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      He’ll do anything for her…except let her go.

      

      I told Logan Wild to let me go.

      

      I told him not to fight for me.

      

      I’m just a girl in a bar who needs to save her family.

      

      I never planned to become a Wild, even though Logan was with me from the start.

      

      But sometimes fate plays her hand, and all you can do is surrender.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Logan

      Buzzing.

      Voices.

      So many loud voices around me. I can’t make out who is who.

      I’m drifting again.

      Swirling.

      I’m being lifted. Carried.

      I try to open my eyes. My eyelids are too heavy. My thoughts are jumbling together.

      Where’s Macey?

      I need to see her.

      And then I do see her.

      At the ranch—just her and me in the barn. Macey turns toward me, and she’s so young. She’s a teenager. Her dark ponytail is high on her head, and she smiles at me with the most beautiful smile in the world.

      The light is so bright. It burns my eyes and I fight to keep looking at her.

      Macey beckons me closer to where she sits on top of a hay bale. Her whiskey eyes dance with pride as I hold up the painting I did of the two of us.

      “This is for you,” I tell her.

      She shakes her head. “It’s for you, Logan.”

      I step closer to her so I can kiss her.

      “Hey!” The word is slurred as my father yells from outside the barn. “Are you in here, Logan?”

      “Quick!” I tell Macey. “Hide!”

      The second she’s out of sight, my dad storms in.

      And he’s angry. And drunk. Which means he’s going to be violent.

      I try to hide the painting, but I’m not quick enough.

      The pain from his strike—all I see is red.

      Can’t be like him…can never be like him.

      Have to find Macey…
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        * * *

      

      Macey

      I sit next to Luke and Brayden in silence as Luke drives us to the hospital. The three of us are in the front seat of Luke’s truck, and no one’s said a word since we watched Logan get carried into the back of the ambulance.

      He never regained consciousness after he fell off the bronc. I tried to get close to him, but the EMTs said they had to move quickly.

      “This is the exit for the hospital,” I say as I point to the sign.

      Luke puts on his signal, and we leave the highway.

      “You okay?” Brayden asks me.

      “I will be when Logan wakes up and he’s fine,” I say in a strained tone.

      “He will,” Luke says, his voice rough. “Be fine.”

      “I know.” I cross my arms over my chest.

      He has to be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      The hospital waiting room is chaos.

      Logan’s parents arrive the same time we do, and Luke and Brayden go down the hall with them to find a doctor.

      Logan’s brothers arrive five minutes after. All three of them are normally so laid-back, but today, their faces are creased with worry.

      Blake rushes in right after them. His eyes find mine, and he crosses the room and wraps me up in a hug.

      “He’ll be awake in no time,” he murmurs.

      I relax into his warm embrace, allowing myself a few moments to breathe. I pull back at the sound of a familiar shriek.

      Gigi’s just arrived with her parents. She and her mother are both hysterical.

      “Oh, Macey!” Gigi grabs my hand. “Has Logan ever had an accident before?”

      “Not like this,” I say honestly. “But his cousin, Luke, was a professional bronc rider, and he’s trying to talk to the doctor now.” I look into Gigi’s blue eyes and see genuine concern there. “Logan’s going to be fine, Gigi. I swear.”

      I’m trying to convince myself as much as her.

      Luke comes over to tell me Logan’s still unconscious. “They’re running all sorts of tests,” he says.

      Mr. Wild has his arm around Logan’s mom, who’s crying.

      “Your son is the toughest person I’ve ever known,” I say as I approach them. “He’s going to wake up.”

      I take a deep breath and look toward the closed double doors leading to where Logan is.

      Please wake up.

      I go take a seat by myself in a corner seat.

      And I wait.

      Ginny and Dave race into the waiting room. Ginny hugs me tightly and says she dropped off my gun at The Cowherd. Mama calls me, asking for an update. She says she and Daddy are praying right now, and they’ll keep praying until Logan wakes up. Ben shows up with Riley and Freedom. They brought coffees and snacks for everyone.

      I can’t touch any of it.

      All I can do is sit in the corner of the waiting room and pray. For my best friend who I can’t imagine not being by my side.

      A single tear slides down my cheek, and I wipe it away angrily.

      I will not cry over Logan. Because Logan is going to be fine. He’s going to wake up.

      Ginny sits down next to me and squeezes my hand. “I can’t imagine what you’re going through, Mace. But I do know this—being strong for Logan is the best thing you can do for him right now.”

      I glance at her. “You’re right. Thank you.”

      The double-doors open, and a doctor steps out. He walks over to Logan’s parents.

      They’re too far away for me to overhear, but when a smile crosses Mrs. Wild’s face, I sag against Ginny’s shoulder in relief.

      “He’s awake!” Reid shouts.

      Thank you, God.

      I want to see him.

      I need to see him.

      But lots of people are here to see Logan.

      And now that we’re allowed to go through the double doors, it’s awfully crowded as we walk down the hall and peek through the open doorway of Logan’s room.

      My stomach twists into knots when I see Logan lying in bed with machines around him and a bandage on his head.

      Gigi races into the room, and Logan’s entire family follows.

      I hang back with Ginny and Dave.

      “I think we should wait,” I murmur.

      The three of us stand outside the room while Logan’s mom fusses over him.

      After a few minutes, everyone but Luke leaves the room.

      As Mrs. Wild comes over to me, I stand up.

      “How is he?” I ask.

      “A concussion and bruised ribs,” she says. “But no broken bones and no internal damage. It’s a miracle.”

      I throw my arms around her, fighting back my own tears. “I’m so glad.”

      “He asked for Luke,” she says as I pull back. “I thought he might.”

      Knowing Logan and Luke’s history with bronc riding and what they went through together, I nod. “It makes sense. I’m sure you’ll get to visit with him again really soon.”
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        * * *

      

      Logan

      Macey peeks through the doorway, but then she disappears.

      I shift my gaze past Mama chastising me, Dad glowering at me with a look of concern, and Gigi doing her whole worried-fiancée routine. I can’t see Macey anywhere.

      Once my brothers and cousins have made their way to my side to ask how I’m doing, I ask to speak to Luke alone.

      The room clears out immediately.

      I’ve got a killer headache. The right side of my face hurts. And my body feels like it’s been stepped on by a thousand-pound bull.

      I flash back to the moment I flew off the bronc’s back as he reared up. I don’t know how I missed hitting the wall. The wall easily could have killed me.

      And yet, here I am—in pain but in one piece.

      I feel pretty fucking lucky.

      “It seems like I came to Texas to help you pick up the pieces in more ways than one,” Luke says as he shuts the door tight behind him and takes a seat at the edge of my bed.

      I exhale. “Hold the lecture until I’m feeling good enough to argue back.”

      He runs his hand down his face. “You scared the hell out of me.”

      His words hold weight. And he knows it.

      I open my mouth to say something sarcastic, but I take a good look at the scar on his face, the worry in his eyes, and I shut up.

      “The last thing I wanted was to invite you down to Texas to make things worse for you. You know that.” I try to sit up straighter, but my head hurts too much. “I apologize.”

      “No need.” Luke gestures to my head. “This isn’t about me. You’re the one who’s lying in a hospital bed.”

      “They say I should be able to leave tomorrow.”

      “The doctor said things weren’t as bad as he thought they’d be. How are you feeling?”

      “I’m fine.”

      Luke shakes his head. “You’re not fucking fine.”

      I try to grin even though my jaw hurts. “I will be.”

      “Logan. Listen to me.” His gaze is hard. “Don’t get yourself torn up by a horse. That’s no way to deal with a problem. Trust me.”

      “I didn’t set out with that intention,” I say. “It just happened.”

      “Like you just happened to get engaged?” Luke asks in a light tone that belies the seriousness of his question.

      “Don’t start on that right now.” I wince as I shift and pain shoots through my ribcage. “I’m not in the mood.”

      He nods. “I want you to heal up. So I can drop that subject. But I will say this—I know there’s something strange going on. And I know somehow, helping Macey has to be what’s behind it. I remember our phone conversation from the other day. I put two and two together.”

      “This is just between us,” I tell him. “If it gets out…”

      “It won’t,” he says. “But do you want to tell me what the hell’s going on?”

      After what happened at the rodeo, I feel like my control on things isn’t just slipping—it’s pretty much gone.

      “I could use some advice,” I admit. “I’ll give you the cliff notes version of what I’ve gotten myself into.”

      “I’m all ears.”
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        * * *

      

      When I’ve finished telling Luke the backstory of my engagement to Gigi, he whistles.

      “You really went all out for Macey.”

      “And I’d do it again.”

      His expression softens. And I know I now have an ally in my crazy plan. Luke doesn’t even smile unless he means it.

      “I don’t know what it’s like to care about a woman so much I’d do anything for her,” he says. “I envy you that, Wild.”

      I gesture to the IV and machines around me. “But I’ve lost focus. You were right.”

      “I don’t think I was.” He sucks in a breath. “Yes, you’re a little off course. But you have the right intentions. So.” He looks at me. “I get why you’re doing this. I think it’s nuts, but I don’t think you can back out now. And if there’s any way I can help, tell me.”

      I nod. “I appreciate the support. I could use your help right now, actually.”

      He raises his eyebrows. “I know what you’re going to ask. Yes, I’ll go get her for you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Macey

      I text Mama that Logan’s awake and fill her in on his condition. But when she calls back asking for more details, I don’t have any.

      “I haven’t seen him yet,” I tell her, trying to keep the emotion out of my voice.

      “Oh, doll.” She goes quiet for a moment. “You know, I wonder if…”

      “Mama. I’m okay. I am.”

      I tell her I’ll call her later, and I end the call.

      When I look up, Luke’s standing in front of me.

      I jump up. “How is he? Do you have more information?”

      Luke tilts his head toward Logan’s room. “He’s asking for you.”

      We lock eyes.

      I glance over at Gigi, who’s staring at us.

      “Go,” Luke says to me. “I’ll talk to her. He needs you.”
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        * * *

      

      I peek inside the cracked door.

      Logan’s face is pale and his eyes are closed.

      I take a step into the room but then stop.

      He’s resting and I don’t want to disturb him.

      “Get over here, Henwood,” he growls as his eyes open and fix on me.

      I shut the door behind me and hurry over to him. “Oh, my God, Logan.” I lean over the bed and throw my arms around him. “I was so worried about you. Are you okay? I mean, obviously you’re not okay, but I’m just so glad you’re awake.”

      He shoots me a half-grin and then grimaces. “I’m okay. I’m good.”

      I sit next to him on the bed.  “I saw that bronc buck you off. I’ve never been so scared in my life.”

      “You were there?”

      “Of course I was there. You asked me to be. I’ll always cheer for and support you, Logan.” I fidget with my hands on my lap. “Even when you’re…”

      His hand lands on my bare knee. “Thank you, Mace. I’ll do the same for you. I was so happy you won the target contest. You deserved it.”

      His gaze is intense.

      “Why do I get the feeling something’s going on that I don’t know about?” I whisper.

      My words bounce off the stark-white walls of the hospital room. Then, ever so slightly, Logan’s hand squeezes my knee.

      It feels like a message.

      But his face is blank.

      “Logan…”

      Knock, knock.

      “Dr. Glenn is here to speak to you,” the nurse says as she peeks in the door.

      I tell Logan I’ll see him tomorrow and then I leave the room and walk down the hall, passing Gigi as I go.

      I keep walking down the hall and through the hospital until I’ve left the building. I take a seat on an outdoor bench and breathe in the stifling hot Texas air.

      My pulse is going haywire.

      Because for all the moments Logan Wild and I have shared, for all the times he’s had my back…this little moment we just spent together…it was everything and nothing all at once.

      It confused the heck out of me.

      Logan’s alive. He’s healthy. And that’s all that matters.

      I try to ignore the twinge of pain that hasn’t left my chest since I felt his hot hand on my knee. Or the way his breath lit me on fire when it grazed my neck as I hugged him.

      But, I have to get used to it quickly. Logan’s wedding day is right around the corner. And any late nights of us together as more than friends…are gone.

      Except…

      I can’t ignore the odd feeling in my gut when Logan squeezed my knee.
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        * * *

      

      “He squeezed your knee?” Ginny asks me the next day as she sips on a ginger ale at the bar and I wait for Dye to order another drink.

      “Shh.” I glance over her shoulder at Dye, who’s just begun a game of ball with a restless Rusty.

      “He’s distracted,” Ginny assures me. “Tell me more about your knee.”

      I laugh. “There’s nothing to tell! Like I said, he lightly squeezed it after I asked him if something was going on.”

      “And you think it was some sort of signal about his engagement.” Ginny purses her lips. “I bet it was! But what could the secret be? And do you think Blake knows?”

      “I don’t think he does,” I say. “Because he’s been really frustrated and acting like he’s trying to pull the story out of Logan.”

      I’ve just caught one of Dye’s errant passes and am in the process of wiping Rusty’s drool off my hand when Ginny points her straw at me.

      “You know who I bet knows.” She opens her mouth, but I’m already beating her to it.

      “Luke.”

      She nods. “He’s driving back to Montana as soon as he’s sure Logan’s okay. And you said Logan went home this morning, right?”

      I nod. “I offered to pick him up at the hospital, but his mama wanted to do it. She has him staying in his childhood bedroom in the main house so she can baby him.” I smile. “She thinks he’ll get better faster if she can take care of him. I’m going to go visit him later on.”

      “You know what we should do?” Ginny says, a sneaky smile lighting her face. “Pay Mr. Wild and his Montana cousin a friendly visit together. That way, we can pump Luke for anything he knows.”

      “How will we separate Logan from Luke, though?” I rest my chin on my hand and think. “We can’t exactly ask Luke for information with Logan sitting right there.”

      Ginny snaps her fingers. “Tell Logan you want to read him more entries from your diary. Tell him he’s the only one that can help free you from your painful past.”

      “Seriously?” I sigh. “Is that the best idea you’ve got? Reading to Logan almost got us into trouble last time. It felt so intimate.”

      “But effective,” Ginny reminds me. “Right? You said you really made headway with your writing afterward.”

      “Not exactly. I’ve tried to steer my subconscious mind away from incorporating him into my novel.”

      “Stop trying so hard.” Ginny pats my hand. “You read to Logan, and I’ll sweet talk Luke.”

      “Hey,” Ben says as he returns from dealing with a liquor delivery out back.

      Ginny and I look at each other. The second Ben steps behind the bar, I grab my purse, and Ginny jumps off her stool.

      “Can you watch over things for a few minutes, Benny? We have to go see someone.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      Logan

      “Christ.” I glare at Blake as he tries to get me into yet another round of poker. “You’ve been cleaning up.”

      Luke, Brayden, Blake, and I have been sitting in my childhood bedroom since lunchtime. Blake got his dad to agree to let him skip work for the afternoon so he could hang out with me. And he convinced Luke and Brayden to stay another night so we’d have more players for poker.

      “I need a fucking break.” I push away the cards. “Get out of here. All of you.”

      Blake and Brayden leave, but Luke hangs back.

      “How are you planning to get through the next couple of weeks till your wedding?” he asks me in a low tone. “Is Macey suspicious? You need to be careful.”

      “I will be.” I don’t tell him how I almost spilled the truth to her at the hospital. “I’m trying.”

      At the knock on the door, Luke whips around.

      “Knock, knock.” Ginny and Macey are in the doorway. Both of them have big smiles on their faces.

      Macey’s wearing her sexy, lilac top paired with my favorite jeans of hers, the ones that hug her hips and show off her gorgeous curves. She’s got a bouquet of wildflowers in her hand.

      “What are those for?” I ask.

      “For you, silly.”

      I smile. “They’re pretty. Thank you.”

      “I picked them on our way over.”

      Mama walks down the hallway and stops to exclaim over the flowers. She says she’ll take them and find the “best vase in the house” to show them off.

      “Oh, and I’m glad you’re both here.” She reaches into her apron pocket and pulls out the airline tickets Mrs. Phillips had dropped off this morning. “These are for you two,” she says as she hands a ticket each to Macey and then Ginny.

      “What is this?” Macey’s voice is strained.

      “Gigi’s daddy bought a block of tickets for guests for a commercial flight to Orlando on the fourth. The hotel’s been paid for, too.” Mama points to the ticket in Macey’s hand. “Logan and Gigi will have their renewal wedding in Florida on the seventh, but they’ll have the official wedding here on the second. Right at The Cowherd.”

      Silence hits the room.

      Eventually, Luke breaks the awkwardness by asking if my dad will be joining us in Florida.

      Mama heaves a big sigh. “Who knows? He says he can’t take the time off. But I’m still working on him.”

      She leaves then with the flowers.

      Once the four of us are alone again, Ginny makes a big show of gesturing to Macey’s purse.

      “Mace, don’t you want to read to Logan in private?”

      “Read me what?” I ask.

      “Her diary.” Ginny pats Macey’s arm. “She needs your help, Logan.”

      Macey shoots Ginny a death look. “I didn’t exactly say that, Gin.”

      “Luke, let’s give them some privacy.” Ginny’s already grabbing him by the arm. He doesn’t move as she tugs at him. “Plus, I need to talk to you about something.”

      Instead, he glances at me. I know what he’s thinking. Macey and Ginny want to split us up so they can conduct some sort of interrogation.

      I’m not worried about Luke cracking. Heck, he’ll barely tell me anything.

      “What do you want to talk about?” he asks Ginny.

      “Gin needs some advice about her upcoming wedding,” Macey says.

      “I’ve never been married,” he points out.

      “Exactly.” Macey rubs her nose like she always does when she’s full of shit. “Ginny needs to talk to a man who’s single. And possibly celibate.”

      “What the hell…” Luke growls, and I hide a laugh. “I’m not fucking celibate…it sounds like Ginny needs to talk to a priest.”

      “Nope.” Macey grabs Luke’s other arm, and together she and Ginny drag him an inch or two. “Ginny needs a big brother type to unload her problems onto. Go, Luke. Be that man for her. Please.”

      I wave him off. “Go, Wild. If you don’t, these two will just find another way to lasso you.”
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        * * *

      

      Macey

      I don’t know how much time Ginny needs to try to pull something out of Luke.

      Luke is a typical cowboy—he’s comfortable with long silences and won’t feel pressured into anything. The idea of Ginny successfully learning any secrets from him is almost laughable.

      But anything is worth a try.

      And in order to help her out, I need to keep Logan busy.

      So I take a seat at the edge of Logan’s bed and pull my diary out of my purse.

      “Would you like a bedtime story?” I say teasingly.

      He nods at the diary. “Go for it.”

      “Okay.” I quickly skip past the entry when we were seventeen. That one is definitely way too sexually-charged to read out loud.

      “I’ll try this one,” I say as I flip to the next page. I glance at Logan for second. His clear eyes focus intensely on me as I begin.

      Daddy went to rehab again, but this time, he stuck it out for four whole weeks. And when he came out, he claimed he was a changed man, a God-fearing man. He carries a little Bible around with him now and has several passages bookmarked for whenever he feels tempted by the drink. I pretty much figure that’s all the time since he runs a saloon, but he and Mama have been talking about getting someone in to run it for him. I know they’re thinking of me when I graduate high school, and I’m willing to entertain the idea. For now. If something better pops up before I graduate, well then, I’ll have to figure out what to do.

      “Something better has popped up,” Logan says. “Your writing.”

      So Mama and Daddy are back together, and they kept their word and officially re-married. I was Mama’s maiden of honor, and Riley was a bridesmaid. I held Ben, and Riley held Freedom. Mama and Daddy kissed at the altar—honestly, it was a little embarrassing how long they made out for. I finally kicked Mama in the heel from behind, and she claims she still has the bruise. But you know how she exaggerates.

      The ceremony didn’t fix much, though. Mama still throws things, and Daddy still ducks.

      And in March, our whole town got excited because the mayor was convinced we’d found the soul mates to free Jane Austen’s ghost. The bride, Agnes Simpson, was said to be the last living descendant to the town founder, and she and her fiancé seemed so adorable and perfect together. She even wore a period piece for her wedding dress, from the Victorian era of course, and it looked so pretty on her. They wrote their own vows and got married at The Cowherd, and Agnes spoke about how, even though she never met her ancestor, she knew in her heart that town founder Frederick Haskins never meant to imprison somebody’s spirit for eternity like he has. He just wanted his wife to be happy again.

      It was such a happy day in Darcy. Mama and Daddy were sitting together so nicely, Logan and I were flirting, and the wedding took place without a hitch. Then, everybody raced to the liquor room and threw open the door to see Cell Number One.

      Of course, the cell door was still locked up tight, and people were so disappointed and angry that Agnes and Rick have disappeared on an extended honeymoon to Greece, and nobody knows when they’ll be back.

      Then, the whole town seemed to unravel. Daddy lost his Bible. Once that happened, he apparently lost his will along with it because his breath stunk of alcohol again. And that’s when Mama and Daddy officially divorced once more, and on that same day, Logan’s father nearly lost his farm to bankruptcy. Mr. Wild was so angry he didn’t speak to anyone for over three weeks, not even to say “thank you” for passing the butter. Dave cheated on Ginny with Samantha Loma, this little flirt who may be cute but has no brains in her head, not a single one. Ginny hasn’t forgiven him yet.

      And Mama has given up cooking. That’s right. She says she’s no good at it and never was, so she’s asked me to take over the duties when I’m around. Granted, she taught me everything I know, so I know she’s bluffing and just wants out. But truth be told, I love to cook. I’m happy to do it. At least, for now because, although Daddy’s still living down the street with his brother, he’s been coming by more and more lately. Mama’s been dating other men, and I think Daddy’s finally jealous. This town’s too small for him to not have heard all the gory details. Like how Mama’s dress for her first date was cut so low you could see whatever you wanted. That’s what Jimmy Hendel told me at school. I stepped on both his feet with mine until he howled and took it back. Logan happened by with Blake just as Jimmy was rescinding. Logan asked me if I needed any help, but I had it under control. Now Jimmy’s been ostracized. Good.

      “I’m sure you’re bored,” I say as I look up at Logan.

      I hope he’s bored. Reading this stuff is hard.

      “Not at all bored.” He gestures to the open page on my lap. “I blocked out some of this stuff. I forgot about the bankruptcy thing coming right after Agnes’s wedding.”

      I can’t believe how much I’ve forgotten—not the big moments, exactly, but the little ones that led to the big ones. Good or bad, I’ve blocked out more than I care to admit.

      I look down at the page I’m on. Oh, here comes Logan.

      Logan and I had a fight. A big one, and we haven’t made up yet. He was dating Annette Wasper in January, and I found out Annette was cheating on him. So I told him. But he didn’t want to hear it. And he especially seemed to not want to hear it from me. He told me to stay out of his love life and not get in the middle like I do with my parents. I told him that was a low blow.

      I know his relationship with Annette is bound to end in tragedy, but he told me this isn’t Shakespeare, it’s high school.

      I told him high school’s almost over and it will be the real world soon enough, but he didn’t want to hear that, either. So, he’s still screwing Annette.

      We haven’t talked since, not even a hello. Ginny and Dave complain our fight is affecting their social life because the four of us never hang out together anymore. And Ginny keeps trying to force a reconciliation, but I told her you can’t force things like this. Logan Wild can burn in hell as far as I’m concerned, and I don’t think I’m gonna change my mind anytime soon.

      Logan bursts out laughing, and I do, too.

      “You know I was never serious about Annette Wasper,” he says. “How could I be—you were the one I wanted.”

      My cheeks burn. “We were just…you know…we still dated other people. Sort of.”

      “Sort of.” He shifts, and I inhale the scent of his cologne.

      Shit. I look back at my journal.

      I graduated high school, and that was about as nondescript as I thought it would be. Logan and I both went to the class party afterward, and we avoided each other the whole night. I hooked up with Kenny Closer, and Logan was with Annette again, I think just to prove me wrong. But I saw her last week in the park with a new guy, and they were tongue wrestling. Of course, I didn’t bother to tell Logan this time.

      I decided not to go to college; somebody needs to keep Daddy off the bottle, or at least, somebody needs to try.

      All those rehabs trips to quit drinking and he can’t get it done? I know why. It’s the bar. How can he quit drinking when he’s ordering kegs of beer and vats of wine, not to mention all the vodka and whisky and tequila? And he likes it all. He’s not picky. Never was. Mama and I have been secretly discussing ousting him from his post, but Daddy’s stubborner than both of us, and I’m sure he’d outlast us all. He did allow me to take over the orders and the day-to-day stuff while he was gone, and I’ve still got the reins even though he’s back. It’s the only way I can think of to keep his mouth off that bottle.

      So I’m working full-time now at the saloon. And I’m taking classes at the community college in north San Antonio. Just some business ones, finance and
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