WICKED in WALES is AVAILABLE NOW AT The Wild Rose Press: 

Ever had one of those days? First a train strands hotel manager Leia Weisman in a Welsh town with a 54 letter name, her best friend won’t get off the “you need to get laid” wagon, and she practically attacks the zipper of the sexiest man she’s ever seen. Lucky for her, Maddock Cyndyn has the cure. Him.

NIGHT OWL REVIEWS gives Wicked in Wales 3.75 stars and says, “Wicked in Wales is a little snippet of sex. At only sixteen pages this was a well-written little saga of two people that have an instant lust for each other. Eve even includes a twist at the end. 

The characters are thoroughly described and the setting really doesn’t matter that much, it’s Wales and who would not want to be transported there? If only the story was a little longer because the Eve just wets your appetite. Maybe that’s the idea? 

Wicked in Wales wets your appetite and leaves you wanting more. Eve Savage please keep on writing - - short or long - whatever!”

EXCERPT:

"Now, where am I?"

A deep chuckle behind her interrupted her musings. "You're in Llanfair PG. That's what the tourists call it at least. The real name's a bit longer."

His soft Welsh accent ran like a shiver up Leia's spine.

"I can see that." She turned and found herself staring at a chest. A broad chest covered in a dark blue button-down shirt tucked into faded jeans outlining a very impressive package. Her mouth watered.

It was him.

The man had been on the train sitting across from her. They'd exchanged glances and smiles as friendly strangers do. Once during the trip from Colwyn Bay he'd leaned over Leia to grab a paper someone left on the seat. His arm had grazed her breast, and lightning danced across her skin.

He'd smelled wonderful. Clean. Fresh. Masculine. A bit like pine. It took everything she had to not bury her nose in his neck and breathe him in. Her breasts had tightened, and her nipples were so hard she was sure they were about to break through her bra.

He was a walking porn movie. Sex oozed from every pore. His casual stance by the train sign belied the strength she saw in the tanned arms showing from under rolled up sleeves. The worn denim molded to thighs as big as a tree trunks. Were they as tanned as his arms? She'd give up her favorite Marc Jacobs purse to have a glimpse. Okay, more than a glimpse.

Go here to check it out: http://www.thewildrosepress.com/index.php?main_page=product_info&cPath=142&products_id=496
