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    Molly Henderson forced herself to remain still, even though every fiber in her being wanted to scoot to the end of the chair and rattle off at least twenty questions that came to mind. “A challenge?”


    Her boss, imposing as he sat in his leather chair behind an enormous mahogany desk, steepled fingers under his chin. Self-satisfaction curved his lips. “Let’s call it a little in-house competition between you and Ben. The winner will be editor-in-chief of my new magazine, American Legend.”


    Pushing her glasses higher on her nose, Molly’s gaze darted to Ben Weaver, the man who had just gone from colleague to competitor. His veiled expression showed no emotion. Was he as surprised as she? Of all the topics this meeting could have entailed, informing them of a competition hadn’t been one of them.


    She’d been surprised by the impromptu call to the boss’s office. Equally surprised when she found Ben waiting to attend the same meeting. What a way to start her Wednesday morning.


    “My plan is unusual, I know. Both of you are qualified for the position and would do an excellent job.” He shrugged. “I decided to put my own spin on the promotion process.”


    Putting his own spin on things had made Blake Masterson a very successful publisher. His unorthodox style of management set him apart in the publishing world, but somehow it worked for him. Mid-fifties, self-made, and very popular in the Tampa Bay area for his publicity stunts. The stunts captivated the public, but always brought notice to charitable organizations and needs in the community. The man had a savvy mind and knew how to use it to keep his company in the limelight.


    “As you know, Master’s Publishing is ready to expand with a new magazine. I need people focused for the long haul to get the magazine up and running and to handle day-to-day operations afterward. You have both proven valuable in your current editorial roles and I want to see where this challenge will take you.”


    Molly bit back a sigh. She’d been with Master’s Publishing for eight years now, four as senior editor and writer for Quilter’s Heart Magazine. She loved working for the company, but steered clear of Mr. Masterson’s publicity stunts. She had seniority; her longevity alone should give her first shot at the position. But a competition involving her? Honestly, she’d never been very good at any endeavor outside her comfort zone, which consisted of working behind the scenes or immersing herself in a quilting project. Given the determined look on her boss’s face, his grand plan would definitely be uncomfortable for her.


    But not for her soon-to-be rival.


    She sneaked another peek at Ben. Tall, built, tan, and extremely masculine. Not to mention the most soulful brown eyes she’d ever seen. Yes, the man was handsome. But his ego? Another story all together.


    They’d rubbed each other the wrong way since the first day he stormed into Master’s Publishing six months ago to take over as senior editor and head writer of Outdoor Adventures Magazine. He’d smiled his confident smile and acted like he owned the place. He assured Mr. Masterson his former freelance writing and television experience would increase circulation of his magazine and far outsell all the other magazines published by Master’s, including “the little quilting magazine,” as he referred to Molly’s magazine. He made friends with all the staff, frequently took over meetings, and whenever she tried to make suggestions, he smiled down at her, not taking her seriously. She never let on how much he bugged her, but, boy, did he bug her. And now a competition? Ben would relish any out-of-the-box trial thrown his way. This was so unfair.


    “I’ve been very impressed with both of you. Our sales have increased due to both your efforts and we’ve already made a presence with our digital editions.


    “Ben, before you took on Outdoor Adventures, I was ready to pull the brand, but the articles are entertaining and well-written. The results have increased the circulation and advertising revenue. Of course, your past foray into the cable television show Extreme Survivors helped ramp up circulation. After watching you on TV, I jumped at the chance to lure you onboard. Nothing like having a mini-celebrity on staff.”


    Yes, Molly knew that part, since everyone in the office talked about him.


    Mr. Masterson grinned, as if Ben’s fame would benefit him. “I allowed you to fulfill your prior commitments when you first took the job, but since the traveling has wound down, we’re happy to have you in the office full-time.”


    Some people, Molly thought.


    “I have to give credit to Charlie,” Ben said as he leaned back in his chair. “He kept the magazine going while I finished up my schedule.”


    “Always good to have a competent assistant, especially one who knows what readers want. Since you’ve shown your dedication, I thought you might want a shot at the new position.”


    “Yes sir, I would,” he said, his smile dazzling.


    “Good. Good.” Mr. Masterson turned to Molly.


    “Molly, you’ve been here since you started as an intern. When you came up with the idea for a quilting magazine, I have to say I wasn’t convinced the market could sustain it. But you kept after me and proved me wrong. Who knew crafts were so popular? You’ve built a readership and the numbers keep growing, but you haven’t quite gotten to the place where readers connect you with Master’s Publishing.


    “Your monthly Dear Reader column is great but it’s time to take your relationship with your readers to the next level. I know you’re working on a special project to connect with readers, but let’s up the ante. Get them behind you.”


    Which Ben, with his high profile in the extreme sports world, had already done in just six months.


    “Even though both magazines are regional, as editors, I’m sure you’d like to work on a bigger project like American Legend. You both have a knack for finding in-depth human-interest stories to touch your particular readers. Just the type of content I want for my new magazine. Stories featuring ordinary people doing extraordinary things in their lives—not expecting accolades—just doing what comes naturally. I want stories of derring-do, faith-based stories, tearjerkers whenever possible. You’ll be given a chance to shine as an editor as well as moving up in the company.”


    Rumors had infiltrated the office for weeks now that Mr. Masterson had something in the works. Speculation about the new magazine ran the gamut from parenting advice, to the auto industry, even a new comic book division. With Mr. Masterson’s love for giving back to the community, American Legend was a perfect choice for his reputation. And while Molly appreciated the idea, she still had questions.


    “Could you be more specific?” she asked, still unsure about her part in this latest development. “About the challenge?”


    With pen and paper in hand to jot down notes perhaps affecting her future with the publisher, she waited patiently. She loved being an editor, loved her magazine. But a promotion? Who wouldn’t jump at the chance?


    “Out of all our inventory of magazines, both of yours are the most popular. Top sellers, actually. And polar opposites. So I thought, why not have my two top editors switch places? Molly, you belong to a quilting group, right? The one you’ve mentioned in your column?”


    “Right.”


    Mr. Masterson turned to Ben. “You will join Molly’s quilting group. Let’s find out if those outdoor skills of yours translate into sewing and producing a well-made finished product.”


    “Quilting?” Ben raised a questioning eyebrow.


    Oh, her friends would love this. Her boss had no idea of the dynamics in an all-female gathering. Ben might be used to his rough-and-tumble world, where strength and experience with Mother Nature gave him the upper hand in the wilderness. Spending an hour with suburban moms who talked about love, life, kids, what to make for dinner, and what their husbands were in trouble for, might send him screaming into the sunset. She’d seen the caged look on many faces of men forced to spend too much together time in a room with chatty women. Ben didn’t know it yet, but he’d just signed up for an adventure very few men could withstand and survive to tell the tale.


    “Right now you’re working on the next issue of Outdoor Adventures, which features . . .” Mr. Masterson glanced down at his notes. “Kayaking?”


    “Yes.”


    “Perfect. Molly—”


    Please, please, please, not sports. No physical activities. Anything but the outdoors. Her pulse rate elevated and she held her breath while she braced herself.


    “—we’ll get you hooked up with a local kayaking event. Since Ben already has some activities lined up for the next issue, here’s a perfect opportunity to show me what you’re made of.”


    “Kayaking?” Molly croaked, echoing Ben’s earlier response to his challenge.


    “Afterward, we’ll showcase your individual journeys in your magazines.” Mr. Masterson shot them a teasing wink. “I do love publicity. And friendly competition.”


    Molly gripped her pen. Friendly? More like a battle of the sexes if you asked her. One she doubted Ben would make easy. He took on a challenge the way an explorer took on the jungle, divide and conquer. No way could she kayak a few feet from shore, let alone with some major activity cooked up by Ben. She doubted she could get in the thing without tipping over.


    “You’ll each have four weeks to complete your tasks. At the end of the month, I’ll review your progress and name the new editor-in-chief. Any questions?”


    Ben spoke up first. “Yes, sir. Where will my new office be located?”


    “Your office?” Molly sputtered.


    He smiled at her. “Yes. My office.”


    “Don’t you mean my new office space?” she countered.


    Mr. Masterson stood. “Both of you follow me.”


    He led them down the hallway from his office. All the offices on this floor were for upper management, while one story down housed the other departments, including her office and Ben’s. Once they reached their destination, Masterson stood to the side as he opened the door with a grand flourish. Ben, his eyes bright with success, motioned for Molly to enter ahead of him. The more confident he appeared, the more steamed she became. No way would she let him win.


    The vacant office had more square feet than both Molly and Ben’s current offices combined. Wide windows overlooked downtown Tampa, offering a glimpse of the vast city spread out before them. Bright sunlight glinted off Tampa Bay, where boats zigzagged across clear azure water. From a closer view, eleven stories below, cars moved in a steady stream of traffic alongside a city park dotted with benches located under palm trees and plenty of grassy area before ending at the banks of the Hillsborough River.


    Standing before the windows, Molly savored the sunshine and forced herself to calm down. Her inside office had no windows while Ben had managed to procure an outer office with one window. What she wouldn’t give for this spectacular view every day.


    Ben might be Mr. Masterson’s bright, shining star, but Molly had grown tired of working her tail off with little reward. As much as she loved Quilter’s Heart, lately she’d been antsy. Ready for a change. A challenge would shake up her life, hopefully in a good way. And the best outcome? To beat out Ben for the job.


    She turned just in time to see Ben place his briefcase on the empty desk, remove a clear plastic cube with a baseball inside, and set it on the smooth surface. His gaze met hers, telling her with no words necessary he’d marked the place as his. She bit back a retort because their boss hovered in the doorway, but she vowed to make him eat those unspoken words.


    “Before you two plan your individual battle strategies, I suggest you return to your desks and figure out the logistics of the challenge.” Mr. Masterson motioned for them to exit the office. “I’ll stay in the loop to see how you’re both progressing. I may want to tweak things a bit as the competition heats up.”


    Bad enough she had to compete, but knowing Mr. Masterson might throw in a game changer somewhere along the line? Great. Just great.


    Being dismissed, Molly walked on shaky legs, allowing Ben to precede her. He couldn’t know how her boss’s grand scheme, or Ben’s confidence in assuming he’d won the challenge before it had started, rattled her. Never had she imagined she’d have to prove herself in such an unusual way. She’d been a loyal employee for years. Had doubled the circulation of her magazine in her time as editor. Shouldn’t her work ethic have merit in her boss’s decision?


    She joined Ben by the elevator, tugging the lapels of her jacket over her blouse. Her mind ran in so many different directions, she couldn’t focus on any one thought. She glanced up to watch the progress of the elevator as numbers lit up above the door, trying to ignore the hunky man who now worked against her. Ben hadn’t said much after the question in Mr. Masterson’s office and the silence grated on her sensitive nerves. Finally, he turned her way.


    “Do you have anything planned right now?”


    “Just heading back to my office.”


    “Mind if I tag along? We can discuss the challenge details.”


    Details. Right. If only she could ignore him like she wanted to. Suspicious, she asked, “Why my office?”


    He chuckled. “Either will do. I thought you might be more comfortable hammering out the details on your own turf.”


    Oh, sure. Now he decides to be accommodating, unlike his confident assumption he’d be moving into the upstairs office. “Fine.”


    The elevator doors parted and Ben nodded for her to board first. He entered, pressed the button for their floor and the doors slid shut, followed by a jerk of movement.


    Molly stared at her fuzzy reflection in the metal doors. Why did these things always feel so small? And why did Ben have to stand so close? His shoulder brushed hers, but she held her ground. No way would she shy away from him.


    Instead, she tapped her foot to the canned music playing some oldie but goodie.


    “Something wrong?” he asked.


    “No. Just enjoying the music.”


    “You’re off beat.”


    She stopped. Stood stiffly. “Guess we all can’t be good at everything.”


    He chuckled again.


    The close confines made her antsy. When the doors opened, she hoofed it to her office. Once inside, she relaxed. Her turf indeed.


    To one side, a comfy armchair and end table neatly displayed the most recent issues of Quilter’s Heart magazine. Along the opposite wall, a long table held a sewing caddy with her quilting supplies and an assortment of folded fabric on top. Fresh potpourri scented the air. As she closed the door, the busy sounds from the office diminished. She smoothed her skirt and took a seat behind her desk, adjusting the desk calendar containing daily Scriptures.


    Her domain. Her little place in the vast world of publishing. Small as it might be, everything was neat and tidy, in its place, just the way she liked it.


    Until Ben walked in and stirred up her senses with a megadose of testosterone.


    Why did she let him get to her? He’d grabbed her attention right from the first day they’d met, thinking how fun it would be to work with a handsome, world-traveling guy. Until he opened his mouth and ticked her off. Since then she’d done her best to ignore him, but right now, his very male presence in her very female office had her hormones in an uproar.


    Hiding her reaction from Ben, she pulled her best business face and motioned for him to take a seat in the chair before her desk.


    His large hand pulled the chair back a few inches to make room for his long legs. Today he wore a pastel blue button-down shirt with navy slacks and loafers. Almost like he knew to dress up for the meeting, since he usually wore more casual, athletic clothes to the office. But he didn’t know about the meeting, so, of course, he couldn’t have planned his wardrobe.


    And did he have to smell so good? His sandalwood cologne had distracted her from the moment she took a seat next to him in Mr. Masterson’s office, just as it did now.


    Stop.


    With a flick of her hand, she centered her pen and pad on the desktop before brushing her hair from her shoulder, waiting for him to speak.


    “So what do you think about Masterson’s idea?” he asked, as he lowered himself into the chair.


    “I think it’s crazy.”


    He waved a hand. “Yeah. I know Masterson likes his stunts, but even I have to admit the idea is a little out there. He doesn’t usually involve his employees.”


    “Guess we’re his guinea pigs.”


    Ben’s eyes flashed humor. “You up for a little challenge?”


    What did he mean? He didn’t think she could handle an outdoor challenge? She didn’t miss the way his gaze took in her wavy blonde hair, brown-framed glasses and body curves. Okay, her glasses might present a functional problem and she could shed a few pounds, but those minor obstacles didn’t mean she couldn’t complete the challenge.


    “I’m as up to it as you are,” she asserted, a little miffed and on the offensive. “I want the job.”


    “So do I.”


    “Do you plan on sticking around to see the outcome?”


    “What do you mean?”


    “It isn’t a secret you love to travel. What’s different now?”


    He took a moment to answer. Sorrow flashed across his strong features, gone just as quickly as it came. “I have my reasons.”


    “Ben, I’ve been here a long time. I’m the face of stability. Can you make the same assertion?”


    “You don’t know what I bring to the table.”


    “Exactly. Does anyone?”


    His eyes narrowed, humor gone.


    “Wouldn’t it be easier for all involved for you to step back and let me, the person with seniority, take the position?”


    “Yes. Very easy. But I don’t like easy.” His steady gaze met hers. “We’re competitors.”


    His predatory smile sent goose bumps over her skin. She recognized the look, had seen it right before he jumped off a cliff into churning water or let out a yell as a parasail took him high above the ocean. Yeah, she watched television, too.


    “Look, Ben, I may not seem like an outdoorsy kind of girl, but I can be pretty single-minded when I want something.”


    “Yeah?” He chuckled. “No offense, but when was the last time you spent any time outdoors?”


    “And I could ask, when have you ever sewn anything?”


    His gaze focused on the wall behind her head as he thought. “About a year ago. We were camped in the middle of nowhere in the Australian outback. The canvas tent ripped in a freaky wind storm and I had to repair it with some spare fishing line.”


    Of course he did.


    “Not the same as stitching with a fine needle and thread on much more delicate fabric.”


    He shrugged. “I’ll adapt.”


    Wouldn’t he just.


    Well, so would she. She hadn’t grown up with overprotective parents not to have the backbone to reach deep down and go after the editor-in-chief position. Hadn’t she been proving herself all her life? It seemed like it, especially when her accomplishments were always secondary compared to a brother who excelled at everything he did.


    Her gaze settled on Ben. Not much different from now.


    For all her bravado, she’d worry about the actual challenge itself later. After she Googled kayaking and figured out what she’d been forced into. First, she needed to make Ben believe he had something to worry about.


    Before she had a chance, he stood, as if ready to leave, when he noticed her partially completed quilt top draped over the quilt rack in the corner. He walked over. “It looks like a jigsaw puzzle.”


    She grinned. He wasn’t far off in his assessment. “I can see why you’d think so. There aren’t enough pieces stitched together yet to make the pattern discernible.”


    “So what’s it going to be?”


    “The pattern is called Hearts Entwined.” She grabbed a picture from her desk and handed it to him. The pattern, so romantic in her mind, would show even more beautifully when she finished the piece.


    On a white background, separate geometric shapes of triangles, squares and diamonds in dark red came together to form a heart. The same shapes in pale pink formed another heart.


    “If you look at the colored fabric, you’ll see once the pieces are stitched together, it resembles two hearts inside each other, the red one right side up, the pink one upside down. With the contrasting colors, it looks like hearts entwined.”


    A narrow, deep red border surrounded the heart shapes, making them stand out. The piece would be finished off with a wide white border with matching red and pink squares in the four corners. She hadn’t yet picked out a fabric for the backing, but she’d get to it soon.


    He tilted his head. “Yeah, I can see. Clever.”


    She couldn’t resist a smile. Most guys would have just agreed to placate her, not taking a good look at the intricate pattern to see the design. Knowing how Ben operated, getting down to the nitty-gritty of most things, she shouldn’t be surprised by his interest.


    “Are you working on this?”


    Joining him, Molly ran her fingers over the soft material. “Yes. It’s a special project I came up with for the next Quilter’s Heart issue.”


    “How so?”


    “Every year I make a quilt and auction it off at the local Charity Expo held in the beginning of May. I got an idea to have my readers send in a piece of fabric holding emotional significance to them, along with the story to go with it. Once the quilt is finished, I’ll showcase the finished piece and the stories from my readers in Quilter’s Heart. This way they get to be part of the quilting experience. Then, it’ll be auctioned at the Expo.”


    He looked at the fabric swatches on the worktable. “Looks like a lot of work left. It’s already the beginning of April.”


    “I’ll finish,” she assured him. Or herself, anyway. With everything going on in her life lately and the challenge thrown into the mix, she would indeed cut it close.


    After putting out a reader all-call for fabric six months ago, material had trickled in. She thought her idea might be a bust and worried she’d made a colossal mistake. Once the deadline approached, however, a deluge of fabric arrived at the office. With more than enough to complete the project, Molly had begun cutting out the pattern and started stitching the pieces together by hand. Then, two weeks ago, she’d had to stop.


    An organization she volunteered for, Second Chances, faced a disaster. A kitchen fire had caused major damage in the facility where women who were victims of domestic abuse trained for jobs. Thankfully, the shelter, which housed women who had eluded their abusive partners before transitioning their lives, had escaped the fire. Between the burned-out kitchen and smoke damage, Molly and others had been working at the center to move what they could to another donated location and keep the programs going during construction to get the center back to normal. She just now had time in her schedule to get back to the quilting project.


    “It’s a nice idea.” His deep, brown eyes focused on her. “So will I be working on this quilt?”


    Horrified, Molly’s eyes widened. “No way.”


    “No need to get touchy.”


    “You’ll be working on whatever my group is sewing.”


    He glanced at the quilt-in-progress and frowned.


    “Thinking sewing a tent might be a piece of cake, right now?”


    “I’m thinking our boss is a very shrewd man. Admit it. We’ve both got a big learning curve ahead of us.”


    “Maybe.”


    “Most definitely.” Ben caught her gaze. “I don’t suppose your quilting group will be easy on me?”


    “Not any easier than me getting the hang of kayaking.” She held back a sigh. “With the Expo next month, I’ve got to get busy.”


    He turned back to the quilt top. “You’ll finish in a month?”


    She masked the concern in her voice. “I’ll get it done.” Worried or not, she wouldn’t let Ben see any weakness.


    “I’ll be the first to admit making a quilt looks pretty complicated, but when was the last time you participated in any sporting activity?”


    “It’s been a while.”


    “Right.” The grin again. “So I have a proposition.”


    She regarded him with suspicion. “Which is?”


    “How about I give you a head start? Then you can begin getting used to the kayak so when you have to succeed in your part of the challenge, you don’t die on me.”


    Her cheeks grew hot. “First of all, I won’t die. And second, I don’t need your help.”


    “The boss said we can figure out the details between us.” He eyed her from head to toe again. “I can afford to help you out.”


    Okay, his comment had her steamed. “How generous of you,” she snapped.


    “I’m a generous kind of guy.”


    “As much as I appreciate your offer,” she said as she opened the door to see him out, “I’m going to decline. Once you get started quilting, you’ll be wishing I gave you a head start.”


    He might think he had the advantage, but with his attitude, she’d show him her spunky side. If anything in her life made her want to step it up and prove she could master the challenge, his words sealed the deal.


    ***


    Ben bit back a chuckle. Miss Molly thought she had it under control. He’d let her keep thinking she had a shot, right up until the boss appointed him editor-in-chief.


    He sauntered back to his office. Who knew Molly had a backbone? A pretty solid one from what he could see. By her refusal of a head start, he had no doubt she wanted the new position as much as he did and would work hard to win. He’d never seen her assertive side before. Even though he hadn’t had the opportunity to work with her on any projects, he had seen her around the office. And most of those times she’d been quiet, busy with her tasks, but he’d taken notice of her. Unassuming, but she’d caught his eye. Now he had the chance to find out more about the real Molly.


    Ever since returning to Tampa, he hadn’t yet renewed any old friendships or made new ones, in or out of the office. After a cycling accident in France eight months ago, he’d decided to step back from the television show. His injuries—massively scraped-up arms and legs along with a sprained wrist and concussion—were not life-threatening but were enough to keep him on the sidelines for a few weeks when his recuperation didn’t fit into the filming schedule. When the camera crew moved on to the next location, Ben found himself abandoned in a foreign country. Alone. He hadn’t liked it one bit.


    During the downtime, he had an epiphany. He wanted a change in his normally hectic life. His parents had loved to travel, taking him on grand vacations from Alaska to Fiji from the time he could walk. They were the ones who encouraged him to pursue his dreams. After their deaths, he’d still traveled, but stayed away from Tampa and the memories of a happy childhood swimming and boating in Florida waters. By refusing to settle down, he’d missed out on having a support system. Friends he could call on in an emergency. It couldn’t have been any clearer than while he recuperated in France.


    Traveling had become old hat, losing its appeal and challenge with no one to share it with. He was thirty-five, with no permanent home. No people in his life to depend on. Much as he tried to make it work, his television crew couldn’t take the place of family. A high-profile position for the new magazine would allow him to put down roots. Reconnect with childhood friends he saw too infrequently. Instead of running, he wanted to come home. A sense of permanence. Miss Molly was not going to keep him from getting what he longed for.


    “Hey, Ben. Got a minute?”


    Charlie, Ben’s assistant editor came up beside him, a folder in his pudgy hands. Slightly overweight, sporting glasses and thinning hair, he didn’t resemble an athletic type of guy, but he sure knew the business of sports and publishing. He could recite statistics from football, baseball, or hockey in his sleep.


    “Sure. What’s up?”


    “I’ve been going over scheduling for the next issue,” Charlie said as he followed Ben into the office. “I’ve confirmed a kayak excursion for this month. I can assign a writer who will cover the story and interview the participants.”


    He couldn’t have asked for more perfect timing. “You don’t need to find a writer.”


    “What are you talking about?”


    “I have someone lined up.”


    Charlie waited a beat before asking, “Who?”


    “Molly.”


    “Molly.” Charlie’s round face scrunched up in confusion. “You mean quilting Molly?”


    “She’s the one.”


    “You want to run that by me again?”


    He explained the challenge Masterson has just issued.


    “So, Molly will be taking up kayaking.” Charlie blinked. “I just can’t see it.”


    Neither could Ben, but who was he to argue? It was evident from the boxy jackets Molly wore to hide her curves—she didn’t exercise much. It didn’t matter—he liked her look. Her wavy, shoulder-length hair and the ever-present glasses covering intelligent blue eyes gave her a studious air he found attractive. She had a passion for quilting, a quick mind and, as he’d learned today, an even quicker tongue. But at the same time, her apparent lack of athletic ability gave him an advantage. If she trained hard enough, she might be able to pull it off. But he doubted it. In fact, he depended on it.


    “And you have to take up quilting?” Charlie asked.


    “Yep.”


    While Molly’s office held all sorts of quilting doodads, sporting equipment littered Ben’s. A bow and arrow stood in one corner, camping essentials he hadn’t had a chance to sort through since returning to Tampa dumped in another. Paperwork piled up on his desk. Paperwork he’d intended to get to before the call to the morning’s meeting with Masterson.


    Sunlight streamed through the window. Even though his office was tiny, Ben couldn’t help feeling a little guilty that he managed to get space with natural lighting while Molly’s work space resembled an oversized cubicle. No wonder she wanted the big office upstairs. And from the way her eyes had narrowed when he placed his prized baseball on the empty desk, he may have stirred up more in Molly than he bargained for.


    Taking a few more minutes to give Charlie more details on the challenge, he saw doubt in his assistant’s eyes.


    “Do you even know how to sew?” Charlie asked, still puzzled by Ben’s part of the challenge.


    “I’ll figure it out. How hard can it be?”


    “It’s sewing,” Charlie stated, as if Ben were dense.


    “Yeah. So?”


    “I don’t know any guys who sew.”


    “You will now.”


    “Okay, so what if you win? What happens then?”


    “Not if. When,” Ben told him. “If you play your cards right, buddy, you might end up in this office.”


    Charlie glanced around the room, a sly grin curving his lips. “Think I’ll get promoted?”


    “Why not? You’ve been working with Outdoor Adventures long enough to take over my job.”


    “I’m liking this challenge more and more.”


    “Don’t get ahead of yourself. I have to win first.”


    Charlie tossed the file on Ben’s desk. “With you in the driver’s seat, all I have to do is sit back and enjoy the ride.”
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    A knock on the door startled Molly out of her concentration as she hovered over the computer keyboard.


    “Sorry to bother you,” Taylor, her assistant editor, said as she entered the office. She’d been with Molly for two years and they worked well together. With long, straight brunette hair, hazel eyes, and a trim physique, she resembled the proverbial girl next door. “I have news.”


    “So do I.”


    Taylor’s brows shot up. “Oh, please. You’re always the last one in the office to have juicy news.”


    “Today things change around here.”


    “Nope. I know about the challenge.”


    Exasperated, Molly flopped back in her chair. “I just found out.”


    “Not really. It’s been at least an hour.”


    Molly glanced at her watch. She’d spent the last hour scouring the Internet on everything kayak-related, when she could have made better use of her time by working. “You got me.”
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