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      This was not happening.

      Not in a hundred years.

      I stared at the schedule on the computer screen in front me. The caller on the other end of the phone line forgotten.

      The least of my problems.

      I forgot to breathe. Or maybe I just couldn’t get any air.

      How many Kade Johnsons were there?

      How many Kade Samuel Johnsons?

      How many Kade Samuel Johnsons who were pilots?

      “Hello?”

      Right. I was scheduling a flight for Markus Peters. One of Skye Travel’s best customers.

      Shit.

      “I’m so sorry Mr. Peters. There was a glitch in the phone line.” There was actually a glitch in my brain.

      It had been eight years since I’d seen Kade Johnson.

      Eight years.

      And not a day in those eight years had passed that I hadn’t had at least a fleeting thought of Kade Johnson in one way or another.

      I put Mr. Peters on speaker and keyed in his information. He now had a flight to Florida with his family scheduled for Friday.

      With Kade Johnson in the pilot’s seat.

      My little brother, Quinn, was going to hear about this. Had Quinn lost his mind?

      "Thank you, Mr. Peters, for flying Skye Travels. We'll see you Friday."

      I clicked off the phone and looked toward the conference room.

      Fortunately for Quinn, he was tied up in a meeting for the next… I glanced at my watch… hour or so.

      And by then, I’d be heading out.

      It was only my first day on the job—sort of, but I’d been doing this work on and off, since I was a senior in high school.

      A questionable perk of being the boss’s daughter.

      My father, Noah Worthington, believed his children should work like everyone else.

      He didn’t want us growing up soft, living off his money. And all five of his children had careers.

      The only questionable one, though, was my little brother Quinn.

      He’d gotten his business degree, then somehow slid right into the company as vice-president.

      He claimed to be following in our father’s footsteps, but I seemed to be the only one who noticed that Quinn had never flown an airplane.

      Our father, however, was a well-known and respected pilot and had formed his company, Skye Travels, based on that reputation.

      I could see the tarmac from here. Close enough that the office carried the comforting scent of jet fuel. But right now even that wasn’t enough to calm my nerves.

      I had to get through the next hour. Then I could figure out what to do about this Kade Johnson thing.

      I straightened up what was going to be my workspace for the next three months and checked my phone messages.

      I had one text from my best friend Emily.

      EMILY: Are you off yet?

      ME: Not yet. One hour left.

      EMILY: Drinks at the Skyhouse?

      She completely read my mind. I’d only been back in town a few days and hadn’t seen my best friend yet.

      ME: OMG. Yes.

      EMILY: See you there.

      My fingers hovered over the keys. But I set my phone down. I wasn’t ready to tell her about Kade. I was still processing it myself and I didn’t need Emily’s opinion tossed into my brain just yet.

      Quinn stuck his head out of the conference room across the hall.

      “Madison? Would you make some copies for us?”

      “Of course.” I put a big fake smile on my face for the benefit of the two men who were meeting with Quinn as I took the envelope from him.

      The men were from a big marketing firm and Quinn was meeting them to set up a contract. I had to give Quinn credit. He was good at schmoozing.

      But seriously. Quinn was taking advantage of me.

      I should have a nameplate made for the receptionist desk.

      Dr. Madison Worthington.

      I squared my shoulders. I'd done it to myself. I was the one who’d volunteered to help out until he could hire someone for the summer. And then I’d be the one to train the new person.

      The receptionist they’d had for years had retired last week. I had trained her myself during the summer before I left for graduate school. I seriously think she waited until she knew I was coming in for the summer before she announced it.

      I didn’t blame her. This way I was the one doing the training.

      My father’s work ethic was firmly cemented in my psyche.

      I didn’t begrudge it. That work ethic was what had gotten me through undergrad in three years. Then graduate school.

      After getting my license to practice psychology, I’d done some teaching at Houston Community College and discovered that I liked it. Okay. Loved it.

      At first, I couldn’t believe they were paying me to do something that was so much fun.

      It hadn’t taken me long to land a full-time teaching job.

      In Denver.

      I had three months before I had to show up for new faculty orientation.

      Since I already had my apartment secured, I had some time on my hands.

      The copy room was at the other end of the office suite. Past the elevator.

      Just as I stepped past the elevator, it dinged.

      Skye Travels was known for not only its efficiency, but also its Houston hospitality.

      I turned, holding the brown envelope Quinn had handed me against my chest and prepared to greet whoever stepped off the elevator.

      But also, Quinn was waiting.

      I took a step backwards.

      The elevator doors opened.

      And I froze.

      Kade Samuel Johnson stepped off the elevator.

      I was having that breathing problem again.

      Maybe I should see a doctor about that.

      But I already knew it was full-fledged anxiety.

      And I knew how to treat it. I was a psychologist after all.

      Take a deep breath.

      Kade stepped out of the elevator. Stopped and looked right at me.

      It was almost like he’d known I was standing there.

      He wouldn't have known, of course.

      Couldn’t have known.

      He looked at me blankly.

      He didn’t even recognize me.

      We’d been together for three years and he didn’t even recognize me.

      I clamped down every thought that came to my head.

      Kade worked here now.

      My stupid, inconsiderate, clueless brother had hired him.

      So I just turned around.

      I turned around and continued to the copy room.

      I wasn’t about to let Kade Johnson know that I’d thought about him every day when he couldn’t even have the decency to recognize me.

      Sure. It had been eight years.

      Sure. Instead of actually breaking up, we’d drifted apart.

      But still.

      I stepped into the copy room and opened the envelope.

      My hands were shaking too much for me to do the simple task of pulling the papers out of the envelope and my eyes wouldn’t focus.

      Damn it.

      This was not going to get the best of me.

      I yelped as the envelope sliced across my right index finger giving me a paper cut.

      I dropped the envelope onto the copier and stuck my bleeding finger in my mouth.

      When I’d gotten up this morning, I’d had no idea that this would be the day I’d see Kade Johnson again.

      And all the psychological training in the world was useless.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            KADE JOHNSON

          

        

      

    

    
      I recognized Madison immediately, of course.

      But I swear my body knew she was there before I did.

      As soon as the elevator dinged and the door opened, it knew.

      I’d always liked the scent of jet fuel, but it had never been a turn on.

      Not like that.

      It was definitely Madison.

      By the time my brain caught up, she’d turned around and walked away.

      My first instinct was to follow her. And I even took two steps forward before my logical brain reminded me that my instinct was eight years out of date.

      She’d always been pretty. With a quick smile.

      But the Madison who’d just walked away from me was not pretty. She was drop dead gorgeous.

      Long, brunette mermaid hair. That perfect heart-shaped face. Lips that naturally turned up at the corners.

      And a tight black skirt that did everything to remind me what I knew about that body beneath it.

      She was wearing a white button-down shirt tucked into that skirt, revealing her narrow waist.

      I bet I could still wrap my hands around that waist.

      But I worked here now. And she was the boss’s daughter.

      I had to keep it together.

      And keep it in my pants.

      I needed a minute before I walked down to reception to meet up with Quinn.

      The last thing I needed was to walk into my new office with a hard-on.

      I’d only met Quinn Worthington once and during the interview calls, neither one of us had mentioned my previous relationship with his sister. It was possible he didn’t even remember me from back then.

      Not likely. But certainly possible.

      He was younger than I was. Five years? Maybe more.

      And when I’d been with Madison, Quinn had been away at a boarding school or some such to prep him for college.

      It occurred to me then that Quinn might have hired me without telling Madison.

      And if Madison worked here…

      I thought she’d be far away from here by now.

      I’d seen enough social media updates—not stalking—to know that she’d finished her degree in psychology.

      She’d finished it just like she’d set out to do.

      Madison completed everything she set out to do. It was one of the many things I admired about her.

      Unfortunately, though, it had been the end of our relationship.

      We’d decided not to do the whole long distance thing.

      I don’t know what she’d been thinking, but I always sort of thought we were on a break.

      I’d dated, of course. It had been eight years after all and a man had needs.

      But I’d never let myself get serious with anyone.

      Was it because of Madison?

      Not that I would ever admit it.

      I turned left and went toward what looked like a lobby. All my interviews and discussions had been via FaceTime. My reputation was good enough to get me a job anywhere in the industry.

      But life happened and I needed to be closer to home.

      There was no one at the receptionist’s desk. Quinn was in the glass-walled conference room on the other end of the lobby with two men.

      I took a seat on one of the little sofas in the spacious lobby. This whole side of the office had floor to ceiling windows overlooking the tarmac.

      I had an involuntary little sense of excitement. This third floor office space was perfect.

      I should have known Noah Worthington would do it right. The man had gone from being a commercial pilot—like me—to owning a fleet of small jets. He had started out in Dallas/Fort Worth, but for some unknown reason, he’d moved his main office to Houston.

      Rumors suggested it had something to do with his wife Savannah. And apparently they were living in Houston now.

      The receptionist must have already left for the day. Not a problem. I didn’t have anything else I had to do today.

      I stretched out my legs and pulled out my iPad. Scrolled idly through my emails.

      But. Damn it. I couldn’t concentrate.

      Madison was somewhere in this office. I know she recognized me, but she’d turned walked away.

      At the sound of feminine heels coming toward me from the elevator area, I looked up.

      And watched as Madison walked straight toward me.

      I stood up. Bad idea.

      All the blood had rushed to my center.

      Then she smiled and I nearly came undone.
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      Kade Johnson had gotten even more handsome with age. But it was like that with guys.

      He was wearing black slacks and a white button-down shirt. Basic pilot attire. Same basic outfit I was wearing except that I was wearing a skirt and heels, of course.

      Was that why I had butterflies in my stomach? Just because we were wearing the same kind of clothes?

      Of course not. Sometimes I put too much into all the psychological theories that had been hammered into my head.

      He recognized me now. I could see it all over his face.

      It had certainly taken him long enough.

      I afforded him the same hospitality I’d give anyone visiting my father’s company.

      Only, he was doing more than just visiting. And since I was going to be working here for the next three months, I had no choice but to be cordial.

      We’d parted as friends and promised to stay in touch.

      That promise had been made eight years ago and I hadn’t heard from him since that day we’d said good-bye in the parking lot of our favorite taco pub.

      “Hello Kade,” I said.

      “Hello Madison.” He smiled back.

      I was impressed by how quickly he’d recovered from not recognizing me.

      “You’re working here now.”

      “What are you doing here?”

      We both spoke at the same time.

      We’d always had an uncanny kind of sync.

      Was that how his first day and my first day were the same?

      But no, I was being fanciful. I’d worked here on and off as needed over the years and this was the first time Kade had shown up.

      It was just a weird quirk of chance.

      Unless…

      I narrowed my eyes in the direction of the conference room.

      Had Quinn orchestrated this?

      “Quinn didn’t tell you, did he?” Kade asked, echoing my thoughts.

      “No,” I said. “But I saw your name on the schedule.”

      “Quinn moves fast,” he said.

      “We don’t like to waste time here at Skye Travels.” I held the envelope with the copies close to my chest. Like a shield.

      “It’s good to see you,” he said. “But, seriously, what are you doing here?”

      “Working,” I said. “If you’ll excuse me, I have to get these to Quinn.”

      I turned and walked straight for the conference door.

      Quinn met me there and took the papers off my hands.

      I went back to the reception desk, took my seat, and put the headset back on.

      I did all this without glancing at Kade one single time.

      I could do this.

      I could be around him and not focus on him.

      I was very pleased with my progress so far.

      “Why aren’t you somewhere straightening out lives?”

      I jumped back, stifling a yelp.

      Kade was leaning on the counter, smiling at me.

      In my efforts to not look at him, I hadn’t seen him move over to the reception desk.

      Maybe this was going to be a bit harder than I thought.
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      “What makes you think I’m not straightening out lives here?”

      I laughed. “I’m sure you straighten out lives wherever you go.”

      Maybe coming over here hadn’t been the best idea.

      Although I had admired her from a distance, I wasn’t quite prepared for looking into those green eyes of hers up close.

      She had the oddest expression on her face. I couldn’t quite tell if it was curiosity… or amusement… or desire.

      Being a man, I opted for desire.

      “I thought you were supposed to be in Denver,” I said.

      “Denver. How would you know that?”

      How would I know that indeed? “I read it somewhere.” Ok. I’d given away my hand. So now she knew I’d kept up with her, at least enough to know that.

      “Have you been cyber stalking me?” she asked, narrowing her eyes.

      I pulled back with a feigned wounded look. “You know,” he said. “If you’d keep your accounts a little more updated, I would have known that you were here and not in Denver.”

      She shrugged. “I—”

      The phone rang and she deftly tapped a key on the computer.

      “Skye Travels. This is Madison Worthington. How can I help you?”

      She was using her maiden name and she wasn’t wearing a ring. Two things social media had gotten right.

      I put my elbows on the counter and watched her work.

      I liked the way her face flushed, knowing I was watching her. It made me think of other things that made her flush.

      Then the conference door opened and Quinn followed the two men out.

      I nodded at the two men in fancy suits as they passed, noting that they wore that satisfied expression men wore when they felt like they’d gotten a good deal.

      Quinn stepped up to me.

      “Nice to meet you in person,” he said, holding out a hand.

      I shook his hand and didn’t tell him that we’d actually met one time before.

      It explained why he hadn’t told Madison about me.

      Madison was watching our interaction as she finished up her phone call.

      Quinn glanced at his watch. “Instead of meeting in my office, why don’t we have a drink? There’s a little bar across the street called the Skyhouse.”

      “Sure,” I said. “Is the Skyhouse part of Skye Travels?”

      Quinn looked blankly at me for a moment. “No,” he said. “Just a coincidence. Wait here while I close up my office.”

      “Take your time,” I said, then turned my attention back to Madison.

      She’d taken off her headset and was shutting everything down for the night.

      “Come with us,” I said.

      Her fingers froze as she met my gaze. “I can’t. I already have plans.” Then she looked back down, pulling out her handbag.

      “Another time then,” I said.

      Before she could answer, Quinn was coming back toward us.

      “All ready to go?” he asked, not even noticing that he was interrupting.

      My gaze locked with Madison’s and held.

      She hadn’t said no outright.

      I took that as a good sign.
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      I was a heartbeat away from canceling.

      And I would have, too, if Emily hadn’t sent me a text right before I walked out the door.

      EMILY: I got us a great table off to the side. Our favorite one.

      I had ridden the elevator down with Quinn and Kade. I’d just left them to go to my car when the text came in.

      My fingers hovered over the keys as I watched the two men get into Quinn’s car.

      Going to the same place was not a good idea.

      But Quinn was driving Kade over to the tarmac before going up to the bar, so I had time to get in and maybe get out before they showed up.

      ME: I’m on my way.

      The Skyhouse was close enough that I could have walked, but that would have meant crossing six lanes of Houston traffic. Never a good idea.

      Driving across six lanes of traffic was bad enough. Fortunately, Texas was u-turn friendly, making it not so bad.

      It had been about six months since I’d seen Emily. Way too long.

      The Skyhouse wasn’t crowded tonight. There were just enough people to give it a little buzz of energy. Mostly businessmen waiting for their flights or having airport meetings.

      I recognized one pilot sitting at the bar. Probably just landed.

      Emily waved when I walked through the door. But she was right. She was sitting at our favorite table. It was off to the side giving us a perfect view to people watch.

      I gave her a quick hug and we picked up like we’d just seen each other yesterday.

      “You cut your hair,” I said.

      Emily might not be a natural blonde, but the color suited her perfectly. Her straight hair swept her shoulders.

      “Thanks,” she said, turning her head to show off her hair’s healthy bounce. “You like?”

      “I like very much.”

      Emily looked good no matter what she wore or how she wore her hair.

      But she looked especially good tonight.

      Where I was still wearing work clothes, she wore her red dress. The one that showed off her slim figure perfectly.

      “And you’ve been growing your hair,” she said.

      I nodded. “I know you remember what happened when I tried going short.”

      Emily scrunched up her nose. “Couldn’t forget. It looks good,” she said as the bartender set our drinks down. “I ordered for you.”

      “Thanks.” I slid the dirty martini with extra olives toward me. One thing about Emily. I could always count on her to tell me the truth about everything from hair to clothes to boys.

      I glanced toward the door. “I can’t stay long,” I said, hating the disappointment that swept over Emily’s features.

      But she shrugged it off. “Got a date?” she asked.

      “No,” I said. “I don’t have a date.” I had the opposite of a date. I was in avoidance mode.

      And I should probably just tell her because she’d figure it out anyway.

      I sipped the drink. The Skyhouse had THE best martinis. Hands down.

      “There’s something I should probably tell you,” I said.

      “Hey,” Emily said, peering past me toward the door.

      My stomach dropped.

      I knew what she was talking about before she even said anything.

      “Is that…?” She looked back at me with a look of accusation that should have been humorous.

      But I had a hand over my cheek, my head turned away from the door.

      I didn’t say a word, but I didn’t have to.

      “It is,” she said in a stage whisper, though no one could have heard her anyway. “And you didn’t tell me.”

      I laughed. “Emily,” I said. “I just got here and I was just about to tell you.”

      Emily sat back, holding her drink in one hand. “You didn’t know, did you?”

      God. That’s what happened when you stayed best friends with the same person from Kindergarten all the way to age thirty.

      It was like we shared brain waves.

      She took a quick sip of her drink and leaned forward. “So… catch me up.”

      I waited as Quinn and Kade took a seat at the bar. I wasn’t watching them. Wasn’t going to watch them.

      “There’s nothing to tell,” I said.

      But Emily watched the men.

      “Stop it,” I said. “They’re going to feel you watching them.”

      She waved a hand. “That’s not a thing. You can’t feel someone watching you.”

      I narrowed my gaze at her. “Are you really going to go toe-to-toe with me on this?”

      “Alright,” Emily said with a smile. “Dr. Worthington. If you say it’s a thing, it’s a thing.”

      But she kept staring.

      And just as I predicted, Quinn turned around and looked in our direction.

      I turned my face away. “See. I told you.”

      Emily held up a hand in greeting. Something had happened between her and Quinn, but oddly enough, she’d never told me about it.

      And I didn’t press her, because, well, he was my brother and I wasn’t sure I wanted to know.

      She put both hands on the table. “So what’s up with you and Kade Johnson?”

      I shook my head, but Kade was looking this way.
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      The Skyhouse was an upscale bar right across the street from the Worthington’s private terminal.

      It wasn’t very crowded. According to Quinn, that was typical.

      It was baffling to me that Quinn didn’t know who I was.

      That I’d dated his older sister in college.

      But—and I dealt with his type all the time—he was more focused on meeting and greeting than anything else.

      Hell, if I hadn’t known better, I would have thought he was a politician.

      He knew a third of the people in here. Mostly men.

      He was in mid-sentence, saying something about training schedules that I was more familiar with than he would ever be, when he stopped talking.

      He was staring over at a private booth I hadn’t noticed before.

      There was a woman with short blonde hair sitting there. She held up a hand in greeting.

      Quinn, just finished off his drink and shoved the empty glass aside.

      Then I saw the other woman.

      It was Madison.

      Just seeing her seemed to set my whole system on fire.

      It was like she had some kind of magnetic pull on me.

      I still didn’t know how I’d just let her walk away eight years ago.

      The stupidness of youth.

      Now it seemed that fate had brought us back together.

      But she wasn’t looking at me.

      Her friend was. Her friend looked at me and said something to Madison.

      Madison shook her head.

      So that was her previous engagement?

      “Who’s Madison’s friend?” I asked.

      Quinn, who had been so talkative and open about everything else just shrugged. “Nobody. Look,” he said. “I need to head out. Can I give you a ride across the street?”

      The Worthington building was just across the street, but with traffic like it was, I could see why they didn’t walk. That was unfortunate.

      It would have been fitting if Noah had put this Skyhouse on the top floor of his building. It made me wonder…

      “Sure,” I said. “Just give me a minute.”

      If Quinn left without me, I’d find my way back to my car.

      Crossing a few lanes of traffic was nothing for a seasoned pilot like me.

      But he just shrugged and ordered another drink.

      “Want one?” he asked.

      “No. Thanks. One’s my limit. Gotta drive.”

      I kept my eyes on Madison as I walked toward the girls’ table.

      That’s when I realized I knew that blonde.

      It was Emily. Madison’s childhood friend.

      Unlike Madison, Emily had changed a lot. She looked… jaded.

      But she wasn’t my concern.

      I stopped at the table.

      Madison straightened and looked right at me.

      “Hi.” She smiled, looking a bit guilty. Or maybe I just imagined it.

      Either way, that innocent smile nearly took my breath away.

      “Hi,” I said. “Hello Emily.” I added, acknowledging Madison’s friend.

      Emily didn’t say anything. Just sat back and watched.

      I started to ask Madison for her phone. But a phone was too impersonal, no matter how modern.

      So I asked for her hand.

      Pulling a pen out of my inside coat pocket, I held out my hand.

      I clicked the pen with a little smile.

      She just looked at me.

      I smiled. “Your hand. Can I borrow your hand?”

      “You—” But she stopped herself and held out her hand.

      I held her hand palm up. I hadn’t prepared myself for the feel of her skin against mine.

      For the onslaught of memories that my whole system had to deal with. Not the least of which was the hardness that reminded me of so many other things. Right on cue.

      Using careful pen strokes, I wrote my phone number across the palm of her hand.

      Still holding her hand, I grinned at her. “In case you need private tutoring,” I said.
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      Math wasn’t my favorite subject.

      Sure. I could do it, but it just seemed like a waste of time.

      That’s what calculators were for, after all.

      I sat in one of the computer labs in Wiley Tower at Louisiana Tech University.

      The sun was coming in through the eighth floor window, sending dust sparkles through the room, but the sun did nothing to decrease the musty scent of the older building.

      The building always smelled like ink. Ink and old books.

      I had about two more pages of homework to do, then I could get out of here. Get something to eat before class.

      But I was having trouble with my concentration.

      The guy sitting next to me was tapping on a keyboard. The keyboard tapping didn’t bother me. It just blended into the background.

      But about every five minutes or so, he’d stop and click the top of his pen for a few seconds.

      Every time he did this, I lost my train of thought and had to start over.

      This time, his pen clicking for a few seconds was turning into at least a minute.

      I tapped my fingers on the desk. Looked at the math problem again, but my brain couldn’t pick the threads back up.

      “Do you mind?” I blurted.

      “What?” he asked, but the clicking stopped.

      “I’m trying to concentrate.”

      I took a deep breath and went back to the beginning of the math problem and started over. But I already knew it was futile.

      The clicking started again.

      I slammed my book closed. There was no use in even trying to get this done. My thoughts were scattered.

      “Oh,” he said. “You meant this.” He clicked his pen again. Twice.

      “Yes,” I said, still not looking at him.

      I waited for him to apologize, but he didn’t.

      I was just about to open my book and give it one last try. The homework was due in four hours, so I couldn’t put it off much longer.

      But he clicked his pen again.

      “Okay,” I said, grabbing my backpack and tossing my books inside.

      He laughed and I turned to look at him for the first time.

      As a freshman, I knew he was at least a sophomore. Maybe even a junior.

      Freshmen could tell those things.

      He was wearing blue jeans, clean white sneakers, and a blue t-shirt with Tech splashed across it in red ink.

      And he was smiling at me with a devilish crooked grin.

      My eyes locked onto his and I all but forgot to breathe.

      His eyes were a stunning blue. Like a perfectly clear blue sky.

      He was absolutely handsome. But unfortunately, he knew it.

      I zipped my backpack.

      “You know,” he said. “I’m actually really good at math.”

      “Okay,” I said. “I’m glad to hear that.”

      He leaned back in his chair with obvious confidence. But I had to admit he was charming.

      Dangerously charming.

      “Maybe I can help.” He nodded in the direction of my backpack.

      “I don’t need help. I just need quiet time to concentrate.”

      “I’m sorry,” he said. “At least let me make it up to you.”

      I looked at him sideways. Shook my head. “I’ll just do it later.”

      “Come on. At least let me help you with that word problem.”

      While I thought he’d been working, he’d been watching me.

      I wondered if that was weird.

      It didn’t feel weird.

      Follow your instincts, my grandmother always said.

      I glanced at my watch.

      “It’s due for my 1:00 class.”

      He motioned with his hand. “It’s an easy one.”

      I didn’t answer.

      “Come on. I owe you one.”

      It was his fault I wasn’t getting my work done.

      “Okay,” I said. “But I do know how to work math problems.”

      “I always found math more interesting as a team sport.”

      I snorted, then laughed. “Math a sport?”

      But I pulled out my book and my notebook.

      “You are obviously going about math the wrong way.”

      “Obviously,” I said to myself.

      I’d never thought about math homework being fun. It was just something to get done and out of the way.

      He started out by reading the math problem out loud and drawing some stick figures next to his version of a train.

      He had me laughing.

      Then he leaned back and looked at me.

      “So?” he asked. “What’s the answer?”

      I looked down at his drawings with a smile I didn’t seem to be able to stop.

      I gave him a number.

      “All right.” He held up a hand for a high-five and I pressed my palm ever so briefly against his. “Easy, huh?”

      “Actually, yes,” I said.

      “Let’s do the next one.”

      It took me a minute to focus. Now, it wasn’t his pen clicking that had me distracted. It was my fingers. They were tingling from his touch.

      Forty-five minutes later, we had all my homework done. I probably could have done it in thirty minutes—in a quiet room. But I was entertained by his animated drawings as he went through each problem.

      “Thank you,” I said as wrote down the answer to the last problem.

      “The pleasure was mine,” he said.

      I looked at him from beneath my lashes. Not something a typical college student would say.

      “I’ll let you get back to doing whatever it is you’re doing,” I said, tucking my books into my backpack again.

      His computer had gone to screensaver mode, so I had no idea what it was he’d been doing.

      “Can I borrow your hand?” he asked before I had time to stand up.

      “Excuse me?”

      He was wearing that crooked grin again.

      “Your hand. May I?”

      I held out my hand and he turned it over palm up. Then with his other hand, he picked up his pen, clicked it twice, and started to write some numbers on my palm.

      Finished, he released my hand and winked at me.

      “In case you need private tutoring.”
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      I watched as Kade walked back to my brother. Quinn was waiting impatiently.

      I could tell by the way he was tapping his foot and looking in our direction. I was surprised he wasn’t glaring at us, but he was watching Emily.

      Emily didn’t seem to notice.

      But when Kade turned and started back in his direction, Quinn put a smile on his face and stood up.

      Emily sat forward and waved her hand in front of her face.

      “OMG. Madison.”

      “What?” I asked, but my gaze was still on Kade and my hand still tingled from his touch.

      “Kade was cute in college, but he’s smoking hot now.”

      I watched them until they walked out the door.

      Kade didn’t look back. I was a little disappointed, but my brother was rushing him along.

      I looked down at the numbers on my hand.

      “He’s done this before,” I said, thinking out loud.

      Emily looked at my hand, then smiled slowly.

      “I remember,” she said slowly. “And how long was it before you called him?”

      “I didn’t.” I smiled a little. “I didn’t have to.”

      Emily picked up her glass, but it was empty. “Kade always was resourceful.”

      Then Emily picked up my phone and held it front of my face to unlock it.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I’m putting his number in your phone,” she said, glancing from my palm to the phone. “I know how stubborn you can be.”

      “I’m not stubborn.”

      She held the phone up. “Double check the numbers.”

      I did. And, of course, they were right. 409-753-7593.

      Emily took two mints out of her handbag. Handed one to me.

      “You have to call him,” she said.

      I took a sip of my drink, but I’d lost my taste for it. I shoved it aside and ate the mint instead.

      “Actually,” I said. “I don’t.”

      Emily made an exasperated face at me.

      I just smiled. “I don’t. Because Kade just went to work at Skye Travels.”

      I didn’t hear Emily’s response.

      All I could hear was the blood pounding in my ears as I realized the significance of what I’d just said.

      I would be seeing Kade every day at work all summer.

      “That explains why he’s with Quinn,” Emily said, her words finally penetrating my dazed brain.

      I picked up my handbag, dropped it over my shoulder. “I have to go.”

      Emily was distracting me.

      I needed some time alone.

      Time to think.
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      Back at my hotel room, I dropped my keys and wallet on the table just inside the door.

      Shrugged out of my jacket and hung it in the closet.

      I should have gotten an apartment already, but I wanted to wait.

      Get a feel for the area before making that kind of commitment.

      Now I had to either find a place in the next three days before my first flight with Skye Travels or live in the hotel and take my time looking for a place whenever I could find the time.

      I untied my shoes and kicked them off.

      But right now all I wanted to do was think about Madison.

      When I’d taken this job with Skye Travels, I’d known it was possible that I would see Madison.

      One day.

      I hadn’t expected it to be today.

      Later.

      Seeing her brought so many memories rushing back.

      It had been love at first sight.

      Something that had never happened to me again.

      The two of us had been inseparable for three years.

      Then graduate school had separated us.

      I remembered the conversation well. We’d sat at our favorite taco pub, discussed our options, and calmly made the decision that we should pursue our own separate careers. Aviation for me. Psychology for her.

      Grad school for her. A flight internship for me.

      Different directions.

      She was moving to Austin and I was moving to Auburn.

      I’d been a year ahead of her, but somehow she’d managed to catch up and we’d graduated undergrad at the same time.

      I distinctly remembered sitting there, calm on the outside while my heart was breaking.

      I’d decided right then and there that I wasn’t going to push her. She deserved to focus on graduate school without me holding her back.

      I would not call her.

      And I hadn’t.

      It had been hard at first, but over time it had gotten easier.

      I’d folded that first Christmas eve. I’d been sitting with my family when I’d stepped outside and dialed her number.

      A stranger answered—a man—and I hung up.

      That had been that.

      God, I’d missed her.

      And now.

      Wow. Now I couldn’t even begin to believe how sexy she’d gotten.

      I wanted to untuck her shirt. Slide my hands up and slip my fingers beneath her bra.

      Torturing her would be so sweet.

      Then I’d unbutton her shirt with my teeth. Was that even possible?

      I’d unhook her bra and lick her nipples until they were hard.

      While I’d suck on her nipples, unbutton my shirt.

      Then I’d have her out of that sexy as fuck skirt. Wrap my hands around that plump ass and slide right inside.

      Oh hell.

      I looked down. I was straining against the zipper of my pants.

      Just thinking about Madison had always gotten me hard.

      But the grown-up Madison was making me come undone.

      I unzipped my pants, freeing myself.

      I wrapped my hands around my length and cupped my balls.

      Still thinking about Madison, hot and wet, it only took a few strokes before I came all over my pants.

      Damn it. How was I going to explain this to the dry cleaner?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            10

          

          
            MADISON

          

        

      

    

    
      I jogged down the familiar path at Memorial Park, taking the long way around.

      It was a beautiful spring morning. Not a cloud in the sky.

      It would be a good day for flying.

      Daddy had me behind the wheel of a Cessna before I could even walk.

      He would have loved it if I’d taken to flying.

      But it didn’t take and my sister Ainsley had been the one to grow up in our father’s footsteps.

      One of the best pilots in the country and only one of his five children took to flying airplanes.

      I felt bad for Daddy. But me. I took after Momma. Though she’d gotten a bit of a late start, Mom had been a top-notch psychologist. Still was. Part time.

      Now that was something that intrigued me. She’d been the one whose footsteps I’d followed. It had come so easy for me.

      Didn’t mean I still wasn’t Daddy’s favorite.

      It was an ongoing argument between me and my sisters.

      Noah insisted that he loved us all equally.

      But I knew that I had to be his favorite since I was most like Mom.

      The sun was warm on my skin, but the breeze was light.

      I was wearing a baseball cap, my hair pulled high in a ponytail in the back. I had on tights and a little skirt.

      It was early, but I wasn’t the only jogger out early.

      Today was Saturday and
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