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“Good morning,” Niall said from where he sat reading the

paper and sipping a cup of coffee.

“Niall! What are you doing here?”

Tilting back his head, his piercing green eyes perused

Fionnha. Then he grinned. Her hair was still tousled from sleep,

and she wore nothing but a short, cotton nightgown. Its style

wasn’t meant to be in the least bit erotic; but, with her nipples

straining against the soft cloth and her long legs stretching from

beneath its short hem, she was the sexiest woman he’d ever

seen.

Realization of her appearance dawned, and she disappeared

back into the house, reappearing in a few minutes later with her
hair combed and wearing a robe.

“Would you mind bringing the coffee pot with you, Mo

chroidhe? I could use a refill.”

She sputtered and gasped with indignation but returned with

the coffee pot and her own cup. “Cream or sugar?” she asked in

a miffed tone.

Niall laughed outright. “Sit down, Fio. Don’t be miffed with

me, and I like my coffee black.”

“I know how you like your coffee! And I’m not miffed.”

He chuckled. “You missed your calling then. You should be

on the stage.” Mumbling something incoherent, she took her

first gulp of coffee and almost gagged.

“Too strong?” he asked solicitously. “I admit to not

knowing my way around a kitchen that well.”

“How can you drink...?” she began. “Don’t know your way

around a kitchen? Just how long have you been here?”

“About half an hour,” he answered grimacing as he took

another sip of coffee. It really was awful. “You were sleeping

so soundly, I didn’t have the heart to wake you.”

“You were in my bedroom!”

He grinned wider. “You shouldn’t leave your back door

unlocked.”

She continued to sputter with indignation.

A sensuous smile manifested itself on his face. “And very

tempting you were, Lass, with that pillow wrapped in your

arms. I was sorely tempted to take its place, but that bloody

little man-eater of yours hissed at me. I decided discretion was

the better part of valor.”

“Grace hissed at you? Good!” With a sniff, she continued,

“You should have fed her. She’d be you friend for life then.”

“I’ll have to remember that. Where do you keep the cat

food?”

“Niall, I do not want you wandering around my house when

I’m sleeping.”

“Very well,” he agreed seductively. “I promise to wake you

from now on.”
