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      Grace Wisdom made one wrong decision today in the name of sex. She’d be damned if she’d make two. So, she walks out of the job interview of her dreams, leaving her potential employer behind, staring after her like she’s crazy.

      Has she just made the biggest mistake of her life?

      But Mitch Carson, her potential new boss, doesn’t let her walk away so easily.
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      I need a cigarette.

      Glancing at her watch, Grace Wisdom rushed from her gate after landing in Seattle, figuring she had just enough time for a quick smoke, then hail a cab to get to the interview. She was tired, defeated, and all she wanted was to take a long, cool drag off a damn cigarette—and get to her hotel room. When this day was through, she looked forward to a glass of Merlot and a warm, soft, king-sized bed.

      But she still had miles to go before she could sleep.

      Breathe, Grace.

      She would have liked to have had a few minutes to freshen up before the interview, but that was highly unlikely at this point—especially if she would trade a smoke for time to change her clothes.

      Clearly, she should quit smoking.

      Not today, Grace.

      A delayed flight out of Phoenix, followed by a missed connection in Vegas, put her behind schedule. Nothing she could do about it.

      Her phone chirped in the side pocket of her shoulder bag. Stopping abruptly, she planted her too-high-for-airport-running heels on the carpet while reaching into the bag. A couple of teenagers wielding backpacks dodged her. She teetered sideways a bit and then righted herself.

      Dammit. She bobbled the phone in her hands, caught it, and swiped. “Yes?” She listened for a response.

      “Ms. Wisdom, it’s Margaret from Carson Enterprises checking in. I take it you’ve landed?”

      “Yes. Just,” Grace told her. “I’ve had some delays. I’m now leaving my gate.”

      “Well, no worries. Mr. Carson has been detained, as well. He would like to move the interview time and location. Can you meet at six o’clock this evening at the Hamilton? It’s a few blocks from your hotel. I tried to switch your accommodations to the Hamilton, but with no luck.”

      Grace glanced again at her watch and blew out a breath. Simultaneously, her shoulders relaxed. “Yes. That would be perfect.” The move bought her a couple of hours. “No worries about the reservation. I’ll find my way there.”

      “Wonderful. I’ll text the details—time, address, and all. Please let me know if you have questions.”

      “Of course. Thank you.” But the efficient Margaret had already disconnected. Grace slipped her phone back into her pocket. She’d had several prior conversations with Michael Carson’s administrative assistant when making the arrangements for this job interview.

      Briefly closing her eyes, Grace breathed in and then out, blinking open to look around her.

      Smoking area? Do airports even have those anymore?

      She glanced at the sign above her. The arrow pointing the way to baggage claim was down the concourse. She began walking. All she needed was a quick puff, or maybe two. Just enough to settle her nerves. Obviously, she had time now. Right?

      Veering to her left, careful to avoid scurrying travelers beside her, she made her way to a gate desk with a lone attendant staring at a monitor. “Excuse me,” Grace said.

      A tired-looking woman raised her head. “May I help you?”

      Grace blew out a breath. “Just wondering if you can tell me if the airport has a smoking lounge.”

      The woman slowly blinked. Once. Twice. And stared. “Outside ticketing. All the way up by Alaska Airlines.” She returned to stare at the monitor.

      “Oh. Okay. Thanks so much.” Of course, the hinterlands. Where all smokers hang out.

      Grace stepped away and glanced behind the desk to the outside. Raining. Great. Glancing about, she wondered which way to ticketing and headed down the concourse.

      Then suddenly, she stopped up short, her heels again digging into the carpet.

      What the hell am I doing?

      She should grab her luggage first. Right?

      Did she even have a lighter with her? She had a pack of cigarettes in her bag. But she was certain she’d left her lighter in the car at Sky Harbor, knowing she couldn’t get it through security.

      Dammit.

      She inhaled a shaky breath. Get a grip, Grace.
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      The seconds ticked by. Grace paced the interior of a small room situated off the baggage claim area. She was told to wait for someone to take her claim about her missing luggage. One more hurdle this day. What else would go wrong?

      No one was inside. She watched the people outside scurry right and left and questioned why she was even there. The job interview, of course. She was stuck in the dead-end job in Scottsdale, with only lateral moves available to her. The Seattle position looked right up her alley and desirous. She needed to nail the interview and land the position.

      Doing so could be the boost she needed right now to her pocketbook and her self-esteem. The past six months had not been easy.

      She paced some more. Right, then left. The person who staffed this area was also working a gate somewhere, she was told. They were short-handed tonight. Glancing about, she spied a couple of chairs in the corner and in-between them, one of those tall floor ashtrays.

      Her brow lifted. Seriously? Could she sneak a quick smoke?

      If there was an ashtray, it wasn’t illegal. Was it?

      Scurrying toward the chairs, she pushed objects around in her bag, looking for that pack of cigarettes. Shit. She was right. No lighter.

      Dammit. Why would she tie herself down to this nasty habit?

      Perhaps she’d just sit for a moment, so she did, crossing one shaking leg over the other. Maybe she’d be fine if she just inhaled the cigarette butts in the ashtray.

      Hell, Grace. No!

      Nothing worse than old, stale tobacco smoke.

      Shaking a cigarette out of the pack, she placed it between her fingers. Bringing it to her nose, she inhaled the tobacco scent, closing her eyes.

      The door opened and airport sounds met her ear. Turning her attention in that direction, she fiddled with the cigarette between her fingers.

      A man wearing an expensive suit jacket over a black t-shirt and casually worn jeans entered. Grace’s gaze met his. He spied her in her hidey-hole, sauntered her way, and sat in the row of chairs across from her.

      For a moment, he stared.

      She looked away, her leg still jerking.

      His gaze made her nervous, but she didn’t give him eye contact. Swallowing, she studied the television—sound turned off, anchored to the wall near the ceiling several feet away—pretending to pay attention to a political news station.

      She wondered what she must look like. His scrutiny made her uncomfortable. She’d left the house at five o’clock that morning. Her make-up and hair were fine then. By now, she imagined her eye makeup was smudged and her hair mussed. Glancing down, she noticed the wrinkles in her skirt where she’d sat through two flights. No matter. She had time to change now.

      That is, if she had anything to change into. She glanced again at the lost-luggage counter.

      “You planning to smoke?”

      She’d almost forgotten he was there. Almost. Her head jerked. “No. I…” She stood. Time to go. Where is the desk person? “I’m just waiting. Lost luggage.”

      Shrugging, he said, “Same. Suit yourself.”

      He watched her while sliding his hand inside his jacket, withdrawing a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. Expensive, it looked like. His lazy motions kept her entranced as he pulled a cigarette out of the pack with his lips, his gaze holding her hostage.
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