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      To Eliana!

      You do so much for me. Your insight, wisdom, guidance and so much more. I know words can never accurately explain how honored I am you came into my life.

      Love you!
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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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      He claims her as his fiancée to protect her… but he intends to keep her. 

      Hero Benton has spent her life trying to escape Honeyville. Hero is saving every penny she earns to leave town—permanently. Between working grueling shifts at the local grocery store, diner and a caregiver while enduring the taunts of the mean girls she grew up with, she’s banking every penny she earns. 

      Former soldier. Reluctant billionaire. Theodore Kidd returns to his small hometown to visit his grandfather, when he discovers two things: 

      His grumpy grandfather has a caregiver and it's none other than someone he knew growing up. Granted, he assumed the worst of her the first time he found her in the kitchen. 

      She’s grumpy. She’s exhausted. She’s dead set on leaving. 

      Too bad Theo decides the second he sees her that she’s the reason he came home. 

      But when a situation spirals and Theo steps in, he blurts out the words he can’t take back. He announces she is his fiancée.

      Harper is horrified. 

      The town…amused.

      Theo? He’s never been more sure of anything. 

      He fell first. 

      He fell fast. 

      And he’s not about to let the woman who finally feels like home walk away. 

        

      This short read is MF with a guaranteed HEA.  

      Tropes for Small Towns & Big Hearts include — Small Town, Ex-military, Billionaire, Return to Hometown, Unrequited Love, Fake Relationship, He Falls First, Curvy
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      “Have you heard?” The overly breathy, unfortunately familiar, feminine voice held a hint of expectation and hope.

      “No, what?” Flirty and a bit little girl sounding. Perhaps infantile would be more accurate.

      “He’s back.” A quick giggle. “Theodore Kidd.”

      Hero Benton rolled her eyes as she finished stocking the fruit. The women gossiping were no better than they had been in high school and had paraded around being the mean girls. Cheerleaders, dating the star players, homecoming queen and her court of raging bitches.

      Kensie Miller and her second in command, Tessa Swann. After all these years and their voices hadn’t changed a bit. Neither had their attitudes.

      Didn’t like them in school. Like them even less now.

      Hero hated how easy it was for her emotions to become that of a teen who didn’t know better with nothing more than a few words from those women. As opposed to a grown up woman who had bills to pay and jobs to do.

      They’d made her life hell. She’d been the new girl—somehow all the way up since she moved to the small town of Honeyville in the fourth grade—all through graduation.

      Didn’t help she had a huge crush on the captain of the football team, the quarterback, then there was the crush on Theo, the basketball star as well as baseball. But come on, sue her, half the girls in the school had harbored crushes on them. They all—including herself—had spent countless hours imagining what it would be like to be able to call any of those guys, their boyfriend. Had wished upon every star in the galaxy that she could be the one on his arm at homecoming, the one he put his arm around in school in the hallway and the one he kissed.

      He, however, talked to them, not her. Theodore Kidd, he hadn’t even known she was alive and they had more than one class together. But each time she saw him he asked her what her name was and if they had any classes together, like he didn’t know her and was going to try and remember. She got it, knew the tactic, flirt back get what he wanted. In her case, it was her grades. And young, idealistic fool that she’d been, it never failed that she’d given it up.

      Every.

      Single.

      Time.

      It helped a tiny bit to know it wasn’t only her who did that.

      Then he left and joined the military after graduation. Snippets of him were all she got but hadn’t seen him since graduation.

      “Theo is coming home.” Tessa this time. The tone seductive and Hero could almost imagine her plumping up her large fake tits.

      “I hear he’s rich as hell. Maybe he’ll want to pick up where he left off.” Kensie.

      “You’re married, Kens.”

      “So what.” The dismissive indignation was obvious.

      “To the sheriff. You’re married to the sheriff. It’s going to get around if you’re seen with Theo. Let me have a chance. You tried to hog him in high school.”

      “Stay away from him, Tessa. He was mine in school and he’ll be mine again. Brock is fat and his dick is small. He don’t know how to use it. Hell, Theo fucked better as a high schooler than Brock does as an adult.”

      “You know you’re not the only one he fucked in school and I too, know how useless your husband is in bed.”

      Hero shuddered and moved on, folding down the box that had been holding the oranges, wheels on the cart screeching. Hmm, I should put some WD-40 on those. She glanced at her watch and walked away from the gossip which, okay, she wanted to hear more of, but had work to do.

      “Oh, look who it is.” The women popped out from the aisle before she could push through into the back where they weren’t allowed to go. Not that they would because they didn’t believe in working.

      Must be nice to have your bills paid for you.

      Running a dispassionate gaze over both women, Hero nodded. “Tessa. Kensie.” She went to move by but stopped, squeezing the crap out of the chipped gray plastic handle as she did, the sharp edges biting into her palms. “Something I can help you ladies find today?”

      Did she want to ask? Fuck no, but these two would complain. Loudly. And, damn it, she had plans which included hoarding all the money she could earn here in Honeyville.

      Kensie tapped her finger with a dagger like bubblegum pink nail along one red painted lip. “What happens if I knock all these boxes down? Does the new girl have to pick them up?”

      “I was the new girl in fourth grade, Kensie. That’s been years. I know y’all had a hard time in math class and only passed because the two of you were well acquainted with the dust balls underneath Mr. Henke’s desk as you blew him but you do know you’re not eighteen anymore, right? You’re getting older. Getting wrinkles. Shame you’re not getting any nicer.”

      She walked away and vanished into the back. Seconds later, a loud crash reached her and Hero cringed, knowing exactly what she was going to find when she went back out front.

      From that job, she went to the diner, Sally’s Family Eatery, where she was a line chef. Nothing fancy but she had some skills. It was seven at night when she got off and headed out to her older silver Jetta. Setting the white Styrofoam container on the passenger seat, she exhaled before buckling up and heading to her last destination before she could go home. Then a hot shower and early to bed because her day started early at the grocery store.

      Honeyville wasn’t that big but it still took her a few minutes to drive to the house she was going to. Off in the distance, the sky was still light but she saw some storm clouds rolling in. She smiled as she drove, she loved summer storms.

      Storms in general really but on nights like this she could sit out on her small porch and watch nature’s fury rage around her. Or if she’d already crawled into her bed, snuggle down and listen to the power.

      Parking in front of the large white two story quintessential southern home, she shut off the engine and gathered her items before climbing out and walking up to the steps leading to the front door.

      She opened the screen door and entered the house, closing it behind her. “G-paw? I’m here and will be in the kitchen putting things away for you.”

      Juggling the four bags along with the container of food, she made her way to the kitchen and set it all down on the island’s white speckled marble countertop. Hand in one bag, she paused, listening.

      “G-paw?”

      Hero frowned, she didn’t even hear the television. Digging for her phone, she tapped on the screen, typed in her code and pulled up her link to everything Josiah, who she called G-paw at his insistence. His numbers were fine and she pushed her phone back into her jean’s back pocket.

      She moved through the butler’s pantry and foyer to the living room. He liked to read in there but when she didn’t spy him, she went to the family room and found him in his chair watching a nature show.

      “G-paw.”

      He startled and she hurried to his side, crouching beside him.

      “Hero,” he said with a smile. “Guess I dozed off.”

      Kissing his cheek, she flicked her gaze to the muted television and back to him. “Guess the mating habits of the arctic tern aren’t exciting enough for you.”

      He chortled and kissed her back. “I’ve forgotten more about mating then they’ll ever know.”

      “Me too.” She pushed to her feet. “I mean, you’ve forgotten more than I’ll know, not that I know more than the birds.” Rolling her eyes at herself, she shrugged. “I have food for you. Eating in here? Dining room?”

      “Here is fine.”

      “Perfect. I’ll have it in shortly. Then I’m putting way groceries and I’ll head out.”

      “No time to play?”

      “Sorry no, early shift at the store tomorrow.” She patted him on the shoulder and returned to the kitchen to plate his food.

    



OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/abbklogo.jpg






OEBPS/images/image-2---stbhearts---theo.jpg
Z

&BIG HEARTS

Front Lines
to

CM’/W Fronts

SMALL TOWNS

>

o

International'and USA Today Bestselling Author

Aliyah Burke

AR e





