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A Bad Start - Chapter 5
A Long Way From Home
US Marine Jackson Connor is
taking a much-needed break from
his dangerous life, although
spending time with feisty war
reporter, MJ ‘Maggie’ Buckman is
beginning to look hazardous to
his health, certainly his status as
a single guy.

It was supposed to be a fun, noties fling with an intelligent,
attractive woman. Now, it’s
becoming so much more.

But when MJ is sent to one of the
most dangerous places on earth,
Jack learns it can be pretty tough
being the one left behind.
I really liked Jackson’s friends. They were easy to
talk to, fun, and teased the hell out of Jack, which
made me laugh. I got the impression that they hadn’t
met many of his girlfriends before. I wasn’t sure if I
fell into that category—it was probably too early to
say. Probably.
I also spent an hour interviewing Gray about his
time in the Marines, what it was like being a civilian
now, and how he’d built up his ceramics and pottery
business. We touched on the issues surrounding his
double-amputation after the IED attack, too, but the
focus of the article was going to be on his life since
then.
And talking with Jules gave me an insight into
being the wife of a Marine. She’d felt as much a part
of the service as he did, so when Gray had left, they
both felt like they’d lost their family, to some extent.
“It was hard, at first,” Jules said thoughtfully.
“Well, none of it’s easy, because you’re not just
marrying your husband, you’re marrying the whole
team. Sometimes it feels like I married the whole darn
Marine Corps.”
“So long as I’m the one keeping your bed warm at
night,” Gray laughed.
Jules winked at him. I could see the love they
shared, and I felt a small frisson of jealousy, even
though I was not the marrying kind.
“But seeing as you’re here with our boy Jack,”
Jules said to me, “you’d best have Julia’s Crash
Course in Dating a Uniform.”
Gray and Jackson both groaned.
Dating? Is that what we were doing? I shot Jackson
a look, but he just smiled at me.
“Counting down to the next deployment is part of
the deal—they’re always around the next corner. So if

you can’t cope with that, your life will be hell,” she
said. “Simple as that. A lot of military wives get swept
away with the whole romance of the uniform, but
there’s nothing romantic about being a single woman
with a ring on your finger for six months, or nine
months, or a year—however long the deployment is.
And you’ve got to be prepared to move around with a
few weeks’ notice, or even a few days’ notice. Add
kids into the mix … well, you get the picture.”
I nodded, understanding what she said.
“And they can be hard to live with when they’re
home.”
I could hazard a guess that it wasn’t easy.
“I get it. I’ve interviewed a lot of men and women
in the armed services. It’s a strange dichotomy: when
they’re away from home, they can’t wait to come
back, but when they’re home…”
“We’re always waiting for the next mission,” Gray
finished with a sigh. “At least you understand that,
Maggie. Most stay-at-homers don’t.”
“Because I’m the same. When I’m away, I’m
focused and professional, but also longing for home.
When I’m home, life seems to move in slow motion,
and I’m waiting for the next assignment. Hell, I go
searching for the next assignment.”
Jackson nodded in agreement. “It’s addicting.”
“Yes, it is.”
He met my gaze unblinkingly. “It’s a good life for
a single person … the military.”
“It’s tough for the ones left behind,” Jules added.
“You’ve got to be resourceful. There’s no use whining
on to him about a blocked gutter or ants in your
kitchen when he’s 3,000 miles away. So it’s tough—
like make or break tough. And you never know if the
next deployment will be in six months or sixty
minutes.”
“In some ways you’re describing my life, Jules,” I
explained. “I never know where the next story is going
to break. I need to be able to pack and get on plane
within a few hours. My body armor is under my bed
and I pack portable solar power cells so I can keep my
phone and laptop charged. I could be away a few days,

or maybe a couple of months. I might even get offered
the job of foreign correspondent to the Middle East,
which would mean I’d have to go live over there.”
“Is that likely?” Jackson asked, looking serious.
I shrugged. “It’s possible. It would be great for my
career.”
His lips pressed together, but he seemed thoughtful
rather than irritated, which was my usual experience
of how most men viewed my job. The guys I’d dated
before had liked the idea of being with a journalist, but
when it came to working late on a breaking story, or
missing a date at the last moment because I was
booked on a flight, they didn’t like it so much.
I gazed at Jackson.
“That’s my life, my job, and I love my job. So can
you deal?”
Somehow the conversation had turned serious, and
I saw Jules glancing at Gray apprehensively.
“Anyhow,” I said, trying to lighten the tone, “I try
and make the most of my time when I’m home—make
memories, you know? So I’d like to propose a toast: to
new friends and good times.”
They all raised their beer bottles and saluted the
toast. As we clinked our bottles together, I almost
missed Jackson’s softly spoken words.
“I can deal.”
Jackson was pensive during the rest of the
afternoon, quieter than usual. I felt his eyes on me
frequently. He didn’t look away when I caught him
watching me, but his smile seemed tinged with
sadness. I didn’t know why.
“Waal,” he said, as the sun began to set, “we
should be getting going now and…”
“Jackson Connor!” snapped Jules, her eyes flashing
with annoyance. “Do not tell me that you drove all this
way just to be heading back so soon!”
He shifted uncomfortably in his chair as I watched
the exchange with amusement. I wondered if Jules
was the only woman who bossed him around.
“Maggie needs to get back to the city…”
I smiled beatifically. “Nope, I’m not working
tomorrow, Sarge. I’m good.”

He gave me a look that said he didn’t appreciate
being thrown under a bus.
“Then that’s settled,” Jules said decisively. “I’ve
made up the bed in the guest room already.”
Jackson grinned ruefully, looking at both of us.
“Guess you weren’t planning on taking no for an
answer, huh?”
Jules threw him a stern look.
“It’s taken you two-and-a-half years to get your ass
to Trenton. You’re not getting away that easily.
Besides,” she said, her smile softening the words, “I’m
making buttermilk biscuits with gravy, sausage, eggs
and fried potatoes for breakfast … if you’re
interested.”
Jackson’s eyes lit up. “Why didn’t you say that to
begin with?”
“An army marches on its stomach,” I said drily,
quoting Napoleon (or Frederick the Great, depending
on which source you’re using).
“Ain’t that the truth,” laughed Gray.
“I’m just saying one thing,” Jackson said grumpily.
“MREs.”
Gray nodded seriously. “Three lies for the price of
one: it’s not a Meal, it’s not Ready, and you can’t Eat
it.”
“Truth,” nodded Jackson. “Meals Requiring
Enemas.”
“Meals Refusing to Exit,” sniggered Gray.
“Meals Refusing to Excrete,” Jackson added with a
grin.
“Massive Rectal Exp…”
“Enough!” Jules bellowed, her face turning red
while I put a hand over my mouth, holding in the
laughter. “It’s like having a couple of sixth-graders!”
She was yelling, but I could tell she was pleased to
see Gray so light-hearted. Disgusted, too, but I was
used to grunt humor and I didn’t mind. Seeing Jackson
laugh was good enough for me.
“You kiss your momma with that mouth?”
“Sure do,” Jackson grinned, planting a kiss on
Jules’ cheek as she smacked him on the shoulder.

We sat for a couple more hours chatting easily as I
listened to stories of Jackson and Gray at boot camp,
and all the trouble they’d gotten into. But when Jules
started yawning, we all agreed it was time to throw in
the towel.
As we climbed the narrow stairs, I felt Jackson’s
eyes on me.
“Are you staring at my ass, Sarge?”
“Yeah, it’s kind of mesmerizing. Like two juicy
watermelons.”
“You did not just say that!” I huffed over my
shoulder.
I was slightly self-conscious about my ass. I had a
decent rack and trim waist, but my ass and hips were
on the generous side.
“Aw, sugar! Don’t be sore!” And he lowered his
voice so it wouldn’t carry. “You know I love holding
your beautiful butt in my hands when I’m pounding
into you.”
My face flamed and I felt the first tingle of arousal.
God, the man turned me on with just a few, wellchosen if crude words.
“Why, Maggie Buckman! Don’t you have a single
word to say, darlin’?”
“Yes, actually I do. You’re wearing too many
clothes, Sarge.”
He laughed quietly.
“Waal, maybe if you take yours off, I’ll make it
worth your while.”
“How long is a ‘while’ exactly?”
“Long enough,” he said, his voice low and rough.
He locked the door to the guest room behind him
and made good on his promise. For several hours.

After a magnificent breakfast that probably added ten
pounds to my waistline and ‘juicy’ butt, we said
goodbye to Jules and Gray, promising to visit again. I
didn’t know if it was a promise I’d keep, but I hoped
so.
Jackson hadn’t said anything to me about another
date or even staying in touch, and I vowed that if he
hadn’t brought it up by the time we were back in the

city, then I would. My heart beat a little faster at the
thought. Being rejected in person was never fun.
Being rejected when I had a strong suspicion that I
was falling for Jackson was an even less pleasant
thought. But either way, I wanted to know where I
stood. For my own sanity.
My phone rang when we were just over halfway
home, and I frowned. It was my editor’s number,
which meant something had happened: a story,
somewhere in the world.
“Ben? What’s up?”
“Where are you, MJ?”
“About 90 minutes from home.”
“Good, I need you on a flight to Amman leaving at
9AM. We’ve got permission for you to join an MSF
contingent traveling to Zaatari. Swing by the office
first—Allison will have your visa. Please tell me all
your shots are up to date?”
“Yep, fully medicated,” I said, and Jackson gave
me a quizzical look.
“This is going to be a big one, MJ.”
“I know. Thanks, Ben.”
I hung up, watching Jackson’s face.
“That was work?”
“Yes. I’m on a flight to Jordan first thing in the
morning. There’s a group of Médecins Sans Frontières
doctors going to one of the biggest refugee camps on
the Syrian border. Ninety-three thousand people, Jack.
That’s like a city the size of Albany. Living in tents,
hardly enough food or clean water.”
Jackson was silent.
Was I asking for his approval or just hoping that
he’d understand.
He sighed and his shoulders hunched with tension.
I waited for him to speak.
“Damn,” he said quietly. “I thought we’d have
more time.”
I bit back the words I’m sorry. This was my job,
and I wasn’t going to apologize for it.
“How long will you be away for?”
“A couple of weeks. Maybe a month…”
“What time’s your flight?”

“Nine. I have to go to the office first to pick up my
documents.”
He nodded. “I’ll drive you.”
“You don’t have to.”
“I’ll drive you.”
I gave him a small smile.
“Hmm, does that mean you want to spend the night
in my apartment?”
He gave me a serious look.
“I want to spend every goddamn second with you,
Maggie.”
I swallowed and looked away.
“I’d like that.”

It was strange having Jackson in my apartment. His
large body dwarfed the place, filling it in a completely
masculine way. My homey space seemed diminished
with him there, and he looked somewhat out of place.
Part of me felt like I’d known him forever, but I
had to be realistic. I didn’t know him and he didn’t
know me. What I did know, I liked a lot, but I’d
noticed that there were subjects he’d deliberately
avoided. That didn’t make me nervous exactly, just …
aware.
He stood in the middle of my small living room,
examining the photographs on my walls. Most of them
were from assignments, but there were a few family
ones, too.
“Is that your dad?”
“Yes, that’s him. Mike.”
“You look like him. You have his eyes.”
“Thank you.”
“Just sayin’ what I see,” he said, his own eyes
warm with compassion.
“So, what are you going to do tomorrow? You’re
welcome to stay in my apartment, if you like?”
I felt like I should offer, but it would be weird
having Jackson living here without me. He smiled
briefly.
“Thanks for the offer, sugar, but I’m going to see
my family. Momma has been asking when I’ll come
visit. Maybe we can hook up when you’re back?”

Hook up? Although it sounded like he wanted to
stay in touch. Sort of. Did he just mean a booty call?
“Sure,” I said, and I knew by his raised eyebrows
that my lack of enthusiasm surprised him.
It wasn’t lack of enthusiasm for him—of course it
wasn’t. But a hookup wasn’t dating—it was simply an
offer of more sex. Wonderful, life-changing, heady,
freaky sex. But nothing emotional. I wasn’t sure I
could do that—in fact I knew I couldn’t. But I wasn’t
ready to end it with him either.
He cocked his head to one side.
“I’d better go and pack,” I said. “Can you order a
pizza or something? There’s a bunch of menus in the
kitchen drawer and there’s beer in the fridge.”
“You’re the perfect woman, Maggie,” he said with
a grin.
I couldn’t help smiling. He certainly made me feel
that way. That was new and unexpected, but very
wonderful.
I pulled together everything I needed for my trip,
pushing it into a large duffel bag that I’d kept after an
embedment with USAF a couple of years back. The
body armor went in last, because although it was the
heaviest, I always ended up having to take it out at
airports during security checks.
I piled the clothes I’d need onto the bed—all things
that could be rinsed and dried easily. Plenty of
underwear, tampons and unlubricated condoms. Not
that I was planning on having sex, but they had a
range of off-list uses, including storing water. They
were also surprisingly useful to put over the lids of
difficult to open pickle jars—added traction. Who
knew? (And when you were eating MREs every day,
pickles could make a hell of a difference.) Condoms
made very useful waterproof cases for cell phones and
microphones, or even bandages.
The front door buzzer rang while I was finishing
packing, and immediately the smell of Thai curry
filled the room.
“Wow, I’m impressed!” I smiled, walking into the
living room. “You ordered my favorite! How did you
know?”

Jackson grinned and tapped his forehead. “Need to
know, Maggie. Need to know.”
“Let me guess, you picked the menu that looked
the most used.”
“Aw, you’re spoilin’ the surprise!”
I kissed him on the lips quickly.
“Thank you. It’s a lovely surprise.”
His blue eyes darkened with desire, but then he
pulled back and waved a hand at the boxes of food
spread across my living room coffee table.
I tossed a bunch of throw cushions on the floor, and
we sat Indian-style to eat our food.
I felt more comfortable now I was getting used to
seeing him in my space. He was easy company, liking
having an old friend over that you haven’t seen in a
while. An old friend that I badly wanted to have in my
bed.
Eventually, we pushed the plates away, and I
finished packing while Jackson did the dishes.
When my bags were ready by the front door, I
walked into the kitchen and put my arms around
Jackson’s waist while he stood at the sink, pressing
my cheek against his broad back.
“You’ve got an early start, Maggie,” he said softly.
“I guess we should turn in soon. To sleep.”
“Are you sure about that, Jack? Your lips say no,
but your body says yes,” and I rubbed the front of his
jeans, feeling his hardness grow under my fingers.
He groaned and turned around to face me, his wet
hands landing on my hips.
“I can’t help that,” he said, gesturing to the bulge
behind his zipper. “It’s like feeding a stray dog—he
keeps coming back for more even though you’ve told
him to go home.”
I laughed lightly and pushed my hand into the front
of his jeans, feeling his dick hot and hard and straining
against my clutching fingers.
“I think we should go to bed now, Maggie,” he
hissed.
“Not up for some kitchen action?”
“Oh yeah, I’m always up for some kitchen action,”
he said, rocking into my hand, “but right now I’m

craving a soft bed, so I can spread you out and take
my time kissing every part of you. Slowly.”
The man’s mouth was wicked lethal.
I grabbed his hand and pulled him toward my
room. But he stopped me so he could open the door,
giving a little bow as he turned the handle.
“Thanks for getting the door open for me.”
“Learned it all from my Daddy,” he whispered
huskily in my ear. “He said if I was going on dates
where I planned on opening a condom wrapper, then
the least I could do was open the door for a girl as
well.”
I choked on a laugh. “Good to know you have
standards, even if they’re low ones.”
“They’re the best kind. Although I wouldn’t call
you ‘low’ exactly,” he said with a wink.
I punched him in the arm, shaking out my fingers
when I hit solid muscle.
“Ow,” I said, unnecessarily.
“Want me to kiss your boo-boos better?”
“I want you to kiss something.”
His eyes flared with excitement.
While he was busy undressing me with his eyes, I
pushed him hard in the center of his chest so he fell
backwards onto the bed.
“You don’t always have to be the one in control,
Jack. I might even say that watching you lose control
is hot. Very hot. I think I’d like to see you lose control
again.”
His eyes burned with intensity and he licked his
lips, a slow smile drawing his mouth into a sexy
smirk.
“Is that right, sugar? Waal, there’s a 100%
possibility of you getting what you want.”
What I wanted? Now there was a loaded statement.
What did I want from Sergeant Jackson Connor?
His expression became serious, no doubt matching
my own.
“I don’t know what this is, Maggie, what’s
happening here, but it feels good. Real good. And I
don’t want it to stop. I have absolutely no fucking
control when I’m making love to you. And that’s what

I want to do. Right now.”
The sweet intensity of his words touched me.
Damn the man! Everything he said made me want to
hold him and never let him go. And that was a foolish
thing when his first priority, his first love would
always be the Marine Corps. I was also aware it made
me a hypocrite—my career was everything to me.
“I’m on board with that idea,” I whispered, running
my fingers down his broad chest, watching as his
muscles clenched and released.
He yanked his t-shirt over his head, exposing all
that deeply tanned smooth skin, looking as perfect as
the day I met him. More perfect, because he was here
in my bed, not just starring in my dreams.
I pulled down the zipper of his jeans, and he sighed
with pleasure as his dick sprang free. I took him in my
mouth and his sigh turned into a groan, as if I was
pleasuring him to death.
“Maggie, you gotta slow down,” he said, his voice
strained. “Otherwise this is going to be over fast.”
“We have all night,” I reminded him.
And maybe his mind moved in the same direction
as mine, that this would be our last night together in
who knew how long. Maybe ever. A cloud passed
across his eyes, but then he forced a smile as I took
him again.
He could have tossed me onto my back at any time,
but he let me have control. Because I wanted to,
because I’d shown him what I wanted, what I needed.
And because he was enough of a man not to be the
lesser for it.
I took him to the brink and beyond, luxuriating in the
moment he gave me complete control as he lost his
own, the moment his body tensed and his hands fisted
the sheet beneath him. And then, when his breaths had
evened out and his eyes told me it was time to return
the favor, he undressed me slowly, kissing every part
of me, showing me with his body if not with his words
that this meant something.
His face was taut with strain, his lips pressed
together as he rolled a condom down his shaft, then
his eyes met mine, burning with need an intensity.

And when he sank into me, he closed his eyes,
desire tightening his whole body.
“I’ve waited all day for this.”
He started circling his hips, his arms at full stretch
as he gazed down at me, his spine curved back. Hot,
rough amusement shone in his eyes as I linked my
ankles behind the globes of his ass, my heels digging
in.
He began to thrust harder, willingly losing control,
his thrusts more savage, almost brutal, until he came
with a feral intensity that shocked me and gladdened
me.
We slept, we woke, we made love. All night.

The next morning came too soon. We shared a quick
shower, a quicker breakfast, and then Jackson drove
me to my office.
Allison, my PA was waiting for me at my desk.
“Visa, letters of introduction, emergency plan,
checklist, money for bribes, spare flash drives, plus all
the usual things. Anything else you need, MJ?”
“No, that looks good. Thanks, Allison.”
She stared at me impatiently.
“Well? How’d it go with Sergeant Hottie on
Friday? You can thank me by telling me everything. I
want details.”
I smiled serenely. “We had a very pleasant dinner,
thank you.”
I liked Allison, and she was a damn fine PA, but
that woman liked to gossip more than the average
twitterholic.
“Is that all you’re giving me?”
“I had pepperoni pizza. He had chicken wings.”
“Oh, come on! Really?”
“Yup.”
“You know you want to tell me!”
“See you when I get back!”

The drive out to the airport was silent and full of
tension. There was so much to say. A lifetime of
things, maybe. And here was I, the wordsmith, living
by my writing, unable to form a single sentence.

Jackson pulled into the drop-off area and hauled my
duffel out of the trunk. Then he grabbed my shoulders
and pulled me into a hug.
“This feels so wrong, leaving you here like this.”
“I’ll be fine.”
“You’d better. Just … be careful, Maggie.”
“I always am.”
He hugged me tighter.
“Do it smart and safe. Maybe you could call me
sometime or email … if you want to.”
“I will, Jack. I promise.”
His voice was uncertain, hesitant.
“I’ll be waiting.”

I was in love with Facetime. No more waiting in the
comms unit for Skype via whatever crappy IP provider
Uncle Sam was paying for. I had a boosted cell phone,
courtesy of the New York Times, and better still, they
were paying the bill.
I didn’t get a chance to call Jackson as often as I’d
have liked. Apart from anything else, Jordan was
seven hours ahead, so the time difference made it
difficult.
My heart jolted with joy when he answered on the
third ring.
“Hey, Maggie! It’s so good to see you. You
look…”
Jackson bit off whatever he was going to say, and I
was thankful for that.
“I know, I look awful,” I said, running a hand
through my lank hair. “Rough day.”
“No, you look great,” he lied. “I just meant tired.
You want to tell my why it was rough? Are you
okay?”
“I’m fine,” I shrugged. “It’s hotter than hell out
here and I didn’t hydrate enough. Headache.”
“That’s not all, is it?”
I shrugged helplessly.
“You know what it’s like out here … the things
you see. I’m used to seeing dead bodies … well, not
used to it, but it doesn’t affect me like it did at first.
But when they’re children…”

He swallowed and nodded.
“Yeah. But you’re doing great, Maggie. I read that
article you wrote about the MSF. It was real good. Too
good,” he said with a grimace. “And those
photographs…”
His words trailed off and he looked away.
“How are you doing?” I asked gently, knowing
how hard this was for him, for both of us. “How’s
Gulfport treating you? Met any debutantes lately?”
I wanted to make him smile, but it wasn’t working.
“It’s a double whammy. You’re over there, up to
your neck in shit, dodging bullets, and I’m over here.
As useful as tits on a bull.”
“Jackson,” I said quietly, “you of all people should
understand that…”
“Yeah, yeah,” he said roughly. “Ignore me. I’m
real happy to hear your voice.”
And he gave his patented panty-dropping grin. He
was trying. We were both trying. For what? Some sort
of normalcy when that was just an illusion?
“So, what are you up to?”
“Sitting here drinking a cold beer.”
“Oh, shut up!”
He laughed unapologetically. “Glass is frosted,
too.”
“I hate you!”
“No, you don’t. You love me really.”
There was an uncomfortable pause as he sucked in
his breath, trying to bite back the words we weren’t
ready to say.
“Nah, I only want you for your body,” I teased. “Take
your shirt off.”
Jackson grinned. “Only if you take yours off.”
I shot him a wry look.
“Um, probably shouldn’t do that right now,” I said,
letting my phone show the body armor that I was
wearing, my helmet sitting on the cot bed next to me.
“Ah shit, Maggie,” he said softly, his eyes screwing
up with concern.
“I’m fine, Jack. Really. Just being careful—like
you said. But it would cheer me up if you took your
shirt off,” and I gave him a flirty wink, reaching for

the light-hearted tone I needed to hear from him.
He forced a weak smile, because he was supposed,
but it soon faded.
“I probably shouldn’t start undressing either.
Momma has her friends over. I snuck away for some
peace and quiet.”
“A tactical withdrawal?”
“Something like that.”
“Aw, poor baby! Can’t you handle some cougar
action?”
He pulled a face.
“Not from my Momma’s friends. They’ve known
me since I was a twinkle in my Daddy’s eye. That
would just be so wrong.”
I laughed at the expression on his face. But then I
heard a woman’s voice in the background.
“What are you doing out here all by your
lonesome, Jack, honey?”
He must have put his hand over the speaker
because his voice became muffled.
“Just talking to a friend, Emmy.”
I didn’t hear what came next but it was several
seconds before Jack’s apologetic voice was back.
“Sorry about that.”
“Emmy?”
His face tightened. “An old … friend.”
“Okay…”
“There’s nothing going on, Maggie, I promise. Her
momma and mine are kissing cousins.”
I gave him a reassuring smile.
“I’m not worried, Jack,” I said honestly. “I’m
jealous as hell that she’s with you and I’m over here,
that’s all.”
“Really?”
“Truly.”
He rubbed his face and I couldn’t help wishing that
it was my fingers trailing over that lightly stubbled
jaw.
“God, Maggie—you’re amazing.”
“Not so bad yourself.”
He smiled and winked.
“Tell me something no one knows about you.”

He gave me an amused smile. “Feel free to ask the
easy questions!”
“I’m serious. Things you don’t tell anyone. It
doesn’t have to be big—just silly stuff.”
“Like what?”
“I don’t know. Anything!”
“Give me an example…”
“Like … whenever I finish a bag of chips, I lick the
salt off of my fingers then tie a knot in the bag. I don’t
know why I do that, I just do. Silly, right?”
I could hear his deep laugh over the miles and
miles of fathomless air.
“Uh, okay. I love to walk on the beach in the rain.”
I couldn’t help the sigh that fell from my lips.
“I know it sounds weird,” he said defensively, “but
the sea goes slate gray, and it’s wild and rough, and
I’m usually the only person there. It’s … cleansing. I
just really like it.”
It told me so much about him. And that he was a
romantic at heart.
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“Oh, Christ! Maggie.”

If you've missed the first four chapters of A BAD
START, you can catch up with the story and read
them here -->
http://janeharveyberrick.co.uk/portfolio/a-badstart/
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love of reading in all its forms.
Add to your TBR on Goodreads !!

https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/31812501hot-for-teacher-box-set

If you're a blogger, you can sign up here for a
review copy and publicity
pack https://goo.gl/forms/94UuZmD6zYSY9Zrk2

I'm a hug fan of LHCosway. That woman is just
too damn talented. But I've noticed that we really
do think in similar directions. I wrote the
TRAVELING SERIES set in the carnival, and she
wrote her first two HEARTS books set in the world
of illusion and the circus.

Then I wrote my RHYTHM series, SLAVE TO THE
RHYTHM and LUKA about male dancers, and
damn me if she didn't have her book
SHOWMANCE on the same subject come out.

So I thought you'd be interested to hear what she's
been up to lately...

Hi everyone!
Since Jane and I often find we have lots of similar
themes and settings in our stories, we thought
we’d take a moment to share our books with one

another’s readers.
You might be interested in the 5th book in my
HEARTS series, Thief of Hearts, which is due for
release on October 4th. This book can be read as
a standalone, so there’s no need to have read the
previous installments. Check out the blurb and
teaser below!
BLURB
Seduce the teacher.
Meet the cousin.
Make a deal.
Steal the painting.

Andrea Anderson has no clue of the thoughts
churning around in the dark and dangerous excon’s head as he enters her classroom. In fact,
she’s momentarily lost for words. Not in her entire
teaching career has she had a student who looked
quite like Stu Cross.
A widow at just twenty-eight, love is something
Andie hasn’t considered a part of her life for a very
long time. However, when lingering touches turn to
whispered words and hot, searching stares, she
begins to wonder if maybe she should take a leap
of faith.

But Stu is in her class for a reason, and it has
nothing to do with love. He’s there to burrow his
way into her life and repay a debt, otherwise his
family will suffer. Andie is the first person to show
him true kindness since he left prison, and though
he doesn’t want to mislead her, he doesn’t have
another choice.

Before long, Stu can’t tell whether or not he’s
acting anymore, and his feelings for Andie could
throw all of his carefully crafted plans into
complete and utter disarray.

ADD THIEF OF HEARTS TO GOODREADS -->:
http://bit.ly/2bAdez8

If you want to support the men and
women who work to keep us safe, my two
favourite charities are

www.felixfund.or.uk (UK), and
www.eodwarriorfoundation.org (US)

There are lots of ways you can find out what
I'm up to...

Pinterest!
You'll find loads of pix from photoshoots and
signings, as well as FAN ART which is one of my
favourite things to upload.
Track me down at
www.pinterest.com/jharveyberrick

Instagram!
A recent convert to IG, i post pix of books, boys,
boys with books, places I've been and people I've
met. And if you've seen my IG account, you'll
know that my cute-as-a-button dog Pip, is often a
star.
Watch my world at
www.instagram.com/jharveyberrick

Twitter!
Yes, the old faithful social media is alive and well,
despite reports of its demise. It's a good place to
find out where and when I'll be for blog take-overs,
and you'll get my IG feed, too.
Follow the yellow brick road at
www.twitter.com/jharveyberrick

Currently, ALL my books will be available on
Amazon's KINDLE UNLIMITED! This may
change in the future, so stay tuned!

Don't forget, you can follow me at
GOODREADS by clicking here
--> goo.gl/dq8bGE

PS Please share this chapter with friends who
might be interested in my work

♥

Copyright © 2016 Harvey Berrick Publishing, All rights reserved.
You are receiving this email because you opted in at our website.

Jane Harvey Berrick
c/o The Edinburgh Business Center
9-11 Maritime Street
Edinburgh
EH6 6SB
Scotland
UK

Want to change how you receive these emails?
You can update your preferences or unsubscribe from this list

