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  Some things to know before you read!
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Please see below for some things to know before you begin reading. 
	Swearing

	Adult Situations (those of a spicy kind)

	Discussion of War – happens off page

	Adult trauma – of the Medical kind, discussion of – happens off page
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  Chapter 1
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Emma’s heels clicked on the marble floor as she walked next to him. Malcolm MacGregor was one of the wealthiest and most powerful dragons, no, beings actually, in the world. It pissed the humans off. They accepted dragons as fact at this point, but that didn’t mean they wanted one to wield so much power and money. He did very little press personally and never granted personal interviews. Whenever he did hold a press conference, it was perfunctory. A relay of information and then he was gone. 
So, it had come as a total surprise when Your News Tonight, the news program she worked for, had approached him and he’d agreed. But he had two conditions; he wanted final say over the finished piece, and he wanted Emma to conduct the interview. She had no idea why though. And she knew her boss had tried to sell MacGregor on one of his favorites, but the condition was firm. It would be Emma or no one.
Emma had spent her career in journalism being a war correspondent, covering both humans and dragons. After she’d been wounded, she’d opted to not go back to her previous career. But it was hard to break back into journalism, and this story was her first real chance at this new job. It didn’t help that her current boss, Marcus, flat out hated her. The fact that MacGregor wanted her for the interview had really chapped his ass. But it didn’t matter to her. She was here and this interview was going to be great for both the show, and her career.
She looked over at Malcolm. Christ, he was gorgeous. He was a technically a Belgian Blue dragon, but he was a Scot through and through. He was 6’8” according to his public profile. Black hair and neatly trimmed beard that were shot through with both dark and silvery blue strands. He was in his halfway form. So, he had smaller wings and a shorter tail. His fingers were longer than a normal human, and she was having trouble not staring at them right now. 
He also had pointed ears. Belgian blues differed in hue, and Malcolm was cobalt with shadows of midnight blue. He was, simply put, the most gorgeous male she’d ever seen. Emma had been slightly obsessed with him for years, following his career avidly. She admired the hell out of him. It wasn’t his wealth or power; it wasn’t even his good looks. Well, not just his good looks. Something about him just fascinated her. And now that she was with him, she was trying not to gawk like a lovesick teenager. “So, Mr. MacGregor,” she began.
“Again, please call me Malcom, Ms. Morrison.” His voice was a deep baritone, with just a bit of gravel that hinted at the full dragon within. She wondered what he looked like in full dragon form. It must be a sight to see.
“Only if you call me Emma,” she replied. She sounded breathless. She was a seasoned journalist, not a schoolgirl. Get it together, Morrison.
He slowed down. “Well then Emma, I seem to be walking too quickly. I apologize.”
“Oh no, you’re fine Malcolm.” He may have been walking a little quickly, but that wasn’t why she was breathless. She was 5’10” and had a long stride herself, though he dwarfed her by almost a foot. 
“You’re too kind. I do have a habit of keeping a quick pace.”
“It’s honestly no problem. I’m tall, so I have a long stride myself.” She also had a small limp, which she tried desperately to hide. She wondered if he had noticed it.
“You are tall,” he replied, warm appreciation in his tone, and she blushed a little.
“I have to say,” she continued. “I was surprised you came and met me yourself. I expected an assistant or subordinate.”
He bit his lip, and she almost groaned. He had a full mouth, and she’d like to bite that lip herself. “I know your work, and I am a bit of a fan,” he admitted. More than that, he thought. From the first time he’d seen Emma Morrison on TV, he’d been drawn to her. She had been somewhere in the Middle East, covering the skirmish between the government and the Reds. The rare Romanian Red dragons were reclusive, and a large group of them had migrated to the Middle East. The government wanted to move them, for no good reason. Emma was trying to remain impartial in her report, but he could see she sided with the dragons. 
The moment he saw her; passionate, articulate, her curly red hair blowing in the breeze, his heart stuttered. Since then, he’d followed her career. The last report from the war he’d seen from her; she’d been holding two baby reds. Rare, precious. Reds didn’t procreate often. They’d called a cease fire as they tried to work out terms, but those babies had been orphaned. He had found out later that she had traveled to Romania to try and find family for the hatchling. Reds were not welcoming, but they had accepted her, and she’d been able to settle the babies with family after all. 
After that, she’d been embedded with a rare mixed human and dragon battalion in an all too human war when she’d been injured. Her rehab, according to reports, had been long and arduous. After that, she decided to remain out of the fray. She still walked with a slight limp; making him feel even more guilty for his quick stride.
When he found out that Your News Tonight wanted to do a profile, and that she had begun working for them, he said he would only talk to her. This was the pre-interview for that. She insisted on it, so she could get to know him, and they could discuss the interview and what he wanted to concentrate on during it. He appreciated that.
And here she was walking next to him in her soft green dress and boots. Red hair held back in a braid, her vibrant blue eyes, animated. The minute he saw her, something settled in him. Ah yes, there she is. But the bolt of lust accompanying that thought had also been strong. He imagined wrapping his hand around her braid while she was on her knees, his cock in her mouth and what looked to be those generous breasts on display. It had taken him a moment to compose himself. 
“Still,” her voice interrupted his lusty thoughts. “I am still surprised you met me yourself. I know how busy you are.” 
He chuckled. “I do like to greet my own guests. Especially if they are award winning journalists. I even have your book.”
“Well, that makes two people; you and my mom.”
“It didn’t sell well?” 
He sounded surprised by that, and it made her feel good for some reason. “Not particularly. In my career, I am known as a bit of a pain in the ass.” That was putting it mildly, she thought to herself. A lot of people hated her, and those people had connections in the publishing world. “I wanted to report on the stories I felt were important, the ones I thought needed to be told. I would be sent off with a brief and then I’d ignore it completely. I fought for better reporting conditions for the journalists, then I argued for better conditions for anyone who needed them. I was decidedly pro-dragon in many places where it was dangerous to be so.” She winced. “I’m sorry. I tend to go on about things. But the thing about making waves is that they can turn into a tsunami. No one wanted to publish my book. So, I made my own way, as usual.”
He stopped walking and turned to her. People hurried past, giving the boss and the woman with him thoughtful looks. “Are you trying to tell me that you self-published your book?”
“Yes, I did. Paid for everything myself.”
“Why?” The answer seemed important to him. The book had specifically been about the war with the Romanian Reds.
“Because the Reds are the last holdout of bigotry in the dragon world. And it’s only because they want to be left alone. Their numbers are waning, but that is solely due to human intervention. If they are left to live as they want to, their numbers should increase, I’ve been told. I wanted to try and do something to help.”
“You know that dragon rights, especially the plight of the Reds are something near and dear to my heart, yes?” She nodded. “Reds and Blues are distant cousins, and I have family in Scotland that are Reds. Emma Morrison, over the years your reports have done more good for the dragon community than anyone else.” 
This time, she did blush. “Oh well, thank you.” 
“No, thank you.” He picked up her hand, flipped it over and laid a light kiss on her wrist. He felt her pulse jump, and he rubbed his thumb over the pulse point. He looked up and she was staring at him with parted lips. He gave her a sexy smile, and she bit her lip. “I’d like to take you to see something, if I may?”
She nodded. “That’s what I’m here for,” she breathed. She was pretty sure it wasn’t his naked body, but she hoped for it anyway. Holy shit, he’d only kissed the inside of her wrist, and her insides were already molten. 
“Wonderful,” he said. “Let me just send this quick message.” He dashed off a quick text to his social media manager, Gareth. He had thought it was a ridiculous position to have, but right now, he was grateful for it.
He walked her over to an elevator. “Is Edinburgh your base of operations?” she asked as the elevator ascended. 
“Most of the day-to-day business is done here, but I prefer the compound I have on Isle of Skye. I am here part of the week, but I prefer to be there.” 
The elevator door opened, and he walked her down the hallway to a room at the end. “Take a look,” he said, pride in his voice. There was a window into the room, and she saw both human and dragon children playing together. “Twenty years ago, this would not have been possible. But the tide is turning and it’s thanks to people like you that both humans and dragons are beginning to coexist peacefully.”
She smiled. “This is wonderful! Oh look, you’ve got some Prussian Purples.”
“Are they your favorite then?” His voice was teasing.
She looked at him, reached up and straightened his tie. “No, I just haven’t had the chance to meet many Purples. I would have to say the Blues are my favorite.”
He grabbed her hand and held it against his heart. “I am delighted to hear that,” he growled at her. 
A door opened and a woman came out. “Mr. MacGregor, hello! Is there something we can do for you today, sir?”
“Ah, Maisie, hello. I was just showing Ms. Morrison the childcare center.”
“Oh wonderful! Ms. Morrison, I am a big fan. I just discovered you’ve got a book out, I’ll be purchasing it.”
“Oh well, thank you Maisie.” 
Malcolm smiled to himself. Gareth worked quickly. He’d need to give him a raise.
Malcolm and Maisie spoke for a few moments, and then she went back into the room. “Why a childcare center?” Emma asked. 
“Childcare is expensive. I remember my parents struggling with it when we were growing up. I wanted to make it easier for the parents who worked for me. We also run services for school-age children. And we support
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