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PROLOGUE


Renner

Five Years Ago

This is my last night in Dublin and while I’ve had the best time hanging out with my cousin, Cady and her best friend, Teagan, I’m ready to head home. I miss my mom and dad. Hell, I even miss my pain in the ass brother, Flynn, and my cousins, Nix and Linc, but I’d never admit that to them in a hundred years. I’ve lived my whole life in the shadow of the Caldwell boys and it’s been nice just hanging with girls for a change.

I’ve been here all summer, visiting with my mom’s family. She was born and raised in Dublin but has been in the States since her college days. This trip is my parents’ high school graduation present to me, and I’ve had more fun than a soon-to-be-eighteen-year-old should be having. Cady and Teagan have gone overboard showing me a good Irish time, and I’m getting ready to head out for another evening of flirting with and gawking at cute Irish boys.

Unfortunately, Teagan has headed off for a short holiday with her parents in London, so it’s up to me to keep Cady in check tonight. They are both wilder than I am, but since I only have Cady to watch over, it shouldn’t be too difficult tonight.

Putting on the finishing touches to my makeup, my bedroom door flies open and Cady walks in, plopping down on my bed. She looks hot in a pair of skinny jeans and an off-the-shoulder t-shirt that is knotted at her stomach, exposing several inches of skin. I glance down at my outfit and feel almost school-marmish in comparison. I’m wearing a pair of khaki pants, a white silk blouse, and a pale green cardigan with mother-of-pearl buttons. At least the sweater makes my green eyes go a shade lighter, and that’s something, right?

Turning to Cady, I slip on my watch and latch it. “So, what are we doing tonight?”

Cady turns on her back and blows a large bubble from the chewing gum in her mouth. When it pops, she draws it back into her mouth and says, “The question is, dear Renner, what aren’t we going to do tonight? I’m feeling the need to get into some trouble.”

I roll my eyes at Cady but smile as I listen to her musical lilt. She’s a mischievous devil. She wears her dark—almost black—hair in a shoulder-length bob but the bottom two inches is bleached blond. Uncle Keefe always grouches at her that he’s going to sneak in her room one night and cut the ends off so it’s all the same color again. He’s only teasing though. He pretty much lets Cady do whatever she wants, and she’s fond of reminding him that she gets good grades in school and has not been arrested even once in her young life. Besides, Cady’s idea of getting into trouble is sneaking beers to me at the nightclub we’ll likely be hitting tonight and flirting outrageously with any guy that will accept such attention.

Standing up from the chair that sits in front of my vanity table, I walk over to the antique mirror in the corner. I do a once-over and can’t help but sigh. I look fifteen years old in my outfit. If our goal tonight is to do a bunch of shameless flirting, no boy is going to look twice at me dressed this way.

“Want me to lend you some clothes?” Cady says from behind me, reading my mind. I glance over my shoulder and she’s avidly watching me peruse myself in the full-length mirror.

For just a split second, I think about taking her up on her offer. For just one night, go a little crazy. Maybe show a little cleavage or some leg. But the moment is fleeting and I just shake my head at her. When it boils down to it, I don’t have the same courage that Cady does. I don’t feel natural in my body or with the way I look. I’m hoping one day I can grow some confidence, but for now, I’ll be content to stay in her shadow tonight.

Cady pops off the bed and grabs my hand. “Well…come on then. We’ll say goodbye to Mam and Da, and be on our way.”

♦

“Are you sure this is the right place?” I ask as we step inside the dingy pub. I grimace as my shoes stick to the floor with every step I take. I’m hoping it’s just spilled beer and not some type of bodily fluid.

“Yes,” Cady acknowledges with a grin. “This is the place.”

Ordinarily, this isn’t the type of pub that Cady would bring me to, but she said a friend’s band is playing here tonight and she wants to see him. We manage to elbow our way to the bar and Cady orders two Beamish Stouts for us. The bartender doesn’t look twice at me but he gives Cady an appreciative once over.

“Here ye are, darlin’,” he says as he hands over the pints glasses. Cady gives the bartender a wink and then leads me over to a table near the stage. It says “Reserved—Cady” on a piece of paper sitting on it.

“What’s the band’s name?” I ask.

“Over The Edge,” she replies as she glances around, checking out the scenery.

“You have a reserved table. Are you like a groupie or something?”

Cady laughs and then takes a sip of her beer. “No. But my parents took Cillian in for few years when his parents were having some issues and I’m like a baby sister to him. He told me he’d have a table set aside for us.”

“Hey! Isn’t Killian a beer?”

Cady just looks at me like I’m an idiot. “Silly, Yank. It’s Cillian with a ‘C’. Killian with a ‘K’ is the Anglicized version of the Irish name and I believe ye’re right… ye Yanks do have a beer by that name.”

I flash her a saucy grin and take a seat at the table beside her. Glancing around, I can see the pub is quite packed with an eclectic mix of people. I have no clue what sort of music Cillian plays but if I had to take a guess, the sheer number of tattooed and pierced Irish in the bar leads me to believe rock or punk.

We chat for a bit but before too long, all of the lights in the pub dim, throwing the stage we are sitting in front of into total darkness. A hush falls over the crowd, and then the silence is broken by a shrill whistle from someone in the back. I hear the clack, clack, clack as the unseen drummer beats his drumsticks together. Then the stage explodes with noise as the band rips into its first number.

As suspected, the opening guitar riffs are harsh, wild, and edgy, reminding me of some of the metal rock that Flynn insisted on blaring from his room back home.

Several floor lights on the stage are glowing, illuminating the band members with sort of a hazy vagueness. I can’t see any of their features, just the outlines of their bodies shadowed by the soft light. I have no clue which one is Cady’s friend, Cillian, but I’m positive it’s not the bassist. That is clearly a female because I can see a femininely curved body and hip-length hair swinging back and forth in the dimness.

Then, a lone spotlight comes down on the lead guitarist just as the lyrics begin. He stops playing the guitar, swinging it to his hip, and grabs hold of the microphone in front of him. The music slows and softens, and I’m entranced as he starts singing.

He’s tall and lean…almost gangly. And he’s young…maybe just a few years older than I am. He’s Black Irish…what Americans like to term Irishmen that have dark hair, olive skin, and dark eyes. His hair is long and shaggy, falling forward over his eyes as he sings and just brushing the tips of his shoulders. I take in the fact that he is dressed in faded, black jeans that are tucked into black combat boots, a white t-shirt, and a faded, red-plaid shirt. As he holds the microphone with both hands, I notice he has several leather bracelets around each wrist and just a peek of tattoos shining through.

He is, quite simply, the hottest guy I’ve ever seen in my entire life, and I’m sure it has everything to do with the fact he’s on a stage singing in the most sexy, caramel rich voice I’ve ever heard in my life.

She goes down, down,down…

I push her down, down,down…

Hot breath, moistlips…

She goes down, down,down…

My face flames red as I listen to the lyrics.

Cady leans over to me but she practically has to yell so I can hear her. “Cillian’s good, isn’t he?”

I just nod at her. That also answers my question…Cillian is the band’s lead singer.

Taking another sip of my beer, I get lost in his music, the atmosphere, and the wildness of Cillian.

His lips graze the microphone as he sings and I can’t help but wonder what they would feel like sliding over my lips in the same way. At one point, he looks down to our table and a quick smile comes to his face when he sees Cady. She waves at him and his smile turns bigger. His gaze moves off Cady in a casual way, checking out the people around. His eyes skim over and pass me by, and I feel disappointment. But just as that brief glimpse moves over me, his eyes snap right back to mine. I can see his eyebrows rise under his shaggy bangs, and then he gets an almost sensual smile on his face. I feel the redness still staining my face get brighter and start creeping down my neck under his bold perusal.

But I hold his look.

I force myself not to let my shyness prevail. I pretend that he is singing only for me.

And he doesn’t look away from me for the rest of the song.

♦

Over The Edge has finished their last set and people are pouring out of the bar. I feel like I’ve drank about five Starbuck Mochachinos as I’m buzzing from a flirting high. All night, Cillian stared at me as he sang. Not in a creepy way. He looked around, taking in all the pub’s patrons rocking to his beat. But his gaze often came back to rest on me for several long moments at a time. It was usually when he was singing about something super sexy, and I won’t lie—the sensation of having someone singing to you is thrilling.

Cillian’s music was raw, with most of the songs played in an almost wild frenzy. His voice is deep and slightly gravelly, enabling him to hoarsely shout many of the lyrics but still make them sound like you want to get stoned to a pleasurable death by them. Some of his songs were slower, almost ballad-like and I noticed that his voice would lose some of the graveled quality, sounding richer…softer. No matter what he was singing, his voice was entrancing to me.

We’re waiting outside of the bar where OTE played, which I am just now noticing is simply called Mac’s Place. Cady wants to see Cillian, and frankly, I want a closer look as well. My nerves are humming just over the thought of meeting him. I’m equal parts nervous, terrified and excited, feelings that make me almost want to puke.

Said nerves fire into overdrive when Cady breaks out into a huge smile as she glimpses someone behind me. With a squeal, she jets around me. I turn to see her launching herself into the arms of the man who stared at me all night. He grabs her in a big bear hug, lifting her tiny body clear off the ground. Wrapping her arms around him tightly, she buries her nose in his neck. He returns her hug but lifts his eyes to capture mine and a tiny smirk graces his lips.

After Cillian puts Cady back on terra firma, she grabs his hand and drags him over to me. Again, those dark eyes of his hold mine like a magnet and my body warms then tingles with anticipation.

“Cillian…this is my cousin, Renner Caldwell. Renner…this is my friend, and of course you already know the most amazing musician, Cillian O’Bradaigh.”

“Hi,” I say. “You were great tonight. I really enjoyed watching you.”

“Likewise,” he replies with a predatory smile, obviously referencing the fact he stared at me from the stage most of the evening. I glance at Cady and she rolls her eyes at his obvious flirtation.

“Cady, why didn’t you tell me your Yank cousin was so beautiful?”

Cillian asks this question of Cady but he stares at me the entire time. My pulse starts galloping away.

Cady sighs loudly. “Quit being such an eejit, Cillian. Everyone in Mac’s could tell you’re interested in her by the way you stared at her all night.”

I’m so embarrassed because Cady calls him out on the carpet like that, but it doesn’t seem to bother Cillian in the slightest because he says with a devilish smile, “Just staking my claim is all.”

“Bloody fool,” Cady grumbles but Cillian and I share a look, and he knows I’m interested in him too.

“So… you ladies fashion going to a party with me tonight?”

♦

I’m having the best time since I’ve been in Ireland all summer. Cillian brought us to a party at the house of one of his band mates, who I haven’t had the chance to meet yet. All night, Cillian has stuck to my side. He introduces me to some of his friends, and eventually his arm winds around my waist to hold me close to him. I revel in the feeling, especially since it’s been awhile since I’ve had a boyfriend. It’s extra nice, because Cillian is clearly a guy that women are interested in. Other girls blatantly come on to him, but he only seems to notice me.

I finish my beer and Cillian leaves to get me another. I use the opportunity to take a quick peek around for Cady and see her playing beer pong in the kitchen. She doesn’t seem too drunk, for which I’m thankful. I don’t look forward to helping her stumble home.

When Cillian returns, his hands are empty. Before I can say anything, he grabs my wrist and leads me down a hallway into a bedroom. After closing the door, he turns to me and takes my face in his hands. I know I should be worried as to what this means, but I’m buzzed not only on beer, but also with the excitement of being alone with him. It makes me feel daring and reckless, two things that are foreign to me.

Stepping in close, he leans down and whispers against my lips, “I’ve been wanting to kiss you all night and I’m tired of waiting.”

He doesn’t wait for me to respond. He doesn’t care if I want the same thing. He just presses his lips against mine, and because I do, in fact, want the same thing, my mouth opens willingly.

Cillian kisses me slow and deep and I am lost. My hands come up to his chest and my fingers curl into his t-shirt. Pulling back slightly, he murmurs against my mouth, “Cailín álainn.”

I don’t know what he said but I recognize it’s Gaelic. It sounded like “coll-een aw-leen” and with his Irish lilt, I think they are the most beautiful words I’ve ever heard. Before I can ask the translation, he is kissing me again, and suddenly, I could care less what it means.

His lips are soft but controlling. His tongue isn’t shy and it claims my mouth as if he has owned it for my entire life. Feelings that I’ve never experienced race through my body. My heart thumps madly in my chest and my entire existence seems to boil down to the fact that I am in Cillian’s arms.

My young body is demanding to know what comes next, but my virginal status makes me a bit leery as to where this is heading. I’ve made out plenty of times with my ex-boyfriend in high school, but he knew I never had any intention of going all the way with him. Thus, he never really tried to push me any further than some hot kisses and clumsy groping. It’s probably why he broke up with me, just before graduation… because I wouldn’t have sex with him.

Oh well.

But Cillian’s mouth on mine is like nothing I’ve ever experienced and for the first time…ever…I truly wonder what sex is like. His kisses are heady and fill me with a yearning that I didn’t know I possessed inside of me. When one of his hands glides lightly over my breast, I can’t help the soft moan that comes out of my mouth. My moan seems to elicit a responding growl from Cillian and our kiss becomes deeper.

Emboldened, Cillian’s hands start to roam a bit further, and I find that I want him to plunder every bit of me.

At least, I want that at first. My inhibitions are lowered from the alcohol and my common sense is blurred from the exhilaration of making out with a hot musician. But when one of his hands starts to undo the button on my pants, I start to snap out of the lust-induced haze I’m in.

My hand covers his and I say, “Wait.”

Cillian slowly pulls his hand away and takes a small step back. His eyes search my face. “Too fast for you?”

I nod shyly, looking down at the floor. “I’m sorry. I can’t.”

“Don’t be sorry, cailín álainn. Just be you.” He smiles at me warmly and he doesn’t look mad at all. “It’s not a problem.”

Giving me a kiss on my forehead, Cillian takes my hand and leads me back out to the party. My head is spinning, because God help me I wanted him to go further. I chew on my lip, wondering if I made a mistake… wondering if I missed a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to become a woman in the most sinfully naughty of ways. To give it up to a gorgeous Irish musician who I would probably never see again.

But no… I remember Cillian’s last words. Just be you.

And I know I did the right thing, and clearly, he respected that.

Dropping me back off in Cady’s care, Cillian tells me he’ll be back and melts into the crowd.

“Where were you two?” Cady asks as she grabs my arm.

“Um…”

“You didn’t… you and he didn’t…?”

“God no, Cady. We just… kissed.”

“He kissed you? I’m going to kill him.”

“No, you’re not,” I admonish her. “Besides… it was nice and he was a gentleman.”

Cady gave huge snort. “Cillian? A gentleman? That wanker doesn’t want anything but to get in a girl’s pants, Ren. I love him to death but he’s not for you.”

“How do you know he’s not for me?”

“Well… for one… you live in the States. He lives here. But mainly, because he doesn’t take girls seriously. He’s just in it for… you know… the sex.”

Cillian didn’t seem that way with me. He didn’t come on to me in an overtly sexual way, and his kisses, while steamy, were above board. He stopped when I asked him to stop, and he didn’t make me feel guilty or call me a tease.

Cady glances at her watch. “Shit… we have to go. Da’s goin’ to kill us because we’re out so late.”

“Uncle Keefe is going to kill us because we’ve been drinking.”

“Nah. We both turn eighteen in just a few months. Besides, as long as we get home safe, it’s easy to smooth his feathers.”

She takes my hand and starts leading me toward the door. I start to pull away from her because I want to say goodbye to Cillian. I want to give him my email address and ask him to stay in touch with me. As I’m thinking this, my eyes are scanning the party, looking desperately for that dark, shaggy head.

Then I see him… in the corner… with his arms around another girl, kissing her deeply. His hands are on her waist, pulling her hips flush with his.

My heart actually bottoms out with disappointment. I’m disappointed in Cillian, that he could so easily forget that we were just kissing, and I’m disappointed in myself that I stopped him. Most of all, I’m disappointed that any of this is even bothering me in the first place, because come tomorrow, I’ll be on a plane back home to the States and I’ll never see him again.

Cady gives my hand another tug and pulls me out the door—the entire time I’m looking at Cillian kiss that girl.

Cady was right. I was nothing to him. When I said no, he didn’t push me or pester me to give it up. And why would he? He could snap his fingers and have any other girl at that party in his arms in a matter of seconds.

Which is exactly what he did.

Suddenly, my longing for home grows tenfold. Just minutes ago, I was yearning to feel Cillian’s body against mine, now I’m just yearning to get back to New Jersey and have my mom wrap her arms around me in a hug.


CHAPTER 1


Renner

Present Day

“I’m sorry I’m late, Uncle Keefe,” I call out to the large man behind the bar, just as I duck under the service flap. Reaching underneath, I pull out a black apron and tie it around my waste.

“You’re not late, Renner,” he answers me back in his thick Irish brogue. “You’re five minutes early.”

I flash him a cheeky grin. “Yeah, but I’m usually fifteen minutes early, so that technically makes me ten minutes late.”

Uncle Keefe tweaks me under the chin and laughs. “You’re a good girl, Renner. Always so responsible.”

Yup. That’s me… a responsible girl. I’m habitually early wherever I go, I pay all of my bills five days before the due date, I plan everything because I hate surprises, and I’m as dull as a brick sometimes. I had hoped my decision to live in Ireland until I could figure out what to do with my life would make me live life a little more wildly. After all, it was a big deal to move here away from the security of my family.

At least my decision to move to Ireland was made spontaneously, so that should count for something. It was probably the only spontaneous thing I’ve ever done in my life.

And a new life is exactly what I need.

I’ve been living in Dublin now for three weeks and for the time being, I’m waitressing at my Uncle Keefe’s restaurant and pub, The Hibernian. It’s a wonderful place with over fifteen thousand square feet of dark mahogany floors boasting four separate bar areas, quiet nooks where you can sip on a pint to relax, and there’s even a large stage in the back where some of Europe’s best bands play. The Hibernian is practically a landmark that sits in the middle of Temple Bar just off the River Liffey and is a popular local and tourist hangout. Uncle Keefe has owned it for almost twenty years now and he makes a damn good living from it. He never even hesitated when I asked if I could work here. He just said, “Of course, ye can, lass,” and before I knew it, I had a new job.

Making sure my apron is stocked with a few pens and an order pad, I step back underneath the service flap.

“Do you want me working Section One again tonight, Uncle Keefe?”

“Sure enough and that’s a good girl. There’s a private party in the back and I might need you to help with that later.”

“Gotcha.”

I wasn’t looking forward to helping with the private party. The few I’d worked so far were nothing but a bunch of drunks trying to cop a feel when I’d walk by, which is extremely annoying while trying to balance several pints on a serving tray.

Still, I was generally enjoying my work here. The people were usually very friendly and Uncle Keefe ran his business like a well-oiled machine. Which meant I never had any problem getting the drinks or food orders to the proper tables on time, which made for happy customers. When I was a flight attendant for Delta, it seemed I never had a flight where at least one passenger didn’t get extremely pissed off over something.

Of course, just the mere thought of my job with Delta has my good mood plummeting. My face still burns with shame and rage when I think of the circumstances of my dismissal. It was a situation that was wholly unfair to me—completely not my fault—and yet here I am… without my job as a flight attendant and hiding out in Ireland because of my mortification.

Mentally shaking my head so I can get back in the game, I try to think of all the things that are good in my life. I am currently living in a beautiful country, working in a job I am thoroughly enjoying—for the time being—and I am surrounded by loving family members. I really don’t know what I would have done had Uncle Keefe not given me this job and welcomed me here with open arms.

Walking up to one of my tables, I give a warm smile to the family sitting there. A husband, wife, and two small children peruse a menu but look up as I approach.

“Hi. Welcome to The Hibernian. I’m Renner and I’ll be serving you this evening. Can I get you some drinks to start?”

The husband looks at me in slight astonishment. “You’re American?”

My smile turns brighter, always happy to meet up with a fellow Yank. “That’s right. New Jersey. How about you?”

He turns to smile at his wife and takes her hand. “We’re from California. This is actually our delayed honeymoon so to speak. We couldn’t afford to take one when we got married, so five years and two kids later, we’re finally getting around to it.”

“That’s awesome. Better late than never, right?”

The wife laughs. “That’s right. Kevin promised me Ireland years ago and here we are. How did you come to be here?”

There is no way I am going to tell this lovely family the entire tale of woes that befell me, so I keep it simple. “I’m just taking some time to find myself and decided Dublin was the place to do it. Luckily, my mom is originally from here and my Uncle Keefe owns this pub so he gave me a job.”

“Dublin is a great city. We’ve really enjoyed our time here.”

We chat for a few more minutes and then I take their drink orders. I suppress the giggle that tries to slip out of my mouth when the husband orders a Smithwick’s and pronounces it incorrectly.

“Ah… yer a true Yank,” I tell him, trying to impersonate my best Irish accent. “I went three days working here calling it Smith-wick’s before someone kindly filled me in that it’s pronounced ‘Smitt-icks’. My Uncle Keefe still teases me to this day.

The husband laughs with good nature. “Appreciate the heads up. Smitt-icks it is!”

Shooting the family a wink, I head off to fill their drink order. If the rest of the night goes like this first table, it’s going to be a pleasant night indeed.

♦

I bring change to a table of college students and give them a wave as they leave. My section is almost dead now, being as how Section One is at the front of the pub and where the less rowdy patrons tend to hang.

Heading toward the back, I track down Maureen to see if she needs help.

“Sure do,” she sighs. “The party in the back doesn’t show any signs of slowin’ and I could use an extra pair of hands.”

Helping her load up her tray and mine with drinks, we make our way back to the party. When we enter, it’s wall-to-wall people and I have to do my best and most graceful maneuvering through the crowd as I follow Maureen in. It’s noisy between the jukebox in the corner playing and the roar of over fifty drunken Irish laughing and telling stories.

We make our way to a back table where the largest crowd seems to be congregated. I smile as Maureen yells at them, “Move your bums or you’ll not be gettin’ your beer tonight.”

Bodies shuffle out of the way, and one drunken fool actually falls on his ass. I give him a sympathetic smile and someone helps him to his feet.

Now that the way is clear to the table, I lower my tray and set it down on the edge, using my free hand to pull the pints off the tray and set them down. I don’t bother looking at the partygoers and assume they’ll take whichever beer is theirs.

Just as I remove the last glass, I hear, “Thanks for the beer, gorgeous.”

That voice.

It couldn’t be… not after all these years. Gentle Irish brogue, words coated in silky butter.

Could it be?

Slowly, I lift my eyes to the man who just spoke and I’m pinned by a set of chocolate irises staring at me. His hair is shorter, trimmed close on the sides but longer on the top and stylishly spiked in a dozen different directions. Two hoop piercings grace the left side of his bottom lip—resting side by side. He looks different, but the same. Slightly older, definitely more built, and still has eyes that are glittering with sensuality.

Cillian O’Bradaigh.

“You’re welcome,” I manage to squeak out and reach to pick up my tray.

His hand snakes out and wraps around my wrist. “Don’t go yet, darlin’. Stay and have a drink with us.”

My heart calms a bit with relief when I realize he doesn’t seem to recognize me. My eyes flick to the woman sitting next to him. She has long, dark hair that flows down her back and her arms are covered in tattoos. She’s got her body snuggled tight against him, with one arm lying possessively on his chest. She’s glaring daggers at me, her gaze moving slowly down to where his hand is holding on to me.

“Um…I can’t. I’m working, but enjoy your beer.”

I try to pull my wrist out of his grip but he’s not letting go. He leans forward in his seat, effectively dislodging the girl hanging on him. Her look is positively livid and she crosses her arms against her chest in a huff.

Glancing back at Cillian, he’s still staring at me with intensity. “Just one beer… surely you can spare some time.”

Reaching down with my other hand, I peel his fingers off me. “I really can’t but thank you for the invitation.”

Something flashes in his eyes and I can tell he’s not used to being told no. “Some other time then?”

I don’t respond but take my tray and exit the room, my heart beating like mad again. I’m so glad he didn’t recognize me because that would have been even more awkward.

Once I make it back to the safety of the front bar, I busy myself by helping to clean. I don’t want Maureen asking me to help her back there again, so I pull out a broom and start the tedious task of sweeping the floors so the night janitor can mop.

I can’t believe I ran into Cillian O’Bradaigh. I had thought about him plenty over the past five years, and usually at the most inopportune times. Like, for example, when I lost my virginity to my college boyfriend, I wondered while he was making love to me if Cillian would do it the same way, or if it would be better. I guiltily had to banish those thoughts from my head, and worried myself silly for weeks that I was being “unfaithful” to my boyfriend because I thought of another man while we were intimate.

Cady had kept me updated on Cillian. Oh, not because she thought I harbored feelings for him, but because she had introduced me to him that one night, long ago, and thought I’d be interested in his progress.

Well, progress is sort of an understatement.

Apparently, not long after I left, Uncle Keefe started letting his band play at The Hibernian one night a week. Having heard Cillian’s music, it was no surprise to me that they developed a hugely popular, cult following. According to Cady, it wasn’t long after that a music producer was handing his card to Cillian and asking for a demo.

I hate to admit it, but outside of Cady’s infrequent updates about Cillian’s success, I had Googled him more than once. The year after I met him, OTE released a single that went to the top of the Irish billboards and that led to them playing at bigger venues. Soon, they were opening for major acts and I even saw that they had toured on the West coast of the United States last year. They still hadn’t made it onto the American charts, but from what I had read, they were hugely famous throughout the European Union.

I wasn’t surprised he didn’t recognize me. Let’s face it… I was a blip on the radar for him, a young girl, not yet eighteen, that he had spent a few hours with one night five years ago. There’s no reason I would have stood out, and frankly, I’d rather sort of forget that time. I’ve grown up and moved on.

Nope… nothing about Cillian O’Bradaigh interests me in the slightest because he is so not my type. Everyone knows that Renner Caldwell is responsible. She arrives to work early, pays her bills five days before they are due, and she never, ever would get involved with a musician. That is way too risky, far too wild, and didn’t fit in with her ideas as to what made up the perfect relationship.

Walking up to the bar, I pull the tips out of my apron and start counting. Tips here are decent, even though it’s standard not to tip more than ten percent in Europe. That’s because our base wage is far better than what you get paid in the States. But we get so many American tourists in here and they tend to tip a little better so I actually make some pretty good money. At least it’s enough to rent a tiny apartment and pay my bills without having to dip into my savings.

Just as I count out the last Euro, a voice says from behind me, “So what’s a pretty American doing working at The Hibernian?”

Spinning around, I find Cillian standing right behind me. His hands are tucked into his back pockets and he’s standing casually, as if he doesn’t have a care in the world. But despite his casual slouch, his eyes are full of potency. It makes me uneasy.

“Oh, just trying out something new.” I try to sound breezy and completely unaffected by his presence, but I’m sure he can hear the quake in my voice.

He steps closer and I have nowhere to move, as my back is resting up against the bar. Taking his hand, he drags his knuckles down the side of my bare arm, a move that makes me break out in almost catastrophic shivers. His gaze is on his own hand as it trails down my arm and he has an almost dreamy look on his face. When his knuckles reach the end of my fingertips, his hand falls away and he looks back up at me. “Would you like to have a drink with me tonight? I take it you’re off duty now.”

My heart is slamming inside of my chest and I can still feel his touch on my arm. “Um… no, thank you. I’m tired and need to get home.”

He takes another step toward me and there’s only a few inches separating our bodies now. “How about I walk you home, then?”

His voice lays over me like warm chocolate and I literally have to restrain my body from leaning into him. He is annoyingly magnetic and it doesn’t help that I know the magic of what his lips can do to a woman.

“No, thank you.” Sliding my body two steps to the left, I remove myself from his overwhelming closeness and walk back behind the bar. Removing my apron, I throw it underneath and glance at him. He’s watching me with slyness as he leans over and places his forearms on the bar.

“Don’t ya know who I am, darlin’? I don’t offer a walk home to many ladies.” The look on his face tells me that he’s probably never been turned down before, and I can also tell he doesn’t really expect me to turn him down now. He has confidence written all over his face.
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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