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The Hart and Hound Pub – Boston MA

Maggie 

I shake the rain from my umbrella as I step into the pub. Taking a moment to smooth down a lock of hair, I look around. The place is packed. I wave to Da, who’s at the bar filling orders. He returns my wave with a smile.

“Busy tonight,” I comment as I join him behind the bar.

“It’s the weekend,” Da replies. “And with the foul weather, all these college folks need something to do. Might as well drink,” he smiles.

We’re busy all evening as customers keep coming out of the rain. I’ve finally got the hang of this waitressing thing as I approach a table of young men. From the looks of them, they’re college students.

“What'll it be, lads?”

“What's on tap today?” 

“Guinness.” 

The man looks at his friends. “Sully, you like that stuff, right?” 

“Fuckin’ right! Sweetest brew in the whole god-damn world.”

I turn my attention to the man who has spoken and stare at him momentarily. He’s bloody gorgeous. Thick blond hair, blue eyes, broad shoulders. It's too bad he’s got a mouth on him like a truck driver.

“So, one pint of Guinness then?”

The blond man, whom I’ve gathered is called Sully, looks me up and down, not trying to hide that he’s checking me out. “Yeah, sure thing, Red.”  He gives me a smirk.

Collecting the rest of the order, I turn to leave when Sully’s question stops me in my tracks.

“Hey, sweetheart, does the carpet match the drapes?”

I whirl around to look at him, feeling my face grow warm. He’s smugly watching me. I’m so embarrassed that the best I can come up with is: “Excuse me?”

Sully’s eyes don’t leave mine, his smile growing at my embarrassment. “I asked you if the carpet matched the drapes,” he repeats. “Your hair...it's like... crazy red. Just wondered if it was that red everywhere.”

His companions laugh, and none of them seems surprised by his audacity. Finally, I find my voice. “Well, if it is, you'll certainly never know."  I turn my back to him and walk away.

I hear them laughing as I go to the bar, my face hot with anger and embarrassment. Da notes this at once and frowns.

“Those lads giving you trouble?"  He’s had misgivings about letting me work here, and I can’t let this incident give him more reason to do so.

“Nothing I can't handle, Da. Don't worry.” 

Da nods, but I don’t think he’s convinced. “Give Will the word if you need help. He'll sort them out quick enough.”

“I'll remember, Da."  My brother, Will, is the bouncer and tough enough to handle unruly customers. But I don’t want him involved. If I’m going to work here at Hart and Hound, I need to learn how to deal with rude customers on my own. Picking up the drinks tray, I head back to the table where Sully and his entourage sit.

“Here you go, lads." I set the men's beer down on the table. There’s now a young woman sitting on Sully’s lap. He’s groping her, his hands under her blouse, making her laugh and wiggle.  What an arse. 

“He's a tom cat,” Uncle Ted says as I return to the bar.

“Who is, Uncle Ted?”

Uncle Ted nods in the direction of the table I had just left. “Young Malcolm Sullivan there. The one who’s got his paws all over that young lass. Different one all the time, too."  He shakes his head ruefully. “He'll not amount to anything.”

“He's got his father's money,” Da reminds him as he stands beside Uncle Ted drying glasses. “He'll be all right enough. Not that the bastard deserves it; look at him,” he frowns.

“Shouldn't one of you say something?” 

“What do you want me to say, lass?” Da asks. “So long as they're wearing their clothes, there's not a damn thing I can say. Besides, his father is a mighty big shot in this city. He figures he can do whatever he bloody well pleases.”

“That's elitist."  

“Welcome to America, lassie,” Uncle Ted remarks.
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[image: ]




Malcolm

Boston University 

The first thing I notice when I wake up is that my head is fucking killing me. I don’t remember getting home last night; it’s not the first time that’s happened. Opening my eyes, I grab my phone, the light coming through the blinds hurting my head. It’s 9:24. Shit, I’m late for class. I stumble into the bathroom and have a quick shower. I get dressed and take three aspirin before I bolt out the door.

Dave looks up when I slide beside him in the lecture hall.

“Class started at 9,” he reminds me.

“Yeah, so?”  I take out my MacBook. “Did I miss anything important?”

“No, just the usual first-day shit.” 

“Then, no big deal,” I smile. “You want to hit the Hart and Hound tonight? The food there's wicked awesome.”

Dave frowns. “The food, yeah, that's it.”  

“What's that supposed to mean?” 

“Forget it." 

He knows me better than I thought. I haven’t gotten that hot redhead out of my mind. I need a piece of that. And her Irish accent – so fucking sexy. I need to get to know this one.

“Okay, you bastard, I’ll buy.”  

Dave gives me a smirk.  He's in. The day will be slow as I wait to return to the Hart and Hound.

Later 

I follow the redhead with my eyes, trying not to be too obvious.  I’ve learned that she’s the new owner’s daughter, and her name is Maggie. She was all business when she took our order, and I wonder if she’s pissed at me for what I said to her yesterday. I was a dick; I can admit it. I hope she will give me a second chance to make a first impression.

“All right, lads,” Maggie says, picking up one of the plates from her tray. She’s not exactly friendly, no doubt remembering what a jerk I was to her yesterday. “Who's the cheeseburger for?”

Dave puts his hand up like a pussy, and she sets the dish before him.

Maggie looks at me, and I note how green her eyes are. “I suppose that means the fish and chips are yours.”

“Thanks.” I want to say something to her to impress her and make her realise I’m not just the ass-crack I’d been the previous night. I’ve never had trouble talking to women, but I’m at a loss for words with her. When I open my mouth to say something, a crash is heard, and we all turn to see what’s happened.

“You idiot!” shouts a fat man with a bad combover. “Why don't you watch where you're going?”

A kid bussing tables bends to pick up the tray of dishes he’d dropped. “I’m so sorry,” the kid stammers, and I feel bad for him. “Let me clean that up for you.”  

“Don't touch me,” the man snaps. “I want to see the manager. Where's the goddamn manager?”

Maggie goes over to help clean up as I stand up, deciding to step up for the kid.

“Take it easy; it was an accident.”

The man stands up to face me. “Mind your own goddamn business.” I'm sure he regrets his words once he notices that, at six foot four, I’m at least half a foot taller than him.

“Maybe I don't want to.” I use my size to intimidate him. “Maybe I hate bullies. Are you going to complain about a little spot of ketchup? Fuck, you can’t even see it with all the stains,” I add, earning a laugh from some nearby patrons.

The man, now red in the face, returns to his seat, deciding not to press charges. I look to where the busboy and Maggie are cleaning up the broken dishes and glasses. He looks like her a little. Wonder if he’s her brother? “You okay, kid?”

The kid nods. “Thanks,” he says with a smile. “That was cool of you.”

“No problem.” I glance at Maggie before sitting down again to eat my food. I couldn’t help but notice she was looking at me differently. Of course, that could be my imagination.

Maggie 

It surprised me when Malcolm stepped in to help my brother. This isn’t the same drunken idiot from last night. Was it the alcohol which made him act that way? I’ve never been much of a drinker, but I have enough experience to know how much alcohol can affect a person's behaviour, even their personality. So, which was the real Malcolm Sullivan? The drunken womaniser or the compassionate champion of children?

“It's okay, Megs,” Quinn tells me. “I've got this. Thanks for helping.”

“Be careful. I poke him in the arm playfully. I stand up and head back to the kitchen, but not before stealing one last look at Malcolm. He’s looking back at me, and the expression in his blue eyes gives me a shiver down my spine. And not in a bad way. I head into the kitchen, anxious to get away from his gaze.
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Maggie 

September passes quickly as the workload from school gets heavier and the days grow cooler. Hockey season is starting, and although I’ve only lived in Boston for four years, I know one thing: Bostonians love their sport. So, when their beloved Boston Bruins, known locally as the B's, have their season opener, we battened down the hatches at the Hart and prepared for a rowdy night.

I’m kept busy at the bar filling orders as the place fills quickly.  Malcolm and some friends walk in the door and head to the bar. I finish drawing a pint for a customer before heading down to take their orders.

“Evening, lads. What can I get you?”

Two of them order a Michelob, while Malcolm orders his usual Guinness.

“Coming right up."  

“You must have a bit o' the Irish in you to be so fond of the black stuff."  I set a pint of Guinness in front of Malcolm. He stares at me blankly.

“Yeah,” he finally says with a smile.

His answer puzzles me, and I nod in response and move away to wait on other customers.

Malcolm 

Watching her leave, I feel like a total loser. Sometimes her accent is so thick I can’t understand what she’s saying. Still sexy as fuck, however.  

“Smooth, Sully."  Dave smirks.

“Shut the fuck up."  

Dave laughs, and I punch him in the arm. But our attention is drawn to the TV over the bar where the game starts.

Everybody’s shouting at the game, cheering when the B’s score and booing when the Canadiens do. It isn’t their night, and it soon becomes clear that they will lose their home opener. People start wandering away from the TV, but Alan and I stay to the bitter end.

“Come on, come on, you bastards!” I pound my fists on the bar. People start booing and throwing trash at the TV as the final buzzer sounds.

“All right, that's enough,” Mick shouts. “You lot have been warned before.”

“Ah, sorry, Mick. They piss me off when they get their asses kicked like that.”

Mick laughs. “You college boys should be studying, not wasting time on sports.”

“And if we were studying, this place would close in a week,” Alan smirks. He had intended it to be a joke, but I don’t think Mick finds it funny. Still, he smiles in response and leaves the bar.

“Dick head,” I give Alan a shove. “What the fuck was that?”

“What? What did I do?”

I roll my eyes and notice that Maggie has returned to the bar with a broom and trash bag.  Deciding to talk to her, I move to where she is. “You're Mick's daughter, aren't you?” 

She meets my eyes.  “Yes.”  She returns to her sweeping.

I come around the bar to help her.

“Sorry about the mess.  Bruins lost.”

Maggie smirks. “Nothing new about that now, is there?”

“Guess not,” I chuckle, then decide to take a shot. “I am Irish, by the way.”

“Excuse me?”

“You asked me earlier if I was Irish,” I remind her, now that I’ve had time to figure it out. “I am—well, my dad's family is.”

“I see."  

I stand and gave her my most dazzling smile. “I'm Malcolm Sullivan.”

“Maggie O'Toole."  

An awkward silence hangs between us before I speak again.

“Hey, about that thing I said to you a few weeks ago,” I begin.

Maggie says nothing and watches me warily.

“It was a rotten thing to say. I was drunk, and—”

“And that makes it okay?” she interjects.

My forehead creases in a deep frown as I shuffle my feet. “No, that's not what I was going to say,” I frown.

“You needn't apologise.  It's not like I've lost sleep over it.”

Fuck, she’s infuriating! “I wasn't implying that you had.  I just wanted to say I'm sorry for being such a—”

“Jackass?” 

“Yeah, I guess that's as suitable a term as any,” I agree, giving her my best smile.

Maggie says nothing in response, but I can feel her evaluating me. I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or not. “Well, I have work to do.  Excuse me."   And then she walks away.

What the actual fuck??  There's chemistry between us; I know it.  So why did she walk away? I wonder in frustration as I find my friends at the pool table.

“Shot down, Sully?” Dave asks.

“Rack up the fuckin’ balls," I snap. 
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Maggie

A Halloween costume party is being held on the 31st in the residence where my best friend, Carrie, lives. We take a break from our heavy workload to have fun.

“You look so different,” Carrie comments as she watches me put the final touches on my costume.

“I know,” peering at myself in the mirror. “This wig itches."

“It's worth the sacrifice,” Carrie assures me. “You're totally Cleopatra."  She eyes me critically. "You need more eyeliner, though, gimme that.” She takes the black eyeliner from my hand and applies a generous layer of black kohl around my eyes. “Perfect,” Carrie declares once she's finished. “Check it out.”

My green eyes stand out dramatically against the black liner, contrasting starkly with my fair skin. I looked exotic and mysterious. “I love it.”

“Told you so.”  Carrie touches her zombie makeup.  "Am I disgusting?”

“Completely. “

“Sweet. Let's go.”

The common room on the ground floor is loud and crowded when we arrive. Costumed partiers are everywhere, on the couches and chairs, standing in groups, and some even dancing on the small square of rug near the stereo. The walls were festooned with orange and black crepe paper streamers, balloons, and paper cut-outs of ghoulish faces.

“Let's get a drink,” Carrie suggests as we enter the crowded room. The music plays so loudly that we must shout to hear each other.

“See anybody interesting?”  We stand with black plastic tumblers full of beer.

Carrie shakes her head as she drinks hers. “Nope.  But it's early. Things will become more interesting as the night goes on.”

So, we dance, with each other, with a few of the lads who are here. The place is packed, but all at once, there’s a commotion outside the room. We turn to see what’s going on. A bunch of scantily clad men enter the room wearing chains like convicts. They wear only their hockey helmets and jock straps, with red numbers painted on their bellies.

“Oh my God! Look!” Carrie exclaims. “They're dressed like slaves!”

“Why are they dressed that way?  That's a little...humiliating, isn't it?”

“It's the Terriers’ initiation,” someone nearby informs us. “They do it every year.”

Why anyone would submit to such humiliation to be a part of a team is beyond me, but so are the workings of the male mind. “What about the rest of the team?  What do they do to those poor lads?”

“Whatever they want, pretty much,” the man tells us. “But the captain has the final say in what goes down.”

“Check it out." Carrie points to the other Terriers, all dressed as Roman soldiers. “So cool,” she smiles, admiring the bare legs of the hockey players. “Aren't they sexy in those outfits?”

I nod as we continue watching the odd spectacle.

Suddenly, a voice booms, and someone turns down the music in the room.    “Good evening, citizens! I hope you don't mind us dropping in like this.”

We turn to see the last member of the team, who is dressed as a Roman centurion, complete with a long red cloak and an imperial-style helmet. I can't help but admire the striking figure and wonder who it is. When he speaks again, I recognise the voice. It’s Malcolm Sullivan.

“These slaves need some training,” Malcolm continues as he walks across the room to where the rookies stand huddled in a group. “They are scum, so treat them that way.”

“Oh my God,” I say, unable to take my eyes off him. The muscles on his arms and legs make me feel warm in places I’d rather not consider.

“What? What's wrong?” Carrie asks.

“That's him,” I tell her.

“Who?”

“Malcolm Sullivan,” I say, nodding towards Malcolm.

Carrie's eyes widen as she watches the Roman centurion mingling with the girls on the other side of the room. “The one from the pub?  The guy you told me about? That's him?" 

“Definitely.”

“Come on, let's go say hello,” Carrie steers me to the other side of the room. “I need to check this guy out for myself!" 

Before I know it, we’re standing in the small group of girls hanging on Malcolm's every word. Malcolm appears to be basking in all the female attention.  He’s popular with women, and I can’t help but feel jealous as I watch the girls fawning over him. But then he turns to me, and I feel my face grow warm.

“Good evening, your majesty,” he bows dramatically. He examines my face and then, remarkably, recognises me. “Maggie? Is that you?”

“Yeah, it's me.  I'm surprised you recognised me under all this.”

Malcolm smiles. “Are you kidding? I'd recognise those eyes anywhere.”

I can’t help but smile even more. God, he certainly knows how to be charming. And the fact that he’s hotter than sin makes it easier to understand his popularity with women. “This is my best friend, Carrie Robinson.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Carrie,” Malcolm says, shaking Carrie's hand. “Sweet costume.”

“Thanks!” Carrie smiles. “Yours too! What a great idea!”

Malcolm smiles and chats with her for a few more minutes before returning to me. “Dance, your majesty?” 

I look at him and then at Carrie, who’s mouthing, he’s gorgeous!  to me over his shoulder.

“Sure, why not?”

Malcolm 

Taking Maggie’s hand, I lead her to what I suppose is the dance floor. It’s crowded, with lots of wasted people. I’m usually one of them, but I’m glad I’m not tonight. I had no idea she’d be here, but now that she is, I won’t let this opportunity go to waste.

“So, Cleopatra,” I pull her body closer to mine. “Extremely cool.”

She gives me a smile that goes straight to my cock. “And a Roman centurion. Even cooler.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t normally go for dressing up, but it’s a special occasion.”

“Halloween? Or initiation?” 

“You heard about that?”

She nods. “One of the lads told us." One of the lads... That accent of hers makes me so fucking hot.

“Yeah, juvenile, I know,” I admit. “But I’m not gonna mess with tradition.”

“Tradition is sacred,” she agrees with a straight face.

I laugh. “Guess so, yeah."  

“So, you’re the captain."  

“That’s right.”

“I’ve never been to a hockey match."  Does she have any idea how cute she is?

“A hockey game, Maggie,” I correct her.

“Oh, okay, hockey game. Not much hockey in Ireland.”

“Didn’t think so. How long have you been in Boston?” I want to know everything about her.

“Four years.” 

“Ah, no wonder the accent is so strong.”  

“Yours is stronger.”  

“I beg to differ, your majesty.”  It’s taking everything in me not to pull her closer so she can feel how much I want her. If she were any other girl, my hands would be all over her ass as I whispered in her ear, detailing all the filthy things I would do to her as soon as I got into her pants. But she’s not any other girl; the more I get to know her, the more I realise that. I haven’t seen her much lately—classes have taken up too much time—and now that hockey has started, I don’t have as much free time as before. 

“Sorry!”

Maggie freezes in my arms as a drunken idiot sloshes beer onto her. She glares up at me, Irish fury in her eyes.

“Fucking idiot!”  I give him a shove.

He’s about to mouth off to me but is smart enough to back down. No doubt he sees I can kick the living shit out of him. I’d like to.

“Come on.”  I lead her away from the party.

There's a small room nearby where a few people watch Amityville Horror on the television. We sit down on the other side of the room.

“Here,” I say, unclipping the red cloak attached to my shoulders. “Take this. I don’t want you to get cold.”

“Thank you.”  She takes it and wraps it around herself. It’s huge on her, of course.

“So, what are you studying?” I'm happy we no longer need to shout to be heard.

“Nursing, you?”

“Business.  It’s boring as hell.”

She frowns. “So why are you taking it?”

I scoff. “No choice in the matter.  My father expects me to work at his company when I graduate, so a business degree was decided for me.”

She considers this for a minute. “That’s not fair.” 

“Tell me about it, sweetheart.”

“What would you have studied if you’d had the choice?” 

“Well, if I had my way, I’d be heading to the NHL.” 

“You must be terrific.” 

Usually, I’d brag about my accomplishments, but not with her. I remember her saying earlier that she’d never been to a game. “Why don’t you come to see me play Friday?” We’re playing in your school’s barn. The rivalry is intense.”

“Sounds like fun.”

“Awesome,” I smile. I’m stoked.

Maggie glances at her phone, checking the time.

“Well, I think I need to go home.  She stands up. “I have an early class in the morning.”

I stand up with her. “Too bad.  Let me walk you to your car. Lots of freaks out there tonight.”

"I don't have a car, but you can walk me to the bus stop.”

“No freaking way you’re taking the T.  I'll drive you home.”

Maggie hesitates for a moment and nods. “Thank you. Just let me fetch my bag and say goodbye to Carrie.”

Maggie

Unsurprisingly, Malcolm drives a Ferrari, which costs more than my parents’ house.

“Beautiful.”  I check out the interior. “This is quite the car.”

Malcolm shrugs. “It was my twenty-first birthday present. My father bought me something I wanted for a change.”

I frown, confused by his statement. “Do your parents live in Boston?” 

“My dad's in Weston.”  

“Your parents aren't together?”

“Well, no.  My mother died when I was born.”

“Oh... sorry. You're an only child?”

“No, I have two older brothers.  They're a lot older than me, though.”

It seems Malcolm isn't close to his family, but I don't want to ask too many personal questions. I barely know the man and sense it might not be welcome.

Malcolm pulls into the short driveway beside my house.  “Well, thanks for the ride.”

“No problem,” he replies. “I’ll leave a pair of tickets for Friday’s game at the Hart. Does that work?”

“That's perfect.  I'll be working tomorrow night.”

“I'll see you then.”

As Malcolm drives away, I stand in the driveway and watch momentarily.  There's no denying that I’m attracted to him; being in his arms when we danced earlier made me imagine things I’d never imagined. Am I foolish for getting involved with him? He has a reputation for sleeping around, which I’m sure he’s earned. I’ll have to be careful with him.
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Maggie 

Conte Forum is rocking when Carrie and I get to our seats. The Boston University Terriers are the biggest rivals of the Boston College Eagles, and games between the two schools are always intense. According to Carrie, it isn't unusual for fights to break out in the stands.

As expected, the game is a close one. It doesn't take long to discover who the most popular player on the Terriers is; he gets booed every time he touches the puck. But Malcolm doesn't let it affect his game and has already scored a goal by the midway point of the first period.

“Sully's amazing,” Carrie comments.

“I don't like that name. Why do people have to make up silly nicknames?”

“Not sure, Megs,” Carrie teases.

“Okay, okay.  Still, I’d never call him that. Sully. Sounds so silly.”

Carrie smiles. “You like him, don't you?”

I shrug. “Maybe. Maybe.... not.”

Carrie rolls her eyes. “Oh, come on, Megs!  He’s absolutely gorgeous. And, from what I’ve seen, he likes you. A lot.”

“What makes you say that?” 

“Well, you’re the only girl he spent time with at that party.  After he took you home, he never came back. From what I’ve heard about him, the old Malcolm Sullivan would be partying all night, getting drunk, and sleeping with at least one of the girls there.”

Her words unsettle me. Is that what he’s really like? “Really? I’d heard he sleeps around, but....”

“Maggie, admitting you want to jump his bones is okay."   She takes a drink of her beer and smirks. “I wouldn’t blame you one bit.”

Her words make my face grow warm. Carries knows I’m a virgin and loves teasing me about it.

“Maybe he can be the one to pop your cherry,” she whispers.

“Oh my God, Carrie!” I push her away. “No more beer for you!”

She laughs.

It’s halfway through the second period, with the Eagles up 4-3, when one of the Terriers crashes into the Eagles' goaltender. Soon, both benches empty and fights break out all over the ice.

“This is crazy."  I stand up with the rest of the crowd to get a better view.   Malcolm and the rest of his teammates are involved in a fight.

“It's just part of the game,” Carrie reminds me. “Besides, they're big boys. They can handle themselves. Look at Sully kicking that guy's ass.”
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