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      A Forbidden Love/Curvy Girl Romance

      

      Ren

      I’m in my last three weeks of desk duty after getting my shield suspended for being a “hot shot” agent. Thankfully my supervisor gives me an off-the-books assignment to bide my time. All I have to do is go undercover as a manicurist in his younger sister’s salon and keep her safe. Trying to blend in at a small-town beauty shop when you’re six foot three and over two hundred pounds is no easy feat. But it turns out the hardest part of the assignment is keeping my hands off Savannah, my boss’s ridiculously sassy and curvy sister.

      Savannah

      I am tired of my older brother always bossing me around. I’m a grown woman and he can’t send me the single hottest man I’ve ever seen to babysit me with “hand’s off” instructions. I haven’t always been brave enough to go after what I want, but this time I’m doing it. Ren is everything I’ve ever wanted in a man; strong, protective, and his kisses melt me into a puddle of goo. Step aside, big brother, baby sister is claiming her man!
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      “Turner!” Daniels, my immediate supervisor, barks. “My office. Now!”

      The FBI offices of Oklahoma City haven’t been updated in years. Yeah, the reception area out front is slick and stylish, but here in back, it could be any office building in corporate America: rows of cheap desks laid out in a bullpen surrounded by offices.

      Normally, I don’t mind being at the office too much, but I’ve been on desk duty for nearly a month, and it rankles. I’m ready to crawl out of my own skin. I didn’t join the FBI to sit behind a desk.

      It’s not a long walk from my crappy desk to the chipped wood door that leads to Daniels’s office.

      “Close the door,” he says when I step inside.

      I do that and then sit in the chair across his desk. It’s got torn upholstery and exposed foam, but I sit and nod at the man only a few years older than me.

      “How many more weeks do you have riding the desk?” he asks.

      “Three.” It might as well be three months. I rub a hand across my short, cropped hair.

      “I have an alternative for you. An unofficial job.”

      I lean forward, bracing my elbows on my knees. “What do you mean unofficial?”

      “Off the books.”

      I arch an eyebrow.

      Off the books? Daniels is a by-the-book kind of guy. It’s one of the reasons I’m on desk duty now, since I tend to go with my gut. I can’t imagine what kind of off-the-books assignment he might come up with, since as far I know, Daniels practically wrote the book.

      So I’m intrigued. “What is it?”

      He leans forward as well, dropping his voice low. “You remember a few years ago when Sergey Balakin was brought up on RICO charges?”

      I nod. “Of course. Every FBI agent in the country remembers when that guy was brought in.”

      The fall of the Balakin crime family was the stuff of legend. Only his youngest son, Mikhail, disappeared.

      “I heard from a friend of mine in the Austin field office that they think they’ve found Mikhail Balakin living in a small town in Texas.”

      “Okay,” I say slowly, because I don’t see how any of this could be an unofficial, off-the-books case. If someone is going to bring in Mikhail Balakin, the case will need to be watertight.

      “If my friend is right, Balakin is running a chop shop right across the street from my sister’s business.”

      “Oh.”

      “I need you to go down there and keep an eye on her.”

      “On her?” I repeat. Jesus, does he think his sister is involved with Mikhail?

      “Yes. On her.” Daniel pushes to his feet and paces the length of his office. “The Austin office can handle Mikhail. I just need to know my sister isn’t going to get caught in the crossfire.”

      I nod. “What specifically would I need to do?”

      “Work undercover in her salon.”

      I wait for Daniels to smile or chuckle, but the punchline isn’t coming. “Are you serious?”

      “Yes, why? You have a problem with salons?”

      “How the fuck would I know? I’ve never been in one. I go to a barber who charges me seven dollars.”

      He eyes my hair. “That explains a lot about you.”

      “What the hell am I supposed to do at a salon?”

      “Well, as it turns out, my sister needs a manicurist.”

      I stare at him blankly. “Are you fucking with me right now?”

      “No, I’m not fucking with you. You’ve been trained to disassemble bombs and take weapons apart. Surely you can figure out how to paint some nails. It can't be that hard. You’ll be working through the Pink Collar Temp Agency.”

      I’m still staring at him.

      “You fly down there tomorrow morning, and that gives you the entire weekend to get settled. The tickets have already been sent to your account.”

      I blink.

      “Stay with Savannah. She has a spare room, and she can give you some hands-on training with the nail stuff so you can blend in.”

      I'm still staring at him like he's a lunatic because I don't know what the hell he's talking about. “Luca, man,” I go all in using his first name. “I can't do nails. I’m six three and over two hundred pounds.” I motion to my body. “This will not blend in in a damn salon.”

      “It’s already been decided, Ren,” he bites out my name. “You refuse to do this assignment, and I’ll add another three weeks to your desk duty.” He cocks a brow, daring me.

      He will, too. Because while Luca Daniels is a fair supervisor and actually more of a friend than a boss, he does not mess around when it comes to getting what he wants. And I’m tempted to tell him to just forget it. That I don’t care anymore because frankly I don’t even know if I want to still be an FBI agent. But I haven’t said those words to anyone but my siblings, and it’s been a while since the three of us discussed it.

      Luca leans forward on the desk, his eyes narrowed to slits. “I shouldn't have to say this out loud, but I'm going to do it anyways. She's my baby sister, Turner. That means she's off-limits.”

      I hold my hands up. “Jesus, you don't have to tell me. I have a sister too. I get it. I don't mix business with pleasure. It's not what I do.” I sigh heavily, resigning myself to the fact that I will, in fact, be dragging myself to some small-ass town and pretending to be a fucking manicurist. How is this my life?

      “So where am I going?”

      “My hometown, Saddle Creek, Texas.”

      “Saddle Creek. Where the fuck is that?”

      “It’s a little town in the hill country. It’s a few hours from the bigger cities. Didn’t you grow up in Austin?”

      “Yeah, but it’s not like we took a tour of all the pokey little towns all around. There are a bazillion.”

      Luca nods. “You can't tell anybody that you're in Texas. Neither of your siblings.”

      “Obviously. Do I have to assume a different alias? Or can I use my name?”

      “You should be fine using your name. It's not like anybody there will know who you are. But you need to work with Savannah. Figure out some basic skills so you don’t stick out too much. And then keep an eye on whatever the fuck is going on at that mechanic shop across the street.”

      

      I go home and pack. Then I do my usual pre-assignment prep work. I start with the salon’s website, but it’s mostly just a front page with directions and hours of operations. But there are links to the social media pages. I click through and scroll through squares of pictures of haircuts and colors. Plenty of blue-haired old ladies in the group.

      One shot catches my eye—a curvy blond woman outside what I’m guessing is the front of the salon. I click to enlarge.

      My eyes eat up the woman in the picture. Big boobs, wide hips, thick thighs, and I’m betting a plump ass, her thick body is what dirty dreams are made of. At least my dirty dreams. But that smile. It lights up her entire face. I’m guessing it’s blinding in person. I can’t tell the precise shade of her eyes, but I know they’re light. Her blond hair is long and thick and falls around her shoulders in subtle waves. Like she’s been walking all day at the beach. Goddammit, she’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.

      The caption to the right reads:

      
        
        
        New owner Savannah Daniels takes the reins of her grandmother’s salon, Hair Today, Gone Tomorrow.

      

      

      

      Daniels’s sister.

      She's my baby sister, Turner. That means she's off-limits.

      I am so fucked.
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