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FREE READ

 

 

To receive a free story, join Melissa’s newsletter.

Sign up by clicking here or going to melissamcclone.com/NLsignup.


DEDICATION

 

 

For my online besties Denise, Kimberly, and Tina

who are in touch daily and keep me going!

 

And to my amazing virtual assistant Cindy Jackson

who is only an email away when I need help!


INTRODUCTION

 

 

Grab your beach hat and a towel and prepare for a series brought to you by twelve New York Times and USA Today bestselling authors…

 

Beach Brides! Fun in the summer sun!

 

Twelve heartwarming, sweet novellas linked by a unifying theme. 

You’ll want to read each one!

 

BEACH BRIDES SERIES (Jenny)

Twelve friends from the online group, Romantic Hearts Book Club, decide to finally meet in person during a destination Caribbean vacation to beautiful Enchanted Island. While of different ages and stages in life, these ladies have two things in common: 1) they are diehard romantics, and 2) they’ve been let down by love. As a wildly silly dare during her last night on the island, each heroine decides to stuff a note in a bottle addressed to her “dream hero” and cast it out to sea! Sending a message in a bottle can’t be any crazier than online or cell phone dating, or posting personal ads! And, who knows? One of these mysterious missives might actually lead to love…

 

Join Meg, Tara, Nina, Clair, Jenny, Lisa, Hope, Kim, Rose, Lily, Faith and Amy, as they embark on the challenge of a lifetime: risking their hearts to accomplish their dreams.

 

This is Jenny’s story….

 

When a soldier responds to an author’s message in a bottle, she can’t resist replying, but their online friendship takes a surprising turn when she receives a call that he’s been injured and wants to see her.

 

 

Here are all the Beach Brides stories:

 

MEG (Julie Jarnagin)

TARA Ginny Baird)

NINA (Stacey Joy Netzel)

CLAIR (Grace Greene)

JENNY (Melissa McClone)

LISA (Denise Devine)

HOPE (Aileen Fish)

KIM (Magdalena Scott)

ROSE (Shanna Hatfield)

LILY (Ciara Knight)

FAITH (Helen Scott Taylor)

AMY (Raine English)


PROLOGUE

 

 

Jenny’s Message in a Bottle…

 

Dear Bottle Finder:

You have precisely forty-two minutes to complete your mission or life as you know it will end. If you happen to be color blind and can’t tell the red wire from the others, just crack open a beer or unwrap a candy bar and enjoy the next forty-one minutes before it’s all over.

Oh, wait.

Wrong mission.

Let’s try this again…

 

I’m on a Caribbean vacation with my girlfriends, and we’re tossing messages in bottles into the sea in hopes of finding true love. Please understand that alcohol was free flowing when we decided to do this. No, fruity rum drinks with paper umbrellas aren’t an excuse, but they were delicious! And who knows? Maybe dream heroes do exist, and ours are out there!

I’d love to say I’m a complete romantic, and that I believe in my heart of hearts whoever’s reading this is my soul mate, but I also think we’re one EMP away from an ELE. If those acronyms have you heading to Google to do a search, then you likely aren’t my other half.

If by some miracle, or alien intervention, you are reading this and think, hey, this could be the woman of my dreams, then your mission is to email me at the address below if you:

 

•Are single and male.

•Think something strange did happen in Roswell.

•Know your name will never be on the FBI’s Most-Wanted List.

•Aren’t allergic to cats or dogs.

•Prefer armchair traveling to jet-setting.

 

Or…if you’re certain I’m not the one for you, but want to let me know where you found the bottle and that you read this message, feel free to email me, too, so I can die of embarrassment.

 

Cheers,

JH

8675309@…


CHAPTER ONE

 

 

Thirteen months later…

 

At two o’clock in the morning, Jenny Hanford still sat at her desk in the half-lit office on the first floor of her house. Day or night, nothing much happened in Berry Lake, Washington, a small town located north of the Columbia River Gorge. Maybe that was why she’d grown up devouring novels and now wrote books full of intrigue, espionage, and non-stop action.

Jenny stifled a yawn.

Yes, she was tired, but sleep could wait until she finished the draft of her new novel, Assassin Fever—the next volume in her bestselling thriller series called the Thorpe Files, which featured spy extraordinaire Ashton Thorpe.

Almost there…

As sights, sounds, and smells swirled through her mind, her fingers flew over the keyboard. The tapping sound became nothing more than white noise. She focused on the screen. Letters turned into words that became sentences and then paragraphs.

Her breath caught in her throat.

Tears stung her eyes.

Oh, Ash. You did it. You saved the world. Again.

With a sigh, she typed her two favorite words in the English language—The End. The draft was finished.

Satisfaction flowed through her.

A good feeling considering she’d been certain the story was the worst thing she’d ever written only four days ago. Still not perfect, but the manuscript didn’t suck as badly as she’d thought. All she needed was feedback from her editor so she could do revisions. She typed a quick email, attached the file, and then hit send.

Now she could sleep. Well, once her brain slowed down.

If she went to bed now, she wouldn’t sleep. The story still looped through her mind. The elation of finishing mixed with the sadness of saying goodbye for now to her favorite character.

Might as well do something productive until she could no longer stay awake.

The number of emails in her inbox made her do a double take. Jenny groaned. She’d been ignoring everything for almost two weeks, but…

8132.

She groaned again. 

Don’t look at them.

But, of course, she had to.

Jenny deleted as much of the junk as she could. Message notifications from her online book club could wait until tomorrow. They were used to her disappearing to write. When she’d first joined the Romantic Hearts Book Club, she’d been a full-time textbook editor and part-time author. Now she only edited an occasional textbook project—usually as a favor to her former boss—and wrote full time.

So much had changed over the past four years. Her entire life really, though few knew because she’d never made a big deal over writing as Jenna Ford. She wasn’t that secretive about her pseudonym, but she’d quickly learned too many people only wanted to be Jenna’s friend. Not Jenny’s.

Maybe that was why her closest friends, other than her sister-in-law and some college classmates, were people she’d met virtually. She could just be herself with them. It was easier that way.

She scrolled through her inbox and deleted what she could. The subject line “Message in Bottle Found” caught her attention.

She did a double take. “Seriously?”

Over a year ago—thirteen months to be exact—she’d taken a Caribbean vacation on Enchanted Island with eleven other members of her book club. Meeting in person seemed appropriate after being together online for three years.

Boy, was it ever!

Spending face-to-face time with friends, having fun in the sun, and talking about books had been the perfect getaway. Jenny hadn’t realized how badly she’d needed a vacation—or how enjoyable it would be to hang out with women from the book world.

Before they returned home, they’d each tossed a message in a bottle into the ocean in hopes of finding true love. They weren’t called the Romantic Hearts for nothing. Surprisingly, a few had met their dream heroes after they received replies and were now married.

Not Jenny.

She’d gone into the bottle toss with zero expectations. Oh, she’d hoped it might work out, but deep in her heart of hearts, she had a feeling it wouldn’t. She might write fiction, but her life was no storybook. Her romantic past read more like a comedy—a dark one. She’d assumed a tanker or cargo ship would run over her bottle and the note would never be read. But now…

Jenny tapped on the subject line.

 

Message in Bottle Found

DOR2008@…

To: Jenny <8675309@…>

 

Message received, Jenny. I assume that’s your name. 867-5309 is one of my mom’s favorite songs.

 

Bottle found on a beach in Key West.

 

An asteroid has a better chance of causing an ELE than an EMP. Just sayin’.

 

Roswell, seriously? You should be more embarrassed about that than someone reading your message in a bottle. Guess you’re a Bigfoot believer, too.

 

DOR

 

P.S. I am single and male, but not in the market for a soul mate. Hope you’ve found your true love.

 

Well, her bottle had at least reached an unmarried guy. What were the odds of that?

She laughed at his last line.

Jenny hadn’t found her one true love, but that was okay. She had room for only one man in her life.

Yep, good old Ashton Thorpe.

He might only live in her mind and on the pages of her novels, but he was the ultimate book boyfriend—the kind of guy men aspired to be. Her series that featured him had made more money than she’d ever imagined having, and Ash would soon grace the big screen in what the producers hoped would be a successful movie franchise.

He was made for that kind of stardom… if the actor slated to play Ash could pull off his combination of courage, daring, and hotness. The right amount of swagger wouldn’t hurt, either.

Larger than life was the only
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