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      Isobel LaFleur adjusted her sunglasses. The bright Dallas sun coming in through the windshield of the little Cessna Citation, one of Noah Worthington's newest private jets, was brutal.

      She was just back from a quick turnaround flight to Denver. Dropping off a woman and her Australian shepherd for a visit to her daughter's house.

      Isobel had spent some time vacuuming up the dog hair and wiping down the windows and seat. Dogs invariably drooled on windows. Every time.

      As she went down her pre-flight checklist, she absently swept away a floating dog hair. There would be dog hairs in the cabin for days.

      Otherwise, it was a light day for her, especially for a Friday, and she had a long weekend ahead.

      She had to take a passenger - she glanced at her clipboard - Matthew Rodgers - to a small town in Louisiana, then fly him back to Dallas on Sunday.

      The drive to Marigold, Louisiana wasn't more than four hours at the most by car, but to each his own. Besides, those who preferred the convenience of flying over driving paid the rent.

      The biggest problem was that Isobel was from a small town just north of Houston. She'd worked hard to get out of there, vowing to herself that she'd never live in a small town again.

      So the prospect of spending two nights in a town so small she'd never even heard of it was off-putting to say the least.

      But taking care of clients was Noah Worthington's first and foremost policy. He'd built Skye Travels out of nothing more than a dream and now landing a job flying for him was more coveted than flying for any of the major airlines.

      Isobel had been with Skye Travels for about eighteen months now. And the job so far had lived up to her expectations and then some.

      She absolutely loved it. She could pretty much set her own schedule, within reason, of course. She could request short out and back day trips or she could ask for longer trips.

      That particular perk of the job - reasonable freedom - came with a give and take.

      When a flight like the one she was on today came up all of a sudden - as so many of them did - Noah looked for volunteers.

      Isobel hadn't had anything on her schedule for the weekend. And to be honest, flying was flying, even if it did involve spending two nights in a little town in Louisiana.

      And it got her out of her best friend's wedding dress try on thing. She'd already done two of them. And sitting in a wedding dress shop while her friend came out in various dresses wasn't all that exciting. The most exciting part was holding up little hand-painted signs that read things like Love it or Next or No Way.

      But the whole process would take the better part of half a day and, though Isobel had a high tolerance for boredom, she found waiting for her friend to change from dress to dress interminable.

      Isobel was excited for her friend, but her personal idea of a romantic wedding involved a flight to Vegas.

      She didn't get into the whole tradition of trying on a million wedding dresses and tasting wedding cakes and... monogramed cookies, for God's sake.

      And, of course, with the whole Vegas option, there was flying involved.

      Matthew Rodgers was late.

      With the way commercial airlines had people trained to be early, it was unusual for a passenger to actually be late for his flight.

      She thought about calling him. She had his phone number right there on her clipboard.

      But decided instead to use the time to help Gretta sort through some dresses.

      Gretta had found a cool app that she and all her friends could log into. They'd swipe right if they liked a dress or left if they didn't.

      After everyone went through the dresses, Gretta would be able to see which dresses her friends thought would be best for her. It was supposed to cut down on the trying on and modeling part of the process, but Isobel doubted that would actually happen. Gretta enjoyed trying on dresses way too much.

      Isobel started swiping. Then stopped and sent Gretta a quick text. Really... I can fly you two to Vegas.

      She got a quick message back. A cute emoji of Gretta shaking her gorgeous head of long blonde hair.

      Ah well. It was worth a try. It wasn't the first time she'd offered and it wouldn't be the last. The wedding wasn't until December, so she had at least six months to change Gretta's mind.

      Ten minutes later a limo pulled out on the tarmac and stopped near her plane.

      Isobel tamped down her negative thoughts about the entitled rich and put a smile on her face. Just because he drove up in a limo... and was late... didn't make him a bad person.

      She went to the door of the plane and waited for the driver to unload Matthew's luggage onto a cart. A baggage handler then loaded the passenger's luggage - three big suitcases and a trunk - alongside her one suitcase.

      She was reminded of a trip she and Gretta had taken together. It had been the one time Isobel and Gretta had gone on a cruise. Gretta had taken practically every outfit she owned, making Isobel look like a pauper next to her.

      Gretta had loved the cruise. The whole dressing up - a different outfit for every activity.  Isobel had been in hell. She would have left after the first day. But of course, that wasn't an option.

      After that, Isobel hadn't taken any more trips where she didn't have access to either a car or an airplane.

      The driver opened the passenger's door and after a few minutes a man with a  set of crutches stepped out.

      That explained a lot. She'd never been on crutches herself, but it made sense that everything took longer to do.

      The man who stepped out of the limo and took the crutches had to be Matthew.

      He wore a cast on the bottom half of his left leg.

      A blue baseball cap on his head plastered with a large T and dark sunshades hid most of his appearance. But he was tall with a lean muscular build. He was wearing a tee-shirt and gray jogging pants. Quite comfortably dressed for the short flight. Most of her passengers flew at least in their Sunday best. But then most passengers weren't wearing a cast.

      Isobel went back to the cockpit and waited. She didn't want to stare as Matthew laboriously made his way to the plane.

      It took a bit of maneuvering, but after handing his crutches to the driver, he climbed aboard.

      Isobel adjusted the black captain's hat that was part of her uniform and came out to greet her passenger.

      "Hello," she said with a bright smile. "I'm Isobel LaFleur. I'll be your pilot today."

      Matthew didn't even look at her. He frowned as he adjusted his leg and removed his sunshades. His eyes, flickering in her direction for only a second, were the bluest blue Isobel had ever seen.

      "Then we should get going, don't you think?"

      "Of course." Isobel kept the smile on her lips, but it faded from her eyes.

      She took her seat and began going down the pre-flight checklist.

      He was the one who'd been late.

      She'd been quite patient waiting on him.

      And now he wanted to get going.

      Isobel would get going alright. She knew how to be professional but distant.

      Matthew Rodgers better hope he didn't need anything extra.
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      Matthew Rodgers was in hell.

      Going anywhere. Doing anything was an ordeal. Even sitting here on the little airplane.

      Since he couldn't drive, his little sports car sat in storage for who knew how many weeks.

      He'd torn his calf muscle completely in half. And besides the pain in the neck of using crutches, the pain that radiated through his calf was almost unendurable at times.

      He took a sip of the clear seltzer water the pilot had provided. He hadn't had any special requests. But the girl on the phone at Skye Travels kept asking.

      So he just made up something. He didn't even like seltzer water. Plain old tap water suited him just fine.

      He would have stayed home through all this if he'd had a choice, but when he made a commitment, he did everything he could to follow through.

      And he wasn't about to subject any of his friends to a weekend with his family. Or vice versa.

      And right now, the Rangers were willing to pay for whatever it took to keep him happy.

      It wasn't even their fault. He'd been standing on the field during baseball practice, sure, but it could have happened anywhere.

      He'd simply taken a step backwards and his calf muscle had popped, leaving it torn completely in two.

      That kind of thing normally happened when an athlete was doing something athletic. Not taking a step backwards.

      The doctors called it a freak accident.

      Matthew could have used a little less freakiness in his life.

      The pilot was pretty and she seemed sweet.

      He just wasn't in the mood for pretty or sweet.

      Besides, being a pilot, she'd also be smart. And Matthew hadn't been around that many smart women lately.

      He wasn't sure he had the energy right now to keep up his end of a meaningful conversation.

      He just wanted to get this weekend over with and get back to his apartment.

      Then he could stew in his misfortune. Alone.

      But he only had one little sister and she was getting engaged.

      He needed to meet the guy before all this went too far along the path.

      If he was honest with himself, he had to admit that it was already too far gone or they wouldn't be having this engagement party.

      That's what happened when he put his career first.

      Family slid into second place and little sisters got engaged.

      The flight was smooth.

      And he promised himself he'd be nice as the wheels touched down on the little runway in Marigold, Louisiana.

      The airport was out in the middle of nowhere. A wide-open space surrounded by trees on all sides. Just one opening for a little blacktop road that led to the highway.

      It would be okay. He wouldn't be here long.

      A visit didn't mean he would be stuck here. He'd gotten away from the small town and a visit didn't mean anything more than a visit.

      If he could just talk his sister into moving to the city...

      The plane came to a stop and after a few minutes, the pilot opened the door.

      The smile she'd had for him earlier was gone. In its stead was a serious professionalism. He'd caused that.

      "Do you need any help getting out?" she asked.

      Matthew shook his head. "Nah. I can manage." He maneuvered himself out of the plane and stood on his crutches.

      The doctors had been smart. They'd arranged the cast so that he couldn't put any weight on his leg.

      Still, every little movement hurt like hell.

      Isobel looked around at the little runway that passed for an airport. No other planes. No cars.

      Nothing.

      "Um. Do we need to call anyone?" she asked.

      Matthew pulled his phone out. "My brother's supposed to be here." He sent a quick text. Drake was always late.

      Though Matthew had previously prided himself on being on time, this leg injury was pulling him into the family trait of being late.

      "I can unload the luggage." Isobel seemed a bit unsure of how to proceed. Matthew got the feeling that she wasn't comfortable with the little runway. He wondered if she'd ever been to an airport this small.

      An airport that was only a runway. Still it had a designation. ML1.

      A text came in from Drake. Ten minutes out.

      Matthew shot back. Don't text and drive.

      Just answering your question.

      Matthew blew out a breath. It was going to be a long weekend.

      "Please don't," he said. "My brother will be here shortly.

      Just minutes later an ancient green pickup truck came lumbering out of the trees toward the runway. Matthew heard the truck before he even saw it.

      It was just like his brother to pick him up in the family's forty plus year-old beat up truck.

      Drake loved to make fun of the fact that Matthew lived in the city in what he called a fancy apartment with regular cleaning service that took care of his house cleaning, laundry, etc.

      Something only a brother could get away with.

      Drake stepped out of the truck. His tall, lean body wearing faded jeans and a plaid flannel shirt.

      Drake was really playing it to the hilt.

      Matthew took a step forward, then stood there balancing on his crutches.

      Drake took one look at Isobel and broke into a wide grin.

      Isobel stood warily watching the two of them. She was slim and petite. Not more than five four or so. Her sleek brunette hair was pulled back in a ponytail beneath her captain's cap.

      A few strands of hair had escaped the ponytail and fell about her face. She absently swept the hair away, keeping her attention on his brother.

      Drake held out a hand. "Welcome to Marigold," he said. "My name's Drake."

      Matthew had to bite his tongue.

      He had, after all, seen her first.
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