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      The Mediterranean sun melted Alexis Robles’ muscles, and she sank deeper into the sand. In a matter of minutes, she’d be part of the beach. And be thrilled to pieces about it.

      “Which club do we hit tonight?” Charity, her best friend, asked.

      “It’s New Year’s Eve. What’s the difference? One place will be just like another. Gorgeous men, lots of drinking and good music.”

      “Okay, I’ll pick one at random. Dante’s. We’re going to Dante’s to party.”

      Alexis draped her arm over her eyes. “Dante’s sounds more like a local pub than a club for dancing.”

      “So, we go somewhere else. No biggie.”

      But Alexis couldn’t think of a better suggestion, so their destination was unchanged. Dante’s turned out to be somewhere between a pub and a club, a small but crowded place walking distance from their hotel in Alghero. Men and women were equal in number, which probably meant she and Charity would end up standing around more than dancing, but like Charity had said, they could go elsewhere if they got bored. Alexis ordered a drink at the bar and looked for a place to sit down.

      Then he appeared. Tall, dark and touch-me-there. Damn, he was fine.

      The guy strolled through the crowd as if he owned the place. Owned the country. Or he was a prince of some small place. Definitely out of her league. His jaw was strong, his shoulders broad. A plain black t-shirt strained to stretch around well-defined pecs.

      She sighed. The way her body tingled at the sight of him made it painfully obvious she hadn’t had time for sex in the last two years. Since she was only twenty-six, that was a huge chunk of her adult life.

      And that wasn’t going to change anytime soon unless she had a vacation fling. The plan for their trip had been to keep her mind off work, which was impossible the way her phone kept blowing up with texts, and this guy would definitely be a distraction. What could it hurt?

      Her gaze landed on his lips. They stretched into a smile that soaked her panties. It took everything she had to smile back and not turn away.

      She sipped her wine.

      “I have an extra seat at my table. Join me?”

      “Uh, my friend—” She turned just in time to see Charity flutter her fingers goodbye as she disappeared into the crowd. “Well, I guess I’d love to.”

      He placed his hand on her back and guided her to a small booth on one side of the dark room. “Your excitement overwhelms me.”

      Grateful he was behind her and couldn’t see her blush, she swallowed more of her wine. She slid into the booth. He sat so close their thighs rested against each other. His body heat burned through her bare skin where her dress ended.

      He smelled like heaven. She’d better watch how much she drank to be sure she didn’t jump the guy right there. Clearing her throat, she said, “That’s not what I meant.” She stopped before saying something really stupid.

      A candle glowed inside a red glass bowl causing shadows to dance across the guy’s face, making him even more mysterious. In her wildest fantasies, she hadn’t been able to dream up anyone this hot. His full lips begged to be kissed. She leaned toward him ever so slowly.

      “You’re American.” He obviously wasn’t thinking the same thing she was.

      “So are you,” she replied. Talk about intelligent conversation. “Do we start with where, exactly, we’re from?”

      “No, we can skip that part.”

      “All right, what part should we jump to?”

      “How about the part where I tell you how beautiful you are and suggest we go somewhere quiet? Somewhere we can be alone.”

      She rolled her eyes melodramatically. “I’m not that kind of girl. You haven’t even bought me a drink yet.”

      His hand went into the air immediately and he flagged the waitress. “What are you drinking?”

      “The house white wine.”

      He tilted his head to study her. “All right.”

      The waitress nodded and left.

      “Does that bring us back to where we’re from? Or let’s be original.” He moved in close enough for her to see his eyes were dark brown. “What brings you to Alghero?”

      “No, not at all original. Vacation.” She took another sip of wine. “I know. We’ll pretend. I’m a princess from some tiny principality trying to escape my royal duties for a day.”

      “In that case, I really should take you to a dark, private place. I know just the spot.”

      Should she trust him? Such a ridiculous question. A total stranger in a foreign country and all she knew about him was that he spoke English. There was no reason at all to trust him.

      “Let’s go,” she said, grabbing her small purse.

      He raised an eyebrow. “You’re going to leave with me?”

      She shrugged. “You intrigue me.” It’s better than jumping your body here.

      He slid out of the booth. As Alexis rose, she found Charity and waved to let her friend know she was leaving. Charity gave her a thumbs up.

      He held the door open for her. “Are we going to exchange names, or does that take all the mystery out of it?”

      “You can call me Princess Belle,” she said without hesitation.

      “I suppose that makes me Prince Adam.”

      She blinked up at him in surprise. “You know your Disney couples.”

      “I have two sisters.” He shrugged out of his leather jacket. “You’ll be cold. Wear this.”

      The jacket was warm with his body heat. When he draped it over her shoulders, she felt as if his body surrounded her. Talk about smooth seduction. “Where are we going?”

      “It’s a surprise.” He shoved one hand into his pants pockets. “Now I’m cold. Come here.” He wrapped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. He was tall, an inch or two above six feet, she guessed. She fit perfectly against his body.

      “Where’s your car?”

      “We don’t need a car where we’re going. It’s only a few blocks from here.”

      He led her between centuries-old apartment buildings in an alley not quite wide enough for a car. Bicycles and motorcycles were chained against the buildings here and there. An empty clothesline stretched between two windows on one wall.

      “This is so…atmospheric,” she said.

      “Just plain, old buildings. Wait until you see where we’re headed.”

      “It’s dark, the moon is hidden by these buildings. How am I going to see anything?”

      Directing her around a corner, he pointed. “Can you see that?”

      Her breath caught. The moonlight shone on an ancient building closed off by a modern wrought iron fence.

      “The Forte della Maddalenetta.”

      A breeze blew in off the ocean and Alexis snuggled under his arm, tugging his jacket closed. “It’s beautiful. And you must be freezing.”

      Lifting her chin, he whispered, “I can’t even feel the cold when I’m standing next to you.”

      “Smooth line.”

      “Why does it have to be a line?” He bent his head, moved close, closer, until she felt his breath on her lips. She stretched on her toes, unable to wait for him. When she reached up to grasp the back of his head and neck, his jacket fell from her shoulders.

      His tongue drew along her lower lip, and she opened to him. His lips were firm, kissing her with an urgency that drove her mad. Her breasts swelled. She wanted his hands on her, needed skin on skin.

      Interrupting her desperate desire, he pulled back. He brushed his thumb across her cheek, burning a path on her cold skin. “Would you like to go somewhere warm and private?”

      “Please.”
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        * * *

      

      Noah Spencer unlocked the villa door and pushed it wide. “Welcome to my lair, Your Highness.”

      The woman calling herself Princess Belle entered, looking around at the antique décor and tile floors. “Um, this is yours?”

      “I’ve leased it during my stay here.”

      Her glance at him held a million questions. “I see. Maybe you really are a prince.”

      He grinned, his tongue wetting his lips in anticipation of what they were about to do. “Most women don’t figure that out until after we’ve had sex.”

      She took off his jacket and held it out to him. He tossed it on a hook near the door, catching it cleanly.

      “Nice shot,” she said.

      “I’m good at a lot of things.”

      Her eyebrows raised, then her lids lowered sensuously. “So, prove it.”

      He chuckled low in his throat. He strolled closer and toyed with a silky auburn curl hanging over her shoulder. “Soft. So soft. I’ll bet the rest of you is, too.”

      She pressed her hands on his chest, and for a moment, he feared she was about to push him away. Instead, her fingers slipped between two buttons on his shirt and stroked his skin. “You’re overdressed,” she said.

      “Forgive my lagging behind, but I notice you’re just as fully dressed as I am.” He reached around her back, slid down her zipper, and eased the straps of her slinky black dress off her shoulders. It fell to the floor. Her breasts were bare, beautiful, and calling his name. She stood before him in the tiniest white lace thong and sheer thigh-high stockings. “That’s more like it.”

      As she unbuttoned his shirt, she said, “Not quite.” She helped him undress with an urgency that made him hard, then she stepped back to check out his body as boldly as he had hers.

      “No more idling here in neutral. Come here.” He craved the sweet taste of wine on her lips. Needed to discover if her skin was as soft as her hair. Beginning with a gentle tease to build the anticipation, he ran his hands up her spine, felt her shiver. With a moan, he thrust his tongue into her mouth. He was moving too fast, but had no desire to slow down. Grabbing her at the waist, he lifted her and wrapped her legs around him without breaking their kiss.

      His princess chuckled and tightened her legs while holding onto his shoulders.

      He carried her into the bedroom. As he lowered her to the bed, she let go and lay still, watching him watch her. “You are so beautiful. I can’t stop looking.”

      “Look all you want, but you’d better touch me soon.”

      “You’re a bossy one, aren’t you?”

      “I’m the one in charge all day long. I always hope to find a guy who knows what I want without being told.”

      There was an invitation he couldn’t refuse. He sat on the edge of the bed in the curve of her waist. He ran a finger across one shoulder and down her arm, then did the same on the other side. Goosebumps followed his finger like a wake on the ocean. Her nipples hardened, but she said nothing.

      Moving to her legs, he repeated the feather-light touch down one and up the other. The sight of her legs slightly parting as he stroked her thigh sent a bolt of electricity to his erection. Teasing her was torturing him.

      Noah kissed her just below her belly button on the small mound of flesh, then circled his tongue around it. Her gasp rippled through him. As much as he wanted to enjoy this all night, he didn’t think he’d last much longer. Patience, he told himself. Some things were worth savoring.

      He kissed and laved a trail up her stomach and between her breasts, loving the small sounds escaping her mouth. When he flicked his tongue over the sharp peak of her breast, she arched up, as if forcing herself into his mouth. He obliged her, taking gentle tugs as he tasted her smooth skin.

      His need was ready to shatter. She offered herself so openly, without self-consciousness, which was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen.

      Noah grasped the strings of her thong and she lifted her hips to let him slide her panties off. He left the stockings in place, their tops like a frame enhancing the area of his current focus. Cupping her there, discovering the slick heat waiting for him, lit his fuse. He needed to hurry.

      His princess lifted her hips into his hand, moaning. He throbbed at the sound. She was as ready as he was, and he wasn’t going to let her make demands. She spread her legs when he rose, then whimpered when he reached for a condom in the drawer of the nightstand.

      Tauntingly slowly, he stroked on the condom, loving the pleading look in her eyes. She wanted him as badly as he wanted her. When he slid inside her, she gasped. Her wet heat almost broke his control.

      Her eyes were glazed over in desire, her lips parted, her breaths growing more rapid.

      He continued to stroke, slowly, agonizingly slowly. Her hips rocked to meet each thrust. “How do you want it? Slow and sensual or hard and fast? Or should I just decide for myself?”

      “Do it,” she gasped.

      Noah did. He drove in hard, sliding on her wetness, feeling her muscles clench around his shaft. She felt so perfect around him, her thighs pressing tightly against him, her hands kneading his ass to pull him deeper.

      He listened to her moans and whimpers, waiting for the sound he needed to hear, the sound of her ready to come. When the pitch of her voice shifted, he let go, pushing himself over the edge.

      He hovered above her for that long moment it took the dark haze to clear from his vision. Then he saw her again, her arms sprawled across the bed, her legs still wrapped around him. Her eyes were closed, and her lips twitched in the tiniest smile.

      Noah lowered himself to feel her body fully against his and kissed her deeply, fully satisfied. For the moment. From the corner of his eye he saw the time. “Happy New Year, Princess.”
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      The first weekend in March, amidst the roar of 850-hp engines and the static-muffled voice of their spotter in her headset, Alexis saw him. She choked on the water she’d been about to swallow. What was he doing here? How had he found her?

      “Alexis, what’s your call?” Billy, the crew chief for Erica’s number 49 car, asked.
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