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From USA Today Bestselling Author, Felicity Brandon, comes a dragon shifter romance series enveloped in her signature dark romance.



Four dragon brothers with a mission.
One dangerous secret they’re sworn to protect.––––––––Draco––––––––Moira should never have been mine.
But stumbling across my path was all it took;
One casual smile, and her fate was sealed.––––––––Now the lawyer with the smart mouth
Will take what she’s given.
Caught between Monroe’s dirty empire,
And the beast I keep buried,
The only law she need worry about,
Is my word.
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Prologue
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Oliver Monroe

––––––––

[image: ]


“IS IT DONE?” 

Dragging his gaze from the pert behind of the blonde server, Oliver’s attention flitted to the sprawling green fairway beyond the vast window. He sighed, watching another troop of middle-aged men conclude their daily round of golf with a visit to the plush bar. 

Oliver loathed golf and always had. He preferred other, more primal activities. What really ground his gears was that his family had enough money to buy the entire golf club and pulverize the fairways to the ground, but still his father, Jonas, insisted on membership there when he didn’t even play the sport. 

“Is what done?” Jonas had also spotted the server’s tempting assets, his concentration fixed on her backside, although by the looks of her youthful complexion, he was old enough to be her grandfather.

“The paperwork.” Beneath the tablecloth, Oliver balled his hands into fists.

Was Jonas doing this on purpose? 

His father knew full well what they’d come to discuss. Oliver had made no secret of his demand. If he wanted his son on board with the family business, then it would be fifty-fifty from now on. Fifty percent of the power and the money. He was, as it turned out, a chip off the old block. He wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry at the realization.

“Oh, that.” Jonas’ gaze slid back to him. 

“Yes.” Oliver pressed his lips into a hard line. “That.”

“I’ve had Moira draw the papers up.”

“Moira?” Oliver’s memory flitted back to the brunette he’d encountered leaving Jonas’ office. Was that the lovely Moira to whom his father referred?

“I know.” Jonas shook his head. “I thought the same—a female lawyer—but Jeffries insisted she was efficient.”

“And?” Oliver had no interest in legal representation, but if the woman he’d seen was Moira, then the thought of taking her over his desk was certainly appealing. Maybe he could entertain the idea of an appointment.

“So far, so good.” Jonas shrugged. “I’m having Jeffries double check the contract, though. You don’t really think I trust a woman to do it, do you?”

“Thought not.” Oliver chuckled at his father’s sneer. No wonder he was so cynical, given his father was the master skeptic.

“She should be sending the papers your way by tomorrow.” Jonas picked up his glass of champagne and swirled the pale liquid around the flute. Oliver had no idea why he’d chosen the drink. He couldn’t recall his father ever drinking fizz. It was all a matter of looking the part and in the current surroundings, apparently, that meant ordering champagne. “Look them over and sign when you’re ready.”

When I’m ready? 

Hell, Oliver couldn’t wait to get started. The idea of getting his clutches firmly into the family business was one of the few truly enthralling ones in his life. 

“I will.” Oliver pushed his glass away. He had no need for alcohol this early, and anyway, there was nothing to celebrate until the damn papers were signed. “Tell her to call me, and I’ll pop into the office and sign them.”

“Keen, are we?” Jonas’ tone was wry.

“You bet.” Oliver met his father’s eyes. “We can’t move forward until this is complete. That includes sorting out Rebecca’s mess and grabbing that Vaughn financial arm you’re so desperate for.”

“I know.” Jonas’ jaw tightened at the reminder. “That’s why I’m making sure it happens.”

“Have you told Mum about the change?” It wasn’t any of his business how Jonas and Gloria conducted their marriage, of course, but he might as well know which landmines to avoid the next time he had the pleasure of their collective company. 

“What’s it got to do with your mother?” Jonas’ brows knitted with apparent confusion. 

“I don’t know.” Oliver was starting to wish he hadn’t asked. It wasn’t like him to care about other people and now he remembered why. “I just wondered if, after so many years of marriage, she had designs on the future of the business.”

“Your mother?” Jonas snorted as if the concept was preposterous. “I don’t think so. Do you? So long as I keep her in expensive shoes and vodka, she’s fine.”

“Right.” Oliver definitely wished he’d steered clear of the subject. 

I won’t make that mistake again.

“You have to know how to manage women, Oliver.” Jonas tutted, as though his son should know better than to show concern about his mother. 

“Not a problem.” Oliver’s stare glided back to the busy server and as if she sensed the weight of his stare, she glanced back in his direction. “I know how to handle women.” 

His lips twitched as heat bloomed in her pretty cheeks. The way she pulled her lower lip between her teeth made him wonder if she was worth an hour of his time. Presumably, the lunch shift at the golf club had to end soon. He could take her home for the afternoon. “No need to worry about that.”

“Especially if you make one your wife.” Jonas prattled on. “At that point, you have to be the boss in the relationship.”

“Wife?” Physically recoiling, he shook his head at the absurd concept. “No chance, Dad. I won’t be tumbling down that bleak, black hole.”
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Chapter One
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Moira Craig 

––––––––
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THE PILE OF PAPERWORK on Moira’s desk was growing. As she glanced up at the phone ringing on her desk, she realized she could no longer see over the mountain of work. 

Her gaze flitted to find Glen Jeffries’ name on the phone, her heart sinking in anticipation of her boss calling to add yet more work to her plate. So much for getting away early for the weekend. 

“Yes, Mr. Jeffries?” Balancing the receiver between her ear and shoulder, she collected up the casework in front of her and pushed it to one side. 

“Moira.” Old Jeffries sounded irritated. It wasn’t a good start. “I’ve had Mr. Monroe on the phone again. Apparently, his son is rather impatient for their new contract. He wants to pop in today for it.”

Monroe? The name swirled around her head as she surveyed the heaps of papers awaiting her attention. Her gaze landed on the second-largest peak, confirming her worst fears. Oh yes...Monroe. He was the slimy, aged idiot who’d drooled over her when she’d had the misfortune to visit his office. Her toes curled at the uncomfortable memory. That was not what she’d gotten into law for. 

“I’m sure you know that Mr. Monroe is one of our longest-serving clients.” Jeffries was still blabbering on, although all Moira could think about was how long it was going to take to go through the document again. “I don’t want him to be disappointed.”

“Okay.” Anxiety clawed at her insides as her gaze fell upon the relevant stack of paper. She’d already drawn up the contract but Jeffries had decided to review her work, as though she was a student in need of monitoring. It was bad enough that a woman with her qualifications should be second-guessed by her employer. The last thing she needed was the irritating recipient of the contract showing up to throw his weight around. “No problem.”

What she’d meant to say was, ‘not a chance’, but the reply was out of her mouth before she’d had time to process the words. 

“Good. That’s what I told him.” Jeffries smug tone echoed down the line, reinforcing her foolishness. Moira hadn’t chosen law to take orders from jumped-up little men like Jeffries. She’d wanted to make a difference, to help people, but she’d never imagined the nightmare of corporate legal practice when she’d held those lofty ideals. These days the ink drying on contracts like the Monroe’s was what paid her mortgage. “I’m not sure what time the son will call. So, you’d better make sure you have everything ready by two o’clock.” 

The line went dead before she could respond, leaving her staring at the receiver in her hand.

Damn it. Anger flared, colliding with the trepidation curling inside. She should have told him it wasn’t possible. Should have demanded she actually take a lunch break for the first time since Tuesday. Yet somehow, Jeffries had managed to pulverize the idea with a few short sentences. More fool me.

Clenching her fist, she banged her hand against the wooden desk. Pain ricocheted to her shoulder, inspiring a new round of profanity in her head. 

I know better than this. Squeezing her eyes closed, she fought to control her breathing. I deserve better than this. I didn’t study all those years and accrue thousands in debt for this! 

I need a better job. 

Acknowledging the need soothed her somehow. There was a peculiar comfort in accepting the truth, if only to herself. She’d have to slog it out for the time being, would have to play Jeffries’ game and skip lunch, but come the weekend, she’d start searching for something more stimulating. Hell, she’d even contemplate a pay cut if the role was more engaging. 

Could it be any less engaging?

She blew out a breath, replacing the receiver before she tugged the Monroe papers toward her. Engrossing or not, she only had a few hours to review the entire lot. 

***
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MOIRA WAS NEARING THE end of the laborious task when her phone rang again, splintering what little concentration she’d mustered. The same old tension gripped her as she picked up the receiver, this time seeing it was Suzy, the firm’s receptionist, who was on the line. 

“Hey, Moira.” Suzy sounded apologetic.

“Hi.” Moira’s attention returned to the document, frantically scanning the remaining lines. As it transpired, Jeffries had made few changes to her draft, but with no accompanying notes, nor any verbal feedback, she hadn’t realized that until she trailed line by line through the whole bloody thing.

“I have a gentleman in reception who says he’s waiting on a contract from you?” Suzy’s reticent tone suggested the so-called gentleman was standing there with her. 

“Monroe’s son?” Fleetingly, Moira hoped Suzy hadn’t flicked her call onto speaker, but she dismissed the thought. Suzy seemed like a decent person and a good receptionist. She wouldn’t do that.

“That’s right.”

“I’ll send the files down now.”  Triumph surged through Moira’s veins as she realized she’d finally reached the end of the document. Everything was in order for Monroe junior’s review.

“Er, actually, he wants to come up to your office and sign them now.” 

Suzy sounded unsure for good reason. Come to Moira’s office? Jeffries had made sure to give her the smallest and darkest room in the entire tower. It wasn’t designed for clients.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.” Moira’s heart sped up as she looked at the numerous outstanding and messy piles of work that still required attention. “Send him to the conference room. He can sign there.”

Jeffries had inferred the client would take the contract away to review, but if he wanted to sign there and then, that was all the better as far as she was concerned. Perhaps it would get Jeffries off of her back until she could find a role where she was more valued?

“Okay.” Suzy’s tone suggested she might be about to argue, so seizing the initiative, Moira concluded the call. 

“Thanks, Suzy.” 

She placed down the receiver as she pulled an official Jeffries & Co. folder from her drawer. Shuffling the contract into a neat pile, she slid the papers inside the folder before rising to her feet. Her body ached as she stretched her neck and reached for the small mirror she kept in her top drawer. Opening the case, Moira flinched at her own drawn reflection. Two hours of being hunched over a desk without so much as a sip of water had taken its toll on her appearance. She was definitely going out for some fresh air once the contract had been handed over.

“Right.” Pulling on her suit jacket, she fastened the top button and grabbed for her purse and the folder. Whoever Monroe’s son was, she’d be happy to see the back of his damn contract. “Let’s get this over with.”

Striding for the door, she ensured it was closed behind her before making her way downstairs to the conference room. Entering through the emergency stairwell door, she clutched the folder to her chest as her destination came into sight at the end of the corridor.

Just another few minutes, she consoled herself. Smile for the paying client, and then I can get the hell out of here. I’m bloody starving!

Relieved at the thought of food, she barely noticed the tall, dark-haired guy as he emerged from the opening elevator. She certainly wasn’t paying attention as he loomed large in her path, and scarcely detected his smirk as he folded his arms across his chest.

“I think those are for me.” His voice stopped her dead in her tracks.

“Mr. Monroe?” Flustered, she glanced up at him, recalling that she vaguely recognized him from somewhere, though she couldn’t decide where.

“That’s right.” His arms fell to his sides. “You must be Moira.”

“Right.” Feigning a smile, she thrust her palm out in his direction, which he accepted. “I’m sorry. I was expecting to meet you in the conference room.”

“On my way there now.” Gesturing behind her, his hand jabbed lightly at the folder in her grasp. “Unless you want to do it right here in the hall?”

His arching eyebrow and glib tone suggested that he thought he was being funny; the assumption twisting the irritation churning in her stomach. 

Men like him were part of the problem. Sure, he wasn’t old enough to have created the misogyny she’d had to deal with at every turn of her career. Looking at him, she wouldn’t have put him older than thirty. She might have expected better from a man around her own age, but no—there he was in his expensive suit, perpetuating every stereotype she’d come to expect from the men around her. Monroe, junior, as it turned out, was even worse than the likes of Jeffries. 

“Let’s use the conference room, shall we?” She turned before he could answer, guiding him the short distance to their desired location.

“Of course.” Monroe still sounded cocky as he followed her, but she shrugged off his conceited tone. She had work to do, and that meant presenting the paperwork for his signature. After that, she was overdue for an extended lunch break. 

“Here we are, sir.” Opening the file, she slid the papers across the table toward the place he was standing. “Please feel free to take a seat.”

“I’d rather not.” Clutching the papers, his gaze flew over the first few pages. “I’d like to get this signed and expedited today.”

“It’s your prerogative, Mr. Monroe.” 

Settling on a nearby chair, she watched as he consumed the wording far faster than was recommended. Ideally, he should take the file away and ensure it was sound, or at least go through it thoroughly, but he’d already implied that neither of those things were going to happen. 

That was his right, she supposed, biting down on her rising smile. Who was she to tell him not to sign the contract without reading it properly? After all, Jeffries technically represented his father’s needs, not those of the man flicking through papers before her.

“It all seems fine.” Agitated, he dropped the papers to the table and turned to the final page before glancing up at her. “Do you have a pen?”

Meeting his eyes, she was struck by how appealing his dark looks might have been if he hadn’t come across as being such an overinflated jerk.

“Sure.” Unfastening her jacket button, she reached for the pen she kept in her inside pocket. Passing it to him, she noticed how well-manicured his hands were. “Here we are.”

“Thank you.” His gaze fell to the line that required his signature. “I just sign and date here, do I?”

“That’s right.” She watched as he scrawled his cursive on the appropriate line, concurring with the new financial arrangements of his father’s company. 

She hadn’t spent too much time dwelling on the details, but from what she recalled, the new papers bestowed fifty percent of the Monroe empire to the man passing her pen back to her.

No wonder he’s so keen to sign.

“How long will it take to be effective?” he asked as, collecting the papers, he slid them back into the folder.

“They take effect immediately, sir.” She signaled to the file in his hand. “Perhaps you didn’t notice, but your father has already given his authorization.”

“Has he?” A sly grin stretched across his face. “Fabulous. Seems like the old man has finally got his act together.”

“If you say so, sir.” Moira had no idea what he was talking about, but frankly, her patience was starting to wane. He’d signed his damned papers. What more did he want? “If you’re happy, then I can show you back to the elevator?”

“Oh, I’m sorry.” He tilted his head, as though he couldn’t decide if he was intrigued or offended by her brush off. “Do you have somewhere else to be?”

“Actually, yes.” She flushed at his direct question, but was determined to stand her ground. She’d had enough of adapting to the needs of men like Jeffries and Monroe. She was entitled to a lunch break, and she was going to bloody take one. “But I’m happy to answer any of your questions before I leave.”

“Leave.” His dark brows knitted. “I certainly hope you’re not leaving, Moira. You’re by far the most pleasing aspect of this legal firm.”

“Well, thank you.” She wanted to tell him to go and screw himself, but accepted that might push her professionalism beyond the brink. Much though this hadn’t turned out to be her dream role, she did need the income until something better came along. “But no, I’m not leaving the firm, sir, only opting to take my lunch break.” 

Finally. She resisted articulating the final word, but it was right there on the tip of her tongue. The fact that it would be almost four o’clock by the time she got away from the office had already helped her to make her mind up. She’d be leaving for the weekend after she’d grabbed something to eat. Having arrived early that morning, enough was enough. 

“Oh, right.” He glanced down as if he was hiding the laugh simmering on his lips.

Her back straightened at his apparent amusement. 

The bastard. Though she failed to see what was so comical about going without food just so he could sign his contract. 

“Well, it’s gone three thirty, so please, don’t let me stop you.” He motioned to the door as he strode around the table to hand her the file. “Or perhaps, if you’d like, I could take you for a bite?”

Monroe’s expression was serious as he asked her out, but for the life of her she couldn’t understand why. A man like him was the last type of company she wanted. 

“Very kind of you to offer, Mr. Monroe, but I’m afraid not.” Tugging the folder from his fingers, she offered him a polite smile. “It’s against company rules to socialize with any of our clients.”

Moira had no idea if that was technically true, but it was a good enough excuse. 

“I’m not technically one of your clients.” He chuckled, hesitating as if he expected her to change her mind and beg for a lunch date with him. If that was the case, then Moira had bad news for him. She didn’t beg for anyone.

“Well, sir, you just signed the paperwork, so I’m not sure Mr. Jeffries will see it that way.” Moving to the door, she ignored his advance and paced to the elevator. She’d hit the button that called it back to their floor before he’d even joined her. 

“I’m not worried about what old Jeffries thinks,” he went on, apparently not ready to give up. It made sense. Men like Monroe were not used to being told ‘no.’ It was probably a strange feeling for him.

“Well, I have to be.” She held his gaze while the elevator doors slid open beside them. “Mr. Jeffries pays my salary.”

For one fleeting moment, she thought he was going to offer an unfriendly retort, the peculiar glint in his eyes suggesting there was plenty he would like to say. Fortunately, though, Monroe, junior found some restraint, his lips curling as he nodded.

“Understood.” Tugging down his lapels, he walked into the well-lit cubicle and spun to look at her. The last thing she heard as the silver doors glided closed was his low, gravelly tone. “Enjoy your lunch, Moira. You deserve it.”
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Chapter Two


[image: ]




Oliver

––––––––
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EMBARRASSED FURY SEETHED in his veins as he strode out of the lobby and into the cold afternoon air.

She said no. She actually refused me!

“How dare she!” Jaw tightening, Oliver spat out the words as he glanced back at the building over his shoulder. Didn’t she realize who he was? He was a Monroe, for Christ’s sake. People didn’t say no to Monroes. Particularly the men of the family. “Bitch.” 

Oliver had been bursting to get in there and sign the documents that would officially make him part of the family business, and yet the lawyer with the shapely hips had managed to tarnish the moment by rejecting his more than kind invitation.

Sure, she’d made it sound as though she was simply following the rules and keeping her boss happy, but Oliver wasn’t an idiot. He could tell that had only been a pretext to save his blushes. For some reason, the woman who’d drawn up his family’s contract thought she was too good for him.

Too good for me?

He didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, but couldn’t remember being so offended for a long time. The worst of it was that the snub stirred the beast lurking within him.

Subdued by the family’s financial matters and the acquisition of his personal wealth, Oliver’s chimera had been mostly happy to sleep. Yet as the darkness fell, or when his emotions flared, the creature roused, stimulated by his flooding endorphins, adrenaline, or cortisol. He’d learned to control most of its base needs, but sometimes, there seemed little he could do to leash it.

Like Cherie. His thoughts flitted back to the other brunette who’d caught his eye of late. The pretty little thing had once worked for him, but when she’d quit in anger, it had been the chimera who’d reacted. He’d found her hiding out with the eldest Vaughn brother and snatched her away, keeping her as a captive in his basement until the annoying rival family had swung into action and rescued her.

“Those fricking Vaughns...” Anger bubbled inside him at the recollection. “I still have to take care of them.”

He’d never especially cared for Cherie, but losing her had put a serious dent in his ego, much the same way that Moira had done.

“Maybe Moira’s married?”  Wandering to the side of the vast, glass-fronted building, he leaned against the window and avoided the glare of the sun as he strained his memory. He didn’t think he remembered her wearing a wedding ring, but even if she had been—so what? He still couldn’t fathom how or why any woman would have turned him down. How often did a woman like her get an offer from a man like him? Hell, Moira would never be able to enjoy a lunch he could afford on the miserly wage she earned. She was a fool if she thought she could do better than him.

Forget her. 

The order pinballed around his head as he shielded his eyes from the light. At that time of the year, the sun was setting earlier in the day, which meant by the time he’d got back home, it would be almost dark.

Shaking his head with frustration, he blew out a breath. He’d just taken control of fifty percent of his father’s business. That was what was important. Who cared if one dumb woman had blown him off? There were countless others who’d be happy to see to his needs. Hell, he could call one of them up at that very moment if he chose to, so why let one little brunette bother him?

He didn’t know the answer as he stewed on the sting of rejection. All he knew was that he’d fancied a piece of Moira and hadn’t expected her to spurn him. It wasn’t an experience Oliver relished. 

“Screw her.” His hiss was lost to the growing volume of voices as a group of people left Jeffries’ building. “Screw her opinion.”

Glaring in the direction of the hustle and bustle, he was ready to leave the whole sorry incident behind him until he noticed who was at the pack of the crowd. There, walking out of the building he’d just left and wriggling her ass so provocatively that he could have sworn she was doing it just to taunt him, was Moira. 

His heart sped up as he watched her turn left and walk away, his feet moving to follow before he’d even had time to consciously decide what to do. Keeping his distance, he trailed behind, ensuring there were at least two other people between him and the object of his desire. 

There was no specific ill intent as he paced behind her. No concrete plan or set objective. But Oliver recalled the thrill of holding Cherie as his hostage, and he’d learned a thing or two from his failure.

Perhaps Moira could take Cherie’s place? Perhaps she’d actually been keeping to company rules, after all, and secretly yearned for his attention?

“That would make sense.” He smiled at the only logical explanation for her refusal. No wonder she’d declined his offer if she was afraid of pissing off Jeffries and losing her job. The little people scuttling left and right of him had to work. It was what so-called normal people did. He had to remember that. 

Still ahead of him, Moira paused. Slowing his strides in turn, he slipped behind an old telephone box so he could continue to survey her. Peering around, she was either lost or sensed that she was being followed, and frowning, she turned and strutted away.

“What are you doing, Moira?” He sniggered at her display of confusion, but deep down, he was impressed. Clearly, the woman’s instincts were sharp if she had any sense of his presence. That was to her credit, but it wouldn’t be enough to save her. Oliver had already decided that she was going to be his. He hadn’t enjoyed much pussy recently, and little Miss Lawyer would be just the tonic to end his dry spell.

He waited as she walked on and headed into a nearby establishment before rushing to join her. Oliver would give her one more chance to say yes and be his by choice.

After that, Moira would take what she was given.

***
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Moira

HER PULSE WAS RACING as she stepped inside Berrunti’s and headed for the counter. The high-end bistro wasn’t somewhere she’d usually frequent, but as a chill ran along her spine, Moira realized she was out of choices. 

Monroe’s son was following her. She was sure of it.

She thought she’d glimpsed him hanging around at the front of her workplace, but hadn’t given it any thought. Perhaps he had taken a call after leaving and was still talking when she left for lunch?

That thought had reassured her when she’d first caught sight of him on her tail. It was a public road, after all. Why shouldn’t he go the same way as her? Plenty of other people were. But when he’d ducked behind the telephone box and pretended not to be watching, real dread had started to set in.

She couldn’t think of any good reasons why he’d follow her, so acting on instinct, she’d opted to enter the first decent-looking place she could find. If she was going to confront him about the odd and disconcerting behavior, then it was better to do so in a safe place with plenty of other patrons. Looking around, Berrunti’s seemed to fit the bill. Despite the later than normal hour, many of the tables were filled, which meant there were ample witnesses if Oliver decided to try anything he shouldn’t. 

Waiting in the long line at the counter, she cast an eye over the board of specials, trying not to glance anxiously behind her. Had he walked in and joined her, or was he still watching from the street? Standing in the queue, Moira couldn’t decide which option sounded less ominous.

“Damn it.” She whispered the words under her breath, conscious of the way her breathing had sped up at the perceived threat. “I don’t know what to do. He’s going to come in here and then what?”

Should she order a coffee and hope he gave up and went away, or should she turn back and give him a piece of her mind? Which sounded like the best outcome? She couldn’t afford to offend the son of one of Jeffries most affluent clients, but maybe the time had come to throw in the towel and work elsewhere, regardless? Sure, money would be tight for a while, but it had to be better than living like this; taking all of the crap jobs that Jeffries male associates refused to do, being objectified while at work, and then feeling unsafe on the street.

Resentment flared in her chest. How dare Monroe do this! He had no right to trail her and make her feel this way. She was at her wit’s end with men like him who thought they could just—

“Fancy meeting you here.” Monroe’s smooth voice cut through her internal monologue, making her jump as she turned to see him waiting in the line behind her. “I didn’t know you came here for lunch.”

“I don’t usually.” Concentrating on calming her galloping heart, Moira glanced his way while still wrestling with her options. Could she put Monroe in his place without doing so much damage to her professional reputation that Jeffries would probably refuse to grant her the reference she deserved? 

“What a coincidence.” The bastard smiled as he loomed over her. 

“Isn’t it?” She couldn’t resist her disbelieving tone.

“Seems like we’re destined to have that lunch, after all?” Monroe’s smug reply invited an equally cutting one, but before she could respond, the person standing in line in front of her turned and butted in to the conversation.

“’Fraid not, Oliver.”

Both she and Monroe turned to acknowledge the newcomer, Moira’s brow furrowing as he went on. 

“She’s meeting me.”

“What?” Monroe snapped. “Do I know you?”

Funny. She pulled in a breath as she examined the stranger’s face. I was just thinking the same thing myself.

Taking in his high cheekbones, piercing blue eyes, and mop of blond hair, she knew she didn’t know him and though his intervention was unexpected, she’d never been more thankful. Whoever he was, he might just have either saved her from lunch with the awful Monroe, or from throwing her career aspirations down the toilet.

“Sure, you do.” The stranger grinned, revealing a row of near-perfect teeth as his gaze shifted quickly from Oliver to her, and then back again. “You definitely know my brothers. Balthazar and Sebastian always speak highly of you.”

“Vaughn.” Monroe growled the accusation, the resonance of his tone ballooning the anxiety already whipping around her body. “You’re another bloody Vaughn!”

She’d never heard a noise as primal and terrifying as that before, the sound suggesting that all of her gut reactions to Monroe had been spot on. He was not the kind of person she wanted to spend any time with.  

“There you go.” The stranger smiled with triumph. “I told you that you knew me.”

“You’re seriously telling me that Moira’s here to meet you?” Monroe scoffed, his gaze narrowing as he glanced between them. 

“I don’t think that’s any of your business.” The unknown blond feigned offense, but she noticed as his gaze darkened. “But if you like, we can take this outside and clarify our beliefs.”

He hadn’t said so, but she had the distinct impression that the stranger was inferring violence to make his point. 

“Really?” Monroe ignored him, his demanding stare landing squarely on Moira. “You expect me to believe this?”

“You can believe what you like, Mr. Monroe.” The relief washing over her mingled with her resurfacing irritation. Monroe had no right to put her in this position. No job—not even a brilliant one—was worth all of this hassle. “If you’ll excuse me, I’m meeting Mr. Vaughn on my lunch break.”

She turned physically toward the blond guy, blocking out Monroe’s no doubt horrified expression. 

“Can I get you a coffee?” The corners of the stranger’s lips curled as he signaled toward the menu. “You can grab us a table.”

“Thanks, but I’m actually really hungry.” Playing along with his feigned interest, she quickly scanned the menu. “I’d love a sandwich, as well.”

“Okay.” Her unknown hero sounded amused at the request but didn’t refute her suggestion. “Let me know what you’d like, and I’ll get right on it.”

“Fuck this!” Banging his fist down upon the counter, Monroe scowled as he pointed his finger in Moira’s direction. “You’re fooling no one with this charade, and he can’t protect you forever.” Monroe signaled at the stranger.

“Is that a threat?” Buoyed by the sudden feeling of safety, Moira took a step toward him. “Because I don’t like your tone, Monroe.”

“Is that right?” His brow rose at her response. Evidently, he hadn’t seen her resistance coming. 

“That is right.” Empowered by the knowledge that Monroe was only making a fool of himself, she continued. “I can put a restraining order together in a matter of minutes and make sure you can never come near me again, or you can walk out of here like a normal human being.” She folded her arms over her chest. “Your only choice is which it will be.”

Monroe’s face drained of color, his eyes darting around as he acknowledged how almost every person in the place was now watching to see which he’d choose.

“You’ll regret this.” His glare drilled into Moira before returning to the blond, Vaughn. “Both of you will.”

“Run along back to Daddy, Oliver.” Vaughn’s tone was dismissive as he gestured for him to leave with a flick of his hand. “The grown-ups have things we need to do.”

“You asshole.” Monroe’s expression darkened. “Just wait until—”

“Is there a problem, sir?” A guy dressed in a Berrunti’s apron stepped forward, cutting off whatever Monroe was about to say. 

“What?” Monroe scowled. “No!”

“I think it might be better if you left.” The staff member motioned toward the exit. “Let’s not cause a scene, shall we, sir?”

“This isn’t over.” Monroe’s face was like thunder as the staff member ushered him in the direction of the door. “It’s not fucking over until I say it is!”

The last Moira saw of Monroe’s snarling face was his disgusted expression as the door to Berrunti’s swung closed in front of him.
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Chapter Three
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Draco

––––––––
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“WELL, THAT WAS DIFFERENT.” Draco chuckled, turning back to the menu. He’d arrived expecting to find one of his brothers, but their absence had revealed a far more appealing prospect. He hadn’t had this much fun at Berrunti’s since he’d last wound Balthazar up about the new love of his life, Cherie, but even that hadn’t been as entertaining as helping to put Oliver Monroe in his place—and all with an unknown and rather alluring brunette. “What sandwich did you say you wanted?”
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