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      To the ones who found your forever when you were young, before you even knew you knew searched for them.
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        Front Lines to Home Fronts

      

      

      They’ve traded combat zones for small towns—but they’re still wired for intensity. 

      This instalove romance series follows ex-military heroes and heroines starting over across the country, taking on all kinds of jobs and building lives rooted in loyalty, grit, and purpose.

      The men don’t fall slowly. They fall first—and when they do, it’s intense, consuming, and impossible to walk away from. 

      Fast love. Alpha devotion. Emotional fire. 

      Expect raw emotion, fierce devotion, and heat that flares fast and burns deep. The women they fall for are strong, real, and unforgettable—including curvy heroines who are wanted, worshipped, and claimed without any hesitation. 

      These men love hard and protect harder. The moment she enters their world, she becomes their priority, their weakness, their forever.

      

      Each book is a standalone—new couple, new professions—with threads of found family woven throughout. You’ll see familiar faces, meet new ones, and jump in anywhere—no reading order required. 
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        Some pacts are meant to be broken. Theirs was destined to be sealed.

      

      

       

      Duke Caster was the hotshot quarterback and resident playboy of Honeyville High School, but there was only ever one woman who truly mattered: Hudson Frazier. Since the fourth grade, she has been his girl—his constant, his confidante, and the target of a protective rage that once earned him a two-day suspension after someone made her cry. Though Hudson, a curvy, shy woman, carried an unspoken crush for the friend who never claimed her romantically, Duke was waiting.... He knew if he tasted her then, he would never let her go, trapping her in their small town before she realized her potential. 

      So he sealed their future with a promise. 

      "If neither of us is married by twenty-five," he declared to her and two witnesses, "you and me, we’ll get married". 

      Seven years later, Duke has returned on his 25th birthday, ready to collect his prize. Now older, bigger, stronger, and intensely possessive, Duke tracks down Hudson in Boston only to find her working for a boss he instantly pegs as predatory. 

      Hudson believes their pact was a childish joke, a statement made to distract her from high school bullying. But Duke isn't playing games. He wasn't then and he sure isn't now.

      When he locates her, he immediately declares her his fiancée, follows her across state lines, and stamps his claim on her body, refusing to let her deny the passion he held back for years. 

      Duke has always been her protector, but now he demands to be her forever. He will burn down anything—and anyone—in his way to prove to his Huds that she is, and always has been, his everything. 

      He waited until she was ready for the world. Now, he's done waiting. She's his. Forever.

      And once he slips that ring on her finger, he has no intention of ever taking it off.

       

      This short read is MF with a guaranteed HEA. 

      Tropes for Heartstrings & Wedding Rings include — Ex-military, Childhood Friends, Unrequited Love, Protector, Marriage Pact, Curvy
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      Honeyville High School, Senior Year

      “Who the fuck made you cry, Hudson?”

      Body rigid with anger, Duke Caster stared down at Hudson Frazier, the young woman who’d been his friend since they met in the fourth grade. Her family had moved to town then and coming to the smaller southern town hadn’t been easy for the plump black girl to fit in. Small towns were great in some ways, harder in others.

      For him, it happened when they’d been paired in an assignment, and he’d instantly been drawn to the sense of humor she tended to keep hidden. As they traversed through their school years, she was his one constant. His girlfriends knew she was going to be in his life and they were okay with it or not sticking around. Hudson hadn’t ever wanted anything additional from him. Her attitude never changed other than getting spicier as she grew older.

      The one lone guy she “dated” in high school didn’t last long—mainly—because Duke overheard him badmouthing her in the locker room. That altercation, him kicking the bastard’s ass, had earned him a two-day suspension and had taken the majority of the offensive line to pull him away from beating the shit out of Barron.

      Seriously? Who called their child Barron? An arrogant asshole for sure.

      Duke, himself, hadn’t given a damn about the suspension, what he did was that for two days she didn’t have him there to protect her. Luckily he had friends and one of them, Theodore Kidd captain of the basketball team, had given him updates and watched over her when he hadn’t been able to.

      Blinking as refreshed rage pushed through him at the memory, he focused back on Hudson. Duke clenched his hands into fists before relaxing them. He didn’t need her focused on his anger, he needed her to answer his goddamn motherfucking question. Hudson never saw him as the angry boy who needed an outlet, or angry man. She wanted him to focus on his future and being more than people said he was. He never understood why she claimed to see more in him than what everyone else did.

      She continued to carry some extra weight but she had come into her own when she let her confidence shine through. It was rare for her to do that, however. His girl preferred to be in the background, be overlooked and ignored.

      And yes, she was still his girl.

      Always will be.

      “Let it go, Duke.” The slight tremble in her low voice kicked his anger up into another gear.

      He snorted and reached out, tipping her face up to his. Like that is going to happen.

      Duke licked his lips as he skimmed his thumb along her skin. Soft. Supple. And the thing that haunted his dreams when he was both awake and asleep. It was what he longed for when his hands were on another woman fucking her into oblivion. Hudson, it was always Huds who was forefront in his mind. It didn’t matter who he fucked or whose lips were around his cock, to him, it was all in preparation for Hudson so he could properly pleasure her.

      As the hotshot quarterback of the high school team, he wasn’t exactly low on options for company. But the one he longed for, well, it wasn’t the time yet.

      Hand gripping tighter on the helmet he held in his other hand, he commanded himself to take deep breaths. He hated seeing her cry. The sight of her tears sent rage through him unlike anything and made him long to burn down the world.

      “No.” He swallowed his grin as her gaze flashed with frustration. Sexy and smart.

      Furiously she wiped away the tears and batted his hand away from her chin. Rolling her shoulders, she took a breath then frowned up at him. Brows furrowed as she tipped her head to maintain eye contact. “Aren’t you supposed to be at football practice?”

      “Yep.” He popped the p on that, even as he braced a shoulder against the wall, continuing to hold her gaze. “I’m late.” Duke shrugged one shoulder lazily. “Going to be later because I’m not fucking moving until you tell which walking corpse it was who made you cry.” By the end of his declaration, his tone had dropped into dangerous waters.

      Those big brown eyes enlarged. She grasped his wrist, her fingers not able to curl around his completely. His heart kicked up. Something as simple as her touch made his blood sing in a way football never could. Nor could any other female. She was his. End of story.

      He struggled with the urge to turn his hand and intwine their fingers, hold her hand like actual couples did.

      She shook her head and squeezed her fingers around him. “I’m not about to be the reason you are benched for the homecoming game, Duke. Get to practice.” Hudson jabbed a finger toward the field.

      A chuckle threatened to slip free but he managed to swallow it back down, knowing if it escaped she would hit him. Like she was going to direct him with a finger jab and if things went as usual with her, she would be stomping her feet next. But the hit…

      That would hurt. He had no doubt as he was the one who’d taught her to throw a decent punch. A fun day of getting to press against her softer, curvier body.

      He shrugged again and pursed his lips. “Don’t want to shoulder the responsibility of me being benched, tell me what I want to know. Trust me, Huds, it’s easier if you just tell me. Because I will find out and I’ll beat the shit out of whomever did it.” Not that he wouldn’t if she told him herself. There was an order to how it went, you make his Huds cry, Duke made you cry. And bleed.

      Two linemen, Ben Stavers and Hank Gentz, approached, helmets in hands as they left the glaring southern afternoon sunlight to the shade of the equipment house where he stood with Hudson. He barely spared them a glance.

      “Duke. Coach is pissed. He wants you on the field.”

      He never took his gaze from hers. “Tell him I’m in the fucking bathroom, I don’t care Ben. Someone made my girl cry and I’m about to burn down this fucking school if she doesn’t tell me who did it.”

      She licked her full lips and he swore to himself as he observed the gamut of emotions spreading over her face, before they all smoothed away and her expression grew blank. “I’m not your girl, Duke. I’m a friend, that’s it. Nothing more. I’ve been there as you whored your way through not only our school but also the neighboring ones.”

      Ben stood by him as Hank moved up as well. All of them dwarfed Hudson but she didn’t seem put out by it.

      “She’s got a point,” Hank mentioned.

      Maybe, but he still didn’t like the words coming from her mouth. He flipped his lineman off, still staring at Huds. Stepping closer, he again captured her chin in his right hand and put them nose to nose.

      “Listen to me Hudson Frazier and make sure you’re listening well, you’ve sure as fuck been my girl since you showed up at this school and showed me how to do fractions. Doesn’t matter how many girls I fuck along the way. Until you’re ready to admit it, I have to work with stand-ins. You’re not ready for me yet. But you will be.” He looked at his linemen. “If neither of us is married by twenty-five.” And back to her, needing her to realize how fucking serious he was about this statement. “You and me, we’ll get married.”
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