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​BLURB:

Jules Morgan. International bestselling author of Children's Fiction... and Erotic Romance. She lives two different lives, in two vastly different worlds, both kept carefully separate from each other. Until the one person who knows all about her past and her secrets steps back into her world. 

Keith Daniels is everything she shouldn't want, and the only thing she does. He's had her heart in his hands since college, and he's hated her just as long. 

Totally her fault.  

But Keith has always known just how to get to Jules...he knows what she likes because he taught her to like it. And in one reckless moment, Jules's life is upended threatening to leave both her heart and her career in ruins. 

Totally his fault.

Can the sins of the past ever truly be forgiven? Or is a second chance at turning hate into love nothing more than a work of fiction.

TEACH ME

​A Saints & Sinners of Westhaven Story: Volume 3
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Thank you so much for downloading TEACH ME! 

Want the latest book news? 

Join Jordyn’s mailing list   

And please remember to leave a review 

of TEACH ME!

Check out all the books in the Saints & Sinners of Westhaven Series:  
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​Ten years may have slipped away, 

​but time hasn’t quelled our desire.

​He still burns for me.

​And I’m still playing with fire.

​- JL Thorne
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​Where small town virtue surrenders to big city desire.

​Where love, lust and lies are so entwined they're nearly one in the same.

​And where sex, secrets and scandal are a recreational pursuit.

​There are those who are born and die here. And those who, by happenstance or heartbreak, find themselves living blissfully along its rocky coast, and calling it home. To the untrained eye Westhaven seems quiet, serene and pure.

​But to those who dare look deeper, it pulses with an energy palpable to the touch. A smoldering need that makes your breath quicken and your heart race. Sets your soul on fire. And though very few will admit it, that is Westhaven's true appeal.

​Because at their deepest core, what everyone wants to feel is...desire.
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“I DON'T EVEN like kids.” I let out a long groan over my morning cereal.  

It’s way too early on a Monday morning to be out of bed, and yet here I am...washed and dressed, sitting at the breakfast bar in my older sister’s immaculate Barbie-dream-house kitchen.

Libby, my six-year-old niece elbows my side. “I know what ya mean. Kids suck.”

I nod emphatically. “Right? I hate them. Present company excepted of course.”

We toast our spoonfuls of Fruity Loops together and slosh milk on the counter. 

“Language please.” My older sister Beth chastises us both as she wipes up the milk mess. She’s always wiped away my messes, ever since we were kids.

“And we don't say hate. We say dislike.” She adds.

“Yeah, well I dislike the hell out of them.” Whoops. I cover my mouth with my hands. “Don’t repeat that,” I whisper to Libby.

“Explains perfectly why you decided to become a world-famous children’s book author.” Beth rolls her eyes. 

I didn’t actually see her roll them, but I felt it. That was how well I knew my sister. Just like I knew she’d never leave this town. Beth, Blair and Libby, they’d made the small town of Westhaven home, while I’d ran as far and as fast from everything it stood for, the first chance I got. Westhaven isn’t known for much, other than its impressive college, it’s wicked coffee shops, and well, me. Famous children’s author extraordinaire. My publicist wrote that part, I would never be so arrogant. But, writing has been good to me, in so many ways. 

By day I write under my own name, Jules Morgan, international bestselling children’s author of the famed Sparky and Ash stories about two little dragons that could. Writing kid’s books was never the plan. And becoming a seven-figure author of kid’s books...well, that definitely wasn’t the plan. I actually stumbled into my author career. I’d written a series of short stories for my niece when she was born, and I accidentally sent the wrong file to a literary agent. What I’d meant to send her were my pseudonym JL Throne books. By night, I write the kinds of books women read alone in the dark with a vibrator in one hand. Or, so I’m often told. 

My erotic romance series Teach Me, kept the lights on when things were still trickling in with the kid’s books. Back when my life was all about graduating college and obsessing over him. The guy I thought hung the goddamn moon in the sky. Keith Daniels. The sexy stories started as a way to stay connected to him. For me, the books were like a private journal where I could play out the fantasy of how I wished our lives had unfolded. A fictional retelling of things we did, things we planned to do or things I wished we’d done. Until meeting Keith, I was pretty vanilla. But with him, dangerous sex felt safe. And fun. 

But, that was a long time ago. 

Now, between the global popularity of my kid’s books, the Nickelodeon TV series deal and the merch that will come with it, the misadventures of Sparky and Ash have become a well-known, beloved brand worth well over seven figures. And it will stay that way as long as my secrets...all of my secrets...remain buried. Hidden from sight. My publisher, my family, my ex... they’d all staked a lot on me. I told them it was a risky bet.

Barkley, my sister’s Border Collie with anger issues, looks up at me and growls, baring his teeth as if he’d overheard my thoughts and wholeheartedly agreed. 

“That dog has never liked me,” I grumble. Not all that fond of him either. It’s true, I did steal his favorite room while I was hiding out at my sister and brother-in-law’s suburban utopia, but it’s just plain rude to bark at me the way he always does. I snarl back at him and he reverses up a few steps before running away.

I feel Beth’s death-glare from where I’m sitting, without looking up. It was as clear as her unspoken reprimand. He’s a dog Jules, grow-up. 

So to smooth things over, I say, “Hey, I can pick Libs up from school today, if you like.” The offer makes zero sense, since Beth is the principle of her daughter's elementary school. But since I was presently sleeping on the foldout bed in her office, and poisoning her daughter’s innocent mind with inappropriate language, I owed her one.

“Not necessary, I’ve got it covered.” She splays her palms on the counter and gives a withering sigh. “How long are you going to hide out here for anyway, Jules?”

I answer with a shrug. There’s nothing wrong with my penthouse apartment in the city. It has an epic view of the skyline. The stars feel like they’re an arm's reach away. And my cottage in the country is the dictionary definition of a rustic retreat. But I was lonely. And the nightmares wouldn’t stop hounding me when I was alone. So, four weeks ago in the middle of the night, I’d packed a few things, and padded out to my car in nothing but my footy pajamas and drove straight here. Haven’t left since.

“Remind me again why I'm stuck sleeping in the office on the pullout when there's a perfectly cozy guest room down the hall?” I reach for the last bagel on the plate as my brother-in-law walks in.

“Hey, don’t even think about it Jules.” Blair slaps my hand away from his bagel. He’s clearly not just talking about breakfast. 

“I've got a buddy from college coming over for the weekend. He's here to visit his kid. So our guest room...it’s for actual guests...not leeches.”

“Right.” I nod vigorously. “Friends from college. Of course, they trump waste-case sisters-in-law.” 

“Cheers to that,” Libby says, about to toast her spoonful of cereal until she catches her mother's scowl and lowers it.

“Seriously Jules. You've been here a month and you're already casting a bad influence.” Beth returns to scouring the pot I burned rice in last night.

Hey, I tried, but culinary skills were lost on me. Domesticity had never been my thing. 

“I had to give my own kid a warning for throwing a rock at a boy’s head last week,” Beth snaps, her arm furiously scrubbing out her frustration.

Libby pouts her lip. “But Ethan started it, Mom.”

I twist on my stool and mock gasp. “Libby Alison Monroe. Did you at least hit him right between the eyes?”

“I hit him in the eye.” She sulks. 

I pat her back. Then lean in, and whisper, “Nice one. I'm sure he had it coming.”

“Jules!” Beth’s anger bounces off the cupboards.

Libby giggles but keeps her head down. Her mother was a force to be reckoned with, and Libby knew it. 

But her father gave her a wink. “That’s my girl. Never let any boy get in your face.”

“Right.” I echo. “Or your pants.” 

“Cheers to that,” Blair says, holding up his coffee cup.

Beth’s pot bangs on the counter with extra force. “Okay there's a little too much toasting of insanities this morning and not enough eating. Everyone, back to breakfast. We're going to be collectively late.” 

Normally, I wouldn’t be included in the royal we, but this morning I’m up, before I’d normally roll over and open my eyes. Unlike my sister, I’d had my fill of elementary school the first time, so spending the morning there wouldn’t normally be on my must-do list. 

“Cut the kid some slack,” I say, polishing off my cereal by lifting the bowl to drink the last of the milk. Libby copies me, and in the process, bathes herself and the counter Beth had just cleaned with fresh milk. 

My sister sighs. 

“I got this.” Hopping off my stool to grab the dish towel, I clean up Libby, then her mess followed by my own. “Look, all I’m saying is that you’ve got a great kid. Like literally the only great kid. I mean who else would I suit up and face a firing squad for?”

Blair frowns at me. “It’s a first grade English class, Jules.” 

“Same difference,” I mutter.

“All right, everyone, that’s a wrap on this morning’s antics.” Beth tosses her cloth into the sink, picks up her travel mug, and hands the other one to me. “Grab your stuff, and get in the car. It’s time to go.”
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AGREEING TO BE MY NIECE’S show and tell at her fancy private school seemed like a good idea at the time, but in all honesty, I’d been two-thirds into an uber-hot episode of Game of Thrones and wasn’t really paying attention to what Libby was asking me. I just needed to get her out of the room and back to bed before her parents came home and accused me of letting her watch age-inappropriate television. Again. 

Now, here I was on the way to facing a classroom of nose-pickers and bedwetters, to answer questions on being a world-famous author of children’s books. What they could never know about were my other books. Grown-up books, where the phrase ride the wild pony had a different meaning entirely. Books that the bougie housewives of Westhaven would never admit to reading, but purchased by the millions to read behind closed doors. 

Who was I to judge? I hid behind my pen name the way they hid my books behind their stacks of Jane Austen novels. Sex and shame just went hand in hand, it seemed. The bigger issue was the legalities. I’d be in massive breach of contract if my publisher ever found out about my other series. So, yeah, it was something I kept on the down-low.  

My heels click down the hall as I follow Beth and Libby to her classroom. 

Beth leans down to give her daughter a quick kiss on the cheek. “Be good,” she says.

“She’s always good,” I answer.

My sister eyes me. “I wasn’t talking to her.”

With that she walks off, heading to her office, leaving me and Libby alone to face the firing-squad-slash-first-graders. I peer into the classroom window. The room is packed. Full of children and adults, in a standing-room-only-like event. Damn. 

I turn to Libby. “You sure you don’t wanna cut class today? We could go grab burgers, then get mani-pedis or something.” 

She shakes her head, mimicking her mother. “Burgers give you cancer,” she says, pointing at me. “And nail polish is for whores.”

“Oh my god. Who told you that?”

“You did. Come on, come on, Auntie Jules, it’s starting!” Libby tugs on my sleeve. 

Before I can fake a stomachache, the teacher opens the door. 

“Ms. Morgan.” The teacher clasps her hands together in an eagerness I don’t share. “Our guest of honor has arrived.” She beams at me, while holding a stack of my books cradled to her chest. 

Show time. I drop my panic and smile warmly. “You’re too kind. I’m so thrilled to be here.” I point to her ample book-laden bosom. “Would you like me to sign those for you?”

“Oh my goodness, would you? We’d be ever so grateful.”

“It’d be my pleasure.” I relieve her of the pile of books I’d spent the better part of the last few years writing, and make my way toward the back of the classroom where most of the parents, or people over the legal drinking age were situated. 

Alcohol. That’s what was always missing from these events. I squeeze my way through, blinking as a couple of phone flashes go off in my face, and doling out thank yous like they were Altoids to everyone who tells me how much their kids loved my books. 

I plan on squeezing and smiling my way to the back of the room, but Mrs. First Grade Teacher stops me. “Oh, I think we’d all love for you to be our first speaker, Ms. Morgan.”

I pull in in a slow breath and turn to face her, smile pasted securely in place. “Of course. And please, call me Jules. Ms. Morgan is my mother... well, would have been if she were still alive...and well, um not married to my father...who’s also, um...never...nevermind.”

I clear my throat and make my way back to the front. If it weren’t for Libby’s wide partly-toothless grin, I’d find an excuse to bolt. Writing emergency. Those were a thing, weren’t they? 

At the front of the room, Libby scurries out of her desk to join me, and laces her little hand in mine. She peers up at me and gives a reassuring nod. Aww, darling thing, she’s trying to keep me from being nervous. When she’s done introducing me as the coolest aunt in the world because I let her watch inappropriate shows on tv, and taught her some cuss words in Spanish, I explain a little about what I do when I’m not corrupting little kids. 

I effortlessly, and a little mindlessly, talk about how I came up with the idea for my characters Sparky and Ash, the tubby little dragons who often find themselves in hot spots, getting into more mischief than they can handle. A more prepared speaker would have brought illustrations or handouts. I was so not that person. Without my assistant to organize things, I was well...about as prepared as this. Prep was Beth’s thing, not mine. Never mine. She was good at all the grown-up things, like marriage, commitment, not bailing and leaving your fiancé at the altar on your wedding day. And other shit like that. Instead, I cop out and fall back on reading a few scenes from my latest release.

Finally, I wade through to the end, and amid the applause, the teacher gives the all clear for the Q&A portion to commence. Even goes so far as inviting other parents to join in.

Christ. She was trying to kill me. I hated these kinds of things. But I’d done enough of them to know how to fake it with the same finesse I used when faking orgasms. Academy Award winning performances, those were. Well, ever since Keith, that is. Never had to fake anything with him.

I deftly field a bunch of random questions, mostly stuff I’d either already covered...or things like what I ate for breakfast, what I wore when I was writing in bed, or how much money I made. Yep, those last two came from parents. Male parents.

The teacher stands up and raises her hand. “We have time for one more,” she informs.

Oh thank god. The end is in sight.

A little boy stands up next to his desk. Cute kid. Dark hair, hazel eyes, and a cherub-like face...that kind of reminds me of someone. I smile. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Ethan,” he says. 

Ahhh, rock-boy. Never trust the cute ones. I make a mental note to tell Libby that after school, as I lean back against the desk. “Do you have a question for me, Ethan?”

“My mom is a writer too, and she says she has a penny name.”

I stare down at the kid. “You mean a pen name. A nom de plume.” All the kids look at me with blank faces. “It's French for pen name. And it’s a name an author uses when they don't want the whole world to know who they really are. To hide behind an alter ego, like superheroes.”

He gasps in a breath. “Authors are superheroes?”

Guilty as charged. I bite back a grin. “Well, not exactly. I just mean there are lots of reasons they might need to hide their real identity from the world.” 

“Why?”

Scratching my forehead with my knuckle, I frown. Cause they're writing porn for money and know their granny and uptight big sister would have legit heart attacks if they knew. Filter Jules. “Well, um lots of reasons.”

“Like what reasons?”

Man, this kid was like a dog with a bone. I lean in a little and give him a wink. “Well, mostly it’s because they're afraid, and fear makes people do strange things.” I feel the smiles from the parents and teachers. Straightening, I pull in a quick breath and scan the room... and then freeze. My gaze locks on to a face at the very back of the room. A face I’d never in all my life forget, and one I’d hoped never to see again. 

Keith Daniels. 

Holy. Shit.

“Afraid of what?”

Little Ernie...Ian...whatever...is still drilling me. I pull my gaze from Keith’s and keep it safely on the cute little kid’s face. “Of being found out, I guess.” I clear my throat and try to hold on to my thinning patience. “Maybe, um...maybe you should ask your mommy why she writes under a pen name. Her reasons might be different than mine—er, I mean most people's reasons.” 

“Do you have a penny name?”

“It’s pen name,” I retort. It comes out a little sharply and I see the kid’s expression shift. That’s just great, Jules, I can see the headlines already. World famous children’s author makes little kid cry. 

Oh my god. Is it getting hotter in here or what? 

I feel Keith’s eyes on me, watching my every move. Hearing my every word. Knowing my every thought. He knew exactly why I used my pen name, and he knew exactly what it was. But the other parents, they’d be in the dark about why this little kid’s questions have me on the hot seat, and starting to sweat profusely. 

I glance at the massive wall clock with a yellow smiley face and a tongue with the number six should be. Then I check my watch. “Oh, look at the time. I certainly don’t want to monopolize the whole morning,” I say. Then I smile. “Thank you all so much for your insightful questions. You have a very bright class, Mrs. Carson.” I wave to the teacher and the kids as I make my way to the door. Fast.

The teacher takes my cue and rises quickly. “Oh, but please don’t leave us just yet, Ms. Morgan. Stay for the remaining talks, we have a social time afterward, and I know the parents here would love the opportunity to speak with you some more. Perhaps have their books signed, if we could be so bold as to impose on you further?”

Are you fucking kidding me? I force-hold my smile and try my best to make it look sincere. “Well, that’s great. Thanks. I’ll um, I’ll just sit...”

I’m about to make my way to the far side of the room, opposite from where Keith is seated on the long couch, when the man sitting next to him stands. “Here, take my place,” he insists. “I’ll speak next.” 

All eyes are on me. My brain refuses to produce a reasonable excuse for me to not take what could be described as a seat of honor on the big comfy couch. What else can I do but make my way back through the crowd and sit down next to the man I’d successfully avoided without fail, for ten straight years. I steal a quick glance at his expression and it’s immediately clear. The only person less thrilled than me at this surprise encounter, is Keith.
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