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A Note to Readers

 

 

This Love is book six in the Cowboys and Angels series. The books in this series are not stand-alone books. Stories intertwine between books and continued to grow within each book. If you have picked up this book and have not read Lost Love, Love Profound, Tempting Love, Love Again, and Blind Love I strongly suggest that you read them in order.

For a list of characters in the series as well as other fun extras, please visit the series website: www.cowboysandangelsseries.com

 

 

A note about Maebh’s dialect. Maebh is from Cork, Ireland. You’ll see she says “me” in place of “my”. I know it is written as “my” and pronounced as “me”, but to make the flow easier for the reader, I have made it all “me”. Even her internal thoughts.

Also, the pronunciation of Maebh is, “Maebh. It’s like May with a V sound on the end.”

I hope you enjoy Cord and Maebh’s story.
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I’d had enough of everyone talking about this new Irish bar coming to town. I didn’t want to think about a rival and what it would mean for my business. The pretty little thing on the other side of my bar was giving me a smile that screamed she wanted my attention, and I was happy to give it to her.

Time to end the family conversation I’d been having with my siblings on this subject.

“It’s been real, but I see fun over there. I need something to take my mind off the competition, if you catch my drift.”

Waylynn frowned. I knew she had seen the girl staring at me. I also knew my older sister thought I was a manwhore, which, if I was being honest with myself, I was. I couldn’t deny it.

Giving my sister a wink, I turned around and ran right into someone.

“Shit!” I yelled out when her drink spilled all over me.

“I’m so sorry!” she said. Her voice sounded different, so I looked from my ruined shirt to her face.

My eyes caught on her green ones, and my breath stilled for a moment. Then she smiled and it felt like the fucking room tilted.

What. In. The. Living. Fuck.

“I didn’t mean to run into you,” she said. She had an accent, and I couldn’t pick it up, but fuck if it didn’t make her all the sexier, in a sweet, adorable sort of way.

Except, I wasn’t into sweet and adorable. At least that was what I told myself to get rid of the weird feeling in my chest when I looked at this woman.

I smiled and watched her eyes light up. “No worries, sweetheart.”

Her tongue ran over her lips so fast that if I hadn’t been looking at her mouth, I’d have missed it. My cock instantly went hard. I needed to get away from this one, and fast.

I headed toward the woman who hadn’t taken her eyes off of me since she walked into my bar. She grinned and told me her name, which I forgot in less than five seconds because I couldn’t pull my eyes off the pretty little thing I’d just run into.

Nodding at Ms. No-Name, having no idea what she said, while my eyes were glued to Ms. Sweet & Adorable was not a good combo. What was it about her? She was a looker. Hell, even pretty. Pretty? Shit…she was gorgeous! I’d never seen a woman so beautiful. Her dark hair and green eyes made my chest tighten and that freaked me the hell out.

But I couldn’t look away. I watched her as she walked to the bar and handed her glass to Jack, one of my part-time bartenders. She laughed at something he said, and I balled my fists, pissed at the idea that he was making her laugh.

Jesus, take the wheel cuz I’m about to lose my shit and fuck all if I know why.

I squeezed my eyes shut and quickly opened them just in time to watch my green-eyed beauty walk out of the door. The entire place felt cold…something was off now that she was gone.

Who was that? Where was she from? Was she walking over to talk to me and I blew her off? If so, I’m such a fucking prick! What in the hell made her eyes so green? I’d never in my life seen anyone with eyes like the color of an emerald. I couldn’t get them out of my head. They reminded me of the meadows on the ranch in spring.

“So, want to take me back to your office, handsome?” the girl hanging on me purred into my ear. Her voice reminded me of my mission to get laid.

I cleared my throat and stepped away. With a forced a smile, I replied, “Sorry, darlin’. I need to go take care of something.”

Her smile fell and for a moment, she looked more pissed than disappointed. “Enjoy your evening, ladies,” I said to her and her three friends before I made my way through the crowd and back to my office.

Sitting in my chair, I pulled up the camera feed from the bar and went back a few minutes until I found her.

She was standing with her drink in hand as Jack pointed in my direction. My throat tightened as I watched her walk directly toward me. She looked like she might have said my name, but I never heard her. She went to talk to me again, taking a step closer when I turned and ran right into her.

“Fuck,” I mumbled.

My emerald-eyed beauty had been looking for me, and I blew her off. Raking my fingers through my hair, I let out a sigh.

Zooming in on her face with the camera that caught people walking out of the bar, I stared at her. I scanned her face while I tried to memorize those eyes. I leaned back in my chair and slowly shook my head.

“Who are you? And why did you say my name? And why in the hell do you have my stomach twisted in knots?”




[image: ]

 

[image: ]

 

“What the fuck does Aisling even mean?” I asked Trevor as we stood outside and watched Jonathon put up a sign for the new Irish pub, or restaurant, or whatever the hell that place was going to end up being.

“It means vision or dream.”

I jumped at the sound of her voice.

“Christ almighty, Maebh! Don’t be fucking sneaking up on people,” I spat.

Maebh’s smile faded, and I felt like a prick.

She glanced up at the dark sky. “Looks like it’s going to be lashing down.”

Trevor and I looked at each other in confusion. It was bad enough I could hardly understand Maebh with her thick Irish accent, but when she threw in her little Irish sayings, I was lost.

“Lashing down?” I asked.

She looked at Trevor like he had asked the question. She grinned and my legs shook a little.

“Raining hard,” she replied.

Trevor glanced over to me. “Did you hear that, Cord? Lashing down means raining hard. Pay fucking attention, will ya?”

“Makes sense,” I said, giving her a smile and praying like hell she would return one. She did, but it was nothing like the one she had given my brother.

“Jonathon said you’ll be opening soon. Are you excited?” Trevor asked. I wanted to kick him in the balls. I hated that he was being so friendly. Not because I didn’t want him to treat her nicely; I did. But the way she looked at him had me wanting to hurt my own flesh and blood. Maebh was Trevor’s age, twenty-five. She stood at about five-feet-four inches, if that. We both towered over her with our six-two frames.

“Yeah, I’m excited. Me da has been langered most of this last week though trying to chase away the nerves.”

Trevor laughed, and I looked at him. He had no fucking clue what in the hell langered meant, just like I didn’t—yet that bastard laughed like he knew what she was talking about. What an ass. There was no way I was going to ask her. She probably would answer Trevor again and act like I wasn’t even standing there.

Her eyes drifted up to mine, and we held each other’s gaze for a few moments. It was like she could read my mind.

“Langered means drunk. It takes a lot for me da to get drunk so…” she shrugged. “It’s sort of funny.”

This time I smiled bigger. I liked hearing her call her father da. I liked hearing her talk, even though I couldn’t understand her half the fucking time. Her voice was beautiful.

She was beautiful.

And all of that fucked with my head.

“You should teach a class on Irish lingo so we all know what you’re saying,” Trevor said, pulling a slight giggle from between Maebh’s soft pink lips.

I balled my fists. My brother was flirting, and I didn’t like it. Not. One. Fucking. Bit.

“Do y’all need any help with anything, Maebh?”

The offer was out of my mouth before I could take it back.

When Maebh worried her bottom lip, I moaned internally. My cock slowly started to harden as it pressed against my jeans. I couldn’t pull my eyes from her mouth. Trevor cleared his throat, pulling my gaze from her mouth to him.

He smirked. The damn bastard must have known where my eyes were focused and where my thoughts were going.

“I hate to ask, but me da can’t really help with this, and it’s really got nothin’ to do with Aisling.”

With a shrug, I said, “That’s okay. Just tell me what you need.”

Her nose scrunched in the most adorable way, and I nearly had to reach for Trevor to hold myself up. My fucking legs were about to give out on me. I thought I was having a fucking heart attack; it was the only explanation.

“It’s sort of a big undertakin’, and I feel bad asking. It’s just, I don’t know a lot of people around here and…”

Her voice trailed off in sadness. It nearly brought me to my knees. Again. What was this, like the fourth time in the last ten minutes?

The idea of her not having many friends and feeling lonely made my chest ache.

“I can help,” Trevor piped in.

Maebh’s eyes sparkled with happiness.

“No, you can’t.” I quickly snipped. “You promised Mom you were going to get that fence taken care of at the front gate.”

Trevor stared at me for a few seconds like he had no idea what in the hell I was talking about.

“I’ll help, Maebh.”

It hit him slowly. I was making up a story to get my own brother out of the picture. It wouldn’t take him long to call everyone in the family and insist I had a thing for Maebh, when all I really wanted to do was get information on her new restaurant. That was all.

Wasn’t it?

“Riiight. The fence. That needs repairing,” Trevor said, a shit-eating grin on his face.

“Yep, the fence,” I stated with a look that dared him to fuck with me.

Thunder cracked across the sky in the distance.

“Is it safe for you to be working outside in the rain?” Maebh asked Trevor. Why did she care? The fact that she harbored any concern for Trevor pissed me off.

“It’s fine,” I said before he could interject that it would be dangerous and that he should stay and help me with whatever project Maebh had in store.

“See ya later, Trevor.” I motioned with my hands for him to move along.

His eyes widened in amusement. He looked between me and Maebh, and I could tell she was starting to wonder if she should have asked for help after all with the way we were glaring at each other.

My younger brother laughed and shook his head. “Maebh, it’s been a pleasure, as always.”

Trevor grabbed her hand and kissed the back of it. I saw red. Fucking red. I’d never wanted to hit my brother over a woman before. Never.

I grew even more angry when Maebh’s cheeks turned slightly pink.

What in the hell?

“Bye, Trevor,” I said, pulling him back and away before he moved his lips anywhere else. Lifting his hands in defeat, he laughed.

“I’m going! Jesus, Cord. See ya later, Maebh!”

She lifted her hand. “See ya!”

Trevor focused back on me as he took a few steps backwards, giving me a look that said he was going to tease the fuck out of me for this. At the moment, I didn’t care. I had a chance to get to know the woman who was my direct competition. Shaking his head again, Trevor spun around and headed to his truck, but not before calling over his shoulder, “Talk to you later, Greedy Smurf.”

My mouth dropped open. “I’m not a fucking Smurf, you asshole!” I shouted.

“What’s a Greedy Smurf?” Maebh asked, her nose crinkled up again in the most adorable way.

Did the ground just move? Or was that my knees buckling?

My cock jumped, and my whole body trembled. I wanted to lean down and kiss her. This woman was driving me mad.

I took a step back and pushed my hand through my hair. “You don’t know who the Smurfs are?” I asked, a smile on my face as I tried to ignore the weird feeling in my gut and the strain against my zipper.

She shook her head. “Nope.”

“Then we’re going to have to fix that problem and quickly.”

She pressed her lips together, as a shy smile moved over her face. When she looked at me through her eyelashes, I saw her cheeks turn the most beautiful shade of red. I had made her blush just like Trevor had with the kiss on her hand, but this was different. The shade on her face screamed embarrassed and excited.

Clapping my hands to distract myself from those blushing cheeks and beautiful eyes, I said, “So, what did you need me to do?”
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Me hands shook as I unlocked the door to the apartment above Aisling and let Cord in.

“Where’s your father?” he asked, looking around the room.

“Me da’s in Ireland.”

His head jerked back, and he stopped walking. Almost like he was afraid to be in here alone with me.

“Ireland?” Cord asked, his voice filled with something that sounded very much like fear.

I nodded. “Yep. He went to go pick up a few things from our house and some more whiskey.”

“You couldn’t just order the whiskey?” Cord asked, his brows pulled together. “That’s how I get mine at the bar, no traveling for me.”

“Not this kind,” I replied, leaving it at that. He didn’t need to know that da was only bringing one bottle back. The last bottle of whiskey me ma had drunk from. He’d been saving it for a special occasion and the opening of the Aisling was that occasion.

Cord stared into my eyes for the longest time. He seemed to do it a lot, and I loved it. It gave me a chance to stare back into his beautiful ocean-blue eyes. They reminded me of the clear blue waters of home. You’d stand on the hillside and cast your eyes out to the ocean and see the most amazing shades of blue.

I missed Ireland. Even though I loved it here, a part of me would always long for home.

Trevor had blue eyes as well, but they weren’t as deep as Cord’s. And they didn’t hold as many secrets.

He finally pulled his gaze away from me and back to the apartment we were standing in.

“It’s beautiful up here.”

“Thank you,” I said softly as Cord chuckled.

“What?” I asked.

“Your accent. It sounded like you said, tank you. And when you say what…you keep the H silent. It’s hard to understand you half the time.”

My heart dropped. I wasn’t sure why Cord didn’t like me. I’d done nothing to him. At least he was finally talking to me more. A few months ago he simply would give me the cold shoulder and barely speak two words.

“I’m sorry if you don’t like it.”

He jerked his head back around to me. “What?”

I felt my eyes burn with the threat of tears.

I will not cry. I will not.

Turning, I headed for the toilet. “I’ll be right back.” I barely got the words out as I walked down the small hallway. I shut the door and leaned against it. All of a sudden I felt wrecked. Me heart hammered in me chest and I wanted to cry so badly. I wished I hadn’t asked Cord for help and just waited for me da to come back home. Why I wanted this man to like me so much was beyond me. I deserved a man who looked at me the way I’d seen the other Parker brothers look at their wives. I felt the first tear slip and cursed.

“It’s stress from the opening,” I told meself in a hushed whisper.

The knock on my bathroom door made me jump.

“Yes? Um, I’ll be right out,” I called, rushing to the sink to splash my face with water.

“Maebh, are you okay?”

After I got me voice under control, I opened the door. “Yes. I needed to splash me face with water. I felt faint. Let me show you what I need help with so you can get back to your day.”

That was reasonable and very believable. It was summer in Texas and very hot.

Pushing past him, I walked back into the living room and up to the large painting.

“I just need this hung up.” I pointed to the wall space above the fireplace.

His hands touched me shoulders, causing me to breathe in a big gasp.

“I really do like your accent. I’m sorry if you thought I didn’t.”

Me back faced Cord so I closed me eyes and counted to five. It was obvious Cord didn’t have the slightest interest in me. I wish I could have said the same thing. His blue eyes visited me dreams nearly nightly. Me body trembled when he touched me. Hell, even with him being near I reacted. Not to mention the shot of heat that rushed through me veins and left me dizzy when he did touch me. Which was rare. Very rare.

“S’okay,” I managed to get out.

I didn’t dare move. If I turned to face him, his perfect, soft pink lips would be inches from mine and I’d only make a fool of meself when I stared at them.

“Maebh?”

His voice was soft and kind, and it made my stupid stomach flip. Every. Time.

“I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings, I didn’t mean to. I swear to you. It’s only that… I have a hell of a time understanding you.”

He turned me body so I faced him. We were inches apart. It was the closest I’d ever been to him and I took the moment to study him. He was beautiful. The soft lines around his eyes hinted at what he looked like when he smiled. I couldn’t see the dimples under his unshaven face, but I knew they were there. His scruff looked handsome and me fingers itched to feel it. Me eyes lifted to his gaze.

“I would never intentionally hurt you,” he said quietly. His stare was locked on me mouth, and I wanted him to kiss me more than I’d ever wanted anything in me entire life.

Me chest fluttered as his intense gaze moved across my face. It went from me lips to me eyes and back to me mouth. Cord exhaled loudly as he dropped his hold and took a step back, running his fingers through his gorgeous chestnut hair.

Lord Jesus above, give me strength with this man. He’s a weakness I’m not sure I can afford to have in me life just now.

“Do you have the stuff to hang up the picture?”

I shook me head to clear it. His closeness had left me dizzy and his hands had left a burning sensation where they’d been touching me.

“Picture?” I asked, forgetting everything around me except for Cord.

Cord smiled and the dimples came out in full force. I swayed some. Help me, sweet Jesus, this lad is so good looking. Me pants were damp just from the small contact I’d had with him.

Me cheeks flushed with dirty thoughts, and I slapped me hands over me face, hoping to hide the blush that had crept up me neck to me cheeks.

“The picture you asked me up here to hang up. Are you sure you’re feeling okay, Maebh?”

I spun around and rushed into the kitchen where I grabbed the hammer and the picture hanger I had gotten out earlier.

“Um…I attempted to put it up, but I’m afraid me balance is not so great.”

He reached for the items and our fingers brushed. I swore I heard him hiss…like he’d gotten burned from a fire. At least that was how it felt for me.

Cord climbed up the ladder and motioned for me to hand him the frame.

“Tell me where you want it.”

“I’ve already marked it on the wall…see the pencil smudge?”

He looked back at the wall and studied it. “Oh yeah, I see it.”

After hammering in the picture hook, he handed me the hammer. “Trade you,” he said with a chuckle that made me stupid knees weak.

The knock on the door startled me. Who in the world would be here right now?

“That must be Jonathon about the restaurant,” I said.

When I opened the door and saw Jackson standing there, I smiled.

“What in the world are you doing here?” I asked, motioning for him to come in.

Jackson and I had gone out a few times, but we’d both decided we made better friends than anything else.

“Hey, Cord, fancy meeting you here.” Jackson reached out and shook Cord’s hand.

“Cord was helping me hang up a picture,” I said.

Jackson looked above the fireplace. “You found one you liked for that space?”

If I hadn’t known any better, I would have sworn I heard Cord growl from behind me.

“I did. Me da sent it from Ireland the day he got there. It used to hang in me Nana’s house.”

Jackson nodded. He wore a funny grin as he glanced at Cord. I turned to find Cord glaring at Jackson. They were having a silent pissing fight, and I had no idea why. Did they not like each other for some reason?

“You come here often, Jackson?” Cord asked, breaking the awkward silence that had filled the living room.

“Not often enough,” he said, giving me a wink, then looking back to Cord.

What does the eejit mean by that?

Cord moved past me to the door. “Now that your boyfriend’s here, he can help you with any other projects you have.”

“Me boyfriend?” I asked in a shocked voice. “Jackson’s not me boyfriend. We’re just friends.”

Cord’s gaze bounced between us before he smirked and shook his head. “I’ll see you around, Maebh.”

Me mouth fell open. Did he think I was lying? Why would I lie with Jackson standing right there?

I rushed to the door and followed him into the hall. “Thank you for your help.”

He looked over his shoulder and smiled. God, how I loved that smile. “Anytime.”

And then he was gone. He practically ran down the steps. Me shoulders sagged, and I slowly moved back into the apartment. Jackson was looking at the painting as he said, “You know he likes you, right?”

I stopped in my tracks. “What?”

Jackson laughed. “Oh my gosh, Maebh, tell me you noticed how pissed off he was that I was here, and even more pissed off that I’ve been here a number of times?”

I stared at him like he was insane. “You’re away with the fairies, Jackson.”

He drew his brows together. “That doesn’t sound good.”

“It means you’re crazy. Cord Parker doesn’t like me. This is the most he’s ever spoken to me, and he made fun of me accent.”

Jackson laughed. “He for sure likes you then.”

I waved him off with a flick of me wrist.

“Have you hit your head at work, Jackson?”

He placed his hands on my arms, gently squeezing them. “I’ve known Cord Parker for a long time, and I’ve never once seen him react like that about a woman. He’s a player…or was a player. I’m not sure if he still his, but the way he was looking at you just now screamed the bastard was jealous that I was in your house. I do believe you have caught the eye of Cord Parker.”

I frowned. “I think you’re reading into something. Cord doesn’t like me that way.”

Jackson shrugged his shoulder. “If you say so.”

“I do,” I replied, me hands landing on me hips.

“Listen, I stopped by to see if you needed any help before opening day. I’ve got plenty of muscle I can bring down here if you’ve got some heavy lifting.”

I chuckled. “Nah, Jonathon’s crew is taking care of everything.”

“Okay, well, I need to get going. I have a date later.”

He wiggled his brows.

“Really? Is she a nice girl?” I asked.

“She is, but I hope she isn’t too nice.”

When he winked at me, I pushed him playfully on the chest. “You’re bad, Jackson. Go on and get out of here, you bum!”

I walked him to the door and he kissed my cheek. “I’ll talk to you closer to opening day. Check in again just in case you need anything.”

With a nod, I replied, “Thank you.”

When the door closed, I leaned against it and let his words replay in my head. I thought back to earlier today when it looked like Cord wanted to kiss me. Had I dreamed it? Maybe I wanted him to kiss me so badly that I made it up in me head that he felt the same way.

I headed to me bedroom and picked out a sexy dress. I got the courage to text Amelia and ask her if she and Wade wanted to go to dinner…and maybe to Cord’s Place after. It didn’t take her long to reply that they would love to go.

After spending entirely too much time getting ready, I stared at meself in the full-length mirror. The green dress popped against my dark hair, making me eyes stand out a little more. Me mother used to tell me I was special because I had emerald green eyes. Not many people had truly green eyes, even in Ireland.

I bit me cheek to keep my tears at bay when I thought of me ma. I missed her and could use her advice right about now. For the first time in my life I was attracted to the bad boy in town. I chuckled, because whether Cord was good for me or not, I wanted to find out what made him a bad boy.

“Cord Parker is certainly not a boy, Maebh O’Sullivan,” I whispered to meself.

I gazed at me body. I didn’t think I had a sexy body, but I was certainly not bad looking. I was barely five feet four and had curves. Me ma used to tell me I had good birthing hips, just like she did. I got her brown hair, but I had me father’s eyes.

I’d pulled my brown locks up and let a few strands hang down around me face in curls. I didn’t wear much make-up, and I was lucky to inherit me ma’s darker skin tone, thanks to her Portuguese heritage. Growing up in Ireland, I stood out among the other girls with my year-round tanned skin up against the fair-skinned lassies who lived in our town.

After pulling in a deep breath, I slowly pushed it out. I had to know for sure if Jackson was right. I had to get Cord’s attention. If I didn’t, then I knew for sure I was barking up the wrong tree.
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The bar was packed, and I wasn’t going to complain. I fucking loved summer. It meant a lot of business and a lot of tourists…female tourists…female tourists looking for a good time, no strings attached.

Trevor wasn’t working for once. He sat with a group of young women who looked like they had all just turned twenty-one.

“Lori,” I shouted to the waitress working the table. “Did you card them all?”

She nodded. “I did, and they’re all twenty-one.”

“Keep an eye on how much they drink. Limit it, okay?”

“Will do, boss.”

Trevor was smiling at one of them, and I shook my head and chuckled. He pulled out his phone and read a text message. Standing, he tipped his cowboy hat to the women and made his way to the bar.

“I’m taking off, bro. You sure you don’t need me tonight?”

My brows pulled tight. It was a Friday night, during the summer, and he was leaving solo? This didn’t sound like Trevor.

“Who you going to meet?”

His mouth rose into a cocky smirk. “A friend.”

“Uh-huh. Who?”

He shrugged and winked at a few girls who were staring at us…openly eye fucking the hell out of us, I should say.

“Scarlett.”

“Are you fucking kidding me? What the hell are you doing, Trev?”

He looked back at me. “What do you mean?”

“Why are you leading her on?”

His head tossed back to laugh. “She sent me a text, bro. I didn’t text her.”

“Is she your fuck buddy now or something? You’re still going to her regardless of who initiated it?”

Trevor’s face grew angry. “Don’t talk about her like that.”

“Then don’t fucking treat her like that. What’s the matter with you? I’ve seen you go off with a number of girls since the benefit dinner, Trevor, and you’re still hooking up with Scarlett? Does she know you’re fucking around?”

He slammed his hands on the counter. “I don’t belong to anyone. So what me and my cock do is no one’s business. Especially not yours.”

I shook my head and gave him a disappointed look. “Had she not texted you, would you have fucked one of them?” I asked, motioning with my head to the table he’d just left.

“Probably,” he mumbled.

“Don’t fuck up, Trev. You know she’s mom’s best friend’s daughter and from the way she looks at you, she likes you…as more than a one-night screw.”

“Listen, Dad, I don’t need a lecture. Scarlett’s sick, and she needed some medicine and couldn’t get a hold of anyone else, so she texted me to see if I could pick something up for her. Her folks are out of town, so I told her I would get it. This ain’t a booty call so back off.”

My face softened. Trevor was actually going to do something without the reward of sex. Interesting.

“I’m sorry, Trev. What’s wrong with her?”

He shrugged. “Not sure. She said she was on a prescription, but needed something for her chest. I guess she has a cough and isn’t sleeping good.”

“You better get going before everything closes,” I said.

There was something in his eyes that looked like he wanted to tell me more. I knew my brother, and I knew he cared about Scarlett. There was no fucking way he’d be running out on a Friday night to play delivery boy—with no chance of sex—if he didn’t like her. A lot.

His gaze fell to the floor and then back to me. His mouth opened, but he stopped himself. “I’m sure I’ll be back later.”

I nodded. “Okay, see you later. Tell Scarlett I said hello, and I hope she feels better.”

The corners of his mouth rose. “I will. Later.”

Trevor quickly walked through the crowd and out the door. Something was going on, and I wanted to dig deeper into it, but a pretty little redhead stepped up to the bar.

“Can I get something sweet?” she called out over the music.

“Sweet?” I asked.

She nodded.

“You mean like sangria or a daiquiri?”

“I guess. I don’t know. This is my first ever drink, and they told me to order something sweet.”

I grinned. “What’s your favorite color?”

Now it was her turn to grin. “Blue.”

“I’ll make you a Blue Hawaiian. You’ll like it.” I looked over at the table where Trevor had been sitting and motioned with my chin. “Are you with all of them?”

She glanced over her shoulder and then back at me. Rolling her eyes, she huffed. “Yes. And they wouldn’t let me order with the waitress. They said I had to come up and order with you. They all think you’re cute and said I wouldn’t have the nerve to talk to you.”

I gave her a wink. “But you did.”

She let out an exasperated sigh. “I had to! They wouldn’t leave me alone. They think because we all turned twenty-one we have to come to a bar and get toasted. I don’t want to get toasted, but they insisted I have one drink, at least. I don’t want to hook-up with some random guy, so they said I had to at least kiss one guy. I sure don’t want a shit kicker kissing me!”

I laughed. “A shit kicker? Where are shit kickers?”

She pointed over to a group of guys who were staring back at her friends. They were all local.

“You called it. Those are all shit kickers.”

Her face beamed. “I’m good at reading people.”

“I see that. Let me get your drink going.”

After making her drink, I slid it to her.

“Oh! It’s pretty. What does it taste like?”

I shrugged. “Sort of like a piña colada.”

She slid me a twenty and told me to keep the change. I put the whole twenty into the tip jar shared between the waitresses and bartenders like I always did.

Her brows lifted. “Shit, that’s good.”

“So, you ordered your first fruity girly drink. Now you need the kiss.”

The way her shoulders sagged told me she really didn’t want to tackle that one.

“I guess I might as well make my way over to one of those guys and ask.”

“Or…” I jumped over the bar and stood in front of her. “You let me kiss you.”

Her eyes widened, and she took a step away from me.

“Y-you? You’re so hot. Hotter even than your brother. I’m not…I don’t know. The shit kickers seem like a more appropriate choice.”

I shook my head. “You’re a beautiful young lady, so stop putting yourself down. And for the love of God, stop letting your friends tell you what to do. Be yourself and don’t be pressured to do anything you don’t want to do. Do you want me to kiss you?”

She nodded and I took a step closer. I cupped her face and leaned down. I brushed my lips over hers, causing her to shake a little. Then I kissed her softly. She kept her mouth closed, so I didn’t press her for more.

“Do that again,” she whispered. “The shock faded, and now I really want a proper kiss.”

I laughed and deepened the second kiss. Her free hand came up and landed on my chest and she groaned into my mouth.

Time to stop.

Stepping back, I smiled and she swayed a little.

“Holy crap. Best kiss of my life. You must have kissed a lot of women to get that damn good.”

I winked. “You could say that, darlin’. Glad to hear you liked it.”

Turning on her heels, she rushed back to the table where all her friends were laughing and whistling. I turned to see Amelia, Wade, and…fuck my life…Maebh. They stood at the opposite end of the bar, looking at me. At first, I couldn’t pull my eyes off of Maebh. She looked beautiful, and my cock agreed. But she was also acting like she’d seen a ghost. When I flicked my eyes over to Amelia, she looked like she wanted to kick me in the balls. Wade shook his head and looked down at the floor. What was wrong with this sad group?

The music started up so I shouted, “Hey, y’all. What’s going on? Want something to drink?”

Amelia huffed, and Maebh’s eyes turned sad, like they had earlier when she thought I was making fun of her.

Talking over the music, Maebh said, “Amelia, I think I’m going to head on home.”

My heart dropped; I didn’t want Maebh to leave.

Before I had a chance to say anything, my sister whispered to Maebh. Maebh shook her head and seemed to be telling Amelia that it was a mistake to come here.

“Did y’all go out to eat or something?” I asked, moving closer to them. Wade nodded.

“Yeah, we had dinner and drinks and decided to come here.”

I nodded and looked behind Maebh, making both her and Amelia glance over their shoulders.

“Looking for another slut to kiss?” Amelia hissed. I jerked back like I’d been slapped in the face.

“What?” My sisters had never had a problem with my flirting habits before, so why was my baby sister giving me a hard time?

She rolled her eyes. “Come on, Maebh. Let’s go find a seat.”

When the two of them walked off, I asked Wade, “What in the hell is wrong with Meli?”

He lifted his hands and laughed. “Dude, you’re going to have to take it up with your sister.”

“Is Jackson with y’all?”

His brows pulled together tight. “No, why would he be?”

“I figured y’all went on a double date.”

Wade shook his head. “They’re not dating. Maebh mentioned something about him going out on a date tonight with a different girl. I think they’re just friends.”

I couldn’t hide my smile. “Is that so?”

Slapping me on the back, Wade said, “Yeah, dude, but as much as I love standing here talking to you, I want to dance with my wife. She’s been feeling out of sorts lately. I think it’s this book she’s writing.”

“Thanks, bud. Yeah, go dance with her. I’ll bring y’all some drinks.”

“Amelia’s only drinking water,” Wade said before he headed toward a small round table the girls had managed to snag.

I grabbed both Wade and Maebh a beer, as well as a bottle of water for my sister, and headed over to their table. I stopped and asked a few people if they were having a good time and smiled when they all said yes.

It made my fucking heart soar to be here. I’d dreamed of making this bar a success and worked my ass off. To see people enjoying themselves meant the world to me.

By the time I got to the table, though, some dickhead was trying to get Maebh to dance with him.

“I’m up next on her dance card, dude. You might want to move along,” I said, loud enough that Maebh heard me while I handed her the beer. She politely smiled and thanked me.

The prick shot me a dirty look and walked off.

“Thank you. He wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

I held out my hand. “I wasn’t only trying to get him to leave you alone. Will you dance with me?”

Her eyes lit up, and my damn knees knocked together. Fucking hell. What did this woman do to me?

Then she shrugged and took a drink of her beer. “I think I’ll sit and enjoy me beer. Thanks, though.”

My eyes widened, and I let out a laugh. “You don’t want to dance with me?”

Her gaze shot over to the table where the young girls sat. “I’m sure…happy to dance with you. May want…her first.”

Her accent was so fucking thick, and I couldn’t hear over the music and got every other word.

“What did you say?” I asked, leaning in closer.

“The girl you were kissing…I’m sure she’ll dance with you.”

My eyes darted from Maebh to the table. None of them were even looking this way.

“It wasn’t what it looked like, Maebh.”

She shrugged. “I’m not your girlfriend. You don’t owe me an explanation.”

The waitress came up to the table. “Can I get y’all something?”

I was about to tell her Maebh’s, Amelia, and Wade’s drinks were on the house when Maebh pushed her beer away. “What minerals do you have?”

“Minerals?” we both asked.

“Uh, Maebh, you do realize where you are, right? We don’t sell vitamins, it’s a bar.”

Her face turned red, and I knew in an instant I had embarrassed her.

She wrung her hands in her lap. “I meant soft drinks. Do you have a Diet Coke?”

“Yep! I’ll bring you one.”

Maebh nodded, and stared at the table.

I reached my hand out again. “Dance with me. Now.”

Her head shot up and anger rushed over her face. It was about fucking time I saw something other than a polite smile on her pretty face.

“Excuse me?” she asked, her mouth gaping open.

“Get up, and get into my fucking arms, Maebh. Now.”

She stood, and put her hands on her hips.

“No one tells me what to do. Especially you, stupid fecker.”

“You just called me a stupid fecker. What the fuck is that?”

She shrugged. “I don’t like taking the piss.”

My eyes widened in shock. “Christ almighty, what are you even saying?”

“I’m saying I don’t like being made fun of.”

“I wasn’t making fun of you!” I yelled back, over the music. My heart was pounding harder than the bass.

“I’m not an eejit!”

My brows pulled in tight. “Huh?”

“An eejit!”

My head was spinning and I rubbed my hands over my face. “What does that even mean, Maebh?”

She sighed. “Never mind. Me head is pounding.”

“Yours? My head is throbbing,” I mumbled. “All I wanted was a fucking dance.”

Her eye filled with sadness. “What have I ever done to you? Why don’t you like me, Cord?”

The wind was nearly knocked out of my lungs, and I took a few steps back. My stomach felt like a ten-pound weight was sitting in it.

“I need to, uh, get back to my bar.”

I rushed from Maebh as fast as I could. Why did those six words nearly knock me on my ass?

She thought I didn’t like her? Why the hell did she think that? I had just asked her to dance with me, for fuck’s sake.

By the time I made it to my office, I was sure I was having a damn panic attack. I pulled out my phone and called Steed.

“Hey, what’s going on?”

“Can’t. Breathe. Panic. Attack.”

He laughed. The fucker actually laughed.

“Seriously? You’re having a panic attack. And you called my ass? Why?”

I dragged in a deep breath and heard Paxton saying something. Then her calm voice came on the line.

“Cord?”

“My chest hurts. I think…I’m dying. Heart attack.”

I could practically hear Paxton rolling her eyes. “You’re not dying. Take a deep breath through your nose and slowly let it out. Sit down if you’re not already seated.”

Walking over to the love seat in my office, I did what she said.

“Clear your mind of everything.”

I shook my head. “I can’t.”

“Yes. You can. Do it.”

My eyes were squeezed shut, and I tried to do what she said.

“I told you, you need to take a yoga classes with me. It calms you down.”

Her voice wasn’t harsh, more soft and caring. I kicked off my boots and crossed my legs the best I could on the sofa and tried to calm my racing heart. I was pretty sure they sat like this in those damn yoga classes.

“She’s going to kill me, Paxton.”

“Who?”

“The Irish vixen who is trying to steal my customers.”

Paxton giggled. “Ahhh, so that’s the reason for the panic attack. Maebh is as harmless as they come.”

“She’s not. She’s trying to confuse me with her Irish words, and she talks so goddamn fast I can’t understand anything she’s saying.”

“Did something happen with Maebh that started this panic attack?”

I huffed.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

After a few seconds my breathing was back under control.

“It felt like someone was sitting on my damn chest.”

“You need some time off, Cord. Time to relax and not think about work.”

Dropping back against the cushions, I laughed. “Right. A new bar is opening in a week right down from me and you want me to take a vacation. Are you in on it with her, Paxton?”

“In on it?” she asked.

“Trying to take me down?”

She laughed. “Cord, listen to yourself. It’s a totally different clientele at Aisling. It’s more of a restaurant with a fancy bar upstairs.”

“Whatever. It’s still a bar.”

Paxton sighed. “Your mom just had a great idea.”

I jerked upright. “Mom’s there?”

“Yep. She said you should go to the cabin up on LBJ Lake.”

That sounded like heaven. I could do some fishing and get away for a bit.

“Are they not renting it out?”

Paxton covered the phone, and I heard muffled voices before she got back on.

“She said she’ll look at the calendar and let you know what is open.”

I stood, and a brown-haired beauty wearing a green dress caught my attention on the security screens.

“Cord? You still there?”

Walking closer to the TV screen, I watched as Maebh danced with one of the guys who had been standing in the shit kicker group.

“Cord? Are you…growling?”

“Everything’s fine. Tell Mom to make it sooner rather than later.”

“Oh, okay. I’ll pass it along. Are you feeling better?”

My panic attack quickly morphed into full-on rage.

“I’m feeling something. Not sure it’s better though. I gotta let you go, Pax. Got a situation to deal with on the dance floor that requires immediate attention.”
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The young lad dancing with me was sweet, but touchy.

“Where you from, baby?”

“Baby?”

He wiggled his brows and pulled me closer. His body pressed against mine, and I wanted to gag.

“I think I’m ready to sit down. Thank you for the dance.” Me hands went to his chest and I pushed him back with all me might. He didn’t budge.

“Let me go,” I said, anger building up inside of me.

“Come on, baby. Let’s find a dark corner and I’ll show you how good you can feel.”

Me eyes widened, and I felt sick to me stomach.

“Get your fecking hands off of me now, you arse!” I shouted.

He laughed, but didn’t let go.

I pushed him away with all me might and when he backed up, I kneed him in the bollocks. He doubled over and shouted a string of curses in me direction.

“Maebh!” Wade shouted, running over and looking between me and the guy on the floor.

“What happened?” Cord asked, appearing out of nowhere.

“He wouldn’t let me go, so I kicked him in the bollocks.”

Wade and Cord smiled as the bouncers grabbed the lad who was now moaning in pain. They practically threw him out the door.

“Are you okay?” Amelia asked.

I nodded. “It’s not the first time I’ve had to teach a man for pawing me up.”

My eyes darted over to Cord, and he looked pissed.

“In here?” he asked.

I shook me head. “Nah, back in Ireland. The lad’s like to drink, especially during a lock-in. They get a little touchy feely.”

“A lock-in?” Amelia asked.

All of a sudden I was wrecked and wanted to go home.

“I’ll explain some other time. I’m knackered. Think I’m going to head on home.”

“Wade and I will walk you back to your place.”

Cord stepped between meself and Amelia. “No, it’s okay, Meli. I can walk her down to her place. Y’all stay if you want.”

Wade and Amelia smiled at each other, and you could see how much they were in love. I was happy for me new friend, but in some way, I also felt sad. Jealous of what they had.

“Are you sure?” Wade asked, taking Amelia’s hand. “We’re probably going to head on home.”

“I’m sure,” Cord announced.

“I don’t mean to be a bother,” I said. “It’s just down the block.”

Cord placed his hand on me back. “It’s not a bother. Do you have a purse?”

Shaking me head, I replied, “No.”

When his hand moved from me lower back to me hand, I nearly stumbled over me own damn feet. Butterflies had a fly off in the middle of me stomach.

Cord was holding me hand. Granted, his fingers weren’t laced with mine, but it still felt good.

Of course, he was dragging me behind him, and I had a hard time keeping up, but he was still touching me. And he wanted to walk me home. That had to be a good sign.

“Christ, Cord!” I shouted over the music. “You’re gonna pull me arm out if you keep tugging so!”

Once we cleared the crowd and got closer to the door, Cord whispered in one of the bouncer’s ears. The guy nodded and looked at his watch.

I wonder what Cord had said. When I walked past him, he grinned, like he knew something I didn’t.

The moment we stepped outside, I took a deep breath. The fresh air felt amazing, and I wanted to take a few moments to enjoy it. But his hand was back on me lower back, guiding us to the sidewalk that lead to the Aisling.

“What did you say to the bouncer?” I asked.

“That I’d be back in five minutes.”

My heart sank. I was hoping he would want to walk me all the way to me place…and maybe stay for a few minutes, but that wasn’t the case.

I don’t know why that left me chest pained, but it did.

“You really gave it to that guy,” Cord said, letting out a chuckle.

I shook my head. “Fecking shyster.”

He laughed again, this time harder and louder.

“I’m going to have to carry a recorder with me so I can look up these words and phrases you’re always using.”

We rounded the corner, into the small breezeway that led to the stairs to me apartment.

I frowned and looked down at me hands.

Cord placed his finger on my chin and lifted me eyes to meet his.

“Hey, I already told you, I love your accent. I don’t understand you most of the time, but I think it’s sexy as hell.”

I swallowed hard.

“You think me accent is sexy?”

He nodded. I wasn’t sure where my bravery was coming from, but the next words out of me mouth stunned me more than they did Cord.

“What about me…do you think I’m sexy, too?”

His mouth parted and his eyes swept quickly over me body. I felt the heat hit my cheeks and cursed internally for being so forward. That wasn’t really me at all.

“I’m sorry. That was not like me. You bring out the worst in me, Cord Parker.” I moved to unlock my door and Cord put his hands on me arms.

The next thing I knew, Cord had me against the door, his body pressed into mine.

He opened his mouth to say something, but nothing came out. Me chest heaved as I fought to find breath. I loved feeling him against me. It was a scene from me dreams, and I didn’t want to wake up and have it end, so I kept me mouth shut and stared into his eyes.

Cord pressed his hips into me, and I gasped as I felt his hard length pressing into me stomach.

Holy shite. He felt huge.

“Do you feel that?” he whispered, moving his mouth to within inches of mine.

I nodded. If I tried to speak, nothing would come out.

“That’s how fucking sexy I think you are.”

Swallowing hard, I searched his face. Did he do this with other women in the bar? Press himself against them and declare they were sexy? The question nagged, especially after seeing him kiss that girl when we walked in.
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