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      This could not be fucking happening. Wyatt Foley took a deep breath to keep his frustration in check as his accountant ticked off all the reasons she was threatening to leave him in the lurch. It was just one more problem he didn’t need.

      Given the amount of trouble he was in—between thugs blackmailing him for money, and Fiona ready to quit—one would think that he’d manage to focus on her words. Yet he’d be damned if he could keep his thoughts from straying to all the dirty, naughty things he wanted to do to that fine body of hers. He’d been fighting the urge to bend her over his desk for months now, and it was a battle he was rapidly losing control of.

      Forcing himself to concentrate on her complaints, Wyatt did what he could to try to get her to stay, knowing she was a damn good accountant and there was no way his days would be the same if she wasn’t around. “I truly appreciate all you’ve done for me and the club, and I understand that you’ve been assigned tasks that don’t exactly fit your job description, but…I’m trying my best to find some new hires. And I swear, I’ll do all I can to make it up to you—including an increase in your salary. I know the last month’s been hell, but I need you, Fiona… Don’t give up on me just yet.”

      The lilt of her Irish brogue had his cock going hard, as did the fire in her eyes. From the moment he’d met her, there was something about Fiona that had left him unable to think of anyone but her. “I appreciate the raise, but when you hired me, you said you were running a trendy nightclub—not some BDSM sex club for the kinky and depraved. And though I’m doing all I can to deal with that, despite the fact that me ma must be rolling in her grave, I was hired as an accountant. That means I deal with numbers—not with alpha Doms who have their leather knickers in a twist because we’re out of their favorite lube. And it sure as shite doesn’t mean that I know anything about which arse plugs or leather whips I should be ordering.”

      Wyatt’s lips twitched as he fought back the need to smile at her descriptions, knowing she was already pissed off at him, and being amused by her choice of words wouldn’t score him any brownie points. And yet, she was the perfect distraction from all his problems. “You have my word things will get better. And I’m happy to place all the orders, and speak to the Doms. I’ll even make it up to you by taking you out to dinner.”

      Her eyebrows perked up under the tangle of golden red hair as she glared at him. “Do I look daft, Mr. Foley?”

      “No, Ms. Carey—you certainly do not. That said, it’s just dinner—and as your boss, I’m going to insist, since it’s getting late, I’m hungry, and you clearly still have a lot you’d like to discuss.” Not that he wouldn’t be happy to get her naked and on her knees—or even better, draped over his lap with her ass in the air, ready for a spanking. That might give her more of an appreciation for the sort of fun his club had to offer.

      With his club, Scandal, located in the heart of Dublin, there were several great restaurants nearby, and since the club was only open on the weekends, except for special events, they didn’t have to worry about rushing back for the evening. With her at his side, he forced himself to slow his pace, knowing that with him at six foot four and her at five foot three, she’d have to practically run to keep up to him.

      A wary tension stiffened Wyatt’s muscles as he kept a keen eye on his surroundings, especially since he had Fiona with him. Murphy and his merry band of delinquents had the nasty habit of randomly showing up to harass him and threaten everything he’d worked far too hard for, and the last thing he wanted was for Fiona to get caught up in this mess.

      It was just over a year ago that Wyatt moved to Dublin, Ireland to build his club from the ground up—and it’d been a huge success so far. But in typical criminal fashion, as soon as Murphy caught wind of a profit to be made, he’d decided he wanted a cut—or rather, he and his gang wanted Wyatt to pay them to “keep the peace.”

      In other words, if Wyatt didn’t pay, they’d break things—and they wouldn’t stop with just him or his club, but would also go after his employees, and even his customers. He might be able to hire protection for the club, but it’d be impossible to keep everyone safe. Not to mention, if word got out that his club wasn’t safe, it’d ruin everything he’d worked so hard to achieve. And yet the very thought of giving in to those fuckers sent a burning rage coursing through him.

      Wyatt already suspected that his business manager and his assistant had quit because Murphy had harassed them, though they’d refused to say anything about it. Just phoned to say they were quitting—not even a two weeks’ notice so he could find their replacements. He’d picked up most of the slack, but clearly, Fiona was getting stuck with the overflow, especially when he was off with clients and vendors or in a meeting.

      “Will this do?” Wyatt tilted his head toward one of the nicer restaurants in the area.

      “It will, if you like overpriced, pretentious food.” Fiona’s lips quirked into a bit of a smile, which was a rare treat these days—and what he wouldn’t do to see her smiling at him again. “Follow me, Mr. Foley.”

      With an ass like hers, he’d follow her anywhere. “Happily, Ms. Carey.”

      They ended up in a small restaurant that not only served some fantastic food, but also pulled a great pint. He ended up ordering a hearty pork pie with hand-cut fries, while she grabbed herself a burger—which he was happy to see she devoured. He hated that so many women starved themselves, especially when on dates. Not that this was a date. She’d no doubt murder him if she had any idea as to the sorts of thoughts that crossed his mind when in her company.

      Somehow, he’d managed to keep things purely professional over the last four months, but the woman was gorgeous and beyond sexy—and not in the typical way, which he got to see far too much of at the club. With Fiona, it was more of a smoldering sexiness that was inherent in who she was, rather than what she’d dressed herself up in—and she was weakening his defenses.

      She might be just a little straightlaced and uptight, but he was sure, given half a chance, that he could fuck that out of her—and what fun that would be, especially when he’d spent months with the thought rattling around his head. And yet, beyond the physical, there was so much more between them. Or at least there could be, if they ever gave it half a chance.

      “Mr. Foley. I’d appreciate an answer.” She pursed her full lips in annoyance, as he refocused his attention on her and the present, rather than all the things he’d like to do to her once he got her naked. He was sure her ass would look magnificent with his handprint red against her porcelain skin.

      “Yet again, I’m going to ask you to call me Wyatt. You’ve been working for me for over four months, now. I’m sure we can manage being on a first-name basis. Besides, Mr. Foley reminds me of my father—who I’m nothing like.” She always insisted on keeping things so formal between them. Regarding her question, he took a stab in the dark. “As for your concerns, you have my word—things will get better. I’ve got several candidates lined up, and I’m sure one of them will be decent. I just need you to be a little more patient with me. And I swear, I will do all I can to make this worth your while. I like you, Fiona—and I think we work well together.”

      “Work being the key word…Wyatt.” Her blue eyes narrowed at him as she popped a fry into her mouth. “I’ve seen the way you look at me, and I know your sort. So if you think you’ll be able to charm me into climbing into your bed, then you can guess again.”

      He couldn’t help the smug grin that sprung to his lips, nor the words that popped out of his mouth. “Who said anything about a bed, love?”

      She sat back in her seat, giving him a stern look. “Does that really work on all those other women?”

      “Those other women don’t matter, Fiona. I only care as to whether or not it’s working on you.” Wyatt found that there was probably more truth in that statement than he cared to admit.

      “Well, it’s not. I’ve no interest in dating my boss, nor in being one in a long line of women, thank you very much.” She looked away with a shake of her head, her brow furrowed in annoyance.

      “And what if I wasn’t your boss? Would you date me then?” Wyatt couldn’t help but be curious. Because she might be pushing him away and telling him she wasn’t interested, but he swore there was an attraction between them that couldn’t be ignored, and it sure as hell wasn’t one-sided, even if she was denying everything.

      She cocked her head and pinned him with a steely stare that may scare off some men, though it only served to turn Wyatt on and make him more determined to have her. “I dated enough men like you when I was too young to know any better—and I’ll be damned if I’ll make that sort of mistake now. So if you really must have an answer, the answer is no. I wouldn’t date you even if you weren’t my boss. I don’t need that sort of headache, thank you very much.”

      “Okay…so if dating is off the table, what about fucking?”
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      “Go fuck yourself, Mr. Foley.” Fiona swore she’d never met a man more infuriating than Wyatt Foley. Yet it wasn’t just the fact that he was flirting shamelessly with her. It was the fact that for months now, he made her want to throw out all her good judgment and everything she’d worked so hard for, and take him up on his offer.

      The man was downright gorgeous. Really tall—and she’d always had a thing for tall men—with broad, muscular shoulders. His dark hair was cropped incredibly short—the kind of short that made you want to run your fingers over it—while stubble covered his strong jaw. And then there were his hazel eyes that seemed to sparkle with humor and intelligence.

      It was all the more reason why she had to keep her distance, even if every part of her wanted to give in to his charms and experience all the pleasures he had to offer. “I could have you up on sexual harassment charges, you know.”

      Wyatt put his hands up with a shake of his head. “I know. And I swear I’m not normally like this, Fiona. It’s just that, I trust you know me well enough to know your job is safe no matter what. It’s clear you have no trouble telling me to fuck off, since you just did, so it’s not as though you’d have a problem turning me down. I suppose I’m just putting it out there on the off chance you’d be interested in…letting loose a little, and having a bit of fun. Because I sure as shit could do with a bit of fun right about now.”

      “Let loose? Are you trying to tell me that I’m uptight, Wyatt?” She may be rather serious, especially when it came to her job, but that didn’t mean that she didn’t know how to have fun.

      “No… What I’m trying to say is that I need to blow off some steam, and think it could be mutually beneficial—and fun, for that matter.” The intensity of Wyatt’s gaze made it difficult to hold without blushing.

      With that glint in his eyes, she swore he was thinking of all the things he wanted to do to her, and she had no doubt that every one of those things would feel downright amazing. Which was exactly why she had to stand her ground and focus on work. “What’s wrong then? Is it the club?”

      She had to admit, the poor man certainly seemed a hell of a lot more stressed out now compared to when he’d hired her four months ago. Some of that might have to do with the launch of the club, since they’d only opened their doors six weeks ago. Getting everything just right was a huge accomplishment—but they’d pulled it off with flying colors, and had gotten rave reviews in all the Irish entertainment blogs.

      His eyes clouded over, deep in thought. But then it was as if he pushed it all aside. “What’s wrong is that we’ve been flirting for months, and frankly, I want more.”

      “Yet one more thing that’s not in my job description, Mr. Foley.”

      [image: ]

      “Let me see you home, Fiona. It’s late, and I don’t want anything happening to you.” Wyatt knotted his fingers with hers, making her want to curse him.

      His touch was electric, reminding her that it’d been an eternity since she had any sort of physical connection to another person. “I’ve lived here all my life. No one’s going to bother me, and I can take care of myself.”

      “Well, I’m not taking that chance. I’d never forgive myself if something happened to you.” When the streetlights caught the hard angles of his face, she was surprised to see genuine worry there.

      “Honestly…I’ll be fine, Wyatt.” His concern was starting to unnerve her, especially when he’d yet to tell her what the hell was bothering him as of late. “What has you looking so worried? Is there something going on that I should know about?”

      “Nothing at all, since I’m not worried—I’m sensible. And as far as I’m concerned, you have two options—you can either let me take you home, or you can come with me back to my place. But you’re not heading home on your own, even if you don’t live that far away.” He brought her hand to his lips and kissed it. “What’s it going to be, kitten?”

      “First of all, I’m more hellcat than kitten.” She yanked her hand free, knowing the effect his mere touch was having on her. And she couldn’t let him charm her. Guys like Wyatt were nothing but trouble. “Second, I’m going home—and I suggest you do the same. Good night, Mr. Foley.”

      Spinning on her heels, she turned to go, when he grabbed her hand and pulled her back around to him, landing her firmly in his strong arms, his hold on her tightening as a sultry smile teased its way onto his lips.

      Curse him. He felt so good. His hard muscles felt solid under the palm of her hand as he trapped her firmly against his body—and fucking hell, was that his cock?

      Still caught in his grasp with his arm tight around her waist, he let his other hand drift up to her face, tilting her chin so she’d be forced to meet his gaze. “That wasn’t one of the options you were afforded, Ms. Carey.”

      “And yet, it’s the option I’m taking. Imagine that, Mr. Foley.” He might be smart, gorgeous, and beyond sexy, but she wasn’t going to let him finagle his way into her knickers—even if a very vocal part of her thoughts kept insisting that she could do with getting laid, and Wyatt would certainly show her a good time. Of that she had no doubt.

      “Come home with me, Fiona…” He bent his head to hers, so he was all but a breath away, making her want to lean in and kiss him.

      Doing her best, she tried to focus on something other than how good his body felt pressed against hers—as good as she’d imagined it would, since he’d been haunting her thoughts since the moment she first laid eyes on him.

      She needed to stay strong, and he was making it damn hard, curse him. “I know it must be a rare thing for a woman to turn you down, but I have no interest in sleeping with you, Wyatt.”

      “And that’s a bald-faced lie, kitten.” Amazingly enough, he loosened his hold on her—only to find that his absence filled her with the bitter pang of disappointment, when she should be feeling relieved. “That said, I can’t afford to have you quit on me, so I’ll do my best to behave myself. However, I’m still going to see you home safely since I’d never forgive myself if something happened to you.”

      “I suppose I can live with that, seeing as we’re both stubborn, and at the rate we’re going, we’ll still be standing here discussing the matter as the sun rises.” As Fiona led the way back toward the club, Wyatt settled in at her side, clearly slowing his gait to an amble so that she wouldn’t have to run. “You know…I don’t normally walk into work, though it’s really not that far. It’s just that the weather can often take a turn, so I usually take the bus or Luas in to work.”

      “Which is why I’m going to drive you home. I can’t believe you were going to take the commuter rail home this late at night, all on your own. You need to be more careful.” When they got to his vehicle, he held the door open for her and gave her a hand up into his Range Rover, before hopping into the driver’s seat. “Just lead the way.”

      She did just that, giving him turn-by-turn directions, though as they got closer to her place, she could only imagine what he must think of the neighborhood she grew up in. Although she didn’t know Wyatt’s exact address, she had a general idea of which part of Dublin he lived in, and it was incredibly posh and trendy. Nothing like the tired, crowded homes that lined the narrow streets of her neighborhood—nor did he have fecking delinquents lingering on the street corners and harassing people in the parks. “Just up ahead on the left—number one thirty-two. I appreciate the ride.”

      He pulled up in front of her childhood home, where she still lived with her father. She wouldn’t mind getting a place of her own, but her da was on his own since her ma passed after her brother, James, ended up dead, stabbed in an alley just a block away from their home. Though her brother had been sweet and kind, and mostly kept himself out of trouble, his friends were always trying to drag him into their schemes—and one of their schemes resulted in his murder.

      Wyatt parked and came around to open her door, acting like a gentleman, even though he had a filthy mouth on him, and no doubt an even filthier mind. She took his offered hand and climbed down, somehow landing herself in his arms. “Don’t suppose you’d like to invite me in for a drink? I could do with a whiskey.”

      “So that you can hang out with me da? I’m sure you’d both love that.” She couldn’t help the amused smile that sprung to her lips when she saw his surprised face. “Oh, no…were you expecting some alone time?”

      “You can’t blame a guy for trying.” Still in his arms, he gripped her waist in his strong hands and pulled her close, making her gasp as her heart hammered inside her chest. He didn’t kiss her, but rather nuzzled her, so his lips were but a breath away, making her breath catch in anticipation. And it killed her that all his flirting now had her desperately wanting him to kiss her. “I suppose I should walk you to the door then—unless, of course, you’d rather head back to my place. It’s not too late to change your mind.”

      He’d yet to pull away, so that his words drifted over her skin, making her want to lean into him. “You have a one-track mind—so let me repeat myself again. I am not going to sleep with you. Not now. Not ever.”

      With a laugh, he shook his head while tsk-tsking her. “There you go with your lies again. One of these days, it’s going to earn you a spanking over my knee.”

      “I’d like to see you try it, boyo.” And yet, the mere thought of it had her wondering what it would be like to be on the receiving end of Wyatt’s attentions if she finally gave in to the attraction between them and played his game.

      Even though she’d dated a handful of guys over the years, she’d only ever been with one man, and that was when she was younger and far too naïve and innocent to really know what she was getting herself into. Niall had been a friend of her brother’s and had that bad boy thing going for him. Luckily, it didn’t take her too long to come to her senses, realizing that she wanted more from life, and he’d offer her nothing but trouble and heartache.

      “I suppose we’ll have to revisit that topic at another time.” Wyatt stepped to the side, and escorted her past her gate and to her door. He leaned in and kissed her cheek, a surprisingly sweet gesture, which caught her off guard, especially after all his shameless flirting. “Sweet dreams to you, kitten, and I’ll see you in the morning.”
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      Wyatt didn’t know what the fuck he was thinking. If he didn’t stop pushing Fiona’s buttons, he had no doubt she’d end up quitting on him. But after four months of behaving himself, he couldn’t hold back any longer, and the fact that she seemed to enjoy herself to an extent only spurred him on.

      He could tell she’d been hoping he’d kiss her, when he saw her to her door last night—which was exactly why he didn’t. He wanted Fiona, desperately, but given her reluctance, he knew it’d be more of a dance—two steps forward, one step back, a dizzying turn, and then a leap.

      Things at the club had been crazy for all of them, but his college friend, Greyson, was on his way, and had agreed to help give him a hand as Wyatt’s assistant manager. But there was more. Greyson’s background made him uniquely suited to helping Wyatt with his current troubles.

      Wyatt’s brother, Keane, had offered to help, but he’d had some recent troubles of his own, and Wyatt didn’t want to pile any more on his plate. It was more important that Keane head back home to Massachusetts, and take care of his fiancée after recently going through a harrowing ordeal at the hands of her stalker.

      A knock at his office door pulled him from his thoughts, a smile springing to his lips as he saw Fiona standing there in the open doorway. “Come on in—and if you could, please close the door behind you.”

      Her eyes narrowed just a bit, as if suspecting he was up to no good, but she did as he asked. “I just wanted to drop off this week’s reports, though I also have some questions about a sizable withdrawal made from one of the accounts.”

      She came around his desk, and plopped the papers down, pointing at a series of numbers with a well-manicured finger. It didn’t take more than a glance to know that she’d found the withdrawal he’d made to pay off Murphy.

      He’d fucking hated doing it, but Murphy and his men had caught him off guard, and Wyatt had to do whatever it’d take to keep his employees and customers safe. It was just to buy him some time, until he could figure out what to do next. It’d been enough to keep Murphy and his friends away, and maybe that’d be the end of it, though Wyatt suspected he’d soon be back for more. This time, however, Wyatt would be ready for them.

      “I made the withdrawal. Something…came up, so I figured it’d be the easiest way to take care of the matter.” The scolding pout on her face had him going hard, and it made it impossible for him to resist her, especially when she smelled so fucking good, and looked even better.

      She had on a plaid flared skirt that was just short enough to make him think dirty thoughts, and had paired it with a cream V-neck sweater that looked so soft, it was hard not to reach out and run his hands over her body. Paired with a killer pair of soft knee-high leather boots, it’d be a miracle if he didn’t attempt to bend her over his desk.

      “I get that this is your company, but if I have any hope of keeping your accounts straight and your money accounted for, then you need to tell me about this sort of thing.” When she crossed her arms in front of her chest, it did amazing things to her cleavage. “Oi! Eyes up here, cowboy.”

      He bit his bottom lip, his self-control waning as he shifted toward her. Before he’d even thought it through, he grabbed her waist and slowly pulled her to him, his knee slipping between her legs so that she landed on his thigh, straddling it. “Sweetness…”

      Her eyebrows perked up in dismay. “What are you doing?”

      “Who? Me? Nothing at all.” Yet that didn’t mean he was ready to let her go, especially when he could feel the heat of her pussy on his thigh, and she was showing a generous expanse of gorgeous leg as her skirt rode up. Tightening his grip on her hips, he pulled her toward him, just enough to have her hips ride forward over the hard muscles of his leg—and there was the response he was looking for.

      Fiona’s breath caught as her eyes slipped shut. He let her hips rock back, before pulling them forward once more, and yet again, knowing that the motion was applying just enough pressure and friction to her clit as it rubbed against his thigh. She’d yet to speak another word of protest, and instead, her hips were now rocking of their own volition, his hands doing no more than resting on her hips.

      With his head bent to hers, their warm breath mingled, and though he’d like nothing more than to kiss her, he dare not break the trance. Her hands found their way to his chest, fisting the fabric of his shirt as her pace started to increase, her body rocking closer and closer to his, until her gorgeous breasts were pressed against his chest and her cheek was nestled against his.

      Knowing she was close, he slipped his arm around her waist and rocked his thigh into her, her body meeting his as the pressure increased, faster, harder, until she was falling over that edge, crying out as she came. Her body quivered as each wave of pleasure flowed through her, before finally slowing to a stop, her body still tense in his arms with nothing left but the sound of her heavy breathing and the wet warmth of her pussy against his thigh.

      They stayed like that for several heartbeats, neither
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