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      An Age-Gap/Husky hero/Curvy girl romance

      

      Roni

      He’s older than me. He’s my boss. And I’m secretly in love with him.

      Nash Lloyd is as delicious as the candy confections he creates in his sweet shop. He’s friendly to everyone that steps into the store, but keeps me at a distance. I can’t help but stare at his big, burly body all day long.

      So when the opportunity comes for him to play my fake boyfriend, I jump at the chance. I’ll take pretend kisses from him. For now. If I’m a very good girl, maybe I’ll get what I really want for Christmas: real kisses and so much more…
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        * * *

      

      If you love laugh-out-loud, steamy instalove reads featuring burly older men and curvy sassy girls, then Candy Coated Curves by USA Today Bestselling Author, Kat Baxter, is for you!
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      Nash

       

      I’ve never given much thought to the belief in past lives. Pretty sure if you’d asked me, I’d have told you it was a bunch of bullshit.

      Still, everything about Veronica Cuevas makes me second guess that belief. 

      Now I’m wondering if maybe I wasn’t a giant asshole in a past life and sweet, gorgeous, curvy as fuck Roni is my punishment. 

      Why? You might be asking. Well, I’ll tell you. I can make you a list actually.

      Number one, I’m old enough to be her father. I mean I would have been a teen dad, but still. Too damn old to be looking at her and thinking the filthy things I think.

      Number two, aside from our ages, she’s still out of my league. Yeah, I guess by many standards she’s considered plus size, but she’s voluptuous and luscious. Meanwhile, I’m just a huge fucking beast. Big all over, massive shoulders, massive thighs, belly. I’m just a big motherfucker.

      Finally, she works for me at my candy shop. So technically I’m her boss. 

      So yeah, she’s one hundred percent off limits.

      I've practically lived like a goddamn monk since I met her, eighteen months ago. Haven't touched my dick since. I don't know… something about not wanting to come unless I'm inside her.

      Even that feels wrong for all the aforementioned reasons. Plus, I don't know—I don't think she looks at me that way. Sometimes it seems like she does, but then I watch her with the customers and I think maybe she's just a flirt.

      Even if she doesn’t want me, I can’t stop thinking about her. Even now, while I'm out on a Friday night with my friend, Ian, sitting here, throwing back a few beers, talking shit about people. I'm still watching her. Because, of course, she's here with some friends.

      They’re currently out on the dance floor, doing some silly line dance. It’s hard not to watch every bounce and wiggle of Roni’s lush curves as she moves. She’s giggling her head off and looking like a goddamn miracle. The fact that she’s wearing a reindeer antler headband with jingle bells and tinsel does not escape my attention. It shouldn’t be sexy, but she would be sexy wearing a roll of aluminum foil.

      “When are you going to finally make a move on that?” Ian asks.

      “Move on what?” I ask.

      He glares at me. “Come on. I'm too old for this shit. Just answer my fucking question.”

      I shake my head and take a swig of my beer. It’s lukewarm at this point, but I still swallow it down. Lukewarm and bitter is just about right for this evening. Because, yeah, I know exactly what he’s talking about. “I’m not making a move on her. Just keeping an eye on her. She works for me.” I shrug. “I'm protective.”

      Ian tips his head back and guffaws. “Oh, protective. Is that what the kids are calling it now?”

      “Fuck off.”

      “Suit yourself.”

      A college boy joins them on the dance floor. I know it’s a college kid home for the holidays because they all look the same; khaki pants and striped, collared shirts. I don't recognize him off the top of my head, but I probably know his parents.

      Despite the fact that my girl is dancing in a group of other women, of course he zeroes in on her. He’s trying to talk to her, but she points at the speakers and then her ears. Doesn’t make him move away though. Nope, he just keeps sorta dancing next to her, though of course the fucker doesn’t really know any of the right steps. He’s just mostly staring at her curves, namely at her fucking tits.

      I shift in my seat.

      “What did you think of her new ink?” Ian asks.

      I shoot a glare at him. Ian co-owns the local tattoo parlor, the Needle Bards, with his younger brother, Zane. So, he could be telling the truth, but I can’t quite tell.

      His brows raise so high they nearly disappear into his hairline. “She didn’t show you?”

      I narrow my gaze at him.

      He grins. “A real pretty tat of a pomegranate on her shoulder.”

      “You better be lying to me right now,” I say, my words come out through my teeth, my hands tight fists on the top of the table.

      Ian holds his hands up in surrender. “Listen, I’ve inked her a couple of times. It’s my job, Nash, so settle the fuck down.”

      “You've touched her.”

      “Kinda hard not to when you’re doing a tat,” he says with a shrug. But he’s got this smirk on his face that says he’s internally laughing his ass off. “So yeah, I've touched her plenty.”

      I want to get out of the chair and beat the shit out of him. Intellectually, I know that being an ink slinger is Ian’s job, along with his younger brother, Zane. They're good at their work. Professional, even. I know my buddy is just trying to piss me off.

      It’s totally working.

      Still. I don't like the idea of him or anyone else putting their hands on my girl. Even though she's not actually mine.

      “Where?” I ask. Because evidently I’m a glutton for punishment.

      “Ribcage, hip, shoulder—” He takes a breath like he’s going to keep going on, but I shake my head.

      “Enough. I can’t listen to any more of that.”

      “You’re getting on my fucking nerves,” Ian says tossing his hands up. “What are you even waiting on?”

      “I’m too goddamn old for her.”

      “Oh, bullshit.”

      “There are men our age all over this town that marry girls that young. Look at the oldest Crawford brother. He just saddled himself with a chick younger than Roni.” He nods to the dance floor. “In fact, pretty sure that's who your girl is out there dancing with.”

      I look out there and Ian's not wrong. That is Amber Crawford. She did marry the oldest Crawford brother and she is young. A couple years younger than Roni’s twenty-three.

      There's something about Amber that doesn't seem that young. She's just one of those old souls. Roni's not like that. Roni is young and vibrant. Playful. Sassy. So fucking sexy.

      My balls ache all the fucking time. It's a wonder they haven't actually broken off my body. I should probably call the doctor because I bet I'm a medical miracle at this point.

      “I can practically hear the wheels in your head turning from over here.” He drains his beer. “All I'm saying is you clearly want her. It's obvious she wants you. So, this bullshit dance that you’re too old for her that you’re playing at makes no sense.”

      “What do you mean? It's obvious she wants me?” I ask, and I know I sound like an eager son of bitch, but I can’t help it.

      “Oh, please. I've seen the way she looks at you, brother. She wants you.”

      I shake my head. “You’re imagining that. I’m a fat, ugly motherfucker.”

      “Well, whatever. I don't know. I just know what I’ve seen when that girl looks at you. Plus, when she's been into my shop, she talks about you.”

      I wave off my friend. “She just talks about me because she knows you and I are friends.”

      “I don't think that's it.”

      “But you know even if she has developed some misguided crush on me—which I still maintain that she hasn’t—I'm too old and ugly for her. She's too perfect.”

      “Nobody's perfect,” Ian says, his jaw clenches as he says it and I know exactly who he’s thinking about. We don’t say her name anymore. Brings up too much pain.

      The song ends and Roni and Amber and whoever else they're with make their way over to the bar to get more drinks. Stupid frat boy follows.

      “Uh-oh, looks like somebody's making a move,” Ian says. “Maybe you waited too long, old man.”

      I watch as that college boy puts his fucking hands on her.

      I’m pretty sure I nearly stop breathing as I force myself to sit and do nothing. He’s closer to her age. Despite the fact that he looks like an utter tool, it’s her choice if he gets to touch her.

      She laughs and skirts away from him shaking her head in a no and obviously forcing a laugh.

      He steps closer again and once more puts a hand on her wrist.

      Oh, fuck no.
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