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        Take cover! The fuse is lit! Prepare to have everything you ever thought you knew blown to bits!

        Blowing things up since before he could walk, Oz could make bombs out of anything and everything ~ lady’s knickers, a torn shoestring, even dried-out, old cow patties. There was nothing he couldn’t make go boom, nothing he couldn’t bend to his will.

        Then came London.

        Intelligent, quick-witted, and strong-willed with more curves than a country back road, Oz was defenseless in the face of the fiery attraction he felt for his redheaded bombshell. Busting through his iron-clad defenses like a landmine, for the first time, the Guardsman known as ‘Stone Cold’ struggled to find his balance.

        So, he opened his mouth and stuck both feet and half his ass in his mouth.

        Now, the tables are turned, and her father’s been abducted. The choice is clear. Swallow his pride and help the one woman in all the world created just for him. But will she forgive his arrogance? Can she ever understand his need to protect her? Will she be able to overlook his less than politically correct way of getting his point across? Be his partner when he turned her away without so much as a backward glance?

        The Universe doesn’t make mistakes and Fate Will Not Be Denied, but then again, neither has ever dealt with a couple as unpredictable as Oz and his Bobcat.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ORIGINAL LANGUAGE OF THE DRAGON KIN

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Stone Cold Protector

      

        

      
        Mo Phiseag……….My Kitten

        Mo Chroí……….My Heart

        Mo Ghrá……….My Love

        Bheag Agam A Phiseag……….My Little Kitten

        Mo àlainn Phiseag……….My Beautiful Kitten
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      "What do you mean I'm working with the PSA?" He spat, then quickly added with a snarl, "And what the fuck is the PSA? Some kinda commercial for condoms or COVID vaccinations?”

      "If just once you'd listen, either to me, Abe, or anyone, for fuck's sake," Gil growled. "You would know what I was talking about." Glaring across the table, he went on, "The Paranormal Security Agency is a special shadow group within the alphabet soup that is specialized law enforcement within our illustrious government. Comprised of Shifters or Others - or pretty much anybody with special abilities, the PSA Agents are trained to deal with Supernatural, Paranormal, and Magical issues just like we are. The only difference is they are – at least in the name - known to the world.”

      “Well, we pretty much are, too,” Oz grumped. “If they don’t know us, we introduce ourselves with a boot up the ass.”

      The oldest, and by far the roughest, of the Dragon Protection Agency sighed. Then from the other end of the table, he grumbled, "Where is this coming from all of a sudden? It seems unfair. Why do we have to play nice? Never had to do this collaboration shit before. Get in, get the job done, and get the hell out. Isn’t that our motto?”

      “You don't have to do anything," Gil, the Leader of their Force, the Dragon Protection Agency, and the one who kept the suits from sticking their noses where they didn't belong, deadpanned. "I'm not even sure why you're here, Abe."

      “Ask Hot Rod Harley over there,” the seven-foot, bald giant huffed. “I was headed for the fucking door. Oz stopped me, said you wanted us in here, and like a dumbass, I came. So far as I'm concerned, it's Beer: Thirty. Been in this damned place too long.”

      “Go on. Get outta here,” Gil ordered with half a grin. “See you tomorrow.”

      Out of his chair and across the room faster than Oz could track, the old bastard tipped his head and snickered, “Have fun.”

      “Yeah, kiss my ass.”

      Oz, known as Oscar Tomas Venegas to his momma, and only his momma, had been blowing things up since he could walk. Making bombs out of anything and everything ~ a pair of lady’s knickers, cow patties, a nerf football, or all of the above and then some - was his specialty. Working for the DPA was precisely what the doctor had ordered. After ten straight years in the Army and away from his Force for all of it, being back with his own kind allowed him to play with the newest tech and toys that made things go boom. It also reunited him with the same Dragons he'd grown up with and fought beside for centuries - his Brethren.

      Unfortunately, this new development had his Dragon King, Lorcan growling and the man itching to punch someone or something. The rules were about to change, and that had never been easy for Oz to handle.

      "Look," Gil sighed. "None of this was my idea. Director Isaacs, the guy who thinks he keeps me in line, got the word from another Director, and I got the call from…." Shuffling through the papers scattered in front of him, he read a name aloud. "MacKenzie Hutchings.”

      “Who the hell is that?”

      "That would be my boss." A smoky contralto snaked through the room and rubbed up against Oz like two fingers of hundred-year-old scotch in the perfect glass on a hot day. Sitting up straight and taking notice before he'd even laid eyes on the female who masterfully wielded the Magical voice, his cock jumped in his jeans. Unable to take his eyes off the leather-clad woman. He roamed her multitude of curves that resembled his favorite back road. Then his eyes feasted on the long red curls cascading down her back, showcasing her absolutely mouthwatering ass, and his Dragon King's growl switched to an unmistakable rumble of approval.

      Not stopping until she shook Oz's hand, his mind was blown when an electrical current strong enough to power the entire Vegas strip for a month of Sundays skittered up his arms and set his blood to boiling. Wanting to pull her across the table, turn out the lights, and make her scream his name until she couldn't scream anymore, everything did a nasty about-face when she opened her puffy, pink lips and said, "Name's London. Thanks for agreeing to work with me."

      Jerking his hand back across the table and spinning towards Gil, he roared, “Oh, fuck no. Not now. Not ever. I don’t do partners who aren’t scaly. Especially not when they look like that.”
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      Dialing her phone at the same time she sped out of the parking lot, London started talking before her friend even had time to say hello. "Please tell me your hubby or Mate or whatever you're calling his bossy Dragon ass these days is somewhere close by." Realizing she was bitching, she tried to tone it down but failed and instead went straight to begging. "His brother was such a butthead. I mean A-S-S-H-O-L-E. I’m gonna get stuck telling Hutch that I failed at getting the Dragons onboard. I seriously need Kai’s help.”

      “Well, hey there, London. How ya’ doin'? Me? Oh wow! Glad you asked. I'm doing great. Married life is wonderful. Scotland is beautiful. I was…."

      Popping herself on the forehead with the tips of her fingers, she quickly apologized, "Son of a… I am so sorry! I have no clue where my head is these days. I didn't even ask how you are. Just launched into my own bullshit. Please forgive me. I really am so very sorry. You can kick me in the ass the next time you see me…. I mean, kick me hard… Really, really hard.”

      “Girl, take a breath,” Georgie chuckled.

      “No, seriously. I can’t believe I did that. How are you? I’m so damned happy for y’all. No one deserves an extra special happily ever after like you guys.” Still feeling like crap for being such a brat, London went on, “Have I mentioned that I miss you like crazy?”

      “Only about a hundred times,” Georgie, aka Georgina Munro, laughed. “Now, stop worrying. I was just givin’ ya’ shit. Nobody knows better than I do what it’s like to deal with a cantankerous Dragon.” Still laughing, the closest thing London had to a sister added, “You know I show love by pickin’ on ya’. See how much I love you?”

      “I do. Thanks a lot,” London teased.

      “Okay, we’re all caught up. Now, tell me what the dickhead did.”

      Talking so fast she could barely keep up with herself, London rattled off every single detail of her very brief but totally infuriating meeting with the DPA. So exasperated by the time she was done, she pointedly huffed, "And I reiterate, for Kai's edification - Your. Brother. Is. A. Dick.”

      "Oz can be a bit…. tetchy," Georgie snickered while Kai guffawed so loud that London knew he couldn't answer for himself. The image of him having a seriously good time at her expense should've pissed her off even more, but she knew it was only because Kai was a true friend and pretty much her brother by marriage. That was also the only reason London let him get away with it. Still, she had to tease her friends a little bit.

      “Tetchy? You’ve been across the pond too long. The word is asshole with a capital A, but if you were trying to say touchy, you’re way off the mark. He was downright rude, completely obnoxious, not to mention disrespectful, rude, stupid, rude, and…."

      "You said rude three times, Darlin'," Georgie chuckled, reaffirming why they were sisters of the heart for the hundredth or so time. "But you left out sexy as hell and able to make you cross-eyed and crazy in heat with his cheeky little wink."

      “No way. What the hell are you talkin’ about? He did no such thi…."

      "Don't even try it," Georgie cut in, her tone telling London that she was rolling her eyes while grinning from ear to ear. "We may be thousands of miles and an ocean apart, but I can hear it in your voice. That man got right up under your skin and made you itch in places you'd forgotten you had."

      “Yeah, all right. Whatever,” London begrudgingly exhaled. “But that doesn’t mean he wasn’t a buttheaded asshat.”

      She hated that Georgie was right. Really, really hated it. Oz was drop-dead, panty-wetting, eye-popping gorgeous. The damned man should come with a warning label - Too Hot to Handle, and it should be tattooed across his forehead for all to see. Not only had his deep brown gaze reached right into her soul, wrapped around her heart, and tickled her girlie parts, but the zap of sexual energy that arched between them was downright lethal. It had been all London could do to stay upright. Swooning crossed her mind, along with dropping to her knees, begging him to strip naked, and a whole list of other more sinful pleasures.

      Then he opened his mouth….

      One second the dumbass had her all tangled up in her silk skivvies, and the next, she wanted to wrap them around his neck and pull as tightly as she could. Never in all her life had she ever been insulted in such a bold, unapologetic manner. Georgie and Kai both warned her that Oz could be prickly, but damn, rose bushes were prickly. Porcupines were prickly. The cacti in the desert where she'd grown up were prickly. That man was a charging Rhino on the eighth day of a seven-day fast.

      He blew her out of the water with little more than a glance in her direction. Then he stormed off without giving her a chance to prove him wrong. If he'd let her get a word in edgewise, they could've come to an agreement.

      Newly promoted and itching to get in the field after months of sitting behind computer screens as an Analyst, London knew all eyes were on her to be a superstar. They were already calling her Kid Fantastic. Sure, she'd linked eleven random kidnappings to one perpetrator and got the info to the Field Agents in time to bring down a rogue Weasel Shifter who was creating his own Boogle of Weasel with grandiose plans of world domination. But anyone with a computer and enough time to collate the info could've done the same thing. Although she had to admit that getting her gold badge had been a dream come true, meeting Georgie and Kai was even better than that. They had instantly become the Family she needed more than she'd known.

      Working for Director MacKenzie Hutchings was alright too. An ancient Wyvern with a secret past and a reputation for being a real hard ass, Hutch – as he liked to be called – had been patient, respectful, and above all, a great teacher for London. The best thing about him was that he'd paired her up with Georgie and Kai. For that, London would be forever grateful.

      Her very first assignment, or the first part of her very first assignment, was to 'build a bridge' between the DPA and the PSA. Those were the Boss' words, not hers. Their Leader, Gil Something-Or-Another, was nice enough, but she'd been told it was Oz they needed. His expertise would be vital to the case they were about to take over somewhere down south.

      Knowing Kai, THE big, bad Dragon - his words, not hers - was supposed to give her an in with the other 'Winged Warriors.' But, sadly, not one damned person had prepared her for the Latin equivalent of the Terminator she was blindsided by.

      Irritably tapping her nails on the steering wheel and glaring at the red light refusing to turn green, she listened as Georgie gave Kai the details of the train wreck London’s ‘little meeting with the Dragons’ had been. Sick and tired of reliving the worst five minutes of her adult life for the second time, London chimed in, “And before you ask, no, I didn't get to drop your name. It didn't open any doors for me. And, in no way, shape, or form did it make your brother like and/or trust me. That stupid leather-clad Dragon blew me outta the water like one of those little plastic boats in a Battleship game, then stomped away like I'd done something wrong."

      "Sounds like Oz," Kai laughed at the exact same time his wife chuckled, "You were wearing leather, too, right?"

      Listening to Kai instead of acknowledging yet another comment about her all-black, mostly leather wardrobe, London scoffed when the Dragon Guardsman added, "Told ya’ he doesn’t play well with others. You have to sneak up on the old boy. Make him like you before he knows what’s hit him.”

      “No shit. You said play. Your boy was not playing. He was out for blood,” she groused. “Now, great and powerful Dragon Brother of mine, can you tell me what your best friend in all the world has against me specifically? I mean, come on, I only just laid eyes on the guy, and he yelled at me. Not only did he treat me like the little sister he hated, but he also said, and I quote, “I don’t do partners who aren’t scaly. Especially when they look like that.”

      "I'm sure he didn't mean anything by it." Kai was saying all the right words, but his tone had the little hairs on the back of London's neck standing on end.

      "Something tells me that not even you believe what you just said," she attempted to snicker, hoping Kai would tell her what he really meant.

      Of course, the Guardsman completely ignored her insinuation and forced a laugh as he asked, “Want me to give him a call? I can talk him down and see what crawled up his behind.”

      The brotherly concern flowing through her phone's speaker was nice but didn't stop her from adamantly declining. "Oh hell, no." Not wanting Kai to misunderstand her abruptness, she hurried on, "I appreciate the thought, really I do. Thank you so much. But you know damned good and well he’ll just make a big deal outta you takin' my side, or worse yet, he'll treat me like some pampered Princess." Gripping the steering wheel so tightly she heard the plastic begin to crack, London eased off and ground out through gritted teeth, "That shit won't fly and might make me smack that puffed-up piece of lizard poop right across his smug face."

      No way. No how. She'd been there and done that, and hell would freeze over before she went back to being the Princess of any damn thing again.

      The only child of the Alpha Tom of the O'Connor Bobcats and the only female born to their Pounce in ninety years, from the day London had taken her first step, everything revolved around

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/dpa-logo-fire.jpg
RAGON'
PROTEGTION

N





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Join the Clan
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        HER STONE COLD PROTECTOR
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Original Language of the Dragon Kin
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        SNEAK PEEK
      


      		
        THERE’S MORE!
      


      		
        MORE! MORE! MORE DRAGONS!
      


      		
        The Story that Started the Whole Dragon Guard Series
      


      		
        About Julia
      


      		
        Also by Julia Mills
      


      		
        Wanna keep up with all my crazy?
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Also by Julia Mills


    


  


OEBPS/images/my-logo-for-vellum-102124.jpg





OEBPS/images/shield-and-saying.jpg
g

ENE L

Shere ane ne caincidences
e will not be denied.






OEBPS/images/dpa-logo-fire-drop.jpg
RAGON'
PROTEGTION

N





OEBPS/images/stone-cold-protector-to-load-with-logo-4323.jpg





OEBPS/images/the-dragon-guard-poem.jpg
The Dragon Guard

saas the skics
e to a cortain: oxtont.

s long as we stay hidden

Grem Plying human gyés.

O scales differ in colion
911/7 lép/ma[w weapers,
ails, harws, talens and all,
(e neven the same.

6}{)0 wie ane with naluwre
Oloe blend in with natue
e wind. /(c//’;,s s Sadh /ug/z in the heavas
@0&1‘[0 the canth ym/uf!/ s /fm/illg J.’fngf/z in ewh fawr H/ need.

6},{)0 wie ane with Yhe warld
@)c wre e yzmd'ﬁm, a/ aun bin
6&{)/1”( ail conspires to maim and funk
6&{)0 are pratectors (J/ this, fuuman race.

(i mgjestic aimals of faiylales
GL( e share auwr 6#1/;3,5, with (/Mml man
(%# wallt in fenav and Ghe ghace 0/ \%éa
Gt that we cannat z/e/y.

Copyright © 2016 Melanie Williams
- This Poem is based on the Series, The Dragon Guard by Author Julia Mills.





OEBPS/images/stone-cold-title-page.jpg
ER
Stone (old
PROTECTOR

DRAGON GUARD #38
DRAGON PROTECTION AGENCY #2

JULIA MILLS






