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For Martin


Prologue

Name? Abby
Wright

Age? 35

Height? 5’-6”

Weight?

Political Views? None

Religious Views? Christian

Looking For? Long-Term.

Introduce Yourself?

 


Well, that was easier said than done. Most
of what she could put there was based off of her last relationship.
It felt like that defined her now because there was a part of her
missing or overall was muddied. When you’ve dated someone for so
long, it was hard not to blend together – or at least, that’s how
Abby thought. All she knew was that she wanted to be with someone.
She wanted to be with someone, and she wanted a loving
relationship. Even more so, Abby knew what she didn’t want.

 


Introduce Yourself? I love being
outdoors and never shy from an adventure. Family is important to
me. One of my favorite memories is being in the kitchen with my
mom, baking chocolate chip cookies. So, I’m very experienced. I do
take my creamer with a little bit of coffee. I’m that girl who’d
take a burger and fries over a salad – any day. I’ve been told that
I have a beautiful smile, so if you can make me laugh – I’ll give
you a chance.

 


Username? MSwRight

 


The username may have sounded corny, but
Abby hoped the right guy would get it and have a chuckle. Why not
drop a hint when she wanted to Mrs. Right? And it didn’t hurt that
she could use her last name as part of the pun. Worse case, it
would be an awkward ice breaker.

The hardest part – she was finding – was
picking out photos. She needed something that made her look
attractive and fun. Most of the photos that Abby had on her phone
were bad selfies or awkward looking ones that her besties took. It
wasn’t like she could post any ol’ photo when half of the ones with
the girls were at bars and in various stages of intoxication.
Ironically, most of the times that she had been out doing something
fun had been with her ex-boyfriend. They had gone on hikes and
long-weekend trips to explore other cities. He always made sure to
ask Abby to snap some photos, but he had never taken any of
her.

The closest thing to an activity photo that
she had was the company’s hiking trip, which was a generous
exaggeration. It was more like a BBQ at the city park with a
walking trail around a lake. Obviously, they knew that they
couldn’t expect any athletic talent from the marketing department.
Abby was just going to have to cross her fingers and hoped these
were enough to get a message or two.


 


Name? Danny O’Keefe

Age? 37

Height? 183 cm

 


It wasn’t like a lad could be honest here.
Every girl wanted a man over six foot with an athletic build. He
also needed a house, auto, six-figure career position, and ten-inch
dick. It was a fucking joke. What lad would have all that and not
be an asshole? Danny was 178 centimeters but it was those few
fucking centimeters that girls cared about.

 


Weight? 11 Stone

Political Views? Liberal

Religious Views? Catholic

Looking For? Hook-Ups. Short-Term.
Long-Term. New Friends.

 


It was definitely a strategy by picking all.
Unfortunately, Danny didn’t have many options, having played the
field a bit much at home. Everyone in town was either an ex or a
fuck or a joke – sometimes he had standards that even a Guinness
couldn’t lower. He was hoping it would help him reach a girl from
maybe the city or at least one that hadn’t taken a ride from every
lad.

 


Introduce Yourself? I’m the Irishman
of your dreams.

 


Not much use in filling out that section.
All he needed were some stellar photos. That was what they cared
about – could they see that bulge in some sweatpants or did he have
a cute enough face sober to ride? Plus, Danny wasn’t willing to
risk adding much and having a girl knock him out for it. It was
best to think what they wanted and wait for a bite.

 


Username? DrLuv


Chapter One

“What are you up to
tonight, Abby?” Harper rolled her chair across the hallway between
their cubicles so she could keep her voice low. The office was
rather dead for a Friday morning, but it wasn’t worth the risk of
their gossip being overheard and spread around the office.
Especially when their department was a small.

“Well, I actually have a date,” she said,
quite proudly. It seemed that online dating maybe wasn’t the worst.
Harper would be thrilled to know that her nagging – positive
reinforcement, as she called it – paid off.

Sophia popped her head over the cubicle wall
that they shared. “How the hell did you get a date on Friday night
and not tell us the second you got it?”

“Maybe I didn’t want you to trying to go on
a double date with us.” Abby got the jab in while she could.
“Honestly, I wasn’t sure how ya’ll would react. I mean, we usually
go out for drinks tonight and I would be bailing.”

Harper rolled her eyes. “You think we’d come
after you for ditching us. You better tell us about this guy
later.”

“You have to admit, Abby, it’s not like you
get guys asking you out all the time.” Sophia shrugged it off.

“Ouch, wow…” It wasn’t like Abby could
really fault her. It, unfortunately, was true. She tended to avoid
people, even more so after the breakup. Trust issues played a big
role in that. And maybe there was just a look on her face when
people got close that made them keep walking.

“I’ll have you know that I made a dating
profile and he messaged me first,” Abby tried to defend
herself.

“You. Did. Not.” Sophia’s jaw dropped.
“There are creeps on there. I had a friend tell me how she was
getting harassed for feet pics all the time… and a guy tried
stalking her. No one on those things are who they said they
are.”

“Not all of the dating sites are bad,”
Harper tried to defend, seeing as it was her idea in the first
place.

“Yea, but come on. Abby, are you really that
desperate?” Sophia asked, genuinely concerned.

“I’m not desperate. I just thought that I’d
give it a try, seeing as I only hang out with you two at the bar.
Plus, I don’t have that much free time to go out and try to meet
guys somewhere else.”

Harper crossed her arms. It wasn’t a good
idea to be on Harper’s bad side. “Are you really saying that we’re
the reason you don’t date? But I’ll give you that – not every guy
is a creep.”

“Do you know how many women go missing every
day? You’re way too trusting.” Sophia added. “We’d have your back,
Abby, but you want to go get murdered?”

She rolled her eyes and watched Sophia
disappear behind the cubicle wall. Guess she had deemed Abby a lost
cause. Harper had her full attention on Abby, and she was looking
less convinced about this. It wouldn’t be surprising if Harper said
she was going to stalk them on their date – darting from bush to
bush like a crazy mom on their kid’s first day of school. Actually,
neither Sophia nor Abby would put that passed her. In fact, one of
them had been in those bushes with her the first year that school
came around.

“If I text you his name and where we’re
going, would that be enough?” She asked.

It took Harper a moment to consider that
offer. “Full name and phone number.”

“I just have his first name and kind of
where he works, seeing as he said we were going to a place near
there.” Harper was sure playing hard ball.

“Fine,” she conceded.

Sophia poked her head back over the cubicle
so she could chime in again. “Abby, don’t take this the wrong way,
but we have legit reasons to be worried. We didn’t know what you
were going through with Simon, and you kind of shutdown. I can’t
speak for Harper but I feel really, really bad over that. I just
want to make sure that you don’t find another Simon or someone
worse. You’re one of my best friends and I don’t want nothing
happening to you.”

“Same here,” Harper chimed in. “I wish that
you told us sooner about him. I would have kicked his ass so
hard.”

Maybe that was why Abby hadn’t told either
of them about Simon and what he put her through. Her brain must
have been wired wrong if she still wanted to protect him after all
the horrible things he said to her – destroying her self-esteem and
confidence – and after all the family stuff and events she wanted
to go to that he made her miss. He even had her convinced that he
was the victim in all this and that she was the one making his life
difficult – all he wanted was a little consideration. Of course,
that really mean he wanted all the control over what she said, did,
and thought.

Deep down, Abby knew that her besties would
have her back, no matter what. At the same time, she didn’t want
the pity or to wallow in feeling like a victim forever. She had let
herself get into that toxic situation… and then let herself stay
too long.

Sighing, she reached over to unplug her cell
phone from the wall charger. The screen automatically lit up,
showing the notifications for a couple new messages. Abby opened
the dating app and went to her date’s chat. She knew this was the
best thing to do – for her own protection. She took a screenshot of
the portion where he messaged his phone number and it showed his
name and username. That should be enough information for her
friends to get the cops involved if something happened.

Abby sent them the screenshot. “I’ll make
sure to text you both when the date’s over. If I get into any kind
of trouble or feel uncomfortable, I’ll get myself away from the guy
and call one of you guys or the cops. Deal?”

“Deal,” they both chimed.

 


 


The rest of the day was rather uneventful,
minus a bowl of soup exploding all over the microwave. Traffic
wasn’t even that bad for a Friday escape and Abby was able to make
it home, change, and get back into the city for the date with time
to spare. It was more of a relief when she discovered that the
restaurant had its own parking lot – which meant no fighting for
street parking with people working late or residents coming
home.

The place was pretty nice without being
super fancy. Luckily, she had elected for the black flats and a
black-and-pink color block dress that stopped just above her knee.
Because the top was strappy and showed some skin, Abby had kept her
hair down and let her natural curls be free.

Stepping inside, the maître d’ took her name
and escorted her towards the back where a man sat alone. He stayed
seated and let the other pull out her chair so she could have a
seat. It was a tad disappointing that her date wasn’t a little bit
chivalrous.

“I’m Adam,” he finally introduced himself.
“Abigail, right?”

She nodded and tried not to over-think it.
Why did he feel the need to confirm her name? Was he expecting
someone else to show up too? Maybe it was just his awkward way to
break the ice and get conversation going. Or maybe the girls were
right and he was just a big red flag.

Adam was the spitting image of his profile
photo, which was a little reassuring. He was at least a little of
who he said he was online. Average height, probably, but she
couldn’t tell with him sitting. Average build. He’d blend right
into a crowd with his sand-dusty hair swept into a coif and his
pleasantly generic office worker face. She was sure that any woman
would be grateful for those genes getting passed along to their
kids. Abby, not so much sold on that. Maybe it was his choice to
wear a pea-green tweed jacket and pastel pink necktie, but there
was just something not vibing there.

“You can call me, Abby.” He had been the
only person who used her full name. Actually, she hadn’t even
entered her full name on the dating app. She had used “Abby”, so
how he came to that conclusion was a mystery – unless he
assumed.

“Great.” Adam did have a nice smile. Proved
he had all his teeth. “I can tell you that this place was ranked
the city’s best for their steak and they have the best pasta that
you’ve ever tasted. You’ll love the Caesar salad they have.”

His comment rubbed her the wrong way.
Especially seeing how she had it on her profile that she was a
“burgers and fries” gal. Adam didn’t come off as being nervous, and
he didn’t seem to be the forgetful kind. Then again, you couldn’t
be forgetful if you never read it on the profile – and Abby was
thinking that was what happened. She would have given him the
benefit of the doubt if it wasn’t for being reminded of Simon
earlier. She had given him too many chances and let too much slide.
It was unhealthy to allow that to start on the first date.

“Thanks. I’ll keep that in mind.” Abby
didn’t want to be dismissive, though. She picked up the menu and
gave it a look over. Salads were a rather small portion of a menu
that was mainly pasta and meat dishes. The options didn’t even take
up half a page – which was a good thing that she wasn’t vegan or
vegetarian.

A waiter came over with a bottle of wine and
poured two glasses without saying a word. One was set in front of
Adam, who pretentiously swirled it under his nose before taking a
taste. The other was placed in front of her, while the bottle sat
between them.

“What’s this?” She asked. It definitely was
strange. Most restaurants stopped at water and a bread bowl. Abby
highly doubted that a bottle of red was complimentary.

Adam just smiled over his glass at her, as
if it was nothing. “I thought it would be nice to have something
with dinner, and it would make the conversation easier.”

Guess he had a point. Abby wondered if this
was how the dating world was like now. She had been out of it for
so long. Maybe Adam was just being thoughtful. Alcohol would help
them both relax, so he had a point there.

“That was really thoughtful,” she
commented.

He folded his arms and leaned closer. “So
why are you on that site?”

It should have been obvious if he had read
her profile. If he really didn’t know, then why were they here?
Abby gave herself a moment to debate how she was going to answer
that by pretending to read the menu. She could go with the truth
and maybe have to answer questions about things with Simon, mostly
why it ended. There was the option to be generic and say she just
thought she’d try it out. But she knew that she couldn’t tell him
that Harper nagged her into it – that was a “no” at all costs.

“I just got out of a long-term relationship
and thought that I’d give that a try.”

“Cool. I’ve been single for a while and
really just wanted to see what was out there.” He nodded, accepting
that answer. “Luckily, I found you. If we happen to click, then
that’s a bonus.”

How was chemistry a bonus? The wine was
starting to make sense now.

“Well, what are you looking then?” Abby
asked. She was drawing a blank on if Adam had something on his
profile or not.

He shrugged.

“Just something casual right now. I’m not
going to rule out it becoming something more but I just haven’t had
that luck.” Adam paused to place his steak and baked potato order.
“Maybe you’ll be the one to change that, Abigail.”

Abby.

“I’ll have the chicken carbonara with a side
salad.” She added the salad to stick it to him. Imagine telling her
how good the salads were and then not even ordering one for
himself. If that wasn’t an attempt to control her, then she didn’t
know what was.

Abby waited until the waiter left to add to
their conversation. “I’m actually looking for a serious long-term
relationship.”

“Well, I’m sure we could work something
out.”

“What do you mean?” Abby was confused by
that. Did Adam think that she’d change her mind? And with him
looking and acting the way he was? He wasn’t some godly stud or
some sexy millionaire.

“Well, if things are good, we can make it
passed tonight.”

That was the last straw for Abby. It really
did sound like he was assuming they were having sex tonight – you
know, Mr. Casual, here. Honestly, she already knew that she didn’t
want to see Adam again. But… she wasn’t just going to let him get
away with this. She needed a date to talk about with the girls, and
Abby was sure that they were going to point out that she didn’t
stick through it. More than anything, she wanted to be petty and
get a free meal out of it now.

“So, what do you do for a living?” She
figured that she might as well start a conversation so she didn’t
end up bored to death. Plus, Adam was already coming off as the
type that liked to talk about themselves.

And it sure as shit perked him up. “I work
in real estate.”

Adam kept talking until the food came, and
there was only silence when he took a bite. It was like he couldn’t
help himself. He must have thought that everything he was saying
did nothing but impress Abby – when that was the furthest from the
truth. With minimal nodding and one-word answers, she was getting
through dinner.

Adam turned down dessert for them, which was
fine. She was ready to be done with this night. He handed over his
credit card without a second thought, probably thinking that Abby
was impressed enough to be a sure thing tonight. And if he hadn’t
been such as ass – and she gave him a chance to turn that around –
she would have at least tried to pay for her half.

“I’d like to see more of you tonight.” Adam
sounded confided as he held open the door for her.

She was going to have to break it to him
now. “That’s not going to happen.”

“What do you mean?” It was the first time in
the last hour that he bothered to ask a question.

“I don’t think we’re going to work out or go
further than this. I just don’t feel like we clicked.” If he
wouldn’t accept that, she could either lie about an early start
tomorrow or see if she could get an escort from the restaurant to
her car.

“So, I paid for you for nothing?” Adam had
the audacity to look disgusted by that.

Abby nodded. “It was a date where you’re
supposed to get to know the other person. I learned that we’re not
looking for the same thing, so there’s no point in wasting each
other’s time. It’s even on my profile that I’m not looking for
hook-ups. Plus, I never promised anything other than dinner with
you.”

“But I got us a bottle of Merlot.” As if
that was enough justification to sleep with him.

“Lots of people have a glass of wine with
their meal. It’s very common in Europe and not everyone’s having
sex because of it.”

“This isn’t Europe, Amy.”

Wow.

Just wow.

He still couldn’t get her name right.
Yea, that was hot. Totally made her want to have sex with him
now.

Abby knew that she was worth a lot more than
this. She didn’t have to deal with him or his ideas on how this
should be going.

“Another fucking cock tease,” he mumbled
under his breath.

There was no way. “Excuse me?”

“You’re a fucking cock tease. You use men
for a free meal and never put out. I should have known that you
were a bitch.”

She wanted to know where this attitude was
coming from. Adam, seemingly, did a complete one eighty when he
realized that this wasn’t going to end the way that he thought. If
Abby hadn’t already ruled him out, it put him in the same category
as Simon now, and that was a pool she wasn’t dipping her toe in
again.

“Well, I’m sorry that you think that. Just
block me on the dating site and move on.”

Adam laughed. “Oh, I already did that.”

So, it didn’t matter how this date went.
Adam had already blocked her. He was really upset that he wasn’t
getting laid tonight and – probably more so – that someone was
rejecting him.

Abby watched him stalk off towards his car
while she waited next to the restaurant door. She didn’t think that
he’d be following her home or causing her trouble now, but just in
case. He drove off and disappeared around the corner before Abby
made her way to her own vehicle.

For a split second, she missed Simon. Only
because this dating thing wasn’t fun. She still had someone making
her question her worth. At least she’d have a body to go home to
and lay with until he pushed her away. But Abby knew in her heart
that it was better to be alone than to be in that place again. She
couldn’t take the verbal abuse and mind games. There was nothing
like walking in on him with another woman in their bed, and then to
be scolded like a child and told to wait in the living room. She
was made to believe it was all her fault for something she was
lacking.

Abby pulled up to her townhouse, parked the
car, and headed inside. There was no one waiting for her on the
street or sitting in the dark when she opened the door. Which
reminded her that she needed to text the besties and let them know
she survived and made it home.

 


Abby Date sucked. Made it home safe.


Chapter Two

The lads wanted to head
down to the pub to watch the rugby game between Connacht and
Benetton. Connacht was on a roll and needed to keep the win going
to tell off those Leinster bastards next week. This year was
Connacht’s!

They got us a table in the back, near one of
the tellies with the match on. It was the perfect spot to watch the
lads and the girls – Danny was into sport until there was Guinness
or fanny involved. I had his priorities.

“First round on me,” he announced before
heading to the bar. With five lads out, there was a weak chance
that they’d go through and he’d have to buy another. Best to be
grand and get it down fast.

“Cheers to a good match and always remember
to forget the things that made you sad,” one of his mates
toasted.

“Sláinte!” Cheers.

Danny took a long drink before surveying the
pub tonight. Most were lads out for the match, and probably to
escape their women. A few girls were about, but they were there
with their man. A girl in a jersey would fit in grand with me and
the lads. It seemed like tonight was going to be stag.

That was why Danny wanted out of this town.
He was done with the girls here and they were done with him. The
lads had been able to find a girl – well, most of them – and their
wives warned their friends against him. They claim they didn’t want
to keep it in the family and cause drama. Not that Danny could
blame them. He was pretty sure that things would work out – but he
couldn’t believe they wouldn’t want him to try and be happy with
their friends!

Sighing, he pulled out his mobile and check
the socials. If there wasn’t a girl to chat up, then he might as
well kill time while the game went on a bit. Even with a good
match, the first bit was never exciting enough to hold Danny’s
attention. He wanted that nail-biting last try.

Danny popped open the dating app to see what
was out there tonight. Maybe he could land a ride around the
corner, seeing the pub was dead. If nothing else, maybe someone
would be up for a chat.

“Mate, how are you not into the game? What
better match could you want? It’s class!” Duncan jabbed him in the
side. The man had been his best friend since primary school. He was
one of those lads who wouldn’t help a mate out with a date or
two.

Try as much as he could without being
obvious, Duncan still noticed what he was doing. At least enough to
ask. “What ya doing there?”

“Don’t be an eejit, Dunc. I ain’t got
nothing.” Danny hoped that he could just play it off. Maybe if he
could play dumb long enough then something would happen in the game
to get Duncan’s attention.

“I ain’t the eejit. I know what I seen and
can’t believe it from our Danny boy.” He laughed and leaned over to
our mate. “Get this, Danny Boy is on a dating app!”

“No shit?” He laughed. “You that desperate,
Danny?”

“Fuck off, Aaron.” Great – half his mates
knew and all of them were going to give him shit.

“Doesn’t Mary have a cousin you can get to
meet him, Dunc?” Aaron asked before downing half his pint.

Duncan shook his head. “Naw, Mary’d have my
head. Said I best not bring her ‘round and ruin her with
Danny.”

“Thanks, mate,” he said sarcastically. Danny
rolled his eyes before adding. “Glad your wife thinks the worst of
me.”

“But how many girls have ya been with last
week? Can’t blame our women for thinking you only break
hearts.”

“No idea how you two gobshites got wives,”
Danny muttered.

Aaron laughed while Duncan went back to
watching the game. Connacht was making taking a risky try but it
definitely was going to put them ahead if they won it.

Rolling his eyes, Danny went back to his
mobile. It was sad to see how many heifers were in the area, but
that was already what he knew. That was the point of using the app
– he needed to see something outside of this pub and this town. It
could be fun if he found himself a little Galway girl or a sexy
Dubliner. Honestly, Danny thought it wouldn’t be bad to land a city
girl. It might even give him some bragging rights. Jesus knew he
needed that after his mates started in on him.

There was an Aoife from Cork with blonde
hair and a pierced nose that looked like she’d be up for a good
time. Probably would want to see some concert or some art hanging
on a wall. Ava from Dingle looked deadly in a purple bikini on some
tropical beach on holiday. Erin and Emma both were taking courses
in Dublin at university, but you knew what they said about college
girls. They probably could give Danny the fun that he was looking
for.

 


Are you from Dublin 6w? Cos I can see myself
Terenure clothes off.

 


My mate wants to know if you’ll meet me.

 


Heading to Coppers tonight?

 


He was convinced that first message was the
best pick-up line. It was class. Now only to see which ones would
take the bait. Between them, they were everything that he was
looking for. He could see having a ride or two with them. Maybe
they’d even join the lads at the pub. Or maybe one would be good
enough for mum.

The app had an option to broaden the search
but, honestly, Dublin and Dingle were opposite sides of Ireland.
The only thing Danny could guess was it meant Cork and Belfast, the
ups and the downs. He wasn’t sure he’d really want to hop a plane
to the UK every week for a date. Not unless she was planning to
take care of him and be a sugar mammy.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Danny glanced up from his phone to see the
Connacht took the conversion and was heading to score, but there
was no way they were going to make that. “No way in hell he makes
that.”

Aaron looked back over his shoulder. “Naw,
mate, he’s been deadly this year.”

“Dooley wins the try!”

“Jesus…” Danny couldn’t believe it. Connacht
scored and widened their lead, even with Benetton’s defense stacked
like that. “Glad I didn’t fucking bet on it.”

“Shit, yea.” Aaron nudged another one of the
lads. “Dude, pay up.”

“Jesus, fine… I’ll grab ya a shot of Jameson
and call it.”

Aaron laughed. “Got a deal there.”

With the bet settled and the telly going to
commercial, Danny went back to his phone. If anything, playing the
numbers game was more exciting than the rugby one. But that’s when
he saw an auburn-haired one with a nice smile. It looked like a
bathroom selfie but she was cute. She baked cookies – how could he
go wrong with that?


Chapter Three

It was so disheartening
after last night’s date to think about keeping this thing going.
That’s why Abby hadn’t bothered to login this morning before work.
While she had been talking to other guys on there, Adam had been
the only one that she got comfortable enough to meet in person. But
now, Abby was questioning everyone. Was anyone actually interested
in her?

The worst part was that it seemed the longer
you were on a dating site, the less it seemed to match you with
people. Not signing on every day probably would kill her chances of
a real match too. It seemed like new profiles or ones that paid for
the service got any attention, and Abby wasn’t about to go through
the trouble of making a new profile.

“So, what happened last night?” Sophia
asked, poking her head over the cubicle wall between them when she
got in the office.

“Ugh, it was so bad.” Abby groaned. She
reached for her coffee to get some liquid energy for this
conversation. Especially when she could see Harper coming down the
hall.

Harper set down her purse and lunch bag.
“What was so bad? Did I miss the date talk already?”

Sophia shook her head. “No, Abby was just
getting to it.”

“Well, first, he had on this awful tweed
jacket and pink tie. Then he didn’t even stand or pull out my
chair,” Abby explained.

Sophia shrugged. “Well, some guys don’t pull
out your chair for you. It’s kind of an old man thing.”

“Not really, Soph. You do that kind of thing
on a first date if you want to seem romantic,” Harper
interjected.

“Yea, and what would you know? You’ve been
married for how long?” She countered.

“Five years,” Harper said, unaffected.
“Anyways, get back to this date.”

“So, like I was saying, that was just the
start. Then he told me the best item on the menu for this steak
place was a salad when there was only like three options,” Abby
paused for them to fully take that in.

“Wow,” Sophia chimed in.

“Then he orders himself a steak and pushes
this bottle of wine on me. I’m not going to lie; it was the worst
date that I’ve ever been on. It wasn’t that he got a red when I’d
have wanted a white.”

“Tell me that he did not order for you.”
Harper groaned.

Abby shook her head. “No, he let me order
for myself and I got a pasta dish. It was just that as we were
leaving, he was basically telling me that I owed him sex because he
paid for dinner.”

They both gasped.

“There’s no way someone in this world is
still that dense.” Harper pinched the bridge of her nose –
something she did when she was trying to keep it together. “Tell me
you kicked him in the balls.”

“I wish.” She’d probably would have ended up
hurting her foot or landing on her ass. “I did call him out on it.
He stormed off, got in his car, and left. I made sure to wait just
so he couldn’t follow me him.”

“Damn, that really sucks.” It was all Sophia
could say after that. “Hope you’re not just not giving up and
calling it quits.”

Abby shrugged. That was what she was kind of
thinking of doing. Adam claimed that he blocked her last night, so
there wasn’t much of a point of logging on to check. Actually, she
could see him sending her an invoice for dinner.

“Maybe I’m not ready to get back out there
and date yet.” That was a real possibility. It had only been a
handful of months since things with Simon were officially over. “Or
maybe all guys are just trashy assholes and I need to settle for
one that doesn’t make me feel as bad as Simon did.”

“You know that’s not true.” Sophia rolled
her eyes.

“She’s right. Not all guys are like that and
you’re probably more ready to date than you think. If you weren’t
ready, you wouldn’t have gone out last night. You would have
cancelled and ghosted him. Hell, you even seemed excited for it. I
just wish he wasn’t a complete asshole.” Harper leaned in for a
hug. “Trust me. I’m married and Peter’s a great guy. Sure, I lucked
out and found him in high school, but I know lots of people who had
to date a bunch of losers before finding the guy for them. Just
don’t give up, okay?”

Signing, Abby knew that she was right. Hell,
they both were right. It was one bad date with one bad guy. That
didn’t mean that her chances were shot or that it was the end of
the world. It just meant that it wasn’t meant to be with Adam… or
Simon.

“Fine,” she conceded, “I won’t give up just
yet.”

“Good.”

Harper walked back to her cubicle and booted
up her computer. She had things to print for the Marketing meeting
this afternoon. She had only mentioned it like every other minute.
If she could pull it off like some big shot, there was probably a
promotion in it for her – a well-deserved one.

Sophia had popped her earbuds in and gone
back to work. She was so far in the zone that the fire alarm or a
nuclear bomb could go off and she’d be oblivious. There was one
time that Abby tapped her shoulder to ask for something and she
jumped out of her skin. Half of the office floor thought she was
being murdered.

One was married and the other had a long
list of lovers. They both had set plans and goals. Then there was
Abby. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to be a big shot or the person
bringing in the most clients – wining and dining them too.

She opened a new tab on her internet browser
and slipped into private mode. Abby didn’t need corporate seeing
what she was doing on company time. She brought up the dating site
and typed in her password – screwing it up the first time because
she fat-fingered it – and saw red notifications.

A new match and a new message.

Abby was used to the heart emoji that
basically said someone liked you, but just not enough to send a
message and you’d never know who it was. Well, unless you paid the
monthly fee, which Abby couldn’t rationalize doing.

 


DrLuv I’d love to taste your cookies.
Chocolate chip are my favorite. Would you want to meet up and give
me one?

 


It wasn’t a corny pick-up line or something
gross and disgusting. It wasn’t an offer to suck her toes or a
marriage proposal. He actually read her profile. It made Abby smile
to think that he was that interesting in her enough to send a nice
message like that and – kind of – ask for a date.

Abby went to his profile and was met with
stunning blue eyes. His smile was even sexy. There wasn’t much
information on his profile, which was a bummer and hopefully not a
sign that he was lazy. Maybe all that he needed to say with that he
was Irish to get women fawning all over him. For many, that was
probably all that they needed to know. Yea, Abby thought it would
be kind of nice having a sexy Irish guy messaging her and saying
things that make her zone out because of that accent.

It seemed like he got around. There were
photos of him in places that obviously weren’t Ireland. Not unless
there were palm trees there – but she wasn’t going to question it
and those swim trunks. It also seemed like he had a lot of friends
who knew how to have a good time, judging by the smiling faces in
the photos. The last photo uploaded was one of DrLuv holding up a
glass of dark beer – probably a Guinness – as if giving me a toast
for finding his profile.

Then there was the section of what he was
looking for, which was a bit troubling for Abby. He selected every
option, and maybe that was true. Maybe he wanted whatever he could
get – and he probably could get anything that he wanted with those
eyes. Abby had to give it to him, though. He was being honest. He
also did message and send a heart emoji first. And honestly, what
did she have to lose at this point? A message back would be
harmless.

 


MSwRight I’d love to meet up, but how about
I get to know you more first? Why don’t we start with our names?
I’m Abigail, but you can call me Abby.

 


Judging by the green dot on his profile
photo, he was currently online.

 


DrLuv Pleasure to meet ya, Abby. I’m Danny.
I’m at the pub right now… what you’d be drinking if you were
here?

 


At a pub. Now? Abby checked the timestamp,
even though she knew it was only two in the afternoon. Why would he
be drinking this early? Was he an alcoholic or a jobless bum? His
message didn’t have the typos that she would expect from a drunk
person. Maybe he was on vacation or some kind of fancy CEO of a
tech start-up that never had to work.

 


MSwRight Jack and coke but I wouldn’t say no
to a hard cider either. What are you ordering for snacks or do you
just drink?

 


Abby hoped that didn’t sound stupid. She was
trying to be sneaky and see if his reply gave him away as an
alcoholic or not. There was that Irish stereotype, as much as she
didn’t want to believe everything that she heard.

 


DrLuv Depends. If I need a drink, then no.
If I’m to enjoy my night, cheesy chips or some bangers & mash.
More important, are we sharing?

 


She wasn’t sure what bangers were, and
wasn’t sure it was a safe thing to ask. But he liked nachos and she
could respect that – unless he put black olives on it. If Danny had
said peanuts, she wasn’t sure that she’d keep talking to him. Those
things were bacterial cesspools and that was living too dangerously
for her.

 


MSwRight Would you let me?

 


If Abby went with her first thought – that
was no. Simon wouldn’t share and got upset if she even stole one
fry out of his McDonalds bag. He wanted her to order her own or get
nothing at all. It was wrong to even compare the two and Abby knew
she was going to have to work on that. Maybe it was just because
she didn’t have much time to heal from it yet.

 


DrLuv Of course! Means I get more food and
we get more to share :)

DrLuv Do you hate sharing? Cos I’ll just eat
what you can’t then :P

MSwRight No, I actually like it but I didn’t
think guys did.

DrLuv You must know some shite guys. Give us
a reason for more food and we take it. Can’t promise there’d be
much to share but I’d try and we can pig out.

 


Abby laughed – like a real, honest laugh. It
felt so good after feeling like she couldn’t for so long. Yea, with
logic like that, she could see it. Already in her head, his words
were sounding light-hearted and nice in that accented voice. So
far, Danny felt easy to talk to; although, she was struggling to
think of something good to say to keep the conversation going. Most
guys that she messaged weren’t online at the same time as she was,
or just chose not to hold a conversation.

 


MSwRight I have to finish a couple work
things. Can we talk more tomorrow?


Chapter Four

Finish up a work thing?
Danny checked the time. Damn, it was awfully late to still be
working. It was almost ten. Either she had a shite job or was
really dedicated. But if she was a barmaid then it was going to be
harder to find time to see each other unless he showed up at her
pub to chat up between pours.

 


DrLuv Well goodnite to ya then. And yea,
we’ll chat again tomorrow.

DrLuv What does work got ya doing so
late?

 


He figured that Abby wouldn’t reply right
away because she had to go, but she did.

 


MSwRight Doing reports. I work in marketing.
What about you?

 


Marketing? That wasn’t what he expected. To
be fair and keep things going, she had asked the same thing. But
now he didn’t know what to say because nothing seemed to stack up
to that. The truth wasn’t exciting and good enough for someone in
marketing who worked all night dedicated to their work. What lie
could he say, though, and keep it straight in his head?

 


DrLuv Thought my name gave it away.

 


Hopefully she’d think he was funny and
clever. Unless Abby thought he was actually a doctor. But if she
got the love part, he could back that up. His granddad did have a
fudge business and things were grand at holidays. That usually
meant Danny had a side job for extra cash. As the guy behind the
register, he actually had little to do with it. Fuck, it wasn’t
even a job if he was honest. It was a chance to flirt because what
girl didn’t love getting chocolates – and he had endless samples.
So, if Abby actually thought he was a doctor, he’d just prescribe
her a couple. Maybe they could pretend she made a mess and he’d
need to lick her clean. Danny already knew he could be boasting
when the “doctor’s in”.

 


MSwRight Wow, you’re a doctor? I’m
impressed. I thought it might have just been a clever name. Can’t
judge a book by the cover, huh?

 


Shit.

She read and responded way too fast for his
to get ahead of this with something flirty and obvious. If he
corrected her now, Abby might feel embarrassed and ghost him. While
she was hot and easy on the eyes, he wasn’t desperate to beg her to
chat. Her thinking that was only a problem if things didn’t stay
casual. Problems happened when feelings started.

 


DrLuv I always prescribe a bit ‘o chocolate.
Fudge cures all ;)

 


He mentally crossed his fingers, hoping that
she’d take the dodge. Danny didn’t want to confirm nor deny her
idea of him.

 


MSwRight I’d take it twice a day with a
smile on my face.

 


Jesus.

Abby jumped right into the innuendos better
and faster than he could’ve. Now he didn’t know what he was praying
for more – twice daily rides or the eagerness of what he offered.
Fuck, Danny hoped that she meant double doses of him.

“Oi, what ya got there, Danny?”

Duncan was back, trying to see what he was
looking at on his phone. Danny shut off the screen and slid the
phone into his jacket pocket. He shouldn’t have tried this around
the lads in the pub, but there was no knowing Abby would be
flirting like that. Worst part was how she had him thinking, and
being around the lads right now was an annoyance. If only she
hadn’t been working late. She could have come by… no, he’d take her
home and give her that ride. That’s what he wanted right now and he
was almost willing to beg for the address.

“Keep your business to yourself, there,”
Danny warned. He had saw his mate trying to make a pass on his
pocket. There was no way in hell that he wanted them to see those
chats.

He laughed. “A wee bit touchy, eh?”

“Must have found himself a girl,” Aaron
chimed in, seeing that it was back to ragging on Danny time. “She
making it here tonight?”

Danny shook his head. There was just not
getting them off his back. “No, not tonight. She’s working late and
heading home.”

“And not to your place? Did you even offer
her a ride?” They teased.

“Maybe I’m trying to keep her from gobshites
like you.” That actually made him laugh and took some of the
tension out of him.

“So, she turned ya down.” Duncan looked so
proud, like he had it all figured out. “But then why were ya
smiling like a fool? Did she send you something in the nip? I think
you need to show us now.”

“Fuck off.” Even if Abby had sent something,
there was no way he was showing the lads.

Aaron nudged Duncan. “Oi, I think he might
like her. Not begging for a ride tonight. I think we need another
round – on me!”

“Yes!” Duncan fisted the air. “I’m ready for
another.”

“Yea, get us another round and get back to
watching this banger of a game,” Danny tried to remind his
mate.

Duncan finished his Guinness from the first
round and slammed the empty pint on the table. “You’re damn right!
Connacht’s gonna crush ‘em.”

“Oi, look there.”

A couple girls, running stag, walked in and
headed to the bar. They ended up taking seats next to where Aaron
was waiting for the drinks.

“So, who’s striking out first?” He
joked.

Duncan nudged him. “I bet ya won’t now that
you’ve got that girl. You’re all smitten.”

“I am not.” Sure, they may have just been
taking the piss. “I could get them to chat with me.”

“Wanna bet?”

It was risky. Duncan could make it something
crazy like streaking down high street or weak as buying another
round or him a shot. That meant he’d have to force the girls to
chat at all costs.

Aaron set down the tray of drinks. “Who’s
betting?”

“Danny and I.” Duncan grabbed another pint.
“I’m betting he can’t get those girls up there to talk to him.”

“Well, I’d take a bet against him,” Aaron
said, sitting down to enjoy his own pint.

“Geez. Thanks, Aaron.” Danny rolled his
eyes.

Duncan couldn’t stop laughing and it drew
the other lads’ attention.

“That bad with the ladies, eh, Danny?” They
jested.

He was about to shoot off the mouth when
Aaron spoke up.

“I’d bet against him seeing as they be
lesbians and all,” he explained.

Groans were heard around the table.

“Shame. They’re both lookers.”

“Doesn’t rule out a thing. Maybe they’d be
in for a watcher or something. They might not be full lesbians
too.”

Danny shook his head and grabbed a pint
before they were gone. Sometimes he didn’t know about the lads.

“After this round, I think I’m heading out.
Calling it a night and such,” he announced, to no one in
particular. Didn’t seem like anyone paid him attention anyways.
Maybe they didn’t care seeing as he’d already bought his round or
because there’d be no betting.

 


 


There were three new messages on his phone
when Danny woke up. Seemed like more than just Abby had taken the
bait. Unfortunately, one was up for a ride last night but literally
messaged the minute after his head had hit the pillow. She might be
out now because of that. Slim chance she hadn’t found another guy
or wanted to wait until tonight for Danny.

His body ached as he got himself out of bed.
A few pints last night and the walk home had really reminded
himself that he was an old man. Danny put the kettle on before
popping into the shower to try and gather a shred of humanity. The
lukewarm water beaded and ran down his body, leaving him smelling
way better than pub drink and grime.

Danny had just enough time to pull on jeans
and a pullover jumper – seeing as it was going to be a bit nippy –
before the kettle started whistling. It only got louder the longer
it took to pull on his socks and make it down the hall. Turning it
off and setting it aside, he grabbed some Twinning’s tea and threw
a couple bags in a mug to steep. All it was missing was a splash of
cream and it’d be grand.

It took a moment for it to steep as strong
as he like it but, by then, he had already been at the table with
his phone up, trying to think of how to reply to Abby. He didn’t
feel like playing games and risky her losing interest. If anything,
not until he had her out for drinks. Maybe she wasn’t working
tonight and they could grab a pint or grab something after her
shift.

But what was his play after last night? Abby
had gotten an idea and it made things a bit complicated. It could
be best to say nothing until after they had a night. That way if
she was shite, he wouldn’t have to worry about her ghosting him but
they’d still have had fun together. If she wasn’t shite, then he’d
need to be worried about explaining things and hoping she wasn’t
embarrassed.

 


DublinDancer53 Heading to Coppers 2nite. Ya
game?

 


The message from Erin wasn’t exactly
expected, but was appreciated. She was a bit far off and the lads
would surely say something about that. But maybe she was the safer
bet here. Could make him wait a night and see what Abby
thought.

 


DrLuv I’m down for the craic ;)

DublinDancer53 Meet ya at the bar at
2100

 


Well, now he had a plan for the night. He’d
just grab a train to Dublin after work and try his luck. Hopefully
it meant that he’d have a bed for the night. But his mind got back
to Abby and there was one safe message he thought he could
send.

 


DrLuv So what’s your username mean?

 


“Oi, Danny! You ready?” His mate Taylor
popped his head into the kitchen clearly abusing the key he had for
an emergency.

“Just about.” Guess he couldn’t wait around
for Abby to reply. She had been so quick to last night, but maybe
she slept half the day away after a shift like that. That would be
unfortunately.

Danny left the mug – tea bags and all – in
the sink on his way out. “Think we got time to stop for
sandwiches?”

Taylor shook his head. “You gotta learn to
make something for your own, Danny. We all worry about you
starving. Don’t want to have to move your body out of the way to
grab a beer.”

“Hey, I’m a grand cook,” he defended. “Just
yesterday I mastered the microwave. You won’t find a better frozen
dinner than mine.”

His mate just laughed. Grabbing something
from Tesco was Danny’s usually go-to move. Unfortunately, there
wasn’t one by his place and it was only on the way to work did he
get a chance to pop over to one. Well, that was when Taylor was
willing to give him a lift there. Maybe today’s deliveries would
have him by one.

“Do you know where we’re heading today?” He
asked.

Taylor shook his head. “Naw, pa said we got
a large one though.”

“Grand,” he groaned. He hated large
deliveries. Meant a lot of lifting and a lot of feeling like shit
after. “Think we’d get off early? I gotta be in Dublin
tonight.”

“Probably… for a tenner, I’d cover ya.” He
laughed. Clearly exploiting this.

It might be worth it, though. Erin was
fucking hot and in a dim club he might be looking alright. But
there was still a chance his body would end up crumbled up on the
floor after today. There was a chance it might not make it long
enough for a ride and – if it did – he couldn’t be a dud in the
sack. Danny liked to think that he had a certain reputation to
uphold.

“Wished your old man did stuffed animals or
something,” Danny complained. Large orders meant one thing – and
those cabinets were going to be the death of him.


Chapter Five

DrLuv So what’s your
username mean?

 


Abby hadn’t expected him to reply again so
late. If he was going to message her at two in the morning, why was
it something so boring and tame? Weren’t guys supposed to be
sending out dick pics and asking for booty calls? Not that she was
into that, but what was the point of messaging that late
otherwise?

Maybe Danny couldn’t sleep. Maybe that was
it. Abby was surprised that she hadn’t heard the notification on
her phone, seeing as she was usually a light sleeper. Maybe that
pepperoni pizza and pint of ice cream had thrown her into a
coma.

 


MSwRight My last name’s Wright. Thought I’d
be clever and let ya’ll know I’m Ms. Right for you ;)

 


Abby felt immediate dread after sending that
and it got worse when she realized there was no way to unsend that.
That was a little too much and coming on strong. It was a stupid
thing to say. What if he took it the wrong way and didn’t think it
was flirty? Maybe he was looking more for “Ms. Right Now” instead
of “Ms. Right”. Abby needed to come up with another message or
question fast before he decided to block her.

 


MSwRight So where you from? The dating site
doesn’t show you in my matches.

 


The profiles – at least to her meager
knowledge – didn’t show a location. Abby didn’t know if that was a
blessing or a curse. What if she was talking to some guy in Texas
and they were clicking? She wasn’t going to go that far for a date.
It would be a bummer but if they couldn’t see a way to make things
work, was it even worth trying now?

She waited for his reply before going to
make breakfast. Having turned on the coffee pot, she pulled a
homemade bacon and egg sandwich out of the freezer and tossed it in
the toaster oven. The phone binged and her heart skipped at the
thought of it being Danny, but it was just Sophia saying she was
going to be late for work – and bribing Abby to cover for her.
Harper would definitely lecture them on it, but Abby was sure that
she could say she was in the bathroom with period cramps or
something.

Abby was able to eat breakfast, down a cup
of coffee, grab a to-go mug, and jump in the car. She was walking
into the office, and there still was no message from Danny. He had
been so quick to reply last night. Then again, he may have already
been at work or on his way there too. She’d give him a day and if
she didn’t hear back then Abby would just have to admit he wasn’t
interested and let it go. She could just add it to the list of
horrible dating experiences.

Harper was already in the office typing away
when she got there. Her computer screen had at least five windows
open, and she was so focused that she hadn’t noticed Abby walk in.
Chances were that she wouldn’t notice Sophia showing up late. As
long as the boss didn’t suddenly decide to make the rounds, then no
one was losing their job today.

The computer slowly hummed to life and it
seriously was a vibe. Abby had one large marketing campaign on her
plate. It was an indie start-up that wanted a bigger social media
presence and she had to figure out the best plan of attack.
Honestly, that was more in Sophia’s wheelhouse but she had
volunteered to get the experience to maybe move up the ladder
later.

Sophia had managed to sneak in at some
point, unnoticed. It wasn’t until Abby was getting up for lunch
that she noticed her bestie out of the corner of her eye. Between
that campaign and Danny, she needed a distraction and this was her
chance.

“Did you guys bring lunch or do you want to
try the food carts on Fifth Street?”

“Maybe next time. I brought mine today so I
could work through lunch.” So, Harper was out. She was the mother
to a six-year-old, so she probably just made a second lunch for
herself.

Sophia put her computer into sleep mode and
grabbed her purse. “Yea, I’m in.”

There was a suspicious look on her face the
whole time they walked out of the building. They were halfway down
the block before she couldn’t hold it in anymore.

“So, tell me everything about this guy.”

She couldn’t remember ever mentioning Danny
to them. “What do you mean?”

“Come on, Abby. You’ve had this stupid look
on your face and it’s like you’re totally over that horrible date
from the other night,” Sophia pointed out. “So, tell me now that
Harper’s not around. Spill the beans.”

She knew that she could play dumb and not
say anything about Danny. It was horrible, but she could always
play into Sophia being the party girl and the most ditzy out of all
of them. But if Sophia was noticing things, then it was only a
matter of time before Harper caught on. There really wasn’t
anything between her and Danny, so it wasn’t like she had anything
to downplay. The bigger problem would be if she told Sophia
something and Harper found out later. There were going to be hurt
feelings.

“There’s no beans to spill. A new guy just
started talking to me and that’s it.” Really, it had only been a
handful of messages and it looked like all that might be
ending.

Sophia looked like she wasn’t buying it.
“That can’t be all.”

“We just started talking last night. For
some reason he was drinking at, like, three in the afternoon. After
I left work, I sent a message but he didn’t respond until two in
the morning.”

“Like, is he weird or an alcoholic?” Sophia
asked.

“That’s what I don’t know. His username said
he was a doctor; it could have been that he was on vacation or
something. His messages were legible, so I don’t think he’s a
drunk.”

“You nabbed a doctor?” The surprise was
real. “See? We told you that you were pretty.”

“Yea, but I messaged him this morning and he
still hasn’t gotten back to me. Last night, we were actually
messaging back and forth pretty quickly. I don’t know if he’s
ghosting me or not. That’s why I didn’t really want to talk about
him. I don’t really know much about him yet. I don’t even know
where he lives.”

Sophia glanced over with a confused look,
and it was just from debating which truck she was going to hit. “It
doesn’t tell you where he’s from on the dating site? I thought that
would be part of the profile. Otherwise, how do you find someone
that you can actually meet up with?”

Abby shrugged. “It’s not really how this
site works, apparently. It did ask for my location when I signed
up, and then I had to select a search radius for it to generate my
matches. I’m assuming that other people could set a different
search area, which I guess is how he found me.”

“That’s stupid,” she mumbled.

“Well, I think the idea behind it is so you
can’t target rich areas of town or avoid other places. It’s
something that rideshare companies do. Like you don’t know the
pick-up location until after you accept the request. I guess, in a
way, this dating site is trying to level the playing field.” Which
may not have been a bad idea. Inconvenient, maybe. But that meant
users were hunting for personality rather than a lifestyle they
wanted to marry into. “Maybe you should try it.”

“Nah, I think I’ll pass. I’d rather find
some sugar daddy and be living in a mansion so I’d never have to
work again. Doesn’t sound like your dating site would let me do
that.” Sophia just smiled.

It was hard to tell if she was joking or
not. Abby knew that she had high standards for men. They needed to
dress professional and have an air of confidence, but they also
needed to be fun and exciting with parties or traveling. Sophia
wanted to be a socialite.

“I’m going to grab a gyro from the Greek
truck. Meet ya back here and we’ll grab a seat?” She asked. When
Abby nodded, she headed off and got in line to order.

Abby had decided it was a chicken quesadilla
kind of day and found the Mexican truck. Everything was done fresh
and their homemade taco-seasoned cheese was orgasmic and melted
perfectly. Their attention to detail was amazing. She’d eat rat
meat or a shoe if they made it with that much care. So, it was
confusing why Sophia would settle for some crappy deli meat
taco.

She already had a table and was waiting by
the time Abby’s order came up. She popped open the take-out box and
dunked a slice of quesadilla into the little cup of sour cream. It
was hard not to moan at the first bite.

“So, what do you think about the new
clients?” Sophia asked. “I just find it odd that we’re taking on
more and more. It doesn’t feel like we’re our own start-up tech
anymore. We’re like a contractor for everyone else.”

She had a point that Abby hadn’t really
thought about before. It must have had something to do with
Sophia’s recent workload. Being in marketing, it didn’t feel
different. It was just the client was different now. Abby could
remember when the company finally rented office space.

“Well, I think it’s because of the new
products the Research and Development team came out with. It’s
supposed to link all these gaming consoles into one so you have
access to all the games, and you’ll only ever need our device. I
think other companies are watching how we’re marketing it, seeing
as it’s not an easy thing to convince people of working.”

Sophia shrugged. “It’s a nice flow of cash –
don’t get me wrong – but the spending budget has been a mess. I
guess it makes a bit of sense, seeing how R&D doesn’t talk to
Accounting.

 


DrLuv I’m from Athlone in County Westmeath.
Where about are you?

 


Abby’s phone lit up at the notification.
Unfortunately, she had left it on the table to eat and Sophia had
seen it. A mouthful of gyro didn’t stop her from asking about
it.

Swallowing hard, Abby reluctantly wiped off
her fingers and unlocked the phone. “That’s the guy.”

“Oh, read what he said!”

“He’s from Athlone.” That town didn’t ring a
bell. Neither did the county he mentioned, and it was strange that
he thought to add that.

“Athlone? Hmm, let me look that up.” Sophia
was already on her phone searching. “Oh, he’s a Cali guy! According
to Wikipedia, Athlone is an unincorporated community in California.
It’s about fifty miles north of Fresno. Apparently, it’s named
after the Irish town of the same name in County Westmeath.”

“Westmeath?”

Her brain was trying hard to process that.
She knew that Sophia didn’t see Danny’s complete message. So how
did Sophia know to say County Westmeath? No… no. That would mean.
No… no, he was just a guy in California. Danny wasn’t in Ireland.
The dating app wouldn’t match two people so far away and it was a
million times outside of her search area. Hell, California was
outside of her search area. Abby was struggling not to nervously
laugh as it felt like an impending mental breakdown was coming.

“Yea, I guess. Why? Do you know something?”
She set her phone down and went back to the gyro.

Abby shook her head. She didn’t want to
verbalize what she was thinking.

That Danny was an Irish guy.

From Ireland.

Currently in Ireland.

She pulled up the internet browser on her
phone and searched for the difference in time zones. Seven hours.
So, when she was at work and he was drinking, it was like nine at
night for him. That would mean that he wasn’t an alcoholic. He was
just at the pub having a normal drink and at very normal hour.

Oh god.

 


MSwRight Vancouver, Washington, USA… Are you
in Ireland???

 


“Hey, I’m going to head back. I got a
meeting in five minutes.” Sophia stole her attention for a moment.
It seemed that she had finished eating and was collecting up the
trash. Meanwhile, Abby still had half of her quesadilla left.

“Okay, I’ll see ya back in the office
then.”

She waited until Sophia had left before
looking at her phone to see that there was another message from
Danny. The little green dot on his profile photo said that he was
currently online.

 


DrLuv Yea


Chapter Six

Fuck.

He stared at Abby’s message and, honestly,
he didn’t fucking know what to do. Danny knew that he had expanded
his search in the app but, Jesus, the States? He didn’t know where
Vancouver was, but that didn’t matter much. Abby was a million
kilometers away.

So, what was the play now?

There was no way that a thing with Abby
would be casual. Short-term seemed pointless, and he didn’t need
some woman just to pose as his girl. The lads knew that he could
get a ride or a woman, if he really wanted. He wasn’t desperate
enough to want to have a virtual relationship. And long-distance
was miserable, at best. It was a fucking shame when he really
thought that he might like Abby.

The taxi pulled up outside of Coppers, and
it was just about the time to meet up with Erin. She was something
legit and obtainable. That’s what Danny should be trying to get,
and he knew that. That’s why he tried to push thoughts of Abby from
his mind as he headed inside.

The music wasn’t quite his taste, but it
wasn’t trash. He could probably deal with it for the hour or two
with he was with Erin here. It was just that there were so many
bodies and it took a minute to realize the spot she’d said to meet.
Danny didn’t see her there yet, and decided it was best to visit
the jacks first. As he passed the girls’ toilets, someone grabbed
him and had their tongue in his mouth. His eyes were wide open as
he stared at the girl playing rugby with this tongue before
realizing it was rude not to be giving it back to her. His hands
reached around to her ass and held her against him, letting him
feel some friction. They kept at it until neither had a breath
left.

“You ain’t too bad. Wanna come to my
flat?”

That was rather bold, but this had to be the
infamous Copper’s Shifting Wall. Maybe Danny shouldn’t have been
that surprised. But now he had a dilemma – did he risk meeting Erin
at the bar and take his chances of going home alone or did he leave
now with this girl for a ride at her flat? It was either a
guarantee or a chance, and he needed an answer fast. It probably
wouldn’t be long before this girl would think him dull and try with
another lad. But if he didn’t meet up with DublinDancer53, then
there’d probably be no third chance for him, even if he could find
a lie.

“Yea, let’s go.” Danny figured he might as
well take the sure bet. She was cute as hell and had some nice legs
going up beneath that skirt. He was sure that he’d enjoy them
wrapped around his waist.

She grabbed his hand and practically dragged
him out of the club to hail a taxi. Either her flat was a bit off
or she wanted the chance to make out in the backseat and give the
driver a show.

“Should I know your name?” He asked, trying
to be polite.

She shook her head and climbed in the
backseat of the taxi. “Naw, I’d rather just be your Coppers
girl.”

That was fine by Danny. Less chance of him
fucking it up and calling her the wrong thing. He slid in behind
her and barely got the door closed when her mouth was back on him.
He felt her hand run up his leg and slip into his trousers. The
belt he wore kept her from doing much more, but then she realized
that. With a devilish smile, she pulled back enough to see what she
was doing. Her lips didn’t come back to Danny’s, but he couldn’t
exactly hate where they ended up.

“Jesus, fuck,” he muttered under his
breath.


Chapter Seven

Oh, shit. What did she
do now? Here Abby was thinking that the worst case was that he was
in Montana and then California – and those were far enough places
to rule him out – but Ireland was a whole other ballpark. She had
never wanted a long-distance relationship because Abby couldn’t
imagine anything about it being easy. She wanted to snuggle up next
to someone, be able to touch and hold someone whenever she wanted.
She wanted someone to do things with or go out with. She wanted
someone who was at least in the same time zone.

Abby sat there – staring at her phone –
until the quesadilla had gone cold and she was running late for
work. She, honestly, didn’t know what to do. Danny had been great
to talk to and, every message, she had found herself smiling a
little. Honestly, he was stopping her from thinking about Simon and
giving her the idea that there might be some good guys still out
there. Maybe the reason she didn’t just end things was because her
naïve brain was desperately trying to hold onto something good. Was
that really a problem, though, with Danny? The worst part was that
she knew it wasn’t entirely her call. She could only decide to
ghost him or get more attached – and he could decide to break her
heart or sweep her off her feet.

It was a conversation that she would have to
have with Danny. There was a chance that he’d be okay with this
relationship. Maybe his goal had been to find someone in the United
States. If that was the case, it did make Abby question how
interested he really was in her. She hated the thought that Danny
could possibly be using her.

Sophia was gone by the time she got back to
the office, but Harper was still there. Part of her really wanted
to talk about it and, hopefully, have Harper help her figure things
out. But there was another part that knew she couldn’t relate and
Abby wasn’t sure if she could handle her opinions.

It was just bothering her so much. “Hey,
Harper?”

“Yea?” She leaned back in her chair to look
around the doorway of her cubicle.

“I want to ask you something, but I don’t
want you to turn it into a lecture or anything.”

Harper rolled her eyes. “When do I do
that?”

That was something that Abby didn’t feel
safe answering, so she ignored it. “Do long-distance relationships
exist? Like, do they work or are they even worth it?”

The question was enough to get her out of
her chair and to walk over to my cubicle. She leaned against the
doorway, blocking Abby in as if there was a lecture incoming.
“Usually, it’s a bad idea and doesn’t work out well in the end. But
it honestly depends on the people in the relationship and how much
effort they want to put into making it work.”

Then maybe something with Danny wasn’t worth
considering then – if the odds were stacked against them. As for
effort, she didn’t know how to account for that. Abby knew how much
effort that she put into relationships, but she didn’t know what
Danny would put in. She was attracted to him and thought that he
was into her too, but that didn’t mean that anyone was
invested.

“Why do you ask?” Harper tilted her head
slightly.

“I’ve been talking to a new guy on that
dating site. I was hoping to meet up with him, but I just found out
that he’s really far away… like Ireland kind of far away.” It felt
embarrassing to admit that. Like how could she not have known the
whole time where he was from?

Harper just stared at her and she couldn’t
get a beat on what her friend was thinking. She was probably
telling herself to hold back a lecture or her opinions, seeing as
Abby asked her not to do that before even telling her what was
up.

“Oh.” It didn’t seem like she had much to
say after all, which surprised Abby. That or maybe Harper was still
processing it.

“He didn’t hide it from me. The dating site
doesn’t show locations, unless I don’t know how to use it right. It
makes you pick a search radius, and he wasn’t in mine but I guess
that I was in his,” she tried to defend Danny’s motives a little.
The more that her mind thought about it, though, the more that she
saw the situation in a bad light. It was looking more like a green
card opportunity – either on purpose or not – which wasn’t why Abby
thought their conversations started. She felt like she could say
that because Danny hadn’t known she was in the US to begin with –
just like she didn’t know he was in Ireland.

“What if he set his search to just the
United States?” Harper asked, playing devil’s advocate.

“I mean, yea, he could have.” Technically,
that was a possibility. Either Danny had a huge search radius or he
had set his radius just to the US. “But I don’t think that he
did.”

“Abby, you never know with people.
Especially with you being an American. It’s so common for people
wanting a green card to find someone on a dating site and tell them
whatever it takes.” Harper made an awfully true point.

“But shouldn’t he have already proposed then
and be talking about coming to see me?” It was a desperate attempt
to counter.

Harper shrugged. “Has he?”

“No.” Abby shook her head. “It hasn’t even
come up.”

“But it might, now that he knows.”

She sighed. “I guess.”

“And what are you going to do when it does
come up?” Harper asked. She knew that Harper was trying to edge her
towards a certain answer.

“Do you think that I’d let someone use me
and be a doormat again?” Abby threw it back at her.

“No, but I know you don’t want to be alone
and loneliness makes people desperate. I just don’t want to see to
see you end up in a horrible situation again, and I’m also worried
that you won’t tell us how bad things are.” There was clear concern
in her voice.

Abby knew that she had a valid point. She
hadn’t told her besties because she was scared that they would pity
or judge her, and she had thought that she could handle things. If
they had known, they would have been a force to be reckoned with…
and they probably would have all end up in jail that night.

“I’d tell you if it happened this time and,
back then, I… I was thinking wrong things. I’m not in that place
anymore, and I don’t think I could ever believe those lies I was
telling myself again.” That hadn’t been tested, though, but it felt
like the truth. “And I’m not desperate. There are a lot of guys on
the dating site. I could just ignore the Irish guy and find someone
else that I connect with. Then he can’t be using me for a green
card.”

“So, I’m guessing your question was really
about you considering trying long-distance with this guy. Is that
even something that he wants?”

Abby shrugged. “I’m not sure. I haven’t
asked him yet and he hasn’t messaged me to talk about it. The last
message was just telling me that he was in Ireland.”

“Well, maybe before you think about it more
and drive yourself crazy, ask him. Seeing as you’re not even on the
same continent, I don’t think you’ll be meeting up anytime soon.
And, if you both decided to try dating, you could still be looking
and dating other guys.”

“But isn’t that cheating?” Abby asked.
“You’re the last person that I expected to hear that form.”

Harper shook her head. “I’m not suggesting
that. I’m suggesting that you two don’t make it exclusive and that
you both set up some guidelines. One of those guidelines could be
that you’re allowed to date local people. As long as you have an
open dialog and communicate all that, then it’s not cheating.”

With that thought, Harper got back to work.
She definitely left a lot to think about behind. The logical choice
was to give up putting effort in with Danny and redirect that
energy to someone else – or at least someone in the US. But it was
kind of exciting. There was this foreign guy with a sexy accent
that wanted to talk to her. How was that not exciting and swoon
worthy? It definitely was more exciting than the last decade of
Abby’s life had been, even if things were going to be inevitably
short-lived with Danny.

She took out her phone and scrolled back to
their first messages. She reread everything and reread his profile.
His photos smiled up at her and reassured those butterflies. Danny
wasn’t a bad guy or someone who’d use her. He looked kind and
happy.

 


MSwRight Do you want to try long-distance or
is this the end?

 


Abby didn’t want to sound melodramatic. She
didn’t feel like she could make a decision on this. Her head and
her heart were not on the same page right now. If Danny wanted to
give it a shot, then she would try too. They could always spend
time getting to know each other until they met up in person, and
then decide if they wanted more. Harper wasn’t wrong –
communication was key. Sure, a relationship would be next to
impossible, but there was a way to make it work if they put in the
effort.

Danny was offline when she sent the message
and it took some mental math to figure out what time it was for
him. And, actually, it was about the time that they had started
talking the other night when they had a back-and-forth
conversation. A moment later, the green dot appeared on his photo.
Abby lingered in the chat window and waited for his reply. It was a
simple yes or no question, so she wasn’t sure if the dots saying he
was typing would appear or if the message would be too quick for
the app to pick up. But it shouldn’t be taking this long.

And then the green dot disappeared.

She tried to push away the flood of thoughts
over what that might mean. It was a struggle between thinking this
was the end or that he was ghosting her now or that his phone
simply ran out of battery before he could reply. Abby needed a
distraction and the longer she went without a reply the worse it
was getting to focus. She peeked across the hall, but Harper was
already gone home to her family. It seemed that Sophia had also
slipped out at some point, probably to a fancy bar to find a rich
man. Meanwhile, that left Abby alone with too many thoughts and
only a few blocks from a liquor store.

Abby left her car in the parking garage and
headed to the store, unsure what she wanted to find. Seeing as she
had work tomorrow, it wasn’t like she could – responsibility – get
crazy and hit up the tequila or vodka. If she wanted to feel like
shit, Abby would grab a six-pack of some beer. It could always be a
whiskey and coke kind of night. She would just have to pre-pour her
shots so she didn’t get carried away because the more she drank,
the less she cared… or counted.

The problem was the whiskey aisle. Her to-go
bottle – like almost every other good one – was an Irish whiskey,
which only made Abby remember the situation more. She almost wanted
to call it and grab a tub of ice cream before spending the night
sitting on the couch binge watching shitty movies.

Begrudgingly, she grabbed a bottle of
Jameson and headed to the register. There was a look on her face
that scared the cashier into silence, rushing her along out of
fear. And it couldn’t have softened when she checked her phone in
the parking garage and checked when she got home and checked when
she poured the first – of probably many – shots. Abby knew that it
shouldn’t be bothering her, but the fact that he hadn’t replied yet
did.

She kicked up her feet on the coffee table
and tried to get comfortable. Abby had her whiskey in one hand and
her phone in the other. There were new matches on the dating app
and she was shocked that a couple of them actually looked cute.
Seeing as these were matches for her to reach out that meant that
they were in her search radius – more local than Danny. She downed
the rest of her drink and decided to do something stupid.

 


MSwRight Hi :)


Chapter Eight

It was taking a while
for the brain to process things. Opening his eyes might alert
someone that he was awake, and he wanted to piece things together
first to see if he wanted them to know that. First, this wasn’t his
bed. A bit too soft for him and it wasn’t the back alley that he
thought he’d end up in. But there must have been a window ajar
because he could hear muffled traffic sounds.

The night was slowly coming back to him.
Danny had shown up to Coppers to meet one girl but had left with
another – who took him back to her flat for a fuck. Without opening
his eyes, he couldn’t tell if she was still in bed or not, but it
was bright enough to be morning. There was a chance that maybe she
had slipped out to work. So, he waited a moment longer before
risking a look. Seemed like it was nearly late morning, and there
was a lump of blankets behind him that occasionally moved.

Danny eased himself out of bed and gathered
up his clothes on the way to the toilet. It seemed like he had
everything from last night, which was always grand. Taking relief,
he slipped out of the flat and headed back towards where he though
the train station might be. He checked his phone for the time and
saw the notifications.

Two messages were from DublinDancer53 asking
where he was and then to fuck off. He shrugged it off because he
did get what he wanted last night. There was a notification that a
girl liked his profile, so he’d have to message her on the train
home. That seemed to be the way things worked there. His knob
twitched knowing that the bikini girl replied – and his mind had
some grand ideas of what she might have said. And then there was
one other thing. It wasn’t a new notification but Danny knew it was
there because he accidentally opened it last night. Abby had
messaged him and he honestly hadn’t expected a match to be in the
States.

“Where the fuck is this train station?” He
mumbled to himself. It seemed like he had been walking for ages,
but these girls had him distracted. As much as he hated it, he
popped open the map app to get an idea of where to go.

 


MSwRight Do you want to try long-distance or
is this the end?

 


Abby’s message kept staring back him. He
just didn’t know. It was shite that she lived in the States, but
was that the end of things? It really meant that he could only have
one thing with her, but there was no way of thinking she could be
worth it. What girl really was? They hadn’t much time to know each
other, and the time difference didn’t help things. Danny was not
thrilled at the idea of long-distance. That was a shitty
arrangement and too damn expensive, and he didn’t have the money
for that. Hell, Danny didn’t think his boss would give him a day
off right now, so he didn’t even have the time for it.

Here’s how he saw things. He wasn’t
desperate where he needed to put the all in whatever “might” be
with Abby. Sure, dating was a numbers game, so having her messaging
and being casual wasn’t a bad thing. Logically, he and Abby might
fizzle down to nothing more than friends too. So, all that effort
would be in vain, and he wasn’t sure he really needed just a friend
in the States.

But, the short of the long, what was the
harm in it?

 


DrLuv I’d be willing to give it a go if you
are.

 


For all he knew, there were loads of guys
chatting her up. What, really, was he? Maybe she was just hoping it
would kill it and give her an out without seeming like the bad
guy.

 


MSwRight Yea, but what would we be? How
would it work? Not like we can go on a date.

DrLuv Well, we could be talking. Get to know
each other and stuff. Maybe one day meet up in person. Could always
try that video call too. Do you have a mobile that could do it?

 


Hey, if Abby was willing to make videos of
herself then he definitely would, respectfully, watch them. Maybe
watching her get off by seeing him. There were a few things he
could see this turning out to be. For one, it would save his
browser history.

 


MSwRight My phone can do it, but the time
zones are going to make it hard. Would we still be looking and
dating other people?

DrLuv Yea. I can’t commit to someone I
barely know on the other side of the world. Maybe one day I’d say
no.

DrLuv That too honest for ya?

MSwRight No, it’s nice to meet a guy who can
be honest.

DrLuv I’m guessing you haven’t had much
luck.

MSwRight I just got out of a bad
relationship.

DrLuv Want to talk about it?

MSwRight Not really… My ex was abusive and
the relationship was toxic. I stayed because I thought I couldn’t
do better. I walked in on him having sex with someone in our
bed.

DrLuv Fucking bastard >:( How long were
ya together?

MSwRight Too long… 5 years. What’s the
longest you’ve been with someone?

DrLuv Dated a girl for 4yrs in secondary.
She went off to Uni and we decided to call it quits.

MSwRight So what kind of girls do you
like?

 


Wow, Abby was really going for that one now.
It was tricky to be honest here. She had things that he like. Danny
wouldn’t say he was desperate, but there wasn’t much he wouldn’t
like.

 


DrLuv I feel that I should lead with
personality. I do like a good ass, though. It may be too soon but I
need to say there’s nothing sexier than a woman’s legs wrapped
around me or over my shoulders.

DrLuv What kind of lads are you looking
for?

 


Danny figure that he might as well be
considerate and ask back. That, and he’d get her sweating the way
she tried to make him. It would be hilarious if Abby said Irish,
seeing as it was a fluke that we were even chatting.

 


MSwRight I’m still kind of trying to figure
that out. I don’t want to just say the opposite of my ex.

MSwRight I like an affectionate guy and
someone who likes to have fun. I like guys around my height and
average build. Someone smart enough to talk to and have a
conversation with.

DrLuv Realistic ideas for a man? GASP!

MSwRight I know, right? Crazy lol

DrLuv Bet you haven’t had trouble finding
guys… why stick around to talk to me?

 


Now he was really curious. Everything Abby
said was fairly basic and a man’s wet dream. She was a woman with
no crazy expectations. And if she wasn’t chatting up a dozen or so
lads, then why? Was it something wrong with her? Does she do some
weird shit?

 


MSwRight You would think that but no. Some
guys pretend to be nice until they get what they want and then
ghost.

MSwRight I doubt it, but are you having a
hard time finding dates? You ARE talking to someone you can’t take
out for drinks.

 


Wow, that was something that he hadn’t
expected out of Abby. Maybe she did have the humor to keep up with
him. It was nice to see someone handle his honesty and be able to
give it back.

 


DrLuv Athlone is a small town. Only so many
girls here to date so I’m trying to use this to find someone from
the city or something. It’s hard to find a girl for more than a
ride, but I can find a girl ;)

MSwRight A ride? Do you Uber or rideshare or
something? Because you don’t need a girl for that.

 


Was she that dull? How could Abby not know
what a… oh, American. Right.

 


DrLuv A ride is slang for sex.

MSwRight Can’t just say that?

DrLuv No, I’m Irish. Have you not heard we
got the gift of gab? We can’t just say things.

MSwRight I’d love to talk more but I gotta
go to bed. It’s late here and I got work in the morning :(

DrLuv Goodnite, Abby

MSwRight Night, Danny

 


And just like that, a small chat made him
feel better. Well, the guilt was less now that things were cleared.
But it made Abby a real person with feelings when all she was
before was a cute photo.

Danny hopped off the train and headed down
the street to grab something quick to eat. The flat was close
enough that he could walk there and the day was rather nice,
surprisingly. Plus, a lot happened in a day and he could use the
time to clear his thoughts. That and Danny needed a shower to wash
the Coppers off him. By that time, he probably should figure out if
he wanted to call out of work or not.

Physically, he wasn’t tired. Danny ended up
getting a good night’s rest and hadn’t drank between walking into
Coppers and falling into bed. There was no hangover to deal with
and, mentally, he was grand now that things with Abby were settled.
That just left one thing then – he texted Taylor to see if he could
get a ride to work between his deliveries and to tell his pa that
he’d be late, as if it wasn’t obvious.

 


Taylor Oi, get your own car.

 


Fuck.

 


Taylor Be there in five.

 


While he waited for his mate to show up, his
mind had drifted to work. Yea, today felt like a grand day to work
with his hands. Danny pulled on jeans and swapped shirts for a
long-sleeved Henley. When Taylor showed up, he let Danny get into
to van. It was surprising that he hadn’t once attempted to drive
off when Danny reached for the door.

“So, where’ve been, mate?” He took a look at
Danny before driving off.

“Spent the night in Dublin. Got back a wee
bit late.” But that much Taylor probably already knew.

“Coppers?”

He nodded. “Yea. Meant to meet a girl
there.”

“Nice,” he commented. The rest of the drive
out to the shop was in silence. He pulled up and parked alongside
the building. “I got to talk to my pa, so go sneak into the back. I
won’t tell him you were late.”

“Thanks.”

Danny slipped inside, towards the back
workshop that he loved to call his own. The main thing in this
carpentry shop were cabinets and smaller furniture. But, in the
back shop, that was where Danny stole time to work on something
more. Currently, he had an ornate carving for the center of a chair
back to keep his hands busy. The plan was to add fig leaf details.
The trouble was that this work took a lot of time and materials
without a guaranteed sale. It was more of a risk, but it was
something that Danny loved doing when he could.

“Oi, Danny!” He turned to see Taylor’s pa
walking in. “What you got going on there?”

He set down the carving tool that he just
picked up. “Just wanting to do some work on a chair I got
going.”

“I need you to help with a delivery on a
site. They’re remodeling a kitchen and their cabinets got done last
night. They need them installed too, which I know you’ve been
wanting more of.”

That was true – Danny had wanted more
experience with that. If he could gain skills for installation, and
not just building, then he could maybe one day do more and work
with a company on bigger projects. As much as he liked working here
and the boss was great, he needed more.

“I guess, yea… when do you need me to head
over?”

“Tadh and Owen are heading out in ten
minutes.”

 


 


After work, Danny had to take another
shower. Getting those cabinets up took more work than he thought.
It didn’t help that there were like a million of them, but the work
was done and the cheque was coming. The best part was the message
he got on the way home – drinks with the lads at Malory’s!

It – technically – wasn’t a surprise. It was
a fairly typical thing for every night. Well, for everyone every
night but Aaron. Sometimes his wife wouldn’t let him out of the
house for a bit of the craic. Danny had made peace knowing he
wouldn’t be finding a girl in the pub tonight. With how things were
going, he more or less just wanted to relax and call it a
night.

Danny was the first to arrive, which was a
surprise. The rule of thumb was to wait ‘til everyone came ‘round
before ordering. No one wanted a warm beer or to be shots behind
another lad. Even so, Danny headed up to the bar and ordered
himself a pint of Guinness and some chips before claiming their
table. The Guinness showed up just as Duncan walked in.

“Starting without us, eh?” There was humor
in his voice, but a bit of a bite. He didn’t think that Danny
should have started already.

“Well, you’re late.” He shrugged and took a
sip like it was nothing. “Ya can’t keep me from not keeping to the
schedule.”

Duncan rolled his eyes, trying not to laugh.
“But is the first round on you then? I mean, you already bought
one. What’s one more for me?”

Guess that was one way to earn forgiveness.
“Tell ‘er to put it on my tab then.”

His mobile binged as Duncan walked away.
That was a close call, and he swore that he put it on mute tonight
so the lads couldn’t be having the piss. Danny took a quick glance
and saw it was Abby.

 


MSwRight Hey, good night! Well, I mean
hello… I’m just leaving work and thought about you. What do you do
for fun? Got any hobbies?

 


“Who’s that?” Duncan took a drink as he sat
down, nodding towards his mobile.

Danny had hoped that it would have taken him
longer to get a pint. It was a problem, but not as big of one had
all the lads been here. “It’s the girl I’ve been chatting.”

“Show me. I wanna see what she looks ‘cos
she’s either a heifer or doesn’t exist.” Reluctantly, Danny clicked
on her profile photo and turned the mobile to show his mate. “Eh,
she ain’t too bad. So, where’s she from? Looks like a Cork
girl.”

That was something he really didn’t want to
tell him. Danny could guess it would go one of two ways – neither
of which did he have enough Guinness in him for. Luckily, his chips
showed up at that moment. He could just eat and pretend that the
question slipped his mind.

“Not from Cork.” Danny could at least give
him that so them he didn’t have to hear all the shit about Cork
girls. Maybe Duncan would take the next hour or two trying to think
of other places that Abby might be from. There was no way that he’d
guess she was from the States.

“Kerry, then,” he guessed again – way too
quickly. Instinctively, Danny shook his head and Duncan tried
again. “Belfast?”

“What’s Belfast?” Aaron showed up and took a
seat.

“Just where Danny’s new girl’s from.” Duncan
was swaying a little in his seat – a sign that he had way too much
energy for this and a devilish thought. “She’s been chatting him
up, apparently.”

“Oh, is that the girl from the other night?
The one you didn’t want to talk about during the game that you
didn’t want to watch and enjoy with your mates?”

His friends were definitely laying it on
thick. “Ouch, Aaron! Way to hit me with the guilt.”

“So, it is.” Aaron decided. “Does that mean
she’s not from Belfast or do I have to ask where she’s from?”

“He won’t tell,” Duncan interjected.

“That’s because you’re bloody annoying.”
Danny popped another chip in his mouth. It was going to be harder
to let the interest die out now that Aaron was here. They could
just feed of each other and keep the conversation going all
night.

“Am I bloody annoying?” Aaron asked, being a
smart ass.

“If you’re going to keep asking me about
Abby, then that’s a yes.”

Fuck.

They turned and looked at each other
shit-eating grins. They hadn’t known that before. He accidentally
gave them too much.

“Oh, so her name’s Abby.” They leaned in
closer. “And where is Abby from?”

Danny rolled his eyes. He wasn’t going to
get a moment’s peace now, so he might as well just say it. “She’s
from the States.”

Aaron stared at him with the most blank
expression that he’d ever seen. Clearly, that had shocked him and
any further comments that he had were now moot. Meanwhile, Duncan
had a shit eating grin on his face.

“So, how’s that going to work out?” Aaron,
surprisingly was the one to speak first – and it wasn’t to give
shit.

Danny shrugged. “We don’t know, but we’re
chatting now and getting to know each other.”

“So, a cock tease or you getting nudes out
of this?” Duncan asked. Of course, he asked. Aaron – thankfully –
elbowed him in the side. “What was that for?”

“You know, Danny might just like having
someone to talk to who isn’t an idiot like you.”

He laughed. “Oh, I’m the idiot? Then what
does that make you?”

“Jesus, you’re both idiots.” Danny groaned.
He had to end it one way or another or it was going to be going all
night. “And Aaron’s right. I just want someone to talk to right
now. That’s all we’re going to be doing, and I’m not going to be
asking for any nudey photos.”

“But if she sends them –” He started.

“Hell would freeze over before I’d show them
to you.” He glared at him. Jesus, Duncan was fucking stupid and
dense some times.

“Why don’t you go get us a round, Dunc?”
Aaron suggested. It got an eye roll from the guy, but he got up and
headed to the bar for a round. Then Aaron turned his attention back
to Danny. “So, things going good if you’re still talking, no?”

Danny shrugged. He hadn’t wanted this to
seem like a big deal, but the lads were making it that way. “Yea,
it’s good.”

“Is this going to be enough for ya, though,
Danny?”

“Valid question.” In truth, it was. He
already knew that Abby was different from the rest and he was quite
enjoying their chats. But the lads knew how he was with women and
probably all had bets that he’d end up alone. It made him jealous
of Aaron for his wife. He was even jealous of Duncan who got out to
party. Taylor even got a bit of it too – but for a different reason
because he had a path in life with getting his family’s carpentry
shop. “I think it’s a no, but it’s enough for now. It’s not like
I’m putting it all on Abby. We’re not being committed. I can do
what I want and so can she.”

“I see,” Aaron commented. “Well, I guess I
wish ya luck with it all.”

He didn’t know what to say to that, but
Duncan was coming back with the round so the timing was perfect to
say nothing. He reached for the Guinness he had ordered and
finished it off – taking care of the old before starting the
new.

“So, what’s the plan for tonight?” Danny
asked, trying to make sure the conversation got off himself.

Duncan shrugged. “There’s no games on
tonight, so I’m just here for tradition.”

“Tradition?” Aaron rolled his eyes. “You’re
always up for a drink, you drunk.”

“It’s true,” Danny chimed in. “Anytime
there’s a pint, you’d be there.”

That got Duncan trying to defend himself,
which made Aaron goad him more. Between that and the new round of
drinks, attention was off Danny. So, he snuck a peek at the message
Abby sent him.

 


MSwRight Hey, good night! Well, I mean
hello… I’m just leaving work and thought about you. What do you do
for fun? Got any hobbies?

DrLuv I usually meet up with the lads and,
yes, it’s at the pub. I don’t have a lot of free time. When I’m not
working during the week, I go help my grandad at his fudge
shop.

DrLuv I do like music. I like being outside.
Trying my hand at wood carving. I’m just good with my hands ;)

 


In more than one way, but he didn’t think
blatantly bragging would be a good idea with her. It could backfire
and she’d be thinking he was over-compensating for something. Danny
could guarantee that he most definitely was not.

 


DrLuv What do you like doing?

 


He wasn’t sure about firing off three texts,
but he didn’t want to be the reason the chatting died.

 


MSwRight I love being outside too! I try to
get out and hike or something every weekend. There’s some great
trails by me. I’m kind of a foodie. I’d love to hear more about
this fudge.

DrLuv What do you want to know?

MSwRight Well, you could start by telling me
that flavors ya have and what’s your favorite?

DrLuv Chocolate, double choco, walnut, brown
sugar, caramel ripple, white or how people call it is frosting. My
fav is the brown sugar. Melts in your mouth & just has a better
taste over basic choco

MSwRight Yum! Is there a way that I could
get some?

 


There definitely was one way that Danny
could think of. There was a chance that he’d forget about the fudge
though…

 


DrLuv Could always come to Ireland

MSwRight Maybe I could convince my boss to
give me time off… What would we do if I came?

 


Danny took a deep breath and tried to slowly
get things under control. He couldn’t be walking around with a
semi. Because that would be exactly what would happen if she was
here. That’s all Danny wanted to message her back and get things
going. The alcohol wasn’t helping against that. He desperately
needed to think of something else because that green dot wasn’t
disappearing off her photo. This shouldn’t have been a hard
question. He just… he just needed to think of the tourist
things.

 


DrLuv First, get you fudge apparently :P
Then probably show you around. Do you drink alcohol? Like
whiskey?

MSwRight YES! I’m a Jameson girl. Think I’d
come there and not demand to go to the storehouse and do the tours
and tastings???

 


Jesus… this girl was perfect.

 


DrLuv So no girlie drinks for ya?

MSwRight Oh, no. I’d still drink those if I
had to or if it was super fruity. I’m a Jameson and Coke. What’s
your drink?

DrLuv Guinness. Every day. Jameson if I got
something special or if my mate is buying.

 


He stared at his phone in utter disbelief.
What were the odds? Danny wanted to ask her if she was assuming
he’d respond to the Jameson or if she found something on him –
which was ridiculous. It wasn’t something on his profile, but maybe
Abby didn’t know her Irish whiskeys. Jameson was better known than
Powers or Bushmills or Dead Rabbit. But for a girl to have a
respectable drink wasn’t something to just toss off.

 


DrLuv So what was your childhood like? I
need to know how a girl comes to be drinking Jameson.

MSwRight Not much to say. Grew up in a small
town. Got a younger brother and my parents are still married. We
spent every weekend outdoors. I was a B+ student. Then I went to
college, rebelled a little, and got a job in marketing. Now I
pretend to be an adult.

MSwRight What about you? What was it like
growing up in Ireland?

DrLuv Well, my parents were also together.
Don’t have any siblings, so I couldn’t get away with shit. I went
to a Montessori, so less structure but more self-paced and hands-on
with the teachers. Guess that’s not common in the States. But I
think that’s why I like working with me hands. I played football –
sorry, soccer – in secondary school. Didn’t do great on my exams,
so I got into carpentry instead.

MSwRight How long did you do that before
becoming a doctor?

 


Fuck.

Just like that, it came crashing down. The
stakes were high on what he said next. Danny wouldn’t have had a
second thought about blocking her if the shoe was on the other
foot. He probably wouldn’t have lost a wink of sleep over it, but
that was before she told him what she drank.

 


DrLuv Abby, would you be upset if I said my
username didn’t mean that I was a doctor and instead really good at
sex?

 


That was about as honest as he could have
put it without being an asshole. Maybe he should have asked Aaron
if there was a better way to say that, but there was no way that he
could tell them that Abby thought he was a doctor. Not now after
they knew she was in the States. They were going to think that’s
the only reason she be talking to him. They’d be having too much
craic at his expense and he wouldn’t stop hearing about it ‘til
after he was dead.

The green dot disappeared from her photo in
the chat window.

Fuck.


Chapter Nine

 DrLuv Abby, would you
be upset if I said my username didn’t mean that I was a doctor and
instead really good at sex?

 


What did he mean?

Abby re-read it twice. It suddenly felt like
she didn’t know him. He had been going along saying – well, guess
he never said it – that he was a doctor. It was like what she had
been through with her ex. But she scrolled back through their
messages and Danny never said that he was a doctor. That was
something that she had assumed… but he never corrected her. She had
been the one to picture him in a white coat walking around some
hospital in Ireland, saving people and talking nicely to old
ladies.

But if she was wrong, why didn’t he correct
her? Danny could have told her at any time, but he hadn’t. It
wasn’t like that would have wooed her. And nothing actually changed
if he wasn’t a doctor. Danny had been nothing but himself.

The only thing that really make Abby feel
worse was if she had bragged to Harper and Sophia that he was a
doctor. She could only hope that she hadn’t. And she needed to
remember that Danny did tell her now and not later when things got
more intense. It wasn’t like he had tried to hide it, right? So
that meant she could give him the benefit of the doubt. And Danny
asked if she’d be upset by it, probably trying to dampen the
blow.

So, was she? Was Abby upset that he wasn’t a
real doctor? It was kind of nice to think that she was good enough
to catch a doctor’s eyes. So, if Danny wasn’t a doctor, it really
was only a blow to her self-esteem. If Simon was still in her life,
he would have been the first one to point out that Danny couldn’t
be a doctor, and then to throw it in her face.

Abby closed the dating app. She had a lot to
process and needed some time to work through the triggers that one
message could cause. Right now, she wasn’t in the right mind space
to reply. If she did, Abby wasn’t sure that she would say what she
truly felt; and, by then, the damage might already be done and
irreversible.

She needed some words of wisdom, and maybe a
hard dose of the truth. The only person that could give her that
was Harper. Abby sent her a text to see if she was up for hanging
out at her place tonight. Seeing how Harper could escape her
husband and kid, drink wine, and relax, it seemed like it would be
an appealing offer. Abby’s phone binged as she headed out and she
didn’t want to think about how that might be another message from
Danny.

 


Harper Sure, I’ll bring the wine! Be there
in an hour.

 


“God, I needed this. I walked in the door
and the kid needed me, then Eric was just being stupid. Ugh,
they’re begging me to get a dog now.”

“They want a dog?” Abby was surprised by
that. She closed the door and followed Harper into the kitchen and
watched as she got out the wine glasses. “They can’t even clean up
after themselves and they think that they can handle a dog?”

“Exactly!” She uncorked the bottle and let
it breathe for a moment before heavy-pouring two glasses. Harper
took her glass to the couch and put her feet up on the coffee
table. Abby grabbed the other one and joined her. “So, why’d you
want to hang out? Not that I’m complaining, but you usually aren’t
a last-minute kind of person.”

Abby took a big drink of courage. “It’s
about that guy that I was talking to. I don’t know what to think
after his last message.”

“What did he say?”

“He asked if I would be upset if he wasn’t a
real doctor.” She swore that Harper almost spewed wine.

“What?” It took her a moment to regain
composure. “Why would he ask you something like that? That sounds
like he was lying the whole time.”

That last comment made Abby feel guilty,
because that hadn’t been the case. It wasn’t really Danny’s fault.
He never said that he was a doctor, but he had let her assume that
he was. And now Harper was unjustly upset with him for it.

“He, um, never told me that he was a doctor.
His username was DrLuv. So that’s what I assumed, but he never
corrected me. He did joke about prescribing his patients
fudge.”

“That’s still kind of bad.” Harper sipped
her wine. “He shouldn’t have let you think that he was something
that he wasn’t. You might not have given him the time of day
otherwise.”

“What? Do you think I’m like Sophia? I don’t
try to date rich guys.” Just because Danny wasn’t a doctor didn’t
mean he wasn’t worth her time.

“That’s not what I meant, and I’m not trying
to say that you’re being superficial and only talking to guys with
six figure jobs.”

It was Abby’s turn to take a drink and let
her stew. “There wasn’t much on his dating profile, so I’m not sure
if I would have messaged him first or not. Like, it’s really hard
to figure out how to break the ice when they give you nothing. But
he’s hot… and messaged me first… and we’re talking now and I’m
finding out that he’s a nice guy.”

“Okay,” she said slowly. “So, what’s the
problem? If you’re telling me that he didn’t lie, then what’s
bothering you?”

Abby needed another drink before figuring
out how to answer that. “I don’t know what to say back and I was
hoping that you might have some suggestions. You always seem to
have the best advice and you think about it from different sides.
You might think of something that I wouldn’t have.”

“Well, are you upset about it?” She
asked.

Abby shook her head. “No, I’m feeling more
stupid than anything. I’m just embarrassed and I’m not sure how to
talk to him. I’m worried that he’ll think I’m stupid.”

“He doesn’t think you’re stupid, Abby. I’m
sure he’s feeling a bit awkward about the whole situation too,” she
pointed out. “I would assume that he’s probably more worried about
how you’re feeling and if you’d ever talk to him again.”

That made sense. “So, if I want to keep
talking to him, what should I say?”

“Say just that. Tell him that his job
doesn’t matter and that you still want to talk to him. Then the
ball’s in his court.” Harper shrugged and sipped her wine. “Now,
can we figure out how I’m avoiding a dog this weekend?”

 


MSwRight I’m not upset. I like you for you
and not what job I thought you had.


Chapter Ten

He woke to a message from
Abby, but fear had him avoiding reading it. Which was hard when
there were other notifications and messages waiting, but there was
that one line of preview text. His heart was beating a bit faster
now and there was some anxiety over what she might have said. Was
she upset and this was it?

Getting out of bed, Danny heading straight
to the kitchen to put on the kettle. Thank, Jesus, that it was a
Saturday. That meant he wouldn’t be going to work, but he’d still
be working. Danny made a promise to his grandad to help with the
fudge shop today.

By the time the kettle was whistling, he had
changed his clothes and moved to grab a cup. He tossed in an extra
tea bag before pouring the boiling water over it and adding a dash
of heavy cream. He set the mobile down on the table and gave it a
stare down. He brought the cup to his lips.

There was a fifty-fifty chance that Abby was
giving him negative news. There wasn’t much he could do to avoid
her message. His question had been a simply one and that preview
would give him the whole answer. Problem was, he’d be in a mood if
it was bad and his family would be taking the piss with him.

Danny, grumpily, sipped his tea. Mentally,
he was wishing for some demon to appear and swallow up the mobile,
and Abby’s message with it. But he had no such luck.

Fuck it.

 


MSwRight I’m not upset. I like you for you
and not what job I thought you had.

 


It wasn’t what Danny had feared, and he felt
a bit like an idiot for wanting to avoid it. What was surprising
was the hold that it seemed to have on him. Even with the “bikini
girl” Ava in Dingle, he hadn’t been excited or dreading any girl’s
message. He was almost indifferent to them. That was something that
Danny didn’t quite understand.

If Abby and Ava were standing beside each
other, there was no doubt that he’d go after that hot beach body.
He couldn’t compare their dating profiles because he hadn’t
bothered to read them any further than “single” – at least on
Ava’s. If Danny went by who he thought he stood a better chance at
getting, then it was Abby. Thinking that felt wrong somehow.

 


DrLuv Thanks for still giving me a chance.
To be clear and honest, I’m a carpenter. I build things – cabinets,
furniture, etc. – and sometimes do delivery and installs. You
already know that I help with selling fudge… which is where I’m
heading today. Promised me grandad I’d be there.

 


There, it was all out now.

Danny checked the bus schedule on his mobile
to make sure he had time to make it. It was a journey to get to
Toormakeady in County Mayo where they lived, and four hours on a
bus was a journey. It would only be two if he had his own car, and
then he wouldn’t have to rely on Taylor to get to work either.
Seemed like a lot of responsibility on himself.

Luckily, the bus was a couple minutes late
because Danny got a bit distracted on his way out. What was even
better was the bus was half full – which was pretty full for a
Saturday – and there’d be a new group of university students
getting on in Galway, heading home for the weekend. The route
wasn’t much longer after that, but it never usually bothered him.
Besides, Danny had his mobile and could keep himself busy. Abby
should be asleep now – if was doing the math right – which meant
that he didn’t need to worry about her reply.

It was nearly five in the evening when the
bus pulled up to the depot in Toormakeady. Yet, there waiting, was
his grandad.

“Dia duit, Danny!” Hey, Danny!

He walked over and hugged the old man.
Mentally, he was thanking himself for not having a handover and
missing this. Both for being here with his grandad and because he
needed to fucking focus. His grandad lived in a Gaeltacht – a
Gaelic-only speaking town – and Danny was going to have to remember
what he mostly forgot in secondary school.

“Dia is Muire dhuit, Daideo. Conas atá tu?”
Hello, grandad. How are you?

“Conas a bhí do turas?” How was your
trip?

“Bhí an turas go maith. Sásta a cheith anseo
maith anois.” The trip was fine. Glad to be here now.

Danny followed him and got in the truck.
Even though his grandad was ancient, he still loved to drive and it
was one thing that he still wanted to do. It was one of those joys
of life. Meanwhile, it terrorized the rest of the family.

“Is cosúil go bhfuil tú sásta inniu. Ar
tharla rud éigin maith? You seem happy today. Did something good
happen?

He wasn’t sure what grandad was getting at
because he didn’t think he was happier than any other weekend.
Maybe ‘cos he’d get to eat nan’s amazing food again? Plus, she only
made his favorites.

“Níl a fhios agam.” I don’t know.

Danny shrugged, but the old man
chuckled.

“An bhfuil cailín agat?” Do you have a
girlfriend?

If he’d been drinking, he’d have spat his
drink. It was rather far thrown to come from his grandad. Now, his
ma, she would have loved that so she could have grandkids. He never
thought that grandad cared about that.

“Níl cailín agam ach tá mé ag caint le
cailín. Cén fáth?” I don’t have a girlfriend, but I’m talking to
a girl. Why?

That was what he was curious about. Why was
his grandad asking?

“Tá iníon ag cara agus ba mhaith liom go
mbuaulfeá tú léi.” A friend has a daughter and I want you to
meet her.

Danny groaned, playing it up for his
grandad. Maybe his family really did think that he was hopeless, or
maybe ma set him up to this.

“Daideo,” he groaned. Grandad.

“Cad?” What?

Oh, now the old man was trying to play
innocent. He had just admitted the evil master plan there.

“You know what, old man.” Danny grumbled. He
totally knew.

“Danny, she’s a nice girl. She’ll be helping
us tomorrow with the fudge. Say hello and be nice,” he said,
switching to English for Danny’s sake.

“I don’t care if she’s nice, grandad. Why
would you be trying to get me to meet someone?”

He turned off the main road to head towards
home. “Because your nan and I think it’s about time you met
someone. And someone in her book club just had a daughter become
single. Your nan likes her enough, so that’s why you got to be
nice.”

“So this was nan’s idea, was it?” Not that
it made it any better. If Danny did have a girlfriend, then he’d
have less time to be out here and that was less time with his
grandad – who he knew loved these weekends.

“Now don’t go home and tell her I said that.
You can leave but I’m stuck here with her.” He laughed, but Danny
knew that he also didn’t want him to stir up any drama in the
house.

“Fine, I’ll play nice tomorrow but don’t be
expecting anything. Oh, and I’m going to take some fudge home with
me.” It would be better if he knew what Abby liked. He could
pretend that it was all to get his grandad some marketing tips when
she tasted how great it was.

“Should I be asking why?” He teased.

Danny rolled his eyes. He figured that he
might as let the old man know. “Imma give it to the girl I’m
chatting up. Told her yours was the best in the world.”

He laughed. “Not sure if it’s the best in
the world.”

Grandad pulled up to the house and killed
the engine. Nan was sitting out front, waiting for us.

“Oi, Danny!” She came over to the truck to
give him a hug the moment that he got out. Then she asked the same
things his grandad had on the drive before herding them inside. She
barely gave him enough time to shuck off the shoes and coats before
pushing them to sit at the table. She knew his Irish was rough – at
best – and spared him of that inside where no one else could
hear.

“I made sure to have supper ready for you
when you got here. I know you’ve been on the bus all day and
starving. You’re practically bones, Danny.” She handed him a plate
after portioning every dish on it. “I got all your favorites.”

That she fucking did. There was a heaping
portion of colcannon beside bangers with onion gravy. Then there
was the best part – dessert. Nan’s Irish bread pudding with whiskey
caramel drizzle on top was to kill for, and he could see it sitting
on the counter in the kitchen.

“Did your grandad tell you that we’ll have
extra help tomorrow?” She asked, trying to make it sound
casual.

Danny nodded. “Yep, he did.”

He didn’t want to mince words, especially
when the most amazing food was in front of him. He just needed nan
to say the prayer so that he could eat.

“Her nan says that she’s a great cook and
loves football. She went off the last few years to study
hospitality in university. Great girl.” Nan was really trying to
sell this girl.

“If I promise to talk to her, can we get on
with prayer so we can eat? After all, I’m practically bones.” He
used her own words and saw his grandad almost choke on his drink.
It earned them both a glare, but it was worth it.

“Bless us, O Lord, and these gifts, as we
sit together. Bless the food that we eat today and the hands that
made it. Amen.”

“Amen,” they chimed in together.

 


 


Laying in the guest bedroom, Danny could
already smell nan’s cooking. There was no doubt that it was going
to be a full Irish breakfast – complete with pan-fried tomatoes,
mushrooms, white and black pudding, baked beans, fried eggs, and
rashers.

Abby had sent two messages while he was
sleeping. She let him know that she loved fudge – both with and
without walnuts – which took all his restrain not to make a nut
joke. Then she had asked if he was enjoying family time.

His grandad knocked on the door. “Danny,
your nan says you best get up if you want breakfast.”

“Yea, I’ll be out in a minute.”

 


DrLuv So you know, I traveled four hours and
that Ireland ain’t that big. Never been out of the country, unless
you count the North. Have you ever traveled for holiday?

 


Danny got out of bed and changed into fresh
clothes from his backpack. He was looping his belt in his jeans
when Abby messaged back.

 


MSwRight I traveled a lot as a kid in the
summer. My parents took me to a bunch of national parks, and we
went to Canada once. It was cool. I’d love to be able to travel
more. Ireland seems like it would be a cool place to visit.

 


Because he was born there, Danny didn’t see
it the same way. Yea, it had its cool spots that were swarmed with
tourists. There were some scenic parts that he’d love hiking to and
exploring.

Nan had the table set by the time he came
out and took a seat. Grandad was already sitting at the table,
reading the newspaper. Everyone muttered their “good mornings”.
Danny reached for the kettle to pour himself a cup of tea before
snatching up a homemade scone. He smeared come clotted cream and
jam on half before taking a bit and having his eyes roll closed as
he enjoyed it. This was what he missed. Sure, he could head to his
parents’ but that came with a lot more questions about his
life.

“So who’s the girl that’s coming to help?”
Danny asked. Sure, it was stirring the pot, but he figured it was
best to know now what he was in for.

“Her name’s Nina,” nan answered.

“Okay, I can remember that,” he joked. “And
is she from the Gaeltacht or can we speak English around her?”

“Oh, no, English will be fine. She’s like
you.”

His jaw dropped. Nan was a little spicy this
morning. Danny knew that he wasn’t the best speaker, but she didn’t
need to call him out like that. If it wasn’t for his grandparents
living in an area where Irish had to be the main language, he
probably would have forgotten it all after the exit exams.

“Well, Nina should be showing up soon.”
Grandad folded up the newspaper and set it on the table. “We best
be heading out now, Danny. Hurry up and eat your beans.”

He didn’t know what the old man was talking
about. His plate was clean, minus one bite of black pudding. It was
at least twenty years since he last tried to hide the beans in a
potted plant to avoid eating them. He was a different man now.
Danny swallowed the last bit and put his plate in the sink before
going to grab his backpack. Because of the bus schedule, he
wouldn’t have time to make it back.

Nan met him at the front door, because she
knew. Just like Danny knew that after he left, nan would be in the
kitchen doing dishes and then going back to her word search
puzzles. She kissed his cheek and when in for a hug.

“Bye, nan.” He gave her a little
squeeze.

He headed out and got into the truck. It
would take a couple minutes to get to the shop. When grandad pulled
up to the shop, there was a woman standing out front.

“An t-ainm atá ort Nina?” Are you
Nina?

Grandad spoke in Irish, just to be safe. The
repercussions were great for him if he didn’t speak it. There was
probably a warning before they’d force them to leave, which didn’t
seem exactly fair to Danny. Your home was your home.

“Tá, Nina is ainm dom.” Yes, my name is
Nina.

She was fairly slender with fair skin, and
her blonde hair fell over one shoulder in a plait. Nina had on a
light blue jumper with acid wash jeans. She was rather attractive
and definitely someone Danny would have gone and chatted up in the
pub. If his family thought he was desperate, they sure did find
someone pretty for this blind date.

“Nice to meet you, Nina. You can call me
John, and this is my grandson Danny.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you.” She shook
both of our hands.

Grandad unlocked the shop and headed inside.
It gave us a couple moments alone to start chatting, but it felt a
bit awkward.

“My nan says that you’re a Connacht
fan.”

Danny nodded. “She’d be right. I hear you’re
into football. Got a team?”

“Yea, I mostly follow the Premier League.
I’m an Arsenal fan and love my lads in red.” She smiled, thinking
about them.

Oomph, that was a blow. The lads would have
a field day with that if she came ‘round the pub. Nina picked the
most obvious team, which didn’t make him believe that she was
really a fan of the sport. She probably had an eye for a player or
two and that was the only reason she was a fan. That was proof
enough that they weren’t the same and their nans got that
wrong.

“Okay, so I got to get things going in the
back. What I need you two to do is take the fudge out of the pans,
cut it up, and then wrap it.” Grandad handed them aprons to protect
their clothes and showed them where to wash up and grab plastic
gloves. “Danny, we’ll do the gift sampler pieces and our bars.”

“Will do,” he said, bringing two stools over
to the work table for him and Nina.

She was still putting the apron on when he
pulled the first pan out. The first part was to cut the bars, which
were the best sellers for the shop. To get the sample sizes, it was
basically dicing up the bars into bite-size pieces for the sample
packs. Most of them ended up as taste samples in the shop – at
least during non-holiday times. The important part was to the get
the bars to the right size, so Danny figured that he’d take than
and pass it off.

“So, were you forced into this too?” Danny
asked as he passed over a few bars.

“You mean you didn’t ask to be set up on a
blind date by your nan’s friend?” It was loaded with sarcasm.

“Naw, can’t say I did.” Danny passed her a
couple more bars, seeing that she was catching up. “But I can’t say
that I’m upset by it now.”

That put a smile on her face. Without
alcohol to ease the nerves, it felt like this conversation was
going to be a bit awkward. We knew practically nothing about each
other. Well, he assumed that seeing how his nan only had a couple
things to say about her.

“My nan said you’re a good cook. Do we need
to worry about you stealing the family recipe?” Danny motioned to
the fudge.

Nina shook her head. “No, I’m more of the
savory kind.”

“Oh.” So more along the lines of cooking to
keeping someone alive instead of keeping someone fat. Danny had to
give it to his nan – that was a good play. “What’s your favorite to
cook?”

“I love grilled scallops and asparagus in a
lemon-garlic aioli.”

Nina spoke with such a passion in her voice
and seemed to really perk up talking about it. It was obvious that
she enjoyed it, but it wasn’t his cup of tea. Did that sound good?
Yea. Was it something that he wanted to eat? Not really. Seafood
wasn’t too much of his thing. Not unless it was battered and deep
friend.

“Sounds grand.” He tried to compliment her
but it fell a bit flat.

“Thanks. So what’s your favorite thing to
eat?” She asked.

“A good bangers and mash would do me just
fine,” he admitted. That didn’t seem to be a good enough answer for
her, though. There was a look of disappoint on Nina’s face, so he
slid over the next pan of bars for her to cut and let the
conversation drop.

“How we going out here?” Grandad returned.
Glancing between the two of them, he looked pleased with himself.
“You two getting on?”

Nina nodded. “Doing grand. Danny, here, was
really good at showing me what to do.”

“Good, good. Well, I got some orders that
need to be done before I pop off to the post office.” He handed
Danny the stack of forms. “Think you can get this done?”

“Yea, no worries.”

Danny got up and went to prep the boxes to
fill. This would be a nice distraction because chatting with Nina
wasn’t going that smoothly. His mind was more on not pissing her
off and having nana have it out with him later. He was pulling bars
off the shelves when his mobile binged.

 


MSwRight I know you’re probably still with
family… but have you ever thought about coming to the US?

 


He hadn’t expected another message without
him writing back first, but he couldn’t help a smile to think that
she sent him another one ‘cos she was thinking about him. It was
probably early morning for her; so, he might have been the last
thing on her mind before bed and, now, the first thing she thought
of.

 


DrLuv Never thought about it before. Maybe?
What’s even good to do there?

MSwRight Lots! Where I am, there’s a lot of
outdoors stuff and the rainforest. Down south is Cali and beaches
and Hollywood. Then there’s NYC on the other coast. Miami on the SE
has great Cuban and Hispanic food, I hear. There’s national parks
like Mount Rushmore and Yellowstone is cool with the geysers.

DrLuv The States has a rainforest?

MSwRight Yea. It’s along the Washington
coast, like if you’re heading up to Canada. It’s pretty cool.

DrLuv Are you taking the piss?

MSwRight What??

DrLuv Are you joking with me on that? The
States isn’t hot.

MSwRight No, I’m not joking. I’m serious.
It’s Hoh National Rainforest. Look it up :)

 


Okay, if she knew the name and challenged
him to look it up, then it might be legit. It seemed like Abby was
excited, so it made him wonder what else made her happy.

 


DrLuv Can I ask… what makes you really
happy?

 


The silence stretched on longer than he
could wait for. Nina had already made enough sample pieces that
there was risk of running out of bars. So he asked her wrap the
bars that he hadn’t gotten to for grandad’s orders. But the green
dot was still on Abby’s photo. So why hadn’t she responded? Was she
talking to someone else?

 


MSwRight I don’t really know.

 


That definitely wasn’t what he had expected.
She always seemed happy and confident in her messages, and he only
thought to ask what makes her happy. Danny expected it to be a
hobby or cookies or funny animal videos. But this message felt sad
and depressing, and he wondered if it had anything to do with the
relationship that she left.

Danny tucked the mobile in his pocket and
went to box up the orders. He was too lost in thought over Abby to
realize that Nina had come up next to him and was leaning over the
table beside him.

“So, do you help your grandad often?” She
asked.

Her voice brought him back to reality. “Yea,
I try to get out here most weekends. Its loads better than
installing cabinets, and my nan makes the best food.”

That made her smile. “What did she make for
you this time?”

Nina was either sizing him up or wondering
what the key to his heart and mickey was. “Colcannon, bangers,
onion gravy, and bread pudding with whiskey caramel drizzled on
top.”

“Hmm, that does sound good.” Even though she
said that, she looked bored.

“So how long are you helping out today?” He
figured that he might as well ask and keep a conversation.

“Well, just until the first evening
bus.”

That wasn’t feeling much like a coincidence
and Danny wondered how much of this was planned. “How far are you
taking it?”

She shrugged. “Just to Galway.”

It was feeling less and less like a
coincidence. “Well, we’ll be taking that together then. Let me pass
these off to me grandad and then I think we could go.”

Danny set the boxes on the counter beside
his grandad. “I think we’re heading off.”

The bus station was just a short walk from
the shop. Danny always brought his backpack so that his grandad
didn’t have to close up the shop to drive him back.

“When do you think you’ll be coming back
out?” Grandad asked.

He shrugged. “I’m not sure. I might have a
thing going on back in Athlone this weekend.”

“Well, your ma and pa were thinking about
popping in for a bit. Would be nice if we could get the whole
family together for dinner.”

“Yea.” It had been a while since they
decided to move out of the Gaeltacht. His parents ended up moving
south to Cork where pa had connections for a career position. Then
there was Danny – he had no idea how he ended up in Athlone.

“Well, make sure you call and think about
seeing them.” Someone walked into the shop. They must have been a
local because grandad switched back to Irish. He asked them to give
him a minute, and he walked around to give Danny a hug.

“Slán.” Goodbye.

“Slán, Daideo.” Goodbye, grandad.

Danny headed into the back to grab his
backpack. Nina was sitting there, on her mobile. The thought
crossed his mind that she was on a dating app too, but Galway was a
much bigger place and she was a pretty girl. She probably didn’t
need that. There were probably plenty of lads wanting to buy her a
drink. Yet – here they were – not really taking advantage of what
their nans had done.

“I’m heading out now to catch the bus. Want
to walk together?” Danny figured that he might as well ask and be
polite.

She got up and grabbed her purse. “Sure,
that would be nice.”

“Fair warning – there’s a local up front.”
Not that it would really affect them, but there was a risk that
they’d have to slaughter the language again.

“Thanks for that.”

When the bus arrived, Nina climbed on after
him and took the seat beside him. Honestly, he didn’t know how he
was going to keep a conversation going that long. Danny would
probably hear about it from nan if he was on his mobile the whole
way back.

“Danny, I’ve come to a conclusion,” Nina
declared, breaking the silence. “Either you already have a girl or
you are gay.”

If he had been drinking anything, he would
have sprayed half the bus from the shock of that comment. “And why
would you say that?”

“You haven’t really said much to me, even
knowing that our nans set us up. The only time you’ve smiled was
when you were on your mobile. You haven’t tried asking me out or
tried to get my number.” She made valid points.

“Well, I’m not gay.” Best to set that first.
“As for a girl, I’m not really sure I have that either. There’s
someone that I enjoy talking to but things can’t work right
now.”

Danny wasn’t sure if it was because this was
borderline gossip or because this was becoming a chat, but Nina
seemed interested now.

“And why not?” She asked.

“Right now, she lives too far away.” Danny
tried to act cool and shrug it off.

Nina took a moment. “Well, things are always
changing. I’m sure you both will figure a way to make it work. I
wish you nothing but the best.”

That was awfully kind of her when you
consider they were on a blind date and all. Maybe it was just a
nice gesture because Nina had already ruled him out for herself.
But it wasn’t like he was really trying to date Abby. That didn’t
sit right though, but neither did the well wishes.

“You know, it was nice meeting you, Nina.”
And he meant that.

“I could say the same to you, Danny.”


The United States


 Chapter
Eleven

It had been three long
months, but it was finally happening. Danny was coming.

Abby had no idea what was going to happen on
this trip. She was scared that if nothing happened, that it would
be very telling of what they were to each other. At the same time,
she was scared of something happening because she might not be good
enough for him.

All she knew was that they hadn’t stopped
talking to each other and had finally decided to meet in person.
Luckily, Danny got some time off to make the trip and, seeing how
it went, she would make a trip later in the year to Ireland.

Danny said that he just got a new haircut.
He had sent a couple photos so that she could recognize him, but
she was still nervous. What if she didn’t see him right away? Was
that a sign that they were doomed? If anything, those photos
reminded her that he was hot and that a soft fade looked really
good on him. What if he realized that he could do so much better
than her?

 


Danny Landed and was interrogated. Would you
be pissed if I was an idiot and said something that got me in
jail?

 


She stared at the text message, shaking her
head. Last month, they had decided to leave the dating site – well,
Abby knew that she had, at least – and they swapped phone numbers.
There was an app that worked well with international calls and
texts, but Abby couldn’t wait to hear that sexy voice in
person.

It felt like an eternity waiting at the
luggage claim. What made it worse was watching the new groups come
through from other flights, and not spotting Danny amongst them.
The doors swooshed open for another handful of people to walk
through and, when their eyes met, she stopped breathing. Abby
couldn’t believe it. He was actually here. She ran the short
distance between them and wrapped her arms around him.

“Oomph.” He laughed. “It’s good to see you
too, Abby.”

“I can’t believe you’re actually here.” She
rested her head on his shoulder and closed her eyes, taking in all
of him. His sweater was soft and he smelled amazing.

“I told you that I’d come.” He leaned down
and kissed her forehead. Abby swore that her heart melted a little.
“I brought you something, but it’s in my bag.”

She pulled back a little to get a better
look at him. “You brought me something?”

Danny nodded. She had no idea that he was
going to bring something. She was curious to know what he brought,
but also terrified.

“Should I be nervous?”

“I don’t think so. Maybe?” He smiled. It
caught her off guard how differently she reacted to it in person. A
photo really didn’t do it justice. “You should worry about hurting
my feelings by not liking it.”

“Great.” Abby let out a long breath. That
didn’t make her feel any better – the pressure was still there. If
anything, she was more nervous now.

“After I grab my bag, what’s the plan for
tonight?” Danny asked.

“Well, that depends on if you’re hungry or
not. We could go back to my place and I could cook or order
something. We are in Portland, so there’s lots of option if you
wanted to grab something.”

He thought for a moment. “Well, how far off
is your flat?”

Abby shrugged. “Probably like a
thirty-minute drive. Traffic isn’t that bad this late.”

“Thirty minutes? Hmm.” He deliberated for a
moment. “Let’s go back to your flat. I’d rather just get
settled.”

That sent Abby’s heart in a tizzy. Sure, she
knew for weeks that he’d be staying at her apartment. Sure, she
knew that he would be sleeping in her bed. Or on the couch or the
air mattress for camping, if that’s where he’d be more comfortable.
It was just seeing him in person that made it more real that they’d
be touching and things could get more real.

“So what does your bag look like?” She
asked, hoping to use that as a distraction.

“It’s got the hard sides, and is red and
black checkered.” The bags were staring to load on the conveyor
belt. “I put a ribbon around the handle. I had hoped that I’d help
me find it better.”

Bags were slamming into each other and
piling up as others were too slow to grab their bags. So far,
nothing checkered had come around the carousal.

“Oi, there it is!” The bag came up and slid
down. Danny moved to grab it before it got buried and lost in the
sea of luggage.

She waited for him to come back before
letting him know they had to walk to the parking garage to get to
her car. All he asked was that she opened the boot – which turned
into another funny thing Danny could hold over her head – and he
tossed his bag in. He walked around to the left side of the car and
stood at an impasse with Abby.

“Mind if I squeeze by you?” He asked.

She had her arms crossed over her chest.
“Only if you’re allowed to drive here. As far as I know, you don’t
even have a driver’s license.”

That confused him. “And what does that have
to with getting in your car?”

“Well, this is America and the driver’s side
is on the left.” Abby tried not to laugh as it slowly dawned on
him.

“Shit,” he mumbled. He wouldn’t have called
it a walk of shame – but it was a walk of shame – as he
begrudgingly got in the passenger seat.

She got behind the wheel and pulled out of
the airport parking lot. The closer that she got to her place, the
more nervous she got. Even though they had been talking for a long
time, they were still strangers, and she was taking that stranger
home. That little voice had to remind her of that and that there
was a good chance that he might murder her. Honestly, Abby should
be more worried about what he wore to bed.

Wait, Danny might not wear anything to
bed.

If he wore pajama pants and a tee shirt,
that was great. He’d be comfy and it would be nice to snuggle with
him. If he wore boxers or slept nude, then yikes. Abby hadn’t seen
him shirtless and, honestly, the selfies he sent didn’t do him
justice. She doubted that he had a six pack, but he definitely had
a body. And it was a body that she tried not to stare at while
driving. If Danny was building and installing stuff, how could he
not have a hot, hard body? That meant every time one of them would
move in bed, his body would be crushing up against her and…

Abby shifted in her seat and it,
unfortunately, caught his attention. “Are you okay, Abby? You’re
looking a wee bit off.”

She glanced over at him and saw that he was
watching her closely. That gaze was burning into hers, which didn’t
make things better. It just made her wonder if this was the look
he’d have seeing her naked before…

“Abby, I’m getting a bit worried now. You’re
not looking alright.”

“Don’t laugh,” she tried to preface it, like
that would actually stop him from laughing. “But I was thinking
about what you were going to wear to bed.”

He stared at her for a moment, then started
laughing.

“Hey, I said don’t laugh!” She could feel
her face turn red.

“Jesus Christ.” He still hadn’t stopped
laughing. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to but is that really what
it’s all about?”

Abby had gone back to staring at the road.
She didn’t want to say anything to confirm nor deny it, because he
was just going to assume that she was lying either way. Out of the
corner of her eye, she saw him wipe his eye. He had laughed so hard
that he’d cry.

“I have a pair of loungers and a shirt. Will
that be okay?” He finally asked when it was obvious that Abby
wasn’t going to say anything.

“Yea,” she said quietly.

So it would be comfy version of her
daydreams. Maybe he had thought ahead of time to be more decent and
not assume things about them in bed together. That was respectful,
but Abby knew that she was going to be all tangled up in him. It
had been too long since anyone actually snuggled with her. And if
his body was how she was imaging under those clothes, Abby wasn’t
sure that a hand wouldn’t be trying to feel its way around.

“You know I’m going to need to ask now.” She
glanced over at Danny. That statement made her very nervous. “What
are you wearing to bed tonight?”

If Abby’s face wasn’t red before, it was
now. “I have a shirt and pair of pants.”

“Oh.” He seemed surprised, but then he
smirked. “A bit forward, aren’t we?”

“I’m sorry? I don’t think I quite
understand.” Abby wasn’t sure how pajamas were being forward. The
pants had Snoopy and no one ever called them sexy. Harper said they
were cute and Sophia said that she should burn them.

“You’re wearing pants to bed.”

She nodded slowly. “Yea… so what’s forward
about that?”

“You’re going to wear pants,” Danny
repeated, as if it would help her understand better.

“Danny, they’re a pair of flannel pants. If
it’s really going to be a problem, I could put on a pair of shorts
instead. I just didn’t want to be too cold tonight.” Because any
chill was going to increase the odds of his body against hers. It
wasn’t in her plan to mess around on the first night. Hell, she
wasn’t even sure that they’d get sexual on this trip, but she
couldn’t rule it out either. They knew each other, but were still
getting to know each other.

“Abby, pants are what I think you call
underwear. I thought, maybe, that you knew that and were taking the
piss.” It slowly dawned on him that this may have been another
miscommunication.

“Oh. My. God.” She felt so embarrassed.
Danny must have thought that she was either stupid or trying hard
to seduce him.

“I’m not going to lie, but I like the
thought of you in just a shirt and pants.” He shrugged and casually
glanced out the window.

Her breath caught.

“Were you expecting me to wear that for
you?” She asked. Abby wondered what his real expectations after the
sixteen-hour trip here. That was a long way to go for a friend or a
booty call, so she wanted to believe that Danny was here for
something more.

He shrugged. “No, but I wouldn’t have been
upset if you had.”

Abby pulled into her assigned parking spot
and turned off the car. There wasn’t much that she felt safe saying
that wouldn’t put her in a more awkward spot. Popping the trunk,
Danny had his suitcase pulled out before she could get out of the
car.

“I thought you said you had a flat, not a
house.” He gave it a once over.

“It’s a duplex unit, so not really a house.”
Abby unlocked the door and let him go ahead. “Is your place like
this?”

Danny shook his head. “It is two levels, but
my flat is above and there’s a shop below. I’m more in town than
this.”

He walked into the open living area, laid
out his suitcase by the couch, and started to open it up. Was he
getting ready for bed and assuming he was on the couch tonight?

“You can do that in the bedroom. I mean, I
wasn’t expecting you to sleep on the couch.” Abby held her tongue
and didn’t add “as my guest”. Maybe Danny thought he’d be more
comfortable here after the conversation in the car. “But if you
want to sleep out here, I won’t force you into my bed.”

“I’d actually love to see you try to force
me into anything, Abby.” He laughed and stood back up. There was
something in his hands and the sight of it had butterflies in her
stomach. “I actually just wanted to get this out before I
forgot.”

“What’s that?” It wasn’t a large box and,
really, anything could be inside.

“I did say that I brought you something,” he
reminded her.

“Oh…” She pretended that it slipped her
mind, but she was hoping that Danny would have said what it was.
She took the box from him and noticed the round sticker keeping it
closed. “Is this what I think it is?”

There was a big smile on his face. “Open it
and you’ll see.”

Abby carefully peeled back the sticker.
Inside there was something wrapped in wax paper. “Is this…?”

She sat on the couch and placed the box on
her lap so she could carefully take it out. “It is! You brought
fudge!”

Abby was thrilled. She couldn’t believe that
he had remembered that she wanted to try it, and then he brought it
halfway around the world with him. She knew this fudge was a big
deal to Danny, and his family. She knew that he helped out a lot,
and she could only imagine how good this was going to taste.

“I grabbed a few bars.” Danny sat beside
her. “Of course, I had to bring you my favorites. Once you try the
brown sugar one, you’ll never want traditional fudge again. I knew
that you needed to try the caramel ripple one, and then I figured I
better bring a nut so there’s at least one that you’d like.”

“Danny, this is amazing. Thank you.” She set
the box on the coffee table so she could hug him. Smiling up at
him, she realized just how close she was to Danny and his mouth.
Abby realized that she was already leaning in, but made the quick
move to just kiss him on the cheek. Danny looked surprised by that,
but he didn’t seem upset.

“Uh, you’re welcome, Abby. You’ll have to
lie and tell me that they’re all amazing or else I might cry,” he
teased.

“Oh, I doubt that I’d have to lie.” She
needed to put some space between them before she lost it. Putting
the fudge in the fridge to keep was the excuse she’d use. Once
there, she remembered that Danny hadn’t ate. “So what would you
like to eat? I have the stuff to make burgers. But if you’re up for
pizza or Chinese food, I can order take-out.”

“I’d hate to make you cook when you’ve
already come out to pick me up. You had work today and probably
just want to relax now that you’re home. If it wouldn’t be a
problem, I’d say we just get a take-away. I can offer a fiver or
something to help.”

“Thanks, Danny, but I got it. You’re my
guest.” Although, saying guest didn’t feel right. “Just tell me if
you’d rather have pizza or Chinese.”

He shrugged. “You can’t go wrong with
pizza.”

That was true and one could feed them
both.

“What do you like on your pizza?” Abby
started to bring up the website on her phone to order.

“I’m good with green peppers and onions. If
there’s sausage on there too, that would be grand.”

Abby sat back down next to him and leaned
into him, out of habit. “Sounds good. I was going to kick you out
if you asked for pineapple.”

Danny laughed, but she wanted to tell him
that she was serious. “Okay. The pizza is ordered and it’ll be here
in about twenty-five minutes. What do you want to do until then? Do
you want to shower or anything?”

“Not really. I usually shower in the
mornings. If you don’t mind, you could show me around your flat.
I’d like to at least know where the toilet is.” Danny had a
point.

“Right. That would be helpful.”

She led him to the kitchen first so she
could show him the snacks and the glasses, if he wanted a drink. Of
course, he got to see the bathroom and the laundry room – which he
was surprised was its own room and not in the kitchen. Admittedly,
they lingered in the bedroom. There wasn’t really anything else to
show him, and there was something between them. She didn’t dare
look over at him to see if he was looking at the bed or at her.

The doorbell rank, snapping Abby out of her
thoughts. It seemed like Danny had been mentally distracted
too.

“That must be the pizza.” It felt like she
was apologizing for the interruption, and maybe she was.

“Right. We best be getting that then.” He,
suddenly, sounded determined. “Shall we eat in at the table or
would you rather sit on the couch?”

“We can sit in the kitchen.” It was the less
messy choice, but she also wasn’t trusting herself anymore with
being that close to Danny right now. “There’s some beer in the
fridge. There might be some cans of soda in there, too. Otherwise,
water from the tap is fine to drink. You’re welcome to whatever you
want.”

Abby went to answer the door, but she barely
heard him mutter under his breath. “Whatever I want?”

“Abby Wright?” He asked.

“That’s me.”

“Good.” The delivery guy took the pizza out
of the warming bag and handed it over. “Have a good night.”

She closed the door and turned to see Danny
staring at her.

“What?” Had he been staring at her ass or
was he still thinking about whatever he wanted? Or was he trying to
be seen so the delivery guy didn’t try to flirt or make a pass? If
it was the latter, she was going to nip it in the bud before the
controlling could get out of hand like it had with her ex. That was
never going to happen again, with anyone.

“I’m starving and debating fighting you
right now for that pizza,” he said, deadpan.

“Oh.” Abby needed to get it together. “Well,
then I guess I better get in the kitchen before that happens.”

He laughed and followed her. She set it on
the table and went to grab plates. When Abby turned around, he had
the lip popped open and a slice hanging out of his mouth.

“I guess we don’t need these.” Abby shrugged
and put the plates back.

He swallowed. “Sorry, but I didn’t see the
point in waiting for a plate. I assumed we could just eat like this
and avoid making any dishes to wash later.”

“No, you’re fine.” Abby sat down and took a
slice. “Is it good?”

Danny nodded, not wanting to stop eating.
That didn’t necessarily mean that it was good. He could just be
starving. They ate in silence until it was gone. Danny leaned back
in the kitchen chair and gave a soft moan while he rubbed his
stomach.

“That was grand, Abby. I didn’t think it
would be that good.”

She laughed. “Do you really think that I’d
invite you over here and feed you shitty food?”

“No, but you never know what to expect. This
is my first real time out of the country.”

She remembered Danny mentioning that he’d
only been to Northern Ireland and the UK, but didn’t count those.
It was maybe a thirty-minute flight and everything looked the same
anyways – just less green. According to him, that hardly counted as
being abroad.

“Seeing as its late, do you want to call it
a night and head to bed?” She asked.

“Yea, might as well. Been up way too early
to keep at it this late.” Danny yawned. “Usually I’d be able to
hold my eyes open longer.”

“Well, it was a long flight,” she said,
trying to show she was understanding. She wasn’t going to hold it
against him for saying he was tired after all that. “Do you want to
change in the bathroom and I’ll change in the bedroom?”

He glanced over at her and shrugged like it
wasn’t a big deal. “Sure, that works for me.”

It was a nice thought to have that privacy
tonight. Abby knew that seeing each other changing wasn’t going to
turn them into monsters, ripping each other’s clothes off. It just
might have made it harder to fall asleep tonight if she had seen
Danny’s body. And there was always tomorrow…

She got off the couch and headed to the
bedroom, closing the door behind her. That voice in her head said
to lock the door, but she wanted to see what would happen if she
didn’t. Abby pulled open the second drawer of her dresser and took
out the pajama pants and shirt. Glancing over her shoulder, she
checked to make sure that Danny hadn’t cracked the door open to spy
on her. That was the risk that she thought she was taking, but the
door was still closed. Why did she feel a tinge of disappointment
that he was being respectful and not trying something?

When Abby was dressed, she turned on the
bedside light so that one of them wouldn’t be fumbling in the dark
after turning off the overhead light. Seeing how she was decent;
she opened the door so that he’d know it was okay to come in. But
Abby noticed that he was standing in the living room, staring at
the photos on the wall. It shouldn’t have gotten to her, but it
did. It felt strange because those were personal – photos of her
family and things that they had done. It wasn’t a bad kind of
feeling, but no one ever really looked at them before. Not even
Harper or Sophia. No matter how many times they had been over, they
never once looked at them.

“It’s safe to come to bed,” she announced.
Her voice made him jump a bit and she guessed that he hadn’t
expected her to be done so soon.

“Thanks.” His gaze went back to the wall.
“Is that your ma and pa?”

Abby walked over and stood next to him so
that she could see exactly what he was looking at. “Yep, that’s my
parents. We took that on our last trip to Yellowstone National
Park. My dad thought it would be cool to get an erupting geyser in
the photo behind us. My mom was starting to get angry because we
stayed there for two hours before one erupted. Apparently, they can
erupt like twenty times a day. So, not too often if you think about
it. But dad was hell-bent on it and it was his birthday that
weekend.”

“Seems like you’re close. Do you see them
often?” He asked.

“Every couple of months we make sure to have
a family dinner. It’s pretty easy because they live just outside of
Vancouver. Otherwise, I try to call home every week or so.” She was
drawing blanks on if Danny had ever talked about his parents. She
knew that they were alive, so there wasn’t a risk bringing it up.
“I can’t remember. Did you tell me if you were close with your
parents?”

He shrugged. “Sort of. They live off from me
now. It seems like we only get together at the holidays or see each
other when grandad needs help with something.”

Danny looked at the photos a little longer
before asking. “Are you ready for bed? I don’t want to be keeping
you awake.”

Abby nodded. Although, her mind wasn’t
entirely upset at the idea of how he could be keeping her up. When
they got to the bedroom, Danny stopped at the foot of the bed and
didn’t move.

“Everything okay?” She asked.

He nodded. “Just waiting for you. I didn’t
know if you had a preference to which side you sleep on or not.
Can’t say that I share a bed often enough to have a
preference.”

“Oh.” Again, Abby hadn’t expected that. With
her ex, he had taken a side and not given her any consideration. It
was nice to see that not everyone was like him, but it gave her a
bit of pain to think that her last relationship had been toxic
enough to warp her thoughts like this. “Well, I guess… I’ll take
the left.”

Danny nodded and head to the right. “Alright
then.”

She watched him casually move about and get
into bed. He seemed so at ease with all of it, like he’d done it a
million times. It was all surreal that this guy she spent months
talking to and who – on occasion, fantasized about having in bed –
was in her bed.

Before he could ask her in that sexy
accented voice to if she was “coming, Abby” and make her lose it,
she hurriedly got in. When she slipped beneath the covers, she
accidently brushed against his leg. Abby knew that she didn’t need
to apologize, but the thought had crossed her mind. But that was
quickly replaced with an electric tingle from their skin
touching.

“Ready?” She asked, turning and poised to
turn off the light. Abby knew that she heard the quiver in her
voice, but hoped that he hadn’t noticed it. Tonight was going to be
hard.

“Yep.”

She turned off the light and got settled on
her side. A moment later, an arm came and laid over her waist.

She stopped breathing.

Abby hadn’t expected him to instantly spoon
her, let around wrap his arm around her. It seemed like he was
comfortable with this, even for claiming that he didn’t share his
bed. Abby wasn’t complaining, but her brain was starting to
malfunction, and a devilish thought came to mind.

She arched her back slightly so that her ass
pushed more against him. There was a hitch in his breath, and
hearing that excited and encouraged her. Abby rocked her hips until
a shiver ran up her spine when she felt him. Her intention had just
been to tease him a bit to see what he would do, but now there was
a threat of going too far.

It was a rollercoaster of excitement and
horror as she felt Danny’s hand slide down to her hips. His fingers
dug in a little to stop her from grinding on his growing problem.
His mouth had moved to her neck and she could feel his warm breath
as he whispered.

“Stop before it goes too far,” he
whispered.

His hand was slowly sliding around the front
of her, following the elastic of her pants. But then it seemed like
he caught himself and moved his arm back to where it had been
around her waist. Danny kissed her neck, just below her ear. She
felt that heat building and tried not to squirm. His lips moved a
little lower and brushed over skin there. Everywhere he was
touching was like fire on her skin. She didn’t care if this went
too far anymore.

“Goodnight,” he said quietly, resting his
head on the pillow beside her.

Abby hadn’t been able to breath. After what
felt like hours, she heard him softly snoring behind her. She could
feel his chest against her back with each breath. She just needed
to relax and fall asleep like he had. If only she hadn’t thought of
teasing him, because that had backfired. It had made her body
hungry for his touch.

Even now, Abby couldn’t stop thinking about
where it could have gone if he wasn’t so exhausted from the trip.
She never expected to act so freely around someone again, let alone
so quickly. It was surprising just how comfortable and safe Danny
made her feel. That was the only excuse that she could come up
with. Because it wasn’t like spooning was so awkward that she
couldn’t fall asleep – it was nice and warm, and a physical touch
that she wanted for so long. And maybe that’s what she needed to
focus on now to get to sleep. Danny was nice and warm, and it
didn’t take long to fall asleep in his arms.


Chapter Twelve

He rolled over and
bumped into someone. No one should have been in his bed. Then
again, this didn’t quite feel like his bed. It seemed like this was
becoming a habit for him lately. Danny figured that he might as
well just get it over with and opened his eyes. Where the fuck was
he?

The person beside him groaned as they
stretched then rolled over. The blanket fell away enough for him to
see her face and remember. He was in the States, and in Abby’s bed.
That long-ass flight must have really done a number on him because
Danny was sure that he should have been sleeping. It was still
quite dark but he had no idea what time it actually was.

When he tried to get out of bed, Danny
realized that his arm was trapped beneath her. He was worried that
if he moved too fast or too much that he’d wake Abby.

“Danny?” She mumbled, rolling over to
snuggle against his chest.

She was fucking adorable but, at the same
time, inconvenient. It seemed that she was a light sleeper, which
was good to know.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you,” he said
softly, hoping that she might just fall back asleep.

“Mhmm, it’s alright.” She peeked up at him.
“Is everything okay?”

“I think it’s jetlag. Do you know the time?”
He asked quietly.

She rolled over and off his arm, which he
quickly took back so that he could get out of bed. He could make
out her shadow reaching for something and then a light came on.

“It’s five in the morning.”

Grand – it was jetlag, and it meant that it
was two in the afternoon in Ireland. Even after a night of
drinking, Danny had never slept this late. The problem was that
this wasn’t his flat so he couldn’t just get up and do what he
wanted. And Abby might not want him loitering around while she
slept, because he had never been left alone, unsupervised in her
space. Not that he was planning to poke around.

“Would you like me to get up and get
breakfast going?” Abby still sounded half asleep.

“It’s too early for you to be up.” It was
too early for him to be awake too. “Do you mind if I got up and
just had a sit on the couch?”

“No, but I couldn’t get up. We could go get
breakfast or I could make some eggs.” Abby moved to turn on the
lamp. Once the light was on, it was a done deal.

He reached over to stop her before the light
woke her up. “How about you have a lay-in and I make us something
in a bit?”

Abby tilted her head and stared at him in
the dark. “Are you sure?”

He figured that it would be a nice way to
show his appreciation. That and he knew he wasn’t falling back
asleep. He might as well be useful. Danny nodded and she stole his
pillow to snuggle with, saying to come get her if he needed
something. That would kind of defeating the purpose of letting one
of them get sleep.

Danny slipped out of the room and quietly
closed the door behind him. He made his way over to the window and
opened the curtain to let in a tiny bit of light. It was enough to
get him safely to the kitchen where he could turn on a light.

Abby didn’t have a kettle, but there was a
coffee maker on the counter. He’d have to find the grounds and
filter, which proved to be a task. In the process, Danny did find a
frying pan for the eggs that were mentioned. He hadn’t checked the
fridge, but saw a loaf of bread near the toaster. Worst case, it
was toast and coffee for breakfast.

“I wonder if she has rashers,” he mumbled to
himself. It would be grand if she did, but a peek in the fridge
proved disappointing. “Fuck.”

There was sliced ham, which he assumed was
for sandwiches. With that, he could maybe add it to the pan and
make omelets. One thing that struck him odd was the lack of
take-away containers. He had thought maybe she was the type to
order a second meal to save on delivery fees. Abby did have more
fruits and vegetables in the fridge than anyone he’s ever known,
even Aaron – the responsible one of the lads. For a moment, he
wondered what it would be like having her around to cook all the
time.

Danny took out a bowl from the cabinet and
cracked half a dozen eggs into it. After adding a dash of milk, he
beat those eggs until they were mixed. Setting that aside, he cut
up the ham and put it in another bowl for when he’d make the
omelets. Fingers crossed; she had some cheese hiding in the fridge
to make them the grandest.

He noticed the time on the microwave and
realized it was still too early to start. All his prep went back in
the fridge to keep until Abby got out of bed. It seemed like that
would be the best time to start. She could have her coffee and take
a minute to wake up while he cooked.

Danny noticed that his bag and mobile were
sitting on the floor by the couch. He could only imagine what
notifications were waiting for him. It had been a couple days since
he checked. Sitting, he unlocked the mobile and scrolled through
them. Aaron had texted, wishing a good trip. His ma, somehow, found
out and had a list of souvenirs that she’d love. Of course, she
thought it was a joke that he was in the States.

Then there the dating app notifications. Two
more Irish girls had liked his profile. Ava from Dingle was asking
when they’d meet up again and if he had plans for the weekend. That
had been a bit of a surprise, but maybe she had enjoyed his company
and his dick. Well, at least enough for another ride. Then there
was one reply from a Clara, complete with a photo of her tits. It
wasn’t like Danny couldn’t appreciate that – she did have nice
tits.

Although, it made him a bit uncomfortable to
be looking at right now when he was in Abby’s flat. She had invited
him here with the intent to get to know each other better. It
wasn’t that she paid for the trip and owned him, but he had gone up
and beyond to see what this all would be about. Yea, he may have
recently taken a train across Ireland for a one-nighter, and maybe
he’d have done it for a serious relationship too. But the line had
always been drawn at the UK or anything involving a plane.

Until now.

He had come all this way for Abby, so it did
feel dirty to still be using the app, especially when it seemed
like Abby had given it up – or at least taken a break while he was
here because he hadn’t seen her online. Even the last month or so,
she hadn’t talked about going out or having plans. She always
seemed to be around to chat with him or ready for a video call.
Honestly, it wouldn’t have surprised him if she had been taking
things between them more seriously than what it was. So far, they
had just been talking. It was just like yesterday that they had a
first date.

But feeling a way, he closed the app and let
the screen turn off. He needed to promise himself to keep off it
while in the States or else he was going to have a dilemma and hate
himself later for fucking it up. For one thing, nothing could be
done with Ava anyways, and she might think Danny was ghosting her
if he responded and then couldn’t meet immediately. Another thing,
he didn’t need to be distracted on this trip because he wore his
emotions on his sleeves and Abby would pick that up. He also had to
give her a fair chance. She didn’t live in Ireland so, for the past
few months, every other girl had priority over her. That was
because Danny never thought he could do a long-distance
relationship, but Abby was a person that he could actually see
himself dating though. They had got on great and she matched him
better than the other girls he was chatting with. Plus, the way she
tried to get in his pants was fucking hot.

Danny checked his social instead and saw
photos of the lads. It seemed like they had fun out at the Galway
racetrack and it seemed like they were having a good night in the
pub tonight. Otherwise, there wasn’t much that he missed. If things
happened with Abby, there’d be a lot more that he’d miss out by
being in the States. Would he really be okay with that?

This was probably the flat that they’d live
in, which was nicer than his. He didn’t know how close it was to
anything else or what he could walk to. Danny would be leaving his
carpentry job to move here, so he’d need something close for work
or handy near a bus stop. They were crazy enough here, driving on
the other side of the road, and he wasn’t sure he wanted a part of
in that. But this would be a new start for him, and maybe school or
training for something new would be a better option. Of course, the
worst part was missing out on seeing grandad and eating nan’s
cooking. Flying back and forth for pub nights and weekends at the
shop just wasn’t feasible.

That started him on a depressive thought.
That alone was enough reason to rule Abby out as just a friend or a
hookup. It made him question why he even bothered to come here
then. Danny knew that he needed to shake this before she got up and
caught on. The best that he could do was make sure that she had a
good time.

He got up and headed to the kitchen. He
needed to be doing something with his hands to keep his mind off
things. It had been a bit so it wasn’t crazy that Abby might be
getting up soon. Danny found the black pepper and salt, as well at
two plates. There was a bit of luck on the shredded cheese, but it
was taco seasoned. So breakfast was going to be a treat.

Danny poured half the eggs into the pan to
get the first omelet going. He added the ham and cheese before
folding it. He was just sliding the first one off when the bedroom
door opened and Abby moseyed out, rubbing the sleep from her
eye.

“Danny?” She looked confused that he was in
the kitchen, even though he had warned her before leaving the
bed.

“Good morning,” he tried to sound cheerful
without overdoing it.

Abby was fucking adorable in the morning
with her hair messily pulled back with an elastic. All her
movements were cute and slow as she was still sleepy. She either
didn’t know what she looked like or didn’t care – and he liked to
think that Abby was that comfortable in her own body not care for
every small thing. Honestly, her appearance was the least
interesting thing about her – which wasn’t a thought that Danny
would have. Not in the way that she was dull, but her personality
and what she liked to do was much more interesting.

“Oh, wow.” Her eyes finally saw the table as
he finished up the second omelet, for himself.

“I hope you’re hungry. It’s not a full Irish
breakfast, but I hope that you like it.”

“Um, yea… Danny, you didn’t have to.”

“I’m hoping that you’re not assuming my
cooking skills are shite,” he teased.

Abby took a seat. “No, it’s just that I … I
really think that you’re the first guy to cook me breakfast.”

“Really?” He found that hard to believe. How
could you be in a long relationship with someone and never have
them cook for you? If anything, the truth then would be sad. “Well,
hopefully your first time with me won’t disappoint.”

Danny winked when he said that and tried not
to laugh when she almost choked on the toast. Her face turned deep
red and he knew that she got the innuendo. That was one of the cute
faces that he couldn’t help but wonder if he’d make her have later
– blushing from embarrassment as she moaned his name while trying
to hold back.

“How you like it?” He asked, smirking. While
it would be good to know if she liked a rough ride or a slow,
passionate night, he had meant the coffee. Watching her struggle to
figure it out was a treat.

“Black?” He asked, watching the question
catch her off-guard.

“No… I’ve never really. I mean, I haven’t
been while a black guy to know,”

She fell for it. “I meant your coffee, Abby,
but that’s good to know.”

“Oh, my god,” she groaned, covering her
face. “Don’t ask me anything before coffee.”

“Hey, now, let’s not be hiding.” Abby
shouldn’t be embarrassed like that, and he also couldn’t see that
cute face then. Like other things, he had known what he was doing
when he set her up.

“Kill me,” she begged.

“Can’t do that,” he said casually, pouring
himself some coffee. “You haven’t tried breakfast yet and I really
want to know what you think of my cooking.”

“Fine.” She groaned and took a bite. It
shouldn’t have made him nervous, but it did. How surprised she was
about the food read on her face. “Wow, this is really good.”

He took a sip of his coffee, trying not to
let it get to his ego, before digging in. Admittedly, Danny hadn’t
done that bad. He wished that he could have given her a full Irish
– or at least rashers – but Abby would probably have to come to
Ireland for that.

“So, what’s the plan for today?” Danny
asked.

Abby hadn’t told him what to expect this
trip or what was planned. She said that she had some ideas and
they’d play it by ear. She promised a good time, and he had to
refrain from saying all he need for that was nothing.

“Oh, yea.” She took a sip of coffee, making
a face which meant that she didn’t take her coffee black. She added
a spoon of sugar and milk until it turned a tan color. “I figured
that we’d do something crazy on your first day here.”

“Oh, yea?” That got his attention and he had
his own ideas, but he didn’t think they were thinking the same.

“Have you ever gone white water
rafting?”

“No,” he said slowly. “Can’t say that’s a
thing in Ireland.”

“Well, that was my idea for today.”

It seemed like she was looking for a nod of
approval. Even if he hated it, it was a story to tell later. “Okay,
then let’s do it.”

That made her smile and he was glad he
picked the right answer. Abby did have a nice smile that he’d like
to see more.

“Okay, so we’ll go out and do that. We can
grab lunch in the city. There’re some good food trucks near where I
work. So if you can’t find something that you like, you suck,” she
teased.

He couldn’t help smirking as he ate because
his mind was still on what was said earlier. That and Abby had no
idea how well he could suck. Danny really needed to focus on these
eggs instead and figure out what he needed to wear for this. Abby
had recommended swim trunks.

“Is there anything that I should know about
this rafting thing?”

Abby shook her head. “Nope. They give
everyone a little crash course and talk about safety before we get
on the bus.”

“Oh, okay.” That still left questions, but
he’d have to accept that she wasn’t going to say more.

 


 


“And that’s about it. Do we have any
questions?” The raft leader asked.

There wasn’t much to know about this rafting
as Danny had thought. The raft leader had made quick work of
things. It was nice to know that they weren’t going over large
rapids, but he still didn’t want to fall out of the raft.

While Danny didn’t feel out of place in his
trunks and t-shirt, he thought that Abby was a bit overdressed. The
other women had a one-piece swimsuit with shorts on. Abby did have
shorts on, but she also had a large dark grey shirt. There were
zero hopes of it going see through like a white one would have and
he wouldn’t be getting a peek at her. That was what really had him
bummed out.

Their group getting on the bus had six other
people. Most were alright, but there was one woman with teal shorts
on that kept looking his way. It was a bit unnerving and Danny
tried not to look her way, but he had met her gaze twice. He tried
to brush it off and focus on his time with Abby.

“Where do you want to sit?” She asked once
we got to the site and was about to step onto the raft.

He shrugged. “You’ve done this before. Where
is the best place?”

“I’d suggest the middle then. It’s not the
most exciting place to see the rapids, but you’re also not going to
get tossed around as much. The back seats could end up having more
work to do, seeing as that’s the rudder and anchor.”

“Middle it is then,” he agreed.

Danny followed her onto the raft. He was a
man and not afraid of much – but the way the raft was moving had
him questioning that. There was nothing solid beneath his feet and
it was weird. The woman that was giving him looks earlier sat in
the back, but he tried not to notice.

“What were the odds of dying?” He leaned
over to ask Abby.

She laughed. “You’ll be fine.”

“But are you sure that you don’t want to
back out? I won’t tease you for it.”

Smiling, Abby shook her head. “No, but if
you want to back out…”

Danny shook his head. “No, of course
not.”

“Alright, now that’s everyone’s in, we’re
going to push off. Remember what I told you.” The raft leader
released the rope anchor and pushed them away from the dock. They
drifted sideways for a moment before the current moved them
along.

He was clenching his paddle tightly, which
Abby pointed out. It wasn’t bad going, so he tried to relax and
enjoy it.

“We got the first rapid coming up,” the raft
leader announced.

Danny couldn’t help tensing up. The people
in front of him blocked some of the view and it took a moment
before he could see around them. Once he did, he felt stupid. The
rapid wasn’t much, but he used his paddle how he had been told to
keep the raft moving.

“Had me there,” he mumbled to himself. He
wasn’t sure if Abby heard him or not.

The raft bobbed back and forth. At one
point, they had to work to stop it from turning around. But
overall, this wasn’t bad and Danny was actually feeling good about
things.

“We got another rapid coming up. Be ready
for this one,” the raft leader called out.

Danny chuckled to himself. This wasn’t going
to anything, just like the last one. Abby reached over to tap his
shoulder and pointed up ahead. He glanced up. Panicking, he looked
over and saw she was laughing.

“Fuck.”

This rapid was bigger than the others. There
was actually a meter drop, as far as Danny could tell. He held onto
his paddle for dear life as they went over it, only to be tossed to
the left, spun around, and almost bounced out. He thought the worst
was passed them, but he was wrong. That was just the first
one...

 


 


He dragged his wet ass onto shore. By some
miracle, Danny hadn’t gone over, but the rapids had him soaked. He
just needed to find where Abby have gone off and give her a piece
of his mind for calling them “baby rapids”. He wasn’t sure if she
had been taking the piss or not.

Danny didn’t see her. Had she gone over and
he hadn’t noticed? But then he caught a glimpse of her talking to
someone else from the raft and groaned. It was the woman that had
been giving him looks. He wondered if Abby was having it out with
her over looking at him, which was kind of nice to think that Abby
was a bit territorial for him. Nothing seemed to have happened and
Abby came walking over with a smile on her face.

“What was that about?” He asked.

“Oh, um, nothing.” She was up to something.
“Just saying hello, you know, as raft buddies. She asked if it was
my first time and what other rapids I’d recommend. I’m sorry if you
thought I was ignoring you.”

“No, it’s fine. I could have fallen out and
been out to sea by now and you wouldn’t have cared.” He laid on the
guilt.

Abby laughed. “Danny, that’s silly.”

“No, it’s not. The raft leader –”

“Was joking around,” she cut him off. “They
weren’t serious. Plus, you’d end up in the ocean and eaten by a
shark.”

Danny stared at her. Deadpan. “Not
funny.”

“Well, I thought it was.” She laughed.

Danny rolled his eyes as she hugged him,
trying to get his forgiveness. It wasn’t like he could stay
bothered long – actually, he really wasn’t bothered at all. But
there was something about a warm hug that fixed things. That and
Abby had her body up against his, causing her shirt to cling to all
the right spots. His eyes were too busy taking it all in for him to
care about all the teasing and torture he had endured.

“So I believe there was talk of food after
this,” he prompted.

“I take it that you’re hungry?” She looked
up at him.

Yea.

He was hungry, all right.

“Surviving certain death will do that to
you,” Danny joked, getting a laugh out of her.

“Alright then. Let’s dry off and catch the
bus back. Then we can head downtown for lunch.”


Chapter Thirteen

She had been a little
worried that Danny had figured out she was lying. He seemed
suspicious after they got off the raft, but didn’t press it. She
had kept the fact that Harper was there to spy on him to herself.
He hadn’t met her yet. She would have seemed like just another
person on the raft, so he wouldn’t have been tempted to act
differently. Sure, it may be awkward later when he actually met
Harper, but Abby had wanted an honest opinion of him.

Harper reassured her that he hadn’t been
checking anyone else out. There, apparently, were a couple times
that she caught him looking at Abby with a “love puppy” look. When
he had caught Harper’s gaze, he hadn’t taken it as her being
interested in him. In fact, Harper was disappointed that she hadn’t
caught Danny looking at another woman – not even once. She had
wanted a reason not to like him. If Danny was a good guy, she knew
that she would be losing her friend when they moved to Ireland to
be together. If he was a bad guy, then there was a chance that
Harper was going away for murder.

Danny was relatively quiet as they drove to
Portland and parked in the office’s garage. He hoped that he was up
for the short walk to get food. She couldn’t tell if he was being
quiet because he was tired or because he wasn’t interested
anymore.

“So will we be eating there or doing
take-away?” He asked, getting out of the car.

“I figured that we’d eat here. There’s an
area with tables and then the food won’t get cold.” That and Abby
had another scheme for today, which would only work if they were
here. “Is that alright with you?”

“I’m not going to lie, Abby,” he started, “I
am pretty tired between the jetlag and the rafting. I’m going to
apologize now if I pass out on you. Just pinch me or
something.”

That made sense, and she had put him through
a lot. It was probably a little too crazy for his first day. That
may have been a mistake on her part, but she really had wanted him
to get to see things and have fun. She wanted Danny to enjoy this
trip and make it feel worthwhile – even if she wasn’t why he had a
good trip.

“Well, after we get back, I’ll leave you
alone then so you can take a nap. I can always remote work or
something.” She didn’t want him to feel guilty over it.

Danny walked beside her in silence to the
food trucks. Abby tried not to read into it. She needed to take
Sophia’s advice and start telling herself how much of catch she was
instead of letting in negative thoughts.

So, are these food trucks safe to eat from?”
He asked.

“Yea… why would you ask?” It seemed like a
strange question. There were other people eating here that clearly
weren’t dying.

“In movies, food trucks are a bit sketchy.
There’re horror stories about hotdog vendors.”

“Danny, these are safe. I eat from here
often when I’m working and have never gotten sick,” she reassured
him.

“So you work around here?” Danny asked,
glancing up and down the street. He was probably trying to size up
what she did, seeing how Abby had been vague over the marketing
job.

She nodded. “Yep. I parked in our garage
because I have a pass. It did mean that we had to walk a little to
get here.”

“So how does this work?” He changed subjects
and nodded towards the food trucks.

“You just order and pay. Then they call your
name when it’s done,” Abby explained.

“You paid for the rafting. Would you like me
to pay for lunch?” He offered.

“Fine, but I’m getting two tacos,” she
teased.

He laughed. “Fine by me. Maybe I’ll get some
tacos too. Then if I get sick, you get sick.”

“We’re not going to get sick.” Abby rolled
her eyes.

Luckily it was near the end of the lunch
rush, so the line wasn’t long and they got served fast. It did make
Abby wonder if her plan was going to work. Danny found them a table
and she carried over the food. By the time she was done with her
first taco, there still was no sight of Sophia. It wasn’t like Abby
needed her to scope out Danny like she needed Harper for. Sophia
was curious about what he looked like, so this was more to keep the
peace.

“Hey, Abby!”

She stopped, mid-bite, and turned to see
Sophia walking up. This wasn’t the plan. She was just supposed to
grab lunch and do a drive-by to catch a glimpse of him. Now Abby
was going to have to play this off differently, as long as Sophia
didn’t rat her out.

“Oh, hey.” Abby tried to put on a smile and
pretend that she wasn’t annoyed.

“Who’s your friend? He’s cute.”

Okay, she was going to get it later. Sophia
was batting her eyes and twirling her hair. Abby glanced over at
Danny and saw he was smiling. Of course, he’d react to a pretty
girl’s attention. She wanted to roll her eyes.

“This is Danny.” He let her do the
introductions, which wasn’t what Abby was used to. She thought guys
who were interested in someone wanted to do all the talking.

“Nice to meet you, Danny. My name’s Sophia
and I’m one of Abby’s work friends.” She was smiling at him and
Abby wasn’t sure that she like it.

“Nice to meet you too.” He smiled back at
her.

Abby was surprised that he just went back to
eating. Maybe she needed to give him some credit. He was treating
Sophia like just another person, minus being all smiley over the
compliment.

“Are you guys going to be here long? I can
go grab some food and come join you.” She asked.

“Actually, we’re just grabbing a quick bite
and heading out. We’ve had a big morning,” Danny chimed in.

Abby looked at him, a bit shocked. Why would
he say that? Sophia was pretty. Wouldn’t he rather have lunch with
a pretty girl?

“Oh, okay.” Sophia shrugged it off, but Abby
could tell she was a bit thrown off. “See ya at work, Abby.”

When Sophia had walked away, she couldn’t
hold it back. “Why did you say that to her?”

“Sorry?” He finished chewing, then wiped his
face. “Did I do something wrong? It didn’t seem like you were
thrilled at the idea. That and I am a bit tired, and she seemed a
bit much.”

Abby tried not to laugh. “No, you’re fine. I
didn’t really want her to have lunch with us either. I do want you
to meet my friends at some point, but I want you all to myself
right now.”

He smiled. “I want you all to myself
too.”

That gave her butterflies.

They finished eating and drove in silence.
Abby could tell that he was trying hard not to fall asleep in the
front seat. Between the rafting and a full stomach, she couldn’t
fault him if he did pass out but it also gave her a lot to think
about.

“I’m going to change back into my loungers
and head to bed then,” Danny announced as soon as he walked in the
door.

Abby had said that she might remote work but
that didn’t sound like a bad idea now. She watched Danny head to
the bedroom to change while she debated if she should join him or
not. She had taken time off for his visit, so it wasn’t like she
would mess up her sleep schedule with a nap. Plus, it sounded like
a good excuse to get more snuggles.

She went to the bathroom to change into her
pajamas and then headed to the bedroom. Abby opened the door
without thinking to knock and stopped dead. Danny was mid-change
and she got an eyeful of him. Her mouth hung open as she gave me a
once over. He didn’t have a chiseled body with a six-pack, but he
was in shape. There was a bit of chest hair that her eyes followed
down to the waistband of his pants.

If they hadn’t been talking for months and
just shared a bed last night, she’d have tried to hide the fact
that she was checking him out. She wasn’t the one to lose her mind
over a guy. That was Sophia’s job. Seeing how Danny was only here
for a short time, there was no time to play shy and maybe that was
why she felt bolder.

“Need something, Abby?” He asked, stopping
short of pulling his shirt on.

It took a moment for her brain started
working again.

“I just thought that I’d get in bed with
you.” Fuck. Yes, but no… but yes. “A nap sounded a lot better than
working.”

There was a hint of a smile on his face, but
he wasn’t laughing like Abby thought he might. Instead, he dropped
his shirt on the floor and got on the bed.

“Coming?” He asked.

God, she wished she was.

 


 


Abby What was that?

Sophia What was what?

Abby You weren’t supposed to talk to us.
That wasn’t the plan.

Sophia Yea, but wouldn’t it have been weird
if I just stared at you?

Abby And the flirting?

Sophia That wasn’t flirting.

Abby Soph, I can’t compete with you.

Sophia What does that mean?

Abby You’re prettier than me and Danny’s
hot.

Abby I don’t want him seeing that he can do
better and go after you.

Sophia That’s not going to happen.

Abby How do you know?

Sophia He was happy with the compliment but
then didn’t care. He could have said you were just friends or
something but he didn’t want to talk to me.

Sophia Plus you’re totally worth it. Danny’s
stupid if he can’t see how good you are.

Sophia Ditch his ass if he doesn’t think
so.

Abby Yea

Abby Thx Soph


Chapter Fourteen

Abby wasn’t in bed
when he woke up, but he could smell something good coming from down
the hall. He still hadn’t shaken the jetlag and he felt guilty just
lying in bed. There wasn’t much time left here. He didn’t know if
Abby knew that he appreciated all this. She definitely had
appreciated him going shirtless. The way she had looked at Danny
actually made him feel wanted. It was different than other girls
who only looked that way when they wanted a ride.

Danny got out of bed and changed into jeans
and a dark green Henley. Abby had said to dress comfortably, but
also to be ready for something outside. That was turning out to be
what she said every day. And, like always, she never completely
said what they’d be doing.

“Hope you’re hungry. I got a little carried
away.”

From being bothered by her own lack of
control, Abby had a little pout on her face. He couldn’t help it.
Danny lifted her face up and kissed her forehead.

“You’re good,” he reassured her. “And the
pancakes look delicious.”

Abby was still blushing and trying to
recover. It took her a minute to sit down and try to calm herself
over a cup of coffee. Honestly, Danny found it simply adorable that
she could get so worked up.

There was a risk that leaning stack was
going to fall over, so he took a few off the stack and topped them
with some strawberries that she had diced. He drizzled a little
maple syrup on top before taking a bite. That first mouthful had
him moaning. His eyes were closed but he could hear Abby nearly
choking on her pancakes.

“Sorry, but these are grand.” He knew that
he didn’t need to defend himself.

Abby took a sip of her coffee and tried to
get it together, but he knew where her mind was. “I, um, glad you
like them.”

There was another thing that he was going to
like, and she’d like it too. Especially if they got a little crazy
with the maple syrup there.

Danny knew they needed to change the subject
because neither of them were going to last long enough to have the
fun at the rate they’d be going. There was definitely enough
tension in the room to cut it.

“So, what are we doing today? Got anything
exciting planned or are we just going to relax on a beach
somewhere?” He did get a look at a map and saw they were to the
ocean.

“It would be a little cold to have a beach
day.” Abby laughed. “You didn’t believe me that there’s a
rainforest, so I thought that I’d take you there today.”

“I’ll believe it when I see it. You need
hot, humid weather and I’m wearing a Henley.” He knew that she was
trying to take the piss now.

“You can still wear a long-sleeved shirt in
a rainforest.” She rolled her eyes. “But I’m pretty sure that you
just need rain and a forest.”

Danny finished his stack of pancakes and
went to wash the dishes, seeing as she had been nice enough to
cook. That and he wasn’t sure that he had the fight in him to
educate her on what things were. Abby brought over her dishes and
lingered for a moment.

“Do you have comfortable shoes?” She
asked.

He nodded. “My trainers will work. Or are
you saying I need something else?”

Abby shook her head. “No, that’ll be fine.
I’m going to throw some energy bars and water bottles in my
backpack. Want anything else?”

“No, I think I’ll be fine. We will be eating
later, though… right?” She nodded. “Yea, no, that’s good for me
then.”

“Okay, well, I’ll meet you in the car.” She
headed off to get things ready for the trip.

Abby was waiting for him and had the GPS al
sorted. It looked like it was going to take forever to get up
there. He had no idea where they were going but the view out the
window was nice.

“So, are we making a run for the border?” He
asked, jokingly.

“No.” Abby smiled. “We’re not even close to
the border.”

“Seems like we’ve been driving forever
though,” he mumbled. Maybe it was just that half an hour was a long
trip back home.

“We’re almost there.” She sighed. “Why don’t
you put something on the radio? Might make it go by faster for
you.”

“Nah.” There wasn’t much point to that. It
looked like they were in the middle of nowhere and there probably
wasn’t cell tower for kilometers. No way to call for help…

“Abby,” he started, “are you trying to
murder me?”

She laughed and kept driving. That didn’t
give him a warm fuzzy feeling.

“Okay, yea, that’s not reassuring.” He
watched her smile and say nothing. “Cos I don’t see anyone else out
here and this is starting to look like a horror movie.”

There was a fog that had started to thicken.
The trees had grown up high on both sides and – with the fog – was
making it feel very claustrophobic. Even the sun was struggling to
get through.

Abby pulled over and turned off the
engine.

“Abby?” He turned to question her.

“We’re here.”

She just smiled and got out of the car, all
without breaking eye contact. It was creepy. Danny got out of the
car slowly and she immediately locked the doors with the key. He
swallowed hard.

“Is it too late to say this is a letdown for
a rainforest?” Oh, wait. “I mean, is it too late to apologize for
saying how much of an enormous letdown it is?”

She walked around, stopping in front of
Danny, and crossed her arms. “I don’t believe you for a second that
you’re sorry.”

Well, then he was between a rock and a hard
place if he didn’t want to die on the side of the road. He put his
hands on her shoulders, leaned in, and looked her dead in the eye.
Danny wasn’t sure if he could live with himself after what he was
about to do.

“Abby,” he tried to speak her name as soft
and sweetly as he could. “What can I do to get you to let me
live?”

Danny tried to bat his eyes and play it up.
It felt like the stupidest thing to be doing, but it was working.
That stone-cold face that she was trying to keep was cracking. The
longer he batted his eyes, the more she smiled until she
laughed.

“Fine.” She sighed. “Let’s just go so I can
show you.”

She grabbed his hand and crossed the road.
All Danny could do was stare at her. He wasn’t sure the last time
that someone held his hand, and so casually too.

“Watch your step. The path’s a little rocky
and there’s some roots growing up along the way,” she warned,
bending down slightly to avoid a low hanging branch.

Danny followed, surprised now at how lush
things were. “Thanks for the heads up.”

“Do you have any places like this in
Ireland?” Abby asked. She walked slightly ahead of him to scoot
around a huge felled tree.

“You mean forests with fog? Yea, every
morning, everywhere,” he said sarcastically.

Abby stopped and glanced up at him. “You
know, I can tell you’re not that impressed but this is a
rainforest. It says so on the sign and you’re not giving this place
a real chance.”

“That’s not true,” he started to defend
himself.

“You can’t hide behind a text.”

She sounded down and Danny knew that it was
his fault. He was being rather cynical, and Irish. “I’m sorry,
Abby. Please, can you show me?”

Abby hesitated a moment before nodding. Her
hand slipped out of his and she turned to walk away. “It’s just
around this bend.”

Danny followed her and stopped dead.
“Jesus.”

“Yea…” She sounded a bit upset still.

He reached for her hand again. “Abby,
seriously, thanks for this. It’s not what I expected at all.”

“So, have you changed your mind about this
place?” She asked quietly.

Danny didn’t want to tell her how that this
place made him think of home. It was something about the water and
the early morning fog. Out a ways were large rock formations that
reminded him of Cooper Coast and the Wild Atlantic Coast. There was
a quietness here that just eased something in his soul – like when
he moved here, this would be a place where he could come back to
ease the homesickness.

“Can we stay a bit?” Danny asked.

She nodded and headed over to where some
large trees had fell on the beach. Abby had to do a little hop to
get on one, but Danny easily sat down beside her. They were
slightly secluded and it felt like they were in their own world.
Abby was staring out at the arches in the water, giving him a
chance to enjoy it himself. But he couldn’t stop looking at
her.

“Abby, I think I need to know something.”
Coming here kind of changed things for Danny, which he hadn’t
expected.

She looked at him, a bit worried. “Um, sure.
What’s up?”

Maybe it was the wrong time because he had
made her upset but being in an other-worldly place like this had
him thinking about where he was and who he was with. It made him
face the fact that he didn’t know what he was doing or where he was
going in life. The quietness of this place and the soft sounds of
the water were calming and luring him into what may be a false
sense of security.

“Can you tell me what you think we are?”
That was probably a bad way to ask. “I guess I should be asking
what you want to have with me.”

“Wow, nothing like putting me on the spot.”
Abby laughed, but it was a nervous one. “I… I kind of don’t want to
answer that.”

“Why?”

Danny had thought that it was an easy enough
question. He’d be gone tomorrow, so anything awkward that may come
wasn’t something that they’d have to deal with for long. If all
Abby wanted was a hook-up to end the tension, they he’d definitely
give that to her. They could head back now and have the whole day
in bed.

“Well, I’m scared that whatever I say is
going to change things between us.” She was back to staring off
into the ocean.

“I think at this point even saying nothing
changes things.” After being so open with things, holding something
back was always going to linger like an elephant in the room.

“I know that we’re not really dating and I
didn’t even think of a long-distance relationship before we met. At
the same time, I deleted my dating app because it didn’t feel right
to be talking to other guys when I really felt like you were it.”
Abby took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Having you here, I
realized that I just want more everything with you, but I know that
might now be how you’re feeling. I know that I have to take
whatever I can and just enjoy it.”

Danny felt guilty. It wasn’t just that he
had been talking to other girls. He had hook-ups. His mobile never
felt heavier in his pocket with the number of messages waiting for
him.

“So, you’d be good if this was all we were?”
He asked.

Abby shrugged. “Maybe… well, no. I’d be
disappointed that nothing came of this, but I can’t force you to
have feelings for me.”

“You’re not forcing me to have feelings.” He
couldn’t deny that there was something. It had been great going to
bed and waking up next to someone. That was something Danny never
thought he’d like, and he liked having Abby around. It wasn’t just
that she cooked and took care of him. It was the way she smiled at
him and lit up. It was when she laughed and got that pouty little
angry face when she was flustered. It was just that he didn’t want
to think what those feelings were exactly.

“You,” Abby started but didn’t quite know
how to say it without sounding so naïve. “You have feelings for me?
Do… do you want to be with me?”

Danny knew at this moment, he was fucked. He
didn’t want to give her any kind of answer. He didn’t want to say
things not and hurt her later. It was selfish, but he wanted to see
how things went with the Irish girls before really committing to
Abby. He was reluctant to start anything because he didn’t want a
long-distant relationship.

“I want to hold you while I fall asleep and
have you in bed when I wake up. I want to be out here doing things
with you and back home just relaxing.” Danny knew he was dodging
the question but hoped that Abby would forget what she asked. “I
want to hold your face and kiss you until you can’t breathe. When
my lips leave yours, it’ll be just barely so I could hear you
whisper my name and beg for more. My lips would be on your neck
while my hand slips into your pants. My fingers would get you
trembling and wet until you’re begging for my cock.”

Abby swallowed hard.

“Too much?” He asked.

She shook her head. Her eyes went wide as he
leaned in, just inches from kissing her.

“Would you stop me?”

It was barely a whisper. “No.”

Danny reached over and held her face as his
lips met hers.


Chapter Fifteen

The apartment was so
empty without Danny. Abby stood in the doorway, too sad to move
forward. It had only been a few hours since she dropped him off at
the airport, but it felt like he’d already been gone for days.

Abby hated it.

 


Harper How ya doing?

Abby Not great… he just left and I already
miss him.

Harper So how’d things end?

Abby With a kiss. I was starting to cry and
he hugged me.

Harper I meant between you two

Harper Friends? More?

Abby Definitely more :)

Harper WOW… you slept with him?

Abby NO

Abby I mean, I would have but no. We’re
dating. Like, official.

Harper Oooh. Okay, wow. Congrats.

Harper How’s that going to work out?

Harper LDR? Who’s moving?

 


Harper’s incoming texts were giving her a
bit of anxiety. These were things that they hadn’t talked about.
Abby knew that if she told her there’d be a lecture coming about a
guaranteed heartbreak. On the other hand, if Abby moved there,
she’d hear about how they were moving too fast and how it was too
soon. Both her besties would guilt her about leaving them. If Danny
wanted to move here, then he was just hunting for a green card.
They were in a long-distance relationship but the question was for
how long and how it would work.

 


Abby LDR

Harper You going to be ok with that?

Abby Why wouldn’t I be?

Harper Cos he’s over there… doing whatever
he wants

 


She knew where Harper was going with this
and really didn’t think that she could handle it right now. She was
about to tell her that, but Harper beat her.

 


Harper He could be cheating like Simon. What
are you going to do then?

Harper I’m sorry, Abby, but I don’t want to
see you hurt again.

Harper Do you really think you want
this?

 


 


The office was quiet. Everyone had gone home
for the night, but Abby didn’t want to go home. It was too
depressing to be there because now everything reminded her of
Danny. Sure, it had only been a couple of days but his absence
still hurt.

Harper had backed off of their conversation
when she didn’t reply and Abby must have looked like crap Monday
morning because she didn’t bring it up. Sophia had tried to cheer
her up by being extra nice and buying her a coffee. She knew that
her friends were trying, but there was nothing that they could do.
The only thing that could help how she was feeling was Danny. She
had already talked to him about coming to visit, but hadn’t booked
her flight yet.

The scary part of dating was that it either
was for marriage or for heartbreak. Abby knew that heartbreak
couldn’t be predicted, otherwise people would never get involved
with each other. There was a chance that he could cheat on her,
which Harper pointed out. No matter what he’d say to her, her
trauma would label him a liar and then Danny would assume that she
really did think the worst of him.

Texts and calls were one thing, but being
in-person could show who someone really was.

Abby opened a new browser tab and searched
for information about visas. Marketing was a big industry so she
figured it would be easy to get a job in Ireland. It was terrifying
to think about packing up her whole life and moving halfway across
the world, but she’d get to be with Danny. She didn’t have a
particular loyalty to this company, and the only reason she’d hate
moving was because all her family was still here. Other than that,
there was nothing holding her back and it was a chance at a fresh
start. No one there would know about Simon, and all that trauma
could be left behind. She’d be with Danny and meet his family and
his friends. It would be a whole new, exciting life.

It seemed that there were two main ways that
she could move to Ireland. The first was through employment. As an
American, Abby already had the visa portion to enter the country.
The problem was that she needed a job offer before she could get a
work permit to stay. And that job offer had to be at least a
two-year contract within the salary range. The problem was that
marketing wasn’t considered a “critical skill occupation” which
meant they’d have to pay a foreigner more for a job that a citizen
could do for cheaper.

The easier option was to marry an Irish guy.
It meant immediate entry and no red tape to get a job – any job.
That was out of the question. She could agree on that. Marrying
Danny was rushing things. It was also a stupid idea to marry
someone just so you could move and date them.

Would she really give up her whole life for
a guy? Abby knew she should have said no…

 


 


“Where’s Soph?”

Harper shrugged. “Probably dancing with some
guy.”

Abby sat with her drink and spotted their
friend across the room. They weren’t dancing anymore.

Abby rolled her eyes. “I don’t know how she
can make out in public.”

“You know she likes the attention. Maybe
it’s just her thing.” Harper took a drink before catching herself.
“Don’t tell her that I said that.”

Abby had been late to girls’ night but she
hadn’t thought that she was that late. It was obvious that this
wasn’t Harper’s first drink.

“Are you going to ditch me for a guy too or
are things going well with Irish guy?” There was a bitterness in
her voice. If Abby had been here before Sophia ran off, there
probably wouldn’t have been poison in that question.

She laughed. “No, you’re stuck with me.”

Harper looked relieved. Hooking up with guys
wasn’t what girls’ night was about – especially when one of them
was married. Seeing she brought up Danny, Abby didn’t feel as weird
talking about what was on her mind.

“So, I started looking into visas and
apartments over there. Rent’s cheaper but it looks like getting a
work permit will be harder.”

Harper made a face. “Why?”

“Because we’re not married, I won’t
automatically get a Stamp 4. So, I have to find a company to
sponsor me.” She explained.

“No, I mean why were you looking at that
stuff,” Harper asked.

Abby sipped her drink, realizing her
mistake. She had just told her friend that she wasn’t leaving and
then was thinking about moving. “Well, it was just if I ever moved
there.”

“Tell me you’re kidding.” It looked like she
wanted to strangle her. Abby was ditching her in a way that was way
worse than anything Sophia had done.

“Kidding about what?” Sophia asked, out of
breath. She plopped down and grabbed her drink. After what she was
doing with that guy, she must have been thirsty.

“Abby was just telling me that she’s moving
to Ireland for that guy,” she snitched.

“What the fuck?” Sophia nearly spit out her
drink.

“One, that’s not what I said.” Although,
Harper wasn’t exactly wrong. That was the long-term plan. “I was
just saying that I was looking into it.”

“But why?” Sophia asked. “He doesn’t want to
come here?”

“If he came here, he’d just using her for a
green card,” Harper pointed out.

Ouch.

“So, he wouldn’t come here just for me?”
Abby asked, trying to keep her attitude in check.

Harper backpedaled. “I mean, he would
totally come here if you two were dating longer. He can’t move his
whole life over here as easily as you could. Plus, do you really
want someone leeching off you again or do you want someone taking
care of you?”

“I want us taking care of each other like
partners.” She noticed Sophia elbowed Harper.

“Did you forget we lose her if she goes
there?” Sophia had tried to keep her voice down but those drinks
only made her louder.

“You guys aren’t going to lose me.” Abby
rolled her eyes.

“You say that now but just wait until you’re
getting all the sex and you forget about us.” Sophia’s rant ended
with a hiccup.

“Abby, it all just seems too soon for any of
this. You don’t really know each other.” Harper pushed Sophia away
when she tried to steal her drink. That just sent her pouting back
to the dance floor to find someone to buy her another drink. “And
how long have you even known him?”

“A few months,” she admitted.

“Exactly! So, why are you rushing it?”

Harper had a point but she didn’t know how
Abby felt. Things were different with Danny. He cared about how she
was feeling and what she was up to. Danny made her feel part of his
life even when they were apart. He was showing her that everything
Simon said about being pathetic or unlovable was wrong. Danny made
her feel like a human being again. He made her feel like herself
again.

“I feel more about Danny in a few months
than I ever felt for Simon after all those years,” she defended
herself.

“How much of that is because you want to get
laid, huh?” Abby was flabbergasted and couldn’t respond. “See? It
has nothing to do with Danny. Be like Sophia – go out there and
dance with some guy and get it out of your system.”

“Be like Soph?” She had to laugh. She never
thought Harper would ever say such a thing.

“You know what I mean.” She finished off her
drink. “Go get fucked and then see if you feel the same about him.
I bet you don’t.”

Abby knew it wasn’t about getting laid.
There was just something special about being with him. She felt
giddy and happy around him. He made her feel alive. Danny was that
warm, fuzzy feeling that she wanted to come home to. He was…

She loved him.

That was the only way that she could put it.
Abby loved him. They hadn’t said that to each other yet, but now
there was the incredible urge to tell him. Even if he hadn’t said
it, she knew that Danny loved her too.


Ireland


 Chapter
Sixteen

The days just felt
empty. Abby texted when she could, but it wasn’t the same as being
with her. He couldn’t see her smile or hear her laugh or make her
blush. She wasn’t in bed – it was just cold and empty. Danny hated
that he felt this way over a girl.

Leaving had been hard. Abby had held onto
him until the security check. It was kind of decided they’d be
exclusive. As an act of trust, he let her watch him delete the
dating app and he dodged her seeing the number of nude photos that
he would have to delete later from his mobile. It was bittersweet
when they kissed goodbye, and it only added to the tension they
weren’t able to satisfy.

Maybe this was a mistake.

He wouldn’t be able to just grab a girl for
a little fun without breaking Abby’s heart. That would fucking
destroy her. Especially after she, reluctantly, told him more about
things with her ex. Danny couldn’t have her think that every guy
was that way. It was bad enough that he still had Ava’s number, but
they had already been talking offline before he went to the
States.

 


Danny Thinking of you ;)

 


Groaning, he pulled his bones out of bed and
headed to the kitchen to get the kettle started. His mind kept
drifting back to Abby and it was tempting to sext her. If he had to
wake up frustrated, then she could be frustrated too. She was only
at work, after all.

A cold shower was barely enough to do the
trick and keep the bits in check. He made it through a quick
breakfast. Mornings were too quiet and lonely now, so Danny tried
to avoid them.

 


Abby I miss you too

Danny When you coming to Ireland?

Abby I don’t know

Abby In a couple months?

 


That was disappointing.

This long-distance thing sucked. It had him
worried that he’d do something stupid and fuck it up. Danny never
had to try being faithful before because that person had always
been there when he needed it.

 


Danny What’s your worst fear?

 


He wondered if she had the same kind of fear
about this.

 


Abby I have a huge fear of needles. It’s so
bad that I avoid the doctor’s office just so they don’t talk about
it.

Abby What’s your worst fear?

 


She didn’t immediately say a fear for a
relationship, but that was on him for not saying where his mind was
at. And, actually, it was a welcomed distraction from his typical
thoughts lately. A fear of needs, huh? At least she didn’t have
that fear of rubber ducks.

 


Danny Penguins

Abby What? Why are you scared of penguins?
You don’t even have them there…

 


She had to be laughing her ass off. Danny
knew it was a strange thing to be afraid of.

 


Danny First, never seen one IRL but they’re
creepy as fuck. Waddling… just back and forth and makes me uneasy.
I bet they’re secretly robot aliens. Straight-up nightmare
fuel.

Abby Robot aliens? Not much of a secret if
YOU know, but I can see it.

Abby So going to the zoo would be
off-limits?

Danny Only if it would break your heart.
Otherwise, I’ll suck it up and die for you when they attack.

Abby Promise?

Danny Totally.

 


Taylor messaged that he was on his way. He
hurried to get ready, ignoring Abby’s new text. He’d have to catch
up with her later.

“You need to see my dad.”

“Why for?” That wasn’t what Danny wanted to
hear. In his mind, he knew that he was getting let go. Danny had
been in the States too long and it wasn’t going to work with the
shop ‘cos he wasn’t bringing in work.

Danny dreaded walking to the office but
there was no avoiding it. His pa knew that if Taylor was there, so
was Danny. He just needed to go and rip off the bandage.

“You wanted to see me?” He poked his head
into the office.

“Oi, Danny. Yea, have a seat.”

That wasn’t good. He took a seat and tried
to think of something to say to keep his job.

“While you were gone, a client came into the
shop. He saw your work and actually bought the chairs. Couldn’t
stop praising your work.”

That wasn’t what Danny was expecting.
Especially after always hearing that was a hard sell. “Sorry?”

“The set of four chairs that you done were
sold and I’ve marked your commission.” The old man looked around
until he found a business card and handed it to Danny. “He wanted
to commission more but didn’t say the same design or another. I
told him that you’d have to think about it and you’d let him know
by week’s end. So, what says you, Danny?”

It was grand to be getting recognition,
especially for something he put his heart into, and the commission
bonus didn’t hurt. Normally, he would have taken on this order in a
heartbeat but there was a problem. Abby was that problem.

If things kept going well with her, then
Danny wouldn’t be at the shop much longer. To build and carve
another set could take months or longer. It was a moral problem if
he took the order not knowing if he could finish it before a move
to the States.

Yet, this was a great opportunity. And he
had the boss praising him and changing his tune about Danny taking
up too much of the shop. If the client wanted to be buying more,
then they must have money. And if they had money, they had friends…
their friends had money and probably needed chairs too. Danny had a
chance to make mad money and make a name for himself.

“Can I have a couple days to think about
it?” Maybe an answer would be easier to find then. It was probably
something that he needed to talk to with Abby. They were getting
closer to a year and that’s when women started worrying about
proposals and such.

He sighed. “I can only give you that, Danny.
Any longer and you’d be missing out on the work.”

“Understood.” Danny thanked him on his way
out.

This gave him way too much to think about.
The day started out with him thinking about Abby but now he really
needed to think about Abby. There was going to be no distraction
from any of that today, apparently.

 


 


“Well, this be a first.” Aaron sat down
across from him.

Danny rolled his eyes. “Come on, we’ve hung
out before.”

He laughed. “I meant we usually meet at the
pub, not Supermacs.”

Danny shrugged. “Guess I just wanted a snack
pack or something.”

“What are you, like five?” Aaron
laughed.

“Hey, there’s nothing wrong with that.
Besides, I needed to talk to you and I didn’t want anyone to know.”
If anyone at the pub overheard, then he might as well have stood on
the bar and announced it.

Aaron had started eating. “Sounds like you
gotta say something good.”

“It’s about Abby.” He was starting to regret
this, but Aaron was the only one he could talk to about her.

“Oh?” He raised a brow. “Thought it’d be
more like you knocked someone up… wait, did you?”

Danny shook his head. “No, nothing like
that.”

He didn’t want to think about kids right
now. He needed to figure out his situation. If he had gotten Abby
pregnant, how would that even work? Where would their kid be born?
Would he get to see the baby? Would he really get to be a dad? Was
that something he wanted?

He ran a hand through his hair, feeling
fucked. As if Danny hadn’t already had enough problems and things
on his mind.

“So, she broke up with your ugly gob after
all?”

“No, but that would probably make things
easier.” There’d be no more 2am calls. He wouldn’t be missing her
and wanting to wake up next to her and wanting to slide between
those thighs. Jesus, he needed it bad. Danny couldn’t just grab
someone from the pub to scratch that itch anymore, and he also
didn’t have the money for a flight every time he wanted some.

“If you want to break up with her, I’m
probably not the best to ask. Remember, I’m married. I failed at
that.” Aaron laughed.

“You didn’t fail,” he mumbled under his
breath.

Aaron still managed to hear that and just
stared at his mate, waiting for him to continue.

“When I was in the States, my chairs sold. I
got offered a huge commission and just took it. It could take
months to finish and I didn’t ask Abby.”

“Did you think she’d tell you not to do it?”
He asked.

Danny shook his head. “No, Abby would tell
me to go for it. I sent photos and she said they were amazing.”

“So, what’s the problem then?”

“If I’m to stay with her, then I’ll have to
give up my job and move. I won’t be able to finish the work,” he
explained.

“She won’t be coming here? That’s how it was
on the telly.”

Danny shook his head. “I think not.”

“But couldn’t you finish the work? That’s
what this all is about.” Aaron tried to clarify.

“Not exactly…” He sighed. “This commission
could open the door and set me up with my own shop. I’d have to be
giving up my dream.”

“Can’t you do that there?” Danny shrugged to
that. “Have you asked Abby about that?”

Danny didn’t say anything. He already said
that he hadn’t talked to her; so, he didn’t think Aaron was
understanding.

“How can I give up my whole life for some
girl?” He laid it out. “This is crazy, and I’m panicking.”

Aaron sighed, like he had heard it all
before. Maybe it was because he was married and knew what cold feet
felt like before a big commitment. “Everyone gives something up but
you got to ask yourself if what you get back is worth it.”

He couldn’t believe it and maybe it was
proof that he should stay single. If Aaron was saying this, then
even an Irish girl would make him give something up. It wouldn’t be
as grand but that wasn’t what he wanted. He wanted someone to only
add to his life.

“You know, just ‘cos you do move doesn’t
mean you can’t come back.” Aaron realized that he needed to do some
damage control. “And she could always change her mind.”

“Yea, that’s what I’m afraid of.” Danny
groaned. “I just hope that she changes her mind before I’m gone
from here.”

“That’s not what I meant. I meant about not
coming here. She might want to after a year or so.”

“Oh.” He hadn’t thought of that. It would
still mean giving up everything – temporarily – and going through
the visa trouble. There was also a chance that when Danny moved
back that he’d have been replaced. It was just a bit of false
hope.

“See? Things aren’t as bad as you think.
You’re just sitting here thinking the worst,” Aaron added.

Danny was just going to have to press on if
he wanted any real advice. “Do you think being with Abby is
crazy?”

He laughed. “Mate, only you would know that.
Follow your heart or some shit.”

Danny had to dodge a chip being thrown at
him. The talk hadn’t actually helped, but Aaron had. He had gotten
something off his chest and wasn’t told he was a fucking idiot.
That had to count for something, but it still gave him a lot to
think about.


Chapter Seventeen

 Aaron You coming
to the pub tonite?

Danny Yea, I’ll be there. First round on me
:)

 


Aaron beat him to the pub tonight. He either
really missed Danny or that things were bad at home tonight. Danny
wondered if he stupidly opened his mouth around the wife. Last
time, it was a smartass remark over the wash.

“Surprised you’re here first. Did you come
for the lunch special?” Danny took his place in the booth.

He shook his head. “Naw, just ended up close
by and popped in. I’m more surprised you’re here.”

“What you mean?” Danny usually was there
first.

“Well, weren’t you supposed to stay there?
Thought you were all American now.”

He shrugged. “Naw, not yet. I just went to
see if I liked her.”

“Oi, Danny!” Duncan slid in beside him.
“Guess things with your girl tanked, huh?”

“Why you say that?”

“Because you’re back here.” Duncan laughed.
“She take one look at your gob and run?”

It seemed like the lads were expecting more
out of the trip than he had, and he’d be taking the piss for
that.

“No, but Abby would cry if she took one look
at you,” Danny tossed back. “Can you all just tell me what you’re
trying to ask? I’m a bit lost.”

Duncan leaned closer. Danny was expecting
him to ask if they fucked, but he didn’t. “Didn’t you go see your
girl for that green card. When you moving to the States?”

“You do realize that I can’t just move
there, right?” Now that he knew it wasn’t just taking the piss, he
was annoyed.

“That’s not what they say on the telly,”
Duncan chimed in.

“No, he’s right. The wife watches that
reality show about foreign couples. Got to be engage to start that
and married to stay.” Aaron got up and headed towards the bar to
get the first round – a round that Danny was supposed to be
getting.

“I didn’t go there to get the visa, okay?”
He tried to defend himself, but Danny doubted it would work. They’d
probably keep taking jabs at his intentions. A foreign girlfriend
wasn’t exactly innocent.

It really had him thinking how deep his
feelings were for Abby. He knew that he was attracted to her. He
knew that he hated not being around her. He knew that he thought of
her often. What Danny didn’t know was if that was love. It made
things confusing when he had work picking up and when there were
pints with the lads. Then there was grandad, nan, and the fudge.
Could he really give up all that for Abby? He didn’t fucking
know.

He got up and passed Aaron, who was on the
way back with the round. Danny headed straight to the bar. Fuck if
he could keep it together.

“Jameson. Double.” He ordered. When it was
poured, Danny tossed it back and slammed the shot glass down before
asking for another. He tossed that one back just as fast. He threw
down some bills down to cover the drinks before heading back to the
lads.

“Okay,” Duncan said slowly, slightly
horrified.

“You alright there, Danny?” Aaron asked. It
seemed like he was genuinely concerned.

“No, I ain’t. I’ve been losing my damn
mind.” Might as well admit what they already knew. “I’ve been
missing Abby like crazy but I don’t know what I want. I can’t date
her forever and I don’t know if I’d marry her. But if I marry her,
then I have to leave Ireland and everything. Hell, I haven’t even
fucked her yet.”

Jaws dropped. Yea, the alcohol was saying a
lot more than he wanted it to.

“You went all the way to the States and
didn’t get a ride?” Duncan was staring like he had eight heads.
“Are you fucking stupid?”

“Must be some kind of eejit.”

“No, he’s taking the piss, lads.” Aaron
tried to clear things up.

Everyone was chiming in. Danny didn’t know
what was worse – them saying he was chasing a visa or them saying
he was a fucking idiot for not getting any. He didn’t like how they
were thinking of Abby. It made him want to chug his Guinness and
fuck off. Fuck getting his round and fuck the lads. It wouldn’t
matter when he moved to the States because they’d probably never
see each other again. Until then, things would be awkward if Danny
did that and he might need to find a new pub. That was more hassle
than he wanted.

“Yea, I was just taking the piss. Should
have seen your ugly faces.” It was easier just to lie. The lads
laughed it off; although, Aaron didn’t seem completely
convinced.

“She do anything mad in bed?” Of course, it
was Duncan asking. “I heard those American girls are crazy.”

“Well, I get why Aaron got married.” Danny
shrugged, playing into it.

“Yea?” Aaron laughed. “And why’s that? Shite
dinner and no sex?”

“Guess I’ll be telling your wife that,” he
teased. “No, actually, she’s a good cook.”

“But how was it?” Duncan kept on.

“She did things that damn near killed me.”
Danny tried to laugh but the chat was making him more nervous that
they’d be onto him.

“Damn!” Duncan looked upset. “I need to find
me one of them. Does your girl have a friend?”

He knew that Abby had single friends but
there was no way he’d be introducing anyone to Dunc. He was a great
lad in the pub but not outside of it. He was all in it for himself
and not ready for any commitment. A pet rock was too much for
Duncan and it would probably starve. Danny didn’t need her friend’s
bad time with his mate held against him with Abby.

He chugged the rest of his Guinness, which
got a look from Aaron. If he didn’t know something was up before,
he did now.

“Did you lads see what Leinster did the
other day?” Aaron attempted to change the subject.

“Bunch of fucking idiots that lot is.”

“I damn near punted my telly.”

It seemed like the lads got distracted by
that, and it was looking like they could be fed another round. When
he got up to, finally, get his round, Aaron followed him to the
bar.

“Everything okay, Danny?”

“Grand.” He tried to ignore it, but he
doubted that Aaron would let him off that easily.

“Seems like the lads were getting to you.”
Aaron pointed out.

He shrugged. “It’s just Dunc running his
mouth is all… fucking annoying.”

“You didn’t really have sex with her, did
you?” Aaron leaned against the bar as they waited for the round to
get poured.

“Of course, I did.” It didn’t seem like he
was going to believe that. Honestly, Aaron was probably the only he
could safely talk to about it. He had a wife and knew things about
women much better than the other lads. He might have one thing
smart to share.

Sighing, Danny caved. “No, I didn’t and it
bothers me a bit.”

Aaron shrugged. “Why? Ain’t the first time
you didn’t get a ride out of a girl you chatted up.”

“Well, it’s going to sound bad but I don’t
know how I feel about her and I think sex would’ve helped me know.
Abby wanted to exclusive but this already sucks and it makes me
miss waking up with her in bed more.”

The bartender brought over their round but
Aaron didn’t budge. It seemed like he knew that Danny needed to get
this off his chest, and the only way that would happen was away
from the lads.

“Danny, you’re an idiot.” Aaron rolled his
eyes. “I’ve known you since primary and you hate planes. But
there’s the fact you flew across the world to meet this girl. Hell,
you refused to come along to Scotland last year because of
that.”

Aaron had his points, and he was more right
than others. The one thing that Danny had no problem agreeing on
was that he was an idiot.

“So, what does that have to do with
anything?” He asked.

Aaron rolled his eyes. “If you didn’t love –
or at least like – this girl then you wouldn’t be doing half the
things you are, Danny. If it was only for sex, then you would’ve
made sure to get that before you left. If you didn’t have feelings,
then you would be grabbing a ride with some girl.”

“I’m with you. It’s just that I don’t know
if my heart’s feeling it.” Saying that made him depressed.

“Danny, you’ve never really been with just
one person. I’m not sure you’ve been serious about any girl, so
maybe you don’t know how it’s supposed to feel. I know that I was
confused back before I ran into Gráinne.”

“I remember that day and you were a
miserable lot after that.” Aaron spent every moment she wasn’t
around moping about the week they broke up, he got drunk and did
something – which was never to be spoken of – and they all damn
near killed him. But after that, Aaron got things on track, got
married, and everything was grand.

“Exactly! You’re right where I was. You’re
miserable because she’s not with you.” He grabbed the drinks. “So,
I recommend that you do something about it. You’re in love with
this girl. Accept it and get a move on.”

Danny watched him head back to the lads.
That was all very easy to say. What if he went after Abby with all
his heart and she completely destroyed it? If Danny thought he was
miserable now, then he would have no idea how miserable he’d be.
Going all in would mean leaving Ireland, his family and friends,
and his whole life. If he let himself love Abby, his life would
never be the same. For better or for worse.

 


 


Danny stumbled on the step out of the pub.
The lads had him drink more than he planned. He knew that he needed
to head home but that was the last place that he wanted to go.
There was nothing there but an empty bed.

Out of habit, he pulled out his mobile to
see who was around. He had forgotten that he deleted the dating
app, and that was probably a good thing. But there was a message
from Ava there asking to meet at An Púcán this weekend while she
was in town. That made him pause and to focus. Things were back to
normal after coming home, and they also weren’t. Talking to Ava
hadn’t really bothered him seeing as they’d been offline for a bit
and they got close. She was someone he could talk to and understood
how things here were. But that was an invite for a toss in the
sack, and that was a line he couldn’t see at the moment to avoid
crossing.

A truck went by, shaking him out of it and
getting him thinking better. Maybe Danny should have taken a taxi
with the lads, but he didn’t want to talk about Abby anymore with
them. Being with Abby might not be the best thing when he could
have someone here. But she left him nice, compliments and sent cute
animal videos.

“Danny?” Abby sounded tired when she picked
it.

There was a click and Danny thought that she
hung up on him. It was probably late for her too and it was a
sudden to be ringing her now. Actually, Danny couldn’t remember
ringing her himself but he must have been his fat thumb when he
tried closing the chat.

When he looked at the mobile, the call was
still going on and he remembered that there was a bedside light
that she must have turned on.

“Danny?” She asked again, probably to see if
it was a butt dial.

“Shit… sorry, it’s late.”

“Don’t worry about it. I don’t have work
tomorrow.” He heard her yawn. “Besides, you called and I picked up.
I could have just ignored you.”

That was very true. He got a bit distracted
and almost tripped on the curb as he crossed the street.

“I thought about when I left and what you
said.” He had to pause for a moment to gather his thoughts and to
get his balance. “I know you have serious feelings for me.”

“Danny, you don’t have to say anything.”
Abby groaned. She thought they were heading towards a relationship
but if he had to call and tell her something, it probably wasn’t
anything good.

“No, no... I need to.” He held his breath to
stop a hiccup. Danny didn’t want her knowing he drank tonight. “I
need to get this off my chest. Can you let me do that?”

If it was going to be a rejection, he wasn’t
taking the hint. If Abby hung up, there was a chance that he’d just
call back. And if she ignored it, then it any conversation after
that would be awkward. She needed to weigh the options.

Sighing, she gave in. “Okay, I’ll
listen.”

“Thanks.” He was glad that she wasn’t being
difficult this time. “I know you have feelings for me and I never
said anything ‘cos that’s what I thought you wanted and were okay
with that. But I need to get it off my chest because I think that
it needs to be said. I didn’t expect anything when I went over
there, but I felt the same way about you. I also wanted to know how
you’d feel about me coming back or maybe you visiting me.”

Abby wasn’t saying anything. He checked his
mobile to make sure the call didn’t drop and noticed the time. If
the sun was gonna be coming up then it was really very late
there.

“Abby?” He asked, trying to see if she was
still there and awake.

“I’d like that. Yea, I’d like that a lot,”
she finally said, quietly.

“Great. Grand.” That cheered him up a bit.
Danny thought that maybe he hadn’t completely fucked things up
then. “There’s one other thing I should say.”

The mobile went silent again. Maybe this
whole chat was just in his head. If so, it didn’t matter if Abby
was there to hear him or not. It needed to be said so she knew how
things were, even if it changed nothing.

“I haven’t had luck with this. I’m scared.
I’m not sure I can handle long distance.” Abby needed to know that.
He had needs and wants that someone across the world couldn’t give
him. He couldn’t wait months to touch her or see her again. The
time difference was rough enough and he knew that he didn’t have
the money to take the flights. Danny liked her and needed for to
know that.

“Yea, it can be rough but we can get through
it.”

“Yea. Glad we’re on the same page.” A car
passed him and he was surprised to see another person awake. “I see
my flat just up there. I’m going to let you go.”

“Okay. Night, Danny.”

“Night, Abby.” He hiccupped. “Sorry for
waking you up. I’m glad you understand.”

“It’s okay,” she reassured him.


Chapter Eighteen

Abby was exhausted
after her flight. Even though it was her first time in Ireland, the
excitement wasn’t enough to stop her from passing out in the taxi
on the way to the AirBnB. She was missing so much of the area and
the ridiculous roundabouts in every road.

He hoped that she would like the place. He
didn’t have to worry about running into any of the lads here or
worrying what they’d say around her.

“Abby, wake up. We’re here.” He gently
nudged her as the taxi pulled up outside. Abby mumbled and snuggled
into his arm. “Sweetheart, you need to get up now.”

She grumbled, but Abby at least sat up.
“Where are we?”

“We’re at the rental.”

“Not your apartment?” She rubbed the sleep
from her eyes.

“No.” She was fucking adorable. “Remember? I
said we’d stay in Dublin for a while so you can see everything. You
took me ‘round in the States. I wanted to return the favor.”

“Oh.”

Danny got out and grabbed the bags from the
driver. The rental was on the top floor of what was a newer
apartment building. The listing said it was one of only eight, so
they would have privacy. The flat was simple – open kitchen with a
couch and sitting area. There was a wall-length sliding door to the
bedroom for privacy if there were guests. Through that was a door
to a small two-person balcony that overlooked the street and pub
across the way.

“Wow, this is nice,” Abby followed him to
the bedroom and saw the balcony. “And this view.”

He tucked the bags away before joining her.
If she thought this was nice, she was really gonna like it when the
city lights came on at night.

He noticed her yawning again. “Why don’t you
have a lay down? I’ll run out and get something for lunch. Then
we’ll eat and walk around the city a bit. Sound good to you?”

She nodded. “Yea, sound great,
actually.”

Abby pulled out an oversized tee from her
bag. She must have been tired because she started to change in
front of him, not that Danny was complaining. She had a matching
white set on with little red hearts. The way her panties hugged low
on her hips had him hungry. He had to look away otherwise things
were going to happen. Danny wanted her wet and wanting the first
time she was beneath him.

He headed downstairs and up the street to
where his mobile said there was a Tesco. It would be easy to grab
something there for lunch. He hoped that Abby wasn’t expecting nice
cooked meals while in Dublin. The only thing he’d promise would be
a full Irish breakfast. Abby needed to try real rashers. And boxty.
That was something he could make and there was a rumor that the
boxed mix was passable. If anything, Abby might not know the
difference being American. He picked up a couple other things
before heading back.

She was still asleep. Danny knew how hard
jetlag could hit but she was going to need to eat something. She
probably wouldn’t want something heavy. The boxy mix was easy
enough to whip up and he had a short stack with a few sausages done
by the time Abby came out.

“Hey there.” He couldn’t help but smile.

Abby came over and sat at the small table.
“What time is it? … and what am I smelling?”

“That’s boxty and something Irish you have
to try at least once in your life. And,” he glanced back at the
stove, “it’s five in the evening now.”

Abby closed her eyes for a moment to think.
“So that’s like one in the morning for me then?”

“No, it’s about noon for you.” He wanted to
laugh but knew better. “That’s why I was thinking that I’d make you
something a little more than breakfast but not too much.”

“Oh, thanks.” She got up and headed to the
fridge. “Is there anything to drink? I don’t want coffee this late
then and have it mess up my jetlag even more.”

“Well, I’ve got plenty of tea and I’d gladly
make you a cuppa.” Danny split up the food between them. “There
should be a bottle of juice and some waters in there. If you’d
rather a coke, I could pop off to the shop.”

“No, this is fine.”

She grabbed a water and sat back down with
her mobile in hand. In the States, they both deleted the app
because she wanted to label things. Danny had no reason to believe
that she was talking to another man, but the thought crossed his
mind. Maybe that was because he still had Ava in the background.
She might have kept someone too.

“Here’s your boxty and sausage.” He handed
her a plate before grabbing a water and sitting with his own.

Abby cut off a piece of boxty and turned it
over, giving it a look before taking a bite. He waited,
impatiently, for her reaction. Danny was expecting something
extreme but that’s not what he got. She just shrugged. “Not
bad.”

“So, I was thinking that if you were feeling
alright after this that we could walk around a bit. There are some
things close like the Molly Malone statue and the Ha’penny Bridge.”
He was going to suggest the Jameson whiskey tour but drinking was
probably not a good idea with the jetlag.

“You want me to put my clothes on?” She
asked.

“Huh?” He wasn’t sure that he heard that.
Well, he didn’t hear what she probably meant. He sure as hell
didn’t want her having clothes on. It took a moment to realize that
Abby had meant her street clothes. “Guess not. We got tomorrow. Do
you just want to relax here for the day? We could sit on the couch
and watch some telly.”

She nodded. “That would be nice. I’m not
sure how you got through the jetlag. It sucks.”

Danny laughed. He knew he struggled more
than it showed. “You’ll be over it soon.”


Chapter Nineteen

Abby was still tired
when she woke up the next morning, but that didn’t stop her from
rushing to the window to see the sunrise. She still couldn’t
believe that she was in Ireland. It was like a dream. The buildings
were different and the city sounds weren’t obnoxious. It even
smelled better than Portland. Everything was different and she got
lost in thinking what it would be like to live here if things kept
going well with Danny. She could hear him softly snoring in bed
still.

Abby grabbed a change of clothes and went to
take a shower. It was crazy how small it was compared to hers back
home. She wasn’t chunky but this shower made her feel fat. There
were little bottles of soaps like a hotel and it must have been the
host’s personal touch. It was a nice considering TSA took half of
everything all the time.

Stepping out of the shower, Abby felt a
slight chill and noticed that the bathroom door was slightly ajar.
Danny was asleep when she got in, so it wasn’t him. Either she
forgot to close it all the way or the door latch didn’t catch.

Abby got dressed and found Danny was in the
kitchen, his back towards her. All he had on was a pair of pajama
pants hung low on his hips. It was hard not to stare at his ass, so
she forced her eyes up over his back and shoulders. She’d leave
marks if he… Her eyes drifted back down as she thought about her
legs around…

“All good, Abby?” He was glancing over his
shoulder with a shit-eating grin.

“Yea, um…” She cleared her throat and tried
to act normal after just getting caught. “I was dead to the world
but that shower really helped. What are you making?”

“Glad you asked.” A high-pitched whistle cut
him off. Danny turned around – giving her another look at his ass –
and moved the kettle off the stove. “You needed a full Irish
breakfast.”

He set a plate down in front of her. Abby
wasn’t sure that she could finish all that, but she recognized most
of it. “So, what’s all this?”

Danny was busying making two cups of tea.
“You’ve got the fried egg and rashers, which are life. I skipped
the sausage ‘cos we had it last night, but usually that’ll be there
too. I was raised with baked beans, mushrooms, and grilled
tomatoes. Plus, loads of tea and toast.”

“Okay, but what are those black slices then?
You said you didn’t do sausage.” She poked it with the fork.

“Oh, right. That’s black pudding. Don’t ask
what that is until after you’ve tried it. It’s delightful but kind
of off-putting if you know what it is.”

That made her worry a bit. Danny was the
type to tell her how it was, and he wasn’t telling her how it was.
But, actually, it wouldn’t be the first time that she ate something
without knowing what it was made of first. “So, like hotdogs
then?”

“Yea, like hotdogs.” He chuckled.

Abby took a small bite. It… it wasn’t that
bad. It was just different. “Okay, so what’s in this?”

“Blood. It’s a blood sausage.”

It seemed like Danny was expecting a
reaction. Blood sausage wasn’t all that strange, but it definitely
wasn’t something that she normally ate or would have tried. With a
shirtless Danny, she’d probably be too distracted and eat anything
put in front of her. He was distracting, but she didn’t mind one
bit.

“Today, I thought we’d take a ride out to
Connemara and then go to the Cliffs of Moher.”

“I’ve heard of the Cliffs of Moher, and I
definitely want to see that. But what’s Connemara?” She ignored the
black pudding and started in on the rest of breakfast.

“Connemara is just a small little place but
it’s known for their marble, and it’s close to Kylemore Abby which
is a monastery but really cool. To me, it looks more like a castle,
so I thought you’d like to see that. I don’t think many people
actually stop by and we could probably grab lunch around
there.”

“Um, Danny?” She set down her fork for a
moment. “How are we going to do all that? You don’t have a
car.”

He smiled, having prepared for that. “I got
a rental while you’re here.”

“Oh. Okay.”

 


 


Danny pulled over on the side of the road,
across from a small singular building. He didn’t say anything when
Abby asked why they stopped. He got out and just waited for her to
join him.

They had just grabbed lunch up the road
after walking the Kylemore Abbey gardens and taking selfies by the
lake with that in the background. So, she couldn’t understand why
they stopped here.

Danny had started across the road.

“Hey, where are you going?” She asked.

He laughed. “Come and find out.”

Abby rolled her eyes and followed him
inside. The sign outside had said “marble”. She had expected
countertops, and it made sense that he would like something like
this because of his job. Inside, though, it looked more of a gift
shop. There were marble bookends and figurines. They’d be too heavy
for her suitcase and it wasn’t really something that she was
into.

“Are we shopping for you?” She asked,
following after him. It looked like he was looking for something
specific.

“No, we’re shopping for you.”

She couldn’t have heard him right. “Danny,
I’m not really into figurines and marble.”

He had kept walking to the other end of the
gift shop. His back was towards her so Abby couldn’t see what he
grabbed and went to the register to pay. He didn’t say anything as
he walked passed her to the door, pausing for a second to kiss her
cheek.

Abby followed, confused. When she got
outside, he was across the road, getting into the car. Was he going
to leave without her?

She hurried across the road and got in, so
he couldn’t just take off. “You wanna tell me what’s going on?
Looks like you’re trying to ditch me alongside the road.”

Danny laughed.

“It’s not funny!” She couldn’t believe him.
That was what he was trying to do! “That’s just mean.”

“No… I was not… wasn’t going to do that.” He
couldn’t stop laughing and struggled to breathe, let alone
speak.

Abby was giving him a death stare, which
only made him laugh harder. It wasn’t like he had given much
explanation over this sudden stop.

“You’re a jerk.” Abby crossed her arms and
stared out the window, ignoring him.

It took him a while to stop laughing. He
didn’t say anything or try to smooth things over with her as he
drove. Abby risked a glance his way and saw a huge smile on his
face, which just irked her. He was enjoying this. And there wasn’t
much scenery to distract her, which made it painful to sit in
silence and ignore him.

Danny slowed down to make a turn. It took a
moment to find a parking spot but at least this stop wasn’t as
suspicious as the last one. There were tour buses galore and a
welcome sign for the Cliffs of Moher.

“Still upset?” He asked.

Abby glared at him, but it did look like he
was one bit remorseful. Plus, she couldn’t stay angry at him,
especially with those puppy-dog eyes. She sighed. “No.”

He was about to say that she still looked
upset but thought better of it, and shut his mouth. “So, these are
the cliffs.”

Abby got out and had to say that this wasn’t
what she thought it was going to be like. It just looked like a
walkway up a hill.

“I don’t see any cliffs,” she pointed out.
Her mind had gone back to when she took Danny to the rainforest. He
had doubted her too, so she gave him the benefit of the doubt.

“Well, that’s ‘cos we’re not there yet.” He
stuck his hands in his pockets as he made for the walkway. “Come
on.”

These cliffs were famous but, at the top,
Abby saw nothing. She had to ask. “Is this another joke?”

“Another joke?” Danny turned to her. “What
do you mean?”

“Well, before with that shop and trying to
ditch me…” She wasn’t sure how to say it without sounding upset.
“Danny, I’ve seen photos of these cliffs and this isn’t it.”

There was a smile on his face as he raised a
brow. “Oh really? These not the cliffs?”

“No.” She held firm. “They are not.”

He grabbed her hand and led her a bit
further. “Do you hate being wrong?”

Abby rolled her eyes. “I’m not…”

She stopped dead. It didn’t look like the
photos because they were atop the cliffs, which easily were twice
as high. The waves were crashing into them, spraying up a mist. It
was like nothing that she had seen before and it was breathtaking.
Danny seemed to know that.

“Loads of people take the boat but sometimes
you can’t with the weather. Personally, I like it up here.”

She could see why. His hand slipped out of
hers as Abby moved to sit on the grass. It looked like the cliffs
went on forever. Abby wondered if all the coast looked like this –
like Ireland was sat at the edge of the world.

Danny took a seat beside her and was silent
for a bit before he pulled a small box from his pocket.

“I’m sorry about earlier. I thought of
something as we were driving.” He handed her the box. “I wanted to
give you something.”

Abby stared at it. She couldn’t breathe.
Danny had stopped alongside the road to buy a ring. Had her first
day here really made him realize that she was The One? She had
always dreamt of a moment like this, but the speech leading up to
the question was always better in her mind.

“Open it,” he softly encouraged.

Her hands were shaking as she took the lid
off and moved aside the tissue paper. Abby didn’t think that was
how they’d wrap a ring, but maybe things were different when it was
marble. Her heart was pounding out of her chest. Was she ready to
marry him? It was getting close to a year and they talked every
day. Danny just got her better than anyone else had. It wasn’t even
that she was scared to give up her life and move across the world –
because she had already looked into visa and looked for jobs. Maybe
it was only crazy because it was actually going to happen now.

But it wasn’t a ring.

She stared at the delicate looking Celtic
cross. She knew it wasn’t fragile, being made of marble. It so
wasn’t a ring.

“Do you like it?” Danny asked.

She could see that he was waiting for her to
gush over it, but Abby didn’t know what to think. It wasn’t what
she had expected and now didn’t know what to do with all the
feelings and thoughts that she was having.

“I… I don’t know what to say.” It was
beautiful but it wasn’t a ring.

“I’m glad you like it.” It seemed like Danny
hadn’t noticed, or maybe he chose to ignore it. “Want me to help
you put it on?”

Abby nodded. For being marble, it didn’t
have any weight at all. Her hand automatically when up to touch it.
“This is really nice, Danny. It was so thoughtful and…”

She wasn’t sure what to say. Her emotions
were still coming down off the rollercoaster high of a proposal to
the disappointment in no ring to happy that her boyfriend got her
anything at all. And this was a really nice necklace. Abby couldn’t
remember the last time anyone ever gave her such a gift.

“Now when you go back, you’ll have something
to remember me.” There was a tinge of sadness in his voice.

“Well, I still have a couple days.” She
really didn’t want to think about going home either. If it had been
a ring, Abby wasn’t sure that she would be getting on the plane. “I
don’t really want to think of leaving right now.”

Abby leaned over and rested her head on his
shoulder. His arm came around her. The way his hand gently rubbed
her arm was soothing. Even though there were a bunch of tourists
around, it still felt peaceful and like it was just the two of
them. It was easy to lose track of how long they sat there.

“You ever think about just staying?” He
asked.

“I can’t.” She sighed.

Danny’s hand fell away. He hated to admit
that it was a bit disappointing. Time really felt short, and he
wasn’t ready to let her go yet.

 


 


Ballybunion Beach wasn’t what he had hoped
would be when they pulled up. Danny wanted to be alone with Abby so
he didn’t have to be on good behavior. He wanted to finally explore
that body. Unfortunately, there were families out enjoying the day
and having a swim.

“Wow, it’s so nice,” Abby said, getting
out.

“Yea, it’s a grand spot. Could even do a bit
of surfing here if you’d like.” He had hoped to see her in
something skimpy. Danny had to rethink things. He thought there
might be some sea caves around here. They should be secluded and –
if he could get Abby to swim off with him – meant they could have
some fun.

She laughed. “There’s no way I’m surfing. I
don’t have the balance and I don’t feel like falling on my
ass.”

He couldn’t help but take a look. “Well,
let’s just head down to the beach. We can lay out a towel if you
want or leave our things here.”

Abby had started pulling off her shirt,
which must’ve meant they were leaving things here. It wasn’t a
bikini like he’d hoped or something that was barely there. It was a
modest one-piece bathing suit that had no right being sexy yet it
somehow was on her.

“What?” She caught him staring. “Aren’t you
going to change too?”

Danny shrugged. Guess he was going to get
away with it. “Yea, just had a thought though.”

“Oh. What was that?” She asked.

Danny needed to cover his ass, fast.
“There’s supposed to be some cool sea caves around here. You
game?”

“Really? That sounds cool. Sure.”

She smiled, innocently, not aware of his
motives. At least he had that going for him with minimal effort.
Looked like Danny was going to get some time with that body after
all. He just needed to get her into the water, and then down on the
beach.

“Beat ya there!” She laughed and ran passed
him.

Danny threw his shirt and sweatpants in the
backseat and took off after her.

“Jesus,” he mumbled, watching her bounce
off. It was tempting to stay back just to watch that ass, but his
pride as a man was on the line. He needed to beat her ass to the
sea.

Abby had a head start. He’d really have to
push it to make up the distance in the sand. They were neck and
neck as their feet touched the wet sand but then – out of nowhere –
Abby reached over and pushed him.

Danny lost his balance and fell, just before
a wave rolled in and attempted to drown him. Meanwhile, Abby was
standing there in the waves, laughing and having a grand ol’
time.

“Think ya funny, do ya?” Danny held back a
chuckle as he got up and stalked closer. “You’re going to pay for
that.”

“Danny, wait.” She tried to move away. Abby
was only getting deeper and making it harder on herself to get
away. “Let’s talk about this.”

“There’s no talking.” He lunged forward to
grab her. She squirmed as he lifted Abby out of the water. Danny
laughed while she begged for mercy. “Not today!”

Abby went flying into the sea with such a
satisfying splash. It took a moment before she came back up. For a
moment, Danny had worried that had ruined the day – but the look on
her face before she hit the water was priceless.

“You jerk!” She tried to sound angry, but
Abby couldn’t stop laughing. Seeing there was no way in hell that
she could toss him, she resorted to splashing.

Danny stepped back; she stepped forward.
Abby kept following as he lured her in. Abby – being fucking
adorable – seemed hell bent on her revenge.

“Yea, well you’ll have to catch me if you
want to splash me!” Danny taunted.

Luckily, she took the bait and it looked
like getting Abby alone would be easier than I’d thought. She might
not even realize what he was doing. This would make the swim a bit
more fun. She followed for a moment, but then stopped in the water
and Danny had to circle back.

“Giving up on the revenge?” He teased.

Abby rolled her eyes. “It’s not fun if I
can’t catch you.”

“Well, what if I told you that I was leading
you off to the sea caves to have my wicked way with you?” Her eyes
got wide and she was going to be sucking up sea water if she didn’t
pick up that jaw. “Not something you’re interested in?”

“I never said that.” Her face was turning
red. “I never said that at all.”

 


 


Abby slowly walked of out of the water, in
complete awe of this place. Layers of colored rock wrapped up
around them and the lapping of the water softly echoed. The opening
at the top let in enough light to send reflections dancing along
the rock.

“This place is amazing, Danny.”

He had watched the water run down her body
as she got out and he realized how thirsty he was. With a devious
look in his eye, he stalked towards her. Abby watched him get
closer and the way his eyes devoured her had her insides throbbing
in anticipation. There was a reason he brought her to see the sea
cave. It was secluded and romantic, and he really could have his
wicked way with her.

There were so many things he could do here
and Abby was sure that she’d love all of it. It was the
anticipation that she couldn’t handle and it felt like forever
before he pulled her against his wet body. His eyes held her gaze
and Abby waited for him to kiss her.

Danny took a step forward, backing her up
against the rock. There was something about the slightly rough
stone adding another sensation to everything that she was feeling
now that made her need for this man grow. Yet, he didn’t kiss her.
His gaze just burrowing deeper into her soul, bewitching her.

“Danny.” Her voice trembled. It was
impossible not to be effected by their closeness, especially when
Abby could feel how it was effecting him too. She didn’t want to
beg, and hoped his restrain wouldn’t last.

He just smirked and, without saying a word,
placed his lips on her neck. His hand moved to her ass while his
knee slide between her thighs. Abby shivered from the sudden touch.
Her hips moved, trying to ease the throbbing with some friction but
it just wasn’t enough. She could feel Danny smile against her
skin.

Danny bit her earlobe as he nudged his knee
against her. She threw her head back, trying not to moan even
though Abby was ready to completely give into this man – as long as
he didn’t stop. Danny hooked one leg over his hip and grinded her
against the cave wall.

Abby moaned. She could feel his hardness
through his trunks. She wanted to feel that grind against her. She
wanted to feel him throb inside her.

“D-Danny, ple-ease,” Abby begged.

His hand slipped down between her thighs.
She gasped as his fingers moved the fabric and grazed her clit.
Danny chuckled and his hot breath tickled her skin, layering on
another sensation. Abby bit back another moan. She wanted more than
what he was giving. Her hips rocked, trying to get his fingers to
falter and slip inside.

“Patience,” he whispered – his lips grazing
her neck.

“No.” Abby reached down for his trunks, but
a hand wrapped around her wrist.

“I don’t think so.” He lifted it over her
head and held it there. She tried to touch him again but ended up
with both arms pinned over her head.

“This isn’t fair,” she whined. That cute
little pout returning. His knee was between her thighs but he was
keeping it just out of reach. “Stop making me wait.”

“Why rush?” His laugh tickled her skin but
the second he started sucking her neck, her body arched against
his. Her chest brushed against his. She hadn’t expected to feel
anything but the graze of her nipples sent a tingling sensation
straight to her core. Abby needed him now and she didn’t care if
she had to beg or kill for it. If Danny held her hands, then she’d
use her legs.

Abby hooked a leg around his hip and pulled
him closer. His body shuddered when he pressed against her. He
tried to stifle a groan when she rocked against him. His hands
waivered for a moment, but he didn’t let go.

“Abby,” he warned.

Was he finally losing his self-control?

“Give up,” she taunted.

His head dropped down on her shoulder.
“No.”

Abby didn’t know if she should risk it, but
she didn’t care. She wrapped both legs around his waist. When she
started to slip, Danny moved his body to pin hers so she wouldn’t
fall. Danny groaned when she shifted her hips to torture him.

She leaned in to whisper in his ear. “I want
you inside me.”

That seemed to weaken his willpower. Abby
was able to get a hand free. She trailed it down his chest and into
his swim trunks. Danny kept his head on her shoulder as he felt her
fingers wrap around his girth. His eyes watched as she stroked
him.

“Mm, babe, not too much,” he gently
warned.

He felt so good in her hand. Abby licked her
lips, imagining how delicious it was going to be when he stretched
and filled her.

“Oi!”

Danny jumped and Abby almost fell when
someone called out. Abby could just make out a man and a couple
kids that had floated in on rafts. When they didn’t move, the man
shouted again.

“I said, oi! There’re kids here. This a
family beach.”

Abby’s legs returned to the ground, but she
couldn’t move. Danny’s hands dug into her hips, forcing her not to
move. She could feel how hard he still was. If this dad was upset
over walking in on them making out, then he’d be furious to see a
boner.

“Gonna need a minute but I… I can’t with
you,” Danny whispered.

He sounded frustrated and she could only
imagine how much of a nightmare this was. Danny needed to get rid
of the boner. He needed her body to keep hidden, but it was her
body keeping him hard. Danny couldn’t let her go.

“What if I squeeze around you while you stay
facing the wall? I could try to buy some time.” Small talk wasn’t
her strong suit, and she hoped Danny knew he didn’t have much
time.

He nodded. She glanced down to make sure
that she was decent before moving, and also to see what his trunks
clung to. It made her insides clench and there was genuine anger
towards this guy and his kids now.

“Sorry, I didn’t know, sir.” Abby watched as
the man’s expression changed when he caught the American accent.
That was probably their saving grace. Americans were supposed to be
rude and obnoxious, and have an “I do what the fuck I want” kind of
attitude. But being genuinely apologetic and speaking with respect
probably took him by surprise and maybe he’d be a bit nicer for
it.

“You’re American?” Abby nodded. “Well, ya
best be getting on and not be doing that out here.”

She wanted to point out that they were in a
secret sea cave – or at least a secluded one. It was their fault
for picking this one and coming in with kids. Also, it felt like he
had watched their private moment a bit before calling out. When
they saw there were other people here first, they should have
turned around and left.

 


 


“Well, that was awkward,” Abby said as she
got in the car.

Being interrupted killed the mood and they
ended up heading back to the rental. Abby had just pulled her shirt
on, leaving those legs for him to ogle. There was just an awkward
silence now.

“What do you want to do now?” Danny asked.
He was sure that he could find a place for them to pull over and
finish what they started.

Abby shrugged. “I dunno. Guess we could just
head back and get pizza. All that swimming kind of made me tired,
and I’ll probably take a nap after we eat.”

It wasn’t what Danny had hoped to hear.
Maybe she misunderstood or maybe she hadn’t been that into it after
all. He could see that she was already nodding off, so he let her.
It gave him time to think.

Danny needed to know if they had chemistry.
Sex was important to him, and he wanted good sex. Abby had never
talked about her experience but she probably settled for whatever
she could get. Abby had stayed too long in a bad
relationship because she didn’t believe anyone else would love
her.

They didn’t have sex in the States and it
was starting to look like the same here. He knew himself enough to
know that he couldn’t hold off until marriage to find out they
didn’t work. Danny wanted to make it at least a day before the
divorce. He didn’t know what it was like in the States, but he’d
have a two year wait here. Two years of his life that Abby would
waste. What if he moved and was stuck in the States? It wasn’t like
Danny was actually rushing to get married, and he probably
shouldn’t even be thinking of divorce before that happened. All the
good that would do is to start a panic.

Danny was making sex a personal goal – and
the only thing important on this trip. Making out was fun but
anyone could do that drunk. If that’s all that they had, then Abby
wasn’t a relationship. A friend wasn’t a reason to pack up and
leave home. They’d have their fun and that would be that.

Sex before any more tourist shit. He just
needed to be smart about it.

Temple Bar.

That was it. They could walk around the city
a bit. Abby could see stuff before they grabbed drinks. He’d take
her back to the flat and see what they got. She’d have the tourist
stories and he’d know if all this was worth it.

 


 


Danny held her hand as they walked back to
the apartment. She couldn’t help giggling at the thought of how she
must look like a lost puppy following behind him. Abby got to stare
at his ass though. She didn’t realize that Danny kept smiling over
his shoulder at her.

“Wanna share that thought?” Danny asked as
he backed her up against the wall once they got inside.

She shook her head and his lips tried to get
it out of her. He trailed his lips along her neck, dotting kisses
along her skin and tickling her with his breath. “Tell me.”

Abby shook her head again. He was going to
laugh at her and, if sucking on her neck was the punishment, she’d
take it.

He slipped his hand under her shirt and when
his fingers grazed her breast, her body arched against him. Abby
could feel the bulge in his pants when he slid his knee between her
thighs.

“Abby, fucking tell me.”

Her head fell back against the wall, wanting
his lips back on her neck. Her hips rocked, trying to get enough
friction to ease the ache.

“Tell me or I’ll stop,” Danny
threatened.

She wasn’t going to let that happen. Abby
grabbed his hand and led him into her pants. Hoping to break his
resolve, Abby guided his fingers between her.

“So fucking wet, Abby girl,” he groaned.

Danny buried his face into her neck while
his fingers circled and teased her clit. He was quick to touch her,
but he wasn’t giving her what she wanted. She rocked her hips,
hoping a finger would slip in. He laughed at her weak attempt. His
breath, warm, on her skin made Abby shiver.

“Not until you tell me.” Apparently, he
hadn’t forgotten. “Can’t have you laughing at me.”

“I’m not laughing at you.” She was already
struggling to breathe. Danny should have been more worried about
how needy he was making her. Every time his mouth moved, his hands
stopped and she hated it. Abby wanted to believe that he needed it
just as badly as she did.

Abby slid down the wall, hating that his
touch slipped completely away. Danny panicked, thinking the alcohol
had gotten to her. Her hand had been trailing its way down his
chest, landing on the zipper of his jeans and the large bulge that
lay beneath.

Danny’s breathing faltered when she undid
his fly and wrapped her fingers around him. He had started telling
her to stop her but cursed the moment her tongue flicked across the
thick tip.

“Fuck.”

His forehead hit the wall. Glancing up, Abby
saw him staring down at her. His gaze held hers as her mouth and
hand moved up and down his shaft. His eyes rolled shut as Abby
slowly sank down to his balls, taking him down her throat. Her
tongue slid along the underside of him until she got to the head.
Her lips wrapped around him as she sucked him in.

“Jesus Christ.”

His hips eased forward, slowly sliding in
and out of her mouth. Abby’s hands were on his ass, pulling him
deeper down her throat. He punched the wall – it was too intense
and he wanted to blow his load. She already had him loaded when her
hand slipped into his pants and that mouth was like nothing he had
expected. Abby took him as deep as she could before swallowing
around him. Her warm, wet, mouth was already trying to suck him dry
and had his knees buckling.

“Fuck… I can’t…” Danny braced himself
against the wall.

Abby circled her tongue around him as she
pulled back until it was just the tip between her lips. His voice
quivered as he said her name, warning her that he was getting too
close.

She didn’t listen- grabbing his ass, she
took him all in.

Danny staggered back, regretting that he
stopped her from finishing that fantasy. He didn’t want the first
time to be cuming down her throat. Precum already was beading at
the head.

Abby sat there with a smirk, not at all
shocked like he had expected. It set something primal off as he
watched her gaze drop down and linger on his throbbing dick.
Licking her lips, Abby crawled towards him. It was fucking hot
seeing her on her hands and knees. It made him think of taking her
right there, right now on the floor.

He kicked off his pants and tossed his shirt
aside. Her gaze devouring every inch of him. A growl started low in
his throat when Abby pulled her shirt off. He had wanted to strip
her bare, not just watch like a strip tease.

Danny pulled her off the ground and took her
face in his hands to kiss her. She could feel how much he wanted
her. She could feel the real connection in that kiss. They weren’t
just two bodies having a fuck. The way Danny wanted her made Abby
ready to give him everything.

Danny grabbed her hips and lifted her onto
him. Her legs wrapped around his waist, and he had to fight the
urge to fuck her hard against this wall until his balls were empty
and his cum dripped down her quivering thighs. But Abby deserved to
be loved and not fucked – at least their first time.

He carried her to the bedroom before more
fucking thoughts could corrupt his mind. She had a hungry look in
her eyes when he stepped back and it was shredding his
self-control. His hands pulled her zipper down while her gaze held
his. Hooking his finger in the waist of her jeans and panties,
Danny pulled them off.

Jesus.

The sight of her made his mouth water. He
needed a taste. Grabbing her ankles, Danny pulled her to the edge
of the bed, making her shriek. He was on his knees throwing her
legs over his shoulders and parting her for his mouth. He sucked
her clit into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue just as she had
tormented him.

“D-Dan-ny,” she stammered. “Oh god.”

His tongue flattened as he licked. Her hips
moved, squirming away when it was too much and trying to grind
against his face when it wasn’t. Her hand ran through his hair,
keeping his mouth on her. She had nothing to worry about because he
wasn’t going anywhere.

Danny wrapped his arms around her hips to
keep her in place and watched her face as his tongue teased her
clit. Her eyes rolled back, mouth opened slightly, as she enjoyed
it. He let go of her leg so he could slip a finger inside. He
groaned when he felt how tight she was going to be wrapped around
him. His dick twitched, throbbed, wanting that wet pussy now.

“Oh… yea…” Her voice was breathy as she
focused on his touch while her hand fisted his hair.

Abby gazed down to see Danny watching his
finger move inside her as he slowly fucked her. It did something
that made her insides clench and desire double for this man to fuck
her, right fucking now. She wanted him to stretch her, fill her,
take every inch of her.

His other hand had reached over her leg so
his rough thumb could rub her clit. Her pussy tightened around him
as Abby got closer to that edge. He slid in another finger and she
was close, so close.

“Please,” she begged.

Danny was enjoying her little noises as he
pushed her closer to orgasming. He wanted her lost, begging for him
and not just a quick trick. Danny wanted her begging for
him.

His hand moved faster, a wet slapping noise
with every pump. Abby’s hands fisted the sheets as her body
squirmed under him. She whimpered and begged him not to stop,
begged him to come.

“Yes.” His breath tickled her skin. “Come
for me. That’s my good girl.”

Her body shuddered as she soaked the sheets.
Danny slowed his thrusts and curled his finger inside her to tickle
the spot, drawing out her orgasm. When Abby started to catch her
breath, he gently pulled out his fingers, licking them clean. There
was a hungry look in her eye as she watched.

Danny kissed her inner thigh before moving
up her body. He paused every inch to worship her body and leave his
mark.

“Danny.” Her voice barely there.

“I’m right here.” His lips grazed her skin.
He reached around to unclasp her bra and get rid of it.

Abby gasped when his tongue flicked her
nipple, forcing her mind to focus on yet another amazing feeling.
She moaned as he sucked one breast while the roughness of his thumb
teased the other.

She wanted to say those three words that
lingered on the tip of her tongue. It was getting more and more
painful to hold those feelings back. Maybe it was just the sex –
hell, they hadn’t even done that yet. Abby couldn’t imagine how
much more she could love him more after having every part of
him.

“Danny.” She expected to see a sex-crazed
man but there was something tender in his gaze when he glanced up.
“I need you now.”

“You have me.” Danny slowly kissed his way
to her neck, lingering just below her ear.

Abby shook her head. “I need you
inside me.”

He didn’t want to rush things. Danny wanted
to savor and enjoy every inch of her. This wasn’t just a fuck
anymore. Aaron said he needed to fuck her to know, but he already
did.

She tried not to moan while he kissed her
neck and his fingers trailed down her body, going between her
thighs. His finger lazily circled her sensitive clit, stirring up
that warmth that would bring on another orgasm.

But that wasn’t what she wanted. Abby wanted
his body, all of him. Her hand wrapped around his dick which
twitched at her touch. His breath hitched and grew heavy as she
slowly stroked his shaft.

Danny was already fucking hard, so why he
was holding back? There was a thought that crossed her mind.

“Do you not want me?”

Maybe that was it – he really didn’t want to
fuck her. It didn’t matter if he was hard or not because he could
be forcing himself into this. If Danny hadn’t been with anyone all
these months, then why wouldn’t he be with her now?

The fear of rejection and the bitter truth
that she wasn’t desirable had her ready to push him off her. If
Danny didn’t want to be with her, then she didn’t want him touching
her. She didn’t need sex bad enough to have it with a drunkard.

“Oh, I want you.” His lips grazed her skin.
Danny moved his hips, matching each of her strokes trying to prove
his point. “Don’t you feel how bad I want you?”

That didn’t get rid of it. That only proved
that he could push himself if he had no other choice. It didn’t
mean that she was special or that this was going to mean anything
to him.

“Why won’t you fuck me?” She asked.

Abby expected him to chuckle like he usually
did or have a cocky smirk on his face. Danny didn’t have either.
Nor did he wait a beat before answering.

“I’m going to but you’re worth not rushing
things.” He shifted onto his arm so that he could see her properly.
“I want you to feel fucking loved.”

Hearing him say that – with alcohol
weakening her walls – had her on the verge of tears. No one ever
said anything like that to her before. Usually, sex was just a fuck
for her partner and she was lucky if it did anything for her. Simon
skipped the foreplay and was gone after he was done. Hearing Danny
say that right now didn’t make much sense to her. It wasn’t
entirely the alcohol’s fault. It was a whole new concept.

“I need you,” she said, cautiously. Her mind
still had Abby believing this was some kind of trick or cruel joke
and when she admitted to how badly that she wanted him that he’d
laugh and leave. At the same time, her body wanted him. It was
desperate for more of his touch. “Danny, please.”

He must have heard it in her voice.
Carefully, Danny eased himself over her, watching her face for any
sign that things weren’t alright. His hand ran up her leg, lifting
it over his hip. When she made no move to stop him, he put her
other leg over him.

In this position, Abby could feel his dick
twitch against her inner thigh. His gaze was locked with hers as he
reached between them to guide in the tip.

Abby’s eyes rolled shut as she focused on
how thick he felt. Her body shivered in anticipation of what was
coming. One of his hands stayed on her hip while the other propped
him up. Abby waited for him to stretch and fill her, but it never
came.

She opened her eyes slightly to see him
staring intently at her, his eyes searching her face. Abby didn’t
want to think that something was wrong or that he changed his
mind.

She reached up and pulled his face down
until his lips were on hers. Abby was met with only a moment’s
hesitation before he was kissing her. His tongue sought to deepen
the kiss and she willingly took it, craving any part of him inside
her.

Danny fought the urge to slam in balls-deep.
Her body felt fucking amazing, even if she was struggling a little
to take the size of him. He knew that he had to go slow so she
could relax and enjoy it, but he’d be damned if he could hold back
much longer. The pints of Guinness were really clouding things.

His forehead rested against hers. Danny
watched every feeling she had read on her face as he eased himself
in until her body couldn’t take any more.

“Okay?” Danny asked softly.

Abby nodded. Her hands came up to hold his
face as she kissed him. “I need you, Danny.”

He groaned at those words. There was just
something about hearing that she needed him. It had him on the
verge of saying something crazy before fucking her senseless. “I
need you here with me. Okay?”

Abby nodded, knowing she had to stay in the
moment with him and not let her mind wander again.

It caught her by surprise when he pulled out
to the tip and thrust all the way in. Her nails dug into his back
as he kept going. Abby moaned when he slammed into her again and
again.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned. His head had fallen
back as he focused on how fucking wet and amazing Abby felt.

Her nails on his back. Her flushed face,
lips parted. Her moans. An ache in his balls meant he was close to
blowing his load, and he needed to slow down. His thrusts got
smaller until he was just grinding against her. Sweat dripped down
his forehead as he tried to restrain himself. But his only thought
was how he wanted to see his cum run down her thigh when her body
couldn’t hold anymore.

“Mmm, Danny.” Her hands roamed his body
while she caught her breath. They both had gotten close to the
edge, but this prolonged torture felt amazing.

Abby rocked her hips, taking to take more
than he was giving. He groaned, dropping his forehead to hers. For
a moment, Danny stopped and it was just Abby fucking him from
underneath.

“Fuck,” he moaned.

It was fucking hot when she took what she
wanted. He wondered how she’d be on top, riding him. Jesus, he
wanted that too. Danny wanted her on her knees and on her back
and…

“Come inside me, Danny.” Her bottom lip was
between her teeth, as if there was any reason to embarrassed to
want that.

And he couldn’t stop himself any longer.

Danny hooked his arms under her shoulder,
holding her in place as he fucked her harder. Abby got louder until
he could barely hear his own grunts as he thrusted into her and the
wet slapping between their bodies. Abby’s legs started to
shake.

“Danny… I… I’m…”

He knew what she was trying to say because
she was squeezing his dick harder with each thrust. Her legs locked
around his waist, trapping him, and her nails clawed his back the
closer she got.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

It took Abby a moment to find his gaze but,
when she did, Danny lost it. He didn’t hold back as he pumped
faster into her. Abby’s eyes started to roll shut.

“No,” he growled. “Look at me.”

Sweat dripped off his forehead and ran down
her cheek but neither were going to stop to brush it away. Danny
felt his balls tighten and kissed her to avoid screaming her name.
Burying himself deep, he nearly blacked out from how hard he came.
Feeling his dick twitch as he filled her, pushed Abby over the
edge. Crying out his name, she came with him; her body clenching
around him, milking him for every drop.

His vision faded in and out. The mere
thought of moving sounded painful. Instead, Danny brought his lips
back to her neck, leaving small hickeys, claiming her as his.

He could feel her pulse slowing back to
normal. It was still a struggle for him to caught his breath, but
Danny had to ask. That had been the most shattering thing of his
life. Did she feel the same?

“You… okay?” Danny asked softly.

Abby brushed her lips against his.
“Yea.”

Slowly, Danny eased himself off and laid
beside her. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her. Abby was so
fucking gorgeous and perfect.

Sleep was calling him, though, and he rolled
onto his back. Not even a moment later and Abby had snuggled up to
his side with her head on his shoulder and arm across his chest. It
made his heart skip a beat. Danny knew that he wanted to stay like
this forever.

He knew.

Abby was it.

This was who he wanted a life with.

“I can’t wait to go with you and stay like
this forever.” He kissed her forehead. “You bed is so much
better.”


Chapter Twenty

She hadn’t slept well.
She had tossed and turned after what Danny said sunk in. It wasn’t
the fear of rejection, which was always in the back of her mind. It
was the fear of being used coming to fruition. When Danny said he
couldn’t wait to move in with her immediately set off alarms. Abby
had known that she wasn’t the prettiest or smartest, but she had
hoped that Danny had feelings for her because of who she was. Now
it all made sense why he hadn’t batted an eye when meeting Sophia.
She was out of his league and knew he couldn’t work her the same
way. Sophia would drop him in a heartbeat and there’d go Danny’s
plan.

The thought disgusted her so much that she
got out of bed and tried the loveseat in the other room. That
hadn’t helped because all Abby could think about was facing him in
the morning. With her phone dimly lit, Abby had packed her
suitcase, got dressed, and crept out of the apartment.

It had just turned eight but – after the
amount they drank last night – Danny was sure to be out for a
couple more hours. He was going to drive her to the airport after
lunch. He was supposed to beg her to not to leave. How quickly that
all changed. She was climbing into the backseat of a taxi hoping
never to hear from him again.

Dublin Airport was busier than she expected
it to be at this hour. It only took a couple minutes to find her
airline though and check in at the kiosk. No one gave her a second
look for being here early, but now she needed to drop off her
luggage at the counter. Abby knew she was going to get looks
then.

“Okay, Ms. Wright.” The agent took her
boarding pass to scan into the system. “Ms. Wright, you are aware
that your flight isn’t for quite some time. Correct?”

Abby nodded. What could she say? It wasn’t
like being six hours early for a flight could be chalked up to
being a prepared flyer. She didn’t want to give the story unless it
was going to stop her from leaving the country. Abby wasn’t sure
that she could get it out without crying. Her mind had been
preoccupied up until now by getting to the airport, and she was
scared to think what would happen when she had a moment to
think.

“Okay, well I’ve got your luggage checked
in. I can’t tell you which gate you’ll be boarding from as it’s
quite early. You’ll have to keep an eye on the monitors for that.”
The agent handed back the boarding pass and a luggage receipt.
“After the security check, you’ll be able to process through US
Customs. Enjoy your flight.”

“Thanks,” she mumbled.

Abby focused on following the traffic
towards the security screening. Per usual, it was empty all pockets
and remove your shoes. That’s when Abby felt her phone and started
to panic. Danny had her number, of course. If he woke up and she
wasn’t there, he’d definitely call. If Abby could get through
security without them thinking she was suspicious, she could fix
that.

She put her things in the bin before setting
it on the x-ray belt before getting in line for the body scan. The
x-ray belt took her bin but stopped. It reversed and stopped again.
She tried to keep an eye on things without holding up the line or
looking nervous. If they thought she was worried about them finding
something, they would definitely take a closer look – only to find
nothing.

Abby passed through the metal detector and
didn’t see her bin on the other side. Was she the reason the x-ray
belt backed up? Every minute it took, the greater the chance that
she’d be hearing her ringtone. Abby tried not to pace or fidget too
much. Drawing attention to herself was the last thing that she
needed.

Finally, she could see the corner of her
purse. But the belt backed up and the machine ate it again. An
eternity later, it passed with no problems and she was able to
gather her things and get out of security. Abby found a seat along
the corridor where she could pop open her phone to pull out the
pre-paid SIM card. Without that, Danny couldn’t call her. It would
probably take him a while to realize that she swapped SIM cards and
lost her Irish phone number. By then, she’d be back home and could
have his number blocked.

Abby let out a long breath.

It was all over.

It felt like she could breathe again. Abby
hadn’t realized how wound up her flight-or-fight response was until
she tossed the SIM card in the trash. Even if Danny tried to come
here, she was on the other side of security and out of his reach.
She’d never have to see his face again. Life was going to go back
to normal now. She dodged the bullet of another horrible
relationship.

The new found sense of ease made her think
that she might be able to get some sleep before the flight. All
Abby had to do was find a quiet spot in the terminal.

 


 


Abby I NEED a girls night

 


Harper saved their table and Sophia had a
drink ready. Girls’ night was usually planned, so they knew
something was up. Especially when Abby sat down, took the shot, and
tossed it back. There was a look of worry and awe when she ignored
the chaser.

“You good there?” Sophia asked, unsure if
one drink was enough to keep them safe.

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.
“I think I’m done.”

“What do you mean?”

“I think I’m done dating. I’m tired of
getting my heart crushed.” Abby reached for the soda, debating if
she could leave the table yet to get another drink.

“What did he do?” Harper demanded. That tone
of voice was reserved for people she wanted to castrate.

Abby thought carefully about her answer. It
had been a big deal to her and she didn’t want her friends to
downplay it. Danny was already blocked and cut off. The last thing
she wanted to hear was that she overreacted. If anything, she
wanted the damn recognition of handling shit and not being a
doormat.

She fiddled with the glass to avoid seeing
their reactions. “He was using me for a green card.”

Both of them gasped, but Sophia was the one
to talk. “That fucking bastard!”

“I knew he wasn’t good for you.” Harper
shook her head.

That made her feel embarrassed – like Abby
should have known better and never got involved with Danny O’Keefe.
Might as well have said that this was all her fault, too. But other
than their last night together, Danny never gave her a reason to
believe that he had been using her the whole time.

Abby got up and ordered drinks at the bar.
She didn’t feel like it – seeing as they weren’t reacting exactly
how she hoped – but she grabbed the girls a drink too. They had
come out on short notice, after all.

“Hey, Abby. That’s a nice necklace. Where’d
you get it?” Sophia asked when she sat back down. The awkward
tension must have got to her and she wanted to change the subject
onto something she thought was safe.

Her fingers touched the cool marble. It had
never occurred to her to take the necklace off, even after Abby
knew things were over. She just never really noticed it.

“Danny got it for me.” She sighed and
dropped her hand. “He got it in Connemara.”

Harper elbowed Sophia for possibly making
things worse. Abby did just get back from Ireland and suddenly had
something new. It was pretty obvious where she got it.

“Do you want me to help take it off?” Harper
asked.

She shook her head. “Naw, I’ll take it off
later.”

Lifting her drink to her mouth seemed to end
that. The girls followed suit but clearly weren’t sure how to help.
Maybe there was nothing they could do. Abby had already left, so
they didn’t need to have an intervention. Abby wasn’t in tears, so
she didn’t need to be consoled.

Harper was giving her a look though.

“What?”

“It’s just a thought…” Harper was stalling,
probably trying to choose her words. “He bought you a necklace. Are
you sure that he was using you or do you only think he was?”

The urge to throw her drink in Harper’s face
was there. It was just that she needed the alcohol more at the
moment. “So, what? I’m self-sabotaging?”

“Yea, why would she do that?” Even Sophia
was confused. “You just said he was bad for her.”

Harper hadn’t expected push back, at least
from Sophia. “It’s just that you got out of a bad relationship and
maybe you don’t think that you deserve this thing with Danny. It
would be easy to say he’s like Simon and end things. You know that
we would be there for you. I just… Look, you haven’t taken off his
necklace and you’re throwing back shots and I’m worried.”

Abby rolled her eyes. “Oh, but when Soph
does this, it’s fine?”

“I do not!” Sophia argued. “Well, fine… but
that was a diamond necklace and you know tequila makes me do. And I
did end up having a lot of fun that night.”

“You threw out everything of Simon’s the day
he left. You don’t hold onto things, but you are now. I know you
don’t want to hear it, but I think you’re scared that you found
someone who might love you.” Harper crossed her arms over her
chest.

“Oh yea?” Abby laughed. She couldn’t believe
her bestie right now. “He took me to Temple Bar, got me drunk,
brought me back to the AirBnb and fucked me. Then, right before he
fucking passes out, tells me he can’t wait to move to the US. Dude,
we have to be married before he could come here. We just met…”

“So, you don’t think that he could know that
he wants to marry you, right now? Or maybe he wanted you to know he
wants to be with you but put it poorly?” Harper stared at her in
disbelief. “Abby, you’ve been talking to this guy every day for god
knows how long. He even came here to see you. I… I just…”

Abby held up her hand to stop her from
saying more. This wasn’t what she wanted from girls’ night. She
didn’t want that sliver of hope that things weren’t what she
thought they were.

“Hey, Abbs…” Sophia looked uncomfortable.
“You were safe, right?”

“Of course, I was safe.” She scoffed. That
was such a strange question. Her besties knew she wouldn’t go
anyplace sketchy with Danny. “Oh, shit…”

It dawned on her what Sophia was getting at.
She got drunk and had sex. Abby had been taking birth control when
she was with Simon but stopped after the break-up because there was
no reason to stay on it. She never really expected to sleep with
anyone when they came out to the bars and she hadn’t been talking
to anyone but Danny, so she never carried a condom. But did he?
Abby couldn’t remember if he used one or not because the night was
a blur. She had been too focused on getting out of there to have
checked the trash bin for a used condom or to have picked up any
Plan B. Hell, she hadn’t thought about sex with Danny until
now.

“Oh shit.” Abby buried her face in her
hands. This wasn’t good. She wanted to say that she was fine. Her
cycle didn’t start for another…

Abby felt like she was going to throw up.
She couldn’t be pregnant after one time. But what if she was
pregnant? Ignoring the fact that she was just taking shots, Abby
got rid of the baby daddy. This was the worst thing possible. She
didn’t want her kid to grow up without a father. Who knew if Danny
would be a good dad, or if he even wanted to be a dad? They never
talked about kids or a family – or even which continent they’d
live.

But he’d want to know, right? Abby would
like to think that if she was in his shoes that she’d like to be
told.

“Well, when did you do it?” Sophia
asked.

She just shook her head. “Days ago.”

“Oh.”

“Well, you’re probably fine. People our age
don’t get pregnant the first time,” Harper added. “It took me three
years.”

Everyone was different. Danny could be a
one-shot wonder, and Abby didn’t have the best of luck. Knowing
that, she grabbed one of the drinks and downed it.

“Abby!” Her besties looked horrified.

“Shit.” Well, it wasn’t like she hadn’t
already had that shot. Another drink wasn’t going to hurt. “This
was a bad idea.”

Harper put her hand over Abby’s. “Hey, you
didn’t know. Do you want to get out of here or do you want me to
get you a soda, water?”

Abby shook her head. She didn’t want to be
out any more. She wanted to just curl up in bed under the blankets
and pretend this wasn’t happening.

“No, I think I’m going to go home.” She
sighed and grabbed her purse to leave.

Harper grabbed her hand. “You’re not
driving, right?”

Shit.

Abby had told herself that she wasn’t going
to drink that much but she should have known better. A car accident
would fix a lot and her friends probably knew that.

“No, I’m going to grab a taxi.”

With that, they let her go. Neither of them
looked happy about Abby leaving. There wasn’t much they could do to
stop her and she really just wanted to be alone now. They were
probably going to talk about how she could be pregnant and what
they’d do once she left.

 


 


Abby had asked the taxi to make a stop along
the way. She knew that it was way too early to tell if she was
pregnant or not. Abby was just hoping that peeing on the stick
would help ease her mind when it told her that she wasn’t
pregnant.

She sat on the floor against the bathtub
with the test in her hands. It would take fifteen minutes for the
results but she stared at it, willing it to be negative.

The faint blue line got clearer.

The negative pregnancy test fell from her
hands. The cool tiled floor offered no relief as Abby curled up.
Her body shook as she tried not to cry. It wasn’t all from tonight.
It was from knowing that she screwed things up with Danny and all
that would never be.


Chapter Twenty-One

 “She fucking
blocked me.”

Danny tried not to throw his mobile across
the pub. He was pissed off and he didn’t care anymore who saw.
Aaron had said to give it another go but it was useless. He
couldn’t call her or text her, on either her Irish or US
number.

“Why would she? You must be doing it wrong.”
Aaron sipped his pint. “Here, give me the number. I’ll see if she’s
just in a bad spot.”

“Mate, she’s not. Been trying for days.” He
just didn’t want to admit to it.

When Danny woke up alone, he damn near had a
heart-attack. He had thought the worst – that she either fell from
the balcony or someone broke in and kidnapped her. It wasn’t until
he noticed her things were gone that it hit him, and it hit him
hard. Danny had gotten it all out then so the lads wouldn’t know
anything happened when he got back. He’d never tell them how he’d
crashed to the floor and bawled like a baby. Never. Not even after
a hundred pints.

“Just give it.” He let Aaron take his mobile
to find her contact information. Danny didn’t have the fight to
stop him.

Aaron sent a text to the Irish number first
and got one check mark. He sent a text to the US number and got two
– it was deliverable. Then they turned blue.

She had read it.

“See? Bet you send another and you’ll be
blocked too.” His tone was harsh, not hiding the bitter truth.
Danny had seen even though Aaron had tried to hide it the chat.

“Okay, no reason to be arse and give out to
me.” He slid the mobile back over. “I was just trying to help.”

Danny knew that and – if he was in any
better mood – would have appreciated it.

“She wasn’t that grand,” Duncan chimed in.
“Go grab yourself a ride and get on with it.”

“Dude.” Aaron turned, in utter shock. “My
man’s having his heart broken and you think he just needs to wet
the mickey?”

“Well, yea,” he said, shrugging it off like
there was no other possibility.

He’d had enough. Danny grabbed his pint and
set it on the bar as he walked out. He never knew why he thought
his mates would understand. At best, Danny thought he could get
enough pints in him to forget. Maybe his mistake had only been in
choosing which pub tonight.

But Aaron was too right there – he was
having his heart broken and it fucking killed. There was merit to
finding someone else but he just couldn’t start over with someone.
He didn’t want just someone tonight because he’d be feeling a way
tomorrow, and the day after. Abby had given him that taste of
something and that’s what he wanted. He didn’t have that with
anyone…

 


Danny Hey. An Púcán tomorrow?

 


He wished that he could have asked for
tonight, but he would probably be poor company. The last thing he
need was to scare off another girl.

 


Ava Sounds grand. All weekend?

 


Danny stopped walking to read the message.
He knew Ava was asking how long they’d fuck around this time, but
his mind was a bit elsewhere. If he hadn’t a pint in him, he might
have had more control.

 


Danny How about longer?

Ava Like?

Danny Like you’re my girl.

 


There was a long pause after that one. Maybe
he’d just done the thing he wanted to avoid.

 


Ava Yea

 


 


Danny didn’t want to move but knew his arms
would give out and he’d crush Ava. He just loved the feeling of how
warm and tight she was.

“We gotta go, Danny.”

He groaned and dropped his forehead to hers.
“Fuck ‘em. We’re staying here.”

Ava pushed his shoulder. “No, I come on. I
want to meet them.”

Danny rolled his eyes and got out of bed.
“They’re a bunch of idiots.”

“Yea, but they’re your mates.” Ava was up
and heading towards the bathroom. She turned on the shower to let
it warm. “I think I should meet them, and maybe I want to make sure
you don’t go maul someone.”

He pulled on his shirt before poking his
head into the bathroom. “I wouldn’t do that.”

“I’ve seen you after a pint, Danny.” She got
in the shower. “Kind. Of. A. Slut.”

“Oh, yea, okay.” Danny laughed. “You know
I’ve told them about you?”

“The slutty thing?” She teased.

Danny rolled his eyes. “Yea, I totally told
them how slutty you are. Fucking blew their loads.”

He heard her laughing as he went to get
dressed. Danny popped in for a quick minute to use the mirror, but
that’s when Ava decided to pull the curtain back and step out. His
gaze darkened as he devoured her through the mirror.

“Don’t be looking at me like that, Danny.
I’m meeting your mates and you can’t stop that.” She held up her
hand and walked around him to get dressed.

Danny rolled his eyes and followed after
her, enjoying the view from behind. Ava glanced over her shoulder
and caught him. She gave her ass a little shake but stepped away
when he tried to grab it. He groaned and headed out of the room to
keep what little control he had left.

“Mates are cancelling,” he called back,
hoping that would work.

“Fuck you!”

“Wish you would!”

Ava laughed and came out in jeans and black
tee. “Stop taking the piss. We’re out the door.”

She didn’t need to push him out of the flat.
All Ava needed to do was walk and he’d follow the view.

The lads spotted them the moment they walked
in, and he regretted this. The look on their faces meant tonight
was going to be anything but the craic. Danny wished Ava would have
let them stay in and stayed under him. The only good thing was that
it seemed Ryan was back in town, which was a good distraction.

“Good to see ya, cutie. Where’ve you been?”
Danny teased as he slid into the booth beside him.

Ryan took a drink before answering that.
“Been up in Belfast. Fucking depressed place there ever was.”

“I’m going to order a round,” Ava leaned in
to whisper.

He waited until she got out of earshot
before leaning over. “That girl with you? You paying her for
this?”

Danny had expected that out of Duncan, who
hadn’t shown up yet – which was odd. “Yep, that’s my girl, Ava. And
no, I ain’t having to fecking pay her but I do have something she
keeps coming for.”

Ryan laughed. “So, how’s things been with
you? Obviously grand if you finally got a girl.”

“Yea, been good. Been getting commissions at
work.” Which Danny was really proud of.

“Them chairs and wood stuff?” He asked.

Danny smiled, shaking his head. “Yea, that
stuff. People actually pay me for it now.”

“Mad.” He joked. “But that’s grand, Danny.
So how long you and Ava been at it?”

He had to think. How long was it now since
Abby? “A couple weeks now, I think.”

“Ah, plenty of time then.”

Ava set down the tray of drinks. “Plenty of
time for what?”

“For you to wise up and leave this
gobshite.” Ryan laughed. “He thinks a ride’s enough for a girl like
you.”

Danny elbowed him, but it wasn’t soon
enough. There was a bit of a look on her face that meant she hadn’t
appreciated that kind of talk. Honestly, was nothing good amongst
lads?

Ava didn’t say a thing as she sat next to
him and grabbed a drink. He wanted to point out that she wanted all
this, but that wouldn’t do a lot of good. Danny put his arm around
her shoulder and hoped the bit of affection would soothe things
over.

“Oi, finally bringing Abby ‘round!” Duncan
walked over with a drink and slapped him on the back. “Good to see
you, girl. If you want to dump this gobshite, we can show you a
better time.”

Ava almost got whiplash with how fast she
turned to face Danny. “Who’s Abby?”

Danny was busy glaring at his mate. If he
could, he’d strangle him right here. It was one thing to know that
he’d have to take the piss to have the craic, but this wasn’t what
he expected tonight.

“Shit.” Duncan looked stunned for a moment.
“She talks like that or that ‘cos you keep giving her a little
Irish.”

“Dunc.” He was seething. It must have been
causing a scene because he felt Ryan’s hand on his shoulder.

“Lad, this is Ava. You know, Danny’s girl.
I’m sure you’ve had too much of the drink, right?” Ryan tried to
make it seem like a simple mistake amongst drunks.

“Ava?” Duncan’s nose screwed up as he
thought.

“Yes, Ava,” Danny tried to reassure his
mate.

“Nah, just taking the piss.” Duncan laughed
and sat down.

Taking the piss or not, it made it clear to
Ava that there was someone else. He wanted to strangle Duncan, but
Ava looked like she wanted to do worse to him. Danny swallowed his
beer and tried to ignore it.

She leaned into his side and Danny relaxed a
bit, thinking it was over. But it was only to get close enough to
keep her voice low. “You been cheating on me?”

“I ain’t,” he reassured her.

“Then who is she?”

“Just a friend.” Ava scoffed at that. “Well,
she never met the lads so there’s that.”

Danny had hoped that would mean something to
her. The only reason that Abby hadn’t come ‘round the pub was
because they’d be busy with other stuff in Dublin. He had wanted
her to himself and not to go running when Duncan opened his
mouth.

“Well, you didn’t want me to, and you
haven’t even introduced us,” she pointed out.

“That’s cos I hadn’t the chance.” He stared
at her wondering what was going on in her head. “Plus, you went to
get a round.”

“So, it’s my fault, then?” Ava moved back a
bit. “You talking to her right now?”

Jesus fucking Christ, he wished he was. Abby
never got it out with him over something stupid like this. In fact,
if he were talking to her, there’d be no way Ava would be here
right now having this conversation.

“I’m not. Haven’t for a bit.” He hoped that
would satisfy her.

“I don’t believe you.” Ava held out her hand
and he wasn’t going there. If she needed that to know, then it
wasn’t worth it. He could have her mad with him and still fuck her
just fine. Being smart, he handed her a pint.

“Well, love, you just have to.” He reached
for his own pint because he needed that fucking drink.

Ryan kept checking in on them until Aaron
showed up. He was visibly confused by Ava, which didn’t add to the
cause. At least he kept his mouth closed. Aaron knew exactly what
Danny was doing and how he shouldn’t be doing that, but that was a
chat for later. He didn’t want to bring up Abby anymore. All he had
wanted was a pint.

Ava kept quiet as she walked under his arm
back to the flat. He had had a few to cope and thought nothing of
it until they got inside. She headed towards the bedroom and –
thinking things were grand – he followed her. A hand on his chest
told him otherwise.

“I want you, love.” Danny took her hand up
to his mouth and kissed it.

“I want you on the couch,” she said,
snatching back her hand.

His brows furrowed and he was confused for a
moment. Danny reached down to undo his jeans, letting them fall to
the floor. “I got you.”

He moved to grab her waist so he could pull
her against him for that friction on the way to the couch, but Ava
held out both hands.

“Not like that, Danny. I want you sleeping
on the couch tonight.”

It was almost like she was disgusted by him
standing with his jeans around his ankles. Since when would he take
the couch? That’s not why Ava was here.

“It’s my flat,” he argued.

She crossed her arms in front of her. “Then
do you want me to go? Because I’m not sharing you with anyone and
I’m not being embarrassed for being me. Half your mates thought I
was this Abby bitch. How’d you think that made me feel?”

Danny rubbed his temple. He didn’t know what
he’d do. “Abby’s not a bitch.”

Apparently, that was the wrong thing to say.
Ava turned and slammed the bedroom door behind her. He heard the
small click and knew there was no getting in there tonight. He just
stood there, fucking confused.

How had it all gone wrong?

 


 


Danny didn’t know what was happening but it
felt good. His breathing was labored but that was the furthest
thing from his mind. When it felt warm and wet, that’s when his
moaning woke him. His hips rolled up and he felt her swallow around
him.

“Jesus,” he moaned.

His eyes barely opened so he could watch her
between his thighs. Her hair had fallen across her face and he
reached down to brush it away so he could see her swallow his dick.
His hand buried into her hair as he tried not to rock his hips too
much. Jesus, he never thought Abby could suck dick this good. His
head fell back, fighting the urge to moan her name.

She laughed and licked him from balls to
tip. “Do you forgive me?”

He jumped and really looked between his
legs. Ava was on her knees, smirking at his reaction, before
wrapping her lips around him again. All he could think about was
how lucky he was that he hadn’t moaned Abby’s name instead of
actually thinking about how good it felt.

Any guy would feel lucky to wake up to a
girl on his dick, but this was disappointing. Ava was great fun,
but last night just was wrong. It made him never want to grab a
pint at the pub or with the lads again. Outside of fucking, it
wasn’t right with Ava.

“Danny?” She moved on top on him, leaning in
to face him. “You okay?”

She wasn’t waiting for a response. Her hand
was already working his dick, but Danny could feel it dying. Ava
was, honestly, a replacement and if things weren’t working like
this then there was no good in letting it go on.

“Okay, what the fuck?” Ava got off him and
looked to confirm what she felt. “You’ve gone soft. Do you need to
go take something?”

Oh, that was a blow. But the longer he held
a response, the more she talked. And the more Ava talked, the more
he couldn’t stand it. Instead of listening to “his girl”, it was
listening to a one-night stand who wouldn’t leave.

“Did I ever?” He threw it back to her. Danny
tucked himself back in his boxers. “Why’d you do that?”

“Jesus, I thought you’d like that. I’m just
trying to say sorry for over-reacting last night.” Ava watched him
get up and followed him to the kitchen. “Just get it out with me
already then.”

“I’m not getting it out with you.” He turned
on the kettle.

“Then what’s this about? I’m the one who
should be upset after last night.”

Danny turned to face her; hands raised up.
“You’re right. You should be upset and you shouldn’t tolerate it.
You’d be better off with someone else, Ava.”

Ava couldn’t say that she deserved something
half-ass when she was arguing against that now. She’d have to take
it all back while knowing his effort was probably going to wane.
So, he’d let her paint him as the bad guy.

Danny watched the fight drain out of her.
“You’re right. I’m going to grab my things and go.”

He stood at the stove and stared at the
kettle, not bothering to take another look at her. He knew that he
could have just let things be. He could have laughed off the
comments about his dick but if that wasn’t an indication then he
didn’t know what was. It wasn’t something that ever happened
before. The lads had brought up Abby last night after he’d done
well to forget her. That had to be why he was disappointed he
wasn’t down her throat this morning. He’d never been hung up
on a girl before but Abby was close to making that a lie.

The front door slammed.

Honestly, Danny felt relief but it also was
depressing to think that he was back to where he was a year ago. He
leaned over the counter with his head in his hands.

“Fuck!” His fist slammed against the
cabinet.

He wanted Abby back.

Danny didn’t have a clue why she left or why
she was refusing to talk to him now. The only thing he could think
of was that something went wrong on their last day. He showed her
shit. He fed her. It wasn’t like he got her drunk when she never
drank. It wasn’t the sex.

It definitely wasn’t the fucking sex.

His dick hasn’t gone soft and Abby wasn’t
faking that. The bed was soaked from her and the taste of her had
still been on his fingers. Her body had been all his and he’d
worshiped it.

If she was going to leave, she wouldn’t have
snuggled up to him after. There had to be something he wasn’t
getting but he was going to have to figure it.


Three Months Later…

 “What are you
doing here?”

The look on her face made it clear that this
hadn’t been a good idea. Although, Danny hadn’t expected her to
exactly be thrilled to see him. There was a reason that she had
been giving him the cold shoulder. Obviously being in a hospital
bed wasn’t it.

Abby almost slammed the door in his face but
h already had a foot in. Danny didn’t think she’d hurt him like
that. No, she didn’t have a mean bone in her body – at least he
thought so. Besides, she preferred using other ways to him.

“You haven’t talked to me.” He pointed out
the obvious.

“Yea… so why are you here?” She crossed her
arms over her chest.

“To talk to you.” He didn’t understand what
she wasn’t getting. His eyes had gone to her chest and he noticed
the necklace. That had to be a good sign.

“Did you ever think that I didn’t want to
talk to you?”

Danny shook his head. “Nope. Why would you
want to do that?”

Abby kept staring at him every time he said
something like he said was stupid. “Because we’re not together, and
I don’t like you.”

“Since when?” That was news to him.

Her expression faltered for a moment. “I
don’t know. Maybe since a couple months ago when I stopped talking
to you. Did you not realize that I had you blocked?”

“Well, I figured something like that.” He
shrugged. If she was going to treat him like he was stupid, then he
might as well act the part a bit.

“If you knew I blocked you, then why are you
here?”

That was a good question, and he couldn’t
blame her for that. There were probably other ways he could have
reached out but she had ignored him so far. Danny didn’t want to
tell her that he knew what he lost and was desperate for it back.
He definitely didn’t want to tell her why it took him months to
figure that out and why he didn’t really mind her blocking him.

“Because I want to be with you, Abby.” He
just got right to it.

Abby just kept shaking her head. “No… no…
you need to leave.”

Danny took a step back and watched as she
closed the door in his face. None of that had gone as he had hoped.
All he could do was pray that tomorrow would be better.

 


 


The plan was to wait for her to leave the
flat Saturday morning, which was when she normally went out for
groceries. Abby never really said a set time, but he hoped that he
was right in assuming that she’d go in the morning. Otherwise, it
was going to be a long day sitting out in the car.

He just needed to talk to her and figure out
what happened. There were about three theories knocking around in
his head, but he wasn’t sure which one might be it. Unfortunately,
Danny had to tell himself that if this went poorly then he’d have
to toss in the towel.

Danny moved closer, slowing to a stop in
front of her car and called out. “Oi, fancy a bite?”

Abby jumped, clutching her chest. He liked
to think that she had reached for his necklace. “Jesus Christ,
Danny.”

He stifled a laugh but couldn’t help the
smile on his face. “Have breakfast with me.”

“What are you doing?” She asked.

“Asking you to go eat?” Danny thought it
best to play dumb.

“No, I mean, whose car is this?

He laughed. Out of all the things, that was
what she was concerned with. “I didn’t steal it if that’s what
you’re thinking.”

“I never said that.”

“So, you getting in? I’m paying for this
petrol,” Danny teased.

“It’s gas.” She got in and let him drive
off. “Wait, where are we going?”

Danny laughed, and that probably wasn’t the
correct response to that question. “I said breakfast.”

“But you don’t know where you’re going,” she
countered.

“Oh, but I do. Used my mobile for that.”

Abby knew he had a point. If he had come
this far, rented a car, and came to her place twice, he would have
a plan in where to go. Five minutes later, Danny pulled into a
Denny’s. They went in, got a seat, and pretended to read the menu.
It was obvious that breakfast was more of an excuse to talk than it
was to eat but neither wanted to drop the act. They ordered and
then Abby broke the tension.

“Why did it take you three months to show
up?” If he really wanted to be with her, it shouldn’t have taken
that long.

“I had to sell a few chairs to afford the
flight.”

“You sold your chairs?” That surprised her.
“That’s awesome.”

“Yea, thanks.” He wanted to shrug it off
like it wasn’t a big deal. “I couldn’t’ve been here sooner.”

She was fidgeting with the napkin. Clearly
that’s what she had been holding against him, and now it wasn’t
even a valid reason.

“What’ve you been up to?” Danny noticed that
she froze up, which he thought was odd. It probably wasn’t
something that she wanted to admit to, with them having been
together. But he really wasn’t one to talk when he knew what he had
been doing.

“I, um,” her eyes stayed glued to the table,
“just been working. I… I had a pregnancy scare.”

It felt like the blood drained from his
face. “Mine?”

She nodded. “My period never came last month
– probably from all the stress – but I just got it last week.”

Danny nodded like he understood all that.
All he knew what that she got it and she wasn’t. There was too much
emotionally process there right now. He was going to need a minute,
but he wanted her to know something.

“I’m sorry you went through that alone.”

If he had known, Danny would have like to
think that he’d have been there. But honestly, he probably wouldn’t
have been a help. They hadn’t talked about things like that and he
knew the truth of things. He couldn’t afford a family doing what he
was doing and he’d have to give up even that to be with them. He
wouldn’t have been a good father.

She bit her lip as she figured out how to
respond. “Thanks.”

The food came and they ate in silence. It
was probably because he had something on his mind that made it feel
like there was an awkwardness between them.

“Abby, something’s been bothering me since
you left.” She looked up from her scrambled eggs. “I did a lot of
thinking and you thought I wanted you for a green card. What did I
ever do or say to make you think that?”

“Well, honestly… nothing. I mean, you did
say what you said after the bar.” She was way too focused on poking
her eggs about. “I couldn’t really believe that you were with me
because of me. I know it boils down to trauma from my ex and
nothing you did. I just got used to expecting every good thing in
my life to leave.”

He reached over to grab her hand, and stop
the assault on the eggs.

She continued. “I couldn’t imagine anyone
wanting a long-distance relationship with me. Especially after not
know each other that long.”

His thumb gently ran back and forth over her
hand. “But how long is enough?”

Abby took her hand back and things instantly
felt colder. “When did you know you wanted to be with me?”

“Easy.” He leaned back in his chair.
“Ballybunion. I hate the beach but you made it enjoyable. Never had
that much fun trying to drown someone before.”

She couldn’t stop herself from laughing,
which made him smile. “What? Not because of the caves?”

“As fucking grand that was… no, you’re
right,” Danny teased. It felt good to laugh after things being so
tense. “Nah, that was grand but it was fucking hilarious you
thinking you’d get me.”

“So where does that leave us?”

It was a question neither of them wanted to
ask nor answer. What if they didn’t want the same thing?

“I flew here to be with you, Abby, but I
can’t force you to do the same.” And he hated that.

“I think I want that too.”

 


 


Danny parked outside her flat, but neither
moved. They just say, staring at the building.

“Where are you staying?” She asked
quietly.

“I thought it was obvious. I’m staying
here.”

Abby nearly broke her neck turning to look
at him. “A little presumptuous. What if I turned you down?”

He laughed. “Well, I meant the rental. Slept
in the back last night ‘cos I spent all my money on a flight.”

“Oh.” She blushed.

“Can we go to bed?” He asked.

“Wow, Danny. Haven’t even been here five
minutes and you already wanna go.” Abby rolled her eyes, teasing
him.

“Of course, always.” He laughed and turned
the engine off. “But I was meaning for a nap. I’m a bit tired after
the flight and sleeping in a car park.”

Danny got out and went to grab his backpack
from the boot. She had gotten out with a look on her face that had
him a bit worried.

“Danny… am I screwing things up?” She asked
quietly.

He dropped the backpack and went to wrap his
arms around her. “Why would you think that?”

“Cos, I overthinking everything.”

Danny kissed her forehead. “Then stop.”

She sighed. “It’s not that easy.”

“It is if you just go to bed and trust me.”
He held onto her hand as he grabbed his bag and headed towards her
front door. There was a smirk on his face that made her insides
clench. “I know a way to stop you from thinking.”
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