’s Heart.

The tiny pub was situated
smack in the center of town, and within the parameters of County
Down in Northern Ireland. This area was also known as the
Brontë Homeland, the
lush countryside between Banbridge
and Rathfriland, home
to many generations of the Brontë clan,
including famed novelists Charlotte, Emily, and Anne.

A yawn escaped her lips and she knew the jet
lag and weariness were catching up with her. She should be sleeping
in but didn’t regret stealing away for a few hours to get her head
back on straight. Besides, she needed time to think over the
proposition. Flynn rocked back in her barstool, carefully weighing
the pros and cons in her mind. After all, her choice would change
her entire existence with just a single answer.

She blew out a frustrated breath, glancing
around the pub for a distraction. She soaked in the vintage décor
of the cramped surroundings and the reality seemed to calm her
nerves. Nothing beat the familiar sights and smells of an intimate
pub with the stench of stale alcohol mingled with days-old
cigarette smoke still lingering in the air. Her eyes were drawn to
the tiny platform that belonged to open mic night and a rush of
adrenaline made her itch to perform.

There was no mistake. Flynn felt right at
home.

The usual sounds of clinking glass and
alcohol bottles being restocked by the bartender were music to her
ears. She swiveled in her seat and noticed the brick walls
plastered with bumper stickers, dated film and band posters, and
various Irish sports team paraphernalia. Along with the eclectic
furnishings, the soft crimson lights filtered through the room to
give it a retro, hip vibe. The walls were distinctive with their
mixed textures of brick and concrete to form a cohesive display of
artistic masculinity. Not what she had expected from this place,
especially from the outside.

Flynn had spent many years in and out of
pubs like these, from Los Angeles to New York, and always found
them to be comforting. This was her domain and where she could be
herself without feeling like an outcast.

“This one’s on me,” the bartender’s rich
brogue sliced through her thoughts. He set a fresh, overflowing
pint in front of her.

She glanced up to meet the
face that belonged to the deep baritone voice. Flynn hadn’t
anticipated seeing the devil himself eying her with
approval. Where did he come from?
What happened to Colin the bartender?

When she didn’t respond, he gave her a
lopsided smile that revealed a charming dimple, and softened his
rugged features.

Oh. My. God.

He embodied everything American women
discussed and believed an Irishman should be: Lethal at first
sight.

What really captured her
attention were his unruly locks of dark hair, the color
dubh in Gaelic, so deep
a black that it enhanced the colors of his emerald eyes. He looked
in need of a haircut but it didn’t detract from his handsomeness.
The way he carried himself exuded self-confidence and a quiet
strength. Somehow she believed he’d be able to handle himself if he
was caught in a brawl.

Even dressed in a black
vintage The Pogues t-shirt and faded blue jeans, there was no mistaking the kind
of impact he’d have on the opposite sex.

God, he was tall when he straightened
up.

This beautiful man reminded her of a
panther, so intense yet graceful, stealthy, yet hiding a wicked
edge. The kind of wickedness she imagined he could do behind closed
doors. The same wickedness glittered within the green depths as he
looked at her like she was a morsel he wanted a bite of.

“Looks like you’ll be
needin’ this in a bad sort. Rough day?” He spoke with such a
gentle, persuading tone, as if to reassure her that anything out of
her lips to his ears would be held in the strictest
confidence.

She swallowed hard, trying
to allow his words to penetrate the sudden thick haze that blocked
her brain. How could she focus on the question when he looked
like...well, like that! Tall, dark, and hard in all the right places.

Her body flushed at the naughty sexual
scenarios running through her head. Embarrassed by her thoughts,
she lowered her eyes, only to catch a glimpse of an intricate
Celtic tattoo that snaked down from his forearm, peeking out
beneath the edge of his t-shirt and continuing downward like a
sleeve. She could feel her nipples strain against her t-shirt, her
panties growing moist with excitement beneath her jeans.

Body ink had always been her kryptonite and
his gorgeous tattoo brought a delicious shiver through her.

She cocked her head. “Excuse me?” She forced
herself to shake off the sudden lightheadedness. She didn’t know if
the intoxicating effects were caused by the beer or amplified by
the six-foot Irishman.

He leaned his back against the liquor bar
counter and crossed his arms. “Don’t mean to meddle, but what’s a
bonnie American lass drinking all by her wee self without any
companions to protect her?”

“Yes, you’re meddling. And how do you know
I’m American?” She gave him a ‘mind your damn business’ frown and
grabbed her glass, polishing it off for good measure.

“Touché. However, your accent just gave you
away.” He bit back a smile as he spoke, “Me name’s Patrick. Patrick
Keane, and you?”

“Flynn Donovan.” She returned the smile,
starting to warm up to him, even though her body already had.

His lush mouth curved into
an amused smile. “Ah, Flynn
Donovan. A true Irish
lass who could’ve easily hailed from these parts.”

The way he spoke her name sent chills down
her spine.

He shook his head. “Pity.”

She raised a brow in interest at his teasing
tone. “Why ‘pity’?” She imitated his brogue.

His grin deepened. “Ireland could use a few
lovelies like yourself here. Have you seen some of the native women
in Co Down?” He shivered.

A laugh escaped her and Flynn had to admit
the man could probably charm the panties off any woman. “No, I just
got here late last night. I’m still trying to adjust to the time
zone. Among other things...” She let the sentence hang, not wanting
to discuss the matter with a stranger.

Patrick grabbed a nearby towel to wipe down
the counter in front of her. “Sounds a bit serious.”

“Nothing I can’t handle,” she answered
firmly, hoping he would drop the subject. Flynn picked up the
moisture-glistened glass of Guinness and took a healthy swallow.
“So, when does this place fill up?”

Patrick began straightening the rows of
glasses on the bar rack. “In a wee bit. I suppose around lunchtime
they’ll be strolling in for a few. Can’t bloody throw them out
after that point, but I’ll be fine with taking their Euros.”

She relaxed and leaned an elbow on the
counter, propping her chin up. “I’m disappointed. I thought the
Irish started drinking as soon as they opened their eyes in the
morning.”

She watched in fascination as he worked. It
wasn’t hard to figure out he had many years experience doing it. On
top of that, Patrick was easy to talk to. He was meticulous and
organized as he handled his duties.

Hell, he’d look sexy no matter what he was
doing!

Patrick wiped his hands on a clean towel
before hanging it on a rack below. “They normally do. Perhaps
you’ve just got a jump on them.” His eyes sparkled as he nodded his
head toward her leather-worn guitar case. He whistled, “That’s a
mighty big cosmetic case.”

She looked over at her prized accessory and
grinned. “I don’t have much use for cosmetics. Truth is, I’m a
musician.”

Patrick scratched his scruff of a beard.
“That’s a new one,” he mocked, “I’ve had poets, mimes, and
Eco-activists in this week but no musicians. It must be me lucky
day.”

His personality was infectious and Flynn
slid off the stool and unsnapped the guitar case. She pulled out
her baby, instinctively handling it with gentleness.

She swung the guitar strap around her head.
“Well, let’s get this party started.”

“I can see you’re a wild one. Should’ve
listened to Colin and stocked the back meself. I’ll have to have a
word with him later.”

Flynn gave him an exaggerated wink, “Wild
one? You haven’t seen anything yet.”

Patrick’s rich laughter filled the room as
she walked over to the front door and yanked it open.

“What in God’s name are you doing,
Flynn?”

She glanced over her shoulder at him. “If
you’re afraid I’m running out on the tab, I’m not. But...I figured
I’d just pay off the bill in other ways.” She grabbed a nearby
chair and propped the door open.

Flynn made her way over to the tiny stage
and sat down on the ragged stool near the microphone, positioning
herself comfortably as if she was about to address a roomful of
guests.

“Fine, have it your way.” Patrick walked out
from behind the bar counter and grabbed an oversized amp at the
edge of the stage. He hauled the equipment over to the open door,
his muscles flexing as he carried the sturdy box. He dropped it
down onto the wooden chair.

Flynn leaned casually into the mic and
teased, “That’s my kind of guy. Roll with the punches.”

He winked and pointed at her. “But you’re
not getting out of paying the tab.”

“Wait and decide after I
play,” she persuaded as she strummed a few chords of a song, and
then launched fully into U2’s Beautiful
Day.

While she sang, she watched his face light
up with surprise, then pleasure. She assumed he hadn’t expected a
big, smoky voice coming from a girl like her. Hadn’t everyone who’d
heard her compared her to Pink or Kelly Clarkson with a Colbie
Callait visage? Maybe it wasn’t such a bad thing, but she wanted to
be distinctly her own woman...with her own voice. She wasn’t doing
too badly. Her indie folk sound and original songs were what kept
her tour schedule filled these days.

Flynn may have the surfer, girl-next-door
appeal, but she was far from it. She wasn’t supermodel stunning but
she was thankful for her flawless skin, the sun-streaked hair, high
cheekbones and ocean blue eyes she inherited from her mother. Being
part Irish, she was thankful she didn’t possess the fiery red locks
or freckles like everyone on her mother’s side. It was surely a
blessing in disguise because even without makeup, she had that
glowing California, Valley Girl appearance people warmed to.

Her clean looks helped her with a lot of
breaks but didn’t prevent her from using her car as a home. She
spent the past eight years pursuing her singing career, traveling
cross-country to make ends-meet singing at any filthy, nondescript
lounge and bar that would book her. This independence and solo
adventure taught her a thing or two about being tough, about never
trusting anyone. She had discovered that lesson when she was nearly
raped by a supposed “producer.” But even with the highs and lows of
her journey, she never took anything for granted. She remained
headstrong and grounded.

Flynn remembered the days when she didn’t
make enough to eat, starving on most, but thankfully she ran in
circles where musicians with similar aspirations were kind enough
to share what little they had. This kindness was an unwritten pact
between artists. These musicians became her real family. Not the
one she was born into where her father drank and gambled away his
wages just for kicks. And when he was feeling really good, he’d
lock her out of the house where she’d end up sleeping on the front
porch. Rain or snow.

No, she didn’t miss those days and she
wasn’t about to wind up like her mother. Dropping her passions for
a man who never respected or appreciated her, only accepting what
was handed to her—that being the other end of his fist—and wasting
away into an early grave.

I’ll never let the past get the best of
me.

Gritty reality had made her appreciate
everything she earned, including the privilege of performing for
those who saw her as a true artist. Her voice was her blessing and
her calling was being able to share her message to the world
through the songs she wrote. Perhaps that was why she couldn’t
accept what she had learned this morning while she sat with the
team of barristers.

Could she give up everything she had for a
dream? Sell her soul to the highest bidder, regardless of the
cost?

Her emotions poured out from her soul as she
sang her original ballad:

The past won’t hurt me, these words ring
true.

No more sorrows when I’m living every day
anew.

And one day, when I least expect,

the road I’ve traveled may lead me right to
you.

She made the mistake of looking over and
catching Patrick’s gaze. His eyes flashed a clear emerald green,
and she could have sworn he looked as if he’d seen a ghost. Just as
quickly, he dropped his gaze and broke the spell.

Flynn didn’t want to dwell too much on the
brief exchange. She could have misinterpreted his look due to the
emotional performance. The moment fluttered by as a stream of
conversation caught her attention and she glanced toward the open
door. She noticed a small crowd shuffling in, claiming their seats
at the bar counter, and some carried their beers to nearby tables
to listen.

Always the entertainer, she smoothly
transitioned into the latest rendition of a top twenty tune to
appease the patrons. Cheers, claps, and whistles filled the small
space and both Patrick and Colin were hustling behind the bar to
fill orders.

Once again, she was lost to the music as
reality disappeared around her.

 


* * *

 


Flynn bolted upright when she felt a hand on
her shoulder. Her heart pumped so fast she had to take several deep
breaths to settle down. Did she fall asleep? The heat of her
embarrassment warmed her cheeks at being caught napping.

“Sorry there.” Patrick gave her a guilty
smile and handed her a napkin.

“What’s this for?”

He raised a finger to the corner of his
mouth and flicked at the invisible drool. She grabbed the napkin
from his hand and wiped her chin.

“I can’t believe I dozed off.” She gave him
a smug look as she handed him back the soiled napkin.

He grinned as he took the crumpled offering
and threw it over the bar top, making it straight into the trashcan
before turning back to address her. “Yep, you were out like a light
and I didn’t have the heart to wake you.”

Her lips tilted up into a wry smile. “Maybe
it was the company.”

“Ouch,” he winced. “I’ve been known to put
someone to sleep after a night of unadulterated passion...but never
like this.”

“There’s always a first,” she teased.

He clutched his heart. “You aim right for
the heart, lass! But being the gentleman, I’d say you were needin’
the rest after that sold out performance. You definitely earned the
beers,” he laughed.

Flynn looked up at the clock that hung above
the bar and jumped out of her seat in alarm. “Oh my God, I can’t
believe what time it is.” She quickly reached for her guitar case
and lifted it up.

Patrick covered her hand. “Where’s the fire,
Flynn?”

She froze in mid-action, her brain following
suit. Somehow she wanted to pull away but his warm touch sent a
delicious ripple through her, straight to her very core. She would
be lying to herself if she hadn’t hoped for some kind of contact
with him. Now that it happened, she was scared of how her body
would react to something as innocent as a touch.

Stop fooling yourself. He’s
just trying to be nice. She made the
mistake of looking up into his handsome face. Those eyes that were
filled with desire and such sadness.

She stuttered her words, “I...I’ve—“

Patrick cut her off before she could
continue. “The boyfriend waiting?”

Did she detect a note of disappointment? She
slowly shook her head, biting her bottom lip. She couldn’t quite
pull her eyes away from his lush mouth beckoning her for a
kiss.

Patrick arched an eyebrow. “Girlfriend?”

“You wish,” Flynn snorted.

“Husband, then?”

She shook her head again. “Nope.” She raised
her left hand to show him. “No ring on my finger.”

“For all I know, you left
it back at the hotel.” He grinned, revealing a perfect smile and a
slight crooked tooth in the bottom row. Somehow the imperfection
was charming, just like the man. Not perfect but flawed.
Like me.

“I could have...but I’m totally unattached.
It works better this way.”

“That’s good. I’d hate to waste my best
lines on another man’s wife.”

“Really? This is your best stuff?”

“Darlin’, this is as good as it gets.”

“That’s not saying much.”

Patrick grinned from
ear-to-ear and the soft lines at the corner of his eyes made her
imagine a life spent with someone like him. Funny, charismatic, and
spirited. She could envision how he’d look with streaks of
salt-and-pepper at his temples and the same twinkle in his
eye. Get a grip on reality, Donovan! It’s
a nice dream—

Flynn didn’t know what possessed her as she
raised a hand to his face. She ran her palm across the soft beard,
delighting in the feel of his skin, craving the touch of another
human being. She had been so long without intimacy that she had
forgotten how wonderful it felt. He closed his eyes and she was
grateful he allowed her the freedom to caress him without speaking.
As if, he too, needed the touch as much as she did.

What am I doing?
She dropped her hand but not before he clasped it
in his large palm.

“Don’t stop,” he whispered. The husky voice
was like a magic spell drawing her closer. It was as if he accepted
what they were offering each other without any strings
attached.

The words flew out of her mouth before she
thought it through, “Would it be too forward for me to ask you to
kiss me?”

Patrick’s eyes glowed brightly at her
request. Jeez, she thought she sounded a little too desperate and
hoped it didn’t come across that way. She suddenly wanted to crawl
into a dark hole for propositioning him as if she’d done it a dozen
times before. She was such an idiot sometimes!

What would he think of me now?

He remained silent as he reached for the
guitar handle and extracted the object from her hand. He gently
placed the instrument on the table and without any indication of
what his next actions would be, reached for her waist and pulled
her hard against him. He bent his head and gave her a scorching
kiss that sent her toes curling.

She had never been kissed so thoroughly in
her life! Flynn clung to him, wrapping her arms around his neck.
She returned his kisses with the same fervor and enthusiasm,
inviting him to explore her, to show her the warmth she needed in
order to feel alive again. He tasted of whisky, smooth and smoky,
yet potent and provocative all at the same time. This was exactly
what she wanted right now to drown her worries...if only for a
moment.

She ran her hands up and down his back and
felt the hard ripples of his muscles beneath her fingertips. She
wondered how beautiful he would look when he stood naked before
her. As if he read her thoughts, he broke their spell and gripped
her waist, hoisting her onto the edge of the table.

She responded breathlessly, “Patrick...” He
placed a finger to her lips to quiet her before he stepped between
her parted thighs, continuing where he left off. His hands were
gentle as he cupped her face, kissing her forehead, her nose,
before recapturing her lips.

Flynn groaned beneath his touch, his fingers
running along her neck, arms, and rested on her ribcage. He was
gentle as he pulled the shirt over her head, his hands continuing
to explore her skin. He stopped his caresses and cupped her face,
searching her eyes and she knew exactly what he was asking.

She gave him a wicked smile, grabbing hold
of his shirt as she lifted the fabric. He raised his arms as she
yanked off his shirt, flinging it hastily over her head. He
chuckled at her impatience but the laugh died on his lips as soon
as she unsnapped her bra, releasing her breasts from their
constraints.

“You’re gorgeous,” he said hoarsely.

Flynn held her breath, truly believing he
meant it. She could see the lust reflected in his emerald eyes and
ached for him to take her, to fill the void. This man, this
stranger, who attracted her more than anyone she had ever met
before. Not for his looks but something deeper, some kind of
sizzling connection that was clearly obvious from their first
glance.

She couldn’t let
this thing between them pass. Patrick was too damn enticing for her to
deny the immediate sexual needs. What was wrong with giving into
the primal urges if both their fantasies were fulfilled? Besides,
he probably wouldn’t remember her name when she was gone, and the
thought made her decision so much easier.

She stretched up to brush her lips against
his and he leaned into her, kissing her back with the same
gentleness until the passion escalated between them. She returned
his kisses with the same aggressiveness; hungry kisses that begged
him to take away the loneliness. Her eagerness was all the answer
he needed. He leaned into her until her back was against the
table.

Her body jerked as soon as her skin touched
the cool wooden surface. The sensation elicited a hiss from her,
and his excitement increased. His mouth and tongue teased her with
an expertise that promised more to come, but he was toying with her
as if he was not in any rush. Patrick ran his tongue down the
length of her neck until his mouth connected with her breast. She
gasped in pleasure as his hands fondled her swollen flesh, his
tongue nipping and taunting the hardened peaks. The delicious
torture only increased her yearnings and she arched her back,
spurring him on.

He pulled away and she moaned her protests.
Patrick’s voice was thick with desire, “Forgive the lack of
foreplay, luv. I’ll make it up later. Right now, I need all of
you.”

Her lips curved into a cruel smile, “I’ll
hold you to that. Now shut up and—“ her words were muffled by the
sweltering kiss he planted on her.

Patrick didn’t waste time removing the rest
of her garments before stripping out of his own jeans, only
stopping to retrieve a condom from his wallet. He tore into the
foil with his teeth and quickly sheathed himself before
repositioning between her thighs.

“Just hurry up,” she instructed.

Patrick laughed, and then leaned down ever
so slowly for another kiss. His tongue swirled and dueled with
hers, smooth as velvet, his movements became a tender eroticism
that made her pussy throb in anticipation for the real thing. She
was so caught up in him that he took the opportunity to reach for
her, gripping her buttocks as he plunged deep inside. She groaned
at the suddenness of his actions, digging her fingernails into his
ribs. He hissed at her straightforwardness and there was no mistake
that they were a perfect fit for this fantasy.

“Hellcat,” he spat out before he claimed her
lips roughly. He kissed her with a heart-palpitating ferocity while
pumping in and out of her, with long and quick strokes, as if to
tell her he had waited too long for this day. He was so big that he
filled every inch of her, making her soar to new heights with each
stroke. He slowed his pace and she nipped his lower lip. He groaned
in response, hastening his pace to accommodate her wishes.

She blinked, her gaze focusing on the wooden
beams of the ceiling and the reality of their surroundings came
hurtling back. She murmured against his lips, “The door is
unlocked.”

He pinned her with his gaze and growled, “I
know.” He appeared to enjoy the possibility of getting caught.

God, he was fucking hot when he looked at
her that way! His mischievous eyes that once burned a bright green
were now a deep emerald. Rich and mysterious but she was reading
too much into them, in this game. She imagined that he was the kind
of man that possessed a magnetic personality on the outside, but
inside, she believed he harbored indecipherable secrets. Secrets
she was dying to uncover under different circumstances.

Secrets I will never have the opportunity to
know.

The thought made her stomach squeeze in
disappointment. Patrick had managed to penetrate her defenses in
less than a day and that shocked the hell out of her. It was as if
he knew how to flip on a painful switch that left her craving for a
future, one she once believed she’d never have. He was confusing
her mind with his attentions yet at the same time he was igniting
her body with sensations she had locked away so she wouldn’t get
hurt.

Patrick stirred things in her that she had
long denied and now she wasn’t afraid to be bold. Wasn’t afraid to
take what she wanted because she may never have the chance to feel
like this again. Yes, she had to grab these feelings with both
hands and her acceptance of the situation set her body free to
explore these desires.

Liquid passion flowed through her, awakening
the sleeping sensuality, and craved more from him. She couldn’t
seem to get enough of his touch, his taste, his kisses. He’d become
an addictive drug, and she wanted every last drop. He weaved a
powerful spell that coursed through her, an uninhibited experience
only heightened by the fact that they were fucking on the table
where anybody could walk in at any second.

Flynn could hear his heart pound against her
own chest, could feel his hard cock pumping deep into her, leading
her to the brink of release. Their breathing increased, their moans
floating through the air like musical notes. Patrick slid a hand
off her butt-cheek and eased her leg up to position over his
shoulder for a deeper penetration. His fingers glided up the length
of her leg, along her calf, and connected with her ankle as he
continued his excruciatingly long, steady strokes. Faster, faster,
faster until he built up the momentum, until she felt her pussy
constrict, squeezing tight, reaching the very edge of orgasmic
euphoria.

“I’m going to come,” she cried, her head
thrashing back and forth in pleasure.

He leaned into her, gripping her ankle more
securely as he gave one last thrust that sent her body reeling into
a dark abyss of unadulterated rapture. She screamed out in ecstasy,
her voice echoing through the room as she shuddered from the warm
sensations spreading through her. Every nerve ending was aroused
and sensitive from the release as he let her ride out the orgasm.
Slowly, he lowered her leg and buried himself even deeper into her
as if he claimed her for his own.

His tongue glided across her bruised lips,
kissing the corners, plucking the swollen flesh as he teased her
lovingly. When she was fully satiated, he began to increase his
pace, pumping in and out with long languid strokes. His cock
throbbed, grew harder, pulsed inside her as she clenched herself
tight around him. He let out a curse at what she had done, his
movements charged with energy and strength.

It didn’t take long before he reached the
same pinnacle that he had taken her to. Patrick let out a raspy
groan and buried his face against her throat, and came with such
force he shuddered against her. She remained still, memorizing
every beat of his heart, every second that led up to this, as their
bodies were sticky with perspiration from their lovemaking. She
wanted to weep at the liberation, but this kind of intimacy should
be with someone she loved, who loved her. Not like this, not with a
man she hardly knew...yet he had willingly given and bore his
gentle soul for her to see.

 


* * *

 


Flynn’s eyes fluttered open
and glimpsed the thin sliver of light peeking through the slit
between the curtains. What time was
it? She didn’t need the answer as strong
arms held her close in a spooning position. She smiled and snuggled
back against the warm body, enjoying being held after an evening of
torrid lovemaking. She didn’t think she’d ever be able to picture
the bar the same way again. They had made love in so many places,
tried so many different positions that she wondered if she’d be
able to walk again.

However wondrous the day
had turned out, in reality, she still needed to make a decision by
the end of the week. Flynn let out a heavy sigh.
They’re probably wondering where I am.
She’d left first thing in the morning and hoped
they would understand her need to be alone. She wasn’t going to
take any offer without thinking it through, even if it meant never
wanting for anything again.

Even in a drugged sleep, Patrick’s arm
tightened around her waist as if he knew what stressed her and
wanted to protect her. She loved the feel of his taut muscles,
squirming closer, but gasped as his erection was pressed hard
against her. As much as she wanted him to take her again, she
needed to recuperate after their marathon sexcapade.

She could hear his gentle breathing and
listened for a few minutes before she twisted her neck for a quick
peek at him. She turned back and her eyes had now adjusted to the
dimly lit room. This room was actually a small office, simple and
sleek. The desk with a tempered glass surface was organized except
for the stack of papers spread across one corner. Probably invoices
that needed to be taken care of.

Right now, they were lying on a comfortable
cot that he used as a makeshift bed. She wasn’t surprised that he
had simple tastes that leaned toward the functional necessities.
She supposed he had spent many nights working late or entertaining
guests. She stopped herself, the green-eyed monster rearing its
ugly head, and didn’t want to dwell on the latter. She wanted to be
the exception. At least she would pretend that she was.



Patrick was definitely
everything she imagined a boyfriend would be if she were dating. He
seemed well-rounded, intelligent, hard-working...but she couldn’t
see herself giving up her dreams to settle for a man who lived over
a bar. She didn’t want to follow her mother’s footsteps and chase
something that wasn’t real. Wind up with a man who deceived her in
every way. Who was to say Patrick wasn’t going to burn her sooner
or later? Might as well see this for what it was:
sex. A one-night stand
hardly constituted sturdy relationship material when it was purely
built on attraction.

She wanted to believe Patrick wasn’t made
from the same mold: men who were out for nothing more than a few
tumbles in the hay. Maybe she was a hypocrite for wanting more.
Damn it, but he made her fluctuate from hot to cold! She wasn’t
sure which way she should go and she imagined how much more
conflicted she would be if she threw caution to the wind.

Wasn’t she entitled to have everything she
wanted out of life? Perhaps in the future there might be a
possibility of pursuing a long-term commitment, but not now. Things
were much too complicated with him in the picture.

Stop thinking about it. This is just a
fantasy, nothing more.

So why did her heart feel heavy, as if she
was missing out on something potentially wonderful? A part of her
hung onto fairy tales and white picket fences. A part of her
believed that true love existed, and that there was only one man
that would make her genuinely happy and complete. Her mother’s
words had always been comforting as a child being tucked into bed.
Her mother had believed in true love to the very end, but where did
it get her?

Flynn felt Patrick kiss her neck, his warm
breath sending chills through her. She enjoyed the intimacy more
than she should. Truthfully, she was starting to like the man even
better.

“You need to get some more sleep, luv,” he
said with a thick brogue she was growing used to. He nuzzled the
back of her neck and her body tingled from his gentle
affections.

“I’m still recovering from jet lag,” she
lied.

“Ah, it will be easier with time.”

She looked at an imaginary spot on the wall
as she spoke, “Knowing me, I’ll get used to it about the time I
return to the States.”

Patrick tensed, pulling her closer. His
voice sounded raspy when he spoke, “That’s right.” He cleared his
throat and continued playfully, “I’m warning you, though, Ireland
crawls in your blood and soon you’ll be hankerin’ for it.”

Flynn rolled around, the cot creaking with
her movements as she faced him. “Thank you for this,” her voice was
thick with emotion.

Patrick cupped her cheek. He whispered, “No
need to thank me. We’re only two strangers needin’ a wee bit of
company.”

She nodded her head and nuzzled his palm.
“I’m leaving in a few hours—“

He didn’t let her finish as he covered her
mouth with his. His tender kiss made her long for something she
knew she shouldn’t.

“Let’s pretend for a few hours that we
aren’t strangers. Just two lovers traveling in a foreign land,
without a care in the world.”

Flynn licked her lips as she let his words
sink in. She knew it was a bad idea but she caved in anyway. “This
is a fantasy, right?”

He agreed, “Aye, a fantasy. In this universe
there’s no talk of leavin’.” Patrick’s throaty laugh made her
grin.

She nodded and kissed his
nose. “So what do you propose then, lover?”

Patrick sat up and the covers moved with
him. She squealed as the cold air produced instant goose pimples
across her flesh. “The adventure begins elsewhere. Chop, chop.
There’s no time to waste.” He rolled off the cot and picked up
pieces of clothing that lay discarded on the floor. By the time he
made it to the closet, he was almost fully dressed.

“It’s cold as hell. I don’t even have a
thick jacket with me,” she protested and snuggled deeper under the
blanket.

“No worries,” he winked. “I’ve got some
things in the closet that may fit you.”

Flynn groaned but complied. She got up and
used the wool blanket as a wrap, the fabric trailed behind her as
she walked across the room. She bent down to retrieve her rumpled
clothes from the floor and expertly pulled on her underwear and
adjusted her bra beneath the blanket.

Patrick laughed as he watched her get
dressed. “You never cease to amaze me. Have you used this trick
often?”

“A woman’s got her secrets.” She dropped the
blanket and made a show of pulling on her shirt and sliding into
the tight jeans.

He gave her a lecherous grin as he stalked
her. “You best be careful or we may not leave this room after
all.”

“Oh no you don’t! Not after I’m dressed!”
She squealed as he chased her around the room. Flynn hadn’t laughed
so hard in such a long time and she almost couldn’t believe it was
her that was laughing.

Patrick seized her waist and whirled her
around to face him. He stroked the stray blonde hairs from her face
before palming her cheeks. He leaned down to kiss her hard on the
lips.

Her eyes were still closed when he said,
“C’mon now. It’ll be daylight before long and I’ll not have you
turn into a pumpkin until then.” He turned her toward the closet
and smacked her soundly on the butt.

When she was sufficiently bundled up, he
picked up her guitar case, and toted it downstairs after her. Once
they locked up the pub they headed down the quiet street. She
glanced around and noticed the parked cars along the curb were
covered in a thin layer of frost. Patrick reached for her hand and
she didn’t hesitate when their fingers were tightly entwined. He
led the way up a sloped hill where his car was parked.

She cocked her head up at him. “You don’t
live above the bar?”

He beamed, “What makes you think I live
there? Do I look like a bar rat?”

“A what?” She gave him a wide grin.

“Forget it.” He rolled his eyes and
proceeded to unlock the door, pulled the handle and held it open
for her. “Get in the car woman!” he commanded playfully.

“I would thank you for the chivalry but I am
not fully convinced.”

He smacked his forehead, “What am I gettin’
meself into?”

“Apparently, more than you can handle.” She
laughed as she scurried into the passenger seat.

 


* * *

 


Only three times in Flynn’s life had she
found herself speechless. This was one of them. She leaned against
the wooden fence, lost in the lush, verdant, rolling landscape. Her
eyes followed a herd of sheep ambling their way across the land,
with their thick puffs of wool that resembled clouds softly
floating by. She’d never find this sight in the States and it was
endearing to compare the differences of loud city life to wide-open
spaces. She would give anything to be so carefree, to move happily
onward to her destination on her own terms.

Patrick walked over to her from the dirt
road. His smile was as adorable as the sheep. “I’m sure you’re a
mite chilled. Let’s get back to the house for something hot. I’ve
even stoked the fires for you.”

She sniffed as she spoke, “Sounds lovely.
Another attempt at chivalry?” She was trying to fight back the
runny nose caused by the wind and cold.

“Chivalry is a lifestyle, not an act,” he
shot back. Patrick grabbed her hands, rubbing on them until they
warmed. They held hands on the short trek back to his quaint
cottage that sat on the edge of the lake, surrounded by a quiet
picturesque beauty.

She blew out a stream of air, amazed at how
cold Ireland was compared to sunny California. Her nose and cheeks
burned from staying outside so long. The heat from the fireplace
assaulted her as soon as she passed the threshold. Patrick shut the
door and veered right for the kitchen. She pulled off the thick
woolen jacket and hung it on a nearby coat rack.

“Have a seat in front of the fire. I’ll be
right out with something strong to take off the chill,” Patrick
ordered from the kitchen.

“Will do.” She walked over to the fireplace
and pulled off her boots and socks, her toes warming instantly from
the heat. The flames crackled and sparked against the wooden logs
and an idea shaped in her head.

Flynn couldn’t believe what she was about to
do. She stifled a giggle as she started to strip. Yanking, pulling,
unbuttoning as she eyed the kitchen. The layers of clothing seemed
like an endless chore as she threw each piece on the ground. Her
heart raced at the thought of being caught in the act before she
was completely naked.

She was smoothing down her untamed hair when
Patrick walked in. He tripped on his own feet, almost losing
balance of the steaming mugs in his hands. “Bloody hell, I don’t
suppose I’d be able to top that one.”

Patrick didn’t hesitate as he placed the
mugs on a nearby shelf before making a beeline for her. Impatient
to touch him, Flynn’s hands flew to the buttons on his plaid shirt
and deftly relieved him of it. Within seconds he was naked and
sprawled on top of her against the plush rug.

He held her tight, stroking her hair, her
face, trailing his hand down her throat. His expression grew
serious as he stared down at her. “Why me? Out of all the men in Co
Down, you had to walk into my bar—my life. Problem is, I’ve taken a
likin’ to you.”

She placed her hand over his. “Please. You
know I can’t stay.”

“Can’t or won’t?”

She dropped her hand and turned her head
toward the blazing fire. “It’s complicated.”

He rolled to his side, propping his arm
under her head, the other around her waist. “Tell me then.”

Flynn let out an exasperated breath and
rolled back to meet his gaze. “After almost nine years of singing
at open mics and underground clubs, I finally did it. I was offered
a music contract last week. Two days before my flight out here. Two
days! All my hard work and dreams would be answered, but...”

“But what? Sounds just like what you’ve been
wanting.”

“Here’s the complicated part. Not long ago I
was contacted by a relative I never knew existed. Both my parents
are gone and I don’t think they ever mentioned any living
relatives. They’re here in Ireland and they want me to move in with
them. They want me to stay here.”

He nodded in understanding. “Well, I see the
dilemma. What about taking the contract and flying back when during
breaks?”

She shook her head. “Too simple. Basically,
the contract states that I’ll be stuck working on the first album
and once it’s finished there will be promotions, events, gigs...the
works.” She let out a sigh, “Here’s the problem. My newfound
‘relative’ gave me an ultimatum. She needs me here. Since I’m the
last and only living relative she’s located, if I don’t agree to
stay and help them with the family business, she will be forced to
give up everything when she’s gone.

He gave her an incredulous look. “How can
that be fair? If you’re the only surviving relative, don’t you
think she’d cut you some slack?”

“You’d think.” She paused thoughtfully, “In
her defense, she’s in her late 70s, widowed with no children and
the clock’s ticking for her.”

Patrick kissed her eyebrow. “Ah, it’s indeed
a grand dilemma. You’re her last great hope,” he breathed.

Flynn closed her eyes, the weight of her
decision bearing down on her chest like a concrete slab until
Patrick pressed his lips against hers, melting all the
uncertainties. She kissed him back, running her tongue along his
throat, moving back to recapture his lips.

He tore his mouth away from hers and
displayed a devilish grin. “Enough chattering. It’s time for the
important stuff...a chivalrous man never goes back on his
word.”

She gasped when he snaked his way down her
body, taking his time to kiss every inch of flesh he encountered
along the way until he stopped short of her belly button. He
inspected her piercing with keen interest. “Diamond studded. You do
have exquisite taste, luv!”

She laughed as he played with the steel
post, his finger stroking the jeweled ball. He let out a sigh,
kissed her stomach, and slid down between her parted thighs. All
laughter subsided when he buried his head between her legs, his
mouth covering her mound. She squirmed as he feasted on her
delicate flesh, running his tongue along her soft folds, taking his
time learning all the ways to make her go wild.

His attentions were as meticulous as his
personality, his gentleness pure torture for her. With every lick
and nip she was losing control, loving the warmth of his mouth,
loving the way he enjoyed making her feel good. She couldn’t
breathe and all she could do was give into the pleasures he was
drawing from her.

He flicked his tongue across the hardened
nub and she bucked beneath the sensation. She couldn’t stifle the
moans and the more he teased her, the louder her moans escalated.
She could feel his enjoyment as he used his fingers to accompany
his mouth, winding her up so tight that she wanted to burst from
the pressure. She was climbing to the precipice of orgasm, even
higher still, and when he gently sucked on her, she came hard and
fast. Her body jerked as an incredible rush, akin to skydiving at
thirteen thousand feet for the very first time, filling her limbs
with a blissful yet sedated effect.

Patrick slid up her body and seized her
lips, kissing her with a hunger that seemed insatiable. He left her
gasping for air as she met his actions with the same intensity.
Flynn had never been with a man who sought to understand her,
everything from her mind to her body, even her soul. Knowing all
this about him made their time together more intimate and
unforgettable.

God, she loved his caresses, the way he made
her feel like she was the most beautiful woman in the world. The
only woman he had set his eyes on. What she loved the most about
being with Patrick was her ability to talk to him as if they were
equals. Even their lighthearted bantering and his self-deprecating
humor pointed to a very confident man.

She dug her fingers in his soft dark curls,
enjoying the feel of his hair. These little moments would be etched
in her mind forever.

His expression turned serious as he looked
down at her. “Stay with me.” His voice sounded raw, emotional.

She stopped in mid-stroke. “What do you
mean?” Her pulse quickened as she waited for his response.

“Stay with me tonight. It’s me day off and
I’ll have you back tomorrow. Back to reality where you can make
that life altering decision.”

She started to protest, “I can’t—“

He cut her off before she could finish,
“Just one more day. One more day, luv.” He gushed, “I want one more
day with you so when you hop back on that plane there’ll be no
regrets.”

Flynn chewed on her lower lip as she thought
over his words. She should get back but the idea of spending one
more day with him shook apart her well-thought out plans.

She nodded in agreement. “I suppose one more
day won’t hurt.”

 


* * *

 


Flynn waited downstairs at the bar while
Patrick ran up to his office to grab a few things. Her body was
sore and aching from spending most of the day indoors, talking
about everything from family, music, trips to movies. Mostly, they
made love until they were exhausted and spent. Patrick had snuck
away when she had dozed off to draw them a bath, complete with
candles flickering intimately.

She was surprised at how much she opened up
to him, telling him all about her estranged relationship with her
father and the sorrow of losing her mother at a young age. The
words rolled out easily for her, especially when she had always
safeguarded her emotions for fear of being judged. With Patrick,
she found solace in knowing he saw the good in her even when she
didn’t.

In fact, he shared pieces of himself by
divulging painful tidbits about his humble upbringing, and his
desire to escape the ridicule of growing up in a lower class. The
more he opened up, the more she grasped a better understanding of
Patrick, the man. She even discovered they shared a common tragedy:
losing both their parents too young.

Meeting Patrick had been a gift and no
matter how her story ended, she would never regret being with him.
Flynn flipped on a smile upon seeing Colin walking in from the
kitchen with a broom in hand. His lanky build, boyish good looks,
and mussed up sandy blond hair reminded her of the young
up-and-coming musicians who opened her shows.

In her business, Flynn had a knack for
picking out other artists from a crowd. Colin not only acted, but
also looked the part with his faded gray t-shirt, wide skull buckle
attached to the leather belt that held up his blue jeans, a lengthy
chain from belt loop that connected to his wallet. Rounding off the
ensemble was thick cuffs rolled up at his ankles to give him a
retro rocker appearance. James Dean meets the 80s punk movement,
not uncommon among artists in Europe.

Colin halted in mid-step when he spotted
her. “Fancy seeing you here, Miss. We normally don’t open ‘til
seven on Sunday nights.” He gave her a crooked smile. “The church
crowd lets out by then and the men-folk can finally hit the pints,”
he snorted.

She could feel her cheeks burn as she
stammered, “I—I’m actually. Well, you see, Patrick’s upstairs in
the office.”

His eyes lit up in understanding. “Aaah. Er,
Patrick could use a wee break. He practically lives here on his off
days, so I’m glad to be seein’ him with company.”

“Ummm, I’m happy to help out.” Her eyes
dropped to the bar counter, she couldn’t seem to look him in the
eye without being embarrassed.

Colin fidgeted with the broom then
straightened up to tackle his cleaning. “Well, I should get back to
me duties,” he said awkwardly before he walked behind the bar to
sweep. His head popped up and he asked, “Hey, mind if I crank up
some tunes while I do me chores?”

Flynn glanced up at him and smiled to break
the tension. “No, not at all.”

She hadn’t expected that when he said
‘crank’, he meant she would lose half her hearing with the blaring
music. After a few minutes she adjusted and enjoyed the melodic
sounds of an indie rock band piping through. She couldn’t resist
tapping her fingers to the song and quickly picking up the lyrics.
She closed her eyes, enjoying the live acoustics, even if the
recording needed to be a sharper and without the added background
noise.

“This is great!” she exclaimed.

“What?” Colin shook his head and tapped his
ear. “What’d you say?”

She mouthed, “I said, this is great! Where’d
you get this music fro—“ she practically yelled just as he turned
the volume dial down.

He grinned from ear-to-ear.
“You kidding, right?” He walked up to the bar counter and looked
around as if he was about to divulge a well-known secret, “The
music’s from here.” His eyes gleamed with excitement, “Twas feckin'
cla wa'nt it? I mean, just brilliant! See, Patrick’s got a
small record label set up and we record the bands here live. He
prefers the acoustic performances for an authentic
effect.”

Her mouth gaped open, she had known Patrick
to love music but not to this extent. She felt slightly betrayed by
the news. Surely he would have told her, confided in her, wouldn’t
he?

“That’s amazing. But is the music
distributed outside of Ireland?”

“Jaysus, yes!” Colin straightened up,
slightly embarrassed for his outburst. “Er, sorry Miss. Patrick’s
reached the international market a few months back. L.A., Seattle,
New York, they’ve all been playing it on the airwaves and I’ve even
got a wee bit at stake.” He tapped his chest happily.

“I had no idea. But what about this bar? Is
he trading professions?” Flynn grinned at Colin’s infectious
smile.

Colin leaned on the broom handle. “Patrick’s
doin’ this for the pure love of it. He pulled me arse out of a few
by puttin’ an instrument in me hands. Even gave me a job, that’s
what.”

“Break’s over, Colin,” Patrick’s booming
voice from the stairs made them both jump. “We open in a few so
tell the lads to get their arses back in here to help with the
setup.”

Colin gave Patrick a sloppy salute, then
with a mischievous grin he turned on his heel and marched off with
the broom.

Flynn swiveled in her seat, crossing her
arms. “Why didn’t you tell me about the music?”

Patrick stopped in the middle of the floor
and scratched his head. “I reckon’ it wasn’t important. It’s me
hobby, that’s all.”

She eyed him curiously, “Right. Were you
going to tell me?”

“I—,” Patrick began when the front door
swung open and they both turned to see who it was.

Flynn hopped off the stool, her eyes wide as
guilt washed over her. “James,” she acknowledged the enormous man
with the build of a bodyguard and salt-and-pepper hair. He was
dressed impeccably in a dark suit and was heading her way.

Patrick turned to her, his eyebrows knitting
together. “You know him?”

Her horrified expression didn’t seem to help
the situation. “Remember when I said things were complicated?”

“Better start explaining, luv,” Patrick
growled as he stepped in front of her.

“It’s none of your concern, sir. I’m here to
get the missus.”

“Over me dead body.” Patrick crossed his
arms as if to say he wasn’t going to budge.

“If you insist.” James cracked his knuckles
before picking Patrick up and tossing him aside like a rag
doll.

James instructed in a deep and serious tone,
“Ma’am, it’s time to get back.”

She planted a hand on her hip. “How did you
find me?”

James cleared his throat, “Word gets around,
ma’am. Especially an American who’s got an angel’s voice and can
out-drink Niall, the town drunk.” His lips curved into a smile.
“Wasn’t hard to find you, Miss Donovan.”

He reached for Flynn’s elbow, trying to lead
her out while she objected. “I’m not ready to go yet.”

“Let her go!” Patrick charged at James who
moved easily out of the way. He slammed into the bar and grabbed
the stools to break his fall.

Flynn couldn’t believe what she was seeing.
Patrick appeared to be enjoying the scuffle. Patrick jumped back
up, his eyes glowing bright, humor reflecting on his face at the
challenge. “I don’t think she wants to go with you, friend. Leave
her be.”

James shook his head, bored
with the confrontation. “It’s none of your business,
friend.”

“Indeed it is when it comes to Flynn!”
Patrick roared as he charged at James like a rugby player. The
tackle didn’t faze the mammoth man. Instead, James pulled back his
fist and popped Patrick square in the face.

Patrick stumbled backward, falling flat on
his back.

 


* * *

 


Flynn’s voice rose as she hovered over
Patrick’s unconscious form. “Wake up. Wake up, Patrick.”

His eyes slowly fluttered open with
confusion written in his gaze. “Wh—what the hell happened?”

Flynn responded, “Do you know where you are?
What’s your name?”

Patrick tried to raise his head and flopped
back down against the sticky floor. He groaned, “Me...me name’s
Patrick. But what the bloody hell has that to do with me
question?”

She smiled at him, relief flooding her
system. “You were out for a good five minutes.”

Just then, James leaned down and grinned. “I
was expectin’ you’d be out for a good half hour. You exceeded my
expectations, lad.” He held out his hand to Patrick as he let out a
jovial laugh.

Patrick groaned, “Back for some more, are
ya?”

James’ throaty laughter didn’t subside.
“Sorry about the shiner. No hard feelings, eh?”

Expelling a breath, Patrick took a moment
before he gripped James’s outstretched hand as the man hauled him
up on his feet. He stood unsteadily but was quick to warn, “Thanks,
but Flynn’s still not going anywhere with the likes of you.”

James shook his head. “Just doin’ me job,
sir.”

Flynn hoped that if she avoided looking at
him that she wouldn’t have to spill her secrets. She held on to
Patrick’s arm and led him to a nearby chair. “Don’t do anything
stupid. I’ll be right back,” she chastised.

Flynn ran to the kitchen and discovered the
staff was out back probably on another cigarette break. She hastily
retrieved a slab of meat from the industrial refrigerator and ran
back into the room. Patrick appeared a slightly dizzy as she
pressed the raw steak to his eye. She said softly, “This should
help.”

Patrick tilted his head up, his good eye
searching her face. He placed his hand over hers. His tone somber,
“Look, if its money you need—I’ve got it. If you’re in some sort of
trouble then we’ll work it out. Just tell me the truth, luv.”

She yanked her hand out of his grasp and
spat out in frustration, “It’s not money. I already told you it’s
complicated. I...I need to go.” Flynn turned away from him, not
before she saw the hurt glistening in his eyes.

Patrick reached for her but she fled from
him. “Flynn! Flynn, don’t walk away. Not like this,” he bellowed
after her. “Just talk to me, dammit!”

She didn’t dare turn around, didn’t dare
speak as she followed James out the door. With every step away from
Patrick, she felt a piece of her happiness falling away, one by
one, like petals on a flower.

 


* * *

 


Flynn braced herself as she
pushed the door open and stepped into Devil’s Heart. It had been a week
since she’d seen Patrick and she realized she owed him an apology,
wanted to right the wrong.

Music blasted from the stage as a youthful
indie band played their hearts out to appease the enthusiastic
fans. She smiled at seeing Colin grab center stage, belting out a
song about a small town guy chasing after a city girl who was
playing hard to get.

She pushed her way through the dense crowd
of patrons and planted herself against the back wall. Flynn peered
through the cloud of smoke, across the clinking glasses, over the
row of groupies but Patrick was nowhere in sight. After a few
minutes, she gave up, not sure she had the nerve to confront him.
What could she possibly say once he stood in front of her? How
could he forgive her cowardly response to his genuine concern for
her?

“What am I really doing here?” she muttered,
turning to leave.

She approached the exit
when a loud BANG startled her. She could hear the sounds of shoes scuffling
before the music cut off in mid-song.

“Whoa, lass. Where do you do think you’re
goin’?” the familiar voice boomed loudly over the amplifiers.
“That’s right. I’m talking to you, Miss Donovan.” She could detect
a note of humor in his tone.

Flynn froze, could feel all
eyes fixed on her while the silence stretched on. Except for
the thump-thump of her heart against her chest as she opted to turn a deaf
ear to the voice that singled her out.

Patrick taunted, “Cat got your tongue? Maybe
this will help.” He broke into an off-key version of the Irish
Drinking Song:

“Well I stumbled in at 2 AM all drunk and
full of smoke. My wife said, ‘I’ve had enough, that’s it I’m sick,
get out.’

Flynn twisted around in time to witness the
patrons’ passionate cheers and hoots as they sang along. She had to
give Patrick credit for performing his heart out with lack of
finesse. He managed to overpower the crowd as he continued singing
into the mic.

“So I stumbled down to Kelly’s pub across
the edge of town, and told the boys my story and we had another
round. Now we drink, and drink and drink...”

Flynn placed her hands on either side of her
mouth and yelled, cutting through the awful rendition of the
Flogging Molly song. “Enough. Enough! Please stop,” she raised her
hands up in defeat.

The patrons watched on with curiosity, their
heads turning her way, then back at Patrick, as if they were
viewing an intense verbal tennis match.

Patrick winked. “There’s more where that
came from, darlin’.”

Dropping her hands to her sides, she asked,
“How can I get you to stop?”

Patrick leaned into the mic, getting way too
comfortable. “Darlin’, there’s only one way to shut me up.” His
seductive brogue sent shivers through her.

Flynn crossed her arms in challenge.
“Enlighten me.”

He hopped off the stage and advanced toward
her as the crowd parted to allow him access. She stood her ground,
not wavering, preparing herself for what choice words he had in
store.

Patrick didn’t bother speaking and snaked
out his hand to seize her waist. He pulled her hard up against him
and demanded, “Kiss me.”

How could she refuse when he was so
persuasive? Patrick gave her a smug smile before planting a solid
kiss smack on her lips. She sighed, soon clinging to him as she
clutched the fabric of his shirt. He kissed her with an unleashed
passion that melted away the spectators around them.

Colin’s smooth voice came through the sound
system, “That’s what we call an entrance! Now back to the
entertainment portion of the program.” He clapped his hands and the
band started up, quickly engaging the patrons.

Patrick gave her a hard squeeze before
pulling apart. “I supposed you’ve made your decision?”

She nodded, ready to tell him what was in
her heart. “I never expected this, I never wanted Ireland. Maybe
for a visit but everything I wanted was back at home.”

He threw up his arms. “If you’ve made up
your mind, why are you tormenting me? What’s so complicated,
Flynn?”

“Look, there’s a record
contract waiting for me in L.A. and then there’s
you.”

Patrick gave her a flustered look. “Oh, no
you don’t. You’re hoppin’ that plane and signing those contracts.
I’m not gonna’be the reason you let somethin’ this grand slip
through your fingers.”

She groaned in irritation and clutched his
face in her hands. “Listen to me. I’m not going.”

He opened his mouth in protest and she
silenced him with a kiss. “There’s going to be plenty of contracts
in our future.”

Patrick’s eyebrow rose in confusion. “What
contracts?”

She blurted, “I’m rich, Patrick!” Her eyes
lit up as she watched him try to grasp the words.

“I’ve decided to be your business partner
and back you up. I don’t need to be in the States to make great
records when I can be doing it here with you.” She beamed as
understanding washed over his face.

“You’re rich? How can this be? Were you
lyin’ to me all along?” His face was crestfallen.

“I never lied to you, Patrick. Do you
believe in fairy tales? I never did until I came to Ireland.” Her
hands slid to his chest. “My great aunt brought me here because
she’s sick. She wanted to give me the opportunity to claim what
rightfully belongs to my family. If I stay, I have to ensure that
her home and all her properties will be taken care of. If I refuse,
then everything’s lost.” Her voice faded, “Who would have thought,
right?”

When she faced him again she was certain she
had made the right decision. Patrick wrapped his arms around her.
“I don’t care why you’re here. I’m just glad you’re here now.” He
picked her up and swung her around until she was giddy with
laughter.

Patrick slowed down and planted her easily
on the floor. She was breathless with happiness when he addressed
her with a stern look. “But you’re going to have to explain
everything to me again.”

Flynn let out a squeal when he scooped her
up and threw her over his shoulder. He toted her through the
cheering crowd, all the way up the stairs to his office. Today, she
had never been more eager about the prospect of being interrogated
than at this moment, and by this man.

 


THE END
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CHAPTER ONE

 


Callie watched the scant inch of liquid swirl in the
bottom of her wineglass, then set it down on the polished mahogany
bar again. How had things gotten so bad that she’d been sitting in
a hotel bar, nursing glass after glass of cheap wine for the
last... Callie looked up at the hands of the brass clock on the
opposite wall. Two and a half hours?

Sighing, she downed the last of her
chardonnay, grimacing at the burning sensation in her throat, and
signaled the bartender to pour her another one. Even as she did,
she knew sipping on white wine was not going to soothe the hollow
feeling in her gut.

She had come to San Francisco on a mission -
a mission to save her family business. And she’d failed miserably.
Not something she was used to. She’d spent the better part of her
adult life struggling for success, putting everything, and
everyone, else on hold until she made Armstrong & Sons the best
damned shipping company on the Gulf. The business was her life, and
she had poured her heart and soul into it.

But now, thanks to one blowhard businessman,
it was all for nothing.

Soft jazz music began to play in preparation
for the after dinner crowd, but Callie barely heard it, her mind
too focused on the man she had come to think of as the enemy.

After countless calls to the billionaire
mogul, Callie had yet to have one returned. Yes, she knew that a
CEO of a company as large as Gate Shipping must be busy - as his
nasally secretary had informed her time and time again. But he
could at least return one lousy call. So, Callie had stubbornly
packed her bags and traveled all the way to San Francisco in hopes
that he wouldn’t be able to dismiss a real live person as easily as
a voice on the telephone.

Wrong again.

She’d waited all day to see Mr. Cavanaugh
and been refused at every turn. First a breakfast meeting, then a
board meeting, then he had a conference call to Japan, and then
he’d left early for a working dinner. She’d badgered Mr.
Cavanaugh’s secretary to the point where the bespectacled woman had
threatened to call security, but still hadn’t been let in to see
him. Callie had parked her behind on the sofa of Mr. Cavanaugh’s
outer office for the last seven hours and what had it gotten
her?

Well, at the moment, one embarrassingly
large bar tab, one very rumpled looking suit, and a pair of
two-inch pumps that were squeezing her feet like a pair of suede
boa constrictors at the moment. What she wouldn’t give to be at
home in her cozy chair by the fireplace, curled up with a book,
wearing her favorite sweats and fluffy bedroom slippers.

Instead she was nursing a bruised ego in the
dimly lit bar of the Downtown Towers Hotel.

She took another sip of wine, loath to admit
even to herself that the reason she’d been sitting in the bar for
the last two hours instead of hopping on a bus back home was pure,
unadulterated guilt. She was their last hope of saving Armstrong
& Sons and she had blown it. She cringed at the thought of
going home and admitting failure to her family, and most
importantly the hundred-odd employees of Armstrong & Sons
Shipping that were soon to be out of a job if her brother and Mr.
Cavanaugh had their way.

And it was all her fault.

Callie shook her head, trying to dislodge
the striking surge of guilt. It wasn’t like her to wallow in
self-pity this way. She would finish her glass of wine, pack up her
bags, and face the music back home. Callie Armstrong was many
things, but she was damned if she would let Mr. Cavanaugh make her
into a coward.

“Excuse me,” she called to the bartender.
“I’d like to freshen up a bit, where is your ladies’ room?”

“Down the hall, to the left,” the bartender
pointed.

“Thanks,” she said, rising from her
stool.

As she got up, a faint wave of dizziness hit
her. Wow, how many glasses had she had? Three? Four? She hated to
admit it, but she’d completely lost count. And, as the room
continued to sway, she was quickly reminded that she hadn’t had a
thing to eat that day, being too afraid to leave the reception room
of Gate Shipping in case Mr. Cavanaugh should walk by. She silently
put a curse on the elusive CEO, and made her way unsteadily toward
the ladies’ room.

Unfortunately, instead of passing quickly,
the dizziness increased as she made her way down the hall. She
really should at least order a plate of hot wings. She figured her
budget could allow her that much.

Callie turned the corner a little too
sharply, and before she could stop herself, ran headfirst into a
wall. Fleetingly she wondered why they would build a wall in the
middle of the hotel lobby. Still feeling slightly heady, it took
her a moment to realize it was not a wall at all, but a person. The
chest of a person, she clarified, as her hands came up to steady
herself and planted firmly against a mass of solid muscle.

Suddenly a pair of hands were at her waist,
steadying her as she swayed on her feet. Large, warm hands,
creating an instant heat that started with their touch and quickly
spread through her entire body. Ending in her cheeks, which she was
sure were growing pinker by the second.

She drew in a sharp breath, close enough to
the fabric of the chest’s silky shirt to catch the scent of
expensive aftershave. It was nice, fresh yet woodsy. Like a man
should smell.
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