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      Caroline and Tom met on the Jersey Shore in the summer of 1965. Their attraction was instantaneous and strong, but the timing was wrong: Caroline was a young divorcee, trying to figure out a future that didn’t include her cheating ex-husband, and Tom was about to deploy to Vietnam.

      

      When he left her the morning after their passionate night together, Tom thought he’d never see Caroline again. But neither of them is ready to give up the connection they found with each other. Letters are the only way they can keep in touch, but what these two are sharing just might burn up the postal system. Can this sizzling correspondence sate their desire . . . for now?

      

      In a heart-melting tale of love in the time of war, Caroline and Tom learn that trusting their hearts may be the most important battle they’ll face.
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      Fort Dix, New Jersey

      

      June 20, 1965

      Dear Caroline,

      I told myself I wasn’t going to write back to you. What I said to you last night—this morning??—is still true. You need to find your life, and you’re not going to be able to do that if you’re sitting around waiting for me.

      But I guess it turns out I’m selfish, because here I am. I’d like to say I’m writing this but maybe I won’t send it. But hell. I know I will, because Caroline, you got to me. I wasn’t even with you for twenty-four hours, but it’s the truth. When I left you this morning, it felt like I’d torn out my insides and left them, too. It’s crazy. How can I feel like that when we only met yesterday?

      Okay, I’m going to stop asking questions now. I’m back in the barracks, and I have to say, it’s pretty depressing. Everyone knows we’re close to deploying, and the guys who’re leaving their wives and girlfriends are the quietest of all. I guess I’m part of that crew now. Not that you’re my girlfriend. I didn’t ask you to be, and I don’t expect anything from you. But I’d be lying if I said you’re not something to me. So that’s it, you’re my something.

      I’m pretty sure you said you were staying down at the shore for another week or so. That means you won’t get this until you go back to your parents’ house. I hope everything’s okay there. I get the feeling you’re unhappy to still be living with them. Tell me what you’re planning to do, how you’re going to take back your life. Because I know you will.

      The guy whose bunk is above mine got married right before he came here. He’s from Tennessee, and so he didn’t have enough time to go see her when we had leave. But I guess she found out and managed to get here to surprise him at the last minute. He told me they only had two hours together before he had to report back, but he wouldn’t have given up those two hours for anything. I guess I know how he feels, because even though we only had about twelve hours, I’m pretty sure it was the best half day of my entire life.

      And not just because of the sex, although—damn, baby, the sex was out of sight. But even if we’d just had dinner and talked, you’d still be on my mind. There’s just something about you, and when I think of your eyes laughing up at me. Or the way your hair spread out on the pillow when you were laying beneath me. Damn, I need to stop thinking about you or sleeping’s never going to happen.

      I got to hit the hay, babe. PE starts at 0500 and that comes early. But when you get this, know I’ll be dreaming of you.

      

      Tom

      

      June 23, 1965

      Dear Caroline,

      I wasn’t going to write again before I knew you were back at home with your parents. I wanted to give you a chance to decide if you wanted to write me back. But it turns out I’m not going to be here much longer, so I figured I’d send one more before I might not be able to do it for a while.

      Everything is gearing up in our unit, and it’s like we have this whole different energy. The guys are both tense and excited. A lot of the younger ones are all gung-ho to get over there and kick some commie ass—that’s what they say. The older guys who’ve been there already are a lot quieter.

      And me—I don’t know. I signed up for this because I wanted to get out of town. You remember that, right? I enlisted because I thought I was in love with Molly, my best friend’s girl. His fiancée. When I told her how I felt, she told me I needed to get out of town after their wedding. I didn’t tell you this, but the day I left, Molly said she thought I’d just move to San Francisco or something. She didn’t mean I had to go half way around the world. I remember thinking, ‘yeah, but that’s how far I have to go to forget you.’

      But ironically, turns out I only had to go to the Jersey shore on the right day to find the person who’d make me forget Molly.

      So now I’m feeling like a fool, signing up to get shot at in Southeast Asia just because I thought I had a crush on my friend’s girl. What an idiot. And then I started thinking last night while I was trying to get to sleep . . .  if I hadn’t been that idiot and enlisted, I wouldn’t have been in New Jersey at all this summer. Probably I’d have been working in Pasadena, living the same old life. I never would’ve met you. And crazy as it might sound, meeting you is more than a fair trade off for eighteen months of army life.

      Okay, gotta go. Things are getting fast and furious right now, getting us set to go. I can’t say when we’re leaving, but by the time you get this, I won’t be in the state anymore.

      I’ve put my new address at the top of this letter. But Caroline, if you get home from the shore and realize you don’t want to answer this, don’t. I’ll understand, and I’ll trust that if it’s meant to be, we’ll run into each other some other time, some other place.

      Tom
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      Woodville, New Jersey

      

      I stood in the middle of my bedroom, staring down at the two envelopes in my hand. They were thin white paper, and the handwriting in black ink on the front was unfamiliar, and yet—somehow not.

      He wrote to me. He really wrote to me.

      I’d been back from Ocean City for about thirty minutes. My mother had greeted me at the door, asked about my drive up out of force of habit—it was what we did, after all. If someone had been down the shore, we always asked about the traffic. I’d assured my mother that my ride home had been uneventful, and then I’d turned toward the hallway, heading to my bedroom so I could dump my suitcase and get cleaned up. I’d come right from the beach, not wanting to waste a single minute in the sunshine.

      “Oh, these came for you.” She was trying to keep her voice casual, nonchalant, but failing miserably. I glanced over my shoulder, and my heart jumped into my throat when I spied the two envelopes in her hand.

      “Thanks.” I managed to stop and reach for the letters without shaking, which was pretty amazing.

      “They’re postmarked Fort Dix.” My mother added that helpful bit of information.

      “Uh huh.” I started walking again.

      “Who do you know in Fort Dix?” She’d given in and was finally asking me a direct question.

      “Oh, you know. You meet people.” There was no way in hell I was telling her anything about Tom. He was mine for now, a memory I’d been hugging to my heart for the last twelve days. And if I’d told her the truth, she’d probably drop dead of a coronary right here.

      Oh, Mom, these are from Tom. I met him at the beach right after I got to Ocean City, and I let him drive my car and take me to dinner, and then I invited him to spend the night at Aunt Susan’s house. With me. Just the two of us. Alone. And while he was there, he fucked my brains out and taught me more about my body and sex and making love than anyone else has in all my life.

      She’d have been unconscious by the word fuck.

      Instead, I kept my mouth shut even as she’d followed me into my room. I didn’t miss the frown of concern, the little wrinkle between her eyebrows. In an effort to throw her off the scent, I tossed the letters onto my bed, as if they meant nothing to me.

      “But Caroline—”

      Her tone told me that if I engaged, I’d end up either lying to her or coming clean about my Ocean City tryst. Neither option was one I liked. So I dropped my bag onto the floor of my bedroom and shot her a bright smile.

      “I’m going to take a shower, and then maybe
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