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      "Ma’am, I need you to step aside." The customer service agent spoke as if she were talking to a child instead of a twenty-eight-year-old. 

      Kate shot the woman an apologetic smile as she continued digging through her purse. Crumpled receipts, a roll of mints, keys, and various other items she’d pulled out lay on the ticket counter for everyone to see. The chorus of sighs and grunts from behind her had become more noticeable, and her face burned with embarrassment. 

      "If you'll just give me another second," Kate muttered. She’d already spent several minutes holding up the line, but her ID had to be in her purse somewhere. She’d used it at the security checkpoint, for heaven’s sake. "I know it's here."

      A quick look over her shoulder confirmed that the line had doubled. Her eyes landed on the shoe tapping behind her and lifted until she stared into an unfamiliar face. With dark eyes and nostrils flaring, the man behind her released an exaggerated sigh. Blush deepening, she spun around to face the agent again. She didn’t have time to worry about that egotistical jerk. 

      She literally couldn't afford to miss the flight. There was no such thing as a revenge vacation without taking the actual vacation. She had to check in to Sweet Paradise Resort by three in the afternoon, or she risked losing all the money she'd used to prepay for what should have been her snow-filled honeymoon. She still had hopes of getting a partial refund if she could just show up and explain to management what had happened.

      Kate's heartbeat pounded in her ears as she mentally retraced her steps. Long-term parking. Bathroom. Coffee shop. That was it! She’d pulled it out when she bought her peppermint mocha. They were probably waiting for her to come back to claim it. 

      "Ma’am, I need you to move your belongings so I can help the next passenger—now." She lifted a perfectly arched brow and pursed her lips until more lines formed.

      So much for friendly skies. 

      Kate swiped the items off the counter and into her purse then slipped the strap over her shoulder. She snatched her phone and gripped it tightly in her hands. Please work. Holding her thumb over the power button, she held her breath until it lit up and turned on. But just like earlier, the screen darkened before she could even open the airline app. What a malfunctioning piece of junk. 

      She hit the phone on her palm and groaned. Retrieving her e-boarding pass wouldn’t do her any good anyway. She still needed her government-issued ID to board the plane. Her phone slipped from her fingers and landed on the floor next to a pair of dress shoes. She let out another garbled groan then dropped to retrieve the phone. Feeling Mr. Tapper’s eyes on her, she lifted her gaze only to find his full of pity. 

      Kate scowled at him before glancing at her watch. Shoot. They would be boarding any minute. She slipped between the man and the counter to retrieve her suitcase and turned the way she’d come to head for the coffee shop. The wheels of her luggage bumped against something, but she had more important things to worry about. If she hurried, she’d make it back before the gates to the plane closed.

      Beads of sweat dotted her brow, turning cold as she passed through the security checkpoint. All three lanes extended around the corner. How was she going to get through it again in time? 

      The cashier at the coffee shop must have seen her coming. She held up Kate's ID and smiled. “Looking for this?”

      Kate snatched the ID. "Thanks,” she said breathlessly. Her face was probably bright red, and she looked awful, but she didn’t have time to say much more. She gave a little wave and sprinted back toward the checkpoint.

      Hot tears of humiliation threatened to escape. Don’t cry. Don’t cry. Just because her ex-fiancé had left her for his coworker and today was going horribly and ridiculously wrong didn’t mean she’d give in. She’d shed enough tears over that miserable excuse for a human being.

      Kate took a deep breath and pushed forward. She’d get a printed ticket then attempt to get through security as quickly as possible. If she was lucky, she’d make it. She just needed one good thing to happen today.

      She sprinted back to the other side of the airport, only to find the ticket counter line twice as long as the other one. The heavens opened and smiled on her when she saw two more agents open their counters, and the line moved forward.

      "Looks like you're having a rough morning." The perky blonde grinned at her. 

      "You don't know the half of it," Kate puffed with a faint smile. “I just hope I make it to my gate before it’s too late.” She leaned on the counter, her breathing still heavy. "Is there any way I can request an aisle seat?"

      The agent offered a sympathetic "Sorry, hon. This flight is fully booked, and the rest of the seats are first come, first serve." The agent handed her a printed boarding pass and returned her ID. “You better hurry. They’ve just started boarding.”

      Kate’s shoulders fell so low that her purse slid down her arm. “There’s no way I’m going to make it through security,” she mumbled.

      The agent leaned forward and tapped Kate’s ticket. “You were approved for TSA precheck.”

      Kate’s eyes dropped to her ticket then bounced up to meet the agent’s. 

      "Gate 5 is that way." She pointed to the left. "Better get going. And I hope your day gets better!"

      Kate mouthed, “Thank you,” then she scrambled for the TSA checkpoint. She was two gates away when the final call for her flight echoed over the loudspeaker.

      "I'm here! I'm here!" Kate thrust the ticket at the uniformed woman standing near the gate. "Please. I have to make this flight," Kate wheezed between sucking in deep breaths.

      The airline employee scanned the ticket before returning it to her. "Hurry up and find your seat."

      Kate's carry-on luggage bounced off a few elbows before she stopped cold. 

      No. Not him. 

      When she’d finally thought things were looking up, she was proven wrong once again. Mr. Tapper sat in the seat beside the only empty one left on the plane. He'd taken the aisle seat, and now he had the nerve to pretend to be asleep. Didn't the flight crew announce that this would be a full flight? He had to know someone would be claiming the middle seat and he'd have to stand to let the person in.

      Kate cleared her throat. "Excuse me.”

      His eyes flew open and met hers.

      “I believe that's my seat." She pointed to the seat beside him.

      His piercing jade-green eyes met her scowl. He stared at her blankly as if he hadn’t heard a word she’d said. Then the corners of his lips twitched, rising into a crooked grin. His long lashes fluttered as he blinked at her, and the irritation in her chest eased. This was going to be an interesting flight.
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      It was her, the poor woman people were still whispering about when he boarded the plane. Liam attempted to bite back the smile that crossed his face. What are the odds? He shifted to get to his feet.

      Thunk.

      His hand flew to his head as a sharp pain sliced through his skull.

      “Oh my gosh! I’m so sorry,” she said. “Are you okay?”

      Liam grimaced as he met the woman’s eyes. Her cheeks were an adorable shade of red, making her blue eyes more prominent. She stared at him, not moving.

      “Miss, we’re about to pull away from the gate. You need to get into your seat.”

      They both turned toward the source of the voice and found a young flight attendant standing in the aisle.

      Liam turned to grab her luggage and placed it in the overhead bin without preamble. The woman muttered her thanks and ducked into her seat. Her hands fluttered around her face, patting at her hair then tucking a few wayward strands behind her ear.

      She buckled her seat belt then clutched her hands tightly in her lap.

      Liam took his seat and leaned his head back. Closing his eyes, he pushed away the ache that plagued him. Sarah should have been here with him, sitting beside him and squeezing his hand when the plane took off. Instead, he was here only because it had been her dying wish.

      He took a deep breath and counted down from ten. This trip was in her honor. She’d hate it if she knew he was moping.

      “Business or pleasure?” The man sitting in the window seat leered at the woman between them.

      She stiffened. “Pardon?”

      His smile widened, and he ran a hand through greasy hair. “I’m visiting Colorado on business.” He leaned closer to her, and his voice lowered slightly. “How about you?”

      The woman’s smile was forced, respectful. “Pleasure.”

      “That sounds right nice. I don’t suppose you’d have time in your schedule for⁠—”

      Liam leaned forward. He reached for the woman’s hand, causing her to jump.

      The man’s smile faltered as his eyes immediately dropped to the gesture.

      Liam flashed him a smile. “Our apologies, sir. But my fiancée had a long morning. She’s too nice to tell you, of course, but she’d like to rest for the trip.”

      Disappointment flickered across the man’s features, and he straightened in his seat. “Of course.”

      Liam released the woman’s hand and settled back into his chair. He felt her eyes boring into the side of his face even as the plane picked up speed and rose into the air. His stomach flipped each time the plane rose and leveled out.

      A smile touched his lips. “You don’t have to thank me,” he whispered. “Just try not to injure me anymore.” He peeked at her.

      She gasped, and that lovely blush kissed her cheeks once more. She folded her arms and settled back into her seat, closing her eyes tightly. Despite her frazzled nature, she was quite attractive. Her bone structure was comparable to Sarah’s, but that was where the similarities ended. Her nose was small, and her brows were darker than her hair. When her skin wasn’t flushed, it was almost a light-caramel color. And if he wasn’t careful, she’d open her eyes and find him staring.

      He faced forward and allowed his mind to drift to the life he now had. Now that Sarah had been gone for six months, it was like everyone agreed he needed to move on. But what if he didn’t want to? She’d been the love of his life. Living, breathing even, without her was nearly impossible. And now his friend Tyson wanted him to return from this trip to go on a blind date with his wife’s coworker.

      Nope. That wasn’t going to happen. Only Tyson didn’t believe him. The poor woman he’d set Liam up with had already started texting him about their plans after the new year.

      He tightened his jaw. Why couldn’t anyone see he wasn’t ready to move on? Not now. Possibly not ever. Everyone thought this trip was about him letting go. Well, that was the last thing he planned on doing. He was going on this trip to feel closer to her. Not to forget her. They would see. They would all see that there was no one else for him.

      He closed his eyes, and Sarah’s smiling face filled his mind, easing the ache he carried. Sleep would come soon, and he’d feel a degree of peace.

      Something tight and hard grabbed his hand, and his eyes shot open. The plane was rumbling, bumping from the turbulence as it descended in Colorado. Liam’s gaze flew to his hand, finding the woman clutching it tightly enough that his fingers had turned white.

      Her eyes were wide, and her face was almost as pale as his fingers had become.

      “You okay?”

      She yelped and stared at him. “What?”

      He gestured to his hand. “You’re cutting off the circulation to my hand.”

      A gasp escaped her lips, and she yanked her hand away. “Sorry.”

      Liam chuckled. “Don’t like flying much, do you?”

      “Don’t make fun of me,” she muttered. “Not everyone likes flying.” They went over another bump, and she sucked in sharply.

      “I wasn’t making fun—” He shook his head. “Never mind. It was nice meeting you.”

      The wheels of the plane touched the ground, and he could see the relief wash over her. She glanced at him and opened her mouth but seemed to think better of speaking. Instead, she unbuckled her seatbelt with trembling hands.

      “I think you’re supposed to stay buckled until—” He shook his head again. Whatever. It wasn’t like he’d be seeing her again. She could do what she wanted.

      The plane came to a stop, and the pilot’s voice sounded over the intercom system. “Ladies and gentlemen, we’ve arrived in Denver. The temperature is thirty-eight degrees. It’s beginning to snow, so travel with care. Welcome to Colorado.”

      Waves of people got to their feet and immediately reached for their luggage. Liam stood and took a step back, allowing the woman to get into the aisle and away from the greasy man she’d been sitting beside.

      He glanced down the aisle toward the back and was whacked against the head again. Grunting, he turned to the source and found the woman staring at him, her eyes as large as saucers and a look of shock on her face.

      “I’m so sorry.”

      His eyes narrowed. “Well, third time’s the charm, I suppose.”

      “Third time?” She shook her head. “I never⁠—”

      “Lady, it’s your turn to go,” a sharp voice behind him snapped.

      Liam spun around and scowled at the young man. “Chill out, buddy. You’ll get off the plane soon enough.” He turned to face the woman, but she was already near the front of the plane. She glanced back at him for only a moment then disappeared as she disembarked.

      “Trouble in paradise?” The man from the window seat sneered. “Looks like your woman might want some other company this trip, after all.”

      Liam clenched his hand into a fist then released it. The man wasn’t worth his time. Liam yanked his
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