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      Everyday I thank those who become parents to those who don’t have 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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        A tiny toddler made her a guardian. He plans to make her a family.

      

      

       

      Chef Pippa McKnight has always kept her life simple: work in a restaurant until she can start her own, perfect her recipes, and pretend her ridiculously handsome next-door neighbor doesn’t star in every one of her midnight fantasies. But when tragedy strikes and her best friend’s will names her guardian of their eighteen-month-old daughter, Pippa’s world tilts. Overnight, she becomes parent, provider, protector—and completely overwhelmed. 

      Enter Quincy Salas. 

      Former military, now an IT specialist who can fix anything—from firewalls to fussy toddlers—and the man who’s been half in love with Pippa since the day she moved in. She’s never noticed the way he watches out for her. But he’s noticed everything. 

      And he’s done staying on the sidelines. 

      With gentle hands and a fiercely devoted heart, Evan steps in—babysitting, cooking, and soothing tears both toddler and adult. Every day, he proves he’s not just a neighbor offering help. He’s a man offering a future. He's there when her grandparents come and try to take her.

      But Pippa is terrified to lean on anyone. Too much has changed. Too fast. And trusting her heart feels like one risk she can’t take. 

      Quincy disagrees. 

      He’s waited long enough. 

      He wants Pippa—her curves, her fire, her softness. 

      And he wants the little girl who’s stolen both their hearts. 

      He’s all in. 

      For the long nights. 

      The early mornings. 

      The messy, beautiful forever. 

      Now he just needs her to believe it. 

       

      This short read is MF with a guaranteed HEA.  

      Tropes for Unexpected Gifts & Cured Hearts include — Ex-military, Small Town, Neighbors to Lovers, Fish out of Water, He Falls First, Unexpected Guardian
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      “I’m…I’m sorry, can you repeat that?” Pippa McKnight rubbed a fist over her chest as she begged for those words to be repeated. Her hands were slicked with sweat and she wanted to collapse to her knees and vomit.

      “Yes, ma’am. I know this has to be shock. Bradford and Lucille Stromberg were in a car accident. Unfortunately neither survived. Their daughter, Aurora Stromberg survived the accident. You are listed as her designated guardian.”

      Tears burned and streaked down her face. Yeah, that’s what I thought I heard. Neither survived. Dead. A baby without her parents.

      She had no recourse for this. Having a family didn’t even begin to grow in her mind as a possibility. Sure, her parents had provided a roof over her head and food but she wasn’t ever good enough. Never pretty enough, thin enough, ambitious enough. They did love Lucille so that helped to have her as a friend, and she didn’t mind her parents loving her as to her, she was a sister.

      When Lucille and Brad approached her about being the godmother and guardian should anything ever happen, she’d been flippant and happy they would ask. To her it was being the best aunt ever, since Lucille’s family were douches. Brad hadn’t any left living so it was her.

      Best friend.

      Childhood neighbor.

      College roommate and maid of honor at their wedding.

      Guess now I’m a single parent.

      Her chin wobbled as a painfilled grimace crossed her expression. Forcing her mind to function like a rational adult, she cleared her throat.

      “Where is she?”

      “Cloverdale, New Mexico.”

      She screwed up her face. Never heard of it. “And she’s safe?”

      “Yes ma’am. They have her with PSD, um, Protective Services Division.”

      More tears fell but she nodded and strode to her bedroom. “I’ll be on the first flight out.”

      “I’ll text you my information, call when you have things set, I can pick you up.”

      “Thank you, sir.”

      Gerald Touth hung up the phone and she crumpled on her bed, sobbing. Allowing herself ten minutes to grieve, she pushed up and dialed a number she knew by heart.

      “Sup bosslady?” Her sous chef, Martine Crest, answered.

      She took a shuddering breath and Martine fell silent.

      “Chef?”

      “I have to leave town for a while. I am needed in Cloverdale, New Mexico.”

      Pippa heard typing.

      “Why the fuck are you needed in a ghost town?”

      Leave it to Martine to google the shit out of everything.

      “Umm. My best friend and her husband died there, leaving behind their daughter, Aurora. She’s eighteen months old and I’m…well, I’m her guardian.”

      “Fuck me, I’m so sorry. What do you need from me other than watching the restaurant. I’ve got that covered for as long as you need.”

      A beep came in for a facetime request. Wiping her hand over the bottom of her running nose, she accepted.

      “Sweetie,” Martine cooed. Her dark skin pulled tight over fantastic cheekbones. Microbraids were piled high on her head aside from a few which fell around her face. “What can I do? Need me to come over and help you pack?”

      Pippa tried to be strong but all she could do was curl up on the bed and give a feeble nod. “Yes please.”

      “I’m on my way. Stay on the phone with me.”

      “’Kay.”

      She gave into the tears, Martine’s voice fading as she moved. When she woke later, her phone was out of her hand and she’d been covered by a blanket. The bedroom light was on and a figure moved in her closet.

      Martine walked out, a fire engine red carry-on handled in one hand. “You’re all packed. I have a flight down for you scheduled and a rental car. I didn’t book you a return flight because I’m not sure when that will be.” She sank on the bed by Pippa and stroked her hair. “You go, take the time you need and if you need anything, you call me. I know Lucielle was your best friend, but I’m here for you. You’re my best friend.”

      She crawled so her head rested in Martine’s lap and let herself wallow in pain, this time she didn’t have to be the one responsible, or in charge. For this small moment in time, she could let the one person left in the world she trusted to take care of her.

      

      Nearly three months later

      “What do you mean you can’t come tonight? We had this set up weeks in advance and you’re bailing because you want to go out with friends? I have to be at work in less than an hour!” Pippa glared at the phone like she could will the freaking teenager to stop reneging on their arrangement.

      Summer was ending in northern Virginia but the day was lovely. Not to hot and relatively gentle on the humidity. She was pacing in her front yard while Auri played in her playpen. She still struggled with juggling her new reality.

      “How about this then. You don’t watch her again.” She ended the call, gripped the phone and tipped her head back. Something akin to a growl emerged from her throat as she did her level best not to scream to the heavens.

      Auri was a great child and if push came to shove, she could take her to work and set her up in the office. It wouldn’t be the first time. However, they were supposed to get some toity food critic in tonight and she had busted her ass for this menu.

      Most of her day had been at the restaurant making sure everything was ready. Martine had spelled her so she could come home, shower and get the babysitter set.

      “Only now, I’m sans babysitter.”

      “Afternoon, Pippa.”

      Whoa mama. There it was. That voice. Deep, slow, southern. And attached to one sexy neighbor if she wanted to think about it. She didn’t because a man like Quincy Salas dated zeros and twos, not eighteens. Didn’t mean she didn’t use him in her fantasies at night when she and her lemon toy got to playing around, if she had any energy after work.

      He was about six-two, broad shouldered and muscles that made it look as if he could toss her around without even thinking about it. Tapered waist, strong legs. Dark brown eyes that assessed everything and recently he’d cut his hair so it was no longer shaggy but a buzz cut with the top very short of his brownish hair with blond tips. Man was fucking hot.

      Forcing a smile that she prayed didn’t look like she was either one, planning on jumping his dick for her own pleasure, or two like she’d just farted. “Quincy.”
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