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A Mark on My Soul, Jordon Greene’s Debut YA Novel, to Release April 16, 2019

CONCORD, N.C. (Jan 24, 2019) – Franklin/Kerr Press is pleased to announce the release of

award-winning and Amazon bestselling author Jordon Greene’s next novel, “A Mark on My Soul.”

The novel will be released in both paperback and eBook formats on April 16, 2019.

“A Mark on My Soul” is Jordon’s first novel in the young adult market, with a contemporary LGBT

coming-of-age story. He says, “A Mark on My Soul is a story that’s been a long time in the making.

I’ve wanted to write this one for a while. I just felt like I couldn’t express this story while I was hiding

who I really am from the world without outing myself.” He went on to state, “I hope it will be a

beacon of hope to teens in the LGBT community who desperately need to know they’re not alone

and that we’re here for them, something I needed when I was younger.”

The story is centered on Noah Andrews, a gay teenager who often prefers quotes over his own

words, as he navigates life and love in suburban North Carolina. After finally mustering the courage

to come out, he’s surprised by an anonymous message from a boy at school who claims to like

him. At first it’s too much for Noah to believe, but in time their story takes off and Noah couldn’t be

happier. But life could never prepare Noah for his love story.

“A Mark on My Soul” releases April 16, 2019 in paperback and eBook formats, and is already

available for pre-order. The paperback version will be available at $12.99 from most major online

retailers, while the eBook will be available on Amazon Kindle for $3.99.

ABOUT JORDON GREENE

Jordon Greene is the Amazon bestselling horror author of The Reserve & To Watch You Bleed. He

is a full stack web developer for the nation’s largest privately owned shoe retail company and a

graduate of the University of North Carolina at Charlotte. Jordon spends his spare time writing,

attempting to sing along with his favorite bands and playing Overwatch. He lives in Concord, NC.
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For more information about “A Mark on My Soul,” or to schedule an interview please call Caleb at

704-659-3915 or e-mail Caleb at caleb@franklinkerr.com.
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Well it’s another day, another day in my cowardly closeted life.

I’m in the lunch line with, of all people, Camila. Nothing unusual there, except I’m horrified

she’s going to ask what I wanted to tell her yesterday. I still can’t believe I chickened out.

Now it’s the last thing I want to talk about. I mean, yeah, I want to tell her, but last night’s epic

failure is sort of eclipsing that want.

“You should have come with us last night,” Cam says, throwing her hand in the air and almost

toppling her tray to the floor. I grab my tray instinctively, just in case. “We had so much fun, but I

think it would’ve been better if you’d been there. They all like you anyway.”

“Like me?” I ask without turning. I pay for my food and lead Camila to our table. “What do

you mean ‘like me?’”

“Like, like-like you. Like, think you’re cute, like you. Well, some of them, at least.” She smirks.

I cringe. “What?Why? I mean seriously, I’m a nerd, like maybe a four out of ten,” I tell her. It’s

only half defensive. I really am a nerd, I own it.

“Really?” She shoots me this crazed look. “Imean, don’t get me wrong, I’m your friend. I don’t

like you like that, but you’re super cute. You’re at least a solid six, maybe even a seven.”

“Sure.” I don’t know what else to say. I prefer this train to stop right here—no, better yet, I’d

rather it derail and die a fiery death so it never comes back up. Lucky for me Parker appears and

takes his seat next to Cam. “Hey, Park!”

“Hey, man!” He stuffs a chicken nugget in his mouth and doesn’t wait to finish chewing before

talking again. “Is your car out of the shop yet?”

“Nah.” I have to work at keeping my eyes up. His shirt is a little snug today. The contours of

his chest and the ball shape of his shoulders tug at the fabric. He’s not ripped, but he’s fit. “It’s

fixed though. Dad’s taking me to pick it up after school.”

“Did they ever figure out what was wrong?” he asks.

“Yeah, that’s how they fixed it.” Cam gives him the you-dumb-fuck look before I can react, and

I cough out a laugh.

“You know what I mean.” Parker grins.

“Yeah, but it was a stupid question,” she says.

“Whatever.” Parker waves her off.
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