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      To my curvy girls! Own those curves, ladies. Own them!

      Hugs!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE SERIES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Front Lines to Home Fronts

      

      

      They’ve traded combat zones for small towns—but they’re still wired for intensity. 

      This instalove romance series follows ex-military heroes and heroines starting over across the country, taking on all kinds of jobs and building lives rooted in loyalty, grit, and purpose.

      The men don’t fall slowly. They fall first—and when they do, it’s intense, consuming, and impossible to walk away from. 

      Fast love. Alpha devotion. Emotional fire. 

      Expect raw emotion, fierce devotion, and heat that flares fast and burns deep. The women they fall for are strong, real, and unforgettable—including curvy heroines who are wanted, worshipped, and claimed without any hesitation. 

      These men love hard and protect harder. The moment she enters their world, she becomes their priority, their weakness, their forever.

      

      Each book is a standalone—new couple, new professions—with threads of found family woven throughout. You’ll see familiar faces, meet new ones, and jump in anywhere—no reading order required. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLURB

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        He paid her to find a perfect match, but the moment the curvy professional walked in, the demanding billionaire knew his matchmaker had always been the one he was waiting for, making his claim immediate, feral, and non-negotiable. 

      

      

      
        
         

        Cash Terrell left the military with scars he hides beneath tailored suits and a billionaire status. But nothing cracks his armor like Billie Sullivan, the curvy matchmaker working for the company hired by his mother to help him find the perfect trophy wife for his life. Joke's on his mother.

        The second Billie smiled at him, all his preconceived notions of what he thought he wanted vanished in a puff of smoke. 

        Billie makes love happen for everyone else, but she keeps strict rules: 

        No flirting. 

        No entanglements. 

        No falling for clients. 

        Especially not grumpy, gorgeous, unfairly intense ex-military clients who look at her like she’s the only woman in the universe. 

        The problem?

        Cash isn’t interested in the profiles she creates. 

        He’s interested in the woman creating them. 

        He doesn’t want a match. 

        He wants his matchmaker. 

        He fell first. 

        He fell fast. 

        And he’s ready to make her his forever.

        A misunderstanding costs her everything and when Cash finds out, he's ready to burn down the world for her, because he's not letting her go.

         

        This short read is MF with a guaranteed HEA. 

        Tropes for Her One & His Only include — Ex-military, Matchmaker, Workplace Romance, He Falls First, Billionaire, He Only Wants Her, Curvy 
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      “Why does my mother think she is getting a daughter-in-law by Christmas, Kodie?” A flex of his fists. “Better yet, why is she telling people this so they are asking me who the woman I am marrying is?”

      Cash Terrell stared at his assistant, Kodie Suarez, waiting for a response. He wasn’t happy, especially since said question came during an interview for an upcoming business purchase and had completely caught him off-guard. Something he despised.

      He prided himself on being never caught unaware. Cool, calm. Icy.

      Kodie barely slowed in her typing. She flicked her blue gaze in his direction before focusing again on the task before her.

      Cash tapped his foot on the floor, impatience rising like hot air. If she noticed she didn’t care. She took her time in responding.

      “Probably because it’s that time of year when she is beginning to work on her Christmas gala preparations and needs you to have a plus one.” Kodie tipped her head and stared at him over the rim of her tortoiseshell glasses. “After all, you’re the one who’s keeping her behind as her other friends in that circle have grandbabies.”

      He ground his jaw. “Not fucking funny, Kodie.”

      “Actually, it’s fucking hilarious.” Her words were deadpanned. “You pay Ms. Sullivan a crap ton of money to get you a match but even though she continues to give you, which I have to say is a miracle in itself, match after match. You, Cash Terrell, find one thing wrong after another with them.”

      Kodie stopped typing and got to her feet, her fifties pinup dress highlighting every curve she had. And owned. The woman knew she was attractive and wore things to flatter her figure. Today’s dress was white with pink polka dots and she wore matching shade five inch heels. Still, she didn’t reach his height. Swiping the pile of folders off the corner of her desk, she moved toward him, dropping the manilla folders at a different spot, until they were toe to toe. Her glossy black hair didn’t have a single strand out of place.

      “Makes me wonder, exactly what you’re looking for in a woman. I know it’s not that you’re wanting a man. Though I know a lot of them who would step up to the plate should you change your mind on that.” She tapped a bubblegum pink nail against lips of an identical hue. “Or maybe I should be asking who it is you’re waiting on.”

      “No,” he growled, heat lancing him at the whisper of thoughts of her. “You definitely shouldn’t be asking that.”

      “Of course not, boss.” She sailed by him and swiped up the files she’d had printing while they discussed what wasn’t ever to be discussed.

      Grinding his jaw, he pivoted to watch her efficiently gather and staple the sheets.

      He needed to focus on the upcoming meeting. He needed to focus on getting his mother off his case about being married and giving her grandbabies. And most importantly, he needed to not think of his matchmaker or the resulting reaction her thoughts gave him in getting an erection that could punch a hole in the floor.

      Billie Sullivan. Matchmaker. Shorter. Curvy. Gorgeous dark skin he longed to touch, caress, lick, bite and do a slew of other things to. He’d been enamored with her the moment they met.

      His mother had convinced him to try a matchmaking service as he didn’t want to be bothered with trying to meet someone and going from there.

      According to his mother, the service would weed out the ones who definitely weren’t going to be a fit for him. He could be very specific in what he was looking for in a woman. Reluctantly he’d gone to meet the matchmaker. Merely to shut his mother up.

      Cash had not done his homework on this woman. Not appropriately. That much became clear the moment Billie walked out of her office to meet them in the waiting room of the company. He’d expected a tall, willowy blonde woman, if he were to be honest. That was the kind of woman his mother surrounded herself with. A certain aesthetic.

      That wasn’t who walked out from her office and headed toward them. Her steps were sure and confident as she moved easily over the pearlescent with gold inlay floors to where they stood.

      “Welcome to Toujours. I’m Billie Sullivan. If you’d like to come with me, we’ll go to a conference room and you can tell me a bit more about what you’re looking for.”

      That was all it had taken. He’d fallen. Free fall. No chute. Like he’d been performing a HALO without the actual parachute at the end. He’d clenched a fist and forced his breathing to regulate.

      Nothing but professional was the image she presented and he wanted nothing more than to mess her up. Unpin that onyx black hair from it’s style and feel it all over his skin. Longed to unbutton her top, one at a time and expose her full breasts to him. See her nipples, taste them.

      Grip her hips. Spread her thighs and taste what’s between them. Fuck her. Fuck her ass. Spread his cum all over her. Push it deep in and make sure she ends up carrying his child. Multiple times.

      His fingertips burned to lower the zipper on her pencil skirt, a skirt that molded perfectly to her curves, tastefully reminding him he wanted to fuck her in it. Bend her over the nearest surface and shove his dick so far into her, he was lost.

      Yeah, fallen was putting it mildly. But he had.

      Hard.

      Fast.

      One way ticket down and no way—or desire—to return.

      “Right,” Kodie chuckled. “We shouldn’t be talking about that at all.” She patted his shoulder as she moved by him, her floral perfume familiar and not at all seductive. It was simply, Kodie.

      “I could fire you,” he complained, moving after her to the conference room where she had all of his things laid out for him to go over before he submitted the final version of his patent. He struggled not to readjust himself and prayed for his erection to subside.

      “Then you’d have to do all this yourself as well as handle your mother.” A beat of a pause. “On your own.”

      She never even slowed as she made her way down the hall. Cash huffed. She made a damn good point. No one wanted to deal with his mother. And that included him.

      He didn’t people well. Had joined the military because he wanted to figure something out and had served six years. Then he got out, with a lovely hip injury after a landing from a jump gone wrong and more than ready to slink back into hiding and inventing. His mother and father had other ideas for him and when his first patent had been sold to the military, his monetary worth had skyrocketed.
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