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      “That one!” my favorite little customer presses his face against the glass cabinet and taps his finger excitedly, pointing to the triple chocolate cookie with colorful M&Ms dotted throughout its fudgey soft and chewy center.

      “The rainbow triple-choc. Good choice,” I say as I bag up the oversized cookie and hand it over. Jayden bounces on his toes, licking his lips dramatically as he looks inside.

      “Yummy, yummy, yummy.”

      His mom, Molly, hands me a ten-dollar bill while we laugh at her son’s reaction to his weekly treat. “That boy loves his cookies,” she says as I hand over her change.

      “I hope he never changes. Cookies are one of the best things in life.”

      “I’ll say.” She smiles. “I’m partial to the raw dough, if I’m honest. But I know it’s not the safest thing to eat.”

      “Since we’re being honest, I’ll admit I love the cookie dough too. My gran always let me have a spoonful when we were baking together.” I run a hand over my curvy hips, developed during twenty-four years of cookie testing. “Tasting the dough is tradition.” I look at the photo of Gran and me that hangs on the wall and let out a wistful sigh.

      “You must miss your gran a lot, huh?”

      “I do. Every day.” Gran raised me from the age of eight until she passed away last year after a long battle with the big C.  She was more of a mother to me than my mom was.  Which wasn’t hard since my mom wasn’t around much at all. My mother’s number one goal in life was to find herself a sugar daddy to keep her in the kind of style she couldn’t afford with a regular job and a kid dragging her down. So she hitched her star to the brightest wagon she could find and left town, jumping from well-off man to well-off man as often as I get my car serviced—which is a lot because I’m a safety girl. She keeps me updated via an occasional message on Facebook but mostly, I learn about her antics via the public feed like everyone else. Some days I wonder if my mother invented the selfie since she’s so good at them.

      “Well, you’re doing your gran proud with the way you’ve kept this shop going. I hazard to guess she’d be blown away by what you’ve achieved.” She nods toward the plaque on the wall that proclaims me the ‘World’s Greatest Cookie Creator.’

      “Oh, that’s just for fun,” I say, waving it away. “A customer sent a sample of my cookies away to a magazine and I won the taste test. I’m sure I’m not the World’s Greatest.” Although, I have to say the award has been great for business. The magazine came out and did a whole story on me and now people come from all over to get a box of my baked treats. I even had to hire someone to help me run things.

      “Well, I saw Nina in the grocery store and she said some bigwigs have been offering you buckets of money for your recipes but you won’t give them up.” That’s true. Since winning the taste test, I’ve had at least five offers. I’ve knocked them all back—not that Nina should be telling people that. She’s my best friend and the help I hired to run things, but she does enjoy to gossip. In our small lakeside town, she’s the local herald.

      “That’s because the recipes aren’t mine to sell. They belong to my family to be passed down. One day, I’ll teach my son or daughter how to bake just like Gran taught me.” I press my lips into a small smile, feeling warm and wistful. “I can’t do that if I sell our secrets to some big manufacturer to mass produce.”

      “I get it.” Slipping her change back into her purse, she smiles as she watches her son lick the chocolate from his fingers. “Family and tradition is important.”

      “It is.” If only I had the prospect of a family in my future. At twenty-four, I’m yet to hold down a single steady relationship. Sure, I’ve been on dates but they’ve never made it to the special third date I hear so much about. I’ll be the old maid of Falton Falls if the man of my dreams doesn’t wander in here soon. Gran used to change the lyrics of ‘Milkshake’ to ‘My cookies will bring the right man to my yard…’ She’d sing it and I’d laugh until I didn’t feel so lonely anymore.

      But I feel lonely now.

      “See you at the New Year's Eve festival?” Molly interrupts my walk down memory lane.

      “What? Oh, yes! I’ll be there with cookies galore.”

      “We can’t wait to see what you come up with this year.”

      “Bye Annie!” Jayden waves as Molly ushers him out the front door. They almost collide with a harried Nina who’s running late for her shift.

      “Sorry, guys!” She says, out of breath as she holds the door for them then bustles her way through. “Sorry, Annie. I lost track of time.” Nina always loses track of time.

      “Don’t sweat it. Just make it up to me by putting the rest cookies on the cooling racks?”

      “Done.” She grins then rushes around the counter and into the kitchen while I grab a cloth and my bottle of glass cleaner. Jayden is a cute kid and all, but he always leaves the cabinet covered in chocolatey fingerprints when he goes home.
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      “Where are you now?” The voice fills the interior of my rental via the Bluetooth in the sound system.

      “No ‘hello’? ‘how was your flight?’ Nothing to show you care? Dad, I’m hurt,” I tease.

      “I’m your father. Not your mommy,” he barks. “And you didn’t answer my question.”

      I release a chuckle, loving the tinge of annoyance in his tone as I follow the gps by taking the next right. Riling up my father is one of my favorite pastimes. “Two miles out,” I say, hoping this bakery he’s sending me to also sells sandwiches. I’m so hungry I could take a bite out of a tree right now.

      “I expect daily updates. Don’t let me down, son.”

      “Have I ever?”

      Instead of acknowledging my awesomeness, he grunts and disconnects like the old curmudgeon he is. Luckily, I have a pretty epic sense of self-worth or my father’s inability to offer praise would harm my over-inflated ego. But where he was harsh, my mother was exceedingly gentle and therefore balanced him out. I know the old codger cares about me. He’s just British and has a terrible time showing it.

      Ahead, a small building nestled among the trees at the mouth of what I gather is the main road of this lakeside town, features hand-painted signage that tells me I’ve reached my destination. There’s nothing imaginative about the name. It’s simply ‘Falton Falls Bakehouse’ but I’m told it’s home to the world’s greatest cookie creator—Annie Braithwaite.

      And that’s all I know. My job is to travel down here, flash my pearly whites and convince Ms. Braithwaite to part with her magic recipes. It should be easy, but from what I hear, her refusal to sell has created somewhat of a bidding war between those seeking to capitalize on her goods. My father thinks a personal touch might tip her over the edge. And that’s where I come in. I’m the personal touch.

      When I get out of the car, I have a predetermined image of Ms. Braithwaite in my mind. An old maid, grey hair pulled up in a severe bun, ruddy cheeks and a dumpy body. So, when I walk in and find a young curvy goddess cleaning the glass cabinet, I feel confident she’s the shop girl and stand in the doorway a moment taking in the view.

      She’s bent over which makes it impossible to stop my dick from going hard while my imagination goes wild. Even in her current position, I can tell she’s taller than most women, which is perfect because I’m taller than most men and I estimate she’s just the right height for me to grab those luscious hips and drive myself inside her while she’s bent over. Fuck. Was that a groan I just let out? I’ve only met this girl’s ass, and I’m pretty sure I’m already in love.

      Flicking her long golden brown hair over her shoulder, she straightens up and turns my way. Two stunning amber eyes lock with mine and there’s no doubt about it now, she’s mine. I found her.

      “Hi there.” Her voice is filled with promise, a secret song that only my ears can hear. When I don’t respond, she lifts a hand and tucks her silken mane behind her left ear. She smiles, the curve of her soft pink lips is a sensual foreplay that has me thinking all kinds of dirty things. This is crazy. But it’s like a switch just flipped in my brain, making my entire body scream a single command—possess her.

      “Can I get you something?” She takes her rag and moves to the other side of the counter, my eyes drinking in the gentle sway of her hips and the swish of her skirt as she walks. Does she have any idea how sexy she is? I’m dying here.

      “I’d kill for a sandwich.”

      She laughs. I want to catch the sound in my mouth and slide my tongue past her lips.

      “We don’t do sandwiches here. The best I can do is make you a cookie sandwich.” She gestures to the display beneath her, filled to the brim with all different kinds of cookies.

      “I’d like to eat your cookie.” Did that just come out of my mouth?

      Judging by the way her eyes just got wide, I’m thinking it did.

      “I mean, sure, I’ll take a cookie sandwich. You got coffee too? I can’t eat sweet without it.” I reach into my back pocket and produce my wallet, trying desperately not to stare too longingly at those giant tits of hers that are begging to be set free. Each button on her flowery dress strains against their weight.

      "I'm the same.” She smiles, her eyes taking a moment to move over my chest. I put a lot of hours in at the gym and appreciate the noticeable guIp she does before she turns away and reaches up for a coffee mug. I like what I see too, babycakes.

      "Why don't you join me?" I suggest when she sets the mug on the counter in front of me.

      She blushes. I love that she blushes. It tells me she’s innocent. "Why don’t you tell me what kind of cookie sandwich you’re after?” A smile kicks up the side of her mouth and her eyes shine. She's loving this exchange as much as I am.

      "Why don't you choose for me? I want to try your favorite.”

      "My favorite?" She places a hand against her chest then glances over her shoulder as the clanging of pans rings out from the kitchen. “Um…”

      "Worried about your boss?”

      She laughs at that, and I decide I want to hear that sound every day for the rest of my life. “You don’t think I look like I could be the boss?”

      “You’re just about the prettiest little thing I’ve ever seen, so no,” I say, dragging my teeth over my bottom lip as I drink in her curves again.

      “Little,” she repeats with an amused shake of her head. “Now I know you’re full of shit.”

      I laugh at her sass. I like it. “There’s no shit here, babycakes. I’m just looking at the woman who will have my children, and I’m not one to pull punches. So how about you go out back and tell that boss of yours you’re running away to get married.”

      A big belly laugh escapes her chest in a burst. "I think I should give you this coffee to go.”

      I wrap my big hand around hers as she reaches for the mug. “And I think you should run away with me.” I'm having visions of us in a cabin by the lake, fire roaring, a bear-skin rug...

      “I don’t even know you.”

      “We’ve got our whole life to figure that part out.”

      She narrows her eyes. “You can’t be serious.”

      “I’m a man who knows what he wants on sight. The moment I walked in here, I knew you belonged with me.”

      Her amber eyes shift between my baby-blues. They’re laced with confusion and hope and curiosity…temptation too. “This is the craziest thing that’s ever happened to me.”

      “Me too,” I admit, running my thumb over her soft knuckles. “But every adventure starts somewhere, right?”

      She grins. “I suppose. But I can’t run away with you.”

      “Do you have a boyfriend?” The idea of some other guy with his mitts on her makes me crazy.

      “No. But I do have this place to run. Without me, there aren’t anymore cookies. The recipes are all living in my head.”

      My heart stops beating. She isn’t a worker. She’s—

      “Annie!” Her name is yelled from somewhere in the kitchen, hitting me in the chest like a heavy weight.

      “See?” She pulls her hand from mine as she takes a step back. “This place would fall apart without me.”

      “That’s too bad,” I say, trying to keep my tone light as the shock settles in.

      She giggles as she grabs a paper bag and shoves an oat and raisin cookie inside. “I didn’t believe your proposal for a second, but I found it very entertaining. Here”—she thrusts the bag in my direction—“have a cookie on the house. I hope you find that sandwich you're looking for.” With a final smile, she excuses herself and heads out back. I can hear her musical voice as she discusses the ‘pop factor’ of the ‘fireworks cookies’ with another woman.

      It takes me a moment to come to my senses and get the hell out of there. I came here expecting Annie Braithwaite to be an old lady I could sweet talk into signing a contract. Now I find out she’s a beautiful young woman who makes my heart beat like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. How am I supposed to get those recipes now? If I pursue her for personal reasons, she’ll think I’m only doing it for business gain, and if I tell her straight up that I’m a Hollis, she’ll realize I’m from the global food company and clam up. Either way, I’m screwed.
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      “Maybe less butter in the next batch,” Nina says as I nibble on a small piece of busted up cookie. Half of them exploded in the oven from the moisture reacting with the popping candy.

      “Maybe.” The candy’s pop isn’t as big as I’d like it either. It’s more of a fizz since the big bangs happened in the heating process.

      “It’s a cool idea. But I don’t know how we’re going to stop this from happening.” Nina twists her plum-colored lips as she picks at the broken pieces. “We’ve got less than a week to New Year.”

      “I know,” I say. “But I have a couple of ideas.”

      “Like?” When she tilts her head, her jet-black braid falls over her slender shoulder.

      “Chocolate drops. We could dip the popping candy inside chocolate drops to protect them during the cooking process. Failing that, we could just make cookie sandwiches, putting the popping candy in the cream filling.”

      She nods slowly. “I think they’ll both work.”

      “Then we’ll whip up a batch of both and decide which one is best.”

      “I’ll work on the cream-filling since the cookie dough is your department.” She pulls a tub of powdered sugar from the shelf. “Which reminds me; what did that suit want out there? Another recipe hunter? I hope you told him to fuck off.”

      I pull my bottom lip between my teeth as I think about that crazy-ass guy in the expensive-looking shirt and pants. He’d pulled up in a rental and left his suit jacket in the car, rolling the arms of his shirt up as he walked toward the bakery so he looked casual. At first, I thought he was yet another executive type here to offer me ‘the deal of a lifetime.’ So, I ignored him and continued cleaning until I heard what sound like a groan coming from behind me. When I stood up, we locked eyes, and I swear my heart learned what it meant to truly beat in that moment. Before then, it was simply pumping blood. Then he shows up and now my heart wants me to live.

      “He wanted me to runaway with him and have his babies,” I say, unable to stop the laugh that bubbles over when Nina freezes like Medusa just walked in here and turned her to stone.

      “He actually said that to you?”

      “He was teasing,” I say, waving it all off. It was the only explanation. Men who looked like him didn’t go after women who looked like me. As with baking, couples were made with very specific ingredients. Tall, lean and muscular men married tiny model-like women who were light enough for them to balance on the tip of one finger. They didn't go for women who were six foot tall with round…everything.

      "He was teasing by saying he wanted to marry you and give you babies five minutes into meeting you?”

      I nod. "I wasn’t sure if he was being genuine or if he was just being playful.”

      “That’s insane. Who talks like that when they first meet someone?”

      I shrug. “This guy,  obviously. But he seemed harmless. Real nice to look at too.”

      “Ohhh, now I’m interested. Describe him.”

      “Big muscles, tattoos on one forearm. Dark blond hair that’s a little too long for him to be a corporate douche. Blue eyes filled with mischief. Sexy smile.”

      Nina giggles. “Sounds like you got a real good look at him.”

      “Yeah. Well, he was offering to marry me and that doesn’t happen much. So I paid attention. Even though it was a joke.”

      “Pretty cruel joke if you ask me.” She was back to hating on him.

      I shrug it off. “Only if you believe it—which I didn’t.” But I was tempted to believe. “I reckon he’s in town for the New Years celebrations then he’ll be gone like every other tourist, never to be seen again.”

      “Still, it doesn’t matter how hot you are, you shouldn’t go around trying to convince girls you want to run away with them.”

      “Better than acting interested in me to get the cookie recipes out of me like that coffee house guy last month.”

      “That was awful. Probably why I’m so bent out of shape over this guy.”

      “Well, if it makes you feel any better, he didn’t even want a cookie, he wanted a sandwich.”

      “Ugh. Now I just think he’s stupid.”

      Laughing, I put my work to the side and dust off my hands as the bell sounds above the shop door, signaling a customer. “I don’t think he’s stupid,” I say as I head back out. “He’s just a man who knows what he wants.” If only it really was me…
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      “No? What do you mean, no?” Dad’s voice is understandably grumpier than usual. I’ve just told him I won’t be convincing Annie to part with her recipes.

      “It’s personal, Dad. Something has come up.”

      “What’s more personal than the company you’re due to inherit?”

      “Oh, come now, Dad. You’re too stubborn to ever die, so we both know that’s never going to happen,” I tease. He just grumbles in response. “I’ll see you in the new year.”

      “The new year? You’re not coming straight back?”

      “I told you: something personal has come up.”

      “Baxt—”

      I disconnect, ending the conversation before we talk in circles. He’s a stubborn man, my father. When he goes after something, he’s not easy to sway in the opposite direction. I guess that’s something we have in common because I won’t be giving up until Annie is mine.

      I’ve done a bunch of research since getting to my rented cabin this afternoon. She’s been offered deals in the millions since winning that award, but she’s turned every one of them away. My contacts at Wholefoods and Starbucks both said she refused because the original recipe belonged to her family and she wouldn’t part with it. I had to admire that. My dad and I may not always see eye to eye, but I’ll defend that old bastard till my dying breath. He can’t have Annie’s recipes though. I don’t care that he’s my blood; I look at Annie and see my future, the mother of my children. That kind of bond is even stronger, so if she needs to keep her recipe a secret, I’ll standby and protect that right until the cookie vultures give up or find some other baker to throw their money at. Now I need to figure out how to claim her without her thinking I’m trying to trick her out of her secrets. If only my name wouldn’t give me away…
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      “There’s a party in my mouth and everyone’s invited,” Nina yells with her arms above her head and a firework cookie going off inside her cheeks. She looks like a squirrel hiding her nuts. “You’ve outdone yourself, Annie. These are to die for.”

      “Why, thank you,” I say, tasting a bite of cookie myself. The recipe is similar to my gooey choc-chip, but with pop rocks mixed into the chocolate chunks and the pop rock cream filling to boot. They satisfy that cookie craving while giving you an explosive surprise. Perfect for my stall at the New Year's Eve festival at the lake. “I think they really capture the holiday.”

      “Definitely. Bake twice as much as you think you’ll need. You ran out halfway through last year.”

      “I’ll be baking night and day if I do that.”

      “I don’t see how that’s any different to what you do normally.” She pops another bite into her mouth and giggles.

      Smiling, I pick up a piece of cookie and throw it at her. “Are you saying I’m obsessed?”

      “With baking?” She picks the piece up and adds it to her already full cheeks. “Absolutely. You need to get out more. Meet people.” I squint in an attempt to dodge the crumbs flying from her mouth as she speaks.

      “I get plenty of social interaction right here,” I say. As if on cue, the bell in the shop sounds. “See?”

      “Customers don’t count,” she calls out as I move to the front of the store.

      “Yes, they do.” The moment I step through the doorway, my breath catches as my eyes lock on two cerulean blue eyes that may or may not have featured in my dreams last night.

      “Babycakes.” Those eyes darken as that deep rumble of a voice leaves his perfect lips and enters my ears, doing all kinds of delightful things to the inside of my body.

      “Babycakes?” I press my knees together because his voice is pure sex. I may have brushed off our interaction yesterday when I spoke to Nina about it, but inside, I couldn’t help that feeling of longing he created in me. I wanted to see him again. I wanted his words to be true. I wanted him to want me—no, to love me—despite my size. I’ve never felt like this before.

      “That’s what I said.” He steps closer and puts his large hands on the counter. Big hands = big trouser snake… gulp.

      “That’s not my name,” I say, unable to hide my blush or my smile. He’s so tall that he takes up most of the space in front of my small counter. Instead of the shirt and pants he wore yesterday, he’s in a worn-looking tee and thigh-hugging jeans today. I get flashes of what it would be like to climb on top of those thighs, take him inside me, ride him. Oh my.

      “It is now.” He reaches over and catches my hand in his. Electricity sparks beneath my skin, and I don’t know what the hell is going on right now. “Ready to run away with me yet?”

      I laugh because the idea is insane, but at the same time, I kind of want to do it. There’s something about him that makes me want to do anything he says.

      “I have a business to run and about a thousand cookies to make before the New Years Festival tomorrow evening.”

      He leans forward, running his thumb over the back of my hand in a soothing motion. He did this yesterday too, and it’s so calming that it makes me melt. “I had a feeling you’d say that, so I’m running to you instead.”

      “Running to me? What does that even mean?”

      “It means I’m sticking around to sweep you off your feet.”

      “That’s a bold statement. I’m not easily swept.”

      “I’m not easily turned away. So, when you’re finished up here tonight, I’m taking you to dinner.”

      “I’ll be baking all night.”

      “Then I’ll bring dinner to you.”

      “I’ll be too busy to eat.”

      “Then I’ll feed you.”

      “But—”

      “I’m not letting my woman work all night without breaking for a proper meal.” His woman?

      The commanding tone in his voice makes my nipples diamond hard. “You’re insane,” I say, breathless as I look at him with a mixture of awe, arousal and trepidation.

      “Not insane. In love.”

      I let out a gasp. I so want this to be true. Having a gorgeous man take one look at you and claim love at first sight is the fairytale we grew up sighing over. But when it’s in front of you, it’s so hard to believe.

      “She’ll take a break at six. Come round back and I’ll let you in,” Nina says from over my shoulder.

      He grins and thanks her before lifting my hand and pressing his lips to my knuckles. “I’ll see you at six then, babycakes.”

      “Wait. I still don’t know your name.”

      He pauses at the entry door and grins. “I named you. I think it’s only fair if you get to name me too.” And with that, he leaves.

      Nina lets out a high pitched squeal behind me that goes something like, “Eeeeeeeeee.”

      “I thought you hated this guy?”

      “That was when I thought he was trying to trick you. Now I’ve witnessed that…that energy between the two of you and all I can do is envision a flowing white dress and lots of babies and forest animals coming to help clean when you sing.”

      “That’s Disney. This is real life.”

      “Disney gets their stories from somewhere, Annie. These things do happen. You’re living proof.”

      I let out a giggle. Every nerve in my body is dancing and alive from being near him. “This feels out of control. And what’s the deal with him not giving me his name?” We move back into the kitchen and start preparing the baking trays while we talk.

      “Maybe he has a name he doesn’t like? Maybe he’s worried his name would turn you off?”

      “He could be called Shitbag, and I’d still think he was hot.”

      She laughs. “Is that what you’re going to call him?”

      I shake my head. “No. I’m not sure what I’m going to call him.”

      “I’d call him hotstuff or sexy or He-man because he’s so big and brawny.”

      “I don’t know. But if I have to stop to eat dinner with him, I’m going to have to work extra hard to get these cookies prepared. Do you think you can look after the shop for me today?”

      “Of course, and if you can get all the dough ready, I can stick around to finish baking while you two spend some quality time together.”

      “Thanks, Nina, I appreciate it,” I say as the door sounds again and she disappears into the front, leaving me to a mountain of baking and my jumbled and confused thoughts. He really wants me. But, why wouldn’t a person want you to know their name?
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      “I wasn’t sure what you liked, so I got one of everything.”  I smile at Annie as I set the takeout containers on the table between us. When I got here with dinner, her friend directed me to the tiny apartment on top of the bakery where I found Annie looking like a breath of fresh of air, smelling like soap and promises in an emerald green and white polka dot dress. Her apartment is quaint and charming with a homey feeling you don’t get from a lot of places. Annie’s decorating style is a mishmash of styles, telling me she chose each item for the item itself. I like that. I like her. And the more I learn about her, the more sure I feel about us.

      “In case you can’t tell by looking at me, I like most food,” she says, gesturing to her figure as if she’s pointing at an elephant in the corner of the room that no one wants to talk about.

      I stop what I’m doing and move so I’m standing next to her. “Stand up,” I command.

      A tiny frown creases her brow during a moment of hesitation before she does as I say. “Now what?”

      “Now I show you something.” With my eyes locked on hers, I take a hold of her hips, my fingers digging into her sensual flesh as I pull her flush against me, my rock hard cock throbbing against her stomach.

      She gasps.

      “It’s been like that since the moment I laid eyes on that sweet curvy ass of yours.” Her eyes go wide and I pull her even closer, groaning at the feel of her body sinking against me. “Nothing will make it go down. I’m stuck like this until I have you. Over, and over, and over again.” I punctuate each word by rocking my hips against her. She releases a moan, her body trembling as her fingers twist in my shirt.

      “It seems—” she gulps up at me. “—big.”

      I release a chuckle, that wide innocent look in her eyes making me so hard I’m about to come in my jeans. I need that sweet cunt of hers so bad. “In case you haven’t noticed, babycakes, I’m big all over.”

      A nervous giggle bursts from her lips. “Just like me.”

      “No. I won’t hear that kind of talk from you. I like my woman with meat on her bones. Gives me something to hold on to while I’m filling your womb with my seed. To me, you’re absolutely perfect, and I won’t hear talk to the contrary. Besides, you’re tiny compared to me.”
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      He’s right. Next to him, I look petite. He’s an easy six-six, with broad-shoulders and the kind of muscle bulk that would make The Rock jealous. I’ve always liked the idea of a big muscular man. I’d just never considered how well…endowed a man that size would be. Women’s bodies are made to deliver babies, but I’m concerned about my ability to adjust to such an enormous…er, cock. Especially since I haven’t done this before.

      “I’m sorry. It’s a defence mechanism: make jokes about my size before the other person can. Comes from years of being the biggest girl in the room.”

      “I wouldn’t ever joke about your size, babycakes. Not when I’m certain you were created to be my perfect fit. I can feel it in my veins and I’m desperate to have you.”

      He leans in closer and I can feel the heat of his breath against my skin. “I’ve never done this before,” I whisper, nerves thumping inside my heart.

      “Are you frightened it’ll hurt?”

      I gulp, then meet his eyes before I nod.

      “I promise I’ll make you nice and wet first.” He brushes his lips across my cheek before speaking close to my ear. “I have a feeling we’ll fit together just right. Your cunt was made to be mine.”

      “Yes,” I gasp, my knees shaking and my clit pulsing from the promise in his words. While I prepared enough cookie dough to feed the whole town, I had plenty of time to reflect. I have never reacted to a man the way I immediately reacted to this beautiful man holding me in his arms. So no matter what happens here, or how genuine his words or intentions toward me are, I need to come out of this knowing I took a chance. During my teen years when I’d cry to Gran because I didn’t think the boys liked me, she’d assure me that one day a man would come into town and sweep me off my feet, that we’d take one look at each other and know in our hearts that we belonged. As I grew, I lost hope in the possibility of something as crazy as love at first sight, but now, I have to wonder if she was right all along. All my life, I’ve waiting for this man to find me.

      “Please tell me your name,” I beg as he brushes his lips lightly over my skin, teasingly moving past my lips and to my other ear.

      “You don’t want to come up with one for me, babycakes?”

      I shake my head. “I need to know.”

      He chuckles and pulls back slightly to meet my eyes. “It’s Bax,” he says, and I gasp because it’s the most perfect name. “You like that do you?”

      I nod. “Bax is short for Baxter, right?”

      “It is.”

      “Baxter means ‘baker’.”

      A grin pulls up one side of his mouth. “No kidding? I never looked it up.”

      Pulling at my lip with my teeth, I sigh because this feels like destiny to me. “It’s my favorite boys name.”

      “Then our first son will be Bax junior.”

      “Our first son? How many are you planning?” And why aren’t I freaking out that this guy who was a stranger twenty-four hours ago, is talking children before we’ve even spent the night together?

      “As many as you can give me. Daughters too. I want it all, babycakes. I want it with you.”

      “Annie. My name is Annie.”

      “I know.” I frown and then he elaborates. “I saw it on that plaque you have on the wall downstairs.”

      “Oh, of course.”

      “But I like calling you babycakes. Anyone can call you Annie. But I’m the only one who gets to give you a pet name. I’m the only one who gets to touch you and worship you and lose myself inside this beautiful body while I fuck you senseless.”

      “Senseless?” If that’s his plan, I’m not sure I’ll survive the night. But what a way to go!

      He does a slow and sexy nod while his blue eyes promise me a thousand orgasms. “Are you ready for me, babycakes?”

      “Yes.” I swallow before I part my lips, waiting as his handsome face inches closer and closer until our lips touch and my body ignites, my belly coiling tight with need as his tongue pushes and slides against mine. I struggle to keep my knees locked to remain standing. His mouth is transcendent.

      Intensifying the kiss, he groans and slides a hand into my hair. The sound of his enjoyment and feel of his fingers on my scalp has my nipples pebbling and my heart pounding. He takes total control, pulling my head back to force the exact angle he wants to aggressively ravage my mouth. Oh God. Everything about him is over-the-top fantastic.

      “Bedroom.” His voice is a soft rumble against my lips as he pulls the tie from my wrap dress and pushes it to the floor.

      I tilt my head in the general direction, unable to speak. Then I let out a yelp when he lifts me off the floor like I weigh nothing at all.

      Wow. He’s so beautiful. I want to keep him.

      “You are the most precious gift, babycakes. I’m going to make you come so hard you can’t even remember a time in your life before me. I’ll be all you need, all you want. All that matters in this world will be you, me and the babies I put in your virgin belly.” He lowers me to my feet at the foot of my bed, his hands on my waist as he drinks me in, his eyes filled with desire and longing.

      “This feels like a dream,” I whisper, afraid that if I speak too loud, I’ll break the spell and this won’t be real. “Your words, and the way you look at me, I feel…beautiful.”

      “That’s because you are beautiful,” he whispers back, sucking gently on my lower lip. “Although this—” he hooks his fingers into the straps of my lace bra “—is going to have to come off. I need to see these with my own eyes.” He drags the cups down, causing my double Ds to spill out of the black lace. “Oh. Fuck. Yes.” He makes quick work of the clasp, my bra dropping to the floor as his eyes darken and he palms my flesh. “These are a blessing from the gods, babycakes.” His thumbs and forefingers work my nipples, sending shots of electricity coursing through me.

      “Ohhh.” Fuck yes, indeed. If he keeps touching me, I’m going to come before we get to the good to part. “Touch me, yes.”

      “Good girl,” he says as he fondles, pushes, and tests their weight in his palms. “You tell me what you like and I’ll give it to you.” When it comes to women’s bodies, I thought there were only two types of men in this world: tit men and ass men. Something tells me Bax is the rarer third option though. Seems he’s turned on by both.

      “I don’t know what I like.” My voice is all breath as I enjoy his exploration.

      Looking up from the flesh he’s busy playing with, he meets my eyes with curiosity in his.  “You’ve never touched yourself before?”

      I shake my head, my heart beating out of my chest. Will my complete lack of experience turn him off me?

      His hand moves to cup the side of my face, his thumb moving against my cheekbone. “You are just the most precious peach in the pail.”

      “Is that a good thing?”

      “Yes, it’s the best thing. It means I get to teach you how your body works. We get to discover what makes you feel good together.”

      I just about melt against him, sliding my arms up and over his massive shoulders as he captures my mouth with his. He may think I’m perfect, but from where I’m standing, he’s pretty darn perfect too. I’m lost in a cloud of lust, wanting nothing more than for him to do dirty things to my body, to teach me what he likes too. “I want to learn what you like too,” I say out loud, boldly reaching between us to wrap my hand around his giant cock. The heat and hardness makes me whimper while my core tightens and throbs.

      “Hmmm. All in good time, babycakes. We need to focus on breaking you in first. Do you want to know what I want to show you?”

      “Yes.” My eyes get a treat when he reaches one hand behind his head and drags his shirt over his head, giving me my first look at that deliciously hard body. I let out a strangled moan as my body threatens to spasm from maximum arousal. Bax is ripped. His tanned skin stretches over each perfectly formed muscle and there’s a tattoo of birds flying across his rips. I’ve lived in Falton Falls all my life, and I don’t think I’ve ever seen that many abs in real life before—not even at the lake during peak tourist season. I have to swallow before I drool down my chin.

      “I want you to”—he pushes me back so I fall on the bed—“sit on my face and ride me until I’m drowned in your cunt juice.”

      “I don’t know.” I bite my lip in hesitation. “What if you can’t breathe?”

      He hooks his fingers either side of my panties and drags them down my legs, pausing for a moment to run his fingers over my mound. “Then I’ll lift you off.”

      I take a deep breath then nod. “I suppose that could work.”

      He grins before he climbs over my naked body, rubbing his smooth chest against mine. “Your skin is so soft,” he murmurs, pulling at my bottom lip with his teeth. “And you taste like cookies and cream.”

      “Is that a good thing?”

      He grips my hips and rolls us so I’m on top, my hair hanging over us like a veil. “Definitely.” He tucks my hair behind my ear as his strong hands urge me up his body. “Give me what I want, babycakes. I’m dying to eat your untouched pussy and show you what heaven feels like.”

      “What will it feel like for you?” I ask, placing a finger against his forehead before I run it slowly down the center of his face, smiling when he bites it after I touch his lips.

      “Like drinking the nectar of the gods,” he says.

      Feeling bolder than I ever have in my life, I position my knees on the pillow above his shoulders and hold myself above him, gripping the brass rails at the head of my bed. “Like this?” I need him to instruct me so I feel confident doing this.

      “Exactly like that.”

      With strong his hands at my hips, he guides me toward his mouth, releasing a small moan as his tongue sweeps through my arousal.

      My bones liquify and my eyes roll into the back of my head. “Oh God!”

      I grip the bedhead with all my strength as my head drops back and my mouth opens, panting as his tongue fucks my depths, sucking and teasing my clit. As my orgasm swells in my body, my hips move of their own accord, back and forth, back and forth, fucking his sexy, scruffy face. I could die like this.

      He moans when I whimper and I can feel the rumble vibrate in my core, my insides tightening, so ready to burst.

      “Oh, Bax! Something’s happening. I think I’m gonna come.”

      He makes a sound and digs his fingers deeper into my flesh, encouraging me to let go and come all over his face. I’m so close, but then he increases his suction on my clit and I’m shoved over the edge, spiraling down, down as my hips buck and I howl out his name.

      “Baaaaaaxxxxx!”

      Bax hums as he continues to lap at my juices, drinking me in greedily as his hands hold firm to my hips.

      “Holy fuck,” I gasp as the waves keep coming. “Oh my God. Oh my god! Baxter!” He pushes me to the point where I can’t take it anymore, then he flips me backward and holds himself over me, grinning.

      “You taste so fucking incredible, babycakes. I could eat out you all night and all day.” He brings his mouth to mine, kissing me deeply, sharing my flavor. It’s interesting, because I thought that would be kind of gross, but it isn’t. My flavor mixed with his taste is smooth, silken. Addictive.

      “Mmm, that was…amazing,” I say, smiling up at him as I run my fingers down his firm sides, tracing the tattooed birds.

      “There’s still so much to show you.” He moves his hand down my body and cups between my legs, sliding his fingers through my juices. “You’re so wet. Dripping.” He pushes inside, my eyes going wide at the intrusion. “And so tight. I’m going to take this precious gift from you and give you one of my own. I’ll fuck you bare and fill you with my seed until you overflow and it runs down the inside of your thigh. I want you to feel me in your body even when I’m not there. I own this pussy, Annie.” He adds another finger. “Do you hear me?”

      “I do.” I gasp and keen, rocking against him, greedy for more.

      “No man gets to touch you. You belong only to me.” In and out, in and out, stretching my walls by adding three fingers.

      Holy fuck. “I’m yours. I’m yours.”

      “Feel good?”

      I nod and moan in response. He’s filling me, stretching me, pushing his fingers gloriously deeper. When he adds a fourth, I can feel him to his knuckles, and I’m surprised that I still want more, my hips curving to urge him on.

      “Mmm, she’s greedy. Do you want even more, babycakes?”

      I nod, whimpering.

      “I don’t hear any words. How do I know what you want if you don’t speak?”

      I attempt to answer but can barely make my tongue move from the pleasure of this feeling.

      “More?” he prompts.

      “More,” I force out as I squirm against him. “Please, more.”

      He withdraws his hand and body, and I whimper at the loss, wondering if I did something wrong until I’m treated to the scintillating view of him unbuckling his belt. I lick my lips, focusing on the muscular V that points to the monster cock I know he’s hiding inside those jeans. I’ve never seen a dick in real life before, but I already know this is going to be the kind of penis women huddle and whisper about in reverent tones. My insides clench as if calling his cock home.

      When he shoves those jeans to the ground and stands before me in all his naked glory, I gasp. That thing is huge. Bigger than I was expecting. Without thinking, I sit forward and take it in my hand, inspecting it closer to make sure it’s real. My fingers don’t even connect on the other side.

      “Like what you see?” he asks, running his fingers through my hair. I look up him with wide eyes.

      “You have a beautiful cock,” I murmur as I touch him probably way more than I should, but I can’t get over the size of this thing. “I hear these rather large ones are quite rare. You should be very proud.”

      “Thank you.” He chuckles then takes my chin between his fingers. “I’ll go slow.”

      I nod as he climbs over me and I lie back with him on the bed, our mouths finding the other’s as he presses his tip to my entrance. Suddenly my breathing quickens as panic settles in. “It’s not going to fit.”

      “Breathe and relax,” he whispers, shushing me with gentle kisses. His hips move back and forth in small increments as he pushes in, slowly filling me as my body stretches to adapt. There’s a slight burn that concerns me, but he coaches me to relax and once I get out of my head, the burn is quickly replaced by a mind-numbing pleasure as he glides in and out.

      “Oh god.”

      “I knew you’d feel like this,” he whispers against my mouth. “You’re so perfect, so beautiful, so tight.”

      “Holy hell,” I gasp as his thrusts quicken and his fingers dig into my ass. He swivels his hips back and forth, deeper and deeper, hissing through his teeth while I go wide-eyed, ready to explode. I’m so incredibly full. Every part of me tingles and tightens. I can’t imagine anything in life could feel as good as what I’m feeling right now. I’m ending the year with the bang of the century. And in the morning, I’m making a commemorative cookie to mark this momentous occasion. Fuck firework cookies, I want to make orgasmic cookies, I want people to feel this good when they melt in their mouth. Holy fuck. Sex is amazing!
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      “You’re squeezing the life out of me,” I hiss as I lift her leg and drape it over my shoulder, increasing my speed and depth. I look between us, watching my shaft disappear into her tight little cunt. I’m about to blow the load of a lifetime. Enough cum will pour out of me that I’ll probably get her pregnant five times over. I’m sure that’s an impossibility, but this feels so intense that anything is possible. “I need to come, babycakes.”

      “Me too,” she gasps. “Oh god, yes. Me too.”

      I pick up my pace and clench my jaw, our bodies slapping as I thrust harder. “Ohhhhhh, fuuuuuccckkk!”

      Annie’s head falls back as she yells so loud her friend downstairs probably thinks I’m murdering the poor girl. So I lean down and catch her mouth with mine, kissing her passionately as I slow my strokes inside her pulsing depths. “I’m so fucking in love with you,” I whisper against her mouth.

      She grins and shakes her head. “How is this happening? Where did you even come from?”

      “Chicago,” I say, kissing the tip of her nose.

      She can’t stop smiling as she looks up at me like I’m the most wondrous being on earth. It makes me feel like a king. “I’m in love with you too,” she says, bouncing her shoulders in a way that tells me she’s in this too. This crazy, beautiful thing that exists between us is the real deal.

      “Good. Because now that I’ve had a taste, I’ll be coming back for seconds, and thirds and…” I grin, running my fingers down the side of her face. “I think our dinner got cold.”

      “I kind of forgot about that. Let me reheat it in the microwave. Chinese food heats well.” She moves to sit but I place a hand on her shoulder.

      “Rest. You’re going to be sore after that. Why don’t I turn on the shower for you and I’ll have everything ready for when you come out?”

      “Really?” She looks at me like offering to do something for her is the most unusual thing anyone has ever done.

      “Really. It’s a man’s job to take care of his woman.” Pressing another kiss to her lips, I slide off the bed and pick up my boxers. “I’ll get that shower going.”
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      Jesus. He wasn’t wrong when he said I’d be sore. Standing up from the bed reveals just how much my body needed to stretch to accommodate his size. It was like a baby elephant gave up its trunk so Bax could have a penis. Ouch. But also, Ohhhh. It felt so good inside me and I have zero regrets.

      “Shower’s ready,” he says, coming back into my bedroom. “Need some help getting there?”

      “Oh, I..uh…” I look around and notice a smear of red against my sheets. “Oh no. I’m bleeding?”

      He rushes to my side. “Just a little. It’s what happens the first time. But it won’t happen again. I’ll always make sure you’re dripping wet before I enter you.”

      “That won’t be hard.” I place my hand against his bare chest. “I’m wet whenever I look at you.”

      He lets out a groan then scoops me into his arms. “You can’t talk like that, babycakes. Not when you need some time to heal. I won’t be able to control myself.”

      I giggle as he carries me into the bathroom then deposits me in the perfectly warm shower. The water feels so good against my skin that I close my eyes and release a moan of my own. “Won’t you join me?” I ask, somehow feeling ready to do all of that sex stuff again.

      He bites his lip and shakes his head on a grin. “I’d love to. But I insist you take at least until tomorrow night to heal.”

      “You’ll be here tomorrow night?”

      “Of course. I wouldn’t miss New Year’s Eve with my girl. You’re stuck with me, I’m afraid.”

      “I could think of worse things.”

      He grins then taps me lightly on the ass before he pulls the shower curtain closed and leaves me to my own devices. By the time I’m finished, he’s changed the bed sheets and our dinner is heated and on plates at the dining table with a candle lit in the center.

      “This looks beautiful,” I say as I tighten the sash of my robe and take the seat he offers me. “Thank you.”

      “Anything for you, babycakes. I live to serve.”

      Lifting my fork, I combine a little kung pao chicken and rice then slide it in my mouth. Somehow, food tastes better now. Is it because I'm no longer a virgin, or is it because I’m in love? “This is great. Where did you get it? There isn’t a Chinese takeout in Falton Falls.”

      “Next town over.”

      “You drove forty-five minutes there and back to bring me dinner?”

      “Like I said, anything for you.”

      I shake my head in awe. “I barely even know you. How are we here already?”

      He bounces a shoulder as he chews. “When you know, you know. My mother always said that when I met the girl I was meant to spend my life with, it’d hit me like a truck to the chest.”

      “Is that how it felt?”

      “It felt like a jet engine to the chest.”

      I swoon a little as I meet his sparkling blue eyes. “It felt like a massive jolt to me too. My gran—she raised me—always said the boys in town weren’t right for me and the man of my dreams would, well…do exactly what you’ve done.”

      “Fuck you and feed you?”

      I laugh. “Not in those exact words, but she said I’d know when it was right.”

      “And do you know?”

      “I have questions, but I think so, yeah.”

      “OK. Shoot.” He sits back and wipes his napkin over his mouth, giving me his full attention.

      “Well, there are so many…uh…how old are you for starters?”

      “Thirty-nine. You?”

      “Twenty-four.”

      “That’s quite a gap. Are you bothered by that?”

      “No. Are you?”

      “Not at all. What do you do for work?”

      He grins and looks at his plate, picking up his fork again. “I think it’s my turn to ask a question.”

      “OK.”

      “Why cookies?”

      I take a deep breath, the memory of my childhood filling me with happiness. “When Gran was running things, we sold everything—cakes and bread, even sandwiches. But as I grew up and took over, I noticed that the one thing we always sold out of was the cookies. They’re a family recipe that each woman adjusts with their own flare, and folks just can’t get enough of them. So, I expanded the range and phased everything else out and now, I’m the cookie queen of the south-west.”

      “The cookie queen, huh? Is that what that plaque is about downstairs?”

      “Kind of. I had a customer send my cookies into a big competition that named me the world’s best cookie creator.”

      “That’s quite the honor.”

      “It was. But now I get constant offers from big companies wanting to buy the recipes and distribute them to the masses.”

      “You don’t want that?”

      She shakes her head. “No. That’s not what it’s about. These cookies are about love and family. I’m supposed to give the recipe to my kids so they can do the same with theirs. It’s what makes this place special. When people try our cookies for the first time, it’s like they’re a kid again. And part of what’s great about that is being the person who makes them with my own two hands. Not some machine pumping them out to some scientific formula. There’s no creativity in that.”

      “I get it,” he says, reaching a hand across the table to take mine. “And I’ll give you those children to pass your recipes on to.”

      I press my lips together and fall into his eyes, so sincere and true. “I am so ridiculously in love with you, Bax.”

      “I’m so ridiculously in love with you too.” Pulling me to my feet, he towers above me as his expression grows serious. “I’ll make sure that recipe never falls into the wrong hands,” he whispers before he kisses me with so much passion that I don’t even give a thought to what he means by that.
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      When I open my eyes the next morning, it’s to an empty bed. “What the hell?” I sit up and look around, trying to find a note or a sign as to where she’s gone. Then the scent of vanilla and melted chocolate touches my nose. She’s in the bakery.

      Swinging my legs over the side of the bed, I lift my phone from the bedside and check the time. It’s barely six in the morning. My girl is an early riser.

      It also doesn’t escape me that my father has left at least four voice messages as well as several emails and a text message. The text alone is a big deal because he’s old school with technology, but I’m not about to call him back when there’s nothing he can say that will change my mind. I’m not leaving, and he’s not getting the cookie recipe. No one is. And for as long as I breathe, no one outside of Annie’s lineage will ever learn it. That’s how much she means to me.

      After visiting the bathroom to wash up and improve my morning breath, I pull on my jeans and T-shirt then shove my feet into my boots and make my way downstairs. I find Annie humming as she drops ingredients into an industrial-sized mixer like she’s standing over a cauldron, casting a spell. I scan the bench top where there are glass jars and bottles with different flours and sugars, colors and flavors. I wonder what it is about her cookies that is making the world salivate over exploiting them. Is it the ingredients? The technique? Magic dust?

      With the spell I’ve been under since I saw her, it wouldn’t surprise me if it was the latter, being in Annie’s presence feels magical to me.

      “Morning, babycakes,” I say when she cuts the mixer then reaches in to test the dough.

      She spins around with her finger in her mouth and smiles when she sees me. “Good morning. I didn’t wake you, did I?”

      “Not at all.” I move closer to her and pull her against me for a good morning kiss. “Was just missing you by my side is all. Mmm, you taste like cookie dough.”

      Her eyes twinkle as she reaches one hand out to her cooling rack where she plucks a cookie and holds it out for me to try. “Try it. Tell me what you think.”

      I take a bite of the still-warm treat and a flavor explosion happens inside my mouth. My brain wakes up and all I want to do is keep eating. “What is in that? It’s… it’s…”

      “Orgasmic?” she offers, her grin even wider than before.

      I nod. “Yes. That’s exactly what it is.”

      “I came up with the idea last night,” she says in a rush, followed by a blush. “There’s freeze-dried raspberries, meringue and semi-sweet chocolate in our classic cookie base.”

      “Our love-making inspired these?”

      She giggles. “Is that silly? Am I getting too caught up here?” She bounces her shoulders and I feel the need to scramble to reassure her that I’m in exactly the same headspace as her.

      “No. This is amazing. Are you selling these at the festival later?”

      “These are just a prototype. Maybe I’ll have them perfected for valentine’s day?”

      “Wow. There’s a lot of work behind each flavor, huh?”

      “Definitely. These new years cookies took me a month to get right. You were actually the help I needed with those.”

      “I was?”

      She nods. “When you asked for a sandwich, I had the idea to make them cookie sandwiches.” She moves across the kitchen to some shelving with boxes and boxes of cookies on it and takes one down. “See.” She holds up a cookie sandwich that is made of two choc-chip cookies with a purple cream in the center with colorful flecks of candy inside.

      “What do you call these?” I ask, plucking it from between her fingers to inspect it closer.

      “They were going to be ‘fireworks’, but I think a simple, ‘New Year’s Cookie’ is appropriate.”

      “Why were they called ‘fireworks’ cookies? Are they spicy?” I ask, giving it a sniff before I take a bite. Little pop rocks go off inside my mouth. “Holy shit. It’s New Years Eve in my mouth.”

      “That’s the fireworks,” she says, taking the rest of the cookie from my hand and setting it on a plate that she carries with her to the front of the store. I follow, of course. “I was having issues with the cookies exploding, so I made chocolate chips with the pop rocks mixed in and added pop rocks to the buttercream in the center as well. They came up great.” She places the plate on the counter and reaches up to grab two mugs. Taking my cue from her, I grab the fresh pot of coffee and pour the fragrant liquid inside.

      “I can’t wait to see the reaction tonight at the festival.”

      “You’re going?” she asks, pouring creamer into each mug when I’ve finished. We’re in total sync.

      “Of course. If you’re there, I’m there. I can help you carry all those boxes to your stall.”

      “That would be wonderful,” she says. “You will be Nina’s hero. She’s exhausted after finishing all the baking for me yesterday so I could spend the night with you.”

      “She sounds like a good friend.”

      “She’s the best. We went to school together. She’s my rock.”

      “I look forward to getting to know her better.” I lean in and press a soft kiss against her lips as she hands me my coffee.

      “Looks like last night went well.” Nina walks in with perfect timing. “I’ll need details,” she says to Annie before she looks me up and down. “And I’ll have to read you the riot act.”

      “The whole, ‘hurt my best friend and I’ll cut your dick off’ schtick?”

      She laughs, her dark eyes filled with mirth. “Yeah, that’s the one. Be good to her. She’s better than all of us.”

      I turn and meet Annie’s eyes. “I’ve already worked that one out.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Annie

          

        

      

    

    
      “That’s the last box, babycakes,” Bax says as he balances the cookies on the table behind me. People are already starting to arrive at the lakeside festival with their glow stick jewelry on and noisemakers in hand. The band is setting up on stage and it’s looking to be a fantastic night.

      “Thank you so much for this. You are seriously an angel in disguise.” I lean in, wrapping my arms around his waist as I welcome his kisses. If it wasn’t for the promise I made to provide the cookies for tonight, I’d happily spend the last day of the year in bed with his magical hands teasing me to ecstasy until I’m ready to take that big cock of his again. My panties are drenched from being near him and unable to act on my feelings all day.

      “I wouldn’t go that far,” he says as he tucks my hair behind my ear. “The way I see it, the more I help, the faster I get you back into bed so I can eat that delicious cookie between your legs again.”

      I laugh. “My cookie really did bring the boy to my yard.”

      “Your what now?”

      “It’s just something Gran used to say.”

      He laughs and gives me a gentle pat on the butt as we finish our setup and start serving customers. It’s not long before the line gets ten people deep and all three of us are serving as fast as we can.

      “Word got around fast this year,” Nina says when we sell the last box only a couple of hours into the evening.

      “And I made extras too,” I say, laughing and frazzled because that was nuts. The joy of watching people eat and talk about the cookies is a huge reward though.

      “You certainly have a gift, babycakes,” Bax says. “You sell happiness in a sweet treat.”

      “I like that description,” Nina says. “He’s smart.”

      “I try.” Bax laughs.

      “Hey, why don’t you two go and enjoy the festival while I clean up here?” Nina suggests.

      “Are you sure?” I ask. I don’t want to take advantage of her when she worked so hard helping me get these ready.

      “There’s only a couple of hours until midnight. Go, eat some food, dance in each other's arms, fall in love. You deserve to be happy, my friend.”

      I reach out and hug her tight. “Thank you,” I say.

      “No problem. Happy New Year.” She gives me a wink as I turn and take Bax’s waiting hand.

      “What’ll it be first?” he asks, as we walk through the crowd arm in arm.

      “I want a corn dog and a milkshake,” I say, bouncing on my toes like an excited child.

      “A corn dog and a milkshake.” Bax nods. “That sounds pretty great to me. How about you take a seat and rest your feet over there while I line up for food?”

      “You spoil me,” I say as I ease myself into the plastic chair.

      “Get used to it,” he says before kissing my forehead and heading for the food truck.

      I let out a sigh, reveling in my happy moment while enjoying the hustle and bustle around me, along with the chance to sit down for a while. I don’t think I’ve ever felt this happy in my life, and it’s all because of this man I hardly know anything about. But like Bax said, we’ve got our whole lives to learn about each other.

      “Ms. Braithwaite, I presume.” A man with a British accent moves into my vision and gestures to the chair across from me before sitting down before I invite him to.

      “And you are?”

      “Frank Hollis,” he says, holding his hand out for me to shake. I don’t take it.

      “Of Hollis foods,” I finish for him, his name ringing a bell immediately. His company has been the most dogged in it’s mission to acquire my recipes. “And before you get comfortable, I’ll reiterate what I’ve said a hundred times before now—I’m not interested in selling my recipes.”

      “I don’t think you understand what I’m offering you.”

      “No, I don’t think you understand. There is nothing I want. This recipe belongs to my family, and that’s where it will stay.”

      “So you keep saying, which is why we tracked down your mother.”

      “You what?” I sit forward, wanting to grab the old man by the collar of his fancy suit and shake him.

      “She was more forthcoming and far easier to persuade. But the recipe she gave us, it’s not quite the same. Why is that?”

      “Because I adapted the recipe my grandmother taught us. It’s different now.”

      “And what is it that makes it different?”

      “What the hell are you doing here?” Bax arrives suddenly by my side, his voice gruff and…shocked.

      Frank Hollis’s eyebrows shoot up his forehead. “Is that how we raised you, Baxter? To greet your father like a nuisance?” His father?

      “I told you to move on,” Bax growls.

      “And I told you to do what it takes. Which it looks like you’re doing.” The old man’s eyes move between us. “I underestimated you, son.”

      Bax’s lip curls but he doesn’t get to speak before I shoot up from my chair. “Son? Son? What the hell is going on here, Bax?”

      “Babycakes, I can explain,” he pleads, reaching for me.

      I step out of his grasp. “Don’t call me that! What is this? Am I just some…some conquest so you could get close enough to steal my recipe?” I shake my head. “Oh my god. I’m so stupid. No wonder you were so interested in me and my shop. Fuck. And I fell for it. The desperate fat girl was an easy target, right? I’ll bet you’ve been laughing your ass off.”

      “Baby— Annie, no! It’s not like that at all. I love you. I promise you I wasn’t after your recipe.”

      “Bullshit!” Tears burn hot in my eyes as I turn on my heel and run, dodging through the crowd with an agility I didn’t know I possessed. Heartbreak did strange things to a person, I guess. God, I feel so stupid right now.
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      “What are you doing here?” I yell, raking my hands through my hair as the love of my life rushes away thinking the absolute worst of me. “You’re ruining everything.”

      “Well, I’m sorry, son. I didn’t realize you were courting her in order to get the recipes, but I have to say, it’s brilliant. Make her trust you and think you’re family and we get the ingredients for free.” He claps his hands together and laughs.

      “No,” I say, placing my hands on his shoulders. “I’m not doing this for the company, Dad. I’m doing it for me. I’m in love with her, and I don’t want you to take her recipes. I won’t let you take her recipes.”

      Dad takes a deep inhale, his dark eyes moving between mine before he lets out a sigh. “It was the same with your mother,” he says in a softer tone than I’ve ever heard before. “I met her in the airport then changed my flight to be with her. I didn’t leave her side until she took her final breath. She’s the only woman who’s ever meant anything to me.”

      “Then you understand why I can’t help you.”

      He gives me a solemn nod. “I do. Go and get her, son. Find her and be happy.” He looks at his watch. “You have about ninety minutes until midnight.”

      A great sense of relief fills my chest as I embrace him before taking off through the crowd in search of my Annie. I have no idea where she went and I’m running blindly, somehow knowing that if I trust my instincts, destiny will guide me to her.
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      I stop running when I hit the water’s edge, taking a deep heaving breath before I cry into my hands. How stupid can a person be? To believe that a man like Baxter could have a shred of interest in a woman like me. “Stupid, stupid, stupid,” I cry.

      “You’re not stupid, Annie.” Bax’s voice sounds from behind me.

      “I am,” I say, wiping at my eyes as I turn around. “I gave myself to a man I knew nothing about. I was so desperate to be loved that I was willing to believe anything that came out of his mouth.”

      “And it was all true,” he says, reaching for me. “I never once lied to you, Annie. I saw you, and I fell.” I push at his chest, struggling to believe his words when I’m so upset, but he holds me tighter. “I’m not letting you go. The moment I realized who you were, I went and called my father and told him I wouldn’t help him get your recipes.”

      “But that’s why you were here, right? To convince me to sell?”

      He nods. “Then I fell in love with you and found out how important these recipes are to you. So I made a vow to help you protect them. I will give up Hollis foods if it means I get to be with you and grow our family and be happy together, because, babycakes, I’ve never been more happy than I am when I’m around you. You are my world. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do or give up to make us work. I love you. From the bottom of my heart, I love you. And I’ll spend every day of my life proving that to you.”

      “I want to believe you, Bax. I do. But, you can’t—”

      I don’t get to say much more before his lips collide with mine and steal my words away, reminding me of what my body does when he’s around me, touching me, inside me… I want this man to be mine. I want to be his. But I’m scared.

      “Does that tell you how I feel about you?”

      “Bax, I—”

      He kisses me again, deeper this time. My knees go weak and by the time he’s finished, I’m a trembling mess in his arms. “Don’t deny me, Annie.”

      “You’d really give up your inheritance for me?”

      “In a heartbeat.”

      His eyes move between mine and there’s such sincerity in his that I feel sure he’s telling the truth. “I don’t want you to give up your inheritance, but OK,” I whisper.

      “OK?” He tucks my hair behind my ear and caresses my cheek with his thumb.

      “I love you too.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Thank god. I couldn’t stand it if we started this new year at odds with each other.”

      The sound of the crowd counting down in the distance reaches our ears. “Sounds like we made up just in time,” I say.

      “You bet,” he says, bringing his lips closer and closer until the crowd cheers. “Happy New Year, baby cakes.”

      “Happy New Year, Bax.” By words brush against his lips as he kisses me. His tongue moves against mine, making my toes curl as I cling to him while fireworks burst in the sky overhead, starting off our new year in the most perfect way—in each other’s arms.

      “How about I take you home?” Bax suggests when we come up for air. “I’m sure I can show you something else that could inspire those delicious cookies you make.”

      “I’d like nothing more,” I say, sighing happily as he wraps his arm around me and we make our way into January first, the rest of the year and the rest of our lives together.
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      “You have to put some power into it. Mix it with your muscles, like this,” Annie says as she stands at the counter with Baxter Junior and our youngest, May. Baxter is nine now, and he’s the first to learn how to make mommy’s cookies. He’s too young to learn the secret yet, but since I learned the secret on our wedding night, I can confidently say that it blew me away—but I’ll never tell. It’s a family secret, you know.

      Junior works the spoon around and around while May stands on her three-year-old tiptoes and catches the chocolate chips that fall from the bowl. I think out of all our children she’s the most like her mother. She has the same cherubic face, golden brown hair and amber eyes. The rest of our five kids have a mix of both our features, but little May is all Annie, and she’s the light of room whenever she’s present. A real little mischief maker.

      “Can I stir?” she asks, holding up a silver spoon and licking her lips.

      “Of course you can,” Annie says, reaching down to pick her up so she can mix with her big brother. They giggle together and I remain in the doorway, watching the happy scene as my heart fills with more love than I ever knew it could contain.

      In the years since I first walked into the store and just about tripped over myself to get to Annie, I’ve discovered that my capacity to love this woman grows with every day. Sure, we’ve had our ups and downs like every couple—hint to you all, don’t try to live in the house you’re remodeling when your wife is pregnant and there’s a toddler running around—but we’ve come through it stronger and with a deeper appreciation for what we share. There isn’t a moment where I could ever imagine being without her. Annie and the kids are my everything. And in ten years’ time I’m sure I’ll be doing this again, marveling at how I managed to fall even deeper in love. But I know it’ll happen, because it happens every day.

      “Hey, handsome,” Annie says when she catches me in the doorway. “We’re making choc chip and peanut butter cookies.”

      “My favorite,” I say, ruffling Junior’s hair while I press a kiss against my wife’s lips. She’s pregnant with our number six, and I don’t intend on slowing down our baby making any time soon. I can’t keep my hands off her.
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      Bax pulls a stool over to the kitchen counter to make me get off my feet while he rolls the cookie balls with the kids. They’re all in here now— three boys and two girls—and I’m wondering if there’s going to be any cookie dough that makes it to the oven. They’re very liberal with their ‘tasting bites’.

      As I sit back and smile at them all together, I rub a hand over my growing belly, feeling the little one inside me move about. I love this part of pregnancy where it’s just you and your bump being one with each other. It makes me feel more connected with our brood, remembering what it was like to carry them, while also feeling extra swoony toward my husband because he’s given me more in the last decade than I ever wanted for myself. He’s given me love and children in abundance, but he’s also given me daily support and encouragement while also remaining the supreme piece of eye candy he was on the day we met.

      I don’t know how he does it. He eats more cookies than all of us combined, but somehow, he’s still ripped as ever. And I’m the lucky one who gets to lick those delectable abs of his.

      Lord. I have to press my knees together. Pregnancy makes me incredibly horny, and having the hottest husband in the whole of Falton Falls doesn’t help the matter much either. Not that Bax would ever complain, he has the libido of a man who’s just spent a year at sea with nothing but his hand to keep him company.

      Not that I’m complaining either.

      When the cookies are done and the kids are happily enjoying their spoils with a cold glass of milk, Bax and I relax on the couch together while he nuzzles against my neck. “You know what tonight is, right?”

      “New Years Eve,” I say with a smile. “The beginning of another wonderful year together.”

      “Should we take Nina up on her offer to babysit so we can hit the festival this year?” I’m still selling cookies at a New Years Eve stall, but I have staff I pay to do that for me now. The business has grown in the last decade, and I eventually had to accept more help. But it means I get more time at home with the family.

      I turn and snuggle into him. “The only thing I want to do when the clock strikes twelve is bite my knuckle while I writhe beneath you.”

      “Oh, babycakes, you’re gonna get me embarrassingly hard if you talk like that. We’ll need Nina to watch the kids just so I can ravage you all night.”

      I giggle. “Now, that’s an idea,” I say, pressing my lips to his in a sensual kiss. When I first met this man, I struggled to believe he could love me for the woman that I am. Over the years, he’s not only proven that he loves everything about me, but he’s also taught me to love myself. Completely. Exactly the way that I love him.
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      To discover more quick and dirty insta-love reads by Megan Wade. Sign up for her newsletter: https://www.subscribepage.com/meganwade

      Follow her on Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/meganwadeauthor/

      Join her Sweeties group: https://www.facebook.com/groups/959211654464973

      Her next story, Rowdy Prince, is coming soon…

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Rowdy Prince: a BBW Romance

      My brother is larger than life; always up for a party and full of fantastic stories that are entertaining yet hard to believe—like the one where his college roommate was a prince. Yeah, right... Still, I love him, and when that big galoof turned the big three-oh, I took it upon myself to contact everyone he’d ever cared about to join us in celebration. Imagine my surprise when an RSVP turned up on royal letterhead, declaring Prince Luis himself would be in attendance with his royal guard, and could I please provide a map of the venue to his security consultant post-haste.

      I thought it was a joke, but then I googled Prince Alec and discovered that he was the bad-boy of Spanish royalty. Something about that smile has my body reacting in ways I’ve never felt before. <I> Oh my, I think I’m in love. </i>Do Spanish princes enjoy big beautiful American women?

      Warning: this quick read contains over-the-top declarations, insta-love and molten hot moments between a curvy girl and a rowdy prince who wants nothing more than to claim some royal curves as his own.

      Publication Date: January 15, 2019

      Preorder Rowdy Prince HERE
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