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      An Older Man/Younger Woman Curvy Girl Romance

      

      Nanny…or soulmate?

       

      Maddox  

      I may be a quarterback, not a baseball player, but that didn’t keep life from throwing me a curve ball. I'm contracted to play my final season in the NFL, my career is on a high and I want to go out on top. 

      Complication? Six months ago, I gained custody of my sister’s young kids. They are my priority, but I need help in the form of live-in nanny extraordinaire, Finley. The kids adore her and I'm falling a little in love with her myself. I need a nanny more than I need to get laid, and I don’t have time to play games.

      When the dating app I signed up for matches me with Finley, all bets are off.

      Finley 

      Taking a gap year to work as a living-in nanny between college and grad school was always part of my long-term plan. 

      What’s not on my agenda is fall hard for the adorable kids I'm hired to take care of. Worse than that, I can't help but fall in serious lust with their sexy uncle who secretly hides a heart of gold beneath his gruff and grumpy exterior. 

      I need a distraction and join a new dating app, only to discover it matched me with Maddox. Play time is over. He’s playing for keeps.

      

      Searching for your soulmate? Welcome to Curve Connection, a brand-new dating app developed by curvy women for curvy women and the men who love them. Whether you're into executives, sports stars, blue collar workers, rockstars, or billionaires, we deliver guaranteed happily-ever-afters. Swipe left or right to start searching for your soulmate today.

      Curvy Soulmates is a collection of steamy short romances brought to you by 12 of your favorite instalove authors. Coming November 2021.
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      Maddox

      
      “Are you sure?” I ask for probably the tenth time in the last two days. I am not normally insecure about anything, but the last six months have thrown me for a curve ball.

      Sam, my best friend, punches me in the arm. “Enough,” he growls. “If my Cookie says she’s sure, she’s sure.”

      “It’s okay, babe. He’s nervous about trusting someone with the kids,” Isabel says.

      Isabel is Sam’s wife. In addition to being funny, sassy, and great with kids, she’s a saint for helping me interview potential nannies. Since taking custody of my sister’s kids six months ago, I’ve become aware that my career as a quarterback has not prepared me for several real life situations. Hiring a nanny is at the top of the list.

      Thank God, Isabel offered to step in and help by conducting the first round of interviews. Unfortunately, her offer came after several disastrous first attempts on my end.

      Sam snorts. “No, he’s worried she’s going to grab his junk.”

      Isabel stops walking. “Hold up, did that happen?”

      I blow out a breath. “Can we not talk about that right now? Little ears and all that.”

      “Unka Mad doesn’t want us to hear,” Libby says, her voice speaking of wisdom beyond her four years.

      “That’s right, honey,” Isabel says to my niece. “But y’all are going to love Finley. She’s amazing. Look, there she is.” Isabel nods to the bench sitting at the edge of the playground where we’re meeting the woman who is hopefully going to be my new nanny.

      Since the season officially started, I’ve had four nannies and interviewed a dozen more. One of those live-in nannies actually climbed into bed naked with me. Thankfully I woke up before she actually had a chance to molest me.

      This is what I get for having one of the most recognizable faces in football. And for being in the special (AKA nude) anatomy issue of the most popular sports magazine when I was younger. All my important pieces were hidden in artistically creative poses, but women still comment about that photo spread.

      After a few weeks of dealing with handsy women, gold diggers and more than one cougar, I enlisted Isabel to help with the interviews in the hopes that removing my name from the process would weed out the worst of the worst.  Sam, my best friend and teammate, is nearly as recognizable as I am, but his new wife is not known to the football-nutso-fans. I’m not dissing the fans. Fans are awesome. Normal fans are awesome. But what kind of woman gets a job as a nanny just so she can sleep with a football player? That is next level.

      Isabel promptly fired the nanny service I was using and found a more reputable one. I didn’t even know there were nanny services to choose from, but Isabel is a badass business woman, so she has mad skills.

      After weeding through applications and interviewing three other candidates, she picked Finley Young. And young, she is. Her resume stated she was twenty-two. But she’s already graduated with a degree in early childhood development and is about to start on her Master’s degree.

      I glance at the woman sitting on the bench and she definitely looks too young and far too pretty to know anything about children. Not that either of those attributes disqualify a person’s skill set, but after all the money-hungry man eaters, I’m leery.

      Libby skips next to Isabel, holding her hand and talking. Always talking. I don’t always know what she’s talking about. My experience with animated ponies is limited. But I know she’s whip smart and sweet and a great big sister and I love her as if she were my own. At least I think I do. I don’t actually have my own kids.

      Tucker, the fourteen-month old tugs on my ear. I pull my head away and remind him to be gentle.

      The woman on the bench looks up as we approach, no doubt because Libby is loud and still talking. Well, that, but also because Sam and I are both professional football players and not small guys. Especially Sam, whose nickname is The Viking.

      The woman’s smile is immediate and so genuine that it seems to squeeze at something in my chest. Fuck, she’s pretty.

      “Down,” Tucker says, then starts kicking his legs as if he’ll be able to take off at a running pace when I set him down. Instead his feet hit the gravel path and he stumbles. And then the water works begin.

      The woman—who I’m assuming is Finley Young—immediately falls to her knees and leans over enough to get at his level.

      “Hey little man,” she coos. “I think I might need a high five because I’ve never seen a little boy run so fast.” She holds her hand up waiting for him to smack it.

      His chin is quivering but he looks up at her and at her hand.

      “I mean you were like a super hero you moved so quickly.” She narrows her eyes suspiciously. “Tell me the truth, are you Superman?”

      He gives her a toothy grin, but shakes his head. Then he claps his tiny palm against hers.

      “My name is Finley, and it’s very nice to meet you,” she says. Then she stands, picking up a tote bag from the bench and looping it over her shoulder.

      She’s so damn short, she barely comes to my chest. Her dark brown hair falls in a sheet down her back stopping where I’d guess her bra-line is. Not that I’m thinking about her bra because I’m not. Nor her fantastic tits or the fact that her curves are so ripe that they fucking demand my attention.

      I am not looking for a woman.

      I do not have time for a woman.

      Sex. I would have time for sex. But I can’t have sex with my live-in nanny. Surely, that’s a rule.

      If it’s not a rule, it should be. Because if Finley really is the perfect match for my kids that Isabel says she is, then I can’t fuck this up. I need her. Libby and Tucker’s paternal grandparents have expressed interest in taking them instead of me, which means I’ve got a case worker from CPS breathing down my neck, questioning whether or not a single dad with a reputation as a player has what it takes to care for kids.

      Basically, I need a nanny more than I need to get laid. I definitely should not be thinking the words nanny and sex in the same sentence. Especially when the nanny looks like this.

      Maybe I should have taken that one chick up on her offer last weekend at the game in New York. I don’t normally go for ball bunnies, but it’s been a damn long time since I’ve gotten laid. The only logical explanation for why I’m looking at this woman with lust surging through my body.

      She introduces herself to Libby, before finally raising her eyes to meet my gaze. And holy fuck.

      Her eyes are so big and expressive and such a rich shade of brown. Like that light shade of
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