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From a mile in the air, the coast of Vaneo, with its crystal blue ocean and pristine sandy beaches, looked like
paradise.

At twenty-four, Vanessa Reynolds had lived on more continents and in more cities than most people visited
in a lifetime—typical story for an army brat—but she was hoping that this small principality on the
Mediterranean coast would become her forever home.

"This is it, Mia," she whispered to her six-month-old daughter, who after spending the majority of the
thirteen-hour flight alternating between fits of restless sleep and bouts of screaming bloody murder, had
finally succumbed to sheer exhaustion and now slept peacefully in her car seat. The plane made its final
descent to the private airstrip where they would be greeted by Gabriel, Vanessa's…it seemed silly and a little
juvenile to call him her boyfriend, considering he was fifty-six. But he wasn't exactly her fiance either. At
least, not yet. When he asked her to marry him she hadn't said yes, but she hadn't said no either. That's what
this visit would determine, if she wanted to marry a man who was not only thirty-two years her senior and
lived halfway around the world, but a king.

She gazed out the window, and as the buildings below grew larger, nervous kinks knotted her insides.

Vanessa, what have you gotten yourself into this time?

That's what her father would probably say if she'd had the guts to tell him the truth about this visit. He would
tell her that she was making another huge mistake. And, okay, so maybe she hadn't exactly had the best luck
with men since…well, puberty. But this time it was different.

Her best friend Jessy had questioned her decision as well. "He seems nice now," she'd said as she sat on
Vanessa's bed, watching her pack, "but what if you get there and he turns out to be an overbearing tyrant?"



"So I'll come home."

"What if he holds you hostage? What if he forces you to marry him against your will? I've heard horror
stories. They treat women like second-class citizens."

"That's the other side of the Mediterranean. Varieo is on the European side."

Jessy frowned. "I don't care, I still don't like it."

It's not as if Vanessa didn't realize she was taking a chance. In the past this sort of thing had backfired
miserably, but Gabriel was a real gentleman. He genuinely cared about her. He would never steal her car and
leave her stranded at a diner in the middle of the Arizona desert. He wouldn't open a credit card in her name,
max it out and decimate her good credit. He wouldn't pretend to like her just so he could talk her into writing
his American history term paper then dump her for a cheerleader.

And he certainly would never knock her up then disappear and leave her and his unborn child to fend for
themselves.

The private jet hit a pocket of turbulence and gave a violent lurch, jolting Mia awake. She blinked, her pink
bottom lip began to tremble, then she let out an ear-piercing wail that only intensified the relentless throb in
Vanessa's temples.

"Shh, baby, it's okay," Vanessa cooed, squeezing her chubby fist. "We're almost there."

The wheels of the plane touched down and Vanessa's heart climbed up into her throat. She was nervous and
excited and relieved, and about a dozen other emotions too jumbled to sort out. Though they had chatted via
Skype almost daily since Gabriel left Los Angeles, she hadn't been face-to-face with him in nearly a month.
What if he took one look at her rumpled suit, smudged eyeliner and stringy, lifeless hair and sent her right
back to the U.S.?

That's ridiculous, she assured herself as the plane bumped along the runway to the small, private terminal
owned by the royal family. She had no illusions about how the first thing that had attracted Gabriel to her in
the posh Los Angeles hotel where she worked as an international hospitality agent was her looks. Her
beauty—as well as her experience living abroad—was what landed her the prestigious position at such a
young age. It had been an asset and, at times, her Achilles' heel. But Gabriel didn't see her as arm dressing.
They had become close friends. Confidants. He loved her, or so he claimed, and she had never known him to
be anything but a man of his word.

There was just one slight problem. Though she respected him immensely and loved him as a friend, she
couldn't say for certain if she was in love with him—a fact Gabriel was well aware of. Hence the purpose of
this extended visit. He felt confident that with time—six weeks to be exact, since that was the longest leave
she could take from work—Vanessa would grow to love him. He was sure that they would share a long and
happy life together. And the sanctity of marriage was not something that Gabriel took lightly.

His first marriage had spanned three decades, and he claimed it would have lasted at least three more if
cancer hadn't snatched his wife from him eight months ago.

Mia wailed again, fat tears spilling down her chubby, flushed cheeks. The second the plane rolled to a stop
Vanessa turned on her cell phone and sent Jessy a brief text, so when she woke up she would know they had
arrived safely. She then unhooked the straps of the plush, designer car seat Gabriel had provided and lifted
her daughter out. She hugged Mia close to her chest, inhaling that sweet baby scent.



"We're here, Mia. Our new life starts right now."

According to her father, Vanessa had turned exercising poor judgment and making bad decisions into an art
form, but things were different now. She was different, and she had her daughter to thank for that. Enduring
eight months of pregnancy alone had been tough, and the idea of an infant counting on her for its every need
had scared the crap out of her. There had been times when she wasn't sure she could do it, if she was
prepared for the responsibility, but the instant she laid eyes on Mia, when the doctor placed her in Vanessa's
arms after a grueling twenty-six hours of labor, she fell head over heels in love. For the first time in her life,
Vanessa felt she finally had a purpose. Taking care of her daughter, giving her a good life, was now her
number one priority.

What she wanted more than anything was for Mia to have a stable home with two parents, and marrying
Gabriel would assure her daughter privileges and opportunities beyond Vanessa's wildest dreams. Wouldn't
that be worth marrying a man who didn't exactly…well, rev her engine? Wasn't respect and friendship more
important anyway?

Vanessa peered out the window just in time to see a limo pull around the building and park a few hundred
feet from the plane.

Gabriel, she thought, with equal parts relief and excitement. He'd come to greet her, just as he'd promised.

The flight attendant appeared beside her seat, gesturing to the carry-on, overstuffed diaper bag and purse in a
pile at Vanessa's feet. "Ms. Reynolds, can I help you with your things?"

"That would be fantastic," Vanessa told her, raising her voice above her daughter's wailing. She grabbed her
purse and hiked it over her shoulder while the attendant grabbed the rest, and as Vanessa rose from her seat
for the first time in several hours, her cramped legs screamed in protest. She wasn't one to lead an idle
lifestyle. Her work at the hotel kept her on her feet eight to ten hours a day, and Mia kept her running during
what little time they had to spend together. There were diaper changes and fixing bottles, shopping and
laundry. On a good night she might manage a solid five hours of sleep. On a bad night, hardly any sleep at
all.

When she met Gabriel she hadn't been out socially since Mia was born. Not that she hadn't been asked by
countless men at the hotel—clients mostly—but she didn't believe in mixing business with pleasure, or
giving the false impression that her hospitality extended to the bedroom. But when a king asked a girl out for
drinks, especially one as handsome and charming as Gabriel, it was tough to say no. And here she was, a few
months later, starting her life over. Again.

Maybe.

The pilot opened the plane door, letting in a rush of hot July air that carried with it the lingering scent of the
ocean. He nodded sympathetically as Mia howled.

Vanessa stopped at the door and looked back to her seat. "Oh, shoot, I'm going to need the car seat for my
daughter."

"I'll take care of it, ma'am," the pilot assured her, with a thick accent.

She thanked him and descended the steps to the tarmac, so relieved to be on steady ground she could have
dropped to her knees and kissed it.



The late morning sun burned her scalp and stifling heat drifted up from the blacktop as the attendant led her
toward the limo. As they approached, the driver stepped out and walked around to the back door. He reached
for the handle, and the door swung open, and Vanessa's pulse picked up double time. Excitement buzzed
through her as one expensive looking shoe—Italian, she was guessing—hit the pavement, and as its owner
unfolded himself from the car she held her breath…then let it out in a whoosh of disappointment. This man
had the same long, lean physique and chiseled features, the deep-set, expressive eyes, but he was not Gabriel.

Even if she hadn't done hours of research into the country's history, she would have known instinctively that
the sinfully attractive man walking toward her was Prince Marcus Salvatora, Gabriel's son. He looked
exactly like the photos she'd seen of him—darkly intense, and far too serious for a man of only twenty-eight.
Dressed in gray slacks and a white silk shirt that showcased his olive complexion and crisp, wavy black hair,
he looked more like a GQ cover model than a future leader.

She peered around him to the interior of the limo, hoping to see someone...
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From a mile in the air, the coast of Vaneo, with its crystal blue ocean and pristine sandy beaches, looked like
paradise.

At twenty-four, Vanessa Reynolds had lived on more continents and in more cities than most people visited
in a lifetime—typical story for an army brat—but she was hoping that this small principality on the
Mediterranean coast would become her forever home.

"This is it, Mia," she whispered to her six-month-old daughter, who after spending the majority of the
thirteen-hour flight alternating between fits of restless sleep and bouts of screaming bloody murder, had
finally succumbed to sheer exhaustion and now slept peacefully in her car seat. The plane made its final
descent to the private airstrip where they would be greeted by Gabriel, Vanessa's…it seemed silly and a little
juvenile to call him her boyfriend, considering he was fifty-six. But he wasn't exactly her fiance either. At
least, not yet. When he asked her to marry him she hadn't said yes, but she hadn't said no either. That's what
this visit would determine, if she wanted to marry a man who was not only thirty-two years her senior and
lived halfway around the world, but a king.

She gazed out the window, and as the buildings below grew larger, nervous kinks knotted her insides.

Vanessa, what have you gotten yourself into this time?

That's what her father would probably say if she'd had the guts to tell him the truth about this visit. He would
tell her that she was making another huge mistake. And, okay, so maybe she hadn't exactly had the best luck
with men since…well, puberty. But this time it was different.

Her best friend Jessy had questioned her decision as well. "He seems nice now," she'd said as she sat on
Vanessa's bed, watching her pack, "but what if you get there and he turns out to be an overbearing tyrant?"

"So I'll come home."



"What if he holds you hostage? What if he forces you to marry him against your will? I've heard horror
stories. They treat women like second-class citizens."

"That's the other side of the Mediterranean. Varieo is on the European side."

Jessy frowned. "I don't care, I still don't like it."

It's not as if Vanessa didn't realize she was taking a chance. In the past this sort of thing had backfired
miserably, but Gabriel was a real gentleman. He genuinely cared about her. He would never steal her car and
leave her stranded at a diner in the middle of the Arizona desert. He wouldn't open a credit card in her name,
max it out and decimate her good credit. He wouldn't pretend to like her just so he could talk her into writing
his American history term paper then dump her for a cheerleader.

And he certainly would never knock her up then disappear and leave her and his unborn child to fend for
themselves.

The private jet hit a pocket of turbulence and gave a violent lurch, jolting Mia awake. She blinked, her pink
bottom lip began to tremble, then she let out an ear-piercing wail that only intensified the relentless throb in
Vanessa's temples.

"Shh, baby, it's okay," Vanessa cooed, squeezing her chubby fist. "We're almost there."

The wheels of the plane touched down and Vanessa's heart climbed up into her throat. She was nervous and
excited and relieved, and about a dozen other emotions too jumbled to sort out. Though they had chatted via
Skype almost daily since Gabriel left Los Angeles, she hadn't been face-to-face with him in nearly a month.
What if he took one look at her rumpled suit, smudged eyeliner and stringy, lifeless hair and sent her right
back to the U.S.?

That's ridiculous, she assured herself as the plane bumped along the runway to the small, private terminal
owned by the royal family. She had no illusions about how the first thing that had attracted Gabriel to her in
the posh Los Angeles hotel where she worked as an international hospitality agent was her looks. Her
beauty—as well as her experience living abroad—was what landed her the prestigious position at such a
young age. It had been an asset and, at times, her Achilles' heel. But Gabriel didn't see her as arm dressing.
They had become close friends. Confidants. He loved her, or so he claimed, and she had never known him to
be anything but a man of his word.

There was just one slight problem. Though she respected him immensely and loved him as a friend, she
couldn't say for certain if she was in love with him—a fact Gabriel was well aware of. Hence the purpose of
this extended visit. He felt confident that with time—six weeks to be exact, since that was the longest leave
she could take from work—Vanessa would grow to love him. He was sure that they would share a long and
happy life together. And the sanctity of marriage was not something that Gabriel took lightly.

His first marriage had spanned three decades, and he claimed it would have lasted at least three more if
cancer hadn't snatched his wife from him eight months ago.

Mia wailed again, fat tears spilling down her chubby, flushed cheeks. The second the plane rolled to a stop
Vanessa turned on her cell phone and sent Jessy a brief text, so when she woke up she would know they had
arrived safely. She then unhooked the straps of the plush, designer car seat Gabriel had provided and lifted
her daughter out. She hugged Mia close to her chest, inhaling that sweet baby scent.

"We're here, Mia. Our new life starts right now."



According to her father, Vanessa had turned exercising poor judgment and making bad decisions into an art
form, but things were different now. She was different, and she had her daughter to thank for that. Enduring
eight months of pregnancy alone had been tough, and the idea of an infant counting on her for its every need
had scared the crap out of her. There had been times when she wasn't sure she could do it, if she was
prepared for the responsibility, but the instant she laid eyes on Mia, when the doctor placed her in Vanessa's
arms after a grueling twenty-six hours of labor, she fell head over heels in love. For the first time in her life,
Vanessa felt she finally had a purpose. Taking care of her daughter, giving her a good life, was now her
number one priority.

What she wanted more than anything was for Mia to have a stable home with two parents, and marrying
Gabriel would assure her daughter privileges and opportunities beyond Vanessa's wildest dreams. Wouldn't
that be worth marrying a man who didn't exactly…well, rev her engine? Wasn't respect and friendship more
important anyway?

Vanessa peered out the window just in time to see a limo pull around the building and park a few hundred
feet from the plane.

Gabriel, she thought, with equal parts relief and excitement. He'd come to greet her, just as he'd promised.

The flight attendant appeared beside her seat, gesturing to the carry-on, overstuffed diaper bag and purse in a
pile at Vanessa's feet. "Ms. Reynolds, can I help you with your things?"

"That would be fantastic," Vanessa told her, raising her voice above her daughter's wailing. She grabbed her
purse and hiked it over her shoulder while the attendant grabbed the rest, and as Vanessa rose from her seat
for the first time in several hours, her cramped legs screamed in protest. She wasn't one to lead an idle
lifestyle. Her work at the hotel kept her on her feet eight to ten hours a day, and Mia kept her running during
what little time they had to spend together. There were diaper changes and fixing bottles, shopping and
laundry. On a good night she might manage a solid five hours of sleep. On a bad night, hardly any sleep at
all.

When she met Gabriel she hadn't been out socially since Mia was born. Not that she hadn't been asked by
countless men at the hotel—clients mostly—but she didn't believe in mixing business with pleasure, or
giving the false impression that her hospitality extended to the bedroom. But when a king asked a girl out for
drinks, especially one as handsome and charming as Gabriel, it was tough to say no. And here she was, a few
months later, starting her life over. Again.

Maybe.

The pilot opened the plane door, letting in a rush of hot July air that carried with it the lingering scent of the
ocean. He nodded sympathetically as Mia howled.

Vanessa stopped at the door and looked back to her seat. "Oh, shoot, I'm going to need the car seat for my
daughter."

"I'll take care of it, ma'am," the pilot assured her, with a thick accent.

She thanked him and descended the steps to the tarmac, so relieved to be on steady ground she could have
dropped to her knees and kissed it.

The late morning sun burned her scalp and stifling heat drifted up from the blacktop as the attendant led her
toward the limo. As they approached, the driver stepped out and walked around to the back door. He reached



for the handle, and the door swung open, and Vanessa's pulse picked up double time. Excitement buzzed
through her as one expensive looking shoe—Italian, she was guessing—hit the pavement, and as its owner
unfolded himself from the car she held her breath…then let it out in a whoosh of disappointment. This man
had the same long, lean physique and chiseled features, the deep-set, expressive eyes, but he was not Gabriel.

Even if she hadn't done hours of research into the country's history, she would have known instinctively that
the sinfully attractive man walking toward her was Prince Marcus Salvatora, Gabriel's son. He looked
exactly like the photos she'd seen of him—darkly intense, and far too serious for a man of only twenty-eight.
Dressed in gray slacks and a white silk shirt that showcased his olive complexion and crisp, wavy black hair,
he looked more like a GQ cover model than a future leader.

She peered around him to the interior of the limo, hoping to see someone...

Most helpful customer reviews

2 of 3 people found the following review helpful.
The cover is misleading but the best thing about the book.
By On_A_Jet_Plane
Another small quasi-European principality is the setting or this story. The heroine is a young single mother
who makes poor choices. The widowed king who is more than old enough to be her father falls for her. She
gets on a private jet with her baby, basically telling no one where she is going and finds the king isn't around
when she arrives. Lots of romantic dinners, sultry pool scene, an earache and some extremely poor
judgement on the parts of the hero and heroine, there is a happy ending. I wonder if Microsoft paid for
product placement? I didn't know Skype could be used so many times.

0 of 0 people found the following review helpful.
This could have been a book for my "Keeper Bookshelf"....
By Clay Verhagen
This story was wonderful. I couldn't put it down until I finished reading it. Now, here I am at almost 2:30 in
the morning thinking "What the heck" - actully many 4-letter words went through mind! - I used hard earned
money to purchase this book, spent hours reading it..And the author ended the book like that?!?!?!!

0 of 0 people found the following review helpful.
Really enjoyed this reading
By Amazon Customer
Really enjoyed this reading

See all 4 customer reviews...



PRINCESS IN THE MAKING BY MICHELLE CELMER PDF

This is likewise among the reasons by getting the soft file of this Princess In The Making By Michelle
Celmer by online. You may not require even more times to invest to visit the book establishment as well as
search for them. Often, you likewise don't locate guide Princess In The Making By Michelle Celmer that you
are hunting for. It will waste the time. But here, when you visit this page, it will certainly be so simple to
obtain as well as download and install guide Princess In The Making By Michelle Celmer It will certainly
not take often times as we state before. You could do it while doing something else in the house or also in
your office. So easy! So, are you question? Simply exercise what we provide here and also check out
Princess In The Making By Michelle Celmer what you enjoy to read!

About the Author
USA Today Bestseller Michelle Celmer is the author of more than 25 books for Harlequin and Silhouette.
You can usually find her in her office with her laptop loving the fact that she gets to work in her pajamas.
Write her at: PO BOX 300, Clawson, MI 48017,  visit her website at: www.michellecelmer.com  or find her
on Facebook at: Michelle Celmer Author

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
From a mile in the air, the coast of Vaneo, with its crystal blue ocean and pristine sandy beaches, looked like
paradise.

At twenty-four, Vanessa Reynolds had lived on more continents and in more cities than most people visited
in a lifetime—typical story for an army brat—but she was hoping that this small principality on the
Mediterranean coast would become her forever home.

"This is it, Mia," she whispered to her six-month-old daughter, who after spending the majority of the
thirteen-hour flight alternating between fits of restless sleep and bouts of screaming bloody murder, had
finally succumbed to sheer exhaustion and now slept peacefully in her car seat. The plane made its final
descent to the private airstrip where they would be greeted by Gabriel, Vanessa's…it seemed silly and a little
juvenile to call him her boyfriend, considering he was fifty-six. But he wasn't exactly her fiance either. At
least, not yet. When he asked her to marry him she hadn't said yes, but she hadn't said no either. That's what
this visit would determine, if she wanted to marry a man who was not only thirty-two years her senior and
lived halfway around the world, but a king.

She gazed out the window, and as the buildings below grew larger, nervous kinks knotted her insides.

Vanessa, what have you gotten yourself into this time?

That's what her father would probably say if she'd had the guts to tell him the truth about this visit. He would
tell her that she was making another huge mistake. And, okay, so maybe she hadn't exactly had the best luck
with men since…well, puberty. But this time it was different.

Her best friend Jessy had questioned her decision as well. "He seems nice now," she'd said as she sat on
Vanessa's bed, watching her pack, "but what if you get there and he turns out to be an overbearing tyrant?"

"So I'll come home."



"What if he holds you hostage? What if he forces you to marry him against your will? I've heard horror
stories. They treat women like second-class citizens."

"That's the other side of the Mediterranean. Varieo is on the European side."

Jessy frowned. "I don't care, I still don't like it."

It's not as if Vanessa didn't realize she was taking a chance. In the past this sort of thing had backfired
miserably, but Gabriel was a real gentleman. He genuinely cared about her. He would never steal her car and
leave her stranded at a diner in the middle of the Arizona desert. He wouldn't open a credit card in her name,
max it out and decimate her good credit. He wouldn't pretend to like her just so he could talk her into writing
his American history term paper then dump her for a cheerleader.

And he certainly would never knock her up then disappear and leave her and his unborn child to fend for
themselves.

The private jet hit a pocket of turbulence and gave a violent lurch, jolting Mia awake. She blinked, her pink
bottom lip began to tremble, then she let out an ear-piercing wail that only intensified the relentless throb in
Vanessa's temples.

"Shh, baby, it's okay," Vanessa cooed, squeezing her chubby fist. "We're almost there."

The wheels of the plane touched down and Vanessa's heart climbed up into her throat. She was nervous and
excited and relieved, and about a dozen other emotions too jumbled to sort out. Though they had chatted via
Skype almost daily since Gabriel left Los Angeles, she hadn't been face-to-face with him in nearly a month.
What if he took one look at her rumpled suit, smudged eyeliner and stringy, lifeless hair and sent her right
back to the U.S.?

That's ridiculous, she assured herself as the plane bumped along the runway to the small, private terminal
owned by the royal family. She had no illusions about how the first thing that had attracted Gabriel to her in
the posh Los Angeles hotel where she worked as an international hospitality agent was her looks. Her
beauty—as well as her experience living abroad—was what landed her the prestigious position at such a
young age. It had been an asset and, at times, her Achilles' heel. But Gabriel didn't see her as arm dressing.
They had become close friends. Confidants. He loved her, or so he claimed, and she had never known him to
be anything but a man of his word.

There was just one slight problem. Though she respected him immensely and loved him as a friend, she
couldn't say for certain if she was in love with him—a fact Gabriel was well aware of. Hence the purpose of
this extended visit. He felt confident that with time—six weeks to be exact, since that was the longest leave
she could take from work—Vanessa would grow to love him. He was sure that they would share a long and
happy life together. And the sanctity of marriage was not something that Gabriel took lightly.

His first marriage had spanned three decades, and he claimed it would have lasted at least three more if
cancer hadn't snatched his wife from him eight months ago.

Mia wailed again, fat tears spilling down her chubby, flushed cheeks. The second the plane rolled to a stop
Vanessa turned on her cell phone and sent Jessy a brief text, so when she woke up she would know they had
arrived safely. She then unhooked the straps of the plush, designer car seat Gabriel had provided and lifted
her daughter out. She hugged Mia close to her chest, inhaling that sweet baby scent.

"We're here, Mia. Our new life starts right now."



According to her father, Vanessa had turned exercising poor judgment and making bad decisions into an art
form, but things were different now. She was different, and she had her daughter to thank for that. Enduring
eight months of pregnancy alone had been tough, and the idea of an infant counting on her for its every need
had scared the crap out of her. There had been times when she wasn't sure she could do it, if she was
prepared for the responsibility, but the instant she laid eyes on Mia, when the doctor placed her in Vanessa's
arms after a grueling twenty-six hours of labor, she fell head over heels in love. For the first time in her life,
Vanessa felt she finally had a purpose. Taking care of her daughter, giving her a good life, was now her
number one priority.

What she wanted more than anything was for Mia to have a stable home with two parents, and marrying
Gabriel would assure her daughter privileges and opportunities beyond Vanessa's wildest dreams. Wouldn't
that be worth marrying a man who didn't exactly…well, rev her engine? Wasn't respect and friendship more
important anyway?

Vanessa peered out the window just in time to see a limo pull around the building and park a few hundred
feet from the plane.

Gabriel, she thought, with equal parts relief and excitement. He'd come to greet her, just as he'd promised.

The flight attendant appeared beside her seat, gesturing to the carry-on, overstuffed diaper bag and purse in a
pile at Vanessa's feet. "Ms. Reynolds, can I help you with your things?"

"That would be fantastic," Vanessa told her, raising her voice above her daughter's wailing. She grabbed her
purse and hiked it over her shoulder while the attendant grabbed the rest, and as Vanessa rose from her seat
for the first time in several hours, her cramped legs screamed in protest. She wasn't one to lead an idle
lifestyle. Her work at the hotel kept her on her feet eight to ten hours a day, and Mia kept her running during
what little time they had to spend together. There were diaper changes and fixing bottles, shopping and
laundry. On a good night she might manage a solid five hours of sleep. On a bad night, hardly any sleep at
all.

When she met Gabriel she hadn't been out socially since Mia was born. Not that she hadn't been asked by
countless men at the hotel—clients mostly—but she didn't believe in mixing business with pleasure, or
giving the false impression that her hospitality extended to the bedroom. But when a king asked a girl out for
drinks, especially one as handsome and charming as Gabriel, it was tough to say no. And here she was, a few
months later, starting her life over. Again.

Maybe.

The pilot opened the plane door, letting in a rush of hot July air that carried with it the lingering scent of the
ocean. He nodded sympathetically as Mia howled.

Vanessa stopped at the door and looked back to her seat. "Oh, shoot, I'm going to need the car seat for my
daughter."

"I'll take care of it, ma'am," the pilot assured her, with a thick accent.

She thanked him and descended the steps to the tarmac, so relieved to be on steady ground she could have
dropped to her knees and kissed it.

The late morning sun burned her scalp and stifling heat drifted up from the blacktop as the attendant led her
toward the limo. As they approached, the driver stepped out and walked around to the back door. He reached



for the handle, and the door swung open, and Vanessa's pulse picked up double time. Excitement buzzed
through her as one expensive looking shoe—Italian, she was guessing—hit the pavement, and as its owner
unfolded himself from the car she held her breath…then let it out in a whoosh of disappointment. This man
had the same long, lean physique and chiseled features, the deep-set, expressive eyes, but he was not Gabriel.

Even if she hadn't done hours of research into the country's history, she would have known instinctively that
the sinfully attractive man walking toward her was Prince Marcus Salvatora, Gabriel's son. He looked
exactly like the photos she'd seen of him—darkly intense, and far too serious for a man of only twenty-eight.
Dressed in gray slacks and a white silk shirt that showcased his olive complexion and crisp, wavy black hair,
he looked more like a GQ cover model than a future leader.

She peered around him to the interior of the limo, hoping to see someone...
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