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PROLOGUE

W
Wisconsin. She had packed their suitcases, watered the plants, and 

She had waited on Lynn a lot over the past few years, so she should 

really have to work these particular hours on this particular Saturday 
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her children, or the lack of nightlife on the mountain. Lynn didn’t have 
a good relationship with her own relatives, and she couldn’t understand 

as the day they met in college.

instantly fell in love with her, and that love hadn’t wavered.

all spring. Why wouldn’t I want to hear that?”

tonight.”
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again, I wouldn’t mind.”

knew immediately that she’d said something wrong.

girl.”

settle for the life you’re dreaming of. If you take that road, you’ll spend 

few options.
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slipped the key to the apartment from her pocket, placed it on the coffee 
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CHAPTER ONE

Six Months Later

shaded from light to dark in various parts of the room, depending on the 

the dormers on each of the outside walls.
She walked over to a window and had to admit the view wasn’t 

the steep incline of the terrain.

not Chicago.”
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“Well, I guess you found the place all right,” he said as he glanced 

“Yeah, thanks,” Parker replied, not sure what else to say to the 

far from the slick and polished Ivy Leaguers she usually worked for. 

“I should start researching the clientele demographics to see what 

don’t you take some time to settle in?”

dropped in the living room of her apartment less than a mile from the 

rest.”
Parker stood up. Sitting down when someone else was standing 
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now.”

“If you say so.”

for a pickup game.”

“Sounds fun.” Parker tried to force a smile, even though she would 
rather poke herself with a sharp stick than spend an afternoon playing 

she gotten herself into this time?

through the mess toward the kitchen.
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survived in this part of Wisconsin.

wine, “red meat does call for red wine.” She closed the door to the now 

she used a plastic fork that came with the carryout and shrugged at 

rang shrilly.

phone from her pocket. “Parker Riley.”

of the line.

“Hello, darling. Have you fed the chickens and milked the cows 
yet?”

a single chicken since I got here.”

playfully.

could say that.”

unpack.”

worried.
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“No. I’m having Chinese food at home.”

and drinking whiskey out of a Dixie cup.”

“Honey, you’re positively depressing. When do you plan to stop 
punishing yourself?”

fake enthusiasm.
“Yes.”

“I’m not wallowing.”
“Sitting at home and drinking alone on a Saturday night doesn’t 

constitute wallowing?”

“I have a feeling you plan to do that a lot in the upcoming 
months.”

two days. I’m still getting settled.”

“I can’t stand the thought of you up there alone. You’re a social 

calendar.”

play every Sunday.” Parker tried to make the event sound appealing.
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“Don’t you dare. I’d rather you drink alone than spend your 

“No.” Parker sighed, despite her friend’s humor. “I’m through 
with mating calls for a while.”

life right now.”
“Loneliness.”
“Independence.”

career and reputation. You know I want to make a difference in the 

politics.”

said, even though the ache in her chest suggested that statement wasn’t 
completely true.

to do tonight?”
Wizard 

of Oz

“Why don’t you come down next weekend and we’ll see it 
together?”
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sullenly.

it.”

kisses.”
“You, too.” Parker hung up and took another swig of wine 

wouldn’t improve the situation, so she resigned herself to an evening 
of unpacking.
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