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      Two Months Earlier…

      

      Paige Foley stepped out into the fine Irish mist, refusing to let a little rain deter her from seeing the sights. She’d just spent the last week taking classes at a conference on equine veterinary medicine and alternative healing methods, and was feeling antsy after being cooped up for that long.

      The main reason she’d signed up for the conference was that it took place in Ireland, so there was no way she’d be heading back home to New England without seeing the countryside and picturesque little towns of County Donegal. But first, she needed breakfast and a giant cup of coffee, or she’d be crawling back into bed for a nap before the clock struck noon.

      Her hotel was in a quaint coastal town filled with charm, and cobbled roads had her winding down toward the sea where she’d found a little café with amazing pastries and coffee. There was a small port where white-washed storefronts and homes popped up, their colorful doors and windows eclipsed in color only by the riot of flowers that spilled out of the window boxes.

      Pretty as it was, she snapped a few quick pictures on her phone, loving the convenience of having a great camera always handy, though she promised herself she’d one day figure out that fancy camera that was collecting dust in her closet back home. Yet as she quickly took a picture or two, she only felt all the more guilty about her abandoned camera, as she watched a professional photographer off in the distance snap photos with some sort of funky lens that she didn’t have the foggiest idea about. She couldn’t help but watch him work and wonder what sort of magnificent shots he was getting.

      And then he turned his lens in her direction.

      She swore she wasn’t the blushing type, but it felt like she’d just been caught spying on him—and the matter was only made worse by the fact that the man was gorgeous. That much she could tell even from this distance.

      Feeling like a kid caught with her hand in the cookie jar, she spotted the café and beelined it for the front door, reminding herself that she needed to get breakfast and get on with her day, rather than stand out in the mist watching strangers try to work.

      Before long, she was sitting at a little table tucked in the corner with a fresh cup of steaming hot coffee that was divine, and a scone that was even better. Sugar and the distinct taste of Irish butter danced across her taste buds, as she pulled out the map she’d snagged from the hotel lobby to try to figure out her day. Not that she had figured out the logistics of how she was supposed to get to all these places.

      She supposed she could rent a car, but with everyone driving on the opposite side of the road, she had no doubt she’d get into an accident before long, even if the roads seemed quiet enough. Hell, she could barely figure out which direction the cars would be coming from when she was trying to cross the road.

      There were plenty of tours, but she hated the thought. Being crammed into a little space with a bunch of strangers, herded on and off the bus at scenic spots, and being forced to abide by some other person’s schedule just wasn’t very appealing.

      She took another look at the map, trying to figure out how she could get to the sights she wanted to see, and whether or not there was an easy answer that she was simply overlooking. A hired guide maybe?

      And then she heard it—the distinct sound of a camera shutter clicking. Her gaze flew up only to find her photographer sitting at the table next to her, his camera in hand and pointed directly at her. Click. Another one.

      “Are you taking pictures of me?” She didn’t know whether to be flattered or annoyed.

      “Who?” Click. “Me?” And then he lowered his camera, smiled at her, and her heart nearly stopped. “I don’t think I have a clue as to what you’re talking about.”

      The man was…words failed her. Smoking hot. Gorgeous. Earth-shatteringly sexy. Chocolate-brown hair flecked with gold where the sun had touched it. Thick stubble across a strong jawline. Amber-brown eyes she could lose herself in. Tall—and built too, but not in that horrible pumped-up steroid kind of way. And his accent—not quite Irish, not quite American.

      She may very well have just fallen in love—or at the very least, in lust.

      “What I’m talking about is the clicking sound I’m hearing while you point your lens right at me.” She gave him a scolding look, even as her lips quirked up into a sultry smile. “The least you can do is come over here and show me what you’ve got.”

      “Now there’s an offer any man would have a hard time refusing.” He pushed his chair back and with two ambling strides, ate up the distance between them, pulling out the chair next to her, and sitting down, his long muscular thighs brushing up against her legs. “Name’s Conor, by the way.”

      “Paige.” She couldn’t help but smile at him, especially when he smiled back before leaning in to show her the screen on his camera, clearly displaying a photo of her giving him a scolding look, her dark hair still damp from the rain. Not that she could be mad at him when he smelled so good. It took all she had not to lean into him and bury her head in the crook of his scruffy neck for a deep breath. “Tsk, tsk…clearly you lied to me.”

      “Perhaps I need to make it up to you then. Find a way to apologize, so you can forgive me. Can’t have pretty girls mad at me, now can I?”

      Oh…and he had such long, thick eyelashes and amazing amber eyes…like whiskey caught by the sun. It’d be a miracle if she managed to get out of the coffee shop without touching him.

      “You can make it up to me by being my tour guide for the day. And by showing me how to use your camera. I’ve got one at home and I’ve been meaning to figure it out, but…” She gave him a shrug, unable to stop her body from leaning into him just a little.

      “Well, it just so happens that I’m the best unofficial tour guide in the county, and I’d like nothing more than to show you the sights, since it turns out, my plans for the day consisted of getting more pictures of the area.” He tilted his head toward her breakfast with a smile that sent her pulse racing straight through her body to parts long neglected. “Eat up, love. You’re going to need that energy later.”

      Of that she had no doubt.

      “You just need to promise me you’re not some sort of axe murderer serial rapist litterbug.” She popped the last chunk of her scone into her mouth, and waited for an answer. He didn’t seem like a crazy psycho, but you never could tell. Not that he’d admit to it even if he was.

      “Never to rape and littering. As for axes, they tend to be a bit bulky and cumbersome. I prefer a small dull teaspoon as my choice of murder weapon. And no one suspects you if you pull out a spoon. It gives you the upper hand with the element of surprise. If you pull out an axe and there’s no wood around that needs chopping, people start to figure it out.” He gave her a charming wink, and she swore, she felt her panties catch on fire.

      “Then you won’t mind me doing this—especially since what’s good for the goose, and all that.” She grabbed her phone, snapped a picture of him, and sent it to one of her friends. “Now if I turn up in spoonful-sized pieces, the cops will know who to look for.”

      He shook his head with a charming laugh. “This is going to be too much fun. Come on, love. I have plans for you.”

      Before long, she was following him out of the coffee shop, and though a brisk wind whipped in off the water, at least the rain had subsided. The sun was now starting to peek out from behind the clouds in streaks of golden pink, illuminating them so they seemed to glow with a luminous touch of light, even as they contrasted with what remained of the dark and ominous sky. Conor paused to take several pictures of it all as dark waters crashed into the rocky walls of the harbor.

      He then grabbed her hand and pulled her to him, nestling her in at his side so his hard muscular body pressed against hers as he handed her his camera. “Might as well start your lesson here.”

      She was practically wrapped in his embrace as he reached around while standing behind her, to point out the various parts of the camera, giving her a basic rundown on the effects of aperture and shutter speed and how they affected the depth of field in a picture, as well as the exposure.

      Wanting to make sure she got it right, she repeated the information back to him, since it was nearly impossible to focus on his words when the way his body felt up against hers was damned distracting. “So if I want to focus on one thing up close, but blur the background, for something like a portrait, I’d want to use a wide aperture, which means the number after the f is small. But if I’m trying to make sure everything is crisp and in focus, like pictures of scenery for example, I want to make sure that the number after the f is large. And for fast-moving objects, I need a fast shutter speed to freeze the action.”

      “Exactly. Although you can get some incredible effects by using a slow shutter speed, like the movement of the waves as they come in and out—although you’d need to use a tripod to maintain the crisp lines of everything that’s not moving, like the rocks and buildings.” Conor brushed the hair from her shoulder, letting his touch linger against the slope of her neck before taking his camera back. “Was there anything in particular that you’d like to see or were you just hoping to wander around and get a feel of the place?”

      “I wasn’t really sure, to be honest. Donegal just seems so lovely, so I’d like to get out and about to see a bit more of the area. I’ve been in a conference all week, and since I came all this way, it seems like a pity not to see everything before I have to head back.” Not that she really had to rush home.

      She was in between jobs, having just moved back home to New England. But what she really wanted to do was start her own mobile veterinary clinic to service lower-income areas with basic preventative care, and spay and neuter programs. And if she could do shelter runs, taking animals from areas with kill shelters and bringing them to an area where they’d have a good chance of getting adopted, then that would make her even happier. She’d inherited a good chunk of money, and had invested it wisely in her brother’s company, which meant she had the funding she needed to get it all off the ground, once she got home.

      “Where’s home, sweetheart?” He led the way up the road, and let her into his old Land Rover as he climbed in behind the wheel.

      “North of Boston on the seacoast. Typical New England town with wood clapboard colonials and shingled capes. It’s really pretty.” She seat-belted herself in as he pulled out into the road, after a quick glance for oncoming traffic. “How about you? I’m not great with accents, but it seems like you’ve got a mix going on there.”

      “I do, though I’m surprised you noticed. My mother’s Irish and my father’s from the States, so I grew up spending the school year in Seattle, which is also where my dad grew up, and then the summers here, visiting my mother’s family.” Once they’d driven through the town they were in, Conor continued along the coast, the scenery stunning, though it had some competition for her attention, given that Conor was one hell of a fine male specimen.

      “Sounds like a great way to grow up, getting to experience both cultures. My brother moved to Dublin a year and a half ago to start up his own club, so I’m hoping it’ll make it easier to come and go.” She couldn’t help but wonder if she’d ever see Conor again after today, and realized that she didn’t even know if he currently lived in the area. “Have you moved here now? Or just visiting again?”

      “I’ve been living here for the last few years. The area is great for photography, and it’s easy to get to the rest of Europe too. But…I should head home to Seattle eventually. I’m just not ready to give up my life here yet, even if others want me to.” Something in the tone of his voice shifted, making her think there was a complicated story behind it.

      Wait… He didn’t mean…did he? Paige couldn’t help but panic. “Please tell me you’re not married.”
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      Conor had to laugh at Paige’s comment. As if it’d be as simple as a wife waiting for him to come home. “No—definitely not married. Not to say that my mother hasn’t tried to marry me off to a dozen fine young eligible ladies.”

      “I have the opposite problem. Four older brothers who think I belong in a nunnery.” She shook her head and rolled her eyes. “All my life, they’ve given everyone I ever dated the third degree, and threatened to disembowel them if they even thought about touching me. Didn’t exactly make it easy to date.”

      “Please tell me you’re not still a virgin.” He highly doubted it, but you never knew, and that was a far more complicated situation than what he’d been hoping for. Not that he’d been hoping for much of anything that morning—until he spotted Paige. There was something captivating and sexy and adorable about her, and if she was willing, he was more than happy to oblige her.

      “Sorry, but my sex drive won that battle back when I was a freshman in college and my brothers finally weren’t around to scare everyone off.” She bit her bottom lip, which was already plump and ripe for kissing, making him wish he wasn’t driving, so he could do a thorough job of claiming that mouth as his.

      “Any guys who allowed themselves to be scared off by your brothers, rather than be with you, were nothing but wimps, since you’re well worth dealing with anything your brothers could throw out there as a deterrent.” She was stunning—like Snow White, with porcelain white skin, nearly black hair, ruby-red lips and bright blue eyes. And that body…she was all lush curves and long legs. It made him want to skip sightseeing and take her straight to his home and his bed.

      She let out a laugh that had her eyes sparkling with humor and intelligence. “You haven’t met my brothers. They tower over most guys, and they can be downright scary.”

      “It’d still be worth it. Even if it were for just a single kiss.”

      [image: ]

      Conor watched as Paige took one photo after another, his camera held in her steady hands as she focused in on each shot, double-checking her settings before snapping each picture. Her confidence had grown throughout the day, and he hadn’t anticipated just how much he’d liked teaching her the ins and outs of his one true passion.

      Photography not only paid the bills, but it kept him sane, especially since it allowed him the freedom to do his own thing, instead of being forced into something he wanted no part of. He’d given up a lot when he decided not to join the family business, and his life in Seattle was…complicated. Especially since he didn’t like the person he turned into when he went back home for any length of time and was forced to deal with matters he’d long ago walked away from.

      “How’s this?” Paige pulled him from his thoughts as she handed him back his camera, the wind catching her dark hair as they stood inside the castle ruins.

      His gaze took her in—her creamy skin blushed red from the wind, the way her blue eyes were flecked with gold, and how her lips had quirked into an expectant smile as she looked up at him. “It’s perfect.”

      Her eyes narrowed at him, though they were still alight with humor. “You haven’t even looked at it yet.”

      “No, I haven’t.” Cupping her face in his hand, he brushed his thumb over the soft skin of her cheek, loving how her breath caught and her lips parted. He’d love to take her picture when she looked like this…so beautiful…so willing…so ready to be kissed. Which was why he forced himself to let her go so he could focus on her pictures. Kissing her would have to wait until later, and he had no doubt waiting would only stoke the undeniable attraction between them. “For a beginner, you do an amazing job setting up the composition of your image. You’ve got a real talent for it.”

      “Thanks.” She bumped his shoulder with his. “Turns out I have a great teacher. So…do you also teach classes, or do you primarily focus on just your own work?”

      “You’re my one and only student, sweetheart.” Unable to resist, he snapped a few shots of her, loving that she didn’t shy away from the camera too much—just enough to have a small smile tugging at lips he was desperate to kiss. “It’ll be getting dark soon. Was there anything else you’d like to see?”

      He’d already showed her most of the sights Donegal was known for, and had driven from the seacoast into the countryside, pulling over whenever he saw something he thought would make for a good shot.

      “Yeah…there is.” Paige took a step closer to him so her soft curves brushed against him as she slipped her hands around his waist and went up onto the tips of her toes, pressing her warm lips to his neck. “I’d like to see your bed.”

      Conor couldn’t help but laugh, as he tangled his fingers in her hair, cupping her face as she looked up at him. “You’re a forward little thing, aren’t you? Impatient too. I haven’t even kissed you yet.”

      “But you want to—I can tell.” Her tongue darted out to lick her lips as they kicked up in a smile. “Just like I know you want to pull my hair and slap my ass as you fuck me.”

      “Bleedin’ hell, Paige…” He shook his head with a laugh as his cock went rock hard at the image of her naked ass up in the air, marked red with his handprint. “Are you always like this?”

      She actually blushed. “Never. I swear. But I like you and this is my first break after studying and working crazy hours for what feels like forever. I guess I’m trying to make up for lost time and not having any sort of life, before I completely forget how to have fun.”

      “If you want to end up in my bed, then you’ll get your wish, love. But first, I’m going to buy you dinner and a pint, since I have every intention of fucking you into the wee hours of the morning, and you’ll need the energy.” And if he could get her to stick around another day or two, even better. He couldn’t remember ever being so intrigued by someone, and though there were always plenty of women around to flirt with and take to his bed, none had captured his interest like Paige had.

      “Into the wee hours, huh? I think I might like that far more than is wise.” Looking up at him, her eyes sparkled with mischief, and with her curves still brushing against him, it’d be a miracle if he didn’t press her against the ancient stone walls and fuck her right then and there.

      And so he did the one thing he’d been wanting to do since he first laid eyes on her that morning—he lowered his head to hers and caught her mouth in a slow but intense kiss, his tongue dancing over hers as she leaned into him, their kiss deepening. He pulled her close, gripping her hips as his cock pressed against her, searching her out and aching for release as he forced himself to slow things down, finally putting an end to their kiss, their breathing heavy with need.

      He had to pause to take her in, the way her cheeks had flushed and her lips were red and plump from their kiss. She was gorgeous, and it took all he had not to grab his camera and snap a picture of her. There was just something about her. Maybe it was how honest she was about what she wanted, or how responsive she was. And if he’d found her interesting before, he was now well beyond intrigued. He wanted more. A lot more. And already, the thought of her being gone come morning had him thinking of all the ways he might get her to stay just a little longer.

      “Come on, love.” He linked his hand with hers and led her back to where he’d parked, his heart now hammering with the turn things had taken between them. “Dinner and a drink, before I rethink it all and leave us both starving while I get you naked in my bed.”

      “You won’t hear any complaints from me. Especially not after that kiss.” She turned to face him as they got to his car, leaning against it as he gripped her waist and lifted her up onto the hood, so they were eye to eye. He nestled himself between her legs, loving that she wrapped them around his ass and pulled him close so his hard length pressed against her heat.

      “How many more days are you staying in the area?” One night with her was definitely not going to be anywhere near enough, especially when she was pressing kisses to his neck and raking her teeth over his pulse, making it so he could think of nothing but getting her naked and wrapped around his cock.

      “My schedule is flexible, since I’m between jobs, although I did tell my brother I’d be back to see him in Dublin this weekend.”

      That meant he had two days left, unless he could convince her to blow off her brother.

      “That’s nowhere near enough time for all the things I want to do to you.” He knew this was nothing but a casual shag, and yet he’d never wanted anything more. “Best get going then.”

      “Forget going out for dinner. I want you to take me home…to your home and your bed. And if you have some basics in your kitchen, I can even cook.” She then bit his neck so he couldn’t help but groan. “Unless you don’t want me.”

      “You know I do.” Like a horny teenager on prom night.
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      Maybe Paige had lost her mind. She definitely was not a one-night stand sort of girl. But at this point, she didn’t care. Not when she could spend a few days with Conor, who wasn’t just damn sexy, but really sweet.

      She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been with anyone, given her crazy school and work schedule. And she knew that if she walked away from Conor without taking the chance to have a bit of fun, she’d regret it. Life was too short to do nothing but work without getting the chance to relax and play every now and then.

      She wasn’t sure what she’d expected to find when he let her into his place. Maybe a bachelor pad reminiscent of a frat house, or something overly masculine. Instead, it felt cozy and comfortable, with white-washed wood walls that were the perfect backdrop for displaying his photos, classic pieces of furniture, while accents and accessories gave the room bright pops of color. And best of all were the large windows that overlooked a magnificent view of the ocean off in the distance. Although it was relatively small, it had been updated with an open floor plan so the space still felt airy, and she supposed it didn’t have to be a huge place when he was the only one living there.

      “This is really nice, Conor.” As she turned around to look at him, she heard the now familiar click of the shutter on his camera, which had her shaking her head with a smile. “Just so you know, that camera is not allowed in the bedroom.”

      “That’s a damn shame, sweetheart. You’d be an amazing subject to photograph—though I get it. You don’t really know me, and the last thing you want is to end up having naked pictures of you plastered all over the Internet—although I’d never do that. Just so you know.” He snapped a few more pictures and then set aside his camera. Catching her with a strong arm around her waist, he pulled her to him and covered her mouth in a teasing kiss, his lips brushing over hers before he nipped at them. “I’m hungry, love…”

      “I can see that.” She shrugged out of her jacket, slipping away from his touch with a flirty smile, and wandered over to the kitchen. “How well stocked is your fridge and pantry? Because I’m good, but I’m not a miracle worker.”

      “I bet you’re nothing short of amazing.” He backed her up against the counter, making her pulse race with excitement.

      She couldn’t remember ever wanting anyone as much as she wanted Conor in that moment, especially when he had her pinned, his arms on either side of her as his body pressed against hers, his long, hard cock impossible to ignore. He made it so she couldn’t think of anything but him fucking her, a needy groan catching in her throat as he brushed his rough cheek against hers, his lips but a breath away. “Maybe dinner can wait.”

      His hands slipped up her waist to tease her nipples as he kissed her, swallowing her wanton whimpers as his tongue found hers in a heated dance, making her want to get him naked—especially when he pinched her nipples. She groaned in response, reaching down between them to stroke his cock.

      “Fucking hell, Paige… Do you know how hard it’s been to keep my hands off you all day long? Damn near impossible.” His deft fingers made quick work of the button and zipper on her jeans, and then grabbing the waistband, he yanked them down, her shoes dropping to the kitchen floor before he stripped her naked from the waist down and then lifted her up onto the island counter as if she weighed nothing.

      Nipping along the delicate skin of her inner thigh, he made his way to her clit, teasing it so that a jolt of pleasure raced through her body. He pushed her legs back, opening her up to him and giving him easy access as he sucked her clit into his mouth, so she felt each hard tug like a live wire running straight through her. She buried her hands in his thick hair, pulling him to her as his pace quickened, flicking the swollen nub with his tongue as he slipped a finger deep inside her, and then another.

      The man was skilled, and he already had her on the verge of coming, her legs tightening around his broad shoulders as she murmured his name like a mantra of pleasure. His fingers curled deep inside her, stroking that sensitive spot and pushing her closer and closer toward that delicious edge. Her skin pebbled with the buildup of energy, her hips rocking toward him, urging him on, when he pushed a finger against the bud of her ass and nipped at her clit.

      She cried out as her orgasm tore through her, waves of pleasure crashing through her as he continued to milk every last bit of her orgasm from her quivering body.

      As she lay there, completely spent, he slipped his fingers free of her body and looked up at her with a satisfied smile. “You taste so fucking good, Paige.”

      He gave her a hand down off the counter, but it was her turn to have a taste. Standing before him, she pulled her sweater up over her head, and then flicked open the clasp on her bra, before slipping it off and adding it to the growing pile of clothes haphazardly discarded on the kitchen floor. She undid his leather belt and then moved onto the button and zipper of his jeans, reaching in under the band of his boxers to free his long, hard cock. “My turn.”

      But when she started to kneel before him, he stopped her, gently grabbing her arm and pulling
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