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Chapter 1

BEAU

Beau Evans tried to get comfortable in the ridiculously small chair. He grumbled beneath his breath, unable to stretch out his long legs because of the row of chairs in front of him. He finally gave up and vacated the chair, choosing to lean against the wall instead. The show would be over soon, anyway. He’d purposely arrived late. The last place he ever thought he’d end up was at a fashion show where plus-sized beauties strutted their stuff before an audience. What made it more interesting, they were showcasing sexy under garments.

He released a heavy sigh, crossed his arms, and vaguely listened to the announcer at the podium. He glanced about the room, looking for something, or rather, someone. Only he wasn’t sure who. 

Was the killer in the room with them now? Scoping out his next victim? 

This was a target rich environment, considering he or she was singling out voluptuous models. His uninterested gaze eventually came back to the runway. At the same time, the curtain parted, and a model emerged, to the delight of the crowd, if their enthusiastic clapping was any indication. Beau narrowed his gaze to take a closer look at the model causing so much fuss. It only took him a second to recognize that she was the very woman he was there about. Her agent had hired him earlier that morning, to protect her. 

She was a plus-sized model?

Beau’s interest peaked. There was no doubt Marissa Lambert had a full figure. Only it wasn’t what he would ever consider fat, overweight or anything else he could think of at the moment. His idea of plus size was his aunt Grace. Everything about her was round, soft, and slightly hanging in places it shouldn’t be. 

There was nothing lumpy, bumpy or close to resembling cottage cheese about Miss Lambert. He figured she was about the same size as his sister, a size fourteen-maybe sixteen tops. Hadn’t Marilyn Monroe been a size fourteen? And there’d been nothing wrong with her. Beau’s gaze remained riveted on the lovely model as she strutted with haughty assurance and amazing grace down the narrow runway.

She was wearing something a woman might slip into for a nightcap after a date, something more comfortable and inspiring. The black silk chiffon shirt with long sleeves was obviously meant not to conceal, but to highlight the alabaster curves beneath. The elegant garment fell to her smooth thighs and was unbuttoned so that it flowed out behind her as she moved. Beneath it, a strapless jacquard corset of black and red shaped her full breasts, curvy hips, and outlined the curvature of her waist. 

Damn! The lady had the kind of voluptuous curves he liked. And it didn’t take long before he felt a definite stirring below the belt. This was one woman he wouldn’t have to be afraid of crushing in bed. The thought caused a little quirk on his lips. She was turning him on. He shook his head to clear it of the sensual fog threatening to overrun his senses. 

When she reached the end of the runway, she paused. The room was suddenly alight by the flash of cameras as they went off in rapid succession. The model, aiming to please her audience, turned one way, paused for a few seconds, and then pivoted Beau’s way. Her gaze moved with slow disinterest over the crowd, stopping when it came to him. He straightened.

Their gazes locked. Was it his imagination or did the look in her eyes suddenly turn soft and lazy, and her mouth lusciously pouty? Then she gave a tilt of her head while keeping her gaze on him. Slowly, seductively, the sultry plus-sized beauty reached for the clip in her hair. She gave a shake of her head when she released it, and Beau watched an abundance of thick sable hair fall to her shoulders, and below. Once it settled into a soft cloud around her face, he met her eyes again. Her full lips had turned up into a sexy smile, while the come-and-get-me-gleam in her eyes teased his libido into full awareness. 

Son of a bitch! She was seducing him right there on the runway. He had a feeling the lady knew exactly how her little show was affecting him. Was this how she got her kicks? Before she turned and walked away she pursed her lips at him, following it up with a wink that promised a hell of a lot more then he bet she meant. The audience ate it up and more flashbulbs went off. 

Beau’s gaze followed her sexy gait as she strode away from him. His gaze zeroed in on the rounded fullness of her spankable backside and the backs of her creamy thighs. Marissa Lambert, in one word, was hot! Just before she disappeared through the part in the curtain, she cast a glance back in his direction and had the nerve to run the tip of her tongue over her top lip.

Beau sucked in his breath. The woman was dangerous. She didn’t know him from Adam. Didn’t it occur to her that she could be baiting the killer? He reached down without trying to be obvious and re-arranged his dick, which had swelled into full fucking-mode. With the show over, he left the room. He had a job to do. 

First on his list was sweet retribution.

****
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MARISSA

“I don’t want a bodyguard, Kirk! I’m not...” Marissa caught herself before saying something she couldn’t take back. She tried to calm down when she realized she was yelling. “You’re blowing this thing way out of proportion.”

“Am I?” he asked with the never-ending calm and self-confidence that she was beginning to find annoying.

Nevertheless, he was her agent, and good at what he did. Because of that, she could put up with his irritating traits. 

“You think it’s just a coincidence that two-plus size models are dead?”

“Well─”

He didn’t let her finish. “You think it’s just a coincidence that they both fell to their deaths?”

“Well─”

“And that they─”

“Will you let me get a word in?” Marissa snapped, frustrated. She was exhausted, hungry and she wanted a shower. “There have been bigger coincidences, Kirk. The police haven’t even linked the two, ah, deaths.” She knew if she said killings he would pounce on it. To him that would be as good as saying that she agreed with him. “I watch the news too, you know. And I don’t need some bodyguard around screwing up the first weekend I’ve had off in two months.” 

“Beau Evans isn’t just any bodyguard, Marissa. He owns─”

“Beau? Great! He even has a good old Texas boy’s name. And is he a cowboy, too? I can just see him now. Some big, lumbering galoot in dusty boots, cowboy hat, and a cheek full of tobacco. I’ll bet his tone is brimming over with a soft twang, too. Yes ma’am. No ma’am.” She took a breath.

“Not everyone in Texas is a cowboy.” 

Is that all he could say? Marissa could hear the exasperation in Kirk’s tone. It made her smile. “If you think I need a bodyguard, why don’t you come down and do the job? What am I paying you for, anyway?” That would get his goat. She could just see his eyebrows lifting with her suggestion.

“You don’t pay me to protect you; you pay me to book your events. And you know I’m afraid of my own shadow.” There was humor in his tone.

In spite of the situation, Marissa chuckled. There wasn’t a violent bone or thought in Kirk’s little round body. He reminded her of one of the little munchkins from The Wizard of Oz. “Well, I would think you’d want to protect your interest.”

There was a heavy sigh on the other end of the line. “I am. Why do you think I hired Beau Evans? He isn’t cheap, believe me.”

“Well, if you hired him with my money, you can fire him. I don’t need or want a bodyguard. I’ve got a nice quiet weekend planned. Even if there is a serial killer out there who’s targeting chunky models, how hurt do you think I’ll get if I fall from one story?”

“That’s not funny, Marissa.” 

“I’m sorry.” Kirk was right, it wasn’t funny. There was nothing humorous about the unexplained deaths of two up and coming models in one month.

Marissa wasn’t usually so argumentative or insensitive, but she’d been up for twenty hours straight, and she was running on empty. She’d just finished a grueling photo shoot, her last walk down the runway. And she’d been in the process of undressing when the phone rang.

“Look, I’m a big girl,” Marissa heard him snicker on the other end. “Don’t get cute. You know what I mean. You call Mr. Evans and fire him or I will. I can take care of myself.”

“Is that so?” 

Before Marissa could take another breath, she was grabbed from behind. A large hand covered her mouth. Her eyes rounded and she dropped the phone to claw it away. Then a solid arm slid around her waist and hauled her back against a hard body. 

“Think again, darlin.” A warm breath in the sexiest Texas drawl she’d ever heard said into her ear.

Once her initial surprise had subsided, Marissa began to struggle. An elbow in his ribs didn’t faze him. She dug in her heels and pushed her body back into his, but she might as well have been up against a wall. At five foot eight and a hundred- and fifty-four-pounds Marissa was no lightweight, but this man made her feel helpless and dainty.

Whoever he was, he was as big and strong as an ox. He easily forced her in the direction of the window, controlling her with the movements of his body. For a moment they were doing a bump and grind as he forced her across the room. Then Kirk’s words about how the two models fell to their deaths came back to her. 

He was going to throw her out the
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