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      When Gianna’s world shatters under the weight of a life-altering, dangerous family secret, she’s forced to flee everything she’s ever known. With her mother critically injured and a ruthless mafia clan hunting her, Gianna assumes a new identity and is whisked away to the remote Montana wilderness––far from the coasts of southern Italy and into the arms of strangers bound by loyalty.

      As an Army Ranger, Cooper was trained to face any challenge head-on, but nothing prepared him for the twenty-two-year-old Italian beauty seeking refuge on his family’s ranch. Beneath her guarded exterior, he sees the fear lingering in her deep brown eyes—a fear he’s determined to soothe. With unwavering resolve, Cooper will do whatever it takes to protect Gianna and help her learn that here, surrounded by family and wide-open skies, she can finally find safety, trust, and maybe even love.

      Gianna wants to trust him, and to believe that Pine Valley is the sanctuary everyone claims it to be, but as she falls in love with the ranch and the people who live there, she will have to find a way to keep from falling in love with Cooper. After everything she's been through, her heart is too fragile, and she doesn't want to break his when the truth is revealed...
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      Cleon Giannopoulos sat in the home office of his house on the outskirts of Athens, his phone opened on the massive oak desk in front of him, and a sinking feeling in the pit of his round stomach. He leaned back in his black leather chair and stared at the balance in his bank account—hardly enough to cover his operating expenses for the next three months, much less his debts. He glanced at the number on the piece of paper in his hand. It was the only way, he told himself. He had to make the call. He’d been putting it off for weeks, thinking of what he would say once she answered. 

      She, Silvia Rossi, was the daughter of Gloriana Scarcella, a young, single mother hired as the caretaker by his cousin, Andris, and his wife, Kerena, when they first bought Villa Lavini in the nineteen-sixties. Now owned by Andris’ grandson, Tele—as if he needed another million-dollar property in his portfolio—the nineteenth-century villa sat on the outskirts of San Giorgio, a small village in the Monti Picentini of Campania. Silvia was now the property’s caretaker, and, hopefully, the solution to all of Cleon’s financial worries.

      Cleon rubbed his chubby fingers on the back of his neck. It had been sheer luck when, nine years ago, during a family gathering at the Santorini estate, he’d found a letter from Silvia thanking Andris for all he had done for their ‘daughter’, along with a photo of a little dark-haired girl, taken in front of the Scuola Elementare Matteo Brevi.

      After Andris had begged Cleon not to tell anyone about Gianna—told him how dangerous that would be for Silvia and their daughter—it hadn’t taken much to convince the old man that his silence would be a worthwhile investment. Cleon had forced Andris to hand over Giannport Vineyards and Wineries and agree to monthly payoffs. But in the years since, he had run the family’s two-hundred-year-old business into the ground and sold it off vineyard by vineyard. And his multi-million-dollar payout had all but disappeared—squandered on luxury penthouses, cars, yachts, jewelry, vacations—everything he had coveted all his life, but never had the enterprise to earn for himself.

      He had tried to increase his riches, but it seemed every business in which he invested, every company he tried to start, sank like lead—just like Giannport Maritime, another hundreds-year-old family business, that his branch had run into the ground. It seemed, starting with his great-grandfather, Titus, they all had the tainted touch.

      Cleon knew Andris would have been good for another payoff—his obsession with family and legacy having directed his steps for as long as Cleon had known him—but with the old man dead two years now, and Raph as the executor of his estate, the Giannopoulos purse strings had been cut.

      Silvia, and whatever money Andris had left in her care for their illegitimate daughter, was his last chance at cashing in on the Giannopoulos fortune that he, and his great-grandfather couldn’t seem to manage long enough to turn the tides.

      Cleon glanced at his account balance again, let out a labored breath, and dialed.

      “Pronto?”

      “Hello, Silvia?” He knew the woman’s English was much better than his Italian. 

      “Sí…”

      “Silvia Rossi?”

      “Yes, who is this?”

      “My name is Cleon. I was a cousin of the late Andris Giannopoulos.”

      There was silence on the other end, but he could hear her short breaths through the line. Good, she’s scared. “Yes, I thought he might have mentioned me to you.”

      “What do you want from me?”

      “Signora Rossi, I won’t waste your time or mine. I know better than anyone how important legacy was to Andris, and I know that he wouldn’t have died without making provisions for little Gianna. Am I right?”

      “I don’t⁠—”

      “And if you just give back what belongs to the Giannopouloses, then our business with each other will be over very quickly.”

      “But I don’t have it… I don’t have any money.”

      “Mrs. Rossi, be reasonable.”

      “I don’t have it anymore, please believe me. I⁠—”

      “I assure you, your husband doesn’t need to know a thing about this. It bothers me to think of what he might do to you and that beautiful girl you’ve been passing off as his. If he finds out that you’ve made him a cuckold…a strong, prideful man like your husband… Well, Andris did give me some idea of what he might do.”

      “You… You would hurt my daughter?” Her voice was shaking now. “She is your family.” 

      “No, Silvia, I don’t want to hurt anybody. That is the opposite of what I want. I want you and Gianna to live safe and happy. But this money, Silvia… It makes you a target. Someone else might hurt you if they found out about it… If they found out the truth about you.”

      Cleon was sure he heard a drawer open and shut in the lingering silence. “Please don’t make me do something I’ll regret, Mrs. Rossi. Now, I’m going to message you an account number. Any unpleasantries can be avoided if you just cooperate. You transfer whatever the old man left for Gianna, and your husband will never need to know about your affair with⁠—”

      Click.

      Cleon lowered the phone from his ear in disbelief. After all that, she had just hung up on him. Had she called his bluff? he wondered. Had Andris exaggerated when he’d said her husband would kill her if he found out?

      The same sinking feeling he’d had before the call returned with a vengeance. His phone dropped onto the desk with a soft thud.
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        * * *

      

      “Mama?” Gianna dropped her backpack and phone in the chair by the front door as she walked into her family’s home.

      “I’m upstairs.”

      “I thought you were going to be at Villa Lavini until late tonight,” she said, taking the stairs. “Papa said I had to leave work early to walk over and get you. But there was hardly anyone at the restaurant today, so Signora Ambrogio let me go already. Have you had dinner yet? I can⁠—” 

      Gianna froze at the door of her parents’ bedroom. Inside, her mother moved quickly through the room, muttering under her breath. Clothes, papers, photo albums, her porcelain jewelry box, the small bag of rice where she kept the little bit of cash she was able to hide from her husband… Everything she valued in this house where she’d lived since her wedding day, forty years ago, was spread out on the bed.

      “Mama, what’s going on?” she asked, her feet still fixed to the entrance.

      Silvia glanced up at Gianna, but seemed to look straight through—not at her. “Ah, good, Gigi. You’re back early. I was going to call in an hour and tell them I needed you at home.” The words tumbled out fast and frantic as she turned back to the bed and resumed shoving the items into bags. “I’ve already packed some clothes for you and I have all of your certificates, but I don't know what else you want to take. We can always get new things, but not everything can be replaced. I don’t know when Signor Picozzi will be able to get the money, but I have almost six hundred euros. That will be enough to get us to Milan—” Silvia stopped and looked up at Gianna again. “Do you have money from your tips?”

      “Mama, what is going on? Why are you packing?”

      “Gianna, didn’t you hear me? I said we need to leave. Hurry up and go change out of your uniform.”

      “Leave? Where are we going, Mama? Why⁠—”

      Silvia walked over to Gianna and pressed a business card into her palm. “Keep this. It’s the number for Signor Picozzi. He’s the lawyer in Milan Andris said to call.”

      Gianna glanced at the card, then at her mother who’d returned to her packing. 

      “He knew this day would come… I should have told him to take the money back. Most days I completely forget it exists. I told him we would never be able to use it so long as Fredo is alive.” Sylvia didn’t slow her hands as she spoke, her tone, level, each sentence measured and neatly sealed off from the next.

      Gianna tried to swallow, but her throat had gone dry. What was her mother talking about? Had she gone mad? “Mama, tell me what is going on! What money? What are you talking about?"

      “Gigi, we don't have time. Just trust me, okay? If Cleon tells Fredo about you—about what I did, and about the money… Fredo is going to kill me, Gianna. He will finally do it. Please, please, just trust me. We need to go now.”

      “But—”

      Silvia glanced up at Gianna again, wild fury in her eyes. “Gigi, go and change! Don't you hear what I am saying? We have to leave!” She shook her hands in the air.

      Gianna's heart jumped at her mother’s tone. She had never, ever yelled at her before.

      Too stunned, scared, and confused by the scene unfolding before her, Gianna stumbled back into the door frame and began to cry. “Mama please, you’re scaring me. Why is Papa going to⁠—” 

      “Gianna, that man is not your father!” She was shouting now, something she’d never done before.

      Feeling her knees buckle, Gianna dragged her feet across the tiled floor, dropped down on the edge of the bed, and buried her face in her hands. “I don’t understand what you’re saying,” she cried, her sobs growing louder until her mother finally came to sit beside her.

      Silvia stroked her hair, layered kisses along her temples and her cheek as she gently wiped her tears. “Oh, my beauty. I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she cooed. “I’m sorry for yelling, but… Gianna, listen to me closely. This isn’t how I planned to tell you, but there is no time for ceremony.” She placed a hand under her chin and lifted her face. “You are a Giannopoulos, Gigi. Andris Giannopoulos was your real father.”

      “What?” Gianna drew back, her hands falling listlessly into her lap. “Signor Giannopoulos? But⁠—?”

      “I will tell you everything later, I promise. I should have told you a long time ago, but right now, all you need to know is that he left you money—a dangerously large sum of money. I don’t have any of it now, and I don’t even know how to get it, but his cousin—your cousin, Cleon… he knows about you and the money, and now he’s threatening to tell Fredo everything if I don't give it all to him.” Silvia sighed heavily. “Andris warned me years ago—when Cleon first found out about you—that the man was blind by greed, but he never told me that he could be so cruel to his own flesh and blood.”

      “But, Mama⁠—”

      “Now, when I think of what Fredo will do when he finds out that I’ve lied to him about you all these years…” Tears swelled in Silvia’s eyes, but her voice was calmer now. “And what the Ambrogios will do to you to get their hands on the money… Gianna, we are not safe here anymore.”

      But when had they ever been safe in San Giorgio? When had they ever been out of reach of the Ambrogios, the Camorra clan that ruthlessly ran Salerno and the surrounding region from Gianna’s little village in the Monti Picentini. In an era when most Camorra families kept the bloodshed off the streets, the Ambrogios, not in the least fearful of repercussions, did things the old-fashioned way. They were not afraid to get their hands dirty in pursuit of what they wanted, and Fredo, though not a member, had been their associate for many years. He had their respect—enough to call in an occasional favor, enough to be feared himself.

      “Now, my beauty, please, go and get changed, put whatever you want to take into a bag, okay? We need to go.” Silvia wiped the tears from her cheeks. “Fredo will want me to suffer, and he would use you to do it. We have to get as far away from him as possible.”

      “What was that?”

      Gianna’s heart stopped at the sound of Fredo’s abrasive voice from the doorway. The color drained from her mother’s face as she squeezed her hand, her fingers trembling…
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        * * *

      

      It had been five days since Gianna last saw her mother. Five days since she’d heard her voice, fearful and desperate, telling her to run. Her instincts had taken over, and as though on autopilot, her feet had taken her across the narrow hallway, down the stairs, to the kitchen, and out the back door.

      With the business card clutched in her sweaty palm, and tears blinding her, Gianna had cut through the forest path to Villa Lavini, retrieved the hidden key in the garden, slipped inside, and called the number from the house phone. Carlo Picozzi had picked up her call on the second ring and calmly told her to take one of the estate cars and drive north, straight to Milan.

      Her hands had been shaking so violently, she didn’t know how she’d managed the eight-hour drive from Campania, and from her mother, whose screams still echoed in her head. 

      She’d stayed with Picozzi in Milan for two days, while he formulated a plan and obtained false papers for her. After learning that the Giannopoulos family would be in Greece the following weekend, he’d chartered a flight and taken her to Santorini. For five days she’d been sequestered in a hotel room, waiting to be presented to Signor Giannopoulos’ grandsons, and wondering if they would accept her, believe her story. It was during that time that Picozzi, through his connections, had discovered that Fredo had enlisted the help of the Ambrogios to find Gianna and the money Andris left her.

      “I didn’t know where else to take her,” Picozzi had said when Andris’ three grandsons and their mother returned from their lunch. The varied expressions of shock and confusion as they entered the room where she and Picozzi waited only intensified as the lawyer explained who Gianna was and why she needed their help. 

      Picozzi had translated for her at first, but soon the conversation moved too quickly for either one of them to keep up. Now, all she could do was listen, unable to follow the fast-paced English of the three, indistinguishable brothers and their mother discussing her future.

      

      “In the event of his death, Andris had given me instructions to close the accounts at Banco di Bianchi. I was to issue Cleon a check for the balance, and transfer the funds intended for Ms. Rossi to a crypto account to avoid tracing, then to an account with a bank in Akilina that he’d opened in her name. Mrs. Rossi doesn’t even have access to that money.”

      “I could just kill Cleon.” Raph slammed his fist into the arm of his chair. “In fact, maybe I’ll just give the Ambrogios the damn money myself to make him disappear. I swear to god, if I’d known he was behind those accounts, I would have⁠—”

      “You would have what?” Neo interrupted. “Actually killed him yourself?”

      “You don’t think I would?”

      “Poor Silvia… I wish we had known.” The mother, Jordan, said with pity. “We could have done something to help her get out of that marriage.”

      “I’m so tired of Pappoús’ secrets.” Tele flung his hands in the air. “How much longer are we going to have to wonder when our lives are going to be turned upside down, yet again, because he didn't trust us? Why didn’t he trust us?”

      “Please, this was Signora Rossi’s secret to keep, not Andris’,” Picozzi said. “I do not know the details of their arrangement, but he was very clear that this was her choice.”

      Neo pinched his lips. “At least we know he didn’t cheat on Yaya.”

      “What would that matter? It wouldn’t have been her fault,” Jordan admonished. “Children can’t be held responsible for their parents’ actions.”

      “I’m not saying she would be responsible, just that it would have changed how I think of him. That’s all.”

      “Listen, we’re focusing on the wrong thing now.” Raph raked his fingers through his hair. “What we need is a plan. First, we need to make sure that Gianna is safe. Then, we get Silvia as far away from Fredo as we can.”

      “She’s at the hospital in Naples in rather critical condition.” Picozzi spoke up. “Many broken bones and a concussion, but I have someone watching her.”

      “Okay, that’s a start.” Raph let out a harsh breath. “But we need to move her as soon as she’s stable enough to fly. We can’t just leave her there in mafia territory.” 

      Tele leaned forward in his chair. “We’re talking about the Camorra. These people operate and thrive in darkness. If we can’t shine a light on what’s going on here, we don’t stand a chance.”

      “So what are you saying?” Jordan asked.

      “I’m saying we need a public scandal to expose Cleon. Imagine the headlines: ‘Giannopoulos Cousin Uses Italian Mafia to Shake Down One of His Own’. There’s no way the Camorra would come anywhere near any of us if the entire world knew what they were up to.”

      Jordan nodded slowly. “It’s a good idea. But you need to get a confession from Cleon first. He needs to be held accountable for the chaos he’s created.”

      “And then we bury the bastard.” Raph's tone was harsh.

      “And where is Gianna supposed to wait while we attempt to get our dear cousin to take responsibility for anything, much less blackmail?” Tele asked.

      “We’ll take her to Akilina. I’m sure Kaiah would give her a pass to stay in Ynoa.”

      Neo rolled his eyes. “Raph, everyone knows that our family is connected to Akilina. That’s the first place they’d look. Sure, they might not be able to get into Ynoa, but they can cause trouble for people there. No, she needs to be somewhere they’d never think to look.”

      “You have a better idea, little brother?”

      “Actually, I do. She can stay in Montana.” 

      “Montana?” Raph balked. “Where in Montana?”

      “On my ranch.”

      Tele shook his head. “Dude, what are you talking about?”

      “I’m saying I have a ranch.” Neo gave a half-shrug. “I bought an eighty-thousand-acre ranch in Montana.”

      The room went silent, the family’s mouths agape as they absorbed the shocking information.

      “Are you serious?” Raph stared at his brother. “When the hell did you do that?”

      “Mhm. Like six years ago.”

      Tele struggled to contain his laughter.

      “Sweetheart…” Their mother dropped her head in her hands. “Did Brooke know about this?”

      “Calista does,” he said dryly. “Look, I’ll fill you all in later. All that matters right now is that no one in the world other than you all here, Calista, and my lawyer know about my connection to the ranch. Nobody will think to look for her there. It’s secluded and peaceful, and the people there will take good care of her.”

      “Sounds grand,” Raph scoffed, “but how exactly are we going to get her there? She ran with nothing, no passport…documents…”

      Picozzi raised his hand. “We already have papers for Gianna. They are legit. They will get her there.” 

      “But we can’t just take her on the plane. If Cleon knows she’s with us, he’ll know that we know he tried to blackmail Silvia for the money and that we’re helping them. We’ll never get him to cop to it.” Tele scratched his chin. “He’ll clam up and probably disappear with the last of what he weaseled out of Pappoús.”

      Raph gave his brother an incredulous stare. “So what, we book her commercial and let her fly alone?” 

      “No, but⁠—”

      “I’m not letting her out of my sight. She’s staying with us.” Raph’s voice rang with finality.

      “She can pose as a hostess on the jet. We’ll get her a uniform…a simple disguise,” Jordan suggested. “Maybe a wig… It would be a shame to damage that beautiful hair with dye just to get her on a plane.”

      “Yes, I think this is a good idea,” Picozzi said. “Better to fly private, and maybe the Camorra wouldn’t pay attention to the stewardess too closely.”

      “That’s if they don’t know she’s with us already.”

      “If they did, you would not have to wonder about it. This clan, dangerous as they are, does not have finesse. Brute strength is their modus operandi. For now, we are all safe.”

      “Then let’s not waste any time. I’ll take her back to New York with me tomorrow. I know a good security firm that can get her to the Nolans from there.” Neo turned to Gianna. “They rescued me, gave me shelter when they didn’t have to, and I know they’ll do it again. And Montana is beautiful. It’s peaceful there—the perfect place to recover from your ordeal.” He rose from the sofa and pulled his phone from his pocket. “I’ll go call Sawyer now.”

      “Neo, are you sure this is a good idea? What if⁠—”

      “Trust me, Mom. She’ll be perfectly safe there.”

      

      As the family—her family—continued to strategize in rapid English, Gianna had no choice but to trust that their plans would work.

      But recover? No, she didn’t think so.
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      The late afternoon sun cast deep shadows across wide open fields, rolling hills, and towering pines, while beyond them, snow-covered mountains loomed with layers of thick gray clouds framing their peaks.

      With her forehead resting against the tinted window of the SUV, Gianna watched the rugged Montana landscape unfold before her. It was beautiful, yet foreign, so unlike the coastal cliffs and lemon groves of southern Italy. Under any other circumstances, the thought of exploring this vast terrain, of losing herself in its valleys would have excited her. Not today, though.

      Ten days ago, everything she’d believed about her life—about who she was and to whom she belonged—had been dismantled. Fatigue had settled in, and sleep had abandoned her—though, that was a blessing in disguise, since every time she closed her eyes, she saw her mother’s terrified face staring back at her.

      She breathed deeply, staring at the horizon where the winter sun prepared to make its grand finale. No, she couldn’t think about her mother. Not now.

      She’d been traveling with her two, armed bodyguards, Roland and Denise, who’d met Gianna at the airport two days ago. The husband-and-wife security team had been waiting outside the gate and had embraced her as if she were their daughter—a performance for anyone who might be watching—and taken her to a safe house somewhere in the city. Less than twenty-four hours later, they were headed west, further from danger, further from the home that was already beginning to feel like a distant memory.

      From her seat, directly behind Denise whose strong hands were curled around the leather-bound steering wheel, Gianna stole a glance at Roland in the passenger seat. He had driven the first leg of their journey, but instead of sleeping now, his eyes moved between strategically placed mirrors, checking the vehicles behind them. The few times they’d stopped for food or gas—the only chance Gianna had had to stretch her legs—they had both maintained a vigilant eye on her and their surroundings.

      An eighteen-wheel tractor trailer barreled past them now, causing the oversized SUV to waver slightly as she remembered the moment Neo told her, in broken Italian, that she could trust Denise and Roland. They were to take her safely to Pine Valley Ranch, and hand her over to his Montana lawyer, Marcel, who would introduce her to the Nolans.

      Gianna leaned forward. “Scusi.”

      Roland kept his gentle brown eyes on the road. “Yes, Sabrina?”

      She wondered if she would ever feel comfortable with the alias—yet another layer of protection against Fredo and his mafia associates. Gianna knew she couldn’t reveal her true identity, or let on that she was a Giannopoulos to anyone, not even the Nolans, Neo had said. As far as they were concerned, she was Sabrina Wolf, a twenty-something Italian girl in need of a place to “lay low”.

      There hadn’t been time to come up with a proper backstory, and even if there had, Gianna had been through too much, her eyes opened to so many lies that she couldn’t have managed another. She was to tell them nothing, and they weren’t to question her. It would be as though she’d fallen from the sky with no past, no family, no identity.

      “Do you need to stretch your legs again?” Roland asked, his tone calm, almost cheerful, as if being tasked with driving a girl on the run halfway across the country was a normal event. And maybe it was. Who’s to say there weren’t women running from or to something every day? Surely, she couldn’t be the only one in need of the kind of services Denise and Roland provided.

      Gianna tucked her long dark hair behind her ears. “How much more time…longer…to the ranch?” She bit her lower lip, hoping she didn’t sound too ridiculous.

      “Another forty-five minutes, or so.”

      “Okay. Thank you.” Gianna forced a smile, then returned her attention to the landscape stretching endlessly—vast and untamed.

      Before all of this, her world had been confined to the familiar scenes of her village, and the narrow footpaths that cut through the Monti Picentini. After covert trips to Milan and then Greece, she was now traveling through the Great American West. She had dreamed of visiting the United States, but in her fantasies, she was always in a fast-paced city like Miami, New York, or Los Angeles, not hours-from-anywhere Bristol, Montana. Last week, she couldn’t have found Montana on a map if her life had depended on it. Now, her safety—and her mother’s—depended on the refuge it promised.

      A sharp sting burned her eyes. She tried to hold them back, but the tears came anyway. Her mother. Knowing that she was alive and in a hospital in Naples gave her some comfort, but when would she regain consciousness? Who did Raph send to protect her from the Ambrogios? What if Fredo wanted to finish what he had started?

      When Denise turned off the highway onto a dirt road, Gianna hastily composed herself, pushing the myriad of questions that taunted and tormented her to the back of her mind. They passed beneath a wooden sign hanging from two short chains with the words “Pine Valley Ranch” carved and painted in green letters, then continued along snow-covered fields—a silver sheen glinting off the surface under the fading sunlight.

      She hadn’t known what to think when Neo told her she’d be going to stay on a ranch. Her grandparents, Giancarlo and Nunzia—Fredo’s parents—had a small farm with chickens and goats, and she’d grown up riding horses, gathering eggs, and digging in the garden alongside her cousins and grandparents. Farming was farming, no matter where seeds were sown, but this Montana wilderness, even without a language barrier, was intimidating. Nothing like the warm, Mediterranean coastline she’d called home all her life. She missed her grandparents now—her Nonna Nunzia’s struffoli made with honey from the bees she kept in her lemon grove, and washing and peeling potatoes with Nonno Giancarlo.

      Giancarlo. Gianna had always thought she’d been named after him, but now, Gianna… Giannopoulos… She wondered on a sigh. 

      And she missed her friends. What must they be thinking? Although Giulia’s father was one of the few men from San Giorgio who didn’t work for the Ambrogio, Gianna was sure her childhood best friend and neighbor would have heard by now that the Camorra clan was after her. Perhaps Giulia had even been there when the neighbors, disturbed by the commotion, had run out of their houses in time to drag Fredo away from Silvia, while Gianna ran through the woods.

      And there were Tomas and Nadia—her co-workers at the restaurant. Were the Ambrogios questioning them now?

      Communicating with anyone from San Giorgio was too great a risk to take, for her and for them. Besides, even if she’d wanted to give into the temptation to connect with something or someone familiar, she couldn’t have called them. Their numbers were in her phone, which she’d left behind, along with everything and everyone else.

      
      The tires crunched on the gravel driveway as Denise cruised past a beautiful two-story log and fieldstone house. A thin ribbon of smoke curled from the chimney, drifting lazily into the darkening sky. At the side of the house, two little girls, bundled up in winter gear—their scarves slipping from around their necks—played in the snow.

      Just then, the front door opened, and a middle-aged couple stepped onto the wide wrap-around porch. They stood with their hands in their coat pockets, their mouths barely moving as they spoke.

      “Well, we’re here.” Denise stopped beside some other vehicles a few yards from the house and turned off the engine.

       Almost instantly, the cold air outside snaked its way inside and brushed Gianna’s skin, making her shiver. 

      “I hope the long drive wasn’t too difficult for you,” Roland added.

      “It is okay,” Gianna slipped her arms into the sleeves of the sheepskin coat that Jordan had bought for her the night they’d arrived in New York from Greece. “Thank you to bring me here.” She looked out the window to see the little girls running past the couple into the house.

      “Oh, that must be Mr. Vasquez-Rivera.”

      Gianna turned at Denise’s voice, and followed her gaze to the opposite side of the SUV. A man—maybe in his early forties, with brown skin as smooth as a river stone—was climbing out of a parked pick-up truck, his gait steady, shoulders back, despite the cold and the fact that he wasn’t wearing a coat—only a tailored dark grey suit jacket over a crisp, white dress shirt.

      Anxiety quickened her pulse as he made his way toward them.

      Roland and Denise opened their doors at the same time, letting in a gust of the crisp winter air and the faint scent of manure. Gianna hugged her coat tighter as Roland and Marcel shook hands, and Denise circled around to the back to get the leather duffle bag Jordan had bought. She had gotten it from a department store in New York the afternoon they’d arrive from Greece, and filled it with everything she thought Gianna would need: socks, underwear, t-shirts and sweaters, a pair of jeans, pajamas, a skincare set, a toothbrush, a hairbrush and hair elastics… It was more than Gianna had ever been given in her life, but the note from Jordan that had accompanied the delivery to the safe house where she’d slept that first night in America, said she wished she could do more.

      As the men approached the vehicle, she rolled down her window.

      “Sabrina, how are you? I’m Marcel. Welcome to Montana.” His light brown eyes were full of life—the eyes of someone unfazed by danger and darkness. Someone who gave and sought only light.

      “Thank you, I am pleased to meet you.”

      “Likewise. Are you ready to meet the Nolans?”

      Of course she wasn’t ready. She had barely wrapped her head around the fact that she had left Campania. She didn’t want to meet any more strangers; she didn’t want to pretend or lie. But what she wanted did not matter. She glanced toward the porch and

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        About this Book
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Part I
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


        


      


      		
        Part II
        
          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Seduced by Passion Chapter One
      


      		
        Seduced by Passion Chapter Two
      


      		
        Seduced by Passion Chapter Three
      


      		
        Consumed by Desire
      


      		
        Destined to Love Her
      


      		
        Newsletter & Contact
      


      		
        Books by Ana E Ross
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Newsletter & Contact


      		Books by Ana E Ross


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/as_cover-final-2.jpg






