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)Allison’s steps gradually slowed and her pulse quickened as she neared Zach Wilder’s office. Driven, ambitious, and willing to succeed at all costs, Zach was the company’s lead salesman. He had the exact kind of upwardly mobile career Allison had left behind in New York…and was the exact kind of man she had left behind as well.
After two months, she should have been used to the sight of his dark hair, bright blue eyes and chiseled features. Even his broad shoulders, narrow waist and long limbs should have been commonplace by now. And yet there was something about him that stole her breath every single time they crossed paths and had from the moment they first met. That Zach was as wrong for her as a man could be did nothing to cool her attraction.
At twenty-eight, she was too old to be acting like a teenager in the throws of a first crush, yet that didn’t stop her from taking a peek inside the narrow glass window alongside the door to his office. His chair was pushed back from his desk as if awaiting his return, but the room was empty.
Just as well, Allison thought, refuting a twinge of disappointment. Maybe there was something different about Zach, but he shared enough similarities to her ex-boyfriend to send Allison running…even if he was good looking enough that she couldn’t resist taking a look back.
Good thing she only had a day or two left at Knox. She’d move on to the next job and leave all thoughts of Zach behind. She ran a finger across the brass placard, tracing the first letter of his name, until she realized what she was doing and snatched her hand back. She hurried down the hall, relieved no one had had seen her mooning over Zach Wilder’s door--for goodness sake. 
Tuesday could not come soon enough, she thought as she stepped inside the waiting elevator and hit the button for the garage. 
The doors had nearly closed when a masculine hand reached inside. One glance at the long, lean fingers, starched white cuff, and gold watch, a small shiver rippled from head to toe. She recognized that watch. She’d picked it out herself, on instructions from her boss, as a gift to the salesman of the year five years running. 
Allison braced for what she already knew was coming, but try as she might, she couldn’t keep her heart from slamming against her chest when the silvered elevator doors opened like an unveiling of female fantasies come to life and Zach Wilder stepped inside.
Five o’clock shadow darkened his jaw, matching the hint of circles beneath his eyes. A lock of dark hair fell across his forehead, and his red and black geometric tie was off-kilter. She’d never seen him look so disheveled. He looked--he looked like she pictured he would after being kissed. Because what woman could resist running her hands through his dark hair? Or using his always perfectly knotted tie to pull him closer? And wouldn’t she love to put that hint of desperation in his blue eyes?
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