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      After zipping up the side of my lipstick red pencil skirt, I stepped into my black red-bottomed heels.

      I pulled a black cashmere sweater from a shelf in my walk-in closet and pulled it on over my white silk button down blouse.

      I turned this way and that in front of the full-length mirror propped on the floor of one end of my closet.

      At five seven, I was the tallest of my four sisters. Two older sisters and one younger sister in my immediate family and one much older half-sister who already had kids of her own.

      In fact, the half-sister, Danielle, was the only one of us who had any children and she lived in California. My oldest sister Madison was married and my next oldest sister, Ainsley, was engaged.

      Ainsley lived here in Houston, but Madison had moved to Denver for a university professor job.

      Madison took after Momma. Both of them were psychologists.

      Ainsley took after Daddy. They were both airplane pilots for Daddy’s company Skye Travels.

      Then there was me.

      I was an odd combination of both Daddy and Momma.

      I had Daddy’s passion, but I preferred to keep both feet literally on the ground. Daddy lived and breathed aviation. Me. I didn’t fly simply because I had no reason to.

      I was quite content driving around Houston in my 2022 fire-engine red Maserati Quattroporte.

      Yes. Daddy bought it for me.

      And anyone who had a problem with that could take it up with somebody who cared. Because I didn’t.

      I didn’t have time in my life for judgmental people.

      Besides, I had a thick skin.

      I’d been dissed by the best of them. Perfect strangers felt compelled to give me their opinions of everything from my lifestyle to my career choice to the color of my lipstick.

      So I went with what made me happy.

      I had Momma’s fashion sense and breezy personality.

      Momma could walk into a room and charm anyone.

      She was a drug representative turned psychologist.

      From what I’d heard Daddy say, never in a critical way, the psychology training had taken some of the natural shine off that innate charm.

      What he actually said was that she was a lot more serious now than she had been before.

      But after giving birth to five children, all after the age of thirty, she’d earned the right to be as serious as she wanted.

      I walked through my living room, stylishly furnished in neutral tones and turned on all the lights as I went.

      I straightened the blue vase filled with pale pink roses and dark pink daisies on the table in my foyer.

      Stepping into my home office, I pulled my MacBook from the desk draw, powered it on, and logged in.

      I quickly opened my template, typed in the date and a working title.

      Then I hit record and sat on a little stool in front of my desk.

      “Hello lovelies,” I said into the camera. “Welcome back to my channel. If this is your first time here, my name is Brianna Worthington and I’m going to talk to you today about creating your very own capsule wardrobe. It’s not hard. And there are two important things I want you to take away from today’s video. One is that a capsule wardrobe does not have to be boring.”

      I stepped away from the camera to show off my red pencil skirt and high heels.

      “Seriously?” I asked with an impish grin. “Does this look boring?”

      I turned this way and that so the camera could capture my full outfit.

      “And second, a capsule wardrobe doesn’t have to last forever. The guideline is that it lasts for about three months. For those of us who love shopping, that’s awesome news.”

      “But…” I held up a finger and sat back down on my stool so I could look directly into my camera.

      “You can start anywhere and your capsule wardrobe can last as long as you want it to. In fact, when I started my capsule wardrobe, I started simple. I started with this shirt I’m wearing. And guess where I bought it?”

      I paused for effect.

      “No. Not Nordstrom’s. I bought this blouse from Target. And two years later I’m still wearing it. I wear it all the time. With everything.

      “And it’s so basic, no one even notices. Then I built around it.”

      I swept a hand down my skirt.

      “A year later I bought this skirt at Nordstrom’s. It was on sale. I admit. But it’s good quality. I’ll put the link below so you can look it up if you want to. And, yes, it’s so basic and not trendy that they still sell it after almost a year.”

      I leaned forward into the camera.

      “But… and this is very important. If you’re going to buy new pieces for your wardrobe, buy things that fit you perfectly on the day you walk out of the store with them. Do not buy something that you hope will fit in a few months when you lose ten pounds. And another thing.”

      I paused again for effect.

      “Buy things that you feel comfortable wearing. Something that is you. Not something that your fantasy you would wear. You know. The one where you’re outgoing and carefree. Trendy.

      “If the thought of wearing a tight red skirt sets your nerves on edge and you know you’d never put it on and walk out your front door, pick something more basic and add something like a scarf for color.”

      My phone chimed and a text message popped up on my screen.

      I hit pause on my recording.

      Editing was part of the process and was to be expected.

      I didn’t even mind editing.

      But I rarely shot a video more than one time.

      If I got interrupted. Like right now. I’d just edit out the interruption and keep going.

      MOMMA: Good morning.

      It was funny because not even having five children had gotten Momma out of the habit of thinking she had to communicate a normal conversation through text messaging.

      She didn’t seem to understand that greetings weren’t required.

      You could simply pick up a conversation you’d been having days ago as though no time at all had passed.

      But I’d given up on trying to change that about her. I was just happy she texted at all at the ripe old age of fifty-five.

      ME: Hi.

      MOMMA: Don’t forget. Dinner on Sunday.

      ME: I know. It’s in my phone.

      MOMMA: You should keep a paper calendar, too. It’s easier to maintain. And keep up with.

      ME: Okay.

      Another thing I’d given up on. Making Momma go digital was a lost cause. Not worth the fight.

      But even though I left her alone about her paper calendars, there was no way I was going to start writing my appointments down on paper and Momma knew it.

      There was no sense in reminding her, though, of the many ways the two of us were different. There were far too many ways that we were alike.

      And those things were what mattered.

      I didn’t have to be a psychologist like her and my oldest sister to know these things.

      Thinking that Momma was finished with the current conversation, I played back the last of my recording to orient myself back to what I’d been talking about.

      MOMMA: Did you remember that you’re picking your sister up from the airport today?

      Damn. Damn. Damn.

      I unlocked my phone and checked my calendar. I’d forgotten to set an alert and it had completely gotten overlooked.

      ME: Of course not. I’m on my way out the door now.

      Damn it. I hated it when Momma was right about her paper calendars.

      I logged out and closed my computer. Tucked it back into the drawer and slid the stool back under the desk.

      In my defense, picking my sister up from the airport was a most unusual request.

      She was flying in on one of Daddy’s planes. By one of Daddy’s pilots. Probably Madison’s husband if he was available. And I couldn’t imagine why he wouldn’t be. The two of them were stuck like glue.

      Most people would just get an Uber or in my family’s case, they’d schedule a car to pick them up.

      But this was Madison’s first time home since her wedding to her college sweetheart Kade. You’d think she was freaking royalty the way everyone was acting.

      Madison and Kade had been college sweethearts only to break up for several years before they finally got back together, apparently by accident, and finally got married.

      Anyway, apparently, I was the only person available to pick up my sister from the airport.

      They would go down the list. Daddy had a flight. Ainsley had a flight. Momma had a patient. Quinn had a meeting. My younger sister was in class or whatever she did.

      So that left me. The one who worked at home.

      Somehow the worked part of the phrase worked at home was silent.

      Like the P in psychology.

      And, like always, I told myself it was okay. Because I was happy to see my sister and we could have lunch together before she was swept up in everyone else’s activities.

      I grabbed my charcoal wool coat, shrugged into it, and dragged my hair out of the collar.

      I’d pull it back, but there wasn’t time.

      I was seriously late.

      Next time, maybe, my sister would schedule a driver to pick her up.

      A real driver.
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      Seeing the skyline of Houston again brought back a lot of memories.

      I’d grown up in Houston, but college had taken me away.

      I always figured I’d find my way back there some day.

      And I’d always thought of Houston as home even though I hadn’t lived there in twelve years.

      I was what people called an easy-going person.

      I liked flying. And as long as I was flying, I was content.

      My buddy, Daniel, had been the one who convinced me to join him in Denver after college.

      We’d progressed from college roommates to apartment roommates and we’d lived together for the sum total of two months before he’d moved in with a new girlfriend.

      To his credit, they were still together, though, for the life of me, I didn’t know how a man could meet a girl and move in with her in just two months.

      There were too many variables.

      Anybody could be on their good behavior for two months.

      Hell, I’d known people who could hold it together for over a year before they showed their true colors.

      But I was glad my buddy had had good luck with his whirlwind romance.

      I still lived in the same apartment we’d moved into back then.

      Occasionally I considered looking for something else, but then I’d get a call for a flight and that would go out of my mind for the unforeseeable future.

      As I approached the runway of the Houston airport, it occurred to me that I probably saw Denver as a temporary stopover. One that had lasted seven years.

      The problem was I had established connections in Denver. I didn’t work for any particular airline.

      I did private contracting.

      And damn if it didn’t keep me busy.

      More business than any regular job.

      They said sitting was the new smoking. Well, I might as well hang it up. I kept waiting for somebody to make an airplane with room for pilots to stand up while they navigated the plane.

      Surely someone out there was working on that.

      I heard my passenger, Madison Worthington, talking on her cell. Technically she was Mrs. Kade Johnson, but since she was Dr. Worthington, she’d kept her own last name.

      I didn’t much see the point in that.

      But I was an old-fashioned guy.

      I figured that if two people were going to get married and become a family, the least they could do was to share a name.

      I didn’t even care if I had to be the one to change my name.

      Kade could have changed his name to Kade Worthington.

      There would have been nothing wrong with that, at least not in my book.

      Unfortunately, that was one of those things that could get a man-card revoked.

      So they kept their own names.

      Not my problem.

      And the whole thing was more than I needed to know.

      I just needed to know when to pick her up and where to drop her off.

      All the other personal stuff really wasn’t my business.

      I also knew that this week was Madison’s birthday and that her husband was going to be flying in later in the day.

      They had a whole family thing planned for Sunday.

      Just knowing all this information made me uncomfortable.

      The more I knew, the more I had to interact and the more I had to keep up with.

      I didn’t have to have the plane back until tomorrow so instead of flying straight back like I normally would—just so I could take another flight job, I was planning to spend the night in Houston.

      Drive around a bit and see how things were holding up.

      Maybe revisit some of my old stomping grounds.

      I didn’t really know anyone from here anymore, so I didn’t have any plans past that.

      That suited me just fine.

      Other than planning my work flights, I preferred to let things happen as they fell.

      Life seemed to move a whole lot smoother when a man didn’t jerk on the steering wheel too much.
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      Why was it that anytime I was late, there was a traffic jam?

      By the time I pulled up to the private terminal, I was ten minutes late.

      I parked and stepped out of the car.

      I didn’t see any of Daddy’s planes on the tarmac.

      What a relief.

      I wasn’t so worried about making Madison wait as I was hearing about how my digital calendar had tripped me up.

      Being the most modern member of the Worthington family, I had a reputation to maintain.

      It was especially important since no one in my family seemed to understand what it was exactly that I did.

      When I said YouTuber, I got blank looks. Going on to say that I had over one hundred thousand followers didn’t do anything to help.

      Talking about fashion and minimalism and organization didn’t help either.

      Yet, when one of my sisters had an event, I was the one they called for fashion advice.

      Since the plane wasn’t there yet, I went to the terminal and went upstairs to the third floor where the Skye Travels offices were housed.

      To say that Skye Travels was a closely held corporation was an understatement.

      My father, Noah, had an office. My brother, Quinn, who was the CEO of the Houston office had an office. And my sister, Ainsley, had a small office there, too.

      Ainsley was the newest Skye Travels pilot.

      She’d been flying for years, but Daddy wouldn’t hire her until she had enough experience.

      Personally, I thought Daddy had been too hard on her. Ainsley was a good pilot. As good as any of the guys he hired.

      Although she was the only female pilot working for Skye Travels right now, I didn’t think that her being a girl had anything to do with his reluctance to hire her right out of school.

      I think it was because he only hired the best.

      And even if Ainsley was already good, he made her wait. Daddy was a fair man and he didn’t want anyone to think he’d showed favoritism to his own daughter.

      He could have, though, and no one would have said a word to him.

      He was, after all, Noah Worthington.

      I think Ainsley deserved special consideration.

      What was the point of owning your own company if you couldn’t hire whoever you wanted to?

      The elevator door opened and I stepped into the lobby of Skye Travels.

      It was always quiet. And spacious.

      It had a good feel to it.

      Maybe one day I’d shoot a video here. Think about setting up an office space.

      Or not.

      My brand was working from home.

      I wasn’t about to break what was working.

      It was an idea, though, so I tucked it into the back of my mind.

      I went to the window and watched as one of Daddy’s planes touched down on the runway outside.

      Skye Travels scrawled in red across the plane looked edgy and modern.

      Daddy had recently redesigned his logo and I’d helped him with that.

      At least someone in my family appreciated my skills.

      A few minutes later, my sister stepped out of the plane.

      She looked good. As always.

      Glowing.

      One of the local guys unloaded her luggage.

      My sister did not know how to travel light.

      The pilot stepped out and spoke to one of the mechanics.

      I didn’t recognize the pilot, but that wasn’t surprising. Unlike the rest of the family, I didn’t spend a lot of time at the airport.

      I watched as the pilot walked across the tarmac.

      He wasn’t wearing the Skye Travels uniform, and most noticeably, he wasn’t wearing a cap.

      Daddy insisted that all his pilots wear a cap.

      So this guy didn’t work for Daddy.

      He walked with a self-assured confidence that seemed to come with the job.

      I’d observed over the years that pilots were a self-assured lot.

      My sister Ainsley, a pilot herself, refused to date pilots. She claimed she knew too much about their lifestyle.

      Ironically she was engaged to a pilot, but he was only a pilot for himself. Well, for them.

      He actually owned his own video game creation company.

      I put one hand on my hip. No one questioned the status of his job.

      I didn’t see how creating video games was all that far from making videos about minimalism and fashion.

      The pilot must have felt me watching him.

      He looked up as he neared the building, saw me, and smiled.

      My heart stuttered.

      This particular pilot had that handsome pilot look. The look that could have easily put him on the cover of a men’s magazine.

      I looked away.

      Just because a man was handsome didn’t mean I had to be attracted to him.

      Besides, I wasn’t looking for a boyfriend.
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      I needed to go inside. Do some paperwork.

      Just part of the job.

      I hadn’t thought to reserve a car.

      The airports almost always provided one.

      I hadn’t taken into account, though, that this time I was planning on staying a couple of days.

      I should have rented a car so I didn’t have to count on anyone here to provide me with transportation.

      After I took care of my business here, I’d walk over to the main airport and rent a car.

      I looked up toward the window of the lobby and nearly missed a step.

      I was used to people watching me.

      Women liked a man in uniform.

      I usually paid them no attention.

      I didn’t have time for a relationship and hooking up just made me tired.

      Turns out I wasn’t built for it.

      I had five fingers and a palm that were a lot less emotionally draining than involving someone else in my private life.

      Besides, I was funny about touching people I didn’t know.

      I didn’t just dip my wick anywhere.

      But the woman looking at me from the window nearly took my breath away.

      Maybe it was the way the sunlight struck her through the glass window.

      Or maybe it was the way her hair fell softly over her right shoulder.

      Or maybe it was the way her lips curved into a perfect bow.

      Or maybe it was just that she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

      Whatever it was about her, I knew that no matter what else I did, I had to talk to her.

      After the near misstep, I started walking faster.

      Knowing airports like I did, I knew a person could disappear in a heartbeat, never to be seen again.

      She could get onto a plane to absolutely anywhere and it would be impossible for me to ever see her again.

      As I pushed the elevator button, I reminded myself that this was a private terminal.

      She wasn’t likely to just disappear onto an airplane to one of a million places.

      Nonetheless, I tapped my fingers against the iPad bag I carried over my right shoulder.

      I needed to be cool.

      I didn’t need the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen to think I was a freak. I needed an excuse to talk to her.

      I’d think of something.

      The elevator dinged and I stepped off into the Skye Travels lobby.

      This was the opposite of a busy airport terminal.

      So much so, I almost thought I’d gotten off on the wrong floor.

      But private terminals were calm by nature.

      People who flew privately did so with the expectation that they would avoid the chaos of the typical airport.

      Besides, Skye Travels was tastefully scripted on the wall just outside the elevator.

      I turned the corner and the first thing I saw was the reception desk.

      A young lady sat there, wearing a headset, typing on a keyboard. Nothing unusual.

      Then I saw the young lady I’d seen from below.

      She was talking with my passenger—Madison Worthington.

      I stood and watched them for a moment while I tried to sort out this situation.

      Madison had been only a few minutes ahead of me.

      I watched as the two women hugged, then I realized that they had an uncanny resemblance, though Madison wasn’t quite as tall as the other girl.

      Sisters.

      They were sisters.

      I was certain of it.

      In sync, they turned and went off down the hallway. Into the offices of Skye Travels.

      Offices that were off-limits to me.

      Not surprising since this was a family held corporation.

      I’d just wait for her to come back out into the lobby.

      And while I waited, I’d take care of my business.
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      “I want to go see Daddy,” Madison said after giving me a quick hug.

      “He’s on a flight,” I said. “That’s why I was elected to pick you up, remember?”

      “Right,” Madison said. “And so we can have lunch.”

      “Exactly,” I said with a quick smile, feeling guilty for implying that I hadn’t wanted to see her.

      “I’ll just say hi to Quinn then,” she said. “If he’s in.”

      “He’s probably there,” I said.

      “Who’s your pilot?” I asked, as the man I watched from the window stepped into the lobby.

      Madison was cool enough to not look in the guy’s direction.

      “Jackson Fleming,” she said as we headed toward our brother’s office.

      “I haven’t seen him before.”

      And he was definitely someone I’d remember.

      I considered myself immune to the whole man in a uniform thing. But Jackson had looked at me different than most.

      For one, he didn’t know who I was.

      “You wouldn’t,” Madison said. “He’s contract.”

      “That’s different. Daddy needs to hire more people.”

      Madison laughed. “Hardly.” Then she shrugged. “Maybe.”

      I looked at her sideways.

      Madison shrugged. “Denver is new turf for Skye Travels. It’s okay, though, he was good. And he left me alone. Gave me time to do some work.”

      I nodded in understanding.

      Our brother Quinn was the only one of the siblings who didn’t seem to have inherited our parents’ drive to succeed.

      Sure. Quinn was the CEO of this office. But he spent his days working deals.

      Maybe to him that was work just like making videos was work to me.

      I tried not to judge.

      Still. It just seemed like Quinn wasn’t as driven as the rest of us.

      We reached Quinn’s office.

      “Hold on,” he said then covered the receiver. “Hey Madison. Glad you made it.” He pointed to the phone. “Can we catch up later? This is kind of important.”

      “No problem,” Madison said.

      Again, I tried not to judge my brother.

      He was good at keeping this place running smoothly as Daddy took more and more steps away from the day-to-day hands on workings.

      Daddy pretty much did what he wanted to do these days.

      And some of those days involved doing nothing more than convincing our mother to get away from her own work and do something fun with him.

      In the last year, they’d taken a cruise and had gone on several trips.

      They’d been going through a lot together. And although I didn’t think our mother was ready to go into any kind of semi-retirement, Daddy’s situation had kind of forced her to get there sooner rather than later.

      “Well,” Madison said. “Shall we go across the street for lunch?”

      “Sounds good.”

      One of the valets had already taken my keys and put Madison’s luggage in my car.

      The Skyhouse club across the street was our typical meeting place whenever we were around the airport. It was a rather convenient marketing thing that it had a similar name to our company, yet there was no relationship whatsoever.

      At least nothing that any of us knew about.

      During the day, it was frequented by pilots and passengers alike.

      And in the evenings was just a general hangout place.

      But it was convenient and close to our terminal.

      And had the best martinis.

      We went back through the lobby.

      I didn’t see Jackson anywhere.

      He had paperwork to do, so he should have been around.

      I didn’t ask.

      The last thing I needed to do was to hook up with a contract pilot out of Denver.

      Life was already far too complicated to add any kind of attraction to… well… anyone.

      I hadn’t declared a moratorium on men like my sister Ainsley had done before she’d met her fiancé Wyatt. But I hadn’t had a serious relationship since college.

      I’d found that life was so much simpler that way.
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      The receptionist, Helen, had let me set up on a table in the back to work. It looked like something of a supply room/workroom. Big table. Shelves on one side loaded with printer paper and other office supplies.

      From here I could hear her talking on the phone. It wasn’t distracting at all. Just part of the work life of being a contract pilot. No real office.

      Often times I sat in the lobby of various private terminals and completed my paperwork, so noise and activity didn’t bother me one bit.

      Though I appreciated her generous offer, I would have preferred to have been somewhere closer where I could watch for Madison’s sister.

      Though no one had confirmed my suspicion about who she was, I had no doubt.

      In fact, thinking back, I remembered Madison saying something about her sister picking her up from the airport.

      I’d thought it was a little bit strange, since the daughter of the owner of Skye Travels would no doubt have access to all sorts of transportation.

      Had Madison mentioned the name of her sister?

      This was one of those rare occasions where my efforts to avoid getting into the personal business of my passengers backfired.

      Just as I was finishing up my paperwork, a man walked into my little workspace.

      “Hello,” he said. “Are you Jackson?”

      “Yes.” Closing my iPad, I stood up.

      “I’m Noah Worthington,” the man said, holding out a hand.

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” I said. A pleasure and very much unexpected.

      “I just wanted to thank you for getting my daughter here safely.”

      “Of course, Sir,” I said. “It’s my job.”

      Noah leaned a hip against the table.

      “If you’re like the rest of us,” he said. “it’s more than a job.”

      I leaned back in my chair. I’d heard about Noah Worthington. He was a legend in the aviation world.

      He’d started as a commercial pilot. Bought himself a plane and in just a few short years created an empire.

      No one questioned his decisions and I personally knew of several pilots who wanted to fly for him.

      Working for Skye Travels was considered one of those almost unattainable jobs that somehow had become more coveted than flying for the commercial airlines.

      It wasn’t surprising. The big airlines had gotten too big to care about anything other than the bottom line.

      But Noah was still small enough and hands-on enough to provide personal attention to his pilots and he even took some passengers up himself.

      Or so I’d heard.

      “Actually right now, I’m so busy with contract work that I barely have time to think about anything other than getting from one airport to the next.”

      “My son-in-law, Kade Johnson, said you’re one of the best.”

      Kade. That would be Madison’s husband. I’d met him and we’d even had drinks one evening.

      I guess that was how I pulled this job.

      “That’s quite the compliment,” I said. “but I just do the best job I can.”

      “I like modesty in a competent man,” Noah said. “Can I take you to dinner? Maybe discuss some possibilities?”

      There was a time when I would have jumped at the opportunity to take on more work.

      But right now I was so busy the thought of adding even more work to my life made me almost nauseated.

      “I was actually going to take a couple of days. Look around.” I shrugged. “I grew up in Houston.”

      “I know,” Noah said.

      Ah. Noah had checked into my background. Now I was a little off-balance. Whatever the man had to discuss, it was serious enough that he’d taken the time to check into my background. To go far enough back to see that I grew up in Houston. Few people bothered to go that far back.

      Once they got back to my college years, they had everything they needed to know about me.

      I’d been considered the top student in my class. I’d ridden on that reputation until I’d made a new reputation as a contractor.

      “I’d like to talk with you,” Noah said. “And I happen to be free tonight.”

      “Alright,” I said. I wouldn’t mind having company for dinner. Besides curiosity got the best of me. What could Noah Worthington possibly want with me? He had a string of pilots coming right out of school with the sole goal of being hired on with him.

      It wasn’t like he was short on pilots.

      But he had been short in Denver. That was how I ended up here.

      “Good,” he said. “We can take my car. There’s a place called the Skyhouse across the street. Good food and good martinis.”

      “Skyhouse,” I said. “Yours?”

      Noah straightened.

      “Unfortunately, no. Though at times I wish I’d thought of it first. It’s actually good advertising for the both of us. Fortunately, the fellow who owns it is a good man.”

      Together Noah and I walked through the lobby of Skye Travels.

      And although I looked around for Madison’s sister, I didn’t see her anywhere.

      In fact, I didn’t see anyone else other than Helen sitting at the desk.

      “See you tomorrow, Helen,” Noah said as we walked past.

      Individual attention. That, I decided was Noah’s secret to success.

      How many owners of successful companies knew all the names of their employees?

      “Did you happen to meet my other daughter?” Noah asked, catching me off guard.

      I hoped my expression didn’t betray the level of guilt that I felt for thinking about the man’s daughter.

      “No,” I said. “She’s the one picking Madison up?

      “Yeah,” he said. “Brianna. They’re probably at the Skyhouse now. I’ll introduce you.”

      “Sure,” I said, trying to act nonchalant. But somehow I felt like Noah was setting me up with his own daughter.

      Wishful thinking. That’s all that was.

      No man in his right mind would set his daughter up with a man, much less a contract pilot from out of state.
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      We sat in a booth in the bar section of the restaurant. It was that time of day when people started to spill in. Not just passengers, flight staff, and pilots, but people off the street who purposely came here for the food and the good drinks, especially the martinis.

      My sister Madison was the oldest in the family so she was four years older than I was.

      And on top of that, our other sister Ainsley had been born right between us.

      So Madison and Ainsley had always been close. Then my younger sister Wynter was close to the youngest in the family, Quinn.

      So that made me literally the middle child in a family with five children.

      I wasn’t the typical middle child, though. I didn’t act out or work hard to get attention.

      Instead, I just sort of did my own thing.

      But Madison was easy to be around and easy to talk to.

      Probably had something to do with her being a psychologist.

      She was a good listener.

      But tonight she seemed a little distracted.

      Yet… she had a happy glow about her.

      “You look happy,” I said. “Marriage must agree with you.”

      “It does,” she said. “Kade and I are quite content.”

      “What can I get you two lovely ladies to drink?” John, a fairly new server stopped by our booth. John’s hair was just on the verge of being too long and he had a goatee.

      But the ladies seemed to like him, so apparently management hadn’t insisted that he change his appearance.

      Personally, I liked my men clean-shaven.

      And with that, my thoughts flashed to the handsome pilot who had flown my sister here.

      “The usual martini for you?” John asked.

      I wasn’t sure if he actually remembered that I like a martini. If he did, he had an excellent memory because I only came here every few weeks at most.

      Maybe it was just a ploy to make me think he remembered.

      “Yes please,” I said, idly picking up a menu. Not that I needed to even look at it. I always ordered one of two things and nothing on the menu ever changed. Why mess with perfection?

      “And for the other beautiful lady?” he asked Madison.

      “I’ll have a ginger ale with orange juice,” she said.

      Actually, I thought, maybe I would get something different tonight. Maybe I’d have the tuna sandwich.

      A ginger ale with orange juice.

      John had walked off before my sister’s words registered.

      “Ginger ale?” I asked, looking at her sideways. “You never…”

      Madison was grinning.

      I put both my hands flat on the table and leaned forward.

      “Madison,” I said. “Are you…?”

      “Yes,” Madison said. “Kade and I are going to have a baby.”

      “Oh. My. God. Momma is going to flip.”

      That explained why she was freaking glowing.

      My sister had gone and gotten herself pregnant.

      Momma and Daddy were going to go through the roof with excitement.

      Daddy had grandchildren from my half-sister Danielle, but this would be Momma’s first.

      In a way, I kinda felt sorry for Madison.

      Giving my parents their first grandchild together was going to give her a whole heck of a lot of attention. At least she lived in Denver. That would help.

      “I’m kinda flipping, too,” Madison said. “It’s amazingly exciting.”

      “Have you told anybody?” I asked.

      “Actually, you’re the first,” she said. “It’s the real reason Kade and I wanted to come down this weekend. To tell everyone.”

      “Wow.” Everything was changing. First Madison had gotten married. Now Ainsley was engaged. And we were about to have babies.

      “There’s Daddy now,” Madison said, sliding out of the booth.

      She was across the restaurant before I barely had time to register that Daddy was coming in through the door.

      Daddy grabbed Madison up in a big hug.

      And then I saw him.

      Daddy had brought the pilot with him. Jackson.

      My gaze locked with his and I felt my face flushing.

      I was already grinning with Madison’s exciting news.

      Now I found myself smiling at Jackson.

      And he was smiling back.

      Madison looked over her shoulder at me and then all three of them were coming this way.

      So much for our quiet sisterly dinner out.

      Daddy and the handsome pilot were coming to sit with us.
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      What I’d expected to be a quiet business dinner had suddenly become a family dinner.

      After quick introductions, Madison and Brianna sat on one side of the booth and I slid in with Noah sitting beside me.

      This setup put me directly across from Brianna.

      As everyone settled in, I studied Brianna.

      Her features were similar, but softer than her sister’s.

      The girls must look like their mother, because I honestly didn’t see Noah in either of them. Except maybe the eyes. Could be that I was just seeing what I wanted to see though.

      Altogether, they were a good-looking group.

      And this was only part of the family. I couldn’t help but wonder how the rest of the family fit in.

      Brianna and Madison exchanged a look. One of those private looks that only sisters could share.

      The server brought their drinks and Noah ordered two martinis for us. I’d mentioned on the ride over that the martini was my drink of choice and he’d assured me that this place had the best.

      Brianna was having a martini, but Madison was having a mimosa. That didn’t go unnoticed by Noah.

      “You didn’t want a martini?” Noah asked.

      Madison shrugged. “This is my new favorite,” she said.

      Noah grinned. “Already, living out in the west is changing you.”

      “A little maybe,” Madison said, with a small smile.

      And there was that look between sisters again.

      That was the instant I knew. To be so brilliant, Noah was clueless.

      His daughter was pregnant. And he didn’t even suspect a thing.

      It was impossible to tell a mimosa that had alcohol from one that had ginger ale—at least just by looking at them. But if I were a betting man, I’d bet Madison was avoiding alcohol.

      My gaze met Brianna’s again.

      Noah and Madison had moved on and were talking about Kade.

      They didn’t seem to notice that Brianna and I weren’t saying anything.

      Brianna had caught my attention from a distance, but she was even more beautiful up close.

      Her skin looked impossibly smooth and her eyes were clear and deep. She watched me with a depth I rarely saw.

      And those lips. Those lips that curved into a perfect bow had me thinking about things that would have Noah tossing me out on my ear.

      I shifted in my seat and pulled my gaze away from Brianna’s. If Noah had any inkling where my thoughts were headed, he wouldn’t be so generously allowing me to be a part of his unexpected family reunion.

      The server brought our martinis and Noah lifted a glass.

      “To family and new friends,” he said.

      With one sip, I knew Noah was right. The Skyhouse bartender knew what he was doing. This was one of the best martinis I’d ever had. Hands down.

      “I thought you had a flight today,” Madison said to Noah. “Are you just getting back?”

      “I had to dash up to the Dallas office. One of the pilots up there is having some personal problems.”

      “What kind of personal problems?” Madison asked.

      Noah leaned back in his chair. “Nothing that couldn’t be worked out.”

      As the small talk continued, I watched Brianna.

      When her gaze darted back to mine, I smiled.

      Her eyes widened and her lips curved up at the edges.

      I still didn’t know what Noah had wanted to talk with me about.

      And right now I wasn’t sure it mattered.

      I’d spend an evening looking at his daughter, Brianna, any night of the week.
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      The restaurant was crowded now. More so than usual.

      Daddy wasn’t supposed to be back until later. If I’d known he was going to be here, he could have picked Madison up.

      It worked out, though, because I was the only one who knew Madison’s secret. I was going to be an aunt.

      Daddy had noted that her drink was different, but he had no way of knowing that it was just ginger ale.

      My gaze snapped back to Jackson. It was hard to not look at him, especially when he was looking at me like he wanted to eat me right up.

      Still… I found myself wondering why Daddy had brought him to dinner. It wasn’t really surprising. Daddy was that way.

      It was part of why he always had a stack of resumes on his desk.

      Jackson had been the pilot who flew Madison in from Denver, so naturally Daddy would befriend him. It was what Momma would call southern hospitality.

      My sister Ainsley said she never dated pilots. I happened to know that she’d made that decision only after dating one. I didn’t know what happened, only that it had ended badly.

      Now she was engaged to a pilot. Sort of. Not sort of engaged, but sort of a pilot.

      He owned his own company with several locations and had his own airplane that he flew for himself.

      Actually Wyatt, as an entrepreneur, fit right in with my family. Like Daddy
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