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      Never give up on true love. YOU deserve it!
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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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        One night wasn’t enough—especially when fate throws her back in his path. 

      

      

      

      Ex-military, millionaire Warren Blackburn, heir to Blackburn Enterprises, believed in love. However, walking in on his bride-to-be with the caterer the day they were be walking down the aisle, he ran.

      Straight from the church. Straight from the life planned for him. Straight into a bar—and the arms of the woman who gave him one night of passion he hasn’t been able to forget. 

      Officer Jamie Dunn never believed she’d see her one night stand again. The one who made her breathless more alive than she’d been in years. A one-night stand, nothing more. 

      Until he checks into the bed-and-breakfast in her small town. 

      The heat is instant. Unmistakable. Unavoidable. 

      They both realize one night wasn’t nearly long enough to prepare either of them for what comes next. 

      His ex wants him back, her ex wants her back, his father doesn't think she's good enough for him.

      None of that matters to him.

      Because what started as passion has turned into something worth fighting for. 

      And this time… he’s not going anywhere. He’s staying. 

      For her.

      Warren discovered the one woman for him and he's not letting go. Not letting her go.

       

      This short read is MF with a guaranteed HEA.  

      Tropes for Breaking Rules & Chasing Love include — Ex-military, Small Town, One Night Stand, Law Enforcement, He Falls First, Millionaire
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      Cedar Run, TN

      Truckers Bar

      The pussy clamped down on his cock was tight as fucking hell. Wet. Heat that burned him. Goddamn perfect. Nearly wringing out his cum before he got her to orgasm again. The woman with him, he had her bent over the table in the room they occupied. Warren Blackburn tugged back on the fistful of her dark soft and silken hair with emerald green coloring on the last three or so inches, bringing her head back, elongating her neck. The butter yellow crisscross razorback of her dress sliced through her dark honeyed skin. He’d flipped her skirt up over the top of her ass, the pale yellow thong, snapped and dangled around one stiletto clad foot.

      “Fucking hell!”

      He dipped his head and watched his dick vanish inside her greedy pussy. Sweat dotted his head, dripped down his back but he didn’t stop. His hips continued thrusting. He was addicted. Couldn’t get enough.

      This pussy was nearly enough to push away the shitstorm of his day. He growled and smacked her on the ass.

      “Yes!” The woman widened her stance a bit, flashing the red of her sole to his gaze. “God, harder. Fuck me harder!”

      He yanked harder on her hair and more wetness coated his dick. Eyes nearly rolling in the back of his head, he bent and covered her body with his, still powering in deep. She smelled of sex, sweat and icy mint with a hint of lemon. Flexing his grip on her hip, he slid his hand around the front of her pussy and circled her clit.

      She panted, hips rocking in time with his thrusts.

      “Come for me, again.” His demand was growled before he bit her neck, needing to mark her in more than one way. He pinched her clit and bottomed out in her pussy, lifting her up on her toes even as her body skidded over the desk a few inches.

      He wanted her name. Hell, he wanted her screaming his name so everyone in this fucking club knew who was making her go hoarse.

      This incredible woman had shut down exchanging names. Blinked her big rich hazel eyes and said all she was interested in was his dick. Given the shit day he’d had, he was all for it. Two more pumps and he came hard enough to weaken his knees. For a few moments, he sagged on top of her but pushed up, not wanting to squish her.

      Her core clenched around him as he withdrew. His seed dripped down her leg and he bared his teeth as he scooped it up with two fingers and pushed it back inside her. His cock thickened as he fucked her with the digits.

      Yeah, he was ready to go again.

      Her heavy pants drew his gaze up to her face. Swollen lips, eyes wide, hazy with desire and pupils blown out. He turned her face and claimed her mouth, wanting everything she had. Her breath, her heart, her orgasms. All of it. Releasing her hair, he gripped her hips and rolled her to back, yanked her legs wide, and sank his cock between them.

      “Yes!” She arched her back, full breasts thrust up.

      Jesus, had anything ever felt so good?

      He scooped an arm under one leg and lifted it without slowing his strokes. Dipping his head, he spit on her pussy as he fucked her, then growled again as she put her fingers there and rubbed the saliva into her clit, working herself up again.

      After he was spent a second time, he stumbled across the room to the dinky bathroom in the office to get cleaned up for him and his incredible fuck. Wiping off the combination of their desire, he took several deep breaths as he shoved a hand through the sweaty blond strands falling forward. Warren left his tuxedo shirt unbuttoned but did up his slacks before wetting another wad of paper towels to clean her up. Stepping out into office, he froze, brows converging.

      The room was empty. No woman.

      Scowling, he stomped to the desk which still sat in disarray. She hadn’t ducked behind the desk. He was the only person in the room.

      “Fuck!” He tossed the wet paper towels on the desk where they landed with a loud plop. All that remained in the room was him, memories and the smell of sex. He bent at the waist and took several deep breaths before he stood, moved the wet towels to the small trash bin beside the desk, ignored the mess they’d left and buttoned up his tuxedo shirt as he went to the door. Raking a hand through his hair, he closed his eyes once more before yanking open the door and walking back through into the hallway leading up to the bar where his groomsmen were enjoying themselves.

      One hell of a wedding day. He’d gone to speak to his bride-to-be and found her under the caterer. Literally. Under the caterer. They were fucking on the floor of the kitchen, her pale legs spread as she took his cock, panting and writhing when she’d told Warren, she didn’t want to get sweaty but would allow a missionary fuck with the lights off. On that floor, she’d been on her hands and knees taking it hard as the man pushed his fingers up her ass.

      He'd walked out and gotten in his friend’s supped up Charger, shot off a text to his groomsmen and drove away. Ended up here. As did they and just had the most incredible fuck of his life.

      “There you are.”

      He glanced up from the floor to find his best man, Cole Rasmussen, standing there, a beer in each hand. His blue-green gaze swept over him, dipped behind as if he were looking for someone else.

      Join the club man, I’m looking for her too.

      “Did you see a woman in a yellow dress come through here?”

      “You mean that dark-skinned beauty you brought back here?” His lips quirked. “Nope. I thought you’d exhausted her back there. Incredible I could hear her screams over the music.”

      “Because you’re a freak and love to listen.”

      “There is that, true, but no. I was blocking the hall for you. Figured you wouldn’t be happy if anyone saw her in whatever condition you had her in.”

      That was true. He’d fucking take the eyes of anyone who saw his woman in that state.

      “I’m in love.” He blurted out the words and didn’t even consider taking them back. It was true.

      Cole shook his head and passed him a beer. “Nope. You don’t get to do that on ‘your didn’t happen wedding day’. You were in love with Lily-Mae as well right up until you found her with another dick in her. Your emotions are all over the place.”

      “What the fuck do you know about my emotions?” He took a big swig of the beer, grateful for the coolness as it ran down his throat.

      His best friend crossed his arms and glared at him. Then he grunted and reached for his beer once more. “What do I know?”

      He lifted his eyebrows. “That’s what I asked.”

      “Fucking Christ.” Cole dropped the bottle hard on the bar. He gazed around the noisy bar before pinning that fucking stare on Warren. “I was there when you walked out of the kitchen after having found that pathetic excuse for a fiancée fucking the man responsible for the food at your upcoming wedding. I’d spent seven months listening to you talk about how you loved Lily-Mae and how she was the best thing in the world for you.”

      He ground his jaw. Warren knew he was a romantic and wanted the happily ever after. He didn’t see it personally, his parents hated each other, cheated on each other but stayed together for the image, but he knew an honest relationship existed. And wanted to have the true love.

      “She could have been. Don’t hate me because I love love and am not a skeptic like you.”

      Cole grunted and rolled his eyes. “Warren, you should be devastated. Or pissed off. Hell, perhaps both. What you shouldn’t be is falling in love with another woman on the very day you ran away from your wedding.”

      Warren shrugged. “Buzz kill then. Look, I know you don’t believe me and I’m sure with Lily-Mae it was a desire to be in love, but it wasn’t. This one’s different.”

      Cole scowled. “Different? Different how?”

      He didn’t know how to put it into words so all he could do was shrug. Cole scoffed.

      “Alright then lover boy. What’s her name?”

      He dropped his head on the bar, the depression and frustration rolling over him. “I don’t fucking know.”
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