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Excerpt from One Night Only

. “You are everything my parents don’t want in a daughter-in-law,” he told me bluntly. “You work in a coffee shop, you don’t dress in expensive designer outfits, and you probably would never fit into their ideal of perfection.”

I swallowed as my whole life was damned in that one sentence.

I liked my life; I loved my days in the coffee shop and coming home in the evenings to eat pizza and watch terrible shows on my antique television or read trashy novels had never bothered me. Now, I felt inadequate.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

One Night Only

Chapter one

Chapter two

Chapter three

Chapter four

Chapter five

Chapter six

Chapter seven

Chapter eight

Chapter nine

Chapter ten

Chapter eleven

Chapter twelve

Chapter thirteen

Chapter fourteen

Chapter fifteen

Chapter sixteen

Chapter seventeen

Chapter eighteen

Chapter nineteen

Chapter twenty

Other Books by Julie Kavanagh

Before the Snow Melts.

The Best Snowman in the World

Halloween on Summer Street

Thanksgiving on Summer Street

Christmas Eve on Summer Street

The Last Thing she needs is a Husband

Love Potion Number Nine

Love under an Open Sky

Nana’s Naughty Noel

Love on the Rebound (The Magical Marriage Bureau book one)

The Red-haired Assassin

Christmas Kisses

Star Crossed Lovers (The Magical Marriage Bureau book three)

A Sprig of White Heather ( Cursed Highlanders book 1)

The Witch in the Stones

Love in Isolation

The Present Problem

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter one


[image: ]


Sunday

“May I help you?” I beamed my warmest smile and waited. The tall stranger stared with deep blue eyes and slowly shook his head as though ordering a hot drink from me was a bit of an ordeal. 

I nodded towards the extensive and very detailed listing of the hot and cold beverages written on the boards behind me. We had quite a few to choose from, and we could adjust them to the customer's preferences. 

We were always happy to help, even on Sundays. We tended to open a little later than usual – just after church, where the local parishioners would flood in to talk about the day’s service and the juiciest scandal in town.

“If you don't see anything you want, we can try to accommodate your needs.” My smile had faded a little, but no one could say it still didn't give the sun a run for its money. 

“My needs?” He smiled. “Yes, I think you can help me.”

I nodded like one of those dogs you see in the back of cars and waited a little more. 

He waited in silence.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the pink of Daphne's apron moving closer as she peered in to listen. She'd been lusting over him from the moment he'd joined the other well-dressed man in the corner booth. The things she whispered about him had turned my ears pink. I reminded her of her tall, muscular husband who wouldn't take kindly to her lustful thoughts. She simply laughed, saying where did I think she got those ideas from.

“I'll have a hazelnut latte with cinnamon on the top,” he said at last, his eyes wandering over the vast listings. “Are you busy Saturday night?”

“Regular or large?” I asked automatically. “Saturday night?” 

“I'm always a large,” he muttered with a bit of a naughty grin as he handed over the money. It looked adorable, but then he was a good-looking man – a cranky expression would probably look good on him.

Or maybe I'd been too long without a boyfriend, and any passable stranger appealed. Who knew?

“I don't know you, and I don't go out with men I don't know,” I stated. Was this guy asking me out after speaking less than ten words? This sort of thing didn't happen to girls like me.

“My name is Brandon. I work at the Latham Corporation. I still live in the same house as my parents, and I own a snappy Siamese cat called Belle.”

“Belle?” I spluttered, totally confused, as a smiling Daphne placed a large Hazelnut latte on the counter before us. She hadn't forgotten the cinnamon and had added a small sugar cookie on the side,

“It's French for beautiful. Although I don't know why I bothered because she already knows she's beautiful, but she likes everyone else to know it too,” he explained after nodding his thanks to Daphne and returning his gaze to me.

“I know what it means,” I stated coldly. I didn't need it explained. I had always had a soft spot for Siamese cats with their long, slinky bodies and pretty blue eyes. I thought I could like a crabby cat called Belle.

He ignored my comment, took a sip of his drink, nodded his approval, and headed back, drink and cookie in hand, to his friend. Daphne appeared moments later and wiped down the spotless counter before touching my arm.

“Did he just ask you out?” she gasped, one hand lifting to brush a few strands of red hair out of her eyes before gazing with a sultry stare toward the topic of our conversation. “Did you say yes?” 

“Yes,” I replied to her first question, although I couldn't know why he would ask me. I'd never seen him before, and I was no gorgeous femme fatale luring men to my side. “And I didn't say anything. I think it was a joke. Maybe he thought it was funny.”

Daphne paused, one finger stroking my arm as she thought out her next words. It was a habit of hers when sometimes she needed a moment to corral the jumble of thoughts into coherent speech. I didn't mind. I was used to her unusual habits, although I knew some of the customers found her a little weird. 

“He didn't look as though he was joking,” she said at last, sneaking a peek as the two men in the corner laughed heartily at something one of them had said.

I hoped I wasn't the butt of the joke – the silly waitress who thought such a handsome, well-dressed man would be interested in her.

“It doesn't matter, he probably didn't mean it.” I grabbed two used coffee cups from a nearby table and rushed them to the back kitchen, where Sarah was just finishing a tray of cookies ready for tomorrow.

Thank goodness it was nearly the end of the day, and the two men in the corner booth were the only customers left. We wouldn't rush them out, but I hoped they would hurry. It had been a busy day, and my feet had begun to ache. I was looking forward to a home-cooked margarita pizza with lots of red onion and a hot bath.  

“Did I hear you'd been asked out on Saturday night?” Sarah grinned. How had she heard so quickly? Had she been listening, too? “You should go. You need a bit of fun in your life.”

I shrugged; I couldn't see that the unexpected invitation had been anything but a bit of fun on the stranger's part. I just wanted to put it behind me and forget about it. I had a pizza waiting for me at home.

When I returned to the front part of the coffee shop, I noticed Daphne standing by the edge of the table of the corner booth. Her tinkly laughter floated across the empty space as she merrily chatted with the two strangers until they stood and exited through the main door.

“I've sorted it all for you,” she told me as she returned with their empty cups and took them into the back room. I waited until she'd returned before I asked what on Earth she meant.

“Brandon told me he needed a plus one to attend the Annual Ball at Latham Hall on Saturday. You can't turn that down. Everyone wants to go to it.” She placed both hands on her hips and stared, waiting for me to dare deny it.

The Annual Latham Ball was the place to be, but it was invite-only. If you didn't work for the company or didn't know someone who could get you in, you didn't go. 

“Why me?” I asked as I pulled off my apron and tucked it under the counter.

“Why not?” Daphne grinned like the cat who'd lapped up all the cream. “Anyway, I accepted for you. I told him it's a date.”
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Monday

How was a Monday so busy? We'd been rushed off our feet, and I was looking forward to a quiet night at home again. Sometimes, I wondered if I should get a cat. The idea of a cranky cat with stunning blue eyes had sparked my imagination, and I'd started researching local cat sanctuaries where I might find a companion who needed a good home. Of course, I didn't expect to find an unwanted pedigree Siamese, but even a house cat would be preferable to rattling around alone in my house. 

“A hazelnut latte with cinnamon, please.”

I looked up at the familiar voice. Brandon was back.

“Large, of course,” he told me with that cheeky grin.

“Coming up.” I turned to the coffee machine, tapping in the instructions before placing a large cup. I was here alone except for the few remaining customers. Daphne had rushed off early to collect her youngest from soccer practice, and Sarah was enjoying a rare day off.

“Where's your friend today?” he asked as I placed the cup on the counter, sprinkling lots of cinnamon on top.

“Picking her daughter up after soccer,” I told him, although he didn't seem interested.

“She sang your praises yesterday and said you'd love to join me on Saturday,” he said, sipping his coffee. “But I'd rather hear it from you.”

He waited, cup in hand, breathing in the aroma of coffee and the spice of cinnamon. I stared back. Daphne was right. He was a very handsome man with deep blue eyes, sandy-colored hair, and that delicious smile. He was tall with enough width of his shoulders to prove his time in the gym wasn't wasted.

“I'm not sure.” I shrugged. Despite Sarah and Daphne's eagerness for this 'date', I knew nothing about this man. He could be an axe murderer.

“I'm not dangerous if that's what you're thinking,” he said as though reading my thoughts. Perhaps he was an old hand at picking up strange women. “If you'll give me the chance to explain...”

He left it open and slowly approached a nearby table. 

I waited until the last customer left, locked the door, and turned the open sign over. I didn't pull the blinds, leaving the entire coffee shop open to all and any eyes passing by. They would see me talking to this stranger, and if anything happened, they would witness the crime.

I really hoped there wouldn't be a crime.

“Okay.” I removed my apron and sat down opposite. “I can give you ten minutes. I'm being picked up at seven.”

He flashed a smile my way before finishing off the coffee.

“It's a nice blend,” he stated, nodding at the empty cup.

“Did you want to talk about our coffee?” I snapped. I should be on my way home before the clouds released their dark load of rain. I'd fibbed about being picked up. If he were some kind of serial killer, it was safer to let him think someone would arrive shortly.

“No, of course not.” He bowed his head a little before continuing. “I'm sure you must think a man asking you out at work is a little strange. Not that a pretty lady like you wouldn't be asked out many times. It's just...”

“It's okay, I understand what you're trying to say,” I tried to reassure him, but I didn't tell him I had never been asked out like that. He didn't need to know.

“I need your help. Don't worry; it's nothing sleazy.” He took a deep breath and leaned forward as though sharing a secret. “My parents want me to get married.”

I inhaled sharply.

“Oh no.” He chuckled. “I need your help to avoid that. My parents want me to marry Caitlyn, the daughter of their best friends. They say it will bring the families closer together.”

“And you don't want to?” I asked, exhaling slowly. 

“Caitlyn is lovely. She's beautiful, clever, and ready to settle down.”

“And you're not?”

He shook his head.

“Caitlyn is like a sister, and I don't feel anything for her romantically. Plus, I don't think marriage would suit me. I'm not interested in having children. Nothing about them appeals to me. Maybe I'm too selfish, but I like my life and don't want to be tied down. You understand, don't you?”

I nodded, although I didn't understand. I wanted a home, a husband and piles of little children running about, making a mess, and making memories, but I
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