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      To all the women who spend their nights awake, doze during the daylight hours and park ready to leave at a moments notice. You’re not crazy, you’re exhausted and have been let down.  Here’s hoping there comes a day when we don’t have to do that any longer.

      Hugs!
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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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        She calls him hers to deflect a problem. He takes it as a promise.

      

      

       

      Trisha Hendrix  has spent her life running: from memories, from expectations, from anywhere that felt too permanent. Fresh out of the military and exhausted down to her bones, she touches down in a tiny lakeside town with a single goal—rest, then move on.

      What she doesn’t expect?

      The bartender whose smile could light a blackout.

      Lorenzo Ingram is warmth wrapped in flannel, the kind of man who remembers strangers’ drink orders and gives second chances like it’s a hobby. When Trisha impulsively calls him her “boyfriend” to shut down his overeager ex, Lorenzo is all too willing—and pleased—to play along.

      But what starts as a deflection becomes something else entirely.

      Because Lorenzo sees the woman beneath the armor—fierce, lonely, extraordinary.

      And he knows, instantly and absolutely, that she’s his.

      Trisha tells herself it’s just a stopover.

      Lorenzo is determined to prove it’s the beginning of forever.

      This short read is MF with a guaranteed HEA.

      Tropes for Whiskey Hearts & Battle Scars include — Ex-military, Small Town, Blue Collar, Grumpy/Sunshine, Fake Relationship, He Falls First
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      Cypress Ridge

      The bar was her favorite kind. Old. Worn. Well used. A brass rail she rested her foot on was tarnished from years of use. The people in there knew each other, calling each other by name. And yet, left her alone even being the newcomer to town. The bartender didn’t have to ask what people wanted. The grizzled old man, either knew them well enough or didn’t give a fuck and just handed out what he thought they should have.

      Seemed to work well enough though, Trisha Hendrix hadn’t seen anyone complain. Why she had come to this small town was anyone’s guess. She had, upon her discharge from the United States Air Force, quite simply packed up her Chevy Tahoe and began driving.

      Out of sorts and off her game since leaving the military, she wasn’t sure where she belonged or what she wanted to do.

      Travel.

      That was the viable option for her. She didn’t have family nor did she have a man in her life.

      So here I am. In a small Georgia town called Cypress Ridge, at a worn establishment called ZoZo’s Bar.

      She’d arrived two days ago and had currently rented a single room cabin on the outskirts of town. Yesterday she slept, allowing her body to catch up on the rest she hadn’t done for a while. Was it perfect? No, she never fully relaxed but it was better than crashing a few hours at a rest stop. Today she’d ventured out, located the café that everyone talked about, Magnolia Café but had yet to go inside.

      Rubbing her index finger along the bar’s scarred but clean top, she waited for the older man to finish what he was doing. In her periphery there were numerous green and brown glass bottles on the bar.

      Groups sat at tables and stood at standing ones. She drummed her fingers as she watched a table with five men sitting around it, beers in hand. Military men. All handsome if she wanted to think about it, which she didn’t. Didn’t matter, she knew the type.

      If they weren’t active duty, they were freshly out.

      The door kicked open and a tall black man burst in, scanning the room, face deeply etched in a scowl. His gaze locked on another table with a pair of women sitting there and he strode over there, shoving people out of his way when he moved. Never once did she see him slow or apologize to those he bulldozed through.

      Trisha noticed the second they realized the man was on the way to them. To be fair, the redhead already had but the dark-skinned woman she sat with hadn’t initially noticed. Trisha partially rose from her stool when panic crossed the black woman’s heart-shaped face.

      “Nia!”

      The redhead, stepped in front of the woman at her table and the five men rose from their table as well. Settling back onto her stool, she rested an elbow on the bar top and settled in to watch the show. While she didn’t believe she would be needed, she was always down for a fight. Especially if some dick man was picking on a woman.

      He shoved the redhead who came back with a balled up fist and smashed him right in the nose. Well done honey. As the man stumbled back, the others, five tall, well built men, stepped up and circled around him.

      One guy in particular seemed angrier than the others. Longer blondish brown hair and a matching beard he seemed larger than he probably was. But he was furious. He reached in and snatched the man who’d made the mistake of yelling at a woman in the bar. Dragged him close and got right in his face.

      She sighed and turned back to the bar. That man will think twice before doing that again. Or he should.

      Opening her eyes to search for the bartender, she sucked in a sharp breath when her gaze landed upon a man who definitely hadn’t been there before.

      Holy shit balls!

      This was no longer the old man, who didn’t look bad, but a younger sharper version of him. Broad shoulders were draped by a flannel shirt in blues, browns and blacks. That five o’clock shadow lining his jaw made her fingers itch to skim it. Trail along the chiseled lines until his lips were beneath her touch.

      His black hair, hung longer and brushed his shoulders. Thick fingers on a large strong hand wrapped around the neck of a beer bottle. He smiled at her as he slid it over the bar toward her.

      “Noticed that Amos hadn’t gotten around to serve you a drink.”

      Thank god Amos hadn’t gotten around to serving me a drink so this man could. Although, I may need more than one because I’m suddenly overheated. She held up her hand to stop the bottle and spun it with her fingers. “Thank you.”

      It sucked. This whole thing. All he had done was his job and she was sitting there with damp panties because of his looks and voice.

      She gazed up at him and immediately got lost in his hazel eyes. There was more than a hint of the devil there combined with the promise of a night she’d never forget. If, and that if was doubtful, her panties hadn’t been completely soaked that changed the second their eyes locked.

      “My pleasure.”

      Holding his gaze, she lifted the bottle to her lips and took a slow drink. “Could be.”

      Firm lips kicked up in a sexy smirk as he tossed the black towel over his left shoulder. Stepping up to the bar, he reached out and dragged a single finger down the back of her hand.

      “Lorenzo Ingram. Bartender. Nice guy. Incredible fuck.”

      She took another drink, not caring if anyone heard them, she leaned forward and put her index finger on his before putting her gaze back on him.

      “Trisha Hendrix. Wanderer. Grump. Fantastic lay.”

      Those bow shaped lips twitched again and she shifted on the seat, trying to ease the ache there. It wasn’t working. She flexed her fingers on her bottle.

      “Are we doing it right here on the bar?” He rapped two knuckles on the smooth wood.

      It was her turn to smile. It wasn’t often a man made her smile with his humor.

      She anchored her gaze on his. “Do you have performance anxiety? I’d hate to be disappointed.”

      “Promise Blue. You’d not be disappointed. You’d be ready for round six and seven but disappointed isn’t something you would be. Exhausted yes.” He leaned in so they were nose to nose. “I’d fuck you until you had no cum left to give me.”

      Holy shit, yes please. Sign me up. “Bold claim.” Tone modulated she took a slow drink.

      He didn’t flush, didn’t look away. His lips quirked and he put his face even closer. “I deal in facts, Blue.”

      His breath was minty and she wanted to close the rest of the distance between them and kiss him. “Do I want to know why you’re calling me Blue?”

      “Your stunning eyes. Blue ice and it makes me want to do nothing more than melt them.” He chucked her under the chin and backed up before shooting her a wink and moving away, down the bar and serving some other people.

      She settled in and allowed herself to relax. Good beer, good music and good god she had a good line of sight. Lorenzo Ingram was her epitome of hotness. If she were to close her eyes and conjure up an image of her incredible man who could melt off her panties with nothing more than a single eye fuck.

      Deliberately she turned her back on the man behind the bar. A man who actually made flannel look good.

      If she were alone, she would take care of the pressing need throbbing between her thighs. But, she wasn’t. And while she wasn’t shy when it came to sex, she wasn’t about getting locked up in a town she didn’t know for the sole reason is she wanted to get off over a man she just met.
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