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      A Forced Proximity/Forbidden Curvy Girl Romance

      Remy

      Leave it to me to find myself on an assignment while on leave. But when my brother calls in a favor, I can’t say no. Even if it means forsaking my tropical vacay to go home to my small Texas town to track down a General’s runaway daughter. Once I bring this kid back to her dad, I’ll be free to get some rest and relaxation. Only Ava Reynolds is no kid, she’s a full-grown woman with a curvy body I’m ready to pledge my allegiance to. If only she weren’t off limits.

      Ava

      Leave it to my controlling father to send an off-duty Navy SEAL to bring me home. Did he have some kind of competition to find the single hottest one too? How am I supposed to resist Remy Guidry when he’s everything I’ve ever wanted in a man? Oh, except for one small detail: he’s military like my dad. Which I swore to always avoid. If only he weren’t so tempting.
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      Remy

      

      I like to pretend that when I’m on leave, I’m a different person.

      On leave, I can sleep late. Eat crap food that’s bad for me. Watch stupid shit on YouTube. Ignore my phone if I want.

      Of course, none of that is strictly true. Even when I’m on leave I’m still a SEAL. That’s just not the kind of thing you turn on and off. At thirty, if I eat too much shit while on leave, I pay for it when I get back. Of course, the biggest of the self-delusions is the bit about ignoring my phone.

      The truth is, I have to be reachable twenty-four hours a day, three-hundred and sixty-five days a year. Especially me, because I’m the intelligence guy on my team. So they call and text and email me all hours of the day and night with random requests.

      But, man, do I like to pretend I don’t have to be always available.

      Which is why, when I’m sitting in my parents’ kitchen a couple of days into my leave and my phone rings, I almost let it go to voicemail before flipping it over and checking who it is.

      Thank God it’s not my commanding officer. Still, the name flashing on the caller ID surprises the hell out of me. I slide to answer.

      “Wade, hey man. Everything okay?”

      My older brother grunts his response on the other line.

      Five years older than me, Wade has always been the quiet, brooding type. It’s only gotten worse since his accident.

      “I need a favor,” he says.

      “Sure. Anything you need,” I say quickly.

      Probably too quickly. I’ve always looked up to Wade. I’ve always wanted to be Wade. That’s probably true of every guy who has a brother five years older and inestimably cooler. When we were kids, our parents used to call me his shadow.

      I don’t think either of us quite knows how to handle my obvious hero-worship now that Wade isn’t a SEAL, but I still am. Just one of the many ways Wade’s accident has rippled through our entire family. I guess we should be thankful we weren’t on the same SEAL team. Especially since several of his buddies didn’t make it back.

      Of course, it’s not about me. And the fact that I make it about me, if only for a minute and only in my own head, is just a reminder that I can be a selfish shitbag sometimes. Which is one of the many reasons I’ll never be able to fill his shoes. Not even now that he’s not a SEAL and that … well, fuck. I’ve made it about me again.

      I clear my throat. “Whatever you need, I can do it.”

      “It’s not really for me.” Wade, who’s never been one for chatter, gets straight to the point. “I got a call last night from General Fieldmore. He asked for a favor.”

      I let out a low whistle. General Fieldmore is the real deal.

      “Yeah. Exactly,” Wade says. “He knew I was on medical leave, but he didn’t know …”

      Wade pauses there, the unfinished part of that sentence hanging heavy between us. Obviously, the general didn’t know the extent of Wade’s injuries or that he was still in rehab. The learning how to walk all over again with a leg made of metal and plastic kind of rehab. The kind of rehab that means Wade won’t be able to do this favor.

      I jump in to fill the silence. “Whatever he needs, I’ll do it.”

      “One of his golfing buddies is an Army colonel from Dallas. The guy has a daughter who lives in Saddle Creek. His youngest daughter ran away from home to visit her older sister. The general knew I was from Saddle Creek and asked me to find the girl and bring her to Houston by this Saturday. There’s some kind of political fundraising gala that her parents have to attend, but they want her with them.”

      Yeah, I’ll do anything for Wade, but … “If some kid ran away from home, isn’t that a matter for the police?”

      “She’s not a kid. She’s twenty-two.”

      I frown and scrub at the back of my neck. “Okay then, if she’s an adult, it’s not really running away.”

      “Yeah.” Wade makes a noise of grumbled annoyance. “Apparently, she’s a real piece of work. She can’t hold down a job and has delusions of being some kind of Instagram influencer. The whole rich girl starter pack.”

      “Okay, so she’s a brat. But none of this sounds like something that justifies a Navy SEAL tracking her down.”

      “Apparently, they’re afraid she’s dabbling in drugs. They just want to get her home safely so they can get her some help. But you can see why this guy needed to call in a bunch of favors to get someone to track down his daughter and bring her home.”

      “To keep things hush-hush, I’m assuming,” I say. “She’s a fucking adult.”

      Wade clears his throat. “I need you to do this for me. I know you’re on leave. I know you’re probably already home. Probably eating some of mom's cornbread right now.”

      I glance down at the residual buttery crumbs I left on the plate to my right and roll my eyes. “It’s my leave, Wade. Can’t this colonel just come down here and get his own damn kid?”

      But even as I ask the question, I know the answer. He’s a colonel and he outranks me. Even if this isn’t an official mission. Even if I’m not a part of the Army and therefore he’s not in my direct chain of command—or anywhere near it, for that matter—I know the answer. I’ll do it because my brother asked me to. That’s all that really matters.

      I exhale slowly. “Don’t worry about it, brother. I’ll take care of it.”

      “I’m texting you her information, now.”

      “How's rehab?” I ask.

      “Rehab is rehab. I don’t mind the physical work, but I could do without the group talk sessions.”

      I chuckle. “I imagine the therapists are enjoying that as much as you are.”

      “Fuck off,” Wade says. But I do hear a hint of a smile in his voice.
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      Ava

       

      I know everyone thinks their older sibling is the coolest person when they’re growing up, but my big sister is the actually the coolest person ever.

      Hear me out.

      Our dad is this super scary Army colonel. Very cold. Super mean. Grown men cower before him, kind of guy. Despite all that, Rory is not, and has never been, afraid of him. He wanted her to stay in Dallas and live her life under his thumb … but she didn’t!

      Instead, she moved to the small town of Saddle Creek, which, okay is not like moving to Paris or New York City or anything. But given how we were raised, three hours away is a pretty big move.

      And she opened her dream business. She bought a little farm outside of town, where she has the coolest collection of small and exotic animals and people from all over Texas hire her to bring them for petting zoos and school visits.

      She has miniature fainting goats and Flemish Giant rabbits and a chinchilla that’s so soft it’s like petting powdered sugar. Her latest addition is an actual kangaroo joey that sleeps in a cloth bag she keeps draped over the bedpost of her bed.

      Now, just to be clear, this is her dream. Not mine.

      Her dream life involves way more animal poop than I’d ever be comfortable with. And I’m less into collecting animals and more into collecting … oh, makeup palates from Sephora. My point is this: she is living her dream life.

      And I am … not.

      But, I came here this week to try to siphon off some of her courage and innate coolness so that I can break free from our controlling parents and actually live my life.

      I arrived earlier today. She knew I was coming and had texted me the location of her hidden house key. She was out at a school an hour away, doing the whole petting zoo thing for an end of the year party. I let myself in and almost immediately climbed into the bed in her guest room to take a nap. It’s not that the drive from Dallas to Saddle Creek is that exhausting, but the drama of the past couple of days has left me feeling drained and empty.

      I wake up several hours later, to find Rory laying in the bed beside me, just like she used to do when we were kids. We’re both curled on our sides, facing one another, like the opening and closing quotation marks on either end of a sentence. I just wish I knew what our sentence was.

      She smiles at me when I open my eyes. “Hey, Goldilocks.”

      I blink, sleepily. “Hey. I swear I didn’t eat any porridge.”

      “Of course not. Porridge is gross.”

      I pluck at a lock of my hair. Holding it in front of my face, I grimace. “And not goldilocks either.”

      “Yeah, about that…”

      “I was going
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