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T H E  W E D D I N G  H A D  been �t for a king. Make that a
future king.

Prince Nasser Korkov of Resbekkistan had wed the
beautiful Yvonna Abdulov, with all the pomp and
circumstance of a lavish royal wedding. Hundreds of
invited guests �lled the church and thousands more
attended the royal wedding ball. Halfway through the
evening, though, the bride excused herself…and then
promptly disappeared.

By order of King Korkov, so as not to worry anyone, the
bride was resting…at least that’s what was told, to any of
the guests who asked.

Kidnapping had been suspected until several bedsheets
tied together were found hanging from the balcony of
Yvonna’s suite of rooms in the palace. And aer the dogs
were released, they tracked her to the East wall where a
metal ladder was discovered. On the other side of that wall,
the dogs picked up Yvonna’s scent at the base of the tree
she’d obviously climbed down and trailed it to a road where
her scent was lost. Clearly, she’d gotten into a waiting
vehicle. So, not only had she vanished into thin air, but
she’d undoubtedly been helped. And whomever had helped
her had known all of the security protocols of the palace. In
other words, they’d had to have known who would be
where, and at what time, so that Yvonna could slip past the
patrols.

“But why would she leave?” King Korkov demanded
from Yvonna’s lady’s maid.

“Your Highness,” the frightened woman said. “She said
nothing to me.”

“Who does she talk to?” the king bellowed. “ere must
be someone in the palace she con�des in!”

CHAPTER 1
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Prince Nasser stepped forward and quickly bowed his
head to his father before he spoke. “When we were
children there was a nanny that was her favorite,” Nasser
said. “She would run to her whenever she was sad or hurt.”

Yvonna had come to the palace when she was just nine
months old, along with her nanny, aer a tragic accident
had taken her parents. Arranged marriages were a thing of
the past in most cases in Resbekkistan, but when it came to
a prince nothing could be le to chance. Breeding, above
all else, was what mattered when choosing a future queen,
and Yvonna had such breeding. She’d been chosen for
Nasser at birth, so when her parents were killed, she was
brought to the palace to be raised and educated.

As children, Nasser and Yvonna played and attended
school together until they reached puberty. Once they had,
they were separated and trained according to their future
roles in the Kingdom. ey wouldn’t meet again until
today—their wedding day.

“Who is this nanny?” King Korkov asked, sounding
confused and unhappy with the situation.

“The one who was brought with her to the palace,”
Nasser told his father.

“But then, she’s gone,” King Korkov said. “She would
have le when Yvonna turned sixteen.”

“No, Sire,” the lady’s maid said, with a still quaking
voice. “Mistress Yvonna wouldn’t let her go. She told Mrs.
Livingston that she was like a mother to her. She stays in
one of Mistress Yvonna’s rooms in her suite.”

“Bring that nanny to me!” the king roared. “Now!”
Five minutes later, the English nanny, Mrs. Livingston,

was standing before King Korkov. “Your Highness,” Mrs.
Livingston said, with a proper curtsy.

“Where is Yvonna?” the king asked.
The nanny looked at the watch on her wrist. “I should

think she’s somewhere over the Black Sea by now.”
King Korkov’s face turned red, and his lips became �ne

lines. “Why?” he shouted, when he was �nally able to get
the word out.

“Because she’s in love with another man.”

Prince Nasser truly couldn’t say he was sorry that Yvonna
was gone. He’d always known that he’d have to marry her,
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not because he was in love with her, but because he was
supposed to. It was his duty. Yes, she’d grown into a very
beautiful woman, he’d noted as he’d lied her veil for their
�rst meeting since childhood, and their �rst kiss. But in an
odd way he thought of her almost like a sister. He’d spent
the �rst thirteen years of his life with her, and he wasn’t
sure he would ever feel any differently.

Nasser, or Nas as he was known to certain friends, had
oen wondered what it would be like to live a normal life.
He’d watched as college pals chose their mates, all the while
knowing his future wife had already been carefully selected
for him.

Men and women paired up and dated all through his
days and nights at university and he’d even been with
several. He would have bed them if he was allowed, but he’d
had to keep his emotions in check. He’d always had to keep
in mind that one day he would be King of Resbekkistan
and that the woman that stood beside him had to be one
who’d been groomed for the role. Yvonna had spent her
entire life preparing to be his wife. Now, she was gone, and
the country was without its future queen, unless they could
somehow bring her back, which was what his father was
trying to do.

Nas watched as his father began ordering his head of
security, his chief of staff, and his top general to �nd her
and return her to the palace. He stepped forward again.
“Father,” he said urgently, with another quick head bow.
“Please, may I speak to you privately.”

The king looked startled. It was rare for Nasser to ever
interrupt. “What is it, Nasser?”

Nasser gestured to the door of the king’s office. Of
course, speaking in private was never without one or two
others being in the room. In this case, Anton Andreaovich,
King Korkov’s most trusted aid, entered the office with
them. “Well?” the king asked once the door was closed
behind them.

“Father, won’t she be…spoiled…by the time we �nd
her?” Nasser said, referring to her virginity. “If she has le
with another man, that will undoubtedly be the �rst thing
he takes care of.” Being pure was to be her gi to Nasser on
their wedding night. But that wasn’t what really worried
Nasser. He was concerned that if she was brought back
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against her will, he would spend the rest of his life with a
woman who wanted to be with another man. His life, their
lives would be miserable. Life would be hard enough living
with a woman he had no feelings for, they certainly didn’t
need to add more misery to the mix.

Nasser began to wonder what it would be like to be able
to choose his own wife. He wondered what it would be like
to be with a woman he loved, that loved him. Someone that
he couldn’t wait to hold and make love to, and not
someone he was obligated to have sex with to produce
heirs.

“She is your wife, Nasser,” King Korkov told his son.
But that wasn’t entirely true just yet. Without the

consummation of the marriage, she wouldn’t be considered
his wife. At the end of the 30-day wedding rituals, if the
union had not been consummated there would be an
automatic annulment.

In Resbekkistan, there were actually three stages to a
marriage. e �rst was the wedding ceremony, the second
was the 3-day honeymoon period where the couple would
spend time away from family and friends to get to know
each other, and the last was when the happy couple went
and spent time with each family member to celebrate the
union. In Nasser’s case, because he was a prince, he and his
bride would travel the country where balls and galas would
be given in their honor by the various Magistrates and
other high-ranking officials. Nasser and Yvonna were
expected in the Travor Province on the fourth day aer
their ceremony.

“Is she, father?” Nasser asked. “Will she ever truly be
my wife if she’s been with another?”

Appearing even more troubled than he’d been in the
last hour, King Korkov began to pace. “is is a mess!” he
shouted.

“Sire,” Anton said. “If I may be so bold as to make a
suggestion?”

“Yes, yes, Anton,” the king said impatiently. “Speak.”
“What about Yazmina?” Anton said.
The king stopped pacing. “What about her?”
“Who is Yazmina?” Nasser asked.
“She could step in and take Yvonna’s place,” Anton said.
“But what good would that do?” the king asked.
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“Who is Yazmina?” Nasser asked again.
“She would give us time, your highness,” Anton said.

“30 days to be precise.”
King Korkov nodded his understanding of what his

trusted aide was suggesting. “Yes,” he said thoughtfully.
“at could work. We could �nd Yvonna and learn what is
truly in her heart. And if she chooses not to return, we will
have the time to come up with a reasonable explanation for
a sudden…disappearance. An illness perhaps? An
accident? en we can officially annul this marriage and
�nd another suitable match for Nasser. But do you know
where Yazmina is?”

“I do, Sire,” Anton said. “Per your instructions, I have
kept track of her. She is in America living in a small coastal
town in a state called Oregon.”

Nasser was getting frustrated along with being very
confused. “Who is Yazmina?” he �nally shouted.

King Korkov and Anton both looked to the prince. “She
is Yvonna’s sister,” the king said, as if it was perfectly
obvious. “Her identical twin sister.”

“Mina!”
“Back here,” Mina shouted from her workroom. “I’ll be

right out.”
Mina walked through the curtains separating her store

from her storage area and workroom. She’d always loved
painting, re�nishing and creating so she’d combined all of
her loves into a business. In her little store, Mina sold
pieces of furniture she’d repainted and recovered with
beautiful brightly colored fabrics. She also made pillows,
curtains and handmade rag rugs. Her store was a paradise
for anyone looking to add a cottage feel to their own home.
And while she was making a small pro�t each month, the
old building she’d purchased with the money she’d received
from a modest family inheritance was draining that pro�t.
Between a leaky roof, rusted pipes and cracked concrete,
she wasn’t able to put much into her savings.

“Hi, Beth,” Mina said, when she saw one of her
customers standing near the cash register.

“Hey, Mina,” the woman returned. “I need some more
of the mint green chalk paint I bought last week. at old
dresser I’m redoing is soaking it up like a sponge.”
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“Sure,” Mina said. On a shelf behind a counter were a
line of chalk paints she’d created herself and sold in her
store. “What size do you want?”

“You’d better give me the 16oz this time,” Beth said. “I
don’t want to run out again.”

Mina grabbed the jar off the shelf and turned to ring it
up. When she did, she saw a big black limousine pull up
out front of the store. “Is that your ride today?” she asked
the woman with some amusement.

Beth turned and looked out the window. “I wish. Hey,
when are you going to have another one of your classes?”

Mina shrugged. “Probably not until next month.” Mina
offered classes on painting furniture and sewing. “I’ve been
so busy lately I haven’t had time to put another class
together.”

With the transaction complete, Beth started for the
door. “anks, Mina,” she said, just before leaving. “I’ll
probably be in again next week.”

Mina was about to return to the workroom and her
current project when she saw the driver of the limousine
jump out and run to the back door. She watched as the
man grasped the handle of the door and pulled. She was
half expecting to see a celebrity get out and was somewhat
disappointed when two young men and an older
gentleman in a light grey suit exited instead. She was about
to turn again when she saw that the older man, aer
looking up at the sign over the door, started to walk toward
the entrance to her store. He was followed closely by the
two younger men.

Mina stayed behind the register and watched curiously
as one of the younger men entered her store, looked
around and then nodded for the older man to come inside.
e younger man stepped back out and he, along with the
other young man, stood on either side of the door. When
the older man was inside, he brie�y glanced around the
shop and approached the wrap desk where she stood.
“Good aernoon,” he said, speaking with an unfamiliar
accent.

“Hello,” she said, with a friendly nod. “Is there anything
I can help you �nd today?” She couldn’t imagine that this
man, who’d just gotten out of a stretch limousine, wanted
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to buy anything from her little shop, but stranger things
had happened.

“I have already found what I was looking for,” he told
her, showing a pleasant smile.

“Okay,” she said, unsure of what he meant.
“Your name is Yazmina, is it not?”
“That’s my given name,” Mina explained. “But I go by

Mina now. How did you know?”
“I know a great many things about you, Yazmina,” the

man told her. “I know that you were born in Resbekkistan
twenty-four years ago and aer your parents died you came
to live here in Oregon with your mother’s cousin.”

Mina stood there a moment looking at the stranger in
front of her. He seemed to know her life’s history, but that
didn’t explain who he was and what he was doing in her
shop. “Who are you?” she asked.

“My name is Anton Andreaovich,” he told her as he
held his hand out to her. “I am an aide to King Korkov.”

She’d de�nitely heard of King Korkov. e man’s picture
hung in her cousin’s home in a place of honor. Even though
her cousin’s family had le Resbekkistan almost twenty-
seven years ago, they still thought of him as their king. So,
what was the king’s aide doing in the United States, and,
more to the point, what was he doing in Seaside, Oregon,
in her shop? She looked at his hand a moment, but even
with questions about him bombarding her senses, she
couldn’t be impolite, so she took his hand and shook it.

“You have green eyes,” Anton said, aer staring at her a
few moments. “I did not remember that.”

She shrugged. “I’m sorry but I don’t remember ever
meeting you.”

“Of course you don’t,” he said. “You were no more than
nine months old. Please, is there someplace we can talk?
Perhaps we should go to your cousin’s house?”

“I can’t just close my shop and leave,” Mina told the
stranger. “is is how I make my living.”

“You will be compensated,” Anton said. “Just tell me
what you usually earn in a day and I will pay you that
amount.”

That really perplexed her. “Why would you do that?”
“Because what I have to discuss with you is vitally

important,” Anton told her.
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“So, tell me what it is,” Mina said. “ere’s no one here
but you and me. We don’t have to leave to have privacy if
that’s what you’re concerned about.”

Anton stood looking down at the �oor for a few
seconds. It appeared to Mina that he was trying to decide
what he should actually tell her. Finally, he took a deep
breath and began speaking.

“This is about Resbekkistan, King Korkov and his son,
Prince Nasser and…your sister.”

Mina stared as though he’d suddenly sprouted horns.
“What is this?” she �nally demanded. “Some kind of joke?”

“Joke?” Anton asked. “I do not understand.”
“Yes, a joke,” Mina said. “It’s either a joke or you have

the wrong person because I don’t have a sister. I am an only
child and my parents died before they could have more
children.”

Anton shook his head. “No, you are a twin, one of two
girls born on the same day two minutes apart. Your sister is
the eldest which is why she was selected to be Prince
Nasser’s wife instead of you.”

“Twin…the prince’s wife…the eldest?” Mina stuttered.
“What on earth are you talking about?”

“This is why I thought it would be best if we went
somewhere to talk,” Anton said. “If we go to your cousin’s
house…”

“Why do you want to go there?” Mina asked, her voice
rising slightly. “I haven’t lived there for almost two years.”
Mina lived in an apartment above her store.

“Your mother’s cousin can verify what I’m telling you,”
Anton said.

“That I’m a twin?”
“Yes.”
“That my supposed twin sister is married to the prince

of Resbekkistan?”
“Yes.”
Mina wasn’t sure what to think. e man looked

sincere. He was even offering to prove that what he was
saying was true. But if it was true, then why hadn’t Alena,
her mother’s cousin, told her she had a sister? Alena had
never kept anything from her, at least not that she knew.
Mina could feel her frown deepening with each passing
second. “Fine,” she �nally said. “We’ll go to Alena’s house.”
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Anton nodded and gestured to the limousine.
“No,” Mina said. “I’ll take my car and you can follow in

the limo.” Mina was far too suspicious of this man and
what he was saying to just jump into his car with him.

“As you wish,” Anton said. With that, he turned and
walked out of her store. As soon as he’d gotten outside, the
two men standing on either side of the door fell in behind
him and they all got into the limousine.

Mina walked to the door and turned over the sign
hanging there to the closed side. She then turned the lock
and watched as the limousine pulled away from the curb.
She almost decided to turn the sign back over and resume
her day. She’d called Anton’s bluff and now he was leaving.
But if that were the case, what had he really wanted and
why go to all this trouble? And how had he known so
much about her? No, there was de�nitely more to this
story, and the only way she was going to learn if anything
he’d told her was true, was by going to visit cousin Alena.
Mina quickly ran upstairs, grabbed her purse and keys and
went out the back door of her store to where her car was
parked.

Fieen minutes later, Mina turned onto the street that
her cousin lived on. To her surprise, the limousine was
parked in front of Alena’s house and the two men who’d
been standing outside her store, were now standing outside
her cousin’s front door. What the heck was going on?

Mina was met at the door by Alena. “We have a very
honored guest,” Alena told her. “You must come in and
meet him.”

“We’ve met,” Mina said, as she entered the living room.
“Tell me, Alena, do I really have a sister?”

The story was incredible. Twins separated at nine
months old…one to live a life of opulence and grandeur in
a palace as a princess, the other to be exiled, sent away in
the night to never be heard from again. At least that’s how
it felt to Mina once she’d heard the narrative.

The truly remarkable part now, though, was that they
needed her back in Resbekkistan. ey needed her to stand
in for a sister she hadn’t known existed, to pretend to be
married to a man even her sister didn’t want, and to act like
the princess her sister chose not to be.
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Anton had told her that it would be for no more than
30 days. “30 days of parties and galas,” he’d told her,
speaking gaily, as though parties and galas should tempt
her. “And you will be paid handsomely for your time.”

The ‘being paid handsomely’ part had appealed to
Mina. With the sum of money she’d been offered, she could
�x her building once and for all, hire some parttime help
and she could buy a truck. She’d been wanting to attend
cra fairs and antique shows but had no way to get her
things to the events and no money to rent a vehicle big
enough. e money she would receive for simply showing
her face in Resbekkistan for the next 30 days would solve
all her �nancial problems.

“And I won’t be required to live as a…wife…to the
prince?” Mina had asked.

Anton had looked almost shocked. “No, de�nitely not!
e only contact you will have with Prince Nasser will be at
the public functions. You have my word on that.”

In the end, Mina had agreed. And it wasn’t just the
money, it was also a chance to meet a sister she never knew
she had. She’d been told that Yvonna, once located, would
be told about her and that they would have the opportunity
to get to know each other.

It hadn’t taken Mina long to pack as she’d been told that
all the clothing she would wear would be provided. She had
taken her own underthings, though, as well as her
toiletries, and a couple of books, so she carried a small bag
with her onto the plane. “We take off in �een minutes,”
Anton told her, as soon as she boarded.

The airplane was huge, as big as a commercial airliner,
but decorated like a private jet where money wasn’t an
issue. Mina started to walk toward the back of the plane
where the men who’d accompanied Anton went to sit.

“No, no, Yazmina,” Anton told her. “You sit up here.” He
pointed to two huge leather chairs sitting across the aisle
from each other. He took one of the seats, so she took the
other. Clearly these were reserved for important people.
Was she important now?

The plane began to taxi to the runway. “As soon as we’re
in the air we’ll start going over protocols,” Anton told her.
“Oh, and there is one thing I forgot to mention.”
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Oh great, Mina thought, now is when I �nd out that I’m
really being kidnapped!

“Your sister has brown eyes,” Anton continued. “e
royal optometrist will �t you for contact lenses when we
get to the palace.”

“Brown eyes?” Mina asked. “I thought we were
identical?”

“In every way but that.”
The �ight took almost thirteen hours and most of that

time was spent going over the dos and don’ts of being a
princess. She’d also practiced her curtsy and the proper way
to address her husband in public. ey were a little over
three hours from landing when Anton told her to get some
rest and had one of the female attendants take her to the
very back of the plane where a full bedroom and bathroom
were located. And when she’d �nally lain down, she was so
tired that she was asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.

Another big black limousine was waiting on the tarmac
as they deplaned. Mina felt like she needed at least another
eight hours sleep but that wasn’t to be. As they were
whisked from the airport, and, though Mina wanted to
look out the windows at the country where she was born,
Anton grilled her on what he’d taught her on the �ight.

“You must not forget to curtsy when you meet the
king,” Anton stressed for about the hundredth time.

“I’ve got it,” Mina said, as the limousine pulled through
the gates of the palace.

Mina wasn’t prepared for the magni�cence of the
palace. When the car pulled into the portico where they
would exit, she suddenly felt like Cinderella…before she’d
met the fairy god mother! She had worn a pair of dark
green slacks, a tan pullover sweater and a pair of ballet �ats
for the trip. Her thick black hair had been pulled into a
ponytail and she’d done little more than swipe some
mascara on her long eyelashes. She had a natural glow to
her almond-colored skin, so she very rarely wore blush, but
she had managed some lip gloss on her full mouth. And
though this was usually how she looked every day it
somehow seemed like it wasn’t enough. She practically felt
naked.

“Holy crow,” she said, under her breath as they walked
into the palace.
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A man in a suit that looked almost like a tuxedo greeted
them at the door. He then barked out orders to two very
young men to retrieve the luggage from the car. A young
woman also stood there staring at her with eyes as big as
saucers.

“This is Dorinda,” Anton said, gesturing to the young
woman. “She is your sister’s lady’s maid. She will assist
you.” Anton then directed his words to the woman.
“Dorinda, please take Mistress Yazmina to her quarters and
see that she is dressed to meet the king in exactly one
hour.” To Yazmina he said, “And please keep your head and
eyes down as much as possible when in halls. We’ll get your
contact lenses �rst thing in the morning and then your
being seen won’t be a problem.”

Dorinda curtsied to Anton. She then turned to Mina.
“is way, Mistress.”

They wound through corridors, up stairs and around
too many corners to count before they came to a set of
double doors. Dorinda took a key from a pocket on her
apron and used it in the lock. She then pushed the doors
open and stepped back. “Your quarters, Mistress,” she told
Mina “I’ll help you dress and select the correct jewelry for
your meeting with His Majesty, King Korkov. I can also
help with your hair and makeup.”

Mina stepped into the rooms and looked around. She
was standing in an apartment that was larger than Alena’s
entire house. “Your bedchamber is this way, Mistress,”
Dorinda said, as she closed the doors behind them and
started for another set of double doors to her right.

Mina followed the young woman to what she was
referring to as a bedchamber. ere was a bed in the room
but there was also a desk, several dressers, a makeup table
and a seating area. is one room was bigger than Mina’s
apartment. Boy, she thought, this prince must be a real dog
if Yvonna gave all this up!

“Thank you, Dorinda,” Mina said, as she took in the
opulence of the space.

Just then they heard a knock on the door. Dorinda
practically ran from the room to answer it. Mina set her
purse down on the desk and was just about to do a little
more exploring when Dorinda returned with her small
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case. “Shall I put this in your dressing room?” Dorinda
asked.

“My what?”
“Dressing room, Mistress,” Dorinda said. “It’s this way.”
Dorinda led Mina across the room and the breath

caught in Mina’s throat when the door Dorinda had led her
to was opened. Inside was a room full of the most beautiful
clothes and shoes Mina had ever seen. It looked like she
was standing in a department store, and from what she
could see, all the clothing still had their store tags on them.

“Your bathroom is through that door,” Dorinda said,
pointing to yet another door. “And while you’re in there, I’ll
select the things you’ll be wearing.”

Mina was so overwhelmed by everything she’d had to
put herself on auto pilot or she may not have gotten
through the rest of the day. She went into the bathroom,
removed her clothing and stepped into the shower. Inside
was shampoo, conditioner, and a wonderful smelling
shower gel. When she got out and toweled off, she found a
comb and brush in one drawer along with several different
lotions. She also found beautiful silk underthings, again
with their tags in another drawer. She really hadn’t needed
to bring anything with her—nothing!

Mina looked at herself in the full-length mirror in her
dressing room. She barely recognized herself. Dorinda had
put her hair up in a French twist and helped her with her
makeup. Her lips and nails were fuchsia, and her almond
shaped eyes were lined dramatically. e sleeveless black
gown was by Oscar de la Renta, full length and �tted with a
slit up the back for ease of movement. And her shoes were
simple black pumps by Jimmy Choo. e �nishing touch
had been a black chiffon jacket with velvet collar and cuffs.
She’d never seen herself look so beautiful before, and she
wondered if this was how Yvonna dressed every day.

“I’ll take you to the king’s quarters,” Dorinda said.
Mina tore herself away from the mirror and followed

Dorinda. ey again navigated halls and corridors and
Mina swore they walked for a good ten minutes before
stopping at another set of double doors. Unlike her doors,
these were gold in color and almost two stories tall. e
lady’s maid knocked lightly and one of the doors opened
immediately. She spoke so soly to the man who answered
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that Mina couldn’t hear what was being said and she was
only a foot away.

The door closed but within two minutes it was opened
again, and the same man was standing there. He stepped
aside and gestured for Mina to enter. As soon as she was
inside the splendid room, the man announced loudly,
“Mistress Yazmina.”

There were two men sitting across the room and both
of them stood. One, Mina recognized as Anton. e other
she assumed was King Korkov and not because this was
supposedly his quarters but because he looked like a king.
He was an imposing �gure of a man in a black suit, salt and
pepper hair and an air about him that took her breath
away. Curtsy, she told herself. Remember to curtsy.

“Come here my child,” the king told her.
Mina moved to where the men stood and just like she’d

done it a hundred times, she curtsied.
“Very good,” the king said. When she looked up

though, he frowned. “Her eyes!” he exclaimed.
“Sire,” Anton said, with a head bow. “at will be taken

care of �rst thing tomorrow, before they leave.”
King Korkov nodded. “Alright then, sit down and tell

me about yourself.”
Mina took a seat and was about to start telling the king

about her life when the door was opened, and an
announcement was made. “Prince Nasser.”

Everyone stood again, including Mina and they all
watched as the prince made his way across the room. Mina
had been told to be demure to the prince. She’d been told to
curtsy but not as deeply as she had for the king and not to
look him in the eyes until he spoke to her. As he
approached though, everything she’d been taught �ew out
of her head like it’d never been there to begin with.

Prince Nasser was tall, at least six foot three or four. He
had broad shoulders and a narrow waist, jet black hair, a
square jaw and nearly black eyes. e charcoal gray suit he
wore looked so as butter and moved with him with each
step he took, and fell into place when he stopped. is suit
had been made speci�cally for his frame. Mina had
thought the king was imposing, commanding attention,
but he had nothing on Nasser. And to say the man was
good looking was insulting. He wasn’t simply good
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looking, he was the most beautiful man she’d ever laid eyes
on.
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