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      New York City Knights is a new series by Britt Jones of standalone instalove romances set in New York City.

      Heroes don’t always wear a uniform or come in larger than life forms. Sometimes it’s the everyday guy or gal who steps in when you need a helping hand.

      

      Sign up for Britt’s Newsletter to stay on top of preorders and new release dates.
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      Tapper

      I exit the hallway to the storeroom with a case of Jameson. Finn is at the end of the bar using his usual flare to amaze the customers while serving drinks on this mad Irish holiday. St. Patrick’s Day has always been my favorite. The revelry, the laughter, the songs, the joy. It’s the one day we truly celebrate my family’s heritage.

      Finn grabs a couple bottles from the case when I pause beside him. I make my way to the opposite end of the fifteen-foot bar exchanging jibes and greetings with the regulars. Setting the case on the counter, I glance around the room, my chest tight with pride. The booths and tables are stuffed full and clients are double stacked at the bar. The shooters at the dart board are a lively counterpart to the cheers for the Irish footballers playing silently on the televisions. To top it all off, we’ll soon be pausing both for the band.

      I’ve loved this place since the day Pops first brought me here and let me toddle along behind him and my older brother. Mom swore my first full sentence was ‘I wanna go pub’.

      I inhale deeply. The smell of old wood, citrus, beer and pine fill my senses. The soft glow of lights. The sensual warmth of the hardwood bartop soothes me as I run my palm over the worn finish polished with a hundred years of use. This is home. The home I never thought would be mine. Today, I’m especially thankful for my Irish luck.

      I restock the shelf behind the bar. I’m a tad concerned that I haven’t heard from Pops for two days. He’s fit as a fiddle but getting up in years. Lately he’s been more distracted. He shocked the hell out of me when two weeks ago he said he was going to see family for the holiday. If he doesn’t text sometime tonight, I’ll call him.

      The Guinness keg Finn is using sputters and I glance his way. Breaking down the whiskey box, I take it to the back room and grab another keg. As Pops would say, it’s going to be a grand night.

      It’s well after one in the morning before I get a break, pour my own glass, and take a seat at the end of the bar. The all-women Irish rock band was a huge success and I’ve already booked them once a month for the rest of the year. All the specially catered corn beef and cabbage and our traditional bacon and cabbage is long gone.

      Finn is holding court at his end of the bar entertaining three lovely ladies, one of which I’m sure he’ll convince to go home with him. He glances over and tips his glass as if hearing my thoughts.

      The hardcore partiers are already heading out to find a bar that stays open until four. What’s left is mostly regulars and neighborhood clientele.

      It’s been one hell of a night. At ten p.m. the receipts had already doubled the take on this holiday for the last three years. I’m excited the gradual changes I’ve been making prove my choices are on target. I want Pops to know how much I appreciate this opportunity. I honored him by keeping his two a.m. closing.

      The door opens and a cool breeze wafts over me. I glance up and my heart thunders in my chest and my hearing dulls. My dream girl just sauntered into the bar. Long curly red hair falls naturally over the shoulders of her forest green trench coat. The belt loosely cinched at her waist, accentuates her hourglass figure. The bottom of her coat opens as she walks and I follow the trail down to her knees where her high heeled boots stop just before her enticingly short short skirt. She stops at the bar next to me, but her gaze is glued on Finn.

      Fuck me. He always gets the girls. He says it’s his boyish smile and women love his reddish blond hair. I know it’s because at six-four with wide-ass shoulders you can’t miss him. That and he turns on the brogue like a faucet.

      I’m built. I work out with the bastard daily and can knock him flat on his ass. But at five-foot eleven in my boots women look right over me to his staggering height.

      I push from my stool and round the end of the bar. “What can I get ya, lass?”

      She pulls her gaze from Finn and studies me. I see a slight flair of interest as she takes in my Shamrock Rovers jersey. “Stout, please.”

      My already racing heart does a double kick. Her accent is straight from Ireland. Grabbing a tulip shaped glass from the rack, I give her a proper two part pour with a beautiful velvety head and set it before her. Her gaze follows my every move. She smiles and lifts it to her lips taking a healthy swallow, and nods her approval.

      Tearing my attention from the bit of foam on her lip, I ask, “Do you live in New York or are you visiting?”

      “Visiting my sister. She moved to Manhattan a while ago.”

      “How long are you staying?”

      “I haven’t decided yet.”

      I lean an elbow on the bar. “I’ve lived here all my life. I know all the tourist traps and the places really worth visiting. I’d love to show you the town, maybe take you to lunch.” A list of naughtier things goes on inside my brain.

      She laughs. “Bartender and tour guide?”

      “Occupational hazard. Everyone asks the bartender for the best places to eat and what attractions they should visit while they’re here. I could give you the list, but I’d much rather show you around myself.”

      She quirks an eyebrow. “You always move this fast?”

      I lift a shoulder. “What can I say? My dream girl has never walked through that door before.” I love the rose blush that heightens her cheeks and the quick flash of fire in her gaze. “Anything special bring you to this side of town?”

      She takes another drink and glances toward Finn. “That man at the other end of the bar. The tall one.”

      Finn has been my best friend since he moved into the neighborhood from Ireland when we were in grade school. His mom and mine became best friends and the two of us grew up like brothers. After graduating high school, we backpacked around Ireland for three months before enlisting in the army together and ultimately ending up in the same unit. We are brothers in everything but blood.

      Something inside me twists. It’s crazy, but I know as sure as I’m standing here, this is the woman I’ve been waiting for. I don’t know if I can walk away if she chooses my best friend.

      I find myself trying to talk her out of choosing Finn. “Nah. He’s a terrible flirt. I am a lot better looking. Trust me, he’s a rotten tour guide and his choice of restaurants is limited to burgers and hot dogs.”

      She laughs. “You are better looking. But I need to talk to him about a private matter.”

      “Private?”

      “Personal.”

      “Are you a lawyer or something?” A bead of worry works itself down my spine. Finn and one of his cousins from the old country had an argument a few months back. He said it was nothing, but now I’m not so sure.

      “Actually, I’m a mixologist.”

      “You’re a bartender, too?”

      She nods.

      What the hell is Finn up to now? He’s been on me to hire more help. If things keep going the way they did tonight, we’re going to need it. But he’d never talk to someone without me. No, this can’t be about the bar. It has to be personal.

      “Hey, Tapper, I need five,” Finn calls out, his arms around two of the three girls he’s been talking with while the other hangs inches away. “I’ll send Sophie up to help.” He’s already walking to the back room before he finishes speaking.

      I glance back at the woman across from me. “What’s your name? Can I get you another while we wait for his return?”

      “Maeve. And yes, Tapper, I’ll take another.”

      Sophie, our lead waitress, arrives and starts wiping down Finn’s end of the counter. My phone vibrates in my pocket.

      
        
          
            
              
        Finn: Sorry man. This was too good to pass up. All the lovely ladies wanted to see my etchings. I promised Sophie a hundred bucks if she’d help you clean up. See you tomorrow.

      

      

      

      

      

      I swallow my own excitement. Bless you, Finn. You just bought me time.
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