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            ABOUT HITTING THE SILK

          

        

      

    

    
      In the aftermath of a life-altering tragedy, Delia Rollins, once an Army wife, now finds solace in the quiet routine of teaching. As a young widow, she guards her heart with unwavering determination, setting a crucial rule for herself: no more military men. The risk is too great.

      Enter Army Captain Shaw Kincaid, a man who thrives on pushing boundaries and embracing challenges. Whether testing his physical limits or navigating the edge of safety, Shaw lives for the adrenaline. When he crosses paths with Delia, he realizes that winning her heart might be his most formidable mission yet.

      Despite Delia's efforts to distance herself, the undeniable chemistry between them refuses to be ignored. As she grapples with her growing fondness for Shaw, he finds himself falling deeper in love with her.

      Witness the intricate dance between a danger-seeking ranger and a wary widow. Love becomes the riskiest and sweetest leap they may ever take, challenging them to confront their fears and discover the true strength of their connection.

    

  


  
    
      To all of the wonderful teachers in my life, especially my kids, Devyn and Greg, and my sister-in-law Kelly, who make it all look so easy, even when I know it is not.

      And most especially to those family members in the military who have made the ultimate sacrifice. Your courage is never forgotten.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THANK YOU, DEAR READER!

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you for choosing this book and deciding to read it. You totally rock.

      I’d like to get to know you better! Each week, I send out a chatty newsletter, with book news, sales and giveaways. You can sign up for it right here.

      Enjoy your book! <3
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            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      While the men and women in this series of books are part of the 94th Infantry Division, which is a very real and very distinguished division in the United States Army, the 94th ID in these stories is fictional.

      When I wrote these books, the post was still Fort Lee. As of April 27, 2023, it is now called Fort Gregg-Adams. The new name honors two Black former officers who helped make the military more racially inclusive, and I applaud the change.

      While Fort Lee of course does exist in the same place in Virginia, next to the town of Petersburg, adjacent to the famous Civil War battlefield, nothing in these stories is meant to portray aspects of the real-life post or town.

      I chose this location because it was familiar to me—or it was thirty-six plus years ago, when my husband and I were briefly stationed there. Still, any errors in description of the location or the procedures in the Army or any other details are inadvertent and should be considered a fictionalization, not a deliberate choice. Thank you for your understanding.

      PS: Check out the history of the real 94th ID. They were called Patton’s Golden Nugget in World War II; the division landed on Utah Beach on D Day+94 in 1944 and were also responsible for countless victories in Europe in 1944 and 1945. These brave men helped the Allies win the war.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GLOSSARY OF MILITARY TERMS USED

          

        

      

    

    
      BDU: Battle Dress Uniform, more commonly known as fatigues. This is the uniform worn by most soldiers on duty. These are made of a heavy camouflage cotton, either in dark green (jungle fatigues) or lighter sand colors (desert fatigues).

      BOQ: Bachelor Officer Quarters, where unmarried officers can live. Officers also have the option to live off-post, in their own rented or owned home. While on temporary duty, officers are assigned quarters in the BOQ at their temporary post.

      PT: Physical Training, which is a set of morning exercises required of all soldiers.

      TDY: Temporary Duty, wherein a soldier is temporarily assigned to a post other than his/her permanent assignment. Temporary duty might be assigned for a short course, for training, or for a limited-time duty of another sort.

      PCS: Permanent Change of Station, where a soldier and his/her family move from one permanent assignment to another. This usually takes places every 3-4 years, depending on the branch of service or other circumstances.

      Dress Blues: the uniform worn by Army officers and enlisted men on more formal occasions.

      Air Assault School: In Fort Campbell, Kentucky, the United States Army Air Assault School qualifies soldiers to conduct air mobile and air assault helicopter operations, to include aircraft orientation, sling-load operations, proper rappelling techniques and fast-rope techniques.

      MP: Military police

      E-5: A Non-Commissioned Officer rank (Sergeant)

      USMA: United States Military Academy at West Point, an academy established in 1802 for the purpose of training an officer corps. Located on the Hudson River in New York.

      ROTC: Reserve Officers Training Corps, or the college program by which students commit to training for reserve or active duty following graduation in exchange for some tuition/expenses coverage.
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          SHAW

        

      

    

    
      I moved cautiously, careful to make as little noise as possible. Stealth was important in this kind of mission. I needed to maintain as much of the element of surprise as I could. It wasn’t easy when each footfall of my heavy boots seemed to echo against the walls, but hey, I was a professional. An Airborne Ranger. I’d been in tighter spots than this, and fuck if I was going to screw it up.

      “SHAW!”

      The body that rushed at me was like a heat-seeking missile. It came at full-speed, striking my legs just above the knees and nearly knocking me over in its enthusiasm. I might’ve been more than a little pissed if said body hadn’t been attached to a blond head and huge blue eyes that were currently looking up at me with full-on hero worship adoration while his small hands clung to my BDU pants.

      “Little man!” If we’d been at his house, I would’ve swooped down and swung Colin around, making him screech in pretend fear before I wrapped him in a big old Uncle Shaw bear hug. But we were here, in public, at the dude’s school, so out of respect for his reputation, instead I extended one of my fists.

      The kid bumped it, his face glowing, and I thought with a pang in my heart how much my buddy Jeff was missing. I didn’t know how he could stand to be away from his kid, let alone from his wife. It was a good reminder for me, too, about why I’d committed to stay single and unattached as long as I was in the Army. I couldn’t imagine going off on deployments, leaving behind the woman I loved and any rug rats that happened to come along. It would tear me up.

      “Thanks for coming today, Shaw. I told the guys about you, and they’re all, like, excited to meet you.”

      I grinned. Little man sounded just like a miniature version of his dad and me and all our buddies, and I liked it. The joy in the kid’s eyes made me glad I’d volunteered for this particular duty. And I might not have even gotten to be here if I hadn’t run into Sandra, Colin’s mom, at the commissary last week.

      I’d been doing my normal skim-by shopping, picking up the few things I kept in my mini-fridge in the BOQ. I ate my meals at the Officers Mess, but I liked to have a small jug of milk in my room, as well as some nuts, yogurts and other stuff that kept me from delving into the crap that came out of vending machines or through the windows of drive-thrus. I’d been happy to see Sandra and Colin, since I’d been meaning to check in with them anyway.

      Sandra had been her normal perky, upbeat self. While I stuck to my conviction about families not being an asset to a committed soldier, if a guy had to have a wife, Sandra was the perfect type. I’d never seen her boohooing when Jeff took off, and she kept the stiffest upper lip I’d ever seen. The woman was strong, and it was one of the reasons I’d had no compunction about promising Jeff I’d keep my eye on both his wife and his boy while he was overseas. I’d known that Sandra wouldn’t be calling me in the middle of the night unless the shit had really hit the fan.

      But while Jeff’s wife had been smiling and cheerful in the canned food aisle that day, I’d noticed that Colin wore a frown. Nothing I said brought him around—not my usual teasing or silly questions—and finally, I’d looked at his mom with a raised eyebrow.

      Sandra had sighed and answered me in a low voice. “Oh, don’t worry about him. He’s sad panda right now because they have this deal at school next week—it’s called Lunch with a Loved One—and he’s bummed that Jeff won’t be there to eat with him. I offered to go, but he said I’m always the one who goes in for those things. Of course, he’s right.” She shrugged. “But I guess his friends have their dads coming in, and he feels like the only one who won’t.”

      I’d thought for about a half a second. “I’ll do it. I’ll go eat lunch with little man.”

      Sandra had tilted her head at me. “Seriously? You know you don’t have to do that, Shaw. He’ll get over this.”

      “Nah, I want to do it.” And I wasn’t lying. This was the least I could do for Jeff, who I’d known since officer basic. “Send me the details, okay? I’ll talk to the colonel tomorrow, but I know she’ll be cool with it. It’s community building and all that.”

      That was how I’d ended up here, at Parker Elementary, standing in line for the cafeteria with a bunch of second grade boys.

      “Colin, there you are. I was looking all over for you. You and your guest are at my table.”

      I turned around to see who was talking to little man, and my heart stopped.

      Okay, I knew that wasn’t physiologically possible. I knew that a heart couldn’t stop without the unpleasant side effect of me dropping dead, but it definitely skipped a beat, thanks to the woman standing just behind us.

      She wasn’t that tall, but she wasn’t short, either; the top of her head was just about shoulder-level to me, I’d guess. Her hair was deep red, and it fell in a silky sheet down her back. Her eyes were huge and the most vivid green I’d ever seen on someone not wearing those special tinted contacts. Sure, it was possible that she was wearing those, but I didn’t think so. On her, the color seemed natural, not fake.

      Being a guy, of course I checked out her body. It was tough to get a good read on her rack, because her shirt was kind of drapey. She wasn’t built like a centerfold, that was for sure, but I didn’t care about that. Her waist was nipped in, accented by the wide band of her short, flouncy skirt. What really made me stare, though, were her legs: they were long and shapely, ending in high heels that made them look even hotter. I had a sudden but very clear image in my head of how those legs would look wrapped around my waist, the heels still on her feet . . .

      Suddenly, I realized she was talking—talking to me, in fact—and that if I didn’t pay attention, she was going to assume I was an idiot. Forcing myself to jerk my gaze from her legs to her mouth, I smiled.

      “Sorry.” I held a hand by my ear. “It’s a little loud in here. Can you repeat that?”

      Her eyes narrowed as though she was totally on to me and my pervy ways, and maybe she was. “I said, I’m Mrs. Rollins. I’m on the committee for Lunch with a Loved One, and you and Colin are sitting at my table.” She
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