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Things Like This 

Zoe didn’t do things like this. Until now. Until Eamon. 

  



 

Dedication 

For the lovely people I met in Ireland—thank you for the inspiration.  

For our readers—thank you. 

And for Brian. Always. 

  



 

Things Like This 

 

“What could you have done? Well, fuck, I don’t know, Rach… How about not 

getting on the fucking bus? How about not leaving me stranded in the middle of 

the Irish countryside all by myself?” 

Eamon Sullivan ground to a halt outside the shop he’d just exited as the 

familiar voice washed over him. The voice he’d had wet dreams about the last 

several nights—all right, more than just that inspired, but the memory of Zoe 

Clarke’s low throaty voice had definitely played a large role in his nighttime 

imaginings.  

“Well, I’m sorry, but I am pissed. What am I supposed to do now? I don’t 

know anyone; all my stuff is on the freaking bus and…and…and…” 

The desperate, almost tearful tone… That he had not imagined, and he didn’t 

much care for it. He took a few steps to his left, peered down the small lane and 

found her crouching, back against the wall of the building. Her hands shook, 

one gripping the mobile she held to her ear, the other clenched against her 

denim-covered thigh. 

“Calm down? Seriously? That’s your advice? Don’t know why I didn’t think 

of that. No, I’m—”  

Eamon’s mouth twitched when her gaze landed on him, and her words 

immediately stalled. He lifted his hand and waggled his fingers in greeting. Her 

tongue darted out to moisten her lips, and a rosy flush brightened her cheeks.  

“Rach, I’ll…I’ll call you when I figure out what I’m doing. Just make sure they 

don’t leave my bags behind, okay? Yeah, thanks. Bye.” 

She ended the call and, as she stood, shoved the device into her small purse. 

Facing him with a shaky smile, she lifted then dropped her hands in a helpless 

gesture.  

“Hello, Zoe.” 



“Not catching me at a great moment, Eamon.”  

“So, I heard.” He stepped closer, taking in the still teary brown eyes and 

mussed chestnut hair, and found himself asking, “What can I do?” 

She shook her head and huffed a short laugh. “Don’t think there’s much to 

be done, but thank you. Well…actually…” After a moment’s hesitation—which 

involved wrinkling her nose in an absurdly adorable way—she continued, 

“Actually, if you could tell me the quickest way to get to the train station… Shit, 

is there a train station around here? Or do I need to find a way to get there? A 

cab is going to cost me an arm and a leg, isn’t it? And a train ticket to…” She 

began rummaging through her purse, finally extracting a folded sheet of paper. 

“I think our next stop is…Limerick? Or maybe it was Galway… Fuck,” she cursed 

as the page tore slightly. 

Closing the distance between them, he took her trembling hands in his. “Hey, 

now. It’s going to be all right, sweetheart. I’ll get you where you need to be.” 

“I don’t need rescuing, Eamon. I’m perfectly capable of dealing with this, even 

if it doesn’t seem like it, at the moment. Was just caught off guard, that’s all,” 

she said in a near whisper.  

“Of course you were.” He began leading her away, toward the main road and 

where his truck was parked. “Who wouldn’t be after being left behind like this? 

I’m guessing you were a bit late getting back to the coach?” 

“Barely,” she snapped. “I hit a bathroom at a café while Rachel and Claire 

went ahead, and then, brilliant me with the messed-up sense of direction got a 

little turned around. I ran and watched the damned bus drive away. I mean, I 

know she threatened to leave if anyone didn’t make it back in time, but I didn’t 

expect…not with it being that close.”  

“You make sure you report it,” he said firmly. He knew her tour leader, 

Annalise, well enough, having worked with her several times, and this wouldn’t 

be the first complaint against her. In his opinion, if everyone who had issues 

with her actually spoke up, the woman would have been out of a job, months 

ago. 

“Oh, I will be, believe you me. Uh, where are we going?” 



“Right now? To my truck, then to my place to check on the horses and to let 

my brother know he’s in charge while I get you back with your group.” 

“That’s not necessary,” she protested, though she continued walking beside 

him and didn’t pull her hand from his.  

“Never said it was,” he returned, grinning at her. “But I’d feel better doing it 

this way than dumping you on a train and hoping for the best.” 

“Oh, so this is for you, then.”  

His cock twitched at the teasing tone and accompanying smile.  

“Of course, it is.”  

Truth be told, his mind was a battlefield. A part of him arguing that it was 

idiotic to be around Zoe more than he already had been, to let her occupy any 

more of his thoughts than she already did after so short an acquaintance. She 

was an American tourist who wasn’t visiting his country to shag a local. The 

other part of him, though… Well, that part agreed with his dick. Agreed that any 

time spent with her was worth it. That part was winning in a fucking landslide, 

and never let it be said Eamon ever shied away from going after what he wanted.  

When he stopped and pulled open the passenger door for her, she turned to 

him, eyes narrowed as she stared into his.  

“Thank you, Eamon. I really appreciate this. Most people wouldn’t go out of 

their way like this for someone they hardly knew.” 

“You’re welcome,” he said, squeezing her hand before releasing it and 

gesturing her into the vehicle. Once she was seated, he leaned in and buckled 

her in, enjoying the harsh inhale that lifted her chest enticingly. Mouth close to 

her ear, he waited until she released the held breath then murmured, “And, 

Zoe…sweetheart…I’m not most people. 

 

Zoe should have insisted on handling this herself. It wasn’t as if she couldn’t 

have used her phone to look up where the nearest train station was and how to 

get there. She should have refused Eamon’s offer to take her to the tour’s next 



stop—especially since it was becoming increasingly clear it was an imposition on 

his life. She really, really should find her voice and tell the kind, and incredibly 

hot, man that she didn’t need his help.  

But no. All of those things? Hadn’t happened and weren’t going to. Why? 

Because she was too damned busy trying not to drool over Eamon’s ridiculously 

sexy hands as he tended his horses. His hands hadn’t been the first thing she’d 

noticed about him—the rest of him was just as ridiculously sexy, after all—but 

they’d definitely captured her attention several days ago when the tour group 

had gone jaunting.  

Zoe had been excited as hell about the outing. A horse drawn carriage ride 

through Killarney National Park—it had been on the top of her list of must-do’s 

since she and her friends had booked the tour, and she’d been ready to take as 

many pictures as she could and enjoy the beauty of Ireland. The reality veered 

away from expectation before they had even started. When they’d gotten on the 

waiting carriages, seats filled quickly, and Zoe had ended up sitting up front with 

Eamon. 

It wasn’t as though she hadn’t appreciated the sights around them—the 

lakes, the ruins, even the huge stag they’d spotted wandering through the 

woods—but Eamon’s damned hands kept drawing her gaze. Long graceful fingers 

of one hand wrapped around the leather of the reins, his other hand holding a 

switch…  

Zoe swallowed hard as the image came to life in her mind, yet again. She’d 

known, then, she’d be imagining those hands for years to come and had felt an 

odd mixture of disappointment and relief when the journey had come to an end. 

Though, she’d nearly creamed herself when he’d held a hand out to help her 

down from the carriage. The warm grip, the slide of his callused skin over hers—

she’d barely managed to step down without falling into him.  

But manage she had, and after pressing a few notes into his palm—and 

staring down at his hand some more before lifting her eyes to his smiling face—

she’d thought that was the end of it. She’d never see Eamon Sullivan again. He’d 



just be a memory of her big trip…and frequent star in her filthy, filthy 

imagination.  

Oh, how wrong she’d been.  

She’d had plenty of opportunity to see him again. Some situation had come 

up with their bus driver that required him to leave for a couple days, and a relief 

driver had been called in. Who would have expected that Eamon drove more than 

just a damned carriage?  

When Annalise had re-introduced him to the group, she’d shared that Eamon 

had been a driver with the company for a while before leaving to join his brother 

in raising their horses and taking tourists jaunting through the park, but he still 

picked up some work with the company when they needed relief drivers. 

So began three days of awkwardness and, honestly, sexual frustration. 

Sexual frustration with no outlet as she was bunking with her friends, sometimes 

even sharing a bed in some hotels. To add insult to injury, Rachel and Claire 

picked up on her attraction to Eamon pretty quickly and were merciless in their 

teasing. Though, to be fair, they were discreet about it and didn’t try to 

embarrass her in front of him. Not that she needed their help with that. Her 

klutziness only increased, and she counted herself lucky if she managed a 

coherent sentence with he spoke to her.  

“Hey, are you all right?” 

Eamon’s deep voice—with that damned accent—pulled her back to the 

present, and she felt her face heat when she met his intense dark blue gaze. God, 

with the amount of blushing she’d done in his presence, he likely thought it was 

her natural shade.  

“I’m fine,” she said in a rush. She shrugged out of her lightweight jacket. It 

might be chilly outside with the brisk wind, but inside the small building, it was 

warm enough to be comfortable in her short-sleeved tee. She draped the jacket 

over the gate of the closest stall—which happened to be empty.  

“Sorry it’s taking so long. Just want to make sure everything’s well here until 

Bram comes over.” The horse he currently fussed over was the same one that 

had pulled their carriage. “Daeg here is a bit high-maintenance.” 



Eamon gave the animal a pat then lowered his head to touch their foreheads 

together a moment. Zoe had to actually bite her lip to keep the “awwww” from 

escaping.  

When he straightened, he pushed his fingers through his wavy black hair—

was it as soft as she imagined it to be?—and a sheepish look creased his face.  

“He’s obviously well loved,” she murmured, pushing away from the door 

frame she leaned against.  

“That he is. They all are.” He gestured at the four other horses in the 

surrounding stalls then beckoned toward her. “Come here, Zoe.” 

Before she could second guess or wonder what he wanted, she had crossed 

the hard-packed dirt floor to his side. He took her hand and, moving to stand 

behind her, brought it up to rest between Daeg’s ears. The large animal shifted 

its head and nudged Zoe’s shoulder, startling a laugh from her.  

“Always flirts with the pretty girls.” Eamon chuckled.  

“A bit like his master,” she murmured, all too aware of how close he stood, 

his heat seeping through the layers of clothing.  

She shivered as his breath puffed across her cheek as he leaned down. His 

beautiful fingers tightened ever so slightly around her wrist, and her heart and 

breathing quickened.  

“His master,” he drawled, his other hand cupping her hip, “is a bit more 

particular. And has only flirted with one pretty girl, recently. Gorgeous girl, 

actually.” 

“Is th-that s-s-so?” she stammered.  

“And is clearly bollocks at it if you didn’t notice.”  

She felt the vibrations of his laugh and couldn’t help but lean back into his 

solid warmth. His hand slid from her hip and settled on her belly.  

“I’m noticing now,” she whispered.  

“Good.”  

He pressed his lips to her temple then trailed down along her jaw. Zoe 

shivered and tilted her head, allowing him easy access to her neck. The long 

drawn-out groan that escaped would have embarrassed her—if not for the 



pleased hum and delicious weight of fingers on her middle from Eamon in 

response.  

An internal war waged inside Zoe’s head. On one hand, she didn’t do things 

like this—cozying up to a strange man, letting him touch her, kiss her—but on 

the other, she’d dreamt of doing things like this. Even more so since Eamon had 

come into her life. She’d dreamt of this with him, and no matter how impractical, 

impulsive, or foolish, she didn’t want it to end.  

“Been thinking about having you in my arms since we met, sweetheart,” 

Eamon murmured as he shifted his hands to her shoulders and slowly turned 

her to face him. He combed his fingers through her hair then tipped her head 

back to meet her gaze. “Never thought I’d have the chance.” 

“I don’t do things like this,” she voiced her earlier thought, a last-ditch effort 

to be sensible, to be able to say later that she’d tried, even as she pushed her 

hands up over his hard chest. 

“Like what?” he questioned as she kept going until she was cupping the back 

of his head. “Like enjoying yourself? Taking what you want?” 

“Yes,” she whispered…then pulled him down.  

And whimpered as he took her mouth. She may have been the one to initiate 

the kiss, but there was no question who dominated it. Firm yet soft lips glided 

over hers. He nipped at her bottom lip then his tongue slid inside, slick and 

rough and demanding. Everything she’d imagined and more.  

One hand still firmly in her hair, he dragged the other lower, lower, lower, 

until it settled on her ass. He yanked her closer and swallowed her low moan as 

his thick cock pressed against her belly. Her fingers tightened, gripping his hair 

as she tried to get closer still.  

A nudge to her back had them both stumbling and, as the kiss broke, 

Eamon’s laugh filled the air.  

“Piss off, Daeg. S’my turn with the pretty girl,” he said, with a wide dimple-

popping smile.  

He walked backwards, leading her away from the stall. Zoe let out a 

shuddering breath at the slight pull from the hold he still had on her hair, and 



Eamon’s brow lifted. Then, another pull, a bit harder this time, and she had to 

fight to keep her eyes open and on his as desire curled hotly deep inside, fueling 

a need, almost a desperation, stronger than anything she’d ever felt before.  

He used the grip he had to draw her near, lips still curved as he brought their 

mouths back together. A gentle teasing kiss, this time, then everything was 

spinning wildly. Zoe gasped as her back hit the wall and Eamon’s arms bracketed 

her head as he pressed in. The hard heat of his body, his breath gusting over her 

lips, and dear God, the slide of his thigh between hers… Her fingers ached from 

where she clutched his shoulders, and she trembled, excitement and 

anticipation a heady cocktail thrumming through her veins.  

He ducked his head, catching her gaze as he loosened his grip.  

“Too much?” he murmured.  

Her throat tightened, and her breath caught as, beneath his quiet concern, 

she saw longing, as big and wild as hers but contained. It was leashed by a 

measure of control Zoe had never seen before. She might not have tons of 

experience, but she had enough. And this was the first time she’d ever been at 

the start of something…something sexual when she hadn’t had a moment of 

fear—sometimes even just a split second, but it was always there. Hell, she 

didn’t just have baggage; she had a top-of–the-line luxury set that required 

massive muscle to haul around.  

But that moment, that fission of fear that always skittered up her spine? Not 

here. Not now. Not with Eamon. What did that even mean? 

“Zoe?”  

She shook her head, in answer to his question and to get out of her thoughts. 

What did it matter what it all meant? She could ponder and obsess over that for 

as long as she wanted…later. Right now, she had the incredibly hot and sexy 

man she’d been fantasizing about for some time standing in front of her, pressed 

against her, and they were on the edge of something. Something she ached for. 

She’d be a damned idiot if she let her runaway mind screw this up.  

“Not too much,” she whispered and stretched up so her lips just touched his. 

“Not…not enough, Eamon. I want more. Please.” 



“No need to beg, sweetheart.” He nipped her lower lip then dropped a hard 

kiss against her mouth. “But it sure sounds pretty, and I like it.” 

“Please,” she said again, rolling her hips.  

Zoe groaned as her pussy ground against his thigh. But even as desperation 

swelled inside her, a sense of power grew alongside it. Eamon may be in charge, 

and Zoe may like it that way—fuck, how she liked it—but she was hardly 

powerless here. And he wasn’t trying to make her feel as if she were. Maybe that’s 

what was different; maybe— 

She cried out when, suddenly, his fingers were back in her hair, tight and 

rough, and he yanked her head back. His mouth settled over her racing pulse, 

sucking hard. The sharp pain on her scalp and the insistent pull of Eamon’s 

mouth had Zoe squirming as her heated desire pooled low in her belly, and her 

pussy clenched. She rocked against his leg, sighing his name at the tiny relief 

offered as he lifted it slightly into her movements. 

“Please,” she said on another sigh, partially because she was bordering on 

desperate to move this along, partially because it seemed to get him off before 

when she’d said it. And she knew it got her off, so it was a win-fucking-win. 

“Hmmm,” he hummed, skimming his lips up until they tickled her ear. 

“Please what, sweetheart? What do you want?” 

“Eamon,” she said with just a hint of a whine, which had her cheeks burning 

even more. “Please, I need…need…” Another hard grind down. “Need you. In me. 

I need…more.” 

He hummed again as he trailed his free hand down her side then snuck it up 

under her shirt. His fingers danced along the waistband of her jeans then dipped 

beneath at the opening. She held her breath a moment, waiting for him to pop 

the button and lower the zipper, but let out a frustrated sigh when he stopped. 

Just stopped, going still, with his hand half in her pants, the other buried in her 

hair, and his breath hot in her ear.  

Zoe dragged her palms down his chest into the scant space separating them, 

but before she could undo her pants, and his, herself, Eamon moved lightning 



fast. Suddenly, her arms were up over her head, his long fingers wrapped around 

her wrists, pressing them into the rough wood of the barn wall. 

“So impatient,” he said, lips twitching up into a slight smirk as he shifted his 

hold so one big hand caught both wrists and kept her stretched out.  

“You aren’t?” She hitched forward, riding up his leg—yee-fucking-haw—until 

his cock butted against her hip.  

“I think you’ll find,” he skimmed the fingers of his free hand down her arm, 

“I am a very patient man, when the situation calls for it.” 

“Don’t think this—” She paused a moment to pout at him when he withdrew 

his leg and took half a step back. “This isn’t a situation that calls for it, Eamon.” 

He traced one finger along her collarbones, then settled his palm between 

her breasts as he caught her gaze. “Oh, it definitely is. Would you like to know 

why?” 

“I’d rather you drop your pants, right about now,” she quipped, caught in a 

confusing mix of arousal, amusement and exasperation, “but I’m guessing that’s 

not your next step.” 

“Gorgeous and smart.” His eyes crinkled as his smirk blossomed into a full 

grin. “I’ve patience, now,” he continued, his hand moving down, ever so slowly, 

“because when all is said and done, I want more than the memory of a quick 

shag against the wall when I think of you. And, Zoe…sweetheart.” He leaned in 

to touch his lips to hers, a light barely-there kiss. “I’ll be thinking of you, of this, 

very, very often.” 

The thought that this was going to be nothing more than a memory more 

quickly than she wanted it to be had Zoe swallowing thickly.  

“So, I’m going to be patient. I’m going to take my time. And you…”  

He moved back, fingers flexing around her wrists, and studied her a long 

moment. Then, he reached just to her left. When she felt the slither of leather 

along her forearms, she tipped her head back and her breath caught when at 

the sight of the set of reins in Eamon’s hands…Oh God. 

“You, you beautiful girl, are going to going to stay right here,” he said firmly 

as he wrapped the leather around her wrists and looped it around a hook on the 



wall several inches above her head. “Because I need some time… Time to 

memorize exactly how you feel in my arms, beneath my hands.” Both of his own 

free now, he slipped them beneath her shirt as he gracefully dropped to his 

knees. “Beneath my lips.” He pressed a kiss to her quivering belly.” He cupped 

her breasts, thumbing the hardening tips.  

A cry caught in Zoe’s throat as his tongue glided wetly over her skin, dipping 

into her navel then tracing just above her jeans. God, she wanted to touch him. 

She pulled, testing the strength of her bonds, finding them surprisingly secure—

snug but not too tight—for something rigged on the spur of the moment. Pressing 

her thighs together, she moaned as her damp…shit, her fucking sopping panties 

slid over her dripping folds. Eamon clearly knew what he was doing, and it made 

her wonder, made her imagine all sorts of possibilities. Of course, it wasn’t as if 

she’d have a chance to explore any of those.  

Before she could tumble down that rather depressing tunnel, she was pulled 

back by a sharp nip of teeth and Eamon tugging her pants open. When the hell 

had he moved his hands?  

He looked up at her, lips twisted in a disapproving frown and brow furrowed. 

She got the message—stay here. In this moment. With him. She inhaled deeply 

then let the breath out slowly as he held her gaze. After a moment, his expression 

cleared, and he reached down to her shoes. She couldn’t even bring herself to 

care about the condition her socks would be in, because if he was taking off her 

shoes, her jeans would be next…right? Fuck, let her pants be next. 

Stockinged toes curling on the cool floor, she struggled to draw air as he 

shoved her pants and panties down together. His callused hands dragged over 

her hips, down her thighs… She shivered at the intensity of his stare as he bared 

her. He steadied her as he freed one leg, then the other. Smoothing his palms 

back up her legs, smirk firmly in place again, Eamon continued watching at her 

from beneath his insanely thick lashes.  

“You see, I need time—” she startled as his voice, deep and steady, filled the 

air again— “to discover things. Always been a curious sort.” 



“Wh—” She licked her dry lips. “What could you possibly be curious about?” 

She laughed hoarsely. “Hardly think this is your first time.” 

She groaned inwardly. Fuck, Zoe, can’t even match him for the sexy talk? 

Pitiful. No more talking, for fuck’s sake. 

He leaned forward and kissed just above the hair shielding her pussy then 

shook his head back and forth so the stubble darkening his jaw scraped over her 

sensitive skin.  

“It’s our first time,” he said, rubbing circles over her hipbones with his 

thumbs. “And I’ve so many things to discover. Already learned something.” He 

nosed through her curls, inhaling deeply. “Learned your excitement smells better 

than I imagined it would. And just the scent… I’m hard as a fecking rock.” 

“Eamon…please.” 

“Ah, another thing I learned…I love when you say that, but you already know 

that, don’t you?”  

Zoe didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Not when his hands were on the move again, 

sliding around. Not when his thumbs grazed over her mound, then down to pull 

her open. Cool air whispered over her wet folds, and her heart pounded, sending 

blood rushing so loudly in her ears, she almost didn’t hear his next words. 

Almost.  

“So many things to learn,” he repeated. “But the most pressing, the most 

important, right now? Do you taste as delicious as I imagine?” 

This time, Zoe didn’t have a chance to answer. Eamon just moved right in, 

settled his mouth right over clit and sucked hard. Every muscle tensed, and she 

couldn’t move, couldn’t see, couldn’t breathe as her release swept over her. It 

went on and on, pulling her deeper and deeper into a sea of hot bliss she never 

wanted to surface from.  

She floated, fully immersed in pleasure Eamon had given her—was still giving 

her, licking, sucking, effectively stopping her from fully coming down from the 

high. Moving her head languidly, she looked down the length of her body and 

gasped as another wave pulsed through her at the sight of Eamon’s dark head 

between her pale thighs. She flexed her hands—sore from clenching them so 



tightly—overwhelmed with the desire to bury them in the his messy curls as he 

continued to fucking feast on her.  

Then, he shoved inside her with those long, long sexy fingers, and with a 

scream, she tipped over again. His responding groan vibrated against her clit, 

and she spasmed around his relentlessly thrusting fingers. 

Too much… His mouth, his hands, the leather around her wrists… All of it 

was too much, and yet, she wanted more. She wanted him inside her, filling her, 

fucking her, splitting her open on his cock. She didn’t think she’d ever wanted 

anything so desperately.  

When Eamon pulled away, sitting back on his heels, turning his face up to 

meet her gaze, she nearly creamed again around his fingers still fucking her. He 

panted slightly, his lips parted and glistening with her juices. God, half his face 

was coated, and he made no move to wipe it away.  

“This,” he said smoothly, crooking his fingers and grinning at her strangled 

gasp, “has been so very educational, Zoe.” 

Oh, fuck him for sounding so in control and unaffected when she was certain 

she’d be a heap if not for the reins and his firm hold on her hip keeping her 

upright. 

“That so?” she managed, squirming. To escape or get closer, she didn’t even 

know.  

“Oh, yes,” he said brightly. “I always thought I had a brilliant imagination 

and what I’d imagined about you… Well, that was beyond brilliant. And I have 

to say,” he let go her hip and cupped himself, “I didn’t even come close.” 

Her gaze dropped to where he adjusted the very obvious hard-on filling the 

front of his jeans. God, he was huge. Suddenly, his fingers weren’t enough. And 

that surprised her—wanting more after coming so damned hard—but she wasn’t 

gonna question it. Wasn’t gonna waste this time with Eamon. She’d take it all 

while she could. And wasn’t that sobering—this one time with Eamon? All she 

could think in response was the thought that had been going through her head—

she wanted more. 



“Now I know what you sound like when you’re coming, how it tastes and feels 

on my tongue. Hmmm.” He licked his lips then winked at her. “Filed away for 

future use.” 

She huffed out a breathy laugh, which slid into a groan when he tapped his 

thumb on her clit. “Eamon…please.” 

“Doesn’t lose effectiveness, no matter how many times you say it.” He 

squeezed his cock.  

She bit her lip, trying to figure how to get him where she wanted. Then, she 

smiled…shakily because he was still finger fucking her without pause, but she 

managed. 

“Don’t you want to know how I’ll feel on your cock?” she asked sweetly and 

internally fist pumped when his rhythm faltered. She squeezed around his 

fingers, and his eyes narrowed. “How hot and tight and wet I’ll be all around 

you?” 

She rolled her hips, matching his movements, and his hand shot back up to 

her hip, holding her fast against the wall.  

“That’s not on your list of things to learn?” She blinked down at him. 

“Oh, it is. Just thought I’d see how many times I could make you come first. 

Would like to hear how fucked out your voice can get just from my fingers and 

mouth.” 

Her chest lifted as she sucked in a ragged breath, then coming to a firm 

decision, she shook her head. “Later. You can do that later.” 

He froze, fingers deep inside her. “Later?” Then, after several beats of heavy 

silence, “Zoe?” 

Closing her eyes, she swallowed hard and tried to smother the flare of 

uncertainty. “Yeah. There’s nothing saying I have to meet up with the tour today, 

is there? I could…” Lifting her lids, she met his gaze, hoping she looked more 

confident than she felt. “I could always go tomorrow. Then, you’d have all night 

to…to satisfy your curiosity.”  

Her cheeks flamed as he continued to stare at her, and she wondered if she’d 

read all of this completely wrong. That he didn’t want more, like she did, that all 



his pretty words were just part of the one-time package and she was way off 

base.  

But then, Eamon pulled out of her and surged to his feet. His hands were on 

her face, slick and wet, and his mouth covered hers, just as slick and wet 

and…perfect. 

 

Eamon struggled to keep a level head, but how could he possibly succeed 

with Zoe’s arousal consuming his senses, still heavy on his tongue, as he kissed 

her? With her offer still ringing in his ears? As if he were fool enough to turn her 

down. He would admit to being many things—fucking turned on, a wee bit 

desperate to get inside the gorgeous woman before him, more than a wee bit 

anxious to extend their time together—but foolish wasn’t one of them.  

“Is that a yes?” she gasped when they broke apart. 

He chuckled, sliding a hand into her hair and tugging, just to see her eyes 

flutter and hear the cock-teasing moan fall from her lips. “It’s definitely a yes. 

Though, do you know what you’re getting yourself in for?” 

“You inside me? Yeah, I know.” She wrapped her leg around his thigh and 

tried to pull him closer. “So, you should get on that. Even your patience has to 

be wearing thin.” She rocked her hips, mouth dropping open at the rough friction 

from his jeans. “God, Eamon…please.” 

His prick jumped, already conditioned to that word in her low voice. He 

wound her hair round his fist and pressed a hard bruising kiss on her lips. Then, 

he released her. She looked ready to protest until he brought his hands between 

them. Her breathing quickened, and she trembled as he worked to undo his 

pants. He reached into his back pocket for his wallet and withdrew the condom 

tucked inside. Lips twitching up into a smile, he tapped the packet against her 

mouth.  

“Be a love and hold this for me a sec.” 

She snorted—an unbelievably adorable sound—but obediently took it 

between her lips and followed his hand with her gaze. He shoved his jeans and 

pants over his hips and down his thighs, not bothering to kick them off. This 



was just to take the edge off; there’d be plenty of time to strip down and spend 

some quality naked time with Zoe. Later.  

He fisted his freed cock and pumped a few times, pulling back the foreskin 

and slicking his thumb through the precome seeping from the slit. A strangled 

sound and a thump brought his gaze back up. Zoe’s eyes were closed, now, her 

head tipped back against the wall. The muscles of her throat worked as she 

swallowed, and the edges of her lips were white as she kept a tight hold of the 

condom.  

He plucked it away. “What’s wrong, sweetheart?”  

She shook her head, then lifted it to meet his eyes. “Nothing’s wrong,” she 

rasped. “Just…just… Fuck, Eamon, I want so many things right now—you 

fucking me, coming on your cock, and I want to taste you.” She licked her lips. 

“Just a bit scared the night’s not going to be enough for everything I want.” 

Hearing his own fear voiced, he fought to keep his expression clear—because 

no point worrying over something that couldn’t be changed. He lifted his hand 

and dragged his thumb over her lower lip, painting it with the precome he’d 

gathered, then pushed inside her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the invading 

digit then she began to suck, the hot pulls going straight to his dick.  

“We’ll have time for plenty,” he assured her. “Hell, we’ll cross two off your list 

real quick.” He slipped his thumb away and cursed his trembling fingers as he 

tore open the condom wrapper and sheathed his cock. “That was first, yeah? Me 

fucking you?” 

He slid his arm around her, just under her ass, and lifted. Her legs 

immediately circled his hips. He ran his other hand up her raised arm to trace 

along the dark leather circling her wrists.  

“All right? Or do you want—” 

“No, please,” she said quickly. “I want it like this. It’s perfect.” 

He trailed his fingertips back down, over her breasts—taking half a second 

to wish he’d bared her completely—and belly. Zoe sighed happily, and her thighs 

twitched against his sides when he grasped his cock and positioned himself at 

her entrance.  



“Later,” he said slowly, firmly. “Later, I’ll have you naked and bound on my 

bed. I’ll take my time with you. As long as I fucking want.” He pushed forward, 

just until the head of his cock was surrounded by her heat. “I’ll wreck you, Zoe. 

All. Fucking. Night. And you’ll love it. Beg and sob for more and more and more. 

And I’ll give it to you.” 

“Yes,” she cried as he thrust, hard and fast, burying himself balls deep. 

He rested his forehead against her, just for a moment, because fuck… 

“Feel so amazing, sweetheart.” He withdrew and pushed forward again, 

setting a slow, steady rhythm—for now, while he could still think, because that 

was fast coming to an end as he lost himself in Zoe. “Fuck, your cunt… Could 

spend a bloody year here and it wouldn’t be enough. Could fucking live here and 

die a happy man.” 

Sweet cries fell from her lips, and her back bowed, arching beautifully, as 

she tried to meet his thrusts. He circled her swollen clit with his finger, once, 

twice, just a tease, then he tapped it. Her pussy rippled around his cock, and 

her breathing quickened. 

“More,” she gasped. “Please.” 

Oh, yes, he couldn’t wait to spend the night exploring exactly how much more 

she wanted, how much more could take. For now, he lifted his hand and brought 

it down on her clit—more slap than tap, though just a light one, wanting to see 

her response. 

And he wasn’t disappointed.  

Her thighs quivered and squeezed him, and pressing her shoulders against 

the wall, she managed to lift just a bit, begging with her body for more even as 

the word passed her lips again and again.  

He struck, several times in quick succession, more power behind the blows 

now, and was rewarded with a flood of cream around his thrusting shaft.  

“Oh, shit…shit, shit, shit! Son of…fuck!”  

He’d have laughed at her litany if he could concentrate on anything other 

than the way her cunt was clamped around his cock, squeezing as if her body 

would never let him go, as she fell into her orgasm. He quickened his pace, 



shunting into her, but kept his eyes on her face. Christ, she was a vision. Color 

high on her cheeks, parted lips swollen—from his kisses, from her biting them 

as she chased her pleasure—eyes not quite closed, but heavy-lidded and 

unfocused, and her hair a tousled mess framing it all.  

His movements became more jerky as his balls drew up and tingling heat 

raced along his spine. Fuck. He pushed up her shirt, palming her stomach a 

moment before stilling then pulling out.  

“Wait, wha— Oooooh,” she breathed out as he yanked off the condom and 

took cock in hand. 

The way she watched his furiously jacking hand, tongue darting out, slicking 

along her lips pushed him over. His vision wavered slightly, and he widened his 

stance to steady himself as he exploded all over her stomach and t-shirt, some 

even spurting up along her throat. Fuck, yeah… 

Wrung dry, he released his dick, and when her lust-darkened gaze lifted to 

his, he slid his hand up, smearing come, rubbing it into her skin. Her lashes 

fluttered, and her eyes actually rolled back when he dragged his fingers over her 

chin and mouth. Her tongue darted out, laving every inch of his hand she could 

reach. He leaned in and caught her tongue in his mouth, sucking playfully before 

kissing her deeply. She hummed, a happy vibration tickling his lips.  

Reluctantly, he pulled away and, straightening, pulled her legs from round 

him. He waited until she stopped swaying before reaching up and releasing her 

wrists from the reins. He dropped them—to be dealt with later—and began 

massaging her arms and shoulders as she stretched, groaning at the movement. 

When she finally let her arms fall to her sides, she looked down at herself and 

laughed, shaking her head.  

“I’m a mess.” 

“Hmmm.” He ran his gaze over her, over his come clinging to her smooth 

skin, and his spent cock gave a valiant, yet ultimately useless, twitch. “Yes, you 

are.” 

She looked at him quizzically. “Huh.” Then, her entire face brightened as she 

smiled. “Guess you’re not the only one learning things today.” 



He lifted a brow. “And what have you learned, sweetheart?” 

She bent to grab her clothes, shoving her panties into one of the pockets of 

her jeans, before putting them on. She wiggled as she buttoned and zipped up.  

“Oh, several things, but the big one? You like making a mess. That’s part of 

the…the wrecking?” She drew in a shaky breath, though her smile didn’t dim at 

all. 

He lifted a shoulder in a lazy shrug and yanked up his jeans, leaving them 

undone. Stepping over to grab her jacket from the empty stall, he gestured for 

her ahead of him out the door.  

“Come on, sweetheart. Let’s get you in the shower. Get you all squeaky clean. 

We can throw your clothes in the wash, too. You won’t be needing them until 

morning. You’ll be too busy getting…educated.” 

She gave an exaggerated shiver, pulling a laugh from him, then she shoved 

her feet into her trainers. As she passed him, she patted his chest.  

“Sounds good. I agree to all that…on one condition.” 

He followed, eyes on the gentle sway of her ass. “And what would that be?” 

She glanced over her shoulder, sly smile tilting her lips up. “That you mess 

me again as soon as possible. ‘Cause I liked it, too. A lot.” 

Sweet Jesus. Now, he knew—there was no way in hell tonight was ever going 

to be enough.  

 

Zoe shifted in the passenger seat of Eamon’s truck in a futile attempt to get 

comfortable—futile because Eamon had certainly delivered on his promises. He’d 

wrecked her, over and over again. She’d cried, begged, pleaded, sobbed—just as 

he’d said she would—and she had loved every second of it. She was delightfully 

bruised and sore and would be feeling him for days.  

She swallowed thickly. Yeah, she’d be feeling him long after they said 

goodbye. And while she’d happily relish the physical aches, the thought of that 

goodbye made an ache of a completely different nature spread through her.  



The morning hadn’t started off with the unwanted hurt. No, the morning had 

been lovely and sweet and hot. They’d made breakfast together—Eamon in his 

pajama bottoms, she in the top, as her clothes were tumbling in the dryer—then 

she’d found herself face down on the sturdy kitchen table, holding on for dear 

life as he fucked her hard and fast. One last fantastic go before they had to leave.  

It was as she lay there, Eamon draped warm and heavy over her, they’d heard 

a vehicle rumble to a stop outside. Laughing and pulling up his pants, Eamon 

had hustled her into the bathroom, shoving her still-warm clothes into her arms 

moments later and dropping a kiss on her lips before dashing away to greet 

whoever had come to call.  

Zoe had taken her time washing up and dressing, but when she returned to 

the kitchen, she’d found Eamon sitting at the table—the table he’d just fucked 

her over—drinking coffee with another dark-haired man. She was certain her 

blush had given them away, but the man—Eamon’s brother Bram—had simply 

nodded at her and continued talking with his brother. He had thrown a 

speculative glance in her direction when he left about fifteen minutes later with 

assurances to Eamon that his horses would be well cared in his absence.  

Once alone, Eamon had laughed again, tugging her into his arms and calling 

her adorable. The happy mood had stayed with them for a while, conversation 

and more laughter flowing freely, but it began to fade, little by little, the closer 

they got to Galway. To the hotel where her belongings and her friends waited for 

her. She’d been texting Rachel and Claire, keeping them updated on when to 

expect her.  

Luck was on Zoe’s side—today was a free day on their tour, so she wouldn’t 

have to scramble to meet up with the group. She’d only lost a day, and most of 

it had been free time. It all could have been worse, she supposed, and her friends 

made sure to tell her that. Many times.  

Problem was, she didn’t feel very lucky, and that pissed her off. She didn’t 

want the rest of her trip—another week and half—to be ruined because she was 

wishing for something she couldn’t have. Especially after she’d actually gotten 



it—for however short a time. Wanting more was just selfish, wasn’t it? She sighed 

and stared out the window.  

“What’s wrong, sweetheart?” 

She turned toward him, forced a smile. “Nothing. Just a little tired.” 

“Hmmm.” He glanced at her, fingers tapping on the steering wheel, before 

focusing back on the road. “Are you returning home right after the tour?” 

“No. Rach and Claire are flying back right away, but I booked a hotel in 

Dublin for a week. The perks of working for myself—I can take as much time as 

I want, and if need be, I can work from anywhere as long as I have an internet 

connection.” 

He nodded slowly. “That’s good.” 

“I wanted more time to explore,” she continued, realizing she was babbling 

but unable to stop herself from filling the silence that only reminded her of what 

was quickly coming to an end. “The whole tour thing was Claire and Rach’s idea. 

I just wanted to wing it.” She smiled at his chuckle. “They’re not as adventurous 

as me. Though, if I hadn’t given in, I wouldn’t have met you.” 

He reached over and laid his warm hand just above her knee. “That would 

have been a shame.” 

“Yeah,” she agreed quietly. 

His fingers flexed on her leg. “We’re about five minutes from the hotel.” 

“Oh.” Her throat closed up, preventing her from saying anything else, and 

she blinked stinging eyes.  

“Zoe…”  

She pressed her lips together and shook her head.  

“Sweetheart, it’s all right.” 

She inhaled deeply and pulled her phone from her purse. “Of course it is. 

Thank you, Eamon. For everything. I’m going text Rach and Clare and let them 

kno—Fuck!” she exclaimed as the device slipped through her fingers and 

clattered on the floor near her feet.  



Not even trying to pick it up, Zoe let her head fall back against the seat and 

closed her eyes. So much for getting through this without looking like an 

emotional idiot.  

When Eamon’s hand left her thigh and the truck came to a stop and the 

engine cut off, she sat up straight and looked around. She sighed when she saw 

the hotel across the street. When she turned back toward the driver’s seat, she 

found Eamon staring at her, blue eyes intense, his mouth curved slightly.  

“So...”  

“So,” he repeated then dropped his gaze, expression uncharacteristically 

uncertain.  

For some reason, her heart raced as she waited for him to speak. When his 

eyes were on her again, she gave a small nod. 

“I was thinking,” he began and took her hand, entwining their fingers. “You 

never really wanted to be on a tour anyway. Why don’t you just not do it?” 

Even as her heart continued to pound wildly, the ache that had taken up 

residence deep inside her began to loosen.  

“Just not do it? And how would that work exactly? What would I be doing 

instead?” she asked quietly. 

He wet his lips and squeezed her hand. “You’d…We’d be winging it.” 

“We?” 

“If you want.” 

Oh, she wanted, but… 

Her indecision must have shown on her face, because he twisted in his seat 

and cupped her face with his other hand. 

“Hey, if winging it has lost its appeal, that’s all right. Right now, you have a 

free day in Galway, and I know some excellent places to visit, if you like.” He 

dragged his thumb over her cheekbone. “I don’t know about you, but I’m not 

quite ready for goodbye, yet, Zoe.” 

Fuck, she was actually shaking. She didn’t know what to do. She knew what 

she wanted to do, but could she? Could she say screw the tour and go off on her 

own…with Eamon? Leave her friends to spend more time with a man? There was 



something against that in the friends’ rulebook, wasn’t there? She was sure there 

was. And she was a shitty friend for even considering doing this, but she wasn’t 

saying no. She just couldn’t quite bring herself to say yes.  

“Or if you’d rather, I can leave you here, wish you lu—” 

“No!” she said, wincing at the way her loud voice echoed in the cab of the 

truck. “I’m…I’m not ready for goodbye, either.” 

“All right, then.” He leaned forward and kissed her, soft and slow. When he 

pulled away, leaving her breathless, he continued, “So, today, we’ll have Galway. 

What comes after…we’ll figure it out.” He winked. “Wing it, if you will.” 

Laughing, she slid her arms around him and laid her head on his shoulder. 

“Thank you.” 

“My pleasure, sweetheart.” He returned the embrace, cupping the back of her 

head with one hand and skimming the other up and down her back. “Do you 

know what room your friends are in?” 

She sat back and nodded. “Yeah.” 

He stole another quick kiss, chucked her under the chin, then opened his 

door. She shook her head, wondering what she was going to do, and bent down 

to grab her phone from the floor. As she pushed her door open, she watched 

Eamon round the front of the truck. She couldn’t stop the smile that split her 

face when he took her hand. Or the strange thrill she got as they walked together, 

hand in hand, to the hotel and through the lobby.  

Eamon was quiet as they waited for the elevator, but his grip remained firm, 

and his thumb rubbed back and forth over her skin, the simple touch raising 

goosebumps all over her body. As they rode the tiny car up, her stood close 

enough she could feel his heat radiating through their clothes. Was he doing it 

on purpose—driving her mad by hardly doing anything—or was she just that 

desperate for him? She suspected the latter, because last night hadn’t been 

nearly enough to slake her hunger for him, and now, the possibility of more…over 

two weeks of more… 

She shook herself out of her thoughts as the doors slid open. They walked 

down the hallway, her slightly ahead of him, hands still linked, leading the way 



to her friends’ room. Her room, too, if she decided to continue with the tour 

group. Stopping in front of the correct door, she knocked on it, suddenly 

overcome with nervousness. She hadn’t told her friends she was with Eamon. It 

wasn’t exactly something she could put in texts, and now, there was no hiding 

it. There was no time to obsess over it, though, as the door swung open. 

“Finally. Why didn’t you text and say you were—” Rachel’s eyes bugged out. 

“Eamon! Wow.” Her gaze darted to Zoe. “We weren’t expecting to see you.” 

“Can we come in out of the hall?” Zoe asked, laughing even as her stomach 

jumped uneasily. 

“Oh shit, yeah. Sorry.” Rachel stepped back. 

“Did I hear you say Eamon?” Claire stepped out what Zoe assumed was the 

bathroom and stopped in her tracks when she saw them walk in. “I guess I did 

hear that. Hi, Eamon.” 

“Hello,” he said simply.  

“Oh my god, Zoe,” she said suddenly, moving forward and hugging Zoe. “I’m 

so sorry. I honestly didn’t think she’d leave without everyone on the bus.” She 

pulled back, shaking her head, then she smiled. “Though it seems you were lucky 

enough to run into someone you knew.” 

“Yeah, really lucky,” Zoe agreed, and smiled when Eamon’s fingers tightened 

around hers. 

“Well,” Rachel said brightly, “we thought we’d go get some lunch then explore 

the city a bit. We’re on our own until tomorrow morning, but a bunch of us are 

going to go to dinner. Annalise knows a really good restaurant in walking 

distance. We’re meeting in the lobby at six, I think.” 

“Yep,” Claire confirmed, glancing at Eamon and Zoe’s hands. “I’m sure it’d 

be okay if you joined us, Eamon.” 

“That’d be—” 

“Sorry, we can’t,” Zoe interrupted. The last thing she wanted to do was see 

the woman who’d left her stranded. And the decision on what to do? She’d made 

that the moment she walked into yet another tiny generic hotel room. She almost 

laughed. Who was she kidding? It was always going to be Eamon. Her friends 



would be fine. They had each other, and they got along with pretty much 

everyone in their group. Most days, Zoe went off on her own, anyway; they 

wouldn’t even miss her.  

“I just came to get my stuff,” she said. 

Rachel frowned. “What do you mean?” 

“I’m not… I don’t want to go back to the tour.” Zoe cringed when Rachel’s 

frown deepened.  

“That’s silly,” Rachel exclaimed. “What else are you doing to do?” 

Claire laughed. “I think Zoe had a better offer.” 

“A better…” Rachel gaped, eyes darting between Zoe and Eamon, widening 

even more as he released Zoe’s hand and wrapped his arm around her waist. 

“Zoe! You…you…you can’t!” 

“Why not?” Claire asked before Zoe could. “She wasn never excited about the 

tour, anyway. Now, she can do what she wants and not be stuck on someone 

else’s schedule. And,” she drawled, “I’m sure Eamon will show her soooo much 

more than Annalise could. Things Zoe would be more interested in.” 

Zoe barely held back the eye roll at Claire’s innuendo-laden words, but she 

was thankful for her friend’s understanding. Rachel, on the other hand, was 

shaking her head, brow deeply furrowed.  

“If it’s what you want to do…” she said slowly. “But I don’t get it. This isn’t 

you. You don’t do things like this, Zoe.” 

Eamon chuckled, the low sound sending shivers down Zoe’s spine. 

“I know, but,” she glanced at him, “it seems I do now. Someone must be a 

bad influence.” 

“Or a very, very good one.” Claire snorted. “Are you going to join us for lunch? 

Maybe you can suggest somewhere, Eamon?” 

He lifted a brow at Zoe and, at her nod, replied, “Sure, we can do lunch. And 

I know a few places that have good food.” He stepped away, trailing his fingers 

over Zoe’s shoulders. “Which bags are yours, sweetheart? I’ll bring them down 

to the truck.” 



“The blue ones.” She grabbed the bag that held her laptop and hoisted it on 

her shoulder, then laughed as he batted her hand away when she reached for 

the handle of the smaller suitcase. To her friends, she said, “Be right back.” 

“We’re almost ready. We’ll meet you in the lobby?” Claire asked. 

“Sounds good.” Her cheeks warmed at her friends’ blatant stares as they 

watched Eamon open the door and roll Zoe’s cases out into the hall. 

She followed silently, waiting to speak until they were on the elevator again. 

“We don’t have to stay long. It’s nice that you’re willing to go to lunch with my 

friends, though they’ll probably just stare at us, trying to work up the nerve to 

be nosy in front of you and ask for details.” She waved a hand. “But whatever. I 

just know I don’t want to go to dinner with all of them, so I’m ready to leave 

whenever you are, whether it’s right after lunch or—” 

“Zoe,” he said, pinning her with his gaze. “Sweetheart, breathe.” 

She sucked in a much-needed breath and muttered, “Sorry.” 

“This is your holiday,” he continued. “We can stay as long—or as short a 

time—as you want. We can leave right after lunch, if you like, or we can explore 

then get a room here for the night. Your call. Though, we will need to sit down 

and make some plans at some point.” 

“Plans?” She narrowed her eyes playfully. “I thought we were winging it.” 

“Oh, we definitely are,” he assured her as the doors opened. She stepped off 

and they walked out of the hotel to his truck before he spoke again. “Definitely 

winging it, but I need to know what your must-sees are. Just very loose plans, I 

promise. Plenty of opportunities to just explore, no rushing or being forced to go 

places you have no interest in.” 

“Sounds good,” she admitted as he tucked her luggage behind the seats in 

the cab of his truck, then did the same with the bag she carried.  

After closing and locking the door, he turned and, grabbing her wrist, pulled 

her against him. Shoving his hands into her hair, he tipped her head back. “And 

plenty of time to keep learning things about each other. Last night wasn’t 

enough.” 

“No.” She shook her head and gasped at the tug on her scalp. “It wasn’t.” 



“Hmmm.” He bent his head and kissed the corner of her mouth. “Plenty of 

time to make many, many messes. Quite looking forward to that.” 

She slipped her arms around his waist and pressed close. Kissing along his 

jaw, loving the slight burn of his whiskers against her lips, she inhaled his scent, 

then whispered in his ear, “Yes…please.” 

He groaned and pulled her head back roughly to meet her gaze, his own 

passionate and dark, lust-blown pupils eclipsing the blue. Arousal swept over 

her, expanding and filling her, and that wonderful heady sense of power she’d 

felt before returned.  

Oh, yeah, she’d definitely made the right decision. All these years, she’d shied 

away doing things like this, but apparently, she’d just needed someone… No, 

needed Eamon to make her want to. 

 

 

  



 

Excerpt from Bound: Safeword Protected 

 

Coming Soon 

 

Clara Turner loves her life—her career as a travel writer takes her to places most 

people only dream of. But with the birth of her cousin’s first child quickly 

approaching, Clara happily trades her fast-paced adventures for the quiet Irish 

village to be there for the new arrival.  

 

When Clara’s laptop acts up, her cousin decides to do Clara a favor and takes it 

to Niall Walsh, the village’s unofficial tech support. Clara panics at the thought of 

Niall—sexy, sets-her-lady-bits-tingling-from-afar Niall—discovering her secret 

stash of filthy kinkery living on her hard drive. 

 

Niall lived the big-city life for years and dated the glamorous woman that came 

along with it before coming back home. He’s heard about Clara for ages, but 

nothing prepares him for the instant attraction he feels when he first sees her. He 

ignores it though—knowing she’s only there for a short time. 

 



Besides, she’s the type of woman who fit in his past, not his present. He doesn’t 

have anything to offer that she’d want. At least, that’s what he’d thought…before 

he delved into her computer and discovered exactly what Clara likes. As he learns 

more about her, Niall realizes he can offer her something no one else can—the 

chance to explore her deepest desires instead of just watching on a screen.  

 

It should be easy—a hot fling before Clara’s job takes front and center again--but 

when the time comes, will either of them be able to slip free from the bonds that 

now connect them? 

 

Massive knots forming in her middle, she shifted from foot to foot. God, he 

was pretty. It wasn’t the first time she’d thought so, and likely wouldn’t be the 

last. His brown hair was a mess as it was his habit to drive his fingers through 

it. She frowned slightly—she shouldn’t be noticing his habits. Certainly shouldn’t 

be noticing his long, almost elegant fingers. Shouldn’t be imagining those fingers 

on her skin, around her throat, heavy on her tongue. 

She shook her head, dislodged the errant thoughts and brought her gaze 

back to Niall, jolting back when she found herself alone with him, his clear green 

eyes on her. A dark eyebrow lifted, and while he wasn’t grinning as he had with 

his customers, a smile still flirted with his full mouth. 

“I came for my computer,” she blurted and nearly smacked herself as her 

words came out way too loudly. She inhaled deeply through her nose then 

stepped forward. “I mean, Maire told me she’d given you my laptop to fix. But 

she shouldn’t have bothered you. It’s an older one, anyway, and now is as good 

a time as any to replace it. So, I’ll just take it off your hands, but thank you…Mr. 

Walsh.” 

Her face hotter than ever, she snapped her mouth closed. 



“Seems a shame to replace when it’s still a perfectly good machine,” he said, 

reaching beneath the counter. Setting her computer and the neatly bound cord 

on the flat surface, he met her gaze. “All fixed…Ms. Turner.” 

“Ohhhhh…” Her breath whooshed out as if she’d been struck hard in the 

stomach. Her heart raced, and a roar filled her ears. 

“…quite a simple fix, actually.” Niall’s words finally penetrated her panicked 

haze. 

“Oh, thank you?” She cringed at the questioning tone of her words, feeling 

like a complete and utter moron. 

His laugh, low and dark, did things to her she didn’t want to examine, and 

she had to fight not to press her thighs together in response. 

“You’re very welcome,” he murmured, turning slightly to grab a paper bag 

from the shelf behind him. “Would you mind taking these to Maire? They’re the 

biscuits she’s been having a craving for and nagging me about for weeks.” 

“Yeah, sure,” she said slowly, moving closer to the counter. 

Intense relief washed over her. He wasn’t acting any differently. Well, other 

than saying more words to her in the last five minutes than he had in the entire 

time she’d been in town, but she supposed they had something to talk about, 

now. And, he wasn’t treating her like he knew. He wasn’t treating her like 

anything other than a guest of his friends. 

She lifted the laptop and took the bag from Niall, determinedly not looking at 

his extremely suckable fingers or his pretty face. She’d avoided a 

really, really awkward situation, and she sure as hell wasn’t going to create 

another by drooling over the man. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t bring my wallet with me, but I’m good for it. How much do 

I owe you?” 

“Owe me?” Confusion danced through his words, and without thinking, Clara 

looked up, took in the furrow of his brow, which had no right being so damned 

adorable. “For what? The biscuits? Those are a gift.” 

“No, for the repairs.” she clarified. 



He made a grumbling noise and shook his head. “You don’t owe me anything. 

Like I said, it was an easy fix. Hardly took any time at all.” 

“Are you sure? I don’t mind paying. Really, I—” 

“Of course I’m sure,” he said firmly, catching and holding her gaze. “I don’t 

say things I don’t mean.” 

Before she could respond, stupidly feeling an apology on the tip of her 

tongue—for what, she had no idea—the bell above the door jingled, and a couple 

of young girls came in, talking hurriedly between themselves. 

“Make sure you get those biscuits to Maire,” he nodded toward the bag she 

held, “and think twice before nicking a few for yourself. Pregnant women can be 

vicious when it comes to their cravings.” With that, he turned to the girls. “Stella 

Parsons, if you’re here for your tablet, you know full well I’m not handing it over 

until your mum tells me to. And I highly doubt we’re at that point, yet.” 

“I know. She sent me here to see if you had any work for me to do to help pay 

off what…” The taller of the pair, a girl with blonde hair and wide blue eyes, 

glanced at Clara then back to Niall. “What I still owe you.” 

Despite the curiosity that filled her—she figured a town this small, Maire was 

bound to know the story behind this—Clara skirted around the girls and out the 

door. She bit back a laugh as Stella’s voice followed her out. 

“But you did fix it, right, Niall? Did you—” 

Clara hugged the laptop to her chest as she walked back to Maire and 

Brody’s, her steps lighter than before. Niall obviously hadn’t seen anything, and 

she didn’t have to replace her computer, after all. Definitely the best outcome to 

all of this. This was why her worst-case-scenario way of thinking was something 

she had to kick. More times than not, she worried over nothing. 

She let herself into the cottage, smiling when she heard Maire singing softly 

in the front room. After hanging up her jacket, she picked the computer and bag 

again and went to her cousin. 

“I come bearing biscuits.” 

“Oh, bless Niall. He was finally able to get some,” Maire said happily, setting 

her book aside and making gimme motions with her fingers. 



Clara handed the bag over quickly, smothering a smile when Maire 

immediately dove in. 

“He was done with your computer already?” she asked after practically 

inhaling one of the cookies. 

“Yep.” Clara patted the machine. “I tried to pay him but—” 

Maire laughed. “He refused. Niall would never take money. Don’t worry, we’ll 

invite him over for supper or something as a thank you.” 

“Okay.” Clara shrugged. “Do you need anything? Help 

with tonight’s supper?” 

“No. I’m going to enjoy my biscuits and tea.” She nodded to the cup on the 

table beside her. “You go on. I know you’re dying to check and make sure 

everything is in order with your computer.” 

“Maybe,” Clara admitted, smiling and taking a step back. 

“Go away.” Maire popped another cookie in her mouth. “My book was just 

getting good.” 

Laughing, Clara hurried up the stairs into the guest room. She plugged in 

the laptop then plopped on the bed, crossing her legs and setting the computer 

in front of her as it powered on. She stretched her arms over her head then 

reached behind her head to pull the elastic from her hair. Closing her eyes and 

groaning slightly, she massaged her sore scalp as she tilted her head side to side. 

When her computer chimed, she opened her eyes. And promptly froze, arms 

in the air. After a moment, her heart thumped wildly and her chest ached with 

the increasingly rapid breaths she drew in. 

In the middle of the screen was, pinned to her desktop, was an electronic 

sticky note. The words searing themselves into her brain. 

 

Hello, Clara. (After this, I think we’re past the Ms. Turner-

Mr. Walsh nonsense, don’t you?) 

 

I did you a favor and closed the many tabs you had 

pinned in your browser. To avoid inconvenience and 



possibly killing your computer in future, I’d suggest some 

safer sites. I think the following will meet your needs 

quite nicely. 

 

Niall 

 

Below his name was a list of web addresses—most of the URLs telling Clara 

exactly what type of sites they were. Dropping her arms, she slammed the 

computer closed and shoved it several inches away from her. 

“Oh fuck,” she breathed. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”  
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