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      An Age-Gap/Forced Proximity Curvy Girl Romance

      Quinn

      The minute I see Amber fending off handsy customers at the small-town diner, I know she needs protection. So I do the only logical thing, I bring her home to be my live-in housekeeper and cook. She’s too young and innocent for me, but every day is a battle not to claim her. I know this much, if I can’t keep my hands to myself, I either have to marry her or send her far away.

      Amber

      I’m used to being on my own. I’ve been alone in the world since I was fourteen. I like my independence, and I don’t need anyone tell me what to do. I don’t care how hot they look in a pair of cowboy boots. Except when it comes to Quinn Crawford. There is something in that bossy tone of his that makes my body—and my heart—crave him.
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      Quinn

       

      I can’t take my eyes off of her.

      My buddy Blake and I met for drinks and food at a joint outside of Saddle Creek. I wanted to be able to discuss my family’s current situation without tidbits of the conversation showing up on the local gossip board, the Saddle Peek.

      My siblings and I just found out that our grandfather—who could die at any moment—stipulated in his will that if we aren’t married at the time of his death, we’ll lose our family ranch.

      The ranch I’ve devoted my entire life to. Where I live and work and someday aim to raise kids with the woman I love.

      Of course, all my plans and goals in life got thrown out the window when I heard about my grandfather’s will. Since I’m still trying to wrap my brain around the news, the last thing I need is some sweet thing distracting me. And yet, here I am, sitting across from my best friend Blake, at some rundown hole in the wall called Earl’s Eats about forty miles outside of town, trying to concentrate on him explaining some legal crap to me. And all I can do is stare at her. The waitress to be exact. The gorgeous waitress across the room.

      She’s a tiny little thing. Obviously young too. But the nonstop curves on her compact body make it known that she is very much an adult.

      “Then I could get nekkid and dance around like a chicken. You think that would work?” Blake asks.

      I turn to face him. “What the fuck are you even talking about?”

      He tosses his arms up. “Exactly. You asked me to meet you here so we could talk without eavesdroppers and yet you’re not listening to me at all. Because all you can do is watch that sweet piece of ass move around the room.”

      “Don’t call her that,” I snap. But my voice comes out more like a growl.

      Blake’s brows nearly crawl into his hairline. I instantly regret opening my damn mouth. In all our years of friendship, I have never once reacted like that over a woman.

      Before I can shrug off my reaction—or better yet, apologize—she’s standing at our table.

      “What can I get you boys?” she asks. Her short frame means her tits are pretty much at my eye level while she’s standing next to us. Short, but stacked with curves in all the right places. A little plump and soft in the best possible way. Her golden hair falls down her back in soft waves. And that heart-shaped face of hers—well I’m pretty sure hundreds of years ago men would have written poems about her beauty. Me? I just sit here and stare like I’m an idiot.

      She might as well have wings and a halo, her voice is so sweet and pure.

      I just stare at her.

      I know she's asked a question, but I've evidently lost my mind and can't remember how to talk.

      Blake, smirking like a smug son of a bitch, says, “We’ll take a couple of Shiners.” He winks. “And we’ll need a minute to figure out what to order.”

      Before she walks away though, she looks at me with her pretty waitress smile. But as soon as our eyes meet, that smile falters. Her throat bobs as she swallows hard.

      I know she feels whatever I’ve been feeling since I first laid eyes on her. A zing of recognition that hits me straight in the gut.

      But fast on the heels of that is another realization. Now that she’s standing this close to me, I know for sure. She’s way too damn young for me.

      “I’ll be right back with your beers,” she says, her gaze lingering on mine for just a moment before she walks away, her steps slower at first, like she’s struggling to break free of the gravitational pull of that moment when our eyes met.

      “Dude, that was like watching, I don’t know, grandma porn.”

      “What the fuck does that mean?” I ask.

      “You know, it's like all intense and hot and shit. But nobody's naked.”

      I’m already shaking my head before he even finishes his dumbass sentence. “Okay, that's not a thing and I don't want to ever hear those words come out of your mouth again. Besides, that's not what is happening. She's just … she's very pretty, but she's also very young,” I say as much to remind myself as to declare it to Blake.

      Blake is still grinning. “She's not too young if she can work in a bar.”

      “People work around that shit all the time. You know that.”

      “True. But I’m not gonna get up and go ask to see all their licenses to make sure everything is in order. But I can tell she’s an adult, even if that means she’s a young one.”

      “If she’s not old enough to rent a car, then she’s too young for me,” I say.

      “That is the most asinine thing you’ve ever said.”

      I’m about to argue when she returns with our beers. “Do you know what else you boys want?”

       Yeah, I want to take you home and fuck you six ways to Sunday. That's what I want, angel baby. I want you naked and spread all over my house.

      But I don't say that. I just stare at her again, because I evidently don’t know how to talk anymore.

      Blake chuckles. “We’ll just take two fully loaded cheeseburgers.”

      She gives me a look, like she’s waiting for me to say something. When I don’t, she spins around and leaves the table again.

      “Dude, you can't even talk. I mean, I've never seen you like this. All through high school, you were all top man on campus. You could talk to any chick.”

      “That's not just any chick.” I jab my finger into the tabletop.

      “Well, then talk to her; bring her home.”

      Yeah, there are a thousand reasons why that’s a shitty idea. Starting with she’s too young for me and ending with this bullshit with my grandfather’s will. I need to get serious about finding a wife or my future will be screwed. I do not have time for this.

      But that doesn’t keep me from watching as she approaches another table. It’s a round table of guys about our age, maybe a little older. And they’re handsy. She's smiling it off, smacking their hands away, dancing around the table so that she can get away from the one that clearly has some sort of problem with hearing the word no.

      I’m seconds from getting to my feet, but then she leaves the table and is off to the kitchen.

      “That shit is not okay,” I say.

      “No, it's not,” Blake agrees.

      “That happens again, and I'm putting a stop to it.”

      It does happen again. And I don’t put a stop to it. Not because I don’t want to. But because she’s deft at putting a stop to it on her own, and she’s quick about it, rendering me useless. Which frankly pisses me off. If this shit happens every night that she works—it turns my stomach to even think of her having to fend off this many advances every damn night.

       So when she approaches our table to bring our burgers, I’ve had enough.

      I look up and catch her eye. “What's your name, angel?”

      “Amber.” She puts her hand on her hip, not moving even an inch away from me. “What's yours, cowboy?”

      “Quincy, but everyone calls me Quinn.”

      Just then, Blake’s phone rings. He grabs it off the table and is answering it before he even walks away.

      “What can I do for you, Quinn?” she asks, propping her hip against the edge of the table like she’s settling in to chat.

      “I just thought I’d warn you that I'm about to cause some trouble on your behalf.”

      Her brows raise and she gives me a grin. “Are you, now?”

      “Because I don't like men putting their hands on you. And clearly they don't know how to hear the word no.”

      An expression flickers across her face that I can’t quite read. Like she’s surprised and a little amused. She pats my shoulder. “That’s very sweet of you to try to come to my rescue, but I promise, I can take care of myself.”

      “You put up with this kind of thing every night?”

      She shrugs, which is as a good as admitting that yes, she does. “Just part of the job.”

      “Sounds like you need a better job.”

      She laughs, a sound that’s unexpectedly husky given how sweet her speaking voice is. “I’d take one if I could get it. But good jobs around here are hard to find.”

      Just then, Blake returns to the table. Right in time for him to hear the end of our conversation.

      “You should give her a job, Quinn,” he says, sliding into the booth.

      “What?” I snap.

      Amber raises her eyebrows in surprise, looking from me to Blake and back again.

      “You should give her a job,” he repeats slowly. He takes a long draw on his beer, not bothering to hide his smug grin. “You’ve been saying for months now that you need to hire a housekeeper.”

      “No, I haven’t.”

      “Yeah. You have.” He looks at Amber and starts chatting with her like he’s conducting a damn job interview. “Quinn and his siblings own and run The Little C Ranch down near Saddle Peak. Quinn, Harrison, and Roe all live on the ranch and they need a cook and housekeeper.”

      “No, we don’t. Roe got married and moved in with his wife.”

      But the rest is true. And our youngest brother is coming home from college soon. Also, I have been saying it for months. But now? Faced with the prospect of Amber filling that position. Je-sus. This is the last damn thing I need.

      Blake ignores me. “What do you think, Amber? That sound like something you could do?”

      She gives him a long look, before turning those clear blue
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