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To Jon, With Love

How does a young wife save her marriage
when her husband’s half a world away?

When Evie signed on to be Mrs.
Lieutenant Jonathan McCoy, she knew his military career and
imminent deployment came with the package. Then Jon left, the
months passed, and Evie discovered being a soldier’s wife is a lot
more difficult than she’d believed. She and her husband
communicate, but nothing much is being said. Unwilling to burden
her husband with her fears for their marriage and with no one else
she can talk to, Evie’s at her wits end.

Then her mother forcefully suggests
Evie attend one of the military wives’ support meetings.
Reluctantly, Evie goes and the advice they give her shocks Evie
with its simplicity—write Jon a letter. Can a handwritten letter
really save her marriage? And if it works, will she be able to hold
it together until her soldier comes home?







A Real Love Enterprises Publication






To Jon, With
Love

ISBN 9781310716683

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.






To Jon, With
Love

Copyright © 2014 Zena
Wynn

Cover art: Shirley
Burnett

Original Publication: Dear
Jon @ 2012 Zena Wynn

 


With the exception of
quotes used in reviews, this book may not be reproduced or used in
whole or in part by any means existing without written permission
from the publisher, Real Love Enterprises, PO Box 12003,
Jacksonville, FL 32209.

eBooks are
not transferable.

They cannot be sold,
shared or given away as it is an infringement on the copyright of
this work.

Warning: The unauthorized
reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal.
No part of this book may be scanned, uploaded or distributed via
the Internet or any other means, electronic or print, without the
publisher’s permission. Criminal copyright infringement, including
infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and
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DEDICATION

To all the men and women who serve our
country and help keep America free, and the men and women who keep
the home fires burning, God’s blessings be upon you.


Chapter One


Evie McCoy sat in the home of Lynnette
Wellington for the monthly support meeting—a gathering of wives and
significant others whose loved ones were on deployment. She hadn’t
wanted to come but her mother strong-armed her. She believed if
Evie met with other women who were going through the same
struggles, Evie would have an easier time of it.

So far her mother was
wrong.

The women were friendly enough, but
for the majority of them, this wasn’t their spouses’ first
deployment. Not only that, most of them, like Lynette, had been
married a good bit of years. They’d been there, done that again and
again and as a result, were old hands at the process. They’d
probably understand how Evie felt and have some good advice,
if she could bring herself to speak up, but…

From the corner armchair in which she
sat, Evie glanced around the beautiful living room decorated in
greens and golds. These women knew each other and had formed strong
relationships with one another. Evie couldn’t help feeling a little
left out.

Not only was this her first meeting
but of them all, she’d been married the least amount of time. She
and Jonathan had barely been together a year before he’d been
shipped to Afghanistan. That was three months, two weeks and four
days ago. Compared to the rest who’d been married five years
minimum and in addition, had children to worry about, she and Jon
were footloose and fancy-free newlyweds.

“Evie, get out of that
corner and come into the kitchen with me,” Mrs. Wellington ordered
in her friendly, no nonsense manner. “I can use a hand.”

Evie obediently rose to her feet.
She’d assist Mrs. Wellington and then make her excuses. Coming here
had been a waste of time.

In the kitchen, her host directed,
“Reach into the fridge and grab the sandwich platters while I
prepare another pitcher of lemonade. You know, Evie, I look at you
and see myself, all those many years ago.”

Distracted by the Herculean amount of
food in the refrigerator, Evie said, “Ma’am?”

Evie glanced over in time to catch
Mrs. Wellington’s wince. “Please, Evie, call me Lynette. None of us
stand on formality around here and ma’am makes me feel like my
grandmother.”

“Sorry,” Evie apologized
as she pulled one of the loaded platters from the fridge and set it
on the center island with a thump.

“You and Jon have been
married how long?” Lynette asked.

“One year, two
months.”

“And he’s been gone at
least three of those, and probably wasn’t home a lot of the time he
was here, am I correct?” she asked, stirring the lemonade powder
into the pitcher of water.

“Yes, ma— Lynette,” Evie
quickly corrected herself.

Lynette smiled at her. “So much like
me and Nick. The ink wasn’t even dry on our wedding license when he
shipped out that first time. Twenty years, four kids, and countless
moves later, he’s still deploying, though they come with less
frequency now. Is Jon planning on making a career of the
military?”

Evie frowned. “We’ve talked about it.
The job market is so bad, even if he wanted to get out, Jon’s
scared he won’t be able to find a job when the time comes.” At
first she’d been all for him staying in the military, understanding
it was a source of income and something Jon loved. Now she wasn’t
sure how she felt about it.

“How are you coping with
him being gone?” Lynette asked with quiet concern in her brown-eyed
gaze.

Evie flipped through all the responses
she could make and settled on, “I’m still adjusting.”

“From what I was told, you
two don’t have any children and you’re not expecting?”

“No kids. If we did, it
might make Jon’s being gone easier to handle,” Evie impulsively
admitted.

“It would definitely give
you something to talk about. Let’s get this into the other room.
Then we’ll find a corner, and sit and talk,” Lynette instructed as
she picked up the tray with the pitcher and with a nod of her head,
indicated for Evie to do the same with the sandwiches.

She followed Lynette, her intent to
leave placed on hold. With that one comment, “something to talk
about,” Lynette had caught Evie’s attention.

Lynette and Nick Wellington had a
beautiful, spacious home. Evie and Jon’s small one bedroom
apartment could fit inside the living/dining room area with room to
spare. One day she and Jon would have a home like this, if their
marriage survived.

They each piled a plate high with food
consisting of chicken salad, deviled eggs, tuna macaroni salad,
crackers, and deli sandwiches, and sat in a corner away from the
main hub of the other ten women but still within hearing
distance.

After giving Evie a few minutes to
nibble, Lynette asked, “Can I ask you a question?”

Considering Lynette had been asking
questions since the moment Evie arrived, she responded with a wary,
“Yes.”

“Why’d you come tonight?
Don’t get me wrong. I’m delighted you did, but you seem
so…uncomfortable. It’s more than you not knowing any of the women
here.”

Evie sighed as she looked down at her
plate. “My mother talked me into it. She thought it might
help.”

Lynette nodded understandingly. “And
has it?”

Deciding on honesty, Evie admitted,
“No, not really. I mean, it’s nice meeting all of you, but I don’t
really fit in. You’re talking daycare and school and doctor’s
visits, home maintenance and having to do everything for yourself
because your husband’s away. While I sort of get that, I can’t
relate. I’m not pregnant. Jon and I don’t have any kids. We live in
an apartment so I don’t have maintenance issues. It’s just…you guys
have so much to talk about. Not only with each other, but with your
spouses as well. Jon and I, well, he’s only been gone three months
and we’re already running out of words,” Evie confessed in a
rush.

Lynette placed a comforting hand on
Evie’s knee. “And this worries you.”

“Yes. Jon’s a talker.
Usually I can’t shut him up but since he’s been over there…” Evie
sighed again, and shook her head. “I know he’s under a lot of
stress but he won’t talk about it. Says he doesn’t want to burden
me, or cause me to worry more than I already am. Instead he wants
to hear all the news from home, but…there isn’t any. I go to work,
to school, to church, and home. He doesn’t want to hear about the
tests I took, the sermons I heard, or who’s doing what on my job.
That stuff’s boring.” She gave a rueful chuckle. “I’m
boring.”

“Well, first off, you’re
wrong. You’re not boring and that stuff is exactly what Jon wants
to hear. He’s over there in another world, wishing he were home
with you. He feels out of touch, disconnected, and if he’s anything
like my Nick, probably a bit afraid that the separation will be too
much for you and you’ll call it quits.”

“I love Jon. I’m not going
anywhere. We’ll get through this, somehow.” I hope, she
added mentally.

“Yes, you will,” Lynette
said cheerfully, “and I’m going to tell you how. First I need to
know, what method of communication do you two use now?”

Evie frowned. “The usual, I guess. We
email, Facebook, and Skype, although that’s more difficult because
of the time difference and,” she sighed, “because I go to his
parent’s home so he can check in with us all at the same
time.”

Lynette pursed her lips. “So you don’t
really have any privacy when you talk?”

“No, not that it matters.
He’s so limited on what he can say. You know how it is. He can’t
talk about his job, where he’s going or what he’s doing. That puts
everything on me and as I said, my life’s simply not that
interesting.” Evie chewed her bottom lip. “His family being there
is actually a relief,” she admitted guiltily.

“You didn’t mention
letters,” Lynette commented.

Evie’s brows furrowed. “Well, no. We
email. It’s a lot faster.”

Lynette gave her a wicked grin.
“Honey, it’s not about speed. It’s about communication. I’m going
to tell you the secret that saved my marriage and probably the
marriage of every woman in here.” She paused dramatically. “Write
Jon a letter.”

Evie waited for the rest of it. Surely
there was more. “That’s it? That’s your big secret? Write my
husband a letter?”

Her hostess laughed. “It sounds
ridiculous, doesn’t it? But you have no idea how powerful the pen
is. Did you ever have a diary as a child?”

“Well, yes.” Didn’t every
girl? Evie wondered.

“And I’ll bet in it you
wrote down all your secrets, your hopes, dreams and wishes. Things
you wouldn’t feel comfortable sharing with anyone else?” Lynette
said.

Since that’s exactly what she’d done,
Evie nodded.

Lynette smiled. “That’s the power of
ink and paper. Think about it, Evie. You said Jon’s a talker. Since
opposites attracts, that means you’re the thinker,
correct?”

Evie nodded.

“I’ll bet Jon’s already
moved on to the next comment before you’ve gathered your thoughts
enough to respond to the first.” Lynette’s gaze was
knowing.

She gazed at the older woman a bit
suspiciously. “Do you know Jon?”

Lynette laughed again. “No, honey, but
I know men. My husband’s the same way. Now I want you to imagine
this. It’s you and Jon, alone in your bedroom. You’re the focus of
his complete attention. You can say anything you want to say to
him, make any confession, and he can’t interrupt or get angry with
you. What would you say?”

Evie thought about it, trying to
imagine just such a scenario. “I don’t know.”

Lynette patted her on the knee. “Think
about it. That’s the beauty of letters. In them you can write
anything you want to say, be anyone you want to be.”

One of the other wives passing by
overheard Lynette and stopped. “Is she giving you the letter
speech? Listen to her. I thought it was stupid at first until I
tried it. Charlie loved it. It really made a difference. In fact,
he loved it so much, even when he’s home I slip little notes into
his lunchbox or coat pocket. It really heated up our love life, let
me tell you.”

Evie glanced back and forth between
the women. “I don’t understand. How can a letter help your love
life?”

The woman glanced at Lynette. “You
didn’t tell her?”

Lynette shook her head. “No, hadn’t
got to that part yet. Pauline, why don’t you explain?”

“Hold up. Let me grab a
chair.” Pauline, a tall slender African-American woman with a
gorgeous complexion, walked a short distance away and came back
with one of the folding chairs. “Now, as I was saying, it’s not the
letter itself but what you put in it that counts. In it I can be as
sexy and daring as I like. Charlie really likes it when I write out
these little sex fantasies I have with him as the hero. Even if we
never act them out, he knows I’m thinking about him and sex, not
some other man. And when he finally gets home…?” She took a napkin
and fanned her face. Then she grinned and said, “Come to think of
it, those letters might be why we have three kids.”

“Uh-huh, the letters got
you pregnant,” Lynette said wryly and Pauline threw a grape at
her.

“You know what I mean,”
Pauline said as she laughed.

“So,” Evie said slowly,
still trying to wrap her mind around the idea, “you write your
husbands sex letters?”

The look Lynette gave her was
sympathetic. “No, honey, the point is you write Jon your private
thoughts and feelings. If that includes sexual fantasies, then let
it. You write to him the kind of things you can’t say with your
in-laws looking over your shoulder. The stuff he can read where he
doesn’t have to worry about who’s looking over his shoulders as
with emails, or that you don’t want exposed to
cyberspace.”

“Don’t use a computer.
Handwrite your letters, and send pictures,” Pauline instructed.
“The kind of pictures he can pull out in private and view when he’s
lonely. Charlie said that’s the best thing about letters. He can
take them with him on patrol and re-read them at times when it
isn’t feasible for him to have his computer.”

“Pauline, Afghanistan is a
Muslim country. She can’t send those kinds of pictures. They
consider it pornography and the base doesn’t allow it,” Lynette
chided.

Pauline pooh’d that away. “Of course
she can, and it’s not like the rules are enforced. Besides, I’m not
saying she should be naked—that’s just tacky—but a really nice
baby-doll in his favorite color to remind him what he’s missing
wouldn’t hurt.”

“And it really worked? The
letters I mean,” Evie asked, still hesitant. No way was she sending
x-rated pictures overseas.

Pauline nodded. “It made a huge
difference in my marriage.”

“Mine, too,” Lynette
echoed.

Taking a deep breath, she said, “Okay,
I’ll give it a try.” After all, what did she have to
lose?





Evie called her mom as soon as she got
home.

“Well?” her mother
answered.

Evie couldn’t help the smile that
bloomed. Her mother was such a card, as her grandmother would say.
“You were right,” she admitted.

“I knew it!” her
mother crowed. “I hate to say it, but I told you so.”

Chuckling, Evie tossed her purse on
the sofa. “Un-huh. Sure you do, mom.”

In a more serious tone, her mother
said, “I’m glad they were able to help. So what was it like? Tell
me all.”

“When I first arrived, it
was really strange. I felt left out. It’s not that they weren’t
friendly,” she said quickly, lest her mother thought otherwise.
“It’s simply that I could tell they all knew each other really
well. I was the newcomer, you know?”

“You felt awkward,” her
mother said.

She went into the kitchen and pulled
down a glass. “Yes. I sat
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