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Editorial Review

About the Author
Carol Marinelli recently filled in a form asking for her job title. Thrilled to be able to put down her answer,
she put writer. Then it asked what Carol did for relaxation and she put down the truth - writing. The third
question asked for her hobbies. Well, not wanting to look obsessed she crossed the fingers on her hand and
answered swimming but, given that the chlorine in the pool does terrible things to her highlights – I’m sure
you can guess the real answer.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
'I'm going to have to go,' Meg said to her mother. 'They've finished boarding, so I'd better turn off my phone.'

'You'll be fine for a while yet.' Ruth Hamilton persisted with their conversation. 'Did you finish up the work
for the Evans purchase?'

'Yes.' Meg tried to keep the edge from her voice. She really wanted just to turn off the phone and relax. Meg
hated flying. Well, not all of it—just the take-off part. All she wanted to do was close her eyes and listen to
music, take some nice calming breaths before the plane prepared for its departure from Sydney
Airport—except, as usual, her mother wanted to talk about work. 'Like I said,' Meg said calmly, because if
she so much as gave a hint that she was irritated her mum would want to know more, 'everything is up-to-
date.'

'Good,' Ruth said, but still she did not leave things there.

Meg coiled a length of her very straight red hair around and around one finger, as she always did when either
tense or concentrating.

'You need to make sure that you sleep on the plane, Meg, because you'll be straight into it once you land.
You wouldn't believe how many people are here. There are so many opportunities…'

Meg closed her eyes and held on to a sigh of frustration as her mum chatted on about the conference and then
moved to travel details. Meg already knew that a car would meet her at Los Angeles airport and take her
straight to the hotel where the conference was being held. And, yes, she knew she would have about half an
hour to wash and get changed.

Meg's parents were prominent in Sydney's real estate market and were now looking to branch into overseas
investments for some of their clients. They had left for Los Angeles on Friday to network, while Meg caught
up with the paperwork backlog at the office before joining them.

Meg knew that she should be far more excited at the prospect of a trip to Los Angeles. Usually she loved
visiting new places, and deep down Meg knew that really she had nothing to complain about—she was
flying business class and would be staying in the sumptuous hotel where the conference was being held. She
would play the part of successful professional, as would her parents.

Even though, in truth, the family business wasn't doing particularly well at the moment.

Her parents were always very eager to jump on the latest get-rich-quick scheme. Meg, who could always be



relied on for sensible advice, had suggested that rather than all of them flying over maybe just one of them
should go, or perhaps they should give it a miss entirely and concentrate on the properties they already had
on their books.

Of course her parents hadn't wanted to hear that. This, they had insisted, was the next big thing.

Meg doubted it.

It wasn't that, though, which caused her disquiet.

Really, when she had suggested that only one of them go—given that she dealt with the legal side of
things— Meg had rather hoped they might have considered sending only her.

A week away wasn't just a luxury she required—it was fast becoming a necessity. And it wasn't about the
nice hotel—she'd stay in a tent if she had to, just for the break, just for a pause so that she could think
properly. Meg felt as if she were suffocating—that wherever she turned her parents were there, simply not
giving her room to think. It had been like that for as long as she could remember, and sometimes she felt as if
her whole life had been planned out in advance by her parents.

In truth, it probably had.

Meg had little to complain about. She had her own nice flat in Bondi—but, given that she worked twelve-
hour days, she never really got to enjoy it, and there was always something at work that needed her attention
at weekends: a signature to chase up, a contract to read through. It just never seemed to end.

'We're actually going to look at a couple of properties this afternoon…' Her mum carried on talking as there
was a flurry of activity in the aisle beside Meg.

'Well, don't go agreeing to anything until I get there,' Meg warned. 'I mean it, Mum.'

She glanced over and saw that two flight attendants were assisting a gentleman. His face was blocked from
Meg's vision by the overhead lockers, but certainly from his physique this man didn't look as if he required
assistance.

He was clearly tall and extremely fit-looking, and from what Meg could see he appeared more than capable
of putting his own laptop into the overhead locker, yet the attendants danced around him, taking his jacket
and offering their apologies as he went to take the seat beside Meg.

As his face came into view Meg, who was already struggling, completely lost her place in the conversation
with her mother. The man was absolutely stunning, with very thick, beautifully cut black hair worn just a
little too long, so that it flopped over his forehead. He had a very straight Roman nose and high cheekbones.
Really, he had all the markings of a very good-looking man, but it was his mouth that held her
attention—perfectly shaped, like a dark bruise of red in the black of his unshaven jaw, and even though it
was a scowling mouth, it was quite simply beautiful.

He threw a brief nod in Meg's direction as he took the seat beside her.

Clearly somebody wasn't very happy!

As he sat down Meg caught his scent—a mixture of expensive cologne and man—and, though she was
trying to focus on what her mother was saying, Meg's mind kept wandering to the rather terse conversation
that was taking place beside her as the flight attendants did their best to appease a man whom, it would seem,



wasn't particularly easy to appease.

'No,' he said to the attendant. 'This will be sorted to my satisfaction as soon as we have taken off.'

He had a deep, low voice that was rich with an accent Meg couldn't quite place. Perhaps Spanish, she
thought, but wasn't quite sure.

What she was sure of, though, was that he demanded too much of her attention.

Not consciously, of course—she just about carried on talking to her mother, her finger still twirling in her
hair—but she could not stop listening to the conversation that was none of her business.

'Once again,' the flight attendant said to him, 'we apologise for any inconvenience, Mr Dos Santos.' Then she
turned her attention to Meg, and although friendly and polite, the flight attendant was not quite so gushing as
she had so recently been to Meg's fellow passenger. 'You need to turn off your phone, Ms Hamilton. We are
about to prepare for take-off.'

'I really do have to go, Mum,' Meg said. 'I'll see you there.' With a sigh of relief she turned off her phone.
'The best part of flying,' she said as she did so—not necessarily to him.

'There is nothing good about flying' came his brusque response as the plane started to taxi towards the
runway. Seeing her raised eyebrows, he tempered his words a little. 'At least not today.'

She gave him a small smile and offered a quick 'Sorry,' then looked ahead rather than out of the window.
After all he could be in the middle of a family emergency and racing to get somewhere. There could be many
reasons for his bad mood and it was none of her business after all.

She was actually quite surprised when he answered her, and when she turned she realised that he was still
looking at her. 'Usually I do like flying—I do an awful lot of it—but today there are no seats in first class.'

Niklas Dos Santos watched as she blinked at his explanation. She had very green eyes that were staring right
at him. He expected her to give a murmur of sympathy or a small tut tut as to the airline's inefficiency; those
were the responses that he was used to, so he was somewhat taken aback at hers.

'Poor you!' She smiled. 'Having to slum it back here in business class.'

'As I said, I fly a lot, and as well as working while flying I need to sleep on the plane—something that is now
going to be hard to do. Admittedly I only changed my plans this morning, but even so…' He didn't continue.
Niklas thought that was the end of the conversation, that he had explained his dark mood well enough. He
hoped that now they could sit in mutual silence, but before he could look away the woman in the seat next to
him spoke again.

'Yes, it's terribly inconsiderate of them—not to keep a spare seat for you just in case your plans happen to
change.'

She smiled as she said it and he understood that she was joking—sort of. She was nothing like anyone he
usually dealt with. Normally people revered him, or in the case of a good-looking woman—which she
possibly was—they came on to him.

He was used to dark-haired, immaculately groomed women from his home town. Now and then he liked
blondes—which she was, sort of. Her hair was a reddish blonde. But, unlike the women he usually went for,
there was a complete lack of effort on her part. She was very neatly dressed, in three-quarter-length navy



trousers and a cream blouse that was delicate and attractive. Yet the blouse was buttoned rather high and she
wore absolutely no make-up. He glanced down to nails that were neat but neither painted nor manicured and,
yes, he did check for a ring.

Had the engines not revved then she might have noticed that glance. Had she not looked away at that
moment she might have been granted the pleasure of one of his very rare smiles. For she seemed refreshingly
unimpressed by him, and Niklas had decided she was not a possibly good-looking woman in the least…

But she spoke too much.

He would set the tone now, Niklas decided. Just ignore her if she spoke again. He had a lot of work to get
through during this flight and did not want to be interrupted every five minutes with one of her random
thoughts.

Niklas was not the most talkative person...

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Francis Dawson:

What do you with regards to book? It is not important with you? Or just adding material if you want
something to explain what the one you have problem? How about your time? Or are you busy man or
woman? If you don't have spare time to try and do others business, it is make you feel bored faster. And you
have time? What did you do? Every individual has many questions above. They have to answer that question
due to the fact just their can do which. It said that about guide. Book is familiar on every person. Yes, it is
right. Because start from on jardín de infancia until university need this kind of Playing the Dutiful Wife:
Expecting His Love-Child to read.

Sandra McLean:

A lot of people always spent their very own free time to vacation or even go to the outside with them loved
ones or their friend. Do you know? Many a lot of people spent these people free time just watching TV, or
perhaps playing video games all day long. If you would like try to find a new activity here is look different
you can read a book. It is really fun in your case. If you enjoy the book which you read you can spent all day
every day to reading a reserve. The book Playing the Dutiful Wife: Expecting His Love-Child it is very good
to read. There are a lot of individuals who recommended this book. They were enjoying reading this book.
When you did not have enough space to create this book you can buy the actual e-book. You can m0ore very
easily to read this book through your smart phone. The price is not too costly but this book possesses high
quality.

Raquel Black:

This Playing the Dutiful Wife: Expecting His Love-Child is new way for you who has fascination to look for
some information since it relief your hunger of information. Getting deeper you into it getting knowledge
more you know otherwise you who still having small amount of digest in reading this Playing the Dutiful



Wife: Expecting His Love-Child can be the light food in your case because the information inside this
specific book is easy to get through anyone. These books acquire itself in the form that is certainly reachable
by anyone, yes I mean in the e-book contact form. People who think that in publication form make them feel
drowsy even dizzy this guide is the answer. So you cannot find any in reading a publication especially this
one. You can find what you are looking for. It should be here for you actually. So , don't miss it! Just read
this e-book variety for your better life along with knowledge.

Eva Sexton:

As we know that book is important thing to add our expertise for everything. By a publication we can know
everything you want. A book is a group of written, printed, illustrated or maybe blank sheet. Every year had
been exactly added. This e-book Playing the Dutiful Wife: Expecting His Love-Child was filled in relation to
science. Spend your time to add your knowledge about your research competence. Some people has different
feel when they reading a new book. If you know how big benefit from a book, you can truly feel enjoy to
read a e-book. In the modern era like now, many ways to get book that you just wanted.
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