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THE CONSTANT CHATTER of the air traffic controllers provided familiar background ambiance.

The fried fish the passenger had ordered from Pappadeaux wafted through the cabin, mixing with the scent of new leather upholstery. 

Riley Monroe sat in the cockpit of the little Cessna Mustang and went through her pre-flight checklist. 

Auxiliary fuel pump – off

Instruments and radios – checked and set

Fuel gauges – checked

Parking break – off

It was another hot day. Typical August day in Dallas, Texas.  

But she’d be in the air in a few minutes and it wouldn’t matter what the climate was on the ground. Fortunately, they were flying to her hometown of Pittsburg and she would have a few days to spend back home.

She wasn’t quite sure what she was going to do. Her parents were in their summer home in Colorado and she’d been so busy with work that she’d lost touch with any friends she had in Pittsburgh. 

Still, it would be nice to visit some places she was familiar with. The park where she used to take long walks. Maybe she’d take in a symphony at Lincoln Center. 

Most of her flights were same day out and back, but her boss, Noah Worthington, had volunteered her for this flight, specifically because he remembered she was from Pittsburgh. 

When she’d first gone to work for Noah, she’d been a little doubtful that the real Noah Worthington could live up the legend. 

But so far he had done a pretty good job of it. That and she was very impressed by his company Skye Travels. 

Skye Travels, started by Noah years ago, and still closely held by Noah and his wife, Savannah, was growing by leaps and bounds. They’d just housed a plane in California where Noah’s daughter and husband lived. Noah’s son-in-law was also a pilot, so it was natural that he’d want to be housed there. Noah had three grandchildren now by his daughter, Danielle.

The message came through her headset that she was cleared for take-off.

Show time.
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Chapter 2
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JAKE DRAGGED HIS LUGGAGE from the baggage carousel and worked his way through the noisy crowd. 

The Pittsburgh airport normally wasn’t this busy. Lately, though, with all the cultural activities, it had become more of a tourist destination. The city management had done a remarkable job with city development. 

Maybe they should think about expanding the airport. Especially the private part. Right now, there was barely room to manage all the traffic. So much so, that Jake’s private flight had been delayed and he’d flown commercial.

Not that he minded. He liked watching people. Listening to the way they talked. How they interacted. 

When he flew private, he missed all that. And it wasn’t good to live in a completely isolated world all the time.

He was almost out of the crowded area when he froze. He just froze, his feet forgetting to move. He wasn’t even sure he could have taken another step if he’d wanted to.

Riley Monroe sat on a bench, scowling at her iPad. 

She looked absolutely stunning. 

And she hadn’t changed one bit in the five years since he’d seen her. Her hair was even pulled back the way she liked to wear it when she flew. 

She was even dressed the same way. A black pencil skirt and matching jacket. 

It was as though time had kept going and she had sat frozen in time. 

Waiting for him.

She chose that moment to look up and with people passing between them, they stared at each other.
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RILEY WAS IN A PICKLE. 

She hadn’t bothered to tell her parents she was coming to Pittsburgh and they hadn’t bothered to tell her that they had listed their house on Air BNB for the summer.

As a result, her plan to stay in their house for the few days she was here wasn’t going to happen.

She needed a place to stay. So far, all the hotels she’d checked were full for the night. What was going on in Pittsburgh, of all places? 

She’d never seen this airport this crowded.

A man stepped on her foot. “Hey,” she said.

“Sorry,” the middle-aged man said backing away.

She tucked her feet under her and scanned the crowd.

When she saw him, she thought she must be imagining things.

Jake had sworn he’d never set foot back in Pittsburgh.

And she’d never known anyone so determined to keep his word as Jake had been.

But he just stood there as people moved about between them. 

She was imagining things. 

Then he started walking toward her and she looked away long enough to break the spell.

When she looked back up, he was standing in front of her with a goofy grin on his face.

Turns out she wasn’t imagining him after all.

There was no way she could have imagined the barely there streaks of gray in his hair or the little fine lines that were forming at the corners of his eyes.

He pulled a rolling suitcase behind him, had a satchel over his shoulder, and was dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt. 

She almost laughed. A sweatshirt in August. He obviously hadn’t flown from Dallas. 

“Riley Monroe.” His voice held sheer surprise. 

She wasn’t sure why he seemed so shocked to see her. It was, after all, Pittsburgh where she was from, and it was an airport where she practically lived.

But five years was a long time.

“Jake Montana.”

He laughed. “You remembered.”

“Of course. I helped you pick it out, remember?”
She clearly remembered the day they’d spent walking around their favorite outdoor park. Jake had just sold his first book to a New York publisher and they wanted him to use a pen name. 
Frankly, Riley didn’t see anything wrong with his real name, but they thought Jake Allen didn’t have that particular ring to it that they were looking for.

Jake had resisted at first, but he’d finally come to the conclusion that publishing was a job, not a vanity thing. 

So to go along with the westerns that he liked to write, Jake Montana was born. 

“Still writing?” she asked, though she knew he was. She saw his books everywhere. At the supermarket. Even in airport book stores. 

Besides, writing was his passion. 

Asking him not to write would be like asking her not to fly.

He shrugged. “A little here and there.”

“Computer bag?” She nodded toward his satchel.

“Of course.” He sat down beside her. “What are you doing here? In commercial?”

She blew a strand of hair out of her eyes. “I need a place to crash for a few days.”

“Your parents moved away?” His tone was hesitant.

“They spend the summers in Colorado now. And they put their house on Air BNB.”

“Oh.” He sat back. “No hotels?”
“No.” Riley swept a hand toward the crowds. “What’s going on around here anymore? I’ve never seen Pittsburgh so crowded.”
He shrugged and followed her gaze. “It’s a cultural arts thing. The city is doing everything it can to bring people in. The airport doesn’t seem to be keeping up.”

“Neither are the hotels.” She looked back to her iPad.

“Stay with me.”

Her eyes widened as a flash of memories shot through her head. Her gaze strayed to his lips. 

They’d been a couple for how many years? Two? 

Then she’d followed her career to a small airline out of Minnesota which led her in a roundabout way to Dallas.

She’d never looked back.

“You live here? In Pittsburg?”

He at least had the decency to look guilty. He squared his shoulders. “Yes. I do. And it’s a nice penthouse.”

She shook her head. “I just have a very clear memory of you swearing you’d never live in Pittsburgh again.

“Yes... well...” He looked her squarely in the eyes. “I was a bit angry with you.”

“Because
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