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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.

Cole

Underestimated from day one,

I've had to fight harder than my brothers.

That's why I went to therapy,

That's where I met Eden.

She saw the animal in me,

Coaxed me to reveal my darkest desires,

Now there's no walking away.

Eden is mine—whatever she says.

Eden

I should never have given Cole a second look,

Should never have crossed the line with a client,

But the youngest Vaughn proved impossible to resist,

And with his secret disclosed,

No other man can compare.

I'll obey Cole's command,

Whatever the consequences.

Cole's Command is the third book in The Dragon Guardians series.
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Prologue
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Cole Vaughn

Passion brimmed in his veins as Cole watched the blonde wander into the room. He’d invited her back from the club he and his brothers frequented, hoping the devils that he’d seen beckoning in her eyes on the dimly-lit dance floor were still as alluring in the light of his living room.

She was attractive. No doubt about that, but increasingly, Cole’s one-night stands left him feeling unsatisfied and he wanted this one—this woman—to be the one who broke the mold.

“Like what you see?” Collecting the drinks he’d prepared while she’d used the bathroom, he closed the distance between them and offered her a glass.

“Definitely.” She smiled, displaying her freshly glossed lips. “I love Club Indigo, but sometimes, you can’t hear yourself think in there.”

“I agree.”

He clinked his glass to hers in an impromptu toast, lifting his drink to his lips and sipping while he watched her. Around the same age as he was, the woman was conventionally pretty with big blue eyes and long eyelashes, but it was what she was hiding beneath her little black dress that had Cole excited. He hadn’t enjoyed decent sex for weeks, and he was hoping she could be the woman who gave him what he wanted—a show of sexy submission as well as a thunderous orgasm.

Skimming a fingertip beneath the strap of her dress, Cole eased it down the woman’s pale skin. Her breath caught at his light touch, speeding up when he dragged the second strap down to her other elbow.

“You’re gorgeous,” he told her, catching her chin between the thumb and forefinger of his free hand. “I bet you hear that all the time.”

“Maybe.” Her smile was mischievous as she broke away from his hand and giggled. Glancing around, her eyes widened as she took in the expensive artwork his brother, Sebastian, had bought. She replaced one of the straps he’d dislodged. “I love your place. The paintings are incredible.

“Thanks.” 

Cole frowned, disappointed that she’d wiggled away at his first advance, but breathing in the scent of the amber liquid swirling around his glass, he told himself to be patient.

We’ve only just arrived. Give her time to drink, relax, and get to know you.

But Cole didn’t want the mysterious blonde to get to know him, and he didn’t care to know her, either. That was the problem. He was sure she was lovely; bright, happy and going places, but all he wanted when he’d asked her back to his home was to get between her legs. This was about sex and nothing more. He’d selected her because of her fabulous body and come-to-bed eyes, but without the allure of the club, his plan to ravish her was waning. When she’d accepted his invitation, he’d expected a frenzied fireworks display of lust and desire. Not a tour of the house and a chat.

“Shall we sit down?” Gesturing to the oversized couch, he strode toward it, not waiting for her reply.

“Okay, sure.” 

She sounded anything but sure as she walked over to him, her eyes darting from the sofa, to the door, and then back again.

“Why don’t you come a little closer?” he urged, extending one arm and making room for her beside him. “I promise I won’t bite unless you want me to.” 

Suppressing the desire to laugh, he watched as she inched in his direction, her body language suggesting it would not have been her first choice of seat. The woman with the red-hot body had no idea how accurate his quip had been. The beast inside Cole had a ravenous appetite and would have been happy to devour her, but ever since they’d gotten out of the taxi, her ardor appeared to have cooled.

“Don’t you want your drink?” he asked, motioning to the glass she’d accepted, but still hadn’t drunk from. “I can get you something else if you prefer?”

Like a one-way trip to my bed. 

The words growled around his head, making it difficult for him to concentrate as she fidgeted at his side.

It was all too easy to imagine her there, out of that annoying dress that covered far too much of her appealing form and sprawled out in his ropes, instead. Cole would bet she’d look magnificent stretched out in them, struggling to get away as he helped himself to her every hole. It was that fight that he longed for, the urgency as she grappled for the liberty he denied—that was what stirred his cock as she started to reply.

“I think I’ve got a headache coming,” she explained, lifting the hand not clutching the bourbon and rubbing her temple. “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.”

Oh no, you don’t. He tensed, grappling to get a check on his darker instincts. You don’t get to lead me on all night and then back out the moment I get you through the door.

But Cole knew that was rubbish. The encounter was based on consent, and the fact that this woman had decided Cole wasn’t her particular brand of vodka didn’t change that. He was entitled to feel displeasure at her change of heart, but nothing more.

“The drink, or coming home with me?” he clarified, although he sensed he knew the answer. She hadn’t touched him since they’d left the club.

Shame. 

He inhaled at the conclusion, his eyes closing fleetingly as he visualized the inevitable ending to the night. He would play the gentleman, just as he’d been taught to do by his father, Michael, and elder brother, Balthazar. He’d play down her apologies and make sure she got home safely, making pleasant small-talk with her until her ride arrived, because what else could he do?

I could keep her.

It sounded like Draco’s voice pinballing in his brain—an association Cole made because Draco was the wildest of his three brothers—but Cole couldn’t blame the thought on his sibling. Deep down, Cole knew it was his own selfish desire speaking, the part of him that could easily capture and keep a woman just like the one sitting beside him. The part that he actively fought to keep leashed.

No. His grip on the fine crystal tightened with the assertion. No, I can’t. 

I could, the plaguing voice went on. Only the cab driver saw the two of us together, and even if he recalled her after all of the people he saw tonight, I bet he could be paid off.

It was true Cole’s family wealth meant he had access to more money than most people would ever see in one lifetime, and in his experience, there were few people who couldn’t be bribed with it. 

“Being here.”

His attention flew back to the blonde as she finally answered him. He’d been so lost in the lunacy of his thoughts that he’d almost forgotten she still hadn’t replied.

“I’m sorry,” she started. “I know I gave you the impression that I wanted more, and I think I did at Indigo, but like I said, this headache has come on fast and...”

Typical. The snide voice in his head was unremorseful. Typical woman. She gives me the ‘come on’ all night, expecting me to buy her drinks and throw her compliments, but in the end, the answer’s no.

He placed his glass down by his feet, trying to clear his head, but as he straightened, he realized the blonde was still speaking. Her lips were moving, but Cole wasn’t processing anything she was saying. The ferocity of his internal monologue was growing, and all of his focus was required to extinguish the shadowy thoughts before they awakened the beast stirring inside him. 

I say keep her. Cole swore he could hear glee in its nasty tone as the voice nudged him farther down a path he could never return from. Sure, Draco was a rule-breaker, but Cole couldn’t imagine his brother had ever considered a plan as dark as this. If he had, Draco had certainly never shared the fantasy with Cole. Keep her and take her as your own.

But, she doesn’t want me. Glancing away, he realized he was effectively having a debate with himself about the rights and wrongs of kidnapping. That’s what she’s trying to tell me.

He looked back to her, acknowledging that she’d finally stopped talking. 

“Let me call you a cab.” He rose from his place and strode to the door, deciding the best place to be was away from her until he could get himself together. “I’ll make sure you get home safely.”

“Thank you,” she called back from the sofa. “I appreciate how kind you’re being about this.”

“No problem.” 

Digging into his pocket, he tugged out his phone and flicked through his contacts, searching for the private chauffeur company his family used. That was the best thing to do—keep everything on the record. If he used the Vaughn’s usual drivers then he’d be accountable for making sure she got home safe and sound. 

Idiot. He stiffened at the malicious tone, his fingers pausing over the number he wanted. If you let her walk out of here without giving you what she owes you, then you’re a bloody idiot. His finger hovered over the contact as the tirade continued. You know what to do and you have the means to do it. You have stacks of rope and a lovely gag until she settles and accepts her place.

“Stop it,” he muttered, walking into the hall so she couldn’t hear him. 

I doubt it will take long. You know how good she’s going to be once she’s choking around your cock.

His balls clenched at the alluring prospect. If there was one thing guaranteed to get him hard it was the sight and sound of a woman struggling around his erection.

“Fuck.” Reaching for the wall, he steadied himself, aware that she was only sitting in the next room and was probably watching everything he was doing. 

“Are you okay?” she asked, her voice tentative. “I can get my own cab. It’s no problem.”

“No, it’s fine,” he insisted, blowing out a breath as he turned and met her gaze. Leaning against the wall, he hit the call button and forced the phone to his ear before he could change his mind.

“Mr. Vaughn?” The voice of Connor, one of the regulars at the premium car company answered him. “Do you need a car?” At this time?

Connor never articulated the final three words, but Cole could hear them in his tone. 

“Yes,” he replied. “I need one for a friend, please, as soon as you can.”

“Of course.” Connor paused, presumably searching for the fastest option. “I have your address, but what’s the destination, sir?”

“Hang on,” Cole told him, walking back toward the blonde. “I’ll pass the phone and let her give you the details herself.”

Better that I don’t know. Handing her the device, he collected his drink and moved intentionally out of the room. I can’t act on what I don’t know. 

Lifting the glass to his lips, he drained the contents as he gazed out of the enormous window. Somewhere out there was Fireside, the mountain that housed the family’s lodge. Cole yearned for its frigid air in a way he couldn’t recall ever needing it before. Once his guest was safely dispatched, he made a vow that he’d take to the air and feel its snow between his claws again. Placing his tumbler on the windowsill, he turned, aware that her voice had stopped. By the time he spun to investigate he found her there in the hall with him, his phone in her delicate hand.

Just look at her. He swallowed, doing just that as the unhelpful guidance echoed in his mind. You could gobble a pretty little thing like that up.

Not tonight, he replied mentally. Not with this one. 

The decision finally silenced the rabid rambling, his head clearing for the first time since he’d offered the blonde a drink.

“All done.” She smiled, thrusting the device at him. “Thank you, again.”

“You’re welcome,” he replied, feeling much more like the son Michael Vaughn had raised. “No hard feelings.”
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Cole

The offices of Lewis, Webber, and Wilson held an imposing vantage. Even in a city full of high-rise buildings, the building’s baroque imitation architecture stood out by comparison to its neighbors. Bold and aesthetically pleasing, it rose like a demi-god among mortals.

It must be why the therapy costs so much.

Smirking at the thought, Cole skimmed his fingertips over the shiny, black paintwork of his Tesla. When his brothers drove to the city, they chose their super cars, demonstrating their wealth and apparent importance, but Cole had selected the Tesla for the exact opposite purpose. Parking in the small lot, he wanted to minimize the impression of his privilege, to play down his wealth and especially his family name, and as he peered up at the building he was about to enter, he remembered why.

This was his first appointment with his new therapist, and after months of working through so-called professionals who were late, didn’t understand him, or sometimes didn’t turn up at all, he was determined that this would be the one who could help him, the one who could finally open the doors to all the emotions he’d kept locked up inside.

Tugging down the lapels of his suit, he locked the car and strolled into the swanky lobby.

“Good morning, sir.” The blonde behind the ebony desk offered him a well-practiced smile. “Can I help you?”

“Good morning.” Cole mirrored her gesture, his gaze grazing over her made-up face and down to her pretty lace blouse. The young woman was good-looking, and the type he might usually have flirted with and fantasized about tying up, but this morning—for once—his attention was on other matters.

“I have an appointment with Dr. Lewis at ten o’clock.” He glanced at his watch instinctively, clarifying what he already knew—there were still ten minutes before his session was due to begin.

“Excellent,” the blonde replied, scrolling on her laptop. “Please take the elevator to the twenty-second floor, and I’ll let Dr. Lewis know you’ve arrived.” She signaled behind Cole, and he turned, noticing the silver elevator in the center of the building.

“Thank you.’ Glancing back, he nodded in acknowledgment, once again admiring her looks. Perhaps if Dr. Lewis turned out to be the professional he’d been looking for, then he’d discover more about her eye-catching receptionist.

Not if. His internal monologue was firm. When. She has to be the right one. He’d searched long enough.

Suppressing the ball of nerves clenching in his stomach, Cole turned and wandered inside the mirrored cubicle of the elevator. Selecting the twenty-second floor, he glanced at his reflection as the silver doors slid shut behind him. 

At only twenty-four years of age, Cole was the youngest of the four Vaughn brothers, but the recent string of late nights he’d enjoyed hinted at a much older man. The knotting unease inside him contracted as he stared at his face. He’d been burning the candle at both ends, helping his family during the day while clubbing and attempting to satisfy his proclivities at night. In the past he’d been able to get away with being a night owl, but for the first time in his life he started to consider the consequences.

“I need a decent night’s sleep,” he muttered, turning to check his profile. “Either that, or I’ve just been spending too much time with Balthazar.”

Shaking his head, Cole chuckled at the thought. His eldest brother was more than ten years Cole’s senior and ever since Balthazar had fallen for his new lover, Cherie, he’d become more and more of an old man, choosing curtains for the bedroom and hosting dinner parties. 

That’s not happening to me.

Resolve echoed in his head as the elevator chimed to indicate his arrival, and spinning to face the opening doors, he stepped out into the elegant corridor. The breathtaking vista before him captured his attention, the cityscape visible in just about every direction he looked. Walking toward the spectacular scene, he took in the chic furniture offered around the light and airy space. The Vaughn family business had its share of luxurious office space, but he couldn’t recall ever seeing anything as impressive as this before.

“Mr. Vaughn?” 

Cole’s heart sped up at the male voice, and glancing around, he noticed the enormous desk beside the elevator. The man behind the desk looked amused, but he stood as Cole approached, thrusting out his palm. “You’re here for Dr. Lewis’ ten o’clock appointment?”

“Yes.” Cole shook his outstretched hand. Studying the guy, Cole decided he must be a similar age to him as he took his seat behind the desk.

“Good morning. I’m Joe, her assistant.” Joe’s lips twisted into a smirk. “She’s aware you’re here, sir. She’ll only be a couple of minutes, but feel free to take a seat or just enjoy the view.”

“Thanks.” Cole had the distinct impression that Lewis’ assistant was mocking him, but he pushed down the desire to bite. The guy in the cheap suit was irrelevant. Cole was there because he needed help. “It’s certainly an inspiring panorama.”

“Yes.” Joe nodded as Cole turned and wandered past the coffee table full of glossy magazines. “I’m lucky to get to enjoy it every day.”

“Have you worked here long?” 

Cole didn’t know why he was asking. It wasn’t like he cared or had a particular need to make small talk in these types of awkward social situations, but as he absorbed the cityscape behind the plush couches, he realized he might be intrigued. He had been to scores of luxury offices with work or in pursuit of a decent therapist, but few had male receptionists. He wondered why a man Joe’s age would be interested in a role that was so heavily female-dominated. 

“Just over six months,” came the reply, Joe’s tone suggesting that Cole wasn’t the first client who’d approached with the same line of questioning. “Are you wondering why I want the job?”

Cole’s eyebrow arched as he spun to face Joe. He hadn’t expected Joe’s direct approach. “I guess so,” he admitted. “No offense.”

“None taken.” Joe shrugged. “It’s a common inquiry from other guys. Especially those who are our age, but I like the job, the company is on the rise, and Dr. Lewis is an awesome boss.”

“Fantastic,” Cole replied, unsure whether he meant it or not. 

As a Vaughn, there had never been a question of whether or not he’d get hired elsewhere. The family had a profitable business and there was an unspoken rule that all of Michael’s children would contribute in some way or another. After their father’s death, it had been Balthazar who’d taken the lead, and as the eldest, nobody had questioned his decision, but as the years progressed, Sebastian had also taken on more responsibility, while Draco had dodged any invitation to do so. Cole, for his part, had been finishing his studies, but with his degree completed, he had started to think about how he wanted to spend his career. Glancing back at the view, he couldn’t decide if he could really see himself sitting behind a desk for the next forty years.

“Mr. Vaughn.” 

The soft, melodic female tone stirred Cole from his thoughts, and turning his head, he looked at the woman standing in the doorway adjacent to Joe’s desk. 

Dressed in a pinstriped pantsuit, she glanced at him before turning to Joe. Cole enjoyed the protracted pause to drink her in. If this was his therapist, Dr. Lewis was at least ten years younger than he’d expected her to be, her professional-looking suit doing little to disguise what was clearly an enticing figure hiding beneath it, while her cocoa-skin and large brown eyes were far more alluring than they had a right to be. Suddenly, Joe’s interest in the position fell into place and the young man’s enthusiasm made sense. Cole could understand the appeal of coming to work each day if every view was so desirable.

Stop it. Pulling in a breath, Cole chastised himself mentally. I want a psychotherapist. Nothing more.

“Yes, Dr. Lewis,” Joe confirmed with a smile. “Mr. Vaughn is your ten o’clock appointment.”

“Good morning.” Stepping toward her, Cole fought to keep his libido in check. He was there to work through his issues—the legacy of his father’s contract, plus his ever-increasing dark proclivities—not to bend Lewis over her desk. “Nice to meet you.” Extending his palm, he waited as her smaller hand met his and she offered a firm handshake.

“Mr. Vaughn.” Her gaze met his and she lifted her chin to take in the look of her new client. “Likewise.” 

A moment of silence filled the space, where Cole was sure she’d hesitated to size him up, but he wasn’t complaining. Her delay enabled him to relish the look of her, as well, and even though he’d only just admonished his wayward imagination, he couldn’t help picture how the stunning Dr. Lewis would look out of those clothes and in his ropes.

“Joe, have you offered Mr. Vaughn a drink?” She cut through the growing tension with a cursory glance in her assistant’s direction. 

“Not yet,” Joe confessed.

“I’ve only just arrived,” Cole intercepted, although he wasn’t sure why he felt the need to defend the guy.

“Can I get you a refreshment, sir?” Joe offered him a grateful smile.

“A coffee would be great.” Cole nodded, aware of Lewis’s scrutiny as he spoke to her assistant.

“How do you take it?” Joe asked, rising from his seat.

“Black, please.”

“Of course.” Joe appeared to be suppressing his leer as he turned to his boss. “And for you, Dr. Lewis?”

“Just water, please,” she replied, peering back at Cole. Gesturing to the open doorway behind her, her lips curled. “Shall we?” 
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Eden Lewis

Two hours earlier

––––––––
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THROWING HER DUFFLE bag over her shoulder, Eden collected her briefcase as the silver doors to the twenty-second floor slid open. Staring around the deserted space, she strode past her assistant’s desk to her office, pausing to unlock the door before she let herself in. 

Striding inside, she stowed her gym bag in the sleek black closet just as she did every morning. Eden was a creature of habit and reveled in her routines. She hit the gym every morning, often meeting her personal trainer and sometimes enjoying a swim before work. Eden knew the fitness regime set her up for a focused and productive day, and that if her body was strong and healthy, then so was her mind. She always made sure she was in the office at least half an hour before Joe every morning, and could digest her notes for the coming day while indulging in a coffee. Eden only allowed herself one shot of caffeine per day, and when she did, she took the time to savor it, taking in the enviable view she enjoyed from her enormous office.

It was that balance of discipline and reward that had propelled her through life. She hadn’t become the first woman in her family to fly through college, graduate with a first-class degree in clinical psychology before earning her doctorate, and then become a partner in her own firm by the age of thirty-five by coincidence. It also wasn’t by chance that she was the only partner who wasn’t of Caucasian descent. Eden was the most driven person she knew. She decided what she wanted and went for it, refusing to take no for an answer. She’d accepted that the world was an unfair place and that rightly or wrongly, she had to work harder than others to accomplish the same achievements. It wasn’t fair, and she worked harder than most to break down the walls that held many of her gender and ethnicity back, but she was also pragmatic and she hadn’t let any of those challenges stand in her way of success. 

Not Eden Lewis. She was too damn good—capable of so much more and determined to prove it. She played by the rules, even when the die was loaded, and she won. Every. Single. Time. 

Smiling at the thought, she closed the closet door and wandered across the plush blue carpet to her desk. She’d chosen the color scheme herself, having studied the effect of different hues on her client’s well-being. Blues, in her experience, were related to relaxation because patients tended to link the shade with the sea and the sky. That was why every inch of the office had been designed to maximize that reduction in stress. A relaxed patient was more likely to open up, talk, and make discoveries about their personal development. Eden wanted everyone who walked through her door to be at ease.

Opening her large purse, she pulled out her laptop and plugged it into the port on her desk as she skimmed her calendar. Another long day beckoned, but Eden didn’t mind. She adored her career, and knowing she could help people and make a genuine difference to their lives would have been reward enough, although the six-figure salary she made was certainly a well-deserved bonus. Powering up her computer, her gaze scanned over the family portrait she kept at the end of her desk. It had been taken the day she had graduated, and saw her wearing her mortarboard and holding her degree, flanked by her proud parents. Her eyes wanted to linger over the image of her father longingly, but she dragged her gaze away. 

No time for that.

She swallowed at the mental scolding. Eden missed her father every day, but there was no time to dwell.

There’s never any time to dwell.

It was true. Eden believed in being present, and that meant throwing her full focus into the current moment. She’d worked hard for her role, and her dad had been behind her one hundred percent. There was no benefit to inhabiting her grief. As a trained psychotherapist, she knew that well enough. Her father would want her to move on, and that’s what she intended to do.

With her software loading, she walked out of her office, past Joe’s desk and the array of expensive sofas that her partners had insisted she buy toward the large kitchen. Joe usually took care of refreshments, so this was the only time of the day Eden ever got to be in there. She started the coffee-maker and glanced around the room. It was spotless, just as she liked it.

“Joe is such a star,” she murmured, thankful that she’d been able to snare such an efficient and attentive personal assistant.

Greg Webber and Jon Wilson, her partners, had created quite a stir when she’d chosen a man for the job. They preferred petite blondes for their staff, but Eden had no time for their old-fashioned views. They were excellent professionals, but she didn’t share their outdated perspectives. She was an equal opportunities employer, resolved to carve out a better world than the one she’d been born into, and that meant that men could be assistants as easily as women could be leaders. She was gratified to break the mold.

The noise of the coffee brewing captured her concentration, and after glancing back at the machine, she poured herself a cup of unadulterated bliss. She adored coffee, always had, but her strict system meant that this would be the only cup she got to drink today. That was why she always purchased the best coffee beans, ensuring her one daily treat was as heavenly as possible. Breathing in the intoxicating aroma, she couldn’t resist the way her lips curled in a smile, and clutching her cup, she crossed the floor back into the vast waiting room. 

“Look at that view,” she whispered, although there was no one there to hear her as she sipped at her cup of utopia.

Eden had worked there for more than a year, but still she never tired of the mesmerizing sight. She wasn’t much of a city girl, preferring the rural place she’d grown up in, but to thrive in her chosen field, there had been no choice. She’d had to come to the city to succeed, but there wasn’t a day that she wasn’t grateful for where she’d ended up. The sense of completion she felt as she stood there awed by the vista each morning was unrivalled.

The sound of the elevator stirred her from her thoughts, and she spun just in time to see the doors slide open to reveal her assistant. Joe grinned as he moved toward her, motioning to the cityscape at her rear.

“Good morning, boss. Enjoying the view?”

“I am,” she replied, peering back over her shoulder as if to confirm the point. “You’re early today.” Joe didn’t usually arrive until closer to half past eight in the morning, although his role didn’t officially start until nine o’clock. 

“I know. We have a busy day.” He shrugged, smiling as he turned and put his personal possessions down on his desk. She watched as he offloaded his normal rucksack, followed by a handful of paper bags. “I bought us breakfast.”

Us? 

Her eyebrow arched at the perturbing thought. There was no ‘us’. Joe had been working for her for a little under a year. Professional, composed, and organized, his work ethic made her life a lot easier, but beyond that, she didn’t know the guy, which was just how she wanted things to remain. Eden had worked too damn hard to fall at the feet of the first guy who showed her any attention, and Joe wasn’t the first guy. 

Don’t be silly, she admonished herself. It’s not like that. He’s just being kind. Stop standing there staring and say something...

“Well, thank you.” Gripping her cup tighter, she waited as he closed the distance between them, unnerved by the odd turn of events. Was Joe playing some sort of sexual advance, or was this only a friendly gesture? She had the sense that however she managed the next few minutes could be pivotal. “There was really no need.”

The last thing Eden needed was a snack which was no doubt high in salt, sugar or both. She drank a personalized power-shake after her workout every morning that was packed with all of the nutrients she needed until lunch. She rarely allowed herself anything store-bought for good reason—most of it was full of rubbish her body didn’t need.

“Here.” He thrust a paper bag in her direction. “I hope I got your order right.”

Oh, jeez. What has he got me?

“It’s so kind of you.” She took the bag from him out of sheer politeness alone. 
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