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      Dear Reader,

      

      Thanks for grabbing your copy of Dangerous Curves! I’m so excited for you to meet Laila and Magnus! If you love their story and want to read more of my books, sign up for my newsletter here. You’ll get a free instalove story when you do! And if you love chatting about books and book boyfriends, I hope you’ll join my reader group on Facebook here!

      

      SWAK!

      

      Eve

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Dangerous Curves

      

      

      

      The fire between them is hot enough to melt the ice for this curvy girl and her hockey-playing hero.

      
        
        Laila

        Moving to Broken Bend, Texas to take care of my grandmother is a no brainer. Finding out she signed me up for a dating app without my permission almost sends me packing. Until I realize my date is the hulking hockey player I’ve been fantasizing about for days.

      

        

      
        Magnus

        I’ve always kept tight control over every part of my life. Then I meet Laila. She’s younger, sweeter, and sassier than a man like me deserves. That doesn’t stop me from wanting her. Or doing whatever I have to do to convince her she belongs to me.

      

      

      
        
        The Bachelors of Broken Bend—foster brothers who all grew up in the care of the legendary Mama Mae—are about to meet their matches. These men have experienced the ache of abandonment and loss, but they'll find connection and the healing power of love in the arms of the curvy, strong-willed women who challenge them and ultimately capture their hearts.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            LAILA

          

        

      

    

    
      “Can I get you anything else, Mormor?” I set my grandmother’s tea on the table next to her. “How are you feeling?”

      She reached for my hand. “I’m feeling fine, dear. Thank you so much for being here.”

      “Of course.” When my grandmother found out she’d be having hip replacement surgery and needed someone to move in with her for several months, I didn’t hesitate. The woman had been the only constant in my life after my dad ran out and my mom decided that staying anywhere longer than a few months was bad for her nomadic soul. The short periods of time I spent with my grandmother in Texas were some of the best I’d ever had. There was no way I’d leave her care to a stranger.

      “Some women from my card group are coming over tonight. Why don’t you take a break and head into town for a bit?” She gripped her mug with a shaky hand and brought it to her lips. “You should get out of the house for a change.”

      “What would I do in town? Sit on a barstool at the VFW and wait for someone to buy me a warm beer?” Though I’d spent plenty of time in Broken Bend as a kid, I’d never stayed long enough to make friends.

      “Don’t be silly. I happen to know that they keep the temperature at a cool thirty-six degrees. One of Mae’s boys told me that.” Mormor’s eyes sparkled as she peered up at me over the rim of her teacup. “Mae offered to have one of them take you out and introduce you to some people your age.”

      I laughed. The last thing I needed was for my grandmother and her friends to start nosing around in my love life. I was perfectly capable of botching that part of my life up on my own. “As much as you and Mae would love that, I don’t need a hookup.”

      “You can always stay here and learn how to play canasta. Though if I had it to do all over again, I’d spend a lot more time out having fun. Especially if I had your figure.”

      I ran a hand over my hip. I’d always had a love-hate relationship with my curves.

      “Actually, do you think Hilde would let me spend some time in the kitchen at the café?” My grandmother’s best friend, Hilde, was responsible for my love of cooking. When I was a girl, she used to let me sit on a stool and help her roll out dough for made-from-scratch chicken pot pies. She also let me lick the mixer after she whipped up a batch of buttercream frosting.

      I’d been at my grandmother’s for almost a month now and was going through withdrawal without having access to a sizable kitchen or more than one person to cook for.

      “I don’t know why not, though a girl your age has better things to do than spend all of her time in the kitchen.”

      That’s where she was wrong. Cooking was my life. When I’d graduated from high school, I knew college wasn’t for me. By that time I’d been working at diners and cafes in the various places my mother moved us, so I decided to go to culinary school. I got a job right after graduation, working the line at a renowned restaurant in New York City.

      Unfortunately, I broke one of my cardinal rules of mixing business with pleasure and got personally involved with the head chef. When he tired of me, he told me my services were no longer required in his kitchen or his bed.

      After moping around for a few days, I realized he’d done me a huge favor. I’d never been the kind of gal who could settle down and stick to a plan for longer than a few months. Though I’d enjoyed being part of a team, even at twenty-two I knew I wasn’t made to put down roots. Mormor needed me, so I picked up and moved back to Broken Bend.

      Mormor set her tea back down on the table. “Have you heard anything about the dessert making class you offered to teach at the senior center?”

      “They want me to set it up for two weeks from tomorrow. I thought I could try out a few recipes at the café and finalize the dishes I’m going to teach.” Instructing a dozen senior citizens on how to make gourmet brownies was a far cry from working in a five-star restaurant, but I was eager to get back to doing something I loved.

      Mormor squeezed my fingers. The blue veins on the back of her hand stood out against her pale, papery-thin skin. “That’s fantastic news, dear. They’ll be lucky to have you.”

      I smiled at the compliment. “You have to say things like that because you’re my grandmother.”

      She clucked her tongue. “I only tell the truth. Maybe this will be the start of something new.”

      “Maybe it will.” I wasn’t going to say anything to dull the hope shining bright in her eyes, but I had bigger goals than sticking around Broken Bend and teaching cooking classes. The trouble was, I didn’t know what I wanted to do anymore. I’d always thought I wanted to work in a high-profile restaurant, but my experience at one of Manhattan’s finest had cured me of that. Now I felt blown off course with no real direction. Hopefully, spending some time in the café’s kitchen would set my mind at ease.

      Some people did yoga or took long bubble baths to relax. The only thing that helped me was cooking. My grandmother’s tiny kitchen was too cramped to do much more than prep the simple meals she enjoyed, so I’d been going a little stir crazy.

      “Check with Hilde.” Mormor let go of my hands and reached for her tea again. “I’m sure she’ll let you make whatever you’d like, especially if it means she’ll end up with cookies or cake she can sell tomorrow.”

      I pressed a kiss to my grandmother’s forehead, then pulled my phone out of my pocket and fired off a text to Hilde. She responded immediately, letting me know that I could have free rein of her kitchen. I’d get my cooking fix, and she’d come spend some time with her bestie. That sounded like a win-win to me.

      Eager to get my hands on proper equipment—the only thing I planned on getting my hands on in the near future—I heated up an early dinner for my grandmother and myself. If life had taught me one thing so far, it was things always had a way of working out, even if I couldn’t see it for myself quite yet.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            MAGNUS

          

        

      

    

    
      The last time I’d walked down the narrow streets of Broken Bend, Texas, most of the downtown storefronts had been dark and empty. Now the majority had signs above the doorways and displays in the windows. Someone had been focused on rebuilding the small downtown, and I suspected my foster mother had a lot to do with it. Mama Mae was supposed to be retiring and taking things easy, but that had never been her way.
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