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Dear Reader, After Paradise is a novella that follows directly after the full-length novel The Promise of Paradise. Don’t worry! If you haven’t read The Promise of Paradise, you won’t be lost (although you might want to go back and pick it up after you finish this one). This novella is also the precursor to my Hometown Heroes series, set in the coastal town of Lindsey Point. I hope you’ll fall in love with these characters and want to read all their stories too! 

P. S. - Want a free read? Sign up for my newsletter and get the sweet novella Angle Shot just for joining. 
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Reviews for After Paradise:

“This was such a fast paced and flirty romance. I liked all the characters and enjoyed the lively banter. The beach provides a perfect setting for love and laughter.” 

~5-star Amazon review

“A lovely, sweet novella...A thoroughly enjoyable short read. Recommended!” 

~4-star Goodreads review
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CHAPTER 1 
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Jen pulled off her flip-flops and stretched her feet onto the dashboard of the pickup truck.

“You really have to do that?” Lucas looked over

She rolled down the window and let her arm dangle. “Just drive, little bro.” The trip from the small town of Paradise, New Hampshire, to their even smaller hometown of Lindsey Point, Connecticut, took somewhere around three hours, depending on the weather and the traffic, if the Red Sox were in town.

“Finn texted earlier,” Lucas said after a few miles. “Big party down on the dunes tonight.”

“Yeah?” Jen rubbed sleepiness from her eyes. Cocktails at Eddie and Ash’s surprise engagement party, combined with mid-summer heat, had worn her out. She’d need a couple shots of espresso to stay up past nine. “You going?”

“Nah, not my scene. But I thought you might want to head down there, catch up with people.”

“Thanks, I will.” Lindsey Point residents rarely left town for long or for good, making Jen an anomaly. Lucas was the one who kept her filled in on what happened back home, including beach parties, breakups, and other important news. 

The air cooled, and Jen rolled up the window. Since splitting her time between her Boston apartment and Paradise over the summer, she hadn’t been home since Memorial Day. She’d never really thought of herself as a small-town girl, mostly because you couldn’t turn around in Lindsey Point without ninety percent of the residents knowing your every move, whether it was the time the entire junior class got caught drinking down by the haunted lighthouse, or the time the local priest discovered the prom king and queen having sex in the church parking lot. 

Still, something about growing up in a place where everyone knew your name, family, and dating history brought a certain degree of comfort. You could never get lost in a place like Lindsey Point, whether you wanted to or not. People knew you, had your back, and looked out for you when you got lost. She knew exactly why Ash had fallen in love with a place like Paradise. 

When they finally saw the sign for Lindsey Point, Jen lifted her hair from her shoulders and sighed. “This is the real Paradise, you know.” Water glimmered ahead. 

“I know,” Lucas agreed. 

She rolled the window halfway down and inhaled deeply. “I love that smell.”

“Of dead fish? Such a romantic.”

“Of the ocean, stupid.”

He shook his head. “Whatever does it for you.”

She studied him for a minute. He’d cut their speed from sixty on the highway to a rolling-along-without-a-care-in-the-world thirty-five on the two-lane road into town. A few cars passed them heading in the opposite direction, but as always when Jen came back to Lindsey Point, a distinct sense of safety and familiarity filled her. She knew she probably glamorized Lindsey Point, but she didn’t care. Magic could happen in a place like this. Magic, romance, and things her clinical, scientific brain usually didn’t give the time of day. 

“You okay?” she asked. 

“Yeah. Why?”

“I mean...” Her hand flipped in the air. “You know you’re gonna find someone else, right? Someone a hundred times better for you than Shannon.”

He ran a hand over his face and pulled his baseball cap down over his eyes. “We’re talking about this again?”

“I don’t want you to be sad.”

“I’m not sad. I’m pissed off.”

“That either.”

“I find my fiancée in bed with another man and I’m not supposed to be pissed off?”

“Of course you are. I just meant...” Jen’s head fell back against the seat. She wasn’t sure what she meant, only that she hated seeing her little brother looking deflated, as if the last breath of fresh air and happiness had fled him months ago. “There’s someone else out there for you.”

Lucas eased up to the stop sign at the edge of town. Main Street lay another mile ahead, and the Oakes’ family home another couple miles past that. “And I’m sure I’m going to find her right here in Lindsey Point. Let me guess. She’ll probably just walk into my life one day and knock me head over heels.”

Jen cocked a brow. “Maybe. I hope so. I’d love to see my six-foot-seven little brother fall that hard.”

Lucas mumbled something as he headed for town, and Jen wasn’t sure, but it sounded an awful lot like I’d love to see that too.
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CHAPTER 2 
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After a long hot shower and dinner of roast turkey, stuffing, and cornbread (Mama Oakes never did anything halfway, especially not when her only two children were in town), Jen trudged out the front door a little after nine. Her childhood home sat about a mile from the beach. Sometimes she thought even if she closed her eyes, she could still find her way there on foot, after all the nights she’d sneaked out as a teenager. Coming home always put her back in that mindset. Two right turns, a detour through Millie Powers’ lawn, and she was standing beside a weathered sign that read “East Entrance - Closed After Dark”

“Yeah, right,” Jen muttered. She stepped over a worn log barrier and followed the path that cut through a copse of pines before opening onto a long, white stretch of sandy beach. 

The water sat like glass, the lighthouse speared the cloudy sky, and bright orange patches of bonfire lit up the night. She could smell the smoke above the salty air, could almost taste both on her tongue. She slowed her steps to take it all in before someone recognized her and Oh-my-God-I-haven’t-seen-you-in-forever conversations took the place of everything else. 

Drank my first beer right there, she thought as she passed a swell in the dunes. Kissed Jeremy Horner on that bench under the trees. And she’d almost lost her virginity inside the lighthouse one frosty November night, except Chief O’Brien had seen her and Nate Eller’s flashlight poking around and followed them in for a lecture that included some winking and a grin he couldn’t hide. 

Almost everything important in her life had happened in Lindsey Point. First love, first heartbreak, first funeral, first ghost story, first best friend, first driving lesson, first everything. Just because she no longer lived here didn’t mean the town held any less of her heart. 

She threaded her way through the dunes, passing a couple of small bonfires with teenagers clustered around them, wine coolers or cheap beer bottles in hand. The prime spot for partying on the beach lay between the lighthouse and the abandoned keeper’s house, and whoever staked it out early in the day claimed it when the sun went down. Tonight it looked as though it belonged to a group in their mid-twenties, a mix of guys who lounged on the steps of the lighthouse cradling drinks and smoking weed and girls who were either trying to flirt with them or giggling in tight circles by the water. 

Two of them stood near the fire, hands outstretched. Jen recognized Mikayla Johnston and Lucie Rodriguez, part of the popular crowd back in high school. They were decked out in tiny halter-tops tied around their necks. Lucie had on cut-off jeans, but Mikayla wore a mini skirt so short her red bikini bottoms flashed in the firelight, and every few seconds she swayed toward the flames. Lucie finally grabbed her friend and pulled her back a few steps. 

“Oops,” Mikayla giggled. She drank from a plastic cup and then dropped it, empty, to the ground. “Hi there,” she said. She fluttered her fingers in greeting, and Jen was about to respond when a male voice over her right shoulder spoke instead. 

“Hi.”

Mikayla looked at Lucie. Something glittered in her expression. “We were waiting for you.” She rested one hand on a slender hip. “What took you so long?”

Jen reversed direction, not interested in witnessing whatever odd, drunken conversation was about to take place. This wasn’t usually where her friends hung out. If anything, they’d be on the other side of the beach, lying under the stars and listening to the throb of water on the rocky shore. 
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