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      To my husband Terry, who I married during Desert Storm, January 19, 1991. I’ve never regretted a single moment of being your “war bride.” You’re the best husband a woman could ever have.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Author’s Note

        

      

    

    
      When I wrote this story a few years ago, I decided I wanted the hero and heroine to correspond by regular mail rather than email. Because that seems even less likely these days with email and social media almost totally pushing out snail mail, I only tweaked this story a little when I updated it. Enjoy this touch of “old-fashioned” in their love story.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Once he brings his big guns to bear, there’s no retreat from the heat…

        

      

    

    
      Hot Zone, Book 1

      Eve Carmichael has been consumed with worry over her military pen pal, Army Reserve soldier Sean O’Callahan. So worried, she can barely bring herself to make reservations to celebrate her upcoming birthday at Male Call, a male review club. Maybe it’s time to cuts her losses before her worst fears for him come true. Maybe it’s time to get a life. Especially a sex life. The one his increasingly hot letters—and even hotter photos—make her wish she had.

      Eve’s letters have been Sean’s only lifeline amid the dangers of Iraq. And his minor wounds are a wake-up call that he wants her in his life, not just in his mailbox. He can’t wait to get home to replace her scorching letters with the feel of her hot, curvy body in his hands. And show her in real time just what kind of pure firepower he’s capable of…
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      Present Day

      Clarksville, Wyoming

      

      Eve Carmichael’s fingers hovered over the telephone keys, ready to punch in the numbers and take the plunge. She sank onto the edge of her bed.

      Yep, time to make a serious decision.

      No time like the present.

      She stared at the phone. So why did she hesitate?

      Maybe because she’d never been to a male review show before and somewhere in her Midwestern upbringing she’d gotten the idea that female sexuality equated to sin? Well, that’s what her English friend Claudia thought. “Repressed American female sexual appetite,” Claudia would say.

      Ugh.

      She didn’t feel repressed.

      Not really.

      Besides, how painful could it be to watch a bunch of half naked men parade around on stage? A bolt of lightning wouldn’t strike her down, for God’s sake.

      Male Call was an exclusive club downtown that catered to women who wanted to watch men strip ala Chippendales or Thunder Down Under. Eve’s friend Chesney insisted she needed one trip on her birthday Friday night to blow off steam. Or blow off the accumulated sexual frustration eating away at her. Anyone about to hit thirty in less than a day—Valentine’s Day to be exact, should have a wild, extravagant party to celebrate.

      The big three-oh. Thirty years and what she had to show for it amounted to a large bank account, a comfortable house, a used Porsche that ran like a top, and—no. She wouldn’t think about the promise Sean O’Callahan had made in his letters for the last six months. Letters. Not emails. Because Sean O’Callahan had a romantic bone in his body and had said when he left for the Middle East he wanted to write letters like his grandparents had when his grandfather had gone to war. When he’d said that it had melted something gooey and girly inside her Eve hadn’t expected.

      Stop thinking about how freaking sexy that he wanted letters, okay?

      She had to stop obsessing over him right now.

      She glared at the phone as if it might have answers. Didn’t matter that she’d always thought of her buddy Sean as trustworthy. Didn’t matter that his letters stopped coming three weeks ago, and she couldn’t reach him by email or phone. He hadn’t written anything on social media, but then he wasn’t much for that in the first place.

      Her heartbeat accelerated the minute she heard the mail truck pull away from the curb. Damn. She wanted to pretend that receiving mail from Sean almost weekly hadn’t become a turn-on for her. Long, expressive, incredible letters she could hardly believe came from the same man she’d known for the last year. As she raced out to the mailbox, she remembered his first letter to her six months ago. Sean, who’d left for the Middle East a serious, almost too tense man.

      His penmanship held that blocky, rigid style she associated with uptight scientists or inhibited geeks. But now that she’d received dozens of his letters, she knew she’d been wrong about him.

      Oh, so terribly wrong.

      She’d always considered the computer software engineer subtly attractive in a strange way that hovered somewhere between staggering handsomeness and utter cruelty. But he never came up on her radar as a possible date.

      Stupidity was her nickname. Now that she understood him so well, felt him down in the core of her being, she realized what her life would feel like without him. Her soul twisted in pain inside her.

      She snatched open the mailbox and retrieved the usual assortment of junk mail and a bill. No letter from Sean. Misery meandered through her. God, she had to stop doing this. Torturing herself. Time to get a grip. She went back inside her house, closed the door, then wandered into the bedroom. Okay, she could employ the one technique she’d learned from her single psychology class back in college. Designate thirty minutes to worry like hell. Worry and worry for that entire half hour and then stop. That’s all the time she could take. She lay face down on her bed, but after five minutes passed, she sat up.

      His letters. She’d read them once more, and they would take her mind off the danger Sean might have encountered…or something worse. She went to her dresser and snatched up a beautiful, dark cherry wood box that sat next to her jewelry case. She sat on the bed and opened the box. Retrieving the thick packet of letters, she lay back on her blue denim comforter and unfolded the first letter she’d received from him. Written on plain, college-ruled notepaper, it reminded her that she needed more of the paper she’d used to form his letters.

      

      Hey Eve,

      Damn, I already miss little bum fuck Clarksville. Can you believe it? I couldn’t wait to leave and now I can’t wait to get the hell back. Sure, I liked my job, but it was good for me to do something different. I was feeling restless there and wanting new vistas. I have challenges now. Big ones. Being a computer geek in the intelligence field isn’t as dangerous as some jobs, but when you are sent on a convoy…well, you know how that goes. There is no safe place in this desert. Anyone and everyone can be caught sitting with their thumb up their ass at the wrong place at the wrong time. I don’t spend much time looking over my shoulder. Much.

      The desert is hot and hot and more hot. Fuckin’ hot. As if you didn’t already know that, too. Here’s to snowy Clarksville, Wyoming.

      Other than being broiling in the day and damned freezing at night, it’s paradise here. There’s plenty of hard work and yet plenty of sitting around. Which when you think of it, sounds like what you and I do at our regular jobs.

      I’m just now getting some decent sleep and to take a break for this letter I promised. I can’t believe you talked me into letter writing. You know I hate to write letters. I suck at it, but I know you’d kill me if I didn’t write. This letter’s short, Eve. Write me soon.

      Sean

      

      She’d written him, so excited to tell him what she thought of his letter. She closed her eyes and imagined her letter in her mind’s eye, remembering a good dose of what she’d said.

      

      Sean,

      You haven’t missed too much. Nothing much changes quickly in this town, as you know. Life has been hell. A good hell of work and more work, overtime and more overtime. The money is good, but I think I need to come to Iraq for excitement.

      Just kidding.

      Sorry. Really bad joke.

      The second level of hell, of course, is reserved for dealing with creepy Kowalski. Maybe I’ll start calling him that in my mind. Creepy Kowalski with a capital CK. Or maybe I’ll call him CK, and he won’t have a clue why I’m naming him that. No, you know me better. I would never taunt the man, as tempting as it is. No matter what his foibles, treating him with respect has always been my goal. Want to know
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