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      This story is dedicated to my cousins. I never had a sister, but I was blessed with lots and lots of girl cousins who were definitely the next best thing! I love you gals!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Praise for Friday I’m in Love

      

      
        Friday I’m in Love

      

      
        Playlist

      

      
        Monday’s Child

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Saturday Night Special

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            praise for friday i’m in love

          

        

      

    

    
      “There were so many laugh out loud moments in this books. I really loved it, and this whole family.” ★★★★★ Staci, Goodreads

      

      “Best of the Series!” ★★★★★ Sassafrass, Goodreads

      

      “I even teared up at the end, it was that sweet!” ★★★★★ MountainKat, Goodreads

      

      “This story is funny, hot and filled with hope!” ★★★★★ Sylvie Rochon, Goodreads

      

      “I can't say enough about this series!” ★★★★★ Jenna, Goodreads

      

      “*sigh*...it's so gorgeous!” ★★★★ Christi Snow, Goodreads

      

      “This is an entertaining, exciting, sweet and hot story and, yes, you will cry for these two, but you will have that warm and fuzzy feeling at the end - awesome story!” ★★★★ Dar, Goodreads

      

      “I think this was my favorite book in the series thus far.” ★★★★ Kimberly, Goodreads
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      He’s going to teach her how to go wild…with him.

      

      Ewan has had the hots for Natalie for years but she continually rebuffs him. So when she comes to stay with the Collins family for a week, he decides it’s time to make his move in a serious way.

      Natalie’s been in a funk since celebrating another birthday alone. When Ewan proposes to help her “get a life”—seven lessons in seven days—she figures, what the hell does she have to lose? Ewan’s plans include tequila shots, fishing, karaoke…and other, more wicked, sensual, hands-on, clothes-off demonstrations.

      But Nat’s loneliness isn’t Ewan’s only obstacle. A tragedy in her past continually takes Natalie to a dark place her mind can’t easily overcome. Through seduction, Ewan plans to win over Natalie one steamy experience at a time.

      Starting…and ending…with lessons of the heart.
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      Fans of Spotify! Now you can access the Wild Irish “titles” playlist.

      

      Come Monday – Jimmy Buffett

      Ruby Tuesday – The Rolling Stones.

      Waiting for Wednesday – Lisa Loeb and Nine Stories.

      Sweet Thursday – Matt Costa

      Friday I’m in Love – The Cure

      Saturday Night Special – Lynard Skynard

      Any Given Sunday – Sandpeople
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        Monday’s child is fair of face,

        Tuesday’s child is full of grace,

        Wednesday’s child is full of woe,

        Thursday’s child has far to go,

        Friday’s child is loving and giving,

        Saturday’s child works hard for a living,

        But the child who is born on the Sabbath day,

        Is bonny and blithe and good and gay.

      

        

      
        ~Traditional nursery rhyme
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      “You’re the life of the party.” Sky Mitchell claimed the seat beside her and she rolled her eyes at his droll comment.

      “It’s a freaking kid’s birthday party.”

      Sky laughed. “That’s not stopping anybody else.”

      Natalie Miller glanced around Pat’s Irish Pub and admitted he was right. The Collins family—apparently true to their Irish heritage—were partying it up in style. Several of the men were hanging out around the bar, consuming pints of Guinness, while the ladies were chattering and laughing loudly over their glasses of wine. She sighed. “Guess I’m just not in the mood.”

      “Yeah, I noticed. You haven’t been in the mood to have fun for quite a while. What gives?”

      “Nothing gives. I think I’m just starting to feel my age.”

      Sky laughed again. “You’re only thirty-four. Hell, I’m the same age as you and I’ve never felt better in my life.”

      “I’m sure that has nothing to do with the fact you’re banging Miss Sunshine and Peace Signs Collins every night.”

      “You’re gonna have to stop giving Teagan shit about being a hippie.”

      Natalie raised an eyebrow. “Have you seen the way she dresses?”

      Sky shrugged. “I love her wardrobe. It’s hot.”

      “Oh Jesus, you’re pathetic. Besides, getting older is different for men.” She wasn’t sure that was true, but it sounded plausible enough. “It’s a well-known fact men never grow up.”

      “So you’ve been walking around with a stick up your ass for the last three months because you suddenly think you’re old?”

      She didn’t know how to tell Sky he’d basically summed it up perfectly. Leave it to her to have a midlife crisis at thirty-four. Who fell apart on their thirty-fourth birthday?

      “Not old, necessarily. Just older.” She’d been in a funk since she’d blown out the single candle her business partner, Christine, had stuck in a Hostess Twinkie to celebrate yet another year in an otherwise unexceptional life. She’d spent the remainder of her birthday taking pictures at an elderly couple’s silver anniversary party. She’d listened as their children, grandchildren, friends and colleagues praised the couple’s long and glorious union.

      She’d gotten home well after midnight, crawled into bed and cried her eyes out.

      “Oh, well, that clears up everything.” Sky’s tone was sardonic and she chuckled. One of the reasons they got along so well was because they both had only two tones, sarcastic and sarcastic. Although now that Sky was doing the horizontal mamba with Teagan Collins, he’d added romantic to his repertoire. An idea that bugged the hell out of Natalie.

      “You sure you wanna stay here this week? I know you’ve attended Collins celebrations before, but staying with them for an entire week could be tough for you.”

      She filled in the blanks on the things her friend was too polite to say out loud. He didn’t think she’d enjoy staying with the Collins family because that would involve her being in close contact with other people for more than a few hours. Sky knew she preferred her solitary existence because her interpersonal skills were more than slightly lacking.

      She’d taken a month-long working vacation away from her photography business to hit the road with Sky. He’d invited her to travel around with him to take some behind-the-scenes pictures of him and Teagan as they toured. They’d told everyone it was for a photo-biography she was compiling, but the truth was, Sky wanted to surprise Teagan with a special video as a wedding gift. Natalie had been snapping photos of the couple for three weeks straight, trying to capture some really perfect moments in their lives together. He planned to play the video at their wedding reception.

      The word romantic floated through her mind again and she did an internal eye roll.

      She’d jumped at Sky’s offer to escape her ho-hum life, thinking travel would lure her out of her doldrums. It had certainly worked in the past. It wasn’t unusual for her to leave the business in Christine’s capable hands while she got away for a bit to try to get her shit together, try to overcome her dark moods. Unfortunately, this time the escape hadn’t worked. She wasn’t any happier now than before she’d hit the road. If anything, she was in a deeper funk.

      “I’ll be fine with the Collins family. Besides, Teagan’s going to be working on wedding preparations and we agreed it would be cool to get some pictures of her with her family as they got ready for the big day.”

      “Yeah, well. I’m worried about you, Nat. This feels like,” he paused, “last time.”

      She grinned and tried to mask the agony his words provoked. She was worried about herself too. She felt so sad, so heavy, so adrift…but these weren’t feelings she wanted to admit. She’d succumbed to the darkness only once before and she was not going back there.

      “I’m fine, Sky. Promise. It’s not the same as last time. This will pass.”

      “Sky, come on. Let’s give Caitlyn her gift,” Teagan called out to her fiancé.

      Natalie waved him off as he rose. “Wouldn’t do to keep Princess Catie waiting,” she teased. It was safe to say no child had ever been more doted on or adored than Caitlyn Wallace, Teagan’s niece. A glance at the food table confirmed this as Natalie shook her head once again at the colorful cupcake castle dominating the table.

      “You know, I never told you my birthday wish for you,” Sky said. They’d started the silly tradition back in high school. On their birthdays, each made a wish for the other.

      “Still trying to top my wish?” On Sky’s eighteenth birthday, she’d wished for him to become the most famous musician in the world. She claimed the wish had worked. God knew he was certainly on his way toward reaching that level of stardom.

      “I wished for you to fall in love and live happily ever after.”

      “You didn’t,” she hissed. She’d always forbidden that wish in the past, claiming she didn’t need or want a man to interfere with her life or career.

      “I did,” Sky replied, kissing her on the cheek. “Happy belated birthday, Nat.”

      He walked away and she shook her head, feeling the slightest kernel of panic building in her chest. It was a silly tradition. It’s not as if their wishes always came true or anything. She was a fool for sitting here with a racing heart and sweaty palms just because of Sky’s stupid wish. Jesus, she really was losing her mind.

      “Okay, I give. What the hell is up with you?”

      Natalie looked up and found Ewan Collins standing beside her table. “Was there a two-for-one deal on that line somewhere and I missed it? I’m gonna tell you what I just told Sky. Nothing’s wrong with me. Now get lost.”

      He smiled and ignored her request, claiming the seat Sky had vacated. She steadfastly ignored the heat suddenly permeating her skin at his proximity. It was always the same any time he was within five feet of her. Her body went into serious overdrive. She resisted the urge to fan herself and blamed it on a hot flash. Early onset menopause. Sure. That could be it.

      “You’ve been moping around all day. It’s a party, and you’ve done nothing but sit and nurse the same glass of wine. So I’ll repeat my question. What the hell is up with you?”

      Natalie scowled. Ewan had been a thorn in her side since the night they’d met—the night of Sky’s final concert with his previous group, The Universe. Though they’d spent less than a month’s worth of days together in the past three years, she typically spent weeks thinking about him and their conversations after each visit. His pursuit of her had been relentless, so she had to give him points for persistence.

      “You know,” she said, deciding evasion was her best bet. “I just don’t get you.”

      He grinned and wiggled his eyebrows. “That’s because I’m an enigma. Even my own family doesn’t know what to make of me.”

      She ignored his jest. “I’m fairly certain I’ve made my feelings for you clear. Have I not?” She had him age-wise by nearly a decade and to say she was typically a total bitch whenever they were together was probably putting it lightly.

      Ewan nodded. “If you mean telling me get lost, go fuck myself and you are the most annoying man I’ve ever met, then yes, I think all of that was pretty straightforward.”

      “And yet here you sit.” She gestured at him, letting her irritation show.

      “That’s because I know you don’t mean any of that.”

      She raised one eyebrow. “I don’t?”

      He shook his head. “Your words say go away, but your eyes say come closer.” He punctuated that inane comment by leaning toward her. She tried to force her body to move away or, at the very least, shove his ass out of the booth, but found herself trying to covertly sneak a sniff of his scent. She wasn’t sure what it was about his smell that attracted her so. She could detect the slight odor of the beer he’d been drinking on his breath. And damn, if she didn’t feel her mouth watering for a taste.

      “This is insane,” she muttered to herself, surprised when his grin grew.

      “Nope. It’s chemistry.”

      “I’m too old for you.” It was her standard fallback line. The one she’d used time after time to push him away.

      He rested his forehead against hers intimately and again she wondered why she never tore into him for his inappropriate familiarity. They didn’t know each other well enough for him to crowd her personal space like this, and yet, she never resisted when he grabbed her hand to hold, never shrugged him off when he wrapped a friendly arm around her shoulder.

      “I’m twenty-six to your thirty-four. Eight years, Nat. That’s all. That excuse is lame. Why don’t you try to find a new one?”

      “How about I’m not interested?”

      He smiled. “Well, now you’re just lying.”

      She scowled and moved her face away from his, frustration growing in her chest. “It is taking every ounce of strength in my body not to throw you through a wall right now.”

      He laughed and put his arm against the back of the booth, caging her in. “Oh babydoll. I’d love to see that.”

      She knew her threat was empty. While she was nearly five foot nine, the top of her head barely cleared his shoulders when they were standing. Unlike his brothers—who were built like goliath football players, Ewan was lankier, his build reminding her more of a basketball player. A basketball player with rock-hard abs and muscular arms that could hold a woman against a wall and⁠—

      She closed her eyes and forced the naughty fantasy away. Damn man was starring in more of her wet dreams lately than Gerard Butler. She cleared her throat and gave him a narrow-eyed scowl. “Babydoll is a sexist term and I find it highly offensive.”

      “No you don’t.”

      She clenched her fists and fought the urge to strike him. “Stop telling me what I think!”

      “You finished dodging the subject at hand?”

      She threw in the towel. She didn’t have the energy for this. “I’m just tired.” Her answer was weak, but it wasn’t entirely untrue. She was averaging five hours of restless sleep a night, if she was lucky.

      “Why are you tired?”

      She closed her eyes and prayed for patience. This was how conversations with Ewan went. He asked a question, she answered, and then he asked more.

      “I was reading a really sexy book last night and spent half the night masturbating with my vibrator. All those amazing orgasms can really take it out of you, you know?” She hoped her smartass comment would embarrass him, shut him up.

      She should have known better.

      “Shit, Nat. I wish you would have waited. I’m going to be downstairs from you tonight. I can fuck you a helluva lot better than a lousy piece of plastic.”

      She’d been given Tristan’s old room on the third floor to sleep in while she was staying with the family, but sleep didn’t seem to be something she was going to be doing much of, especially not after the sexy seed Ewan had just planted.

      “In your dreams, kiddo. I don’t play with children,” she said, although she wasn’t all that concerned that he was younger.

      For one thing, he didn’t act young, but she supposed that was because he’d been responsible—along with his sister, Keira—for running the restaurant side of his family’s business since graduating from college. Teagan raved about his management abilities and smooth administration. The fun, sexually explicit banter he engaged in with Natalie seemed to be the exception, rather than the norm, and she got the feeling the rest of his family saw him as serious, responsible, staid.

      “Thought you weren’t gonna play the age card again?”

      “Old habits die hard.”

      “You’re quiet today, distant. Why do I get the feeling it’s more than fatigue?”

      “I would think you’d be glad I’m quiet. I mean, it’s not as if there’s ever been any love lost between us. You and I are like⁠—”

      He looked so genuinely shocked she stopped midsentence, the words oil and water dying on her tongue.

      “No love lost? I’m crazy about you, Nat. You must know that?”

      She laughed. “You really are going to have to give up this schoolboy crush. I’ve been nothing but a bitch to you since day one.”

      He grasped her hand and she looked at him in surprise. “I haven’t been a boy in a long time, babydoll. And I’m more than man enough to deal with you and your so-called bitchiness.”

      She wished her body hadn’t heard those words. The second he uttered more than man enough, her nipples went on red alert and she was a bit worried about the sudden dampness in her panties. She tried to tug her hand out of his grip, but he refused to relinquish it. “Listen, hotshot⁠—”

      “Save it, Nat. Why are you depressed?”

      She panicked at his words. “I’m not depressed. I don’t get depressed. Ever.” Her words came out far too loud and she watched him study her face intently. She bit her lower lip, realizing Ewan Collins was far too observant when it came to her. He was also cutting too close to the core. Honesty seemed her best bet. “I’m thirty-four years old and I have fuck-all to show for my life.”

      Ewan frowned. “That’s not true. You own and operate an incredibly successful photography studio in Palm Springs. You’re one of the most talented photographers I’ve ever met. Your pictures are beautiful.”

      She was taken aback by his praise, surprised he’d seen enough of her work to judge. “How do you know that?”

      “I check out your website on occasion, plus Teagan is always emailing us pictures you’ve taken of her and Sky. You have an amazing eye.”

      “Yeah, that’s me. The queen of composition, lighting, shading. Sometimes I feel like I’ve spent my entire life behind the lens of a camera.”

      Ewan lightly caressed the skin on the back of her neck and she marveled at how comforting the simple gesture was. “You sound like you’re questioning your career choice.”

      “Do I?” she asked. “That’s not my intention. I love my job. But sometimes I feel like that’s all there is to me. I’m defined by a freaking camera.”

      “That’s not true. I know Sky and Teagan consider you their friend, not their photographer.”

      “I know that. It’s just…” She paused, trying to find a way to express the dark thoughts that had been plaguing her since her birthday. “It’s just…I’m never in any of the pictures.”

      His eyebrows creased and she knew he was confused by her comment. She tried to clarify. “I’m not really sure what I have to show for my life. Hell, I’m not sure I’ve lived a life. I stand on the sidelines of every event, snapping picture after picture of other people living, celebrating, doing something. God, doing anything.” Her voice betrayed her frustration and she took a breath, tried to calm down when she noticed Tris Collins glance up at her from the bar.

      Ewan rubbed her hand, his other arm still draped around her, and she felt wholly surrounded by his presence. “What did you hope to have achieved by now that you haven’t?”

      His question caught her off-guard. She’d spent months commiserating over her lost youth, never once thinking about what it was she was grieving. And with one simple question, Ewan had thrown her for a loop…again. “Well, I don’t know exactly. I’ve been to hundreds of weddings, birthday parties, bar mitzvahs, anniversaries. I’ve seen thousands of people celebrating events with loved ones. I’ve never done anything worth celebrating and even if I did, I wouldn’t have anybody to commemorate it with. I know this may come as a surprise to you, but I don’t generally have one of those personalities people flock to.”

      “Prickly?” he asked, though she knew his comment wasn’t a question.

      “No, not prickly. Strong-willed, self-assured, independent.” She struggled to find those three words.

      “Opinionated, arrogant, bitchy. Got it.”

      She opened her mouth to lambaste him and then closed it again. He was right. There was no debating the truth.

      “Damn,” he muttered. “You are down and out. No snappy comeback, Nat?”

      She shook her head.

      “I sort of got the impression you were happy on your own. You always say people are an annoyance you don’t have time for.”

      She looked around the room briefly, wondering how she always got into these conversations with Ewan. He always made her say too much, tell too many secrets she never intended to reveal. “That’s true. I guess maybe sometimes I think it might be nice to have a friend. Someone normal and not obnoxious. Someone who doesn’t get their feelings easily hurt when I tell them they suck.”

      He laughed and she realized her requirements for a friend did sound pretty pathetic. “Isn’t that Sky?” he asked.

      “It was—I mean, is. It’s just, he’s got Teagan now and, well…things are different.”

      Ewan smiled and she felt a flash of anger spark. Here she was unloading all her misery, confessing things she’d never told another living soul, and he was giving her that stupid, annoying, lopsided grin.

      She scowled. “Glad you find this all so funny. Get away from my table.”

      He moved closer and she fought to hold on to her annoyance. God, men as handsome as Ewan Collins should be illegal.

      “I’m not laughing at you, babydoll. I’m just glad your problem is so easily solved.”

      She looked at him, confused. She’d spent months feeling sorry for herself, trying to find a way out of her funk, and nothing had presented itself. Even leaving town for a change of scenery, a change of company hadn’t helped.

      She studied Ewan’s confident face and realized that if anyone could solve her problem, it was probably him. Why she felt that way, she couldn’t say. There was simply something deep inside her that said trust him.

      “Show me the way.” Her request was softly spoken, but Ewan heard it.

      “How long are you staying here?” he asked.

      “A week.” It was Saturday afternoon and she had a flight booked to return to Palm Springs early in the morning the following Saturday.

      Ewan rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Seven days. It’s a little tight, but we can manage.”

      “Manage what?”

      “I’m going to teach you a lesson a day. Seven lessons you can live by so you never feel this way again. You, Natalie Miller, are about to get a life.”

      “Seven lessons? In seven days? And I’m going to learn what, exactly?”

      “I’m going to show you all the stuff you’ve been missing out on while hiding behind the camera.”

      “I’m not sure this is such a good idea. I mean, I’m sort of here to help Teagan get ready for the wedding.”

      “Keira’s already got a million plans for Teagan’s wedding. She’s in good hands, believe me. I’m serious about this, Natalie, but in order for it to work, you have to promise to follow through with the lessons. All of them. No backing out halfway. Promise?”

      She considered his offer. Curiosity at what he had in mind was quickly overcoming common sense. Plus, the idea of spending seven days with Ewan was more appealing than she cared to admit.

      Before she could reconsider or think too hard, she said, “Okay, I promise. You have seven days to show me what I’ve been missing.”

      “And you won’t back out.” She wondered why he kept stressing that part. What the hell did he have in mind?

      “You have my word. I don’t break promises.”

      “I believe you. Hey, Riley.” Ewan called his younger sister over.

      “What’s up?” Riley asked.

      “You going out tonight?”

      “Do bees bee? Do bears bear?”

      “How about letting me and Nat tag along? She’s only here for a week so I thought we could show her some of the nightlife Baltimore has to offer.”

      Natalie could see Riley was shocked by Ewan’s request. “You wanna go out with me?”

      Ewan nodded.

      Riley considered it. “Sure. Why not? Might be fun. But just so you know, you gotta hang. No bailing early.”

      “We won’t bail.”

      “And I’m tramping it up,” Riley added.

      Ewan groaned as Natalie struggled to understand the conversation. “Tramping it up?”

      Ewan looked at her and she could see he was amused by his sister’s comments, though trying hard to look annoyed. “She means she’s gonna go out looking like a hooker.”

      “I mean,” Riley interrupted, “we’re leaving by the fire escape.”

      “Why would you do that?” Natalie asked.

      “Because I don’t want to get a lot of grief from my brothers and Pop about my outfit. It’s easier to just leave the apartment by the fire escape. No hassles, no dirty looks. That shit can really start the night out on a bad note.” Riley studied Natalie’s no-nonsense outfit and ponytail. “Meet me in the bathroom upstairs at eight-fifteen. You’re gonna tramp it up too.”

      “Oh, that’s okay. I don’t really think⁠—”

      “She’ll be there,” Ewan replied with a mischievous grin. “I mean, we gotta hang, not bail.” He mimicked his sister’s words and Riley pulled his hair to show her annoyance.

      “Very funny, shithead. I’ll grab Aaron and see if he wants to come along.”

      “In other words, be your DD,” Ewan said.

      “Gotta be some perks to having a best friend who’s a cop and overall do-gooder,” Riley giggled before heading toward the bar to talk to Aaron.

      “Me tramping it up is your first lesson on life?”

      “We’ll discuss what you learned after we go clubbing. Don’t look so worried, Nat. This will be fun.”

      Fun. Yeah, right.

      Because she was so good at fun. Not.
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