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      Drake Rodgers believed in getting back on the horse.

      Using a diamond willow walking stick his sister Tara had brought him from her honeymoon in Alaska, Drake stepped over a fallen log.

      He made a mental note to send someone back with a chainsaw.

      Drake was still on light duty. If it was up to him, he’d take the chainsaw out of his truck right now and take care of it, but regulations were regulations.

      Besides, he wasn’t supposed to be back at work for another month, but his boss, Toby, was a childhood friend and had taken pity on him.

      He’d worked for the Department of Wildlife and Fisheries for five years. It had been a peaceful career until about six months ago when he’d been shot.

      Toby knew Drake well and knew that Drake needed to work more than he needed to be holed up in his house.

      Recuperating.

      More like wasting away.

      It had been a wet spring so far. There was more moss on the oak trees than usual. Whoever said moss only grew on one side of tree, never spent much time in the woods.

      The woods had a damp, but clean scent. He could smell the pine needles and wild honeysuckle as he walked down the dirt path.

      His footsteps were silent on the packed earth. He was still a little edgy about walking through the woods, but a man did what he had to do.

      The flutter of birds in the leaves overhead were the only sound.

      Walking through a stand of oaks, he noticed deer scrapes on the smaller oaks. The deer came here every year to scrape the velvet from their antlers. The poor oak trees would heal, but they’d always have scars.

      Like me.

      Drake’s phone chimed softly. It was time to head back to his truck.

      Family duty called.

      Since Drake’s father was the Bank of Marigold president, he had an excuse to not leave work. His mother had a little shop in town that kept her busy.

      Drake’s brother Matthew moved off years ago and lived in Dallas and now that his sister Tara had gotten married and moved out of the house, Drake was the only one left to do the airport pickups.

      With two pilots in the family now, it seemed like there was always somebody coming or going at the little airport — not much more than a little runway. But these days, it seemed busy as a highway.

      And it seemed like Drake was the only one with enough flexibility in his schedule to do the driving.

      He didn’t mind. Usually.

      Especially when he was able to amuse himself.

      As he made his way back to his truck, he remembered the day he’d met his sister-in-law, Isobel.

      Isobel had been his brother’s pilot that day. Matthew had torn his calf muscle and needed a flight home from Dallas.

      Drake had picked them up in his forty-year-old green truck. Sure, he could have used one of the family cars. The Jaguar or the BMW SUV. But where was the fun in that?

      Poor Isobel had tried to walk rather than get in the old truck.

      She’d relented, though, and found out that Drake’s truck wasn’t nearly so bad on the inside.

      Drake kept the old truck up and running. He’d put in new leather seats and even added seatbelts. The middle seatbelt was added after the incident with Isobel.

      The truck had belonged to his great-grandfather and Drake’s grandfather had even taught Drake to drive on the old thing.

      He had an official work truck, of course, but Drake preferred his old green truck.

      Especially when he had to do airport pickups.
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      Sara flew low over the thick verdant trees as she approached what passed for a runway.

      Coming from the Dallas airport, the little runway airports were always a culture shock.

      She kind of enjoyed the challenge, though, of the short runways. Sort of like parallel parking a car.

      The Cessna was a small four-passenger airplane. She’d have no problem bringing it in for a landing.

      And she carried a passenger who might even appreciate it.

      Isobel Rodgers, a pilot who also worked for Skye Travels. Her husband, Matthew Rodgers and she made this trip, no doubt, several times with Isobel at the yoke.

      Isobel’s doctor had taken her off flying until after the baby was born. Sara didn’t know the details — it wasn’t her place to know — but for some reason, Isobel was going to be staying in Marigold, Louisiana until after the baby was born.

      Matthew was sitting up front next to her while Isobel was napping in the back. That in itself told Sara how bad Isobel must be feeling.

      Sara was surprised she’d been assigned this particular flight.

      She’d only been with Skye Travels for two months and rarely soloed.

      Noah, the president of Skye Travels, had been giving her co-pilot duty until she got more experience under her.

      Sara was fresh out of school, but, not only had Sara come highly recommended by her university mentor — her mentor and Noah went way back. In fact, they’d actually gone to flight school together.

      There were a lot of legends surrounding Skye Travels and one of them was that Cupid’s Arrow had an affinity for Noah’s pilots.

      There was a number circulating in the rumor mill — an impossible number given that it was larger than the number of pilots flying for Noah — of pilots who’d found their spouses while working for Noah.

      Nonsense, of course.

      Nonetheless, Noah was great to work for. Everyone liked him. Passengers and pilots. He took care of his passengers as well as his pilots.

      His company had been called an empire by some.

      It was growing by leaps and bounds.

      Noah even had a plane based on Mackinac Island. One of his pilots lived there with his wife, so Noah had expanded his company to accommodate the pilot instead of cutting him loose.

      It had worked out well for everyone involved. It gave Noah a thriving business near the Canadian border. Not bad for a guy from Dallas.

      Everyone said Noah’s wife Savannah had a lot to do with Noah’s success. Savannah lived in Alabama. She was a psychologist and they had a little girl.

      Needless to say, Noah spent a lot of time air-commuting.

      But Savannah had a thriving practice in Alabama with lots of professional contacts that she wasn’t willing to give up. At the same time Noah was already getting his company off the ground when he and Savannah got back together.

      On top of that, Noah’s adult child, Danielle lived in California with a child of her own.

      Sara was constantly in awe of how they made all this work.

      It looked simple from the outside, but Sara could only imagine the level of behind the scenes planning that must go on in the background to make Noah’s life work.

      And that wasn’t even including the schedules he had to juggle with his pilots.

      Fortunately, he had a wonderful assistant who seemed to keep everything running smoothly.

      Sara was just glad her life was simple.

      She had an apartment in Dallas. Her family was there. And her work was there.

      Everything was simple.

      Exactly the way she liked it.

      “Nice landing,” Matthew said as the wheels touched the ground and she taxied to the end of the runway.

      “Thanks,” she said, with a quick smile. “Is anyone picking us up?”
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      Drake was never on time.

      It wasn’t intentional. At least not exactly.

      Everyone seemed to think that since his job was merely taking walks through the woods, he must have lots of free time.

      They didn’t seem to understand that flexibility and free time were two different things.

      Since he had to pick up his brother and Isobel from the airport, he would be working late to make up for it.

      He had to go back into the woods and pick up where he’d left off.

      Definitely added to how long it took him to get his job done.

      But family was first.

      Even clueless family

      He turned down the road so narrow it should have been a one lane road to the airport.

      He needed to walk this tract one day soon.

      There was a rumor that there was a white deer living in this area. If that was true, then this would go on his list of areas to keep an eye on.

      He might as well put the area on his list since he was out here at the airport at least every month, sometimes more, anyway.

      That was the thing about being part of a close family. They were always coming home. For a while, Matthew had only come home once a year. Being a professional baseball player, he hadn’t had the time.

      Matthew also had avoided Marigold for another reason. He hadn’t wanted to get stuck here.

      Matthew was the one who had always wanted to get out of here. Father wanted him to follow his footsteps into the banking world.

      But Matthew avoided it with everything he had.

      Being the second son, Father gave up on Drake a lot more easily.

      Besides, it was obvious that Drake was never going to work at a desk.

      Drake’s mother was just happy that Drake, even though he’d left for a few years, had come home.

      The airplane was already there — as he knew it would be — when he rounded the curve and the trees opened up to reveal the runway.

      He wasn’t too late, though. The plane’s motor was still running.

      He parked his truck and stepped out.

      Isobel was going to be staying with them until after the baby came.

      With Matthew traveling so much, Isobel was going to need help.

      It was natural that she’d come here.

      Drake’s mother was in the process of interviewing people now. Someone to run her shop while she played nursemaid to Isobel.

      He hadn’t seen his mother this excited since the day she’d opened the shop.

      Matthew stepped out of the plane first and stretched.

      Though he’d torn his calf muscle a little over a year ago, he’d healed up nicely. If he had any residual pain, he’d never tell a soul. He wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize his career as a baseball player.

      Matthew saw him and smiled, then looked over at the old green truck and frowned.

      Drake shrugged. Isobel didn’t mind the truck. She was used to it.

      Matthew turned back and helped Isobel out of the plane.

      Isobel was pregnant alright.

      There was a definite baby bubble on her thin figure.

      Drake grinned. This was going to be fun.

      Isobel stepped out of the plane and after Matthew said something to her, she glanced over at Drake’s truck and she, too, frowned.

      Seriously? The truck was perfectly safe.

      Alright, it didn’t have the airbags the newer cars had.

      He’d neglected to think about that. Well… he wouldn’t make that mistake again.

      It was just… no one had complained about it since that first time he’d picked up Isobel.

      He took off his cap and slapped it against his thigh.

      Then walked, with that sight limp he’d probably always have since the accident, over to the plane.

      About three yards away from the plane, he froze.

      Isobel hadn’t been the pilot.

      A slight girl, with an elfish build, stepped out the pilot’s door.

      He probably should have noticed that Isobel had stepped out of the passenger side of the plane. But he’d been too busy noticing that she was as big as a house.

      When the girl’s feet hit the ground, she looked around. Her gaze flitted to his truck then settled on him. And she did not look amused.

      Drake was in trouble.
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      Normally when they landed at an airport, there was a car to pick up her and her passengers. Sometimes they rode together, but not always. It depended.

      Either way, it was usually a taxi or a limo or sometimes even a family member.

      Most airports had a car that the pilot could borrow to grab some lunch at a nearby restaurant if they were flying right back out.

      It was a nice break and a welcomed change of scenery.

      When she was first licensed, she and one of her pilot guy friends, would rent a plane, fly to a city somewhere, borrow the car, grab a hamburger, and fly home.

      After renting the airplane, a hamburger was usually all they could afford.

      But it was all about the experience. The excitement of flying somewhere new.

      After all, it was all about the flying.

      Sara actually sometimes enjoyed visiting different cities more than the flying itself, but she never told anyone that.

      All pilots loved flying more than anything else.

      But once the plane was in the air, it could get a little boring.

      This is the first time Sara had ever arrived at an airport where the only available vehicle was an ancient green truck that must be fifty years old.

      She took a deep breath. There were always other options.

      Matthew took Isobel’s hand and stood in front of the driver of the green truck.

      “You brought the truck,” Matthew said.

      “I always bring the truck,” the driver said.

      “Drake,” Isobel said. “There are three of us.”

      Drake crossed his arms. “I see that,” he said. “We’ll fit.”

      Matthew was shaking his head.

      “I thought Isobel was doing the flying,” Drake said at his brother’s blistering stare.

      “It’s ok,” Sara said, pulling out her phone. “I’ll get a cab.”

      Isobel exchanged a look with Matthew.

      “Don’t even waste your time,” Isobel said to Sara. “Been there. Done that.”

      Sara just stood there. Holding her phone in one hand. Looking at the situation. There had to be a solution. There was always a solution.

      She was scheduled to fly back tomorrow. She had to fly north in the morning and pick up a passenger in Little Rock to take back to Dallas with her.

      It was a more efficient use of time than flying all the way back to Dallas and then out to Little Rock again in the morning.

      Sara had a reservation at the inn in town.

      She planned on walking the little town this afternoon.

      She kept a journal and wrote down her impressions of every town she visited.

      One day, she’d make a list of all the places she visited.

      If it was a fly in and fly out only, she wrote it down, but didn’t count it.

      She liked to see the towns connected to the airports. Get a feel for the people. The culture.

      “I’ll just fly back,” Sara said, grabbing at the most obvious solution.

      Matthew nodded.

      “There’s room in the truck,” Drake said.

      Matthew glared at him. “Do you remember when we had four of us in that truck? You. Me. Jonathan. And Dad. How crowded it was.”

      “It wasn’t bad,” Drake said. “It’s not like we have far to go. Besides, the girls are smaller than Jonathan and Dad.”

      Matthew glanced down at his wife. “Have you looked at Isobel lately?”

      Isobel elbowed Matthew in the ribs. Then looked pointedly at Sara.

      “You can’t fly back to Dallas tonight,” Isobel said.

      “I’ll just call the office. I’m sure it’s fine,” Sara said.

      “I suggest you check the radar before you do that,” Isobel said.

      Sara turned her back to the group. The weather in Dallas was erratic, but the last time she’d checked, it was fine.

      She opened her app and her stomach sank.

      There was a thunderstorm sitting on top of the Dallas/Fort Worth area. Where had that come from?

      She lowered her phone. Let out a slow breath.

      She could hear them arguing behind her. Drake insisted that the four of them could ride in the truck. Isobel and Matthew were against it.

      Sara ignored them and walked to the truck, peaked inside. It had no backseat. Two regular seatbelts. One for the driver and one for the passenger. It looked like it had a waist belt in the middle.

      It certainly wasn’t the safest option, but they’d have
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