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Natasha Boyd is an author with a background in marketing and public relations. She holds a Bachelor of Science in Psychology from Royal Holloway, University of London and lives in the coastal Carolina Lowcountry, complete with Spanish moss, alligators and mosquitoes the size of tiny birds. She has a husband, two sons and a host of internationally scattered and scared relatives who worry the next book will be about them. She is a member of Georgia Romance Writers, Romance Writers of America and Island Writers Network, where she has been a featured speaker. Forever, Jack is the sequel to her award-winning and first full-length novel Eversea.


Praise for Natasha Boyd

‘Boyd creates magic once again’ A Bookish Escape

‘If I could give this book 10+ stars I would!’ Luscious Literature

‘5 Eversea* glass Loving Stars!’ Sizzling Pages Reviews

‘Natasha Boyd weaves a fascinating tale of love, loss, heartache and redemption’ Tome Tender Book Blog

 ‘Deliciously captivating, breathtakingly romantic, sexy and sweet all at the same time, this beautiful story became one of my favorite books before I even reached the half way mark’ Natasha is a Book Junkie Blog

‘You will get lost in the characters and their stories. This book is escapism at its very best. A beautiful coming of age story with lots of lovely romance mixed in’ Laura, Bookish Treasures Blog and Founder, New Adult Book Club on Goodreads

‘You are a fool if you don’t add this book to your (To Be Read) list. In fact, you should bump it right up to the top’ Madison Says Reviews

‘So if you’d like a book that’s full of vibrant characters, swoon (fracking hot) males that leave you hot under the collar, and just generally a book that leaves you wanting so much more, then pick this book up!’ Book Passion for Life Blog

‘A perfect blend of heartbreak, angst, romance, steam and pure love in its rawest and sometimes most painful form’ All Romance Reviews

‘A completely captivating read’ Romfan Reviews

‘Total escapism!’ Aestas Book Blog

‘It’s unrelenting honesty puts a spin on the Cinderella story making it universally relatabl’ Page Trotters Blog

‘Books like this are the reason I read’ Natasha is a Book Junkie Blog


By Natasha Boyd

Eversea

Forever, Jack


Forever Jack

Jack Eversea’s life is in ruins.

He’s being threatened by the production company of his latest blockbuster movie franchise, and is on the verge of losing his entire career. He’s been betrayed by the people he trusted the most, and he’s realising he may have let the only ‘real’ thing that’s ever happened to him slip through his fingers.

And he’s been powerless to stop it. Until now.

Keri Ann Butler’s life changed the night she met superstar Jack Eversea. She thought she knew a Jack that was very different to the man adored by fans the world over.  In the wake of his betrayal and abandonment, Keri Ann has had to pick up and move forward with the life she was supposed to live, and has put off for far too long.

Suddenly, Jack is back, and his explanations for why he did what he did seem more and more plausible, and his declarations more seductive.  But Keri Ann’s career is on the rise, and being known as Jack’s latest tabloid arm candy isn’t on Keri Ann’s career agenda, no matter how much she is attracted to him. And she’s not even sure her feelings were anything more than physical, or that she can ever trust him again.

Will the spectre of Jack’s past, and his public life, finally shatter them apart for ever, or will they find a way to move forward together?
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To my husband

for asking me to marry him on our first date

 

 

And to

Al Chaput and Dave McDonald

I may never have taken writing seriously without you. I am forever

grateful for your time, patience, encouragement and expertise.

 

 

Thank you
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Paul Coehlo wrote that “Writing is one of the most solitary activities in the world.” And he’s right. In a way. When I live in Jack and Keri Ann’s world, I’m there whether I’m actually putting the words on the page, or going through the mechanics of the rest of my life. My mind is plotting away, having conversations, and arguing with what my characters seem to want to do versus what I think they should do. They usually win. That sounds dumb, I know. If you’d told me I’d say that a year ago I would have laughed in your face. Seriously. How things change! One year ago from this writing I hadn’t finished a book! What you are holding in your hands is my second book!

The reality is, far from a solitary enterprise, writing a book and bringing it to market takes a village. Heck, it takes a whole freaking town. My husband let me work over the weekends and my mother took over on school runs and dinner making (and laundry folding). And my kids were so patient with me. My critique partners, Al and Dave, kept me from clichés and getting too complacent. They also buoyed my spirits when I wasn’t feeling it. My Stormy Nights girls kept me sane and laughing! And thank you to my sweet friends who don’t take offense when I drop off the map for weeks at a time, sometimes months, because I am so consumed.

The terrific font of Jack on the cover was hand-drawn by my sister Cassy Poulos. Thank you, Cass. I love you! And the cover was designed by Adrian Repasch. Bow to him! Bow to him! Thank you to Angela McLaurin of Fictional Formats who formatted both Eversea and Forever, Jack. She is seriously good at her job!

My editor Judy Roth (she needs her own paragraph) is so much more than an editor. She has become a friend, and makes me laugh with her little comments in the side bar when I’m about to tear my hair out, and she has unbelievable patience. And we’ve never met in person! I can’t wait to meet her and take her out for a boozy lunch! My readers – aaaah, my readers. Do you have any idea how much I love you? How much it means to me to get a message at 2am Australian time (Rommy!) to tell me you couldn’t wait until morning to contact me because you were still so giddy over Jack and Keri Ann! And that was just one! There were hundreds! From all over the world! You guys FLOORED me. I literally didn’t sleep the whole month of June because my heart was pounding so hard and I wanted to respond to each and every one of you. Thank you for that. Those words seem so inadequate.

Thank you to my agent, Elaine Spencer, who continues to grow our working relationship! I’m excited!

The bloggers who read and reviewed and raved about Eversea – thank you! Thank you for spreading the word and being so encouraging.

Thank you to the group of readers and friends of “Let’s get Jack-ed!”, who took up the mantle of keeping Eversea and Jack fresh in everyone’s minds. You will probably never understand how much that means to me. I hope I can continue earning your care and enthusiasm. Lisa W., Lisa H. R., Kimmie, Karen, Faith, Shannon, Nasha, Julianne, Bonnie, Denise, Amy, Jess, Nicole D., Nicole B., Drue, Elaine, Rea, Clemmie, Rommy, Heather, Mary-Nancy, Melissa, Caroline, April, Carole, Layla, Dawn, Stephanie, Dawn, Angela and Tugce Nida. And so many more who have supported me.

If you received a birthday card from Jack Eversea (Friend him!) on Facebook, you can thank Julianne Burke! She is phenomenal!

Thank you, Faith Martens (Apocalypso) for creating the turtle necklace I wear almost every day that is also featured on the front of this book! Her store is Hula Tallulah on Etsy if you’d like one.

Okay, the music is playing, I have to get off stage.

Keep in touch! I’d love to hear from you!

https://www.facebook.com/authornatashaboyd

http://www.pinterest.com/lovefrmlowcntry

Twitter @lovefrmlowcntry

Instagram @lovefrmlowcntry

Tumblr eversea.tumblr.com

Thank you.
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The sound of the front door . . . slamming after Andy seems to jar everyone into action. Not me. My heart is pounding, my hand is throbbing, and my stomach is roiling, but I don’t move.

“Jesus,” says Devon. He strides to stand beside me, the only friend I seem to have right now. “We need to get Sheila on the phone, like, yesterday. We need damage control. I’ve never trusted that little fucker.” He jerks his head after the agent I just fired. 

I replay the scene in my head. Andy’s smug face as he congratulated himself on keeping me in line by faking my girlfriend’s pregnancy. Girlfriend? Audrey may be my contractual girlfriend, but our relationship just had its final death throe.

The mention of Sheila, my publicist, causes me to look up and stare Audrey straight in the eyes. She is standing there unmoving, I guess unsure of what to do since I snapped. Her brown eyes are large and watery. A look I’ve fallen for before. “Or does Sheila already know, Audrey? Was she in on this pregnancy hoax? Was this part of your team ‘management’ of poor fucking clueless Jack Eversea?” My voice is harsh, like I just screamed it hoarse. Something I wish I could do. 

She shakes her head vehemently, a tear streaking down her cheek. 

I grit my teeth against the instinctual urge to comfort and protect her like I always have. Ever since our contrived romance began years ago, brokered out of a movie franchise to keep the fans engaged in the love story. She was a friend, and at times something more. A partner. Or so I thought. 

Devon taps out something on his phone. 

After everything, I’m still finding it hard to believe Audrey’s lied to me like this. About something like this. 

“No, Jack. It wasn’t me, it was all Andy,” she tries. 

“Oh please, Audrey, show me the fucking courtesy of honesty at this point.” 

“I swear—” 

I snort dismissively.

“Wait, Jack,” she pleads. “I went along with it, I admit, but it was his idea. I confided in him after I was . . . late.” 

I swallow hard. Oh my God. She was late. Of course she was. I’m guilty as charged. It’s why I believed her so readily. It’s why I left Butler Cove. The knowledge of my part in this cools my anger, leaving crashing guilt in its wake. Followed by equal parts panic. “So . . .” I start, keeping my voice as steady as possible. “So, are you still . . . late?” I can’t say pregnant anymore. I just assumed after what Andy said that she wasn’t, but . . .

Audrey hiccups out a sob, and I take an instinctual step toward her, catching myself just in time. I take a moment to really look at her then and see true grief. Though her face is flushed and swollen from tears, she is still beautiful standing there in her white dress and her long dark, chestnut hair coming in gentle waves over her shoulder. She’s banking on this, I know. Banking on the fact that she is beautiful and we have . . . history. But I also see her sadness. 

It occurs to me then, that Audrey, far from filling contractual obligations in our friends-with-benefits pairing, might have truly been in love with me.

Snippets of her words come back to me now with new meaning. About how suited we are, how it would be the last laugh if we eventually got married and had a family one day, how we’d be a team of respect and friendship. 

The idea that she might actually still be pregnant despite the fact that Andy used the news to their advantage makes my throat seize. No, she’s not. It wouldn’t have gone down like it did if she was. I feel like I’m drowning in some bizarre dream where the life raft is right there, but just out of reach. 

Blowing out a deep breath, I fist my good hand at my side and wince in pain as my injured hand tries to follow suit. 

Audrey hangs her head. “I lost it. I lost the baby,” she whispers, her voice breaking. 

My insides lurch violently. Nausea caused by the sickeningly sweet rush of relief, sandwiched between the hard press of guilt, leaves me swallowing back bile. I suck my lips between my teeth and bite down hard, trying to get my shit together. “When? Are you . . . are you ok?” I get out, finally. I’m vaguely aware that we are the only ones left in the room, the others having thankfully filed out. 

Her eyes flick down and she hesitates. “When we were in London.” 

For a moment, I don’t believe her, but I do remember her crying in the bathroom at the Lanesborough Hotel. I was being a complete dick to her and everyone around me that day. I was beating myself up about not calling my mother, even though she lived less than two hours away and knew I was there. It was a media circus outside, and I was a caged tiger. Luckily, we only had to be there for two nights before heading to Paris. 

“I’m sorry. I should’ve realized.” I run my good hand through my hair, and dropping my chin to my chest for a moment, see I have a few drops of blood on my white button-down shirt. 

Audrey hiccups again and takes two tentative steps toward me. 

I don’t stop her or move away, and she continues until I open my arms and fold them around her tall, slender body. And even still, after months, and in the midst of all this shit, I am wishing I had my arms wrapped around a smaller girl, a girl who flipped my insides over just looking at her, and who I may never get to hold like this again. I squeeze my eyes closed. 

Audrey’s shoulders shake from her crying, and she sniffs. “I love you, Jack.” 

Tensing, I ease away her head from my shoulder to look at her face. I am instantly on alert. She may be hurting right now, but Audrey should always be handled carefully. I’ve seen how she’s dealt with perceived threats to her career before. And I am in the starring role of this perceived threat. I need to be able to do this on friendly terms, but the way she’s looking up at me, has me thinking she’s not on my page. 

“Just give it time, Jack. We’ll get back to where we were, where you were in love with me, before I hurt you.” 

My heart hammers. My God, she doesn’t know me at all. “Audrey,” I say as gently as possible, knowing there is no good way to say this. “I cared for you, do care for you, and I loved you, true. But I was never in love with you.” 

Her eyes widen. 

I know I’m botching this but I can’t seem to stop. It’s like an exit sprint. “My ego was hurt more than anything.” 

Her slap to my left cheek is fast and painful. 

I seem to excel in pulling this reaction from women. I don’t move, but she’s not done. Her face transforms into a scowl, and before I know it I have seized her flying fist in midair, gripping it inside my good hand, squeezing hard. 

“Bastard,” she snarls and tries with the other.

I sway back. “Calm the fuck down, Audrey.” 

“No, I won’t fucking calm down,” she screeches. Her eyes have transformed from her soft doe-eyed expression, designed to elicit sympathy, into hard slits of anger, and she wrenches from my grip. “You are not doing this to me!”

“Doing what, Audrey? Taking my life back? Ignoring some stupid contract? The movies are over now.” I grit my teeth and finish this. “We are over. We have been for ages. I’m not sure what qualifies for a functional relationship, but I can promise you, we are not it.” 

“No. You are not doing this to me! Not with her.” 

“Don’t you fucking dare bring her into this,” my voice booms out like thunder, causing her to jump. 

Her cheeks are red and splotchy, but crossing her arms over her chest, she recovers quickly. “I can do what the hell I like. But you can’t. Do you think Andy will take you firing him lying down? Or think I’ll let you walk away from me? We are a team, Jack. We are much more powerful together than we are apart. You need me. You may not think so, but you do. And do you know why? Because I’ll make sure you don’t even have a career if you walk away. Have you thought about what it’ll do to your poor, sweet country girl to have paparazzi hounding her every move. I didn’t want to draw attention to her before by tipping them off, but maybe if it’s spun the right way . . .” Her voice trails off, as she taps a fingernail thoughtfully on her chin.

I’m listening, speechless, and watching her face morph into ugliness with each word she utters. My jaw clenches tightly to keep myself from exploding back at her. I shake my head. 

She turns to an imaginary person next to her. “I was driven to another man’s arms because Jack Eversea is so cold and heartless.” She affects a whiny, hurt voice. “I felt emotionally bullied, all the time.” She sniffs for effect and looks away for a moment. When she looks back, her eyes are watery again, and a single tear tips onto her cheek. “And the most horrible thing of all was he got me pregnant, and then, when I lost his baby he was so mean, and so relieved. He laughed and told me he had never been in love with me. Laughed!” 

She heaves out another sob. “All the time I thought we were together, he was sleeping with slutty waitresses he picked up from anywhere. There was this one girl—” She stops and looks at me. “Well, you know where I can go from there.”

She wipes carefully under her eyes, and then lets out a shrill laugh. “Your face is priceless, Jack.” 

I take a step back and bump into a chair, sinking down on it gratefully. I need a few moments to clear my head. My hand fucking hurts like hell, but right now this Audrey, like a grenade with the pin out, is scaring the shit out of me. 

I’m not sure how she and Andy can ruin my career, what she’s threatening is bad enough, but I feel pretty sure Audrey has thought long and hard about it and has a few aces up her sleeve. 

I think back to my early days—the stupid partying and drug taking. If there’s even a chance Peak Entertainment thinks I’m still doing that, they’ll drop me faster than I could piss in a bottle. Their liability won’t cover it, and it was part of the no-uncertain-terms deal of doing the Erath movies, as well as the upcoming films they’ve contracted me for. 

If Peak drops me, there’s not a chance in hell any smaller boys would pick me up. Gossip is king in this town. But worse is they could sue me to pay back what I’ve made from them until now, and Audrey knows it. 

At this moment, I realize Audrey will say anything and make up any story to make sure I play by her rules. I’ve known this fall out was always a risk, but I truly never thought Audrey would be the enemy here. I never thought she’d be the one to drive the nail in my coffin. I thought she might want out as much as I did, that we would find a way to do it together. 

How could I have been naïve about so many things? And now she’s threatening Keri Ann too, and if I know Audrey, it won’t be idle and it won’t just be damage. Keri Ann will be decimated. 

I clutch my head and breathe, trying to calm down. One fist through a wall is enough for tonight. I don’t know how to appeal to her not to do this to me. I don’t want to make the choice she’s forcing on me. But I will. I’ll walk away from it all. I almost did it before, but then there was the baby. The baby that doesn’t fucking exist. 

It would be a while before people got over the scandal enough not to make me a bucket of chum in the Indian Ocean. If ever. And where would I go this time? And for how long until people didn’t care? By then I would have lost my career and the girl. Of course, I’ve probably lost her already. 

“Please, Audrey—” 

“And just what are you begging for, Jack?” Her haughty tone betrays nothing of the hurt emotions she was portraying just minutes ago.

I tilt my head back up and look her straight in the eye. “I’m begging for the rest of my life.”

OEBPS/images/image2.gif
dedicalion





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
NATASHA BOYD
forever, jack





OEBPS/images/author.gif





OEBPS/images/At_eternal_logo.jpg
headline
ETERNAL





OEBPS/images/9781472219671_FC.jpg
NATASHA
SOe

forever, jack

 § eversea
book two





OEBPS/images/image90.gif
acknowledgements





OEBPS/images/image1.gif
table of contents





OEBPS/images/image3.gif
prologue

A





