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      Her mistake cost her everything.

      Well, not everything. Her friend Teri had stayed on her side through the divorce with Lance. She was grateful for that, but Lance had taken everything else. The business. The house. The dog. Her elite social life had gone up in a poof of pressed powder along with most of the things in their north Dallas mansion she’d considered hers. He didn’t share that opinion and neither had his lawyer. She’d been cinderella to his prince charming and he’d turned out to be a fucking snake. A cheating lying bastard snake. And she’d paid the price.

      For not seeing through his charm from the beginning.

      How had he fooled her?

      But he had. And now it was time to start fresh.

      “Shots for the lady.” The bartender gave her a flirtatious wink.

      “Thanks.” She didn’t smile back. The last thing she wanted to do was flirt with a cute guy. She needed space. Time away from being in a relationship.

      “Let me know if you need anything else.” His eyebrow waggled suggestively. “I’d be happy to oblige.”

      “Thanks, but I’m good.” She kept her voice bright and shiny, not willing to let any of the self-doubt and bitterness creep through. Her situation was her fault. She was good at reading people. She’d always been good at reading people.

      Then there was Lance.

      Ugh. Men.

      “You coming with those drinks, Laurel?” Her friend Teri’s voice carried across the bar, teasing and playful—as always. “Or do I need to come help you carry them.”

      “I’m coming.” Rolling her eyes the second the words left her mouth. Teri was already drunk. No way was she letting that slip by.

      “If you’re coming, you’re doing it wrong.”

      Not as bad as I expected. Her friend wasn’t drunk enough yet to bring out the dirty joking. Laurel made her way through the busy karaoke bar and plunked down the tray of tequila shots on the table.

      “Did you hear me?” Teri asked, peeking up from beneath a screen of thick fake lashes. Teri’s eye make-up always looked like she was on her way to a red-carpet event. Hell, hers was too most of the time. Always ready for any encounter. That’d been their motto since meeting in college.

      “I did and I’m ignoring the comment.”

      Teri’s playful smirk contradicted the sympathy shining from her dark brown eyes. Laurel had come to her friend on more than one occasion about her pathetic sex life with her ex. Her predicament was partly because of her desperation to try and fix a marriage that had crashed and burned within a year of them being married. She’d stayed for three more after that. The match-making business she’d started with him had struck the equivalent of black gold, thanks to his society connections—at least that’s what his lawyer had argued. Between that, the pre-nup, and the leverage Lance was holding over her head, she’d been lucky to get out of that marriage with the clothes from her closet.

      “So what’s the plan? You going to buy a house on the other side of town and do what?”

      “I got money in the settlement, but I don’t want to stay here Teri. I can’t.”

      “You’re gonna leave me? And go where?” Her friend grabbed a shot glass and downed the clear liquid with one gulp.

      Laurel shrugged. “Not sure yet. The non-compete says I can’t start another matchmaking service within two hundred miles of Dallas.”

      “You want to start another one?”

      “I loved doing it. And Lance was right about one thing. I was damn good at it.”

      Teri nodded and picked up another shot. “Drink.” She nodded toward the small tray.

      Laurel took one and they clinked them together. “To new beginnings.”

      “To new beginnings,” she said, her tone much less optimistic than Laurel would’ve preferred. “I’m not pleased that you’re leaving Dallas,” she said after swallowing the shot.

      “I can’t not do match-making. It’s been my whole life for the last four years. I love it.” Her voice trembled, even considering starting a new career after realizing how fulfilling helping two people find the kind of love she remembered seeing on her parents faces every day—there was no better rush. Nothing could possibly be more satisfying.

      “I know. I know.” Teri grabbed another shot and held it up, waiting.

      Laurel took another and they knocked glasses again, drowning their sorrows in the strong liquor.

      “The only thing missing from this table—”

      “Don’t you even dare,” Laurel said, plunking down the shot glass. The slow burn in her stomach was spreading through her blood stream quickly. “I don’t want to be around any men tonight.”

      “The best way to get over a man is to get under—”

      “No.” Laurel glared at her friend. I don’t need to get under anyone, least of all another man. I just need a plan. Somewhere to go that no one will know me. Somewhere small enough that I can just start fresh and do what I love.”

      “Match people up? You know that’s what grannies are for in small towns.”

      “Shut up.” Laurel flashed her semi-drunk best friend a grin and took another shot from the tray. Getting sloppy tonight and forgetting that she was leaving everything behind would be nice for a change. It would hurt like hell in the morning, but it would be worth it in the moment. “Drink.”

      Teri giggled and licked her lips. She had a look on her face that made Laurel’s insides tighten. It was the I’m-gonna-do-something-crazy-you-won’t-approve-of-but-you’ll-go-along-because-you-love-me look.

      “Teri.”

      Her friend held up a hand to silence her and stood from their booth in the corner of the bar. No one was on stage right now and everyone would hear whatever her friend was about to spout off about.

      “Teri. Stop.”

      “Shhhhh,” her friend drawled out. Teri patted her shoulder and turned to face the bar. “My friend is finally free of her lyin’ cheatin’ husband and wants to move to a small town at least two hundred miles away from Dallas. Tell her where she should go.”

      Laurel hid her face in her hands, heat burning her neck and cheeks.

      “In Texas?” A male voice called out from across the room.

      “Of course,” Teri answered.

      “The Woodlands is nice,” a female voice called out.

      “That’s not a small town. That’s a shopping center surrounded by mansions.” The same male voice piped up again. “You should go to Somewhere.”

      “Yes, she needs somewhere to go,” Teri said. “That’s the point of this question. Tell her where.”

      “Somewhere,” he said again.

      “Okay, you just shut up now, smart mouth.” Teri’s semi-drunkenness was taking hold.

      Laurel gave an inner-eye-roll and tugged on her friend’s arm. “Teri, just stop.”

      “The name of the town is Somewhere, lady. Look it up.”

      Laurel glanced across the room and met the stranger’s gaze. “Really? Who names a town Somewhere?”

      He smiled. “It’s a nice town. I grew up there. If you’re looking for a change of pace, I couldn’t recommend anywhere better.”

      “Well, thank you Mr. Smart Mouth.” Teri plopped down in her seat opposite Laurel. “Now my friend is going to move to a town that no-one took the time to name properly.”

      Laughter erupted from the booth where the man sat with several other guys. They went back to their beer and Teri went for one of the last shots of tequila on the small tray between them.

      “You’re not moving to Somewhere.” Teri’s voice was loud enough for the whole bar to hear, but Laurel kept typing in the name on the map app on her cell phone.

      As crazy as it sounded. Just because it had a strange name made Laurel all the more interested in it. “Found it.” She held up the map on the screen where the app had plotted out that the town was two hundred and three miles from Dallas. “Which means it’s outside Lance’s stupid non-compete area.”

      “No,” Teri said, her voice turning into more of a whine. “You can’t move to a place called Somewhere.”

      “Why not?” Laurel smiled, for the first time since signing the divorce papers she felt like she had a plan. It wasn’t much of one, but it was better than sitting in a bar with Teri every Friday night and complaining about what could happen if she stayed in Dallas. And she didn’t want to stay in Dallas. She needed to get as far away from her old neighborhood and news and the disdain that would come if she stayed. She didn’t come from money. Her parents had both worked for a living and she’d paid for her college with sweat and tears and scholarships. Nothing had come easy until she’d met Lance.

      And now it’d abandoned her as easily as it’d come. She had money to live on from the divorce settlement, but it wouldn’t keep her in the lifestyle he’d gotten her used to. Nothing would. And that was okay. She didn’t need to live like a princess in a castle. She just needed somewhere to call her own. Somewhere she could have a cat or two and be happy with herself.

      Somewhere was just as good as anywhere.

      “It sounds dumb.” Teri waited for Laurel to respond, but she didn’t give her friend any rebuttal. “But that’s why you want to go, isn’t it?” Teri sighed and down the last tequila shot, plunking the empty shot glass back down on the tray with a heavy thud.

      “Don’t you want to help me look for a house?”

      Teri’s eyes widened and her mouth curved into a small grin. “You bet I do. And it better have a spare bedroom for me.”

      “Absolutely.”
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      He’d won. Holy shit. Mick read the email again, still not quite believing that his screen play had not only won the New Voice Contest hosted by Alek Sumners—one of the most raved over Hollywood actors of the decade—he was invited to the Oscars in Hollywood. And a plus one.

      Not that he had a plus one. But he could damn sure work on it. Of course he couldn’t think of a single female in Somewhere that wouldn’t out his best kept secret—movie-buff-feed-store-manager Mick Ramsey wrote screen plays and hoped to hit it big in the film industry. It even sounded laughable in his head. Which was why he kept it there and didn’t share his dreams with any of his friends. They wouldn’t understand and he didn’t want to hear the constant teasing that would follow if they ever found out.

      “Mick. VonBrandt is out back.” Old man Skinner’s voice hollered through the whole store. Using the comm system would be too easy for the old codger. Nope. The owner didn’t like “tech” as he called anything with a “chip” inside it. Mick had been lucky to convince the old man to upgrade the register five years ago when the twenty-year-old-antique had finally given the ghost.

      “Where’s Logan?” Mick shouted back, closing his email app and shoving the cell into his back pocket.

      “He called in. Something about studying for a test.”

      Mick rolled his neck and sighed. “Right.” He’d forgotten the young VonBrandt had asked for today and tomorrow off. It left them short-handed, but it wasn’t like there would ever be a rush on anything at the Feed & More. They could handle it. Correction. He could handle it. The only thing Skinner did, was stand around and jaw with the other retired customers.

      He turned the corner around pallets of feed stacked taller than his chest and yanked the strap on the loading dock door—yet another thing Skinner wouldn’t upgrade. It wouldn’t cost that much to put a motor on the damn heavy door. He groaned, throwing his weight against the strap until the momentum carried the steel door all the way up and over his head.

      Adam VonBrandt’s big black truck was backed into place, tailgate down, ready and waiting. The happy-go-lucky dude smiled at Mick and tipped his chin down. “Hey.” Mick couldn’t remember ever seeing Adam VonBrandt upset about anything. He’d been in high school with Adam and Berg Klein—even graduated the same year—but since he’d never been into sports, Mick hadn’t ever been in their “circle”. Even so, the guys were always inclusive and friendly.

      Mick nodded back. “Afternoon, Adam.” Then moved to the wall where the clipboard hung with the ready-to-go orders. He moved Adam’s invoice to the top and handed over the clipboard. “Just sign for me here.”

      Adam snagged the pen dangling from a string and scribbled his name on the invoice. “Logan’s not here today?”

      “That hurts, man.”

      Adam’s laugh boomed through the loading bay. “Always joking, Ramsey. How you been?”

      “Not bad, actually. You?”

      “Ranch always keeps me busy.”

      “Animals will do that.” Mick took the clipboard from Adam and smiled. “Hang tight. Lemme grab the forklift and get your order.”

      Mick maneuvered the forklift slowly through the loading area. It’d been weeks since he’d had to drive the thing and tipping over another order or slicing a hole in someone else’s feed order would not make his day go any faster. And he wanted it to move quick. He needed to email the contest coordinator back. Accept the tickets. Thank them… And he needed to make sure Charlie could cover his shifts while he was gone.

      Stopping the forklift at the edge of the drive, he extended the pallet until it was hovering just a few inches above Adam’s truck bed. A few minutes later the truck was loaded and Adam was on his way back to the VonBrandt ranch.

      Mick pulled the dock door down and swung the lever into place to lock it. “Charlie,” he said, pressing down the comm button on the radio hanging from his belt.

      “Yeah, boss.” Charlie’s voice rang over the channel.

      “Can you pop in the office when you get a chance.”

      “Be there in five.”

      “Thanks.” He crossed the storage area and sat in the chair in front of the one and only computer in the entire Feed & More store. He pulled up the February schedule and looked at the four days he needed to rearrange so he could enjoy the fruits of his winnings. He’d work longer days for a week, if that’s what it took to get Charlie to cover. Whatever it took. A chance like this was likely a once in a lifetime opportunity.

      Unless the script got bought. Then it could just be the beginning. Mick scoffed at his thought. The script was good. Good enough to get noticed. Apparently good enough to win a newbie contest. But selling it right off the bat was a pipe dream. Still, connections were made one at a time. It was all about who you knew. If Sumners really was interested in his voice, getting a job at the studio he was launching next year, might just be a possibility.

      He rubbed his palm over his thick beard and smiled. Excitement ran through his body, making his heart race. The same feeling he’d gotten when he found the perfect twist for the script he’d submitted. He’d have to call his mom and dad and tell them the good news later. They were the only ones who knew Mick had no intention of working in Skinner’s feed shop for the rest of his life. They kept his secret, even if they didn’t understand why it had to be hidden from his friends.

      “Hey, boss. What’s up?” Charlie’s wiry frame sidled through the door.

      “I have to travel in a couple of weeks and I need you to cover my shifts.” He pointed to the calendar on the computer screen. “I’ll work for you when I get back to make it up. I know taking those shifts means you’re working ten days straight without a day off.”

      “Man, Meghan will kill me.”

      “I need you here. Skinner doesn’t know his hand from his foot these days. I have to go.”

      “You know Skinner won’t approve the overtime. He never does.” Charlie frowned, his gaze glued to the ground.

      “I’ll pay you the overtime out of my pocket, Charlie. Do you think that would change Meghan’s mind?” He and his wife had three children under the age of five and another baby on the way. Charlie used to get overtime regularly, but last year Skinner made Mick hire a college kid—Logan VonBrandt—to cover the extra hours. He didn’t pay overtime to anyone now.

      “Yeah, she’ll be good, but I hate that, man. You—”

      Mick raised his hand, silencing Charlie. “It’s fine, really. It’s spur of the minute and I knew it might happen. I set the money aside just in case. Just don’t tell Skinner.”

      Charlie nodded. “You got it, boss. I do appreciate it. I’ve been taking extra jobs on the side already, so this
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