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      Lucy

      I should focus on investigating this strange small-town sheriff, but what I’m excited about is the chance to see real snow for the first time in my life. When the universe conspires with Mother Nature to bring me face to face with the man I hooked up with years ago, I find myself trapped under a lot more than snow. Both of us are a little older and a little wiser this time. There’s something about the magic of snow that reminds us of the essential things in life.

      

      Wyatt

      These days, love is everywhere in the tiny town of Fate. While I’m happy for my friends, that’s not the hand the universe has dealt me. I pour all my imagination into taking care of my town. So, maybe my unorthodox practices have put a target on my back. And wouldn’t you know it, the feds have sent in the most unexpected person to question my methods. I’ve got one night to make sure I don’t lose her again, and I aim to make the most of it.

      

      About the series:

      All is not lost when you break down by the side of the road, especially if you break down anywhere near the town of Fate. Who might you meet first? Will it be a grumpy tow truck driver? A bored sheriff with too much time on his hands? A bar man whose clumsy meet-cute ends with spilled beer all over your knitting project? Never fear, because high-heat, insta-love, small-town romances and happily ever afters await you! Come for the cherry pie, and stay to shake hands with the mayor (the only truly good boy in town.) Enjoy! 
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      Lucy

      
      The anonymous text pops up just as I’m wrapping up the last interview of the day.

      You haven’t been home in two days. Did you take a vacation, Agent Brody?

      Excusing myself, I step outside of the Gold Hill Sheriff’s Office, so the traumatized pre-teen I’ve just interviewed won’t see me sweat. This attempted kidnapping investigation is an ongoing thorn in my side. It started as a social media prank challenge among teens, which was bad enough. Now copycats are everywhere. It’s awful. So, I don’t feel like dealing with my stalker today, on top of everything else.

      It would be nice if the cyber nerds in D.C. could take a minute to track down the IP address of this creep, but I understand they have bigger fish to fry on the dark web.

      Outside, I take a deep breath and remind myself that this anonymous guy is small potatoes. I’ve dealt with lots of weirdos online before.

      For this moment, I put the creepiness out of my head so I can enjoy this wide-open view and steel-gray sky. The Florida sunshine is plentiful, but sometimes it’s not all it’s cracked up to be. I’m feeling hopeful I might get to see snow for the first time before I have to head back to Miami.

      I wish I could stay a little longer and maybe take a drive out into those hills and see what it’s like.

      And then the inevitable thought floats in and takes center stage before I can bat it away: I wonder if Mooney is still out there somewhere, protecting his beloved little town.

      That thought occurred to me as soon as I had instructions to report to this little corner of Appalachia. Mooney is somewhere around here. Maybe I should look him up. No, I shouldn’t That would be weird, wouldn’t it?

      These thoughts are just my brain telling me I need a vacation. Ironic that my obnoxious stalker would mention that word.

      Although I’d never say it out loud, I am tired. On top of that, Florida swamps, palm trees, and beaches never did anything for me. I’d love to rent a cabin and kick back in the rolling hills for a while. Do nothing but…what do they do here? I have no idea. Whatever it is, I’ll do it.

      My fellow agent and partner, Robert, steps outside to tell me we’ve hit another dead end.

      “I think this well is dried up. More copycats, from the looks of it.”

      I sip my tea and nod. I know he’s right.

      The sky is darkening with the promise of snow in the distance, right over the Ohio River. Past that, out there somewhere is Fate. A place I’ve never been to but a place I’m familiar with virtually. Yeah, I’m ashamed to admit it, but I’ve been watching Mooney on social media for some time now. Ever since I’ve been thinking of taking a vacation. But how weird would it be for me to show up in his life again? Pretty freaking weird.

      Robert sees my faraway gaze, and I can hear the smirk in his voice. “Look, I gotta head back to Florida, but Sheriff Oakley’s been bugging us for a while now about a suspect, if you’re interested in sticking around for another day or two. He seems to think there’s this suspicious-acting sheriff down in Fate, Kentucky.”

      Robert might as well have said, “You just won the lottery, and you have only three days to spend it.” It would be equally as ridiculous.

      “Excuse me?” I snap my eyes to my partner, suddenly very interested.

      He shrugs, sips his coffee, and says, “Yeah, I think it’s just some kind of rivalry between the towns. But, worth checking into.”

      My jaw is almost on the ground as he continues. “I’m just saying if you wanna get stuck in a small town in the middle of a snowstorm and take a breather for a few days, you could call it work.”

      I know Robert thinks my sudden reaction is about the chance to see snow—real, fluffy, snowman-worthy snow. What he doesn’t know about is Wyatt Mooney and the one-night stand.

      I shiver inside my coat, which is not nearly warm enough for winter in southern Ohio. “And you want me to go on a wild goose chase so you can go back to Florida and catch the source of the attempted kidnapping sprees yourself?”

      He nods, shooting me a mischievous smile that I know was the same one he used to get a first date with his wife. “Exactly. I could use the promotion.”

      I shake my head. “Go for it. I’ll handle Mooney. I mean, I’ll follow up on the sheriff. Don’t suppose they have an FBI bureau in Fate.”

      “Population five hundred? Not likely. And how’d you know the guy’s name?”

      I sift through the materials that Robert has just transferred to my phone, hoping my reddening cheeks appear to be only weather-related.

      I could admit to Robert that I know this oddball sheriff across the river. That would be the ethical thing to do. I should not be interviewing anyone I had a previous relationship with.

      But I wouldn’t call it a relationship. I would hardly have called it a fling. We were young, athletic, attractive, and spontaneous. Mooney was a flirt, and I was into it. That was it.

      “Oh, it’s right here,” I say, showing Robert the document he just dropped to my phone.

      He eyes me, but says nothing further.

      Snow and a meeting with Mooney? It seems too much of a coincidence to pass up.

      Robert and I make a plan to compare notes as soon as I’m back in Miami, and then I’m on my way to Fate.

      On my way to Fate.

      That sounds like a promise. “Don’t mess with me, universe. I’ve had quite enough of that for one lifetime,” I say to no one as I wait for my rental car’s heater to warm my frozen fingers.

      The drive south, up and down the rolling foothills and over the river, ties my stomach in knots. What will Mooney look like? Will he remember me? Hell, he probably doesn’t even remember our night together.

      Me? I maintain a very clear memory of every moment. Those thoughts make me smile and blush in public at the most inopportune moments.

      Once, while interviewing a particularly scruffy criminal, my mind had wandered into thoughts of licking Mooney’s stubbled neck.

      Wyatt Mooney wasn’t just lickable; he had a nice way of licking me back. Soft and sensual, that slow tongue made my eyes roll back in my head.

      He wasn’t just soft and slow. He knew the exact moment I was ready to be split open and rutted with fervor. I rode that thick dick all night long.

      The following day, everything had felt mixed up. Mooney had wanted to date me, but I didn’t want a commitment. He had plans to move back to his hometown and work for the local police force, just like his mom had done. I was headed to earn my degree in criminal justice and achieve my dream of being an
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