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      Scars don’t make you ugly. They are a testament to your strength! You survived!

      Hugs!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE SERIES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        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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        Her past left scars. His love promises forever. 

      

      

      Ex-military and battle-scarred, Izzy Barr returns to her hometown to help her uncle run his bookstore while he recovers with zero intention of letting anyone close—not when her nightmares still cling to her skin and her body carries reminders of everything she survived. 

      But Jonah Balin, hometown carpenter and all-around good man, sees her. Really sees her. 

      And he falls—fast, hard, without hesitation. 

      He doesn’t flinch at her scars. 

      Doesn’t back away from her bristling defenses. 

      Doesn’t apologize for wanting her with a quiet intensity that shakes her foundations. 

      Izzy tells herself she doesn’t need anyone. 

      Jonah is determined to prove she deserves someone who shows up… every single day. 

      He’ll build her a deck, fix her bookshelves, a brand-new kitchen—hell, he’ll build her a whole damn life if she lets him. 

      All she has to do is take the first step toward him. 

       

      This short read is MF with a guaranteed HEA.  

      Tropes for His Tools & Her Heart include: Ex-military, Small Town, Return to Hometown, He Falls First, Blue Collar, Grumpy/Sunshine
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      “You need to come home, Izzy.”

      Squinting her eyes against the beating desert sun, Isabella “Izzy” Barr, Barr to the men and women she served with, shook her head even though the man on the other end of the call couldn’t see her. Hell, he could barely hear her.

      “I can’t just get in the car and drive over, Uncle Hal. I’m not even in the country.”

      “I’ve got a broken hip and can’t run the shop. You need to do that.”

      She pinched the bridge of her nose. Sweat ran in rivulets down her body. July in the Middle East was no freaking joke and where they were at, in this beautiful undisclosed location, was doing a damn good job of making that statement true. She imagined it was far cooler in Frostfall, Vermont where her uncle lived. The town was located up deep in the Green Mountains and had lovely summer weather. Sure, the winters got brutal but right now she would take some snow.

      “I’m thousands of miles away, Uncle Hal. I can put in to be home in about a month.”

      He huffed, a sure sign of his exasperation. “If that’s the best you can do.” He hung up.

      She ground her back jaw. “Always great chatting with you, too, Uncle.”

      Their relationship was contentious to say the least. She knew he’d never wanted her but when her parents passed, he’d taken her in, with great reluctance. He never let her forget it either.

      “Everything okay, Barr?”

      She readjusted the sit of her helmet and shook her head. “Nope. My uncle broke his hip. I have to put in for some leave.”

      Taylor Bishop crossed his arms, his black skin shimmering with his own sweat. “That fucking sucks. Where is home for you? In the northeast, right?”

      They began walking across to the command tent.

      “Vermont.” A shrug. “I guess. I don’t really feel like it’s home.” Truth was, she never had felt like she belonged there. Anywhere, really. At least not until she got into the army.

      “A sight cooler than here.”

      “Yeah that’s true.” Of course, right now, she was a firm believer that Hell was cooler than where she was. He clapped her on the shoulder as she paused at the tent. “Catch you later, Bishop.”

      He gave her a smirk. “You know where I am when you’re ready for some real fun.”

      “Still not interested.”

      He winked, saluted her with his rifle and jogged off. She turned and entered the tent. Even though it was hot inside, it wasn’t as brutal as it was outside.

      Time to find some time stateside.

      She turned to face her commanding officer and mere seconds later, a concussive explosion rocked the area, taking her off her feet and tossing her across the tent space like a ragdoll. Pain splintered through her leg and head then her world went dark.

      

      Months later

      Burlington, Vermont

      Hiking up her rucksack on her shoulder, Izzy scanned the interior of the airport. All she had to do was get to the parking lot, she had a vehicle waiting there for her. Someone her uncle trusted had parked it for her. Her flight had landed after midnight and she didn’t want to make anyone come pick her up.

      Plus I needed some time alone before I face others.

      Including her uncle. She’d not informed him of the attack or her subsequent injuries. Merely said he would have to find someone to cover until she could get home.

      Limping out of baggage claim, she followed the signs to the parking garage and after another peek at her phone, the directions on where the vehicle would be waiting for her. Stiff from the plane ride, she didn’t hurry, it was after all beyond midnight, what was the rush?

      While she wasn’t a fan of driving through the mountains at night, by herself, without the men and women she’d served with at her back. She hadn’t learned not to assume the worst when she was in new territory. Hell, even in older territory her brain still remained hardwired to expect attacks at every turn.

      She’d requested an SUV because it was easier for her to get in and out versus a car that sat lower to the ground. While it wasn’t an SUV it was a truck and that was fine by her. Light blue and white two door with it’s share of rust waited in the spot she’d been told to find it.

      The garage was empty and she reached up in the front driver’s side wheel well and withdrew the key which sat in the small magnetic box.

      After a few moments, she realized she was on the floor of the parking garage, using the light on her phone to check for explosives on the undercarriage. Once she’d allayed her fears, she winced as she got back up to her feet and opened the door, hefting her rucksack onto the passenger seat. It slid down to the floorboard and she pulled herself in.

      As the engine ran, she flipped down the visor locating the ticket that had been stuck there. Wallet beside her on the seat, she drove out of the garage, eyes darting back and forth rapidly as she made the tight spirals down.

      “Have a good night.”

      If not for her years of service, she would have flinched at the voice, drawing her to the present. She’d gotten lost in thought. Past ones. Unpleasant ones.

      “Thank you.” She took her receipt and depressed the accelerator the moment the bar rose. It should have been easier to breathe as she exited the city and made her way toward the mountains but it wasn’t.

      In fact, Izzy ended up pulling over at an outlook and waiting for her panic attack to pass. Using the hem of her shirt, she wiped away the gathered sweat. She breathed hard as she tried to calm down, the window was down and thankfully there was a cool breeze that came off the mountains. However, it took a while for her hands to stop shaking and the nausea to move on.

      Ten minutes later, she had started driving once more. Navigating through the narrow curved roads, she tried to think, how nice this was to come home to but her mind wouldn’t stop creating all these scenarios where she ended up back in the hospital or dead.

      In her head, it was all about what was and could be lurking around each and every corner, not to mention what great vantage points someone had to use a rocket launcher on her vehicle. Or how the road could be booby trapped with IEDs.

      Chest tight as well as sweat once again beading and dripping down her temples along with the nape of her neck—beneath the loose French braid she’d wrangled her chestnut strands into knowing it would be easier for the flight—she pulled into her uncle’s driveway.

      A dented SUV sat there and her chest tightened further. Exhaling slow and loud through her teeth, she parked next to it and squeezed her eyes shut.

      “I’m fine. I’m in the States. No enemy combatants waiting around the corner.”

      Still trembling and her palms damp, she turned the key shutting off the engine before opening the door.

      The truck’s interior overhead light softly filtered through the darkness. The squeaking of the hinges cut into the night’s symphony of crickets and owls. Leaning to her right, she yanked up her rucksack and slid to the ground, cautious of how she landed on her left leg.

      The same noise came when she shut the truck door. Seconds later, the outside light popped on by the screen door. The patio hadn’t changed, it remained the raised wooden space, two steps to get to the door.

      A few chairs and a bench seat were visible in the small lit area. It looked together more than she recalled it being, however, she’d been away for twelve years. Change was bound to have happened.

      Scanning the area a few more times, mentally convincing herself, she didn’t need her weapon in hand, she limped to the steps. The nearer she got, she realized the light had a motion detector.

      The suspicion flared. Why hadn’t it gone off when she pulled in? Or opened the door? Why had nothing happened until she’d pushed it closed? Taped to the glass, inside the screen door was a folded sheet of paper.

      
        
        I expect breakfast at 6am. Your room is still the same.

      

      

      A sharp huff.

      Why would he have changed in the least? Testing the knob, she shook her head as the door swung noiselessly open. Tapping her memory for the layout of the one story home, unique in a way for the northeast where a lot of homes were the Cape Cod style, she walked through the living room and down the hallway to where her room had been growing up.
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