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Chapter 1

Breathing slowly, heart pounding, feet moving, chilly, moist air whooshing 
past her face and arms to cool her off….this was the best time of the morning.  
Ciara felt her feet thump along the soft dirt, her body relishing the exercise of a 
good, long run.  There was nothing better than a run through the woods to clear 
one’s mind, get ready for the upcoming day.  The pace wasn’t always steady but 
this path she’d discovered never failed to make her body sing with the effort as 
she raced through the trees.

Whenever worries about the future, of what might happen when she had 
to leave this job at the end of the week started to filter into her mind, she pushed 
herself harder.  This wasn’t a time to worry about anything.  This was her time to 
just be a part of nature, part of the world around her.  

She was rounding a corner and saw the movement off  in the distance, 
which was odd since normally, she was the only one out here this early.  It was 
predawn  and  the  horizon  looked  almost  silvery  as  the  sun  started  to  break 
through the early morning haze.  

The man she saw was…shocking!  He was so impressive that she actually 
blinked, just to see if perhaps her mind was playing tricks on her.  He literally 
stopped her in her tracks.  

Whoa, she thought, seeing his arm and back muscles bulge as he pulled 
himself up the cliff’s edge.  Ciara watched as….

Where had that stump come from?  Looking down, she quickly regained 
her footing then hurriedly glanced back up towards where she’d seen the man.  
He was gone!  

Shoot, she thought.  Her eyes scanned the horizon but nothing else moved.  
Where had he gone so quickly?  

Picking up her pace once more, she ran her usual route along the lake but 
she had a hard time getting back into the rhythm.  And it was all because of that 
man!  He’d been absolutely divine!  Never had she seen such a perfectly formed 
male specimen.  



Perhaps she’d just imagined him.  This was a pretty remote part of the 
woods.  The summer camp where she worked was careful about the surrounding 
area, going on hikes only in groups because of the potential of wild animals.  The 
kids were normally pretty loud, scaring off any bears or other animals, but one 
never knew and so the staff was always careful.  

But this man was out there in the distance alone.  
Shaking her head, thinking she had just imagined the man pulling himself 

up onto the cliff, she pushed herself harder, wanting to finish her run and shower 
before the summer camp kids woke up.  As a camp counselor, it took a lot of 
energy and focus to keep the kids moving in the right direction and teach them 
everything that the brochure promised to the parents.   Between the camping, 
swimming,  archery,  arts  and crafts  and all  the other activities,  her days were 
never boring.

Zoran stood on the cliff, looking down at the lake.  The silence and stillness 
of the hazy morning soothed the bitter stress of the past year.  Tensions were 
rising between his country and its neighbors, countries that had been friendly for 
decades.  But out here with the trees and the mountains, the soothing lake and 
the rising sun, things were peaceful and calm.  The world was kind and gentle 
when he looked out upon the valley.  He had one week to himself each year and 
he needed to absorb as much of the calm as possible before heading back to his 
responsibilities.  

The sudden figure of a slender woman running along the edge of the lake 
caught his eye.  She was a good runner, strong and smooth, keeping a steady 
pace as she dashed in and out of his sight through the trees.  He stood on the 
edge of the cliff watching her, fascinated by the steady fall of her feet against the 
earth.  And her body.  Yes, it was her body that had captured his attention.  That 
long, dark ponytail smacking her back, her strong legs, arms and…she turned a 
corner in the trail and his eyes feasted on pert breasts and a slender waist.  She 
was perfection, he thought.  From this distance, he couldn’t see her face, but he 
suspected that she would be lovely.   Though he soon lost  sight of her in the 
forest, her image continued to dwell in his mind throughout the day.



“Ciara, you’ve got drawing class today.  Mike, you set up the swimming 
lessons.  Joanna….” The camp director called out the various assignments to each 
of the counselors.  Some of the instructors were hired for a specific camp activity 
such as lifeguard or cook.  The rest of them, like her, were shuffled around as the 
day’s focus changed.  Today, art was the big thing.  Puppet making, painting, 
drawing, wood carving…various art stations would be set up around the camp 
areas.  All of the kids would rotate through each of the stations.  

Twenty minutes later, her first group was trekking up the path into the 
woods, ready to learn how to draw.  It was still a little chilly, but the sun would 
heat up the day and it would be steamy by the afternoon.  Ciara didn’t mind, 
though.  She liked the heat.  Thrived on it, actually.  The earthy humidity she 
could do without, but just being outdoors, free from the normal stresses of her 
average day, was wonderful.

She looked around at the campers, understanding that drawing a bunch of 
trees might not be the most exciting station they would visit today, but she was 
going to make it as fun as possible.  “Okay, so pick up your charcoal pencil and 
just  draw  whatever  you  see.   It  doesn’t  have  to  be  perfect,  it  can  just  be 
interesting,” she said.  The kids each grabbed a drawing paper, clipboard, and a 
charcoal pencil, found a perch on a rock or a log, and started drawing the trees.  
Or each other, she noticed with amusement.  

She wandered to each of the campers, giving them tips on how to draw or 
sometimes helping them decide what to draw when they seemed to be looking 
around in utter confusion.  All the while, she encouraged each of them as she 
went.  

It was when she reached one girl who was sitting a bit further out than the 
rest that she saw him again.  Ciara was still facing the group but, as she glanced 
behind the rock where the girl was sitting, her eyes caught on…was that a naked 
man?

“Oh my,” she breathed as she watched the seriously nude man dive into 
the water pouring down from a waterfall.  The spot where he was diving wasn’t 
very deep and she was pretty sure that the water would be cold at this point in 



the morning, but goodness, it didn’t seem to affect him in any way.  In a few 
hours,  once  the  summer  sun  had  warmed  up  the  air,  the  cool  water  of  the 
waterfall  and  stream  would  be  perfect.   But  this  early  in  the  morning,  she 
wouldn’t relish such a dip into the cold water.  

When he surfaced from his dive, his hand pushed his dark hair back and 
she felt faint.  She realized she hadn’t been breathing and took a large influx of 
oxygen  as  she  continued  to  stare,  mesmerized  by  the  man  and  all  of  those 
amazing, delicious, bulging…muscles!  He was lifting himself out of the pool and 
moving towards the waterfall that now splashed down onto a flat rock.  She was 
only  looking at  his  muscles,  she  promised herself  but  her  eyes  inadvertently 
drifted lower and she was…wow!  

Their eyes clashed.  He was still  far enough away that she couldn’t see 
details, but she felt the impact of that gaze like a sudden punch.  It was like a 
laser beam of heat slicing through the cool mist of the morning, and she gripped 
the edge of the boulder underneath her hand as her body melted with his gaze.  

He wouldn’t release her, she thought.  Not that she was trying very hard.  
She watched in utter fascination as he dove back into the water.  Frustratingly, he 
was once again submerged and she continued to watch as his strong arms started 
moving, pushing through the stream to the edge of the water.  

Before he started getting out again, he looked up at her, making sure she 
was still watching.  Which, of course, she was!  What woman in her right mind 
would be able to look away from such perfection?  When he assured himself that 
she was watching, he started to lift himself up again, out of the water onto a rock 
along the edge.  

He wasn’t going to do it, she thought frantically.  She would look away.  
She absolutely would not ogle the amazingly well-put-together stranger.   But 
those eyes!  They were daring her!  Sure enough, he was getting out!  He was 
slowly pulling himself out of the water.  

Inch by inch, she watched as those shockingly huge arms lifted him out 
with agility.  Just as he’d done this morning, those muscles bunched up and he 
easily stepped onto the rock at the water’s edge.  



Standing  up,  he  proudly  revealed  himself  to  her.   All  naked  male.  
Protruding parts looking more than impressive!  Wasn’t there some sort of joke 
about what cold water did to the male…physique?  That must be untrue, because 
she knew that the stream water was cold and she now knew that this man’s…
physique…was definitely not affected by that cold water.  

When he simply stood there, daring her to look at his body, she felt heat 
swamp over her.  Her breasts felt heavy and every muscle in her body tightened.  
Low in her belly, she felt the impact of his nakedness and she had the crazy urge 
to move forward, to meet him so that she could touch as well as see.  

“Ciara?” one of the campers called out.  
Ciara jerked backwards,  her eyes moving to her students who were all 

diligently drawing the trees and rocks.  “Yes!” she gasped, shocked that she’d 
completely forgotten about all of her kids.  She glanced back, just one more look.  
He was standing there, his hands on his hips, relaxed almost except for that…
part…of him.  

She shook her head, trying to regain her focus, and moved back around the 
rock where she couldn’t succumb to temptation again.  She was working!  And 
with kids!  Goodness, if any of those kids had seen that man, gloriously naked, it 
would be the talk of the camp for the next week!  

“Okay, let’s see what you’ve done!” she called out.  The kids all looked up, 
probably because she sounded overly enthusiastic.  Was her face red?  Probably.  

The next group of kids was walking up the pathway and she was relieved.  
Glancing behind her, she almost sobbed when she realized that the man was no 
longer there.  Where had he gone?  Was she upset that he was gone?  Or relieved?  
She  should  be  relieved,  but  the  honest  side  of  her  accepted  that  she  would 
definitely like another peek at that man.  She’d never seen anyone as well put 
together as he was.  

Zoran couldn’t believe that a slip of a woman could have this much of an 
impact on him and she wasn’t even touching him.  He stood at the edge of the 
water, demanding that she look at him, not allowing her to even glance away.  

He wanted her!  



And he could tell by her body movements that she wanted him.  From this 
distance,  he  could  make  out  more  details  of  her  face.   Those  cat-like  eyes 
fascinated him and he wanted to know what color they were.  Her legs were long 
and muscular while her waist was tiny.  He couldn’t see enough of her breasts 
because of the loose shirt, and that irritated him.  He’d seen those beauties while 
running earlier today and he felt cheated now because they weren’t on display.  

She moved away suddenly and he wanted the heat from her glance back 
on him.  He felt angered by the fact that she’d disappeared.  

He was going to find her.  This was imperative, he realized.  
Moving easily over the rocks,  he grabbed his  clothes and hiking boots.  

Dressing quickly, he stepped through the forest, his sense of direction leading 
him directly to her.  

Ciara felt the hairs on the back of her neck lift, sensing danger.  Looking 
around,  her  eyes  scanned  the  trees  for  wild  animals.   When  she  didn’t  see 
anything initially,  she glanced at the sky.  The threat wasn’t coming from the 
weather either. The sun was still shining, not a cloud in the sky.  

She looked around again and that’s when she saw him.  He wasn’t close, 
but he was closer than she’d seen him all day.  He was perched on a rock, once 
again looking relaxed.  Even as that thought occurred to her, she suspected that 
this man never relaxed.  The look in his eyes shouted out “predator”, but she 
didn’t run.  She stared for a long moment before one of the students asked her a 
question, bringing her attention back to her job.  It took her several moments to 
understand  the  student’s  words,  but  she  took  a  few  deep  breaths,  trying  to 
refocus her mind.

For  the  next  hour,  he  sat  there  watching  her,  making  her  nervous  but 
also…shockingly alive!  There was something about this tall, muscular man with 
the dangerous eyes that called to her.  Something that drew her closer, almost as 
if she were swimming around him in a circle, coming closer and closer but never 
too near for fear of being stung.  That analogy didn’t make any sense and she 
concentrated on showing one of the students how to draw branches more clearly.  
Ciara chided herself since she wasn’t circling anyone and she definitely wasn’t 



getting closer to that man.  She kept looking in his direction to make sure he was 
still there and he hadn’t gotten closer.  But as the hour grew later, she realized 
that she wasn’t worried about him coming closer.  She was anxious about him 
leaving her again.  He’d disappeared on her earlier today and she didn’t want 
that to happen again.  

Although, that begged the question – why not?  If he was so dangerous, 
why didn’t she want him to go?  She should be hoping that he would disappear 
back into the deep woods and leave her safely tucked away in the summer camp 
perimeter.  

When the last group of students made their way down the pathway, she 
stood there frozen in place,  but every cell  in her body seemed to be pinging 
around, alive and excited because she could feel him nearby.  He hadn’t left her!  
He hadn’t disappeared!  Ciara knew that she should follow her students, should 
run down the pathway to safety.  It was time for dinner, she should be making 
her way down to the dining hall and helping with the dinner setup or ensure that 
the kids were cleaning up and heading towards the dining hall themselves.

But she didn’t move.  She couldn’t move.  
When the last of the campers turned the corner in the pathway, she spun 

around, intent on climbing up to where he was perched. 
But as soon as she turned, he was there!  Less than five feet away!  
This stranger who had popped in and out of her day was no longer hiding.  

He was there!  So close!  
And goodness, he was taller and larger than she’d thought.  She’d only 

seen  him  from  a  distance,  but  up  close,  he  was  more  amazing  than  her 
imagination could have created.   His  eyes were dark and deep set  while  his 
cheekbones  were  more  prominent  and his  jaw promised determination.   The 
combination  of  the  handsome,  hard  features  and  the  rock  hard  body  was… 
spellbinding!  

“You’re here,” she whispered, her eyes traveling back up to his black gaze.  
“You didn’t leave,” he came right back.  
She wanted to glance back down the pathway, to make sure that none of 

the campers saw this man, but his eyes wouldn’t let her look away.  



“They’re gone,” he confirmed.  Hazel,  he realized.  Her pretty,  cat eyes 
were hazel.  Almost green, but not quite.  With a bit of yellow, making him think 
of dragon eyes.  Soft, sweet, nervous dragon eyes.  A contradiction, he thought.  

How had he known what she was thinking?  And more importantly, why 
was she standing here?  Why was she not running away, back to safety?  How 
many times had her father or her bodyguards warned her that strangers were to 
be avoided?  Everything about this man screamed dangerous predator and the 
image of a rabbit popped into her mind.  She was the rabbit and this man, with 
his  dark  eyes,  black  hair  and  his  tanned  skin  holding  in  all  those  bulging 
muscles, was the ultimate predator. 

“I won’t hurt you,” he promised.
She blinked, and tilted her head back slightly.  “Stop doing that,” she told 

him, wanting to back up but refusing to do it.  She wouldn’t show this man how 
scared she was.  But was it fear?  Or something else?  

A dark eyebrow went up with her command.  “Stop doing what?” 
She swallowed, her tongue darting out to moisten her painfully dry lips.  

In  the  back  of  her  mind,  she  heard  the  leaves  rustling  overhead,  the  birds 
chirping happily and, even farther away, the laughter from the summer camp.  
“Stop reading my mind.”

He smiled slightly  and those  marvelous  muscles  in  his  arms tightened 
even more.  “I’m not reading your mind.  Your eyes were about to dart away 
from me.  You’re a camp counselor.  It stands to reason that you were trying to 
ensure the safety of your charges.”

Slowly, her head nodded.  She was still impressed even though the things 
he’d said were probably pretty basic assumptions on his part.  

His eyes moved down her figure,  clad in shorts and a tee-shirt.   “And 
you’re a small woman.  I’m a stranger significantly larger than you are.  It stands 
to reason that, when I move closer, you would want to run away.”  

She thought about that, her eyes moving down his magnificent body.  He 
was wearing a brown tee-shirt, but the material in no way hid the muscles that 
were underneath.  In fact, the fabric strained to contain all of those captivating 
muscles.  



“I don’t.”  She suspected she should clarify, explain that she didn’t want to 
run  away.   But  when  his  eyes  looked  back  into  hers,  she  realized  that  he’d 
understood perfectly.  

He looked down, his eyes focusing on her lips.  “Good.  I won’t hurt you.”
Her lips quirked up into a smile.  “Said every serial killer,” she teased. 
His eyes reflected her laughter.  “Good point.  Who are you?”
“Ciara,” she told him, not bothering with her last name because it required 

too much effort.  
“Zoran.”  
“Very pleased to meet you Zoran.”  In the distance, she heard the dinner 

bell ring.  “I have to go.”  She immediately started to move away, but when she 
felt his rough fingers touch her arm gently, she stopped and looked back up at 
him, startled by his touch.  

“Come back after dinner,” he commanded. 
Ciara was tempted, but she shook her head.  “I can’t.”
“You’re afraid of me,” he stated with rising frustration because, for the first 

time, a woman fascinated him and he wasn’t sure how to approach her without 
terrifying her.  He didn’t want her to leave.  He needed to see her, to touch her.  
Hell, right at this moment, with those perfect, full breasts pressing their pointed 
nipples  against  her  tee-shirt,  he  wanted to  devour  her.   He  didn’t  think  she 
would appreciate the intensity of that need at the moment.  

Ciara took a deep breath and looked back up into the coal-dark depths of 
those eyes.  “Should I be?” 

Zoran thought  about  it  for  a  long moment,  tried to  put  himself  in  her 
shoes.  With all of the news reports of women putting themselves in danger, he 
could understand why she should run far and fast away from him.  He nodded 
slowly.  “Probably.”

His honesty was refreshing and, despite the fact that he was telling her she 
was probably better off never seeing him again, she actually felt safer.  Laughing, 
she relaxed ever so slightly.  “Thanks for the warning.”  Unfortunately, the bell 
chimed again.  “I really have to go.”



She was just about to turn around and head down the pathway when his 
words stopped her again.  “Do you always do what you’re told?” 

She  smiled  because,  yes,  she  did.   Her  father  was  quite  dictatorial  – 
although she knew that he loved her very much.  “Yes,” she finally said, turning 
to  head  towards  the  pathway  again.   Her  forward  momentum  was  stopped 
though, when he said, “Good.”  

She glanced back at him, her startled eyes taking in his large form and the 
change in his tension.  

She wasn’t sure what to do.  She desperately wanted to stay, to get to know 
this man, but she had responsibilities in the camp and she didn’t want to put 
herself  in  danger  by  remaining  in  the  woods  with  a  man  she  didn’t  know.  
Goodness, her guards would be furious with her just for the short period of time 
she’d already spent in his company.  And her father would be livid at all she’d 
seen of him earlier this morning!  

“Come back.  I won’t touch you.  I just want to talk to you, Ciara.”
She heard his words and a part of her was disappointed.  She wanted so 

much more than talking, but she wasn’t sure what that was.  
Zoran saw the look in her eyes and his body reacted.  He had a critical 

need to connect with this beauty, wanting to possess her in the most elemental 
way.  But he also realized that he was scaring her.  That look, that need was there 
in her eyes as well but she was banking it,  suppressing it because this was a 
crazy situation.  Never would he have thought he would find a woman like her 
in the woods.  “Come back here after dinner.  Or whenever you’re off duty.”

She smiled softly, feeling wanted.  His eyes screamed out his desire for her 
and she liked it.  “I’ll be back in an hour.”

He nodded his head.  “I’ll be here.”
She turned and almost ran down the pathway, nervous once again, but for 

a whole different reason.  

Dinner  with  the  campers  and  counselors  that  night  seemed  to  go  on 
forever!  She kept glancing at the clock, trying to figure out when she would be 
off  duty.   When  the  kids  finally  started  their  cleanup  duties,  she  practically 



jumped out of her chair to help them, wanting the process to move more quickly.  
There was a campfire each night where the kids would sing songs or tell stories.  
Sometimes they put on a skit.  But she wasn’t required to be there for that.  As 
soon as the dining hall was cleaned up and emptied, she was off duty for the day.  

When the gong finally sounded for the campfire to start, she herded the 
kids out to the wooden benches, but stood off to the back, not wanting to become 
a  part  of  tonight’s  activities.   The other  staffers  who weren’t  on duty slowly 
faded backwards as well.  Many of them would congregate back in the kitchen, 
chatting over a final cup of coffee.  And normally, she would join them. 

She looked at the kids, happily singing along with the camp fire songs, 
then back at  the dining hall  where the other staffers that were off  duty were 
already migrating.  She wasn’t going to the dining hall tonight.  She watched 
until the door to the hall closed and then she slowly backed away from the fire 
light.  When she reached the darkness, she was gripping her flashlight tightly, 
more than ready to slip into the night and find her stranger-man.  

She didn’t have far to look.  She was on her way back up the pathway 
when  she  spotted  him,  feeling  nervous  about  the  enigmatic  combination  of 
nocturnal stillness and intermittent sound.  He wasn’t at the top of the pathway 
this time.  In fact, he was right at the edge of the woods, waiting for her.  

He held out his hand for her and she hesitated for only a moment.  Putting 
her hand into his, she almost jerked it right back out, startled by the heat of his 
touch.  At the first sign of her reluctance, he tightened his fingers reassuringly 
and pulled her closer.  

“Don’t be afraid of me, Ciara,” he coaxed softly so that no one else could 
hear them.  “I promise I won’t hurt you.”

Her breathing increased and she looked up at him, wishing she could see 
his face.  There was so little light here and she wanted, needed, to see his eyes.  
She opened her mouth to say something, but the words wouldn’t come out.  It 
was almost as if she were hypnotized by this man, the mysterious quiet of the 
night and the cocooning nature of the darkness.  

“How about if we just sit here and talk?” he offered.



She breathed a sigh of relief.  “That would be good,” she replied, finding a 
moss covered log to perch on.  She then sat there awkwardly, not really sure what 
to talk about.   This  man didn’t  seem like the type that  would want to trade 
shopping stories, not that she shopped all that much either.  

“Tell me about what you do at the camp,” he asked, trying to help her 
relax and show her that he wasn’t a threat.    

They talked for hours, she realized later.  Not about anything in particular, 
but just the sort of conversation that two people have when they’re getting to 
know each other.  She hadn’t realized how much time had passed until she was 
laughing  about  something  he  said  and  her  eyes  flashed  over  to  the  camp 
grounds.  It was almost completely dark! 

“Oh my goodness,” she said, jumping up and looking around.  “It’s late.”
Zoran stood up as well.  “I’ll walk you back,” he told her, taking her hand 

in his.  
“That’s not necessary,” she told him, trying to pull back.  The darkness was 

isolating now.  It made their words seem much more intimate.  
“I will not allow you to walk back to your cabin in this darkness.”
She looked up at him.  “How are you going to get back to your camp site?” 

she asked.  
He faced her, pulling her closer.  “Are you worried about me, Ciara?” he 

asked gently.  
She swallowed, trying to figure out what was running through her mind.  

It was hard though, with his hands now on her waist.  ‘Yes,” she finally admitted.  
“It’s dark and there aren’t a lot of paths that will get you back to where your tent 
is.”

“I’ll be fine,” he assured her, thinking of the military training he’d gone 
through, most of which took place at night, trying to break through enemy lines.  
“I’m pretty stealthy.  I won’t disturb any of the bears while getting back to my 
tent.”  He didn’t bother to tell her that his backpack, along with his tent and all of 
his gear, was only a few feet away.  He hadn’t really established a camp site, 
preferring to move around instead of coming back to the same place each night.  

He walked beside her until they reached her cabin.  



“This is it,” she whispered, not wanting to wake up anyone else in the 
campground.  

Zoran lifted his hand, pushing the wisps of hair back from her face.  “I’m 
going to kiss you,” he warned her.  

Ciara smiled tremulously.  “I would like that very much,” she whispered 
back.  She could feel her heart pounding in her chest and wondered if he could 
hear it.  As he lowered his head, her whole body started trembling with fear and 
anticipation.  And when his lips touched hers, gently at first, tentative, probing 
tenderly, she thought she might just go up in flames.

When her arms moved around his neck, Zoran deepened the kiss, wanting 
more, wanting to lift her up and carry her away so that he could make love to her 
properly.  He wanted all of her.  He wanted to possess her!  

He settled for kissing her with everything inside of him, showing her the 
depths of his desire.  When he pressed her back against the wall of her cabin, she 
moved against him, showing him that she was no longer afraid, that everything 
he was making her feel had overridden any fears that might have lingered after 
their long conversation.  

She tilted her head, wanting the kiss to go on forever!  When his lips were 
touching hers, she felt like she was flying, soaring high above the ground.  She 
loved  the  roughness  of  his  tongue  as  it  invaded  her  mouth  and  she  arched 
against his body, wanting so much more!  

He slowly lifted his head as he gently pulled away and she was relieved 
that his breathing sounded as harsh as hers.  

He could see the desire in her eyes but knew that it was too soon to act on 
that  feeling.   He’d  have  to  pull  back  even  though  everything  inside  of  him 
wanted to feel her wrapped around his body.  She was so soft and beautiful.  
“Tomorrow.  Meet me back at the tree line,” he commanded.  

His hand lifted up, touching her skin and she pressed her cheek against his 
palm.  “Yes,” she whispered.  

A moment later, he was walking away and she felt cold and lonely.  She 
waited until he was at the tree line again but then he stopped and turned around, 



watching her.   She trembled, wanting to call  him back or,  even better,  to run 
towards him and start that kiss all over again.  

Instead, she walked into her cabin and hurried to the window.  She almost 
laughed out loud when she saw his hand lift in farewell.  How he knew that she 
was standing at her window, she’d never know.  But she liked that he could read 
her so well.  



Chapter 2

Ciara was on swimming duty today!  She wouldn’t be in the woods!  
And she hadn’t seen him on her run this morning.  Where was he?  Was he 

okay?  
She pulled on her boring, one piece bathing suit after breakfast, grabbed a 

towel and pulled on a pair of shorts, not bothering with a tee-shirt today.  She’d 
be  in  the  water  all  day,  but  she  couldn’t  argue  with  the  camp director  even 
though she had been hoping to be assigned a task that would put her more into 
the tree line.  Unfortunately, her swimming assignment meant she wouldn’t see 
Zoran!  

But she’d see him tonight!  That was something even though it was hours 
away.  

She’d barely slept last night, thinking about that kiss, about how he made 
her feel just by looking at her.  

As  she  picked  her  way  over  to  the  dock  and  started  setting  up  the 
swimming games for the day, she thought about her future, something she tried 
to  avoid  thinking  about  whenever  possible.   She  would  be  married  soon  – 
possibly earlier than planned because of the rising tensions with the countries 
bordering hers.  Her father might love her, but he was a ruler above all else and if 
he  could  form  a  valuable  alliance  that  could  help  protect  the  people  in  his 
country by marrying off his daughter, he would do it without remorse.  It wasn’t 
only because Ciara was a female.  If she’d been born a male, the same would be 
true.   Royal  marriages  were about  alliances  and forming a  strong union that 
could help in an emergency.  They weren’t about love or spending the next fifty 
years with another person.  Her marriage would be political and she’d accepted 
that a long time ago.  

She should be a virgin on her wedding night, but the thought of another 
man touching her, someone other than Zoran, made her skin crawl.  How had he 
gotten to her in such a short period of time?  She barely knew the man!  



About midday, she felt a strange sensation and looked around.  She wasn’t 
sure what it was, but she somehow knew that Zoran was watching her.  Feeling 
self-conscious, she grabbed her towel and covered up.  The kids were all heading 
into the showers to change anyway so no one would think it odd that she was 
drying off as well.  

She picked up her backpack and checked her messages on her cell phone.  
Several from her father, a few from her friends…

Ciara almost dropped her phone when she saw the text message.  “Drop 
the towel.”  

She looked around and just knew.  He was watching her!  
She bit her lip, wondering if she had the courage.  
“Drop it now,” came the next text and she shivered at the power that came 

through from his words. 
She  smiled,  thinking  about  dropping  the  towel.   It  would  be  crazy, 

wouldn’t it?  Obviously he was watching her.  
“You going to lunch, Ciara?” Joe called out.  He and the lifeguard, Rosa, 

waited a moment.  
Ciara shook her head.  “Could you grab me a sandwich?  I’m just going to 

get the ropes course ready for the next group.”
Both Rosa and Joe nodded their heads.  “Sure thing.  We’ll hurry back to 

help.”
“No rush,” she called back, thinking that Zoran was close by.  She wanted 

to see him, just to let her eyes roam over him.  That would be enough to sustain 
her until tonight.  

The other two camp counselors walked off,  chatting with each other as 
they made their way to the dining hall.  When they were far enough away, she 
turned back,  her  eyes scanning the edge of  the woods,  trying to catch just  a 
glimpse.  

And then she saw him!  He was swimming across the lake!  Goodness, his 
hard body was crossing through the water as if it were nothing!  She’d never seen 
anyone swim so well before; he was amazing. 



When he stood up on the dock, she looked around, shocked to see him in 
shorts, dripping water.  

“What are you doing here?” she demanded, worried that the camp director 
would see him.  How could anyone miss him?  He was huge!  And glorious!  
And amazing! 

“You didn’t drop the towel, Ciara,” he told her, his dark eyes glaring at her 
as he moved closer.  

She smiled slightly, her body tingling with awareness of this man and how 
easily he could make her body sing with need.  “I have to set up for the next 
class,” she whispered, standing her ground but her whole body was trembling.  

“Drop the towel.”  He kept coming closer.  
She let it fall to the wooden deck, let his eyes move over her swimsuit clad 

body.  When his eyes skimmed over her breasts, she felt her nipples pucker and 
knew that he could see everything.  

His eyes snapped up to hers and she inhaled as she felt the heat from his 
gaze.  “Tell me what has to happen before the kids return from lunch.”

She told him and he smoothly dove back into the water.  With both of them 
working together,  all  the ropes were connected properly and it  took barely a 
fraction of the time it would normally take.  When she told him it was finished, 
she felt his arms wrap around her and he pulled her over to the section of the 
water that was hidden from view from the campsite.  As soon as they were out of 
view, his mouth covered hers and his hands slid up and down her body.  Without 
the hindrance of regular clothing to stop him, it was practically as if she was 
naked.  

He lifted her legs, showing her how to wrap them around his waist so that 
she could hold onto him and she clung to him while he kissed her.  His hands 
moved to her breasts, sliding against the material and making her nipples even 
harder, more sensitive.  She’d never in her life imagined such feelings and she 
shifted against him, wanting more. 

“Shhh,” he coaxed.  “You don’t want someone coming over here to find 
out what’s going on.” 



Ciara bit  her lip as his  fingers slid the strap of  her bathing suit  down.  
“They’ll be coming back soon,” she whispered. 

His eyes looked into hers as he slowly peeled her bathing suit down.  The 
water was covering her but he lifted her higher, his eyes feasting on her breasts.  
When his mouth covered one taut peak, she couldn’t hold back the cry of delight 
as her fingers dove into his hair, pulling and twisting as desire coiled inside of 
her.  

When he lowered her back down, she could feel the tension in his own 
body.  “We have to stop.”

“No,” she begged, leaning her forehead against his broad shoulder.  “This 
is crazy,” she sighed.  

His hands were firm and confident as he held her against him, sliding up 
and down her back,  moving to tease her breasts  as well.   “Meet me tonight.  
What time?” 

Her arms were shaking and she wanted so badly to shift so that his hands 
would touch her nipples again, to feel that crazy sensation.  But he was teasing 
her by not going there, by resisting those sensitized nubs.  “I get off right after 
dinner again.”

“Fine.  Meet me at the edge of the tree line,” he told her and pulled her 
straps  back  up.   He kissed her  one  more  time,  then swam with  her  as  they 
returned to the dock.  “Until tonight,” he told her and kissed her, hard and quick.  

Ciara heard the excited voices of the campers as they approached the dock.  
Lunch was over.  So was her time with Zoran.  “You have to go,” she urged him, 
not wanting to be caught with him in the lake.  

“Next time, follow my orders,” he said and ducked down under the water 
just as the first of the kids stepped onto the dock.  

Ciara held her breath as he ducked under the water, not sure where he was 
going or how he was going to get out of sight.  But she watched the smooth 
surface of the lake until she saw his head pop up again in the distance.  If she 
hadn’t  known it  was him, she wouldn’t  have noticed him.  And none of  the 
campers saw anything out of the ordinary.  She was grateful for his discretion, 
but she still wished she’d had more time with him.  



And she couldn’t get out of the water!  
Since her body still showed evidence of her desire for him, she swam out 

to one of the ropes course stations, waving to Joe and Rosa to indicate where she 
was.  

The rest of the afternoon moved painfully slowly.  She stayed in the water 
until the other campers rotated through.  When the afternoon’s activities were 
finally over, she pulled herself up on the dock, relieved that it was finally safe 
and her body wouldn’t show any indications of her excitement after being with 
Zoran.  

She didn’t pick up her phone, afraid to see if there were other orders from 
Zoran.   But  she  didn’t  pick  up  her  towel  as  she  helped  the  kids  grab  their 
belongings.  

By dinner time, she was shaking.  She’d showered and changed, but she 
hadn’t dared to look at her phone, too afraid of what he might tell her to do.  It 
wasn’t that she didn’t want to do it, she just was frightened of the intensity of 
what he made her feel.  It was crazy and out of control.  

She grabbed an apple for dinner, then made her way out of the dining hall.  
She wasn’t on duty tonight so she took advantage of her “night off”.  Grabbing a 
book, she walked out to the tree line, thinking she’d just sit and read until Zoran 
showed up. 

But he was already there!  
“I wasn’t supposed to be here for another hour,” she told him, standing 

there looking at him.  The sun was still shining down, but it was a soft, golden 
glow now.  

“You ignored my messages.”
He tried to hide his need for this slender beauty, but it was hard.  He was 

hard.  His mind was so focused on her that it was difficult to think of anything 
else.  

“Yes,” she told him, the book forgotten in her hands.  
“Why?” 



“Because…” she looked into his eyes, glad that she could see them tonight.  
Not for long, though, she realized.  The sun was sinking over the horizon quickly.  
She had maybe an hour of sunlight left.  “Because what you make me feel scares 
me.  I don’t understand it.”

Zoran  heard  her  words  and  relaxed  slightly.   It  was  exactly  what  he 
wanted to hear.  Not that she was afraid of him.  He didn’t like that at all.  “Trust 
me,” he coaxed and took her hand, pulling her deeper into the tree line.  “I won’t 
hurt you.”

She shook her head.  “I think we will both hurt each other when we head 
back to real life.”

“What’s real?” he asked, thinking she might be right, but he didn’t want to 
dwell on that.  This woman, this moment, was his reality now.  He didn’t want to 
think about his responsibilities or the burden of ruling Larcatia right now.  He 
wanted to focus everything he had on her.  On her soft skin and listening to her 
voice.  “Tell me about the swimming course today.  It looked like fun.”

She smiled, relieved that he wasn’t going to pounce on her immediately.  
Oh, he’d better make a move by the end of the night, but at least she could relax 
slightly now.  She told him what the kids had to do through each of the stations 
and he gave her ideas on other challenges for the kids.  He didn’t tell her that 
he’d gone through SEAL training with some of the US soldiers, or that some of 
the  ideas  he  offered were  from that  tough course.   They only  had a  limited 
amount of time with each other and he didn’t want to dwell on issues that might 
raise too many questions.  Questions he couldn’t answer.  

As the sun set and darkness surrounded them, he pulled her closer, having 
her lean against his chest while they talked.  He didn’t touch her in any other 
way, just enjoyed listening to her voice and her musical laughter.  

Eventually, the tension around them grew thicker and their conversation 
died out,  replaced by an intense awareness of  each other.   His hands moved 
along the skin of her arms and she froze, her breath catching in her throat.  

When his fingers moved against her waist, she held her breath, praying 
that he would move them higher, to feel the crazy feelings that he’d given her 
earlier today.  



“Tell me what you want me to do,” he said in her ear.  
“Touch me,” she finally said.  
“Where?” he asked, even though he knew. He just wanted to hear her say 

it.  
Ciara bit her lip, unaware of how her hands where gripping his knees as 

she waited tensely for his hands to cup her breasts.  
“Tell me where, Ciara,” he urged, his teeth biting the shell of her ear.  
She shook her head, unable to say the words,  but she lifted his hands, 

showing him instead of telling him.  When his fingers cupped her breast, she 
closed her eyes and leaned her head back against his shoulder.  Those amazing 
fingers found her nipple through both layers of clothing and she arched into his 
hand.  

She gasped when his hands moved away and her eyes sprung open, a 
sound of  disapproval  came out  of  her  mouth  but  he  shushed  her  again.   A 
moment later, she stiffened in his arms when his large hands slid underneath her 
shirt.  She couldn’t believe how perfect those fingers felt.  And then he pulled 
that shirt off over her head, wanting it gone. 

“I want to see you,” he told her. 
Ciara had no idea what he could see, but she didn’t care.  She was too 

caught up in the moment,  wanting his  fingers back against  her breasts.   Her 
hands were impatient, grabbing them back and putting them on her breasts once 
again.  With a flick of his fingers, he found and released the front clasp of her bra, 
then slowly pulled the lace back away.  

She was holding her breath and she suspected that he was as well.  Never 
before had she felt so powerful and so feminine.  

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered as his fingers slid across her nipples.  She 
gasped, the tender, almost-not-there touch sending her desire spiraling.  

“Please!” she gasped.  
A moment later, he shifted their positions.  His tee-shirt was pulled off of 

his back and laid out underneath her as he held himself above her, looking down 
at her pale breasts in the moonlight.   “Do you trust me?” he asked in a soft, 
rough sounding voice. 



She nodded her head.  “Yes,” she told him to emphasize her response.  
A moment later, his hand slid the zipper of her shorts down.  She gasped 

and grabbed his wrist, stopping him, but he looked into her eyes.  “Trust me,” he 
coached softly.  

He felt her fingers relax and slid the zipper down further.  The lace of her 
underwear enticed him,  but  he didn’t  pull  it  down.   He wanted to take this 
slowly but he was in so much pain.  

Lowering his head, he captured her nipple in his mouth while smoothing 
his fingers down lower.  Very gently, he slid his fingers into her heat, moving 
slowly so he wouldn’t startle her.  All the while, his mouth teased her nipples, 
biting, soothing, sucking and driving her wild.  He loved the way she clenched 
his fingers, her body unable to hold still  under his tender ministrations.  The 
whole time, he wished that there was more light so that he could see her instead 
of just feel her.  

Too soon, he felt her start to splinter apart and he absorbed her cry in his 
mouth as his fingers pulled her over her peak.  

When she floated back down to earth, she opened her eyes and looked up 
at him, startled by what she’d just experienced.  “That was…”

“Amazing,” he finished when she couldn’t come up with a description.  
“Yes,” she breathed, lifting her arms to circle around his neck.  “Now what 

happens?” 
He kissed her neck and her ear again before pulling away.  “Now, you go 

back to your cabin and go to sleep.”  He zipped up her shorts again, his fingers 
deft and sure.  

He lifted himself off of her, then bent down to pick her up as well.  
Ciara was so stunned by that statement that she wasn’t sure what to say.  

She didn’t want to stop but she was suddenly shy and wrapped her arms around 
her naked breasts self-consciously.  “I don’t want to go back.  And you…”

“I’m fine,” he assured her. 
She pressed her hands against his bare chest,  feeling the tension within 

him.  “You’re not okay.  I want to finish this,” she told him, kissing the middle of 
his chest. 



Zoran closed his eyes and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her 
closer.  “We can’t.”

“Why not?” she demanded. 
He kissed the top of her head.  “Because you are a virgin.”
She stiffened in his arms, not sure why his words hurt so much.  “And?”
He pushed her away from him and shook his head.  “And you need to 

walk away from me, Ciara.  I’m not the man for you.”
Ciara  suddenly  realized  that  she  was  standing  in  front  of  him,  nearly 

naked and felt vulnerable.  She quickly closed her bra, shifted her shorts and 
grabbed her shirt from the ground, knocking off the dirt before pulling it over 
her head.  

Dressing gave her enough time to pull herself together and realize what 
she wanted.  Him!  “We’re going to finish this tomorrow night, Zoran,” she told 
him firmly.  “Meet me here.”

Zoran heard the words and would have liked nothing better.  But this was 
not to be.  She had to give her virginity to her husband.  “I won’t be here, Ciara.”  
That husband couldn’t be him.  He had a political marriage waiting for him and 
he couldn’t ignore his responsibilities.  

She stiffened with his words and looked up at him.  She could see the need 
in his eyes and her heart broke for this man because, instinctively, she knew that 
he was in pain and was stopping only because of his innate sense of honor.  

She stepped closer, ignoring him when he stepped back.  She reached out 
and touched the middle of his chest again.  “Yes you will.  And so will I.  It’s 
going to be wonderful.”

With that, she walked away, running back to her cabin.  Before she turned 
the corner, she looked back and saw him.  Raising her hand, she nodded her 
head, silently telling him again that they would finish together tomorrow night. 



Chapter 3

Ciara worried all the next day.  She was in charge of the archery station 
and this was an area in which she excelled.  Shooting and using a bow and arrow 
were a requirement of her education, so she was able to give solid advice to each 
of the campers as they came through her station.  Even the guys in charge of the 
BB gun station came over to her when the weapons jammed.  She was quickly 
able to fix them and even moved over to that area when one of the campers was 
really struggling, becoming discouraged by his lack of ability to hit the paper 
target.  

But the whole day, she was wondering if Zoran would meet her that night.  
She had everything ready for him and she wasn’t going to take no for an answer.  
The week was coming to an end and she would be heading home.  She wasn’t 
leaving here without experiencing the bliss of being in Zoran’s arms, of fully 
becoming his woman.  

What if he didn’t show up?  What if he decided that he couldn’t follow 
through?

She would track him down, she told herself.   Somehow, some way, she 
would get her security team to find him, to discover everything about him so 
that she could go to him.  She had absolutely no idea how their future together 
could work, but somehow, she’d make it.  

That night, she stood on the edge of the tree line, trembling because he 
wasn’t there.  “Zoran!” she called out a second time, her eyes filling with tears 
when she realized that he really wasn’t there.  

She slumped down onto a log, the same log they’d sat upon the first night 
when they’d talked for hours.  She hadn’t realized how uncomfortable it was 
without  Zoran  with  here  to  distract  her  from  the  strange,  unfamiliar  night 
sounds.

After thirty minutes, she accepted that he really wasn’t going to show up.  
She couldn’t stop the tears that started flowing or the pain of loss in her heart.  
She wanted him so desperately and he’d simply abandoned her!  How could he?!  



Zoran watched from the shadows as she sat there, her eyes scanning the 
darkness for any sign of him.  But she wouldn’t see him.  He’d watched her all 
day long, was proud of her skill with the bow and arrow, impressed with her 
rifle skills even though it was just a small, kids’ toy.  But she was accurate and 
patient with the other kids.  

He couldn’t go out there.  For the first time in his life, he was trying to be 
noble with a woman because there could be no future with Ciara.  The other 
woman in  his  past  knew the  rules,  understood the  temporary  nature  of  any 
liaison with him.  Ciara was different.  He felt differently towards her.  He would 
return home at the end of this week and would marry the bride his father was 
choosing for him.  He had no idea who it was, nor did he care.  He would do his 
duty  and  marry  whichever  woman,  but  he  would  always  treasure  these 
moments with Ciara.  

His resolve lasted only until he saw the tears on her cheeks.  Women had 
tried tears on him many times in the past, several of them calling him a cold-
hearted  bastard  for  the  way  he  remained  unmoved,  irritated  even,  by  their 
overflowing emotions.  

Some of those tears had probably been genuine and others just a futile 
attempt to manipulate him.  But Ciara’s tears tore at him, stabbed him with each 
drop that fell to her soft cheeks.  

When he accepted that he couldn’t take it any longer, he stepped into the 
area, lifting her into his arms.  “Don’t cry, love,” he told her, his voice rough as he 
sat back down with her on his lap.  

“You’re here!” she sobbed, wrapping her arms around his neck.  “I didn’t 
think you’d show up.  But you’re here!”

“I’m here,”  he told her,  kissing her  tenderly,  and when he felt  her  lips 
tremble under his and then respond to his kiss, he deepened the caress, forcing 
her lips open so that his tongue could move inside, soothe her in the only way he 
knew how.  

“Stop!” she said when his hands moved underneath her tee-shirt. 
“What’s wrong?” he asked but his hands stilled. 



Ciara shook her head and stood up.  “Come with me,” she told him.  She 
was nervous but also determined.  This was her man.  Zoran was hers and she 
intended to show him tonight.  

Zoran wasn’t sure what she was going to do but he took her hand and 
followed her.  It was only when they were almost at her cabin that he stopped, 
pulling her to a stop. 

“No,  Zoran.   You’re  coming with me,” she told him firmly,  her  fingers 
pulling at his arm futilely.  The man was big and strong and stubborn.  If he 
didn’t want to go somewhere, he wasn’t going.  

“This isn’t right, Ciara.  You should…”
She moved in closer, pressing her body against his in an effort to convey 

her message more clearly.  “No.  Stop talking.  I’m in charge tonight,” she told 
him.  “You had your way with me last night.  Tonight, it is my turn.”

He chuckled that such a little thing was going to try and overpower him.  
“Think so?” he teased. 

She pulled back when his hands reached out for her.  “I know so.  Now 
march,” she ordered, tangling her fingers with his. 

Zoran laughed softly, aware that others might be close by.  He didn’t want 
her to get into trouble, but he was fascinated by this woman and her attempt at 
taking control.  

“We’re not making love tonight, Ciara,” he told her.  
Ciara stood on the first step of her tiny cabin and she was still shorter than 

he was.  “Zoran, if you don’t get inside that doorway, I’m going to strip down 
right here and we’ll both discover what is going to happen.”

He chuckled and crossed his arms over his massive chest.   “You’re not 
going to strip down here, Ciara.  Too much potential for someone to see you.”

She raised one eyebrow in challenge, both irritated by his stubbornness 
and turned on by the feminine power she felt surging through her.  She knew 
that he wanted her.  Badly.  And she was going to follow through on all of her 
desires tonight.  “Really?” she asked with a secret smile.  



A moment later, he cursed under his breath when she simply lifted her tee-
shirt over her head.  Zoran lifted her from the step and carried her the rest of the 
way into the cabin.  “That’s cheating, Ciara,” he told her. 

She didn’t listen.  She stepped back and reached behind her.  Zoran noticed 
her shaking hands, but his mind was focused only on her breasts.  They looked 
perfect  in the moonlight,  pale and pert,  full  with beautiful,  pink nipples that 
were begging him for his mouth.  She dropped the bit of lace onto the floor and 
Zoran  watched  in  fascination  as  her  fingers  moved  to  the  waistband  of  her 
shorts.  A moment later, she did a little twist thing and the shorts fell to the floor.  
She stood there in only her lace underwear and he thought he’d just died and 
gone to heaven.  

“Stop,” he told her but the command wasn’t as firm as it normally was 
and, as expected, she ignored it.  

Her fingers moved to the elastic and he groaned.  Dropping to his knee, he 
pushed her hands out of the way while his own fingers took control.  He pulled 
the elastic away from her soft skin, enjoying the feeling of it against the backs of 
his hands.  But every part of him was focused on her, on the sweet smell of Ciara.  

When his hands reached out to pull her into his arms, she quickly stepped 
backwards.  

She was trembling but she wasn’t going to let him have his way tonight.  
This was her night and she had plans.  Big plans for this enormous, gentle giant.  
“No, Zoran.  You only get to look until you’re equally divested of obstacles,” she 
told him with that sweet smile that told him she’d planned this out carefully. 

Zoran straightened up, towering over her.  “And if I don’t?” he asked, his 
eyes boring into hers.  

She shrugged her shoulders.  “Then you don’t get to touch me tonight.”  
She bit her lip and considered her next words carefully.  “I’ll do it all myself.”  
She could not believe that she’d actually said that.  But it worked like magic.  
There was a stunned moment of silence as he absorbed her words but then he 
chuckled  slightly.   His  hands  reached  out  and  pulled  his  black  tee-shirt  off, 
dumping it over her bra and underwear.  He stepped closer, intending to take her 



into his arms but she shook her head.  “No.  I’ve seen it all from a distance.  I 
want to see it up close and personal now.”  

He smiled down at her.  “You think you’re taking control, don’t you?” he 
asked, but it wasn’t really a question.  It was a promise.  “Ah, little one, you have 
so much to learn.”  But he was helpless against her appeal.  He wanted her.  His 
body ached to possess her.  And she was too beautiful to resist.  

“Then you’d better start teaching me,” she whispered back to him, looking 
up into his eyes.  She let her hand move slowly down his chest, fascinated by all 
of  the  rippling  muscles  she  discovered.   But  when  her  fingers  touched  the 
waistband  of  his  cargo  pants,  he  grabbed  her  hands,  not  letting  her  go  any 
further.  

“My  turn,”  he  told  her.   He  stepped  backwards,  his  eyes  holding  her 
captive just like that first time.  And with slow hands, he released the button on 
his pants, then the zipper.  A moment later, he shoved both his pants and his 
boxers down, stepping out of his clothes, his boots and socks already gone.  

Then he stood up in full, glorious nakedness, in front of her.  
Ciara could barely breathe as she looked her fill, amazed and more than a 

little  astonished by how large  he  was.   That  erection didn’t  look as  big  and 
intimidating from a distance.  But she wanted this, she told herself.  Every part of 
her was aching to discover what it was like to be a part of this man, to have him 
fill her up.  

With shaking hands, she reached out and touched him.  Her fingers were 
too soft at first but he wrapped his fingers around her hand, showing her how he 
liked to be touched, stroked.  When she bent down, he shook his head with a 
pained chuckle.  “No way, Ciara.”  

“But…” she started to argue. 
“Another  time.   I’m  too  close  already.”   And  with  that,  he  lifted  her 

effortlessly into his arms and carried her the few additional feet to her tiny bed.  
Laying her down, he stood up and looked at her.  

She started to sit up.  “I’m in charge tonight,” she told him and jumped up, 
only slightly self-conscious about being naked in front of him.  Yes, she wanted to 



cover herself up.  But the way his eyes were watching her gave her a sense of 
power.  

She put her hands on his shoulders, pressing him back to the bed.  “You sit 
down.” 

Even in the darkness, Zoran could see her blushes.  Or maybe he could just 
feel them.  He thought it was adorable that she thought she could take control 
but he allowed it for a few more minutes, wondering what she was going to do 
next. 

“Okay, I’m on the bed.  Now what?” he teased.  
Ciara stood there in front of him, not really sure what to do.  She was 

trembling now, her whole body aching with anticipation but…what should she 
do?

“Come here, Ciara,” Zoran commanded, seeing her distress and not liking 
it one little bit.  

She moved the few inches  closer,  wishing she’d thought  this  out  more 
thoroughly.  Or at least listened to her friends as they’d described their sexual 
escapades.  She’d heard several of the other camp counselors had hooked up 
over the summer.  Why hadn’t she taken notes?

Because until she’d met this man, sex had never really interested her.  It 
had been something far off in the distance, something that she couldn’t have so 
she wouldn’t let herself think about it. 

Unfortunately for her aching body, she’d been thinking of almost nothing 
else for the past three days.  And still she was stumped. 

Zoran watched her features and would have laughed if he weren’t in so 
much pain.  Instead of waiting for her to figure out what the next move might be, 
he took her hand and pulled her forward until she was sitting on his lap.  “As 
much as I appreciate the effort, you’re going to listen to me tonight.  Okay?” 

She sighed with relief and delight, wrapping her arms around his neck.  
“Okay,” she replied happily.  

He bent his head and kissed her, feeling her trembling increase but now it 
was with excitement instead of trepidation.   With one arm on her back, his other 



smoothed down her sides,  tempting her back to passion.   It  didn’t  take long 
before the need and urgency overrode her inhibitions.  

With his fingers and his mouth, he explored Ciara, finding all of the parts 
of her that pushed her desire higher.  And when his mouth covered that secret 
part of her, she exploded apart and Zoran knew that this time, it was better than 
the previous night.  

And then it hit him.  He didn’t have any protection!  
“Ciara, we can’t…” 
Her small fists gripped his shoulders.  “Don’t say that!” she gasped as she 

slowly came back to reality after that explosive climax.  “You promised me.”
He shook his head.  “First of all, I didn’t promise you anything.  In fact, if it 

were up to me, you’d still be clothed, I’d be watching over your cabin again and 
you’d be fast asleep.”

“And secondly?” she prompted, letting her hands move over his amazing 
chest.  

“Secondly, I can’t risk getting you pregnant.  I wasn’t anticipating this.  I 
didn’t bring any protection.”

The smile that curled her beautiful lips at that moment startled him.  When 
she reached into a drawer beside her bed,  he almost groaned with gratitude.  
And then anger.  “Where did you get this?” he asked, lifting the condom from 
her fingers.  

She licked her lips as her eyes moved down over his arms and lower.  “I 
asked one of the other camp counselors if she had any to spare.”

The anger eased over the news that she hadn’t had these handy because of 
previous lovers.  “Why do I get the impression that there is more to this story?” 

She let her fingers roam down low on his stomach, almost laughing at the 
way  his  stomach  muscles  clenched.   “She  gave  me  a  whole  box,”  Ciara 
whispered.  

Zoran almost laughed.  If he hadn’t been so hard, so ready to fill her up, he 
might have.  But the idea that this woman had obtained more than one condom, 
was expecting an entire night of sexual exploration…with him…made him lose 
his focus.  Again!



“You’re not going to be able to walk tomorrow,” he growled as he tore 
open the package and rolled the latex down his erection.  

Positioning himself between her legs, he pulled her closer.  “Are you sure 
about this Ciara?” he cautioned. 

She smiled up at him.  “Very sure,” she told him, lifting her knees so that 
her legs were cradling him.  “So sure, and so excited, you can’t even know.”

He pushed himself into her, his eyes closing as he felt her tight sheath.  
Inch by inch, he moved into her heat and pulled out.  When he was pressing 
deeper, he opened his eyes and looked down at her.  She was stiff and nervous 
and this definitely wasn’t going to work, he thought.  He’d never been with a 
virgin before, but he had enough experience with women to know that he didn’t 
want Ciara to be looking like she was being tortured.  

“Look at me, Ciara,” he told her and he didn’t move until she opened her 
eyes.  “What’s wrong?” he demanded.  

Ciara  couldn’t  believe  he  was  asking  her  this  right  at  this  particular 
moment.  “Zoran, I’m sure that there is a time for talking, but is this really it?”

He nodded his head.  “Absolutely.  You look like you’re about to face an 
executioner.  Am I hurting you?” 

He moved a bit more, not pressing any deeper and he felt  her muscles 
clench around him, tightening her silken grip.  

Leaning on one arm, he shifted his angle, letting one hand move against 
her again.  

“You’re just a bit bigger than I was anticipating.”
He chuckled.  “And you’re such a little thing,” he said, his hand moving to 

cup her breast.  His thumb moved and tweaked her nipple.  “I think I like you in 
this position.  You can’t boss me around.”

“Not  that  it  ever  worked,”  she  gasped out.   His  thumb and forefinger 
worked that  nipple  and she felt  it  right  down to  her  core.   Her  hips  shifted 
involuntarily, taking more of him, pulling him in deeper.  She grabbed his hand, 
needing to focus on the other parts of him.  “Zoran, this isn’t…”

“Stop talking,” he told her.  
She laughed.  “You just ordered me to talk to you,” she replied. 



“Now  I  want  you  to  feel,”  he  said  and  bent  lower,  his  teeth  nibbling 
against her throat.  “I want you to do that again,” he said and his fingers did the 
same thing to her nipple.  Sure enough, she gasped and arched again, taking him 
even deeper.  He helped her by pulling out and moving into her again, slowly, 
taking her body’s movements into play.  His fingers moved down her back, her 
side, teasing all of the sensitive spots he’d discovered before.  But this time, each 
time she shifted against him, he pushed deeper before pulling out.  It took only a 
few minutes of this teasing before she was gasping once again, begging him to 
fill her, to finish this.  He wouldn’t.  

Sweat beaded his forehead and back as he struggled to go slowly.  It wasn’t 
until  she  once  again  wrapped  her  legs  around his  hips  and  she  pulled  him 
deeper that he felt the barrier of her virginity.  And in a split second, it broke and 
he was able to bury himself right to the hilt, filling her up and she felt better than 
any woman ever had.  

“Don’t stop!” she begged, almost punching his shoulder.  
Zoran would have chuckled at her persistence in trying to take charge but 

he decided that her orders and his desires were in complete accord.  He moved in 
and out of her again, listening to her gasps of pleasure.  Over and over again, he 
took her higher, closer to that peak.  

“Let yourself go, Ciara,” he coaxed, and his hand moved lower, finding 
that bud that would spin her out of control.   As soon as he touched her, she 
splintered apart,  her body arching up to his and he took her scream into his 
mouth,  kissing  her  hard  while  he  pumped  into  her  until  he  found  his  own 
release.   He held her close on the ridiculously small  bed while  the waves of 
pleasure floated them both back down to earth.  When they were finished, he 
switched their positions so that he was on the bed and she was laying on top of 
him.  It was the only way that they could both fit on the bed and even then, his 
feet were hanging off the end by about another foot.  

“Oh my,” she sighed as she rested her cheek against his chest, listening to 
his heart beat slow down.  

His hands were sifting through her hair, letting it fall against his overly 
sensitive skin.  “I agree,” he growled.  



She lifted her head, resting her chin on her stacked hands.  “Would you 
really have walked away from me?” she asked softly.  

He paused for a moment.  “Yes,” he finally admitted.  He looked into her 
eyes while his mind tried to figure out what was going on inside of him.  She 
confused him, rattled him and did things to him that he didn’t fully understand.  
He wasn’t sure if he liked it either.  

One thing he was sure of,  he wasn’t letting this woman get away from 
him.  He would keep her somehow, even if she had to be his mistress, he would 
figure out a way.   



Chapter 4

Ciara  woke  up  the  following  morning  alone  but  she  smiled  as  she 
stretched sore muscles.  Over and over again, Zoran had woken her up to make 
love to her throughout the night.  She should be exhausted, but instead, she was 
energized.  She felt like a new woman!  It was amazing what a great night of 
almost unending sex could do to a woman!  

And she loved him!  Goodness, how she loved him!  He was so tender at 
times and then demanding and powerful.  She loved both ways, feeling as if she 
were on top of the world when he touched her.  When she climaxed in his arms, 
she knew that she could fly.  It was one of the most amazing experiences and she 
couldn’t wait until tonight.  

She was hurrying to get to the dining hall so she could help set up for 
breakfast when she realized that nothing had been said about tonight.  Or the 
future!  

She stopped in her tracks, looking around.  Could there even be a future 
with Zoran?  Had her father already arranged for her marriage?  It was possible 
and her body chilled at the idea.  Surely he wouldn’t negotiate for her marriage 
without consulting her, would he?

Of  course  he  would.   He  had  to!   It  was  both  his  right  and  his 
responsibility.   And until  this  week,  she’d  accepted that.   But  now,  knowing 
Zoran and his lovemaking, she couldn’t go through with it!  She couldn’t accept 
another man into her body!  

If she hadn’t met him, if she hadn’t known the beauty of his touch, she 
might  have gone blindly  into  her  wedding and never  known what  real  love 
could be like.  But now she did know!  And she couldn’t settle!

Oh goodness, this was not going to be a happy reunion with her father!  
And she was fairly certain that Zoran would never be satisfied with being 

her secret lover.  
She had no idea what she was going to do!  
“You okay, Ciara?” the camp director asked. 



Ciara realized that she was just standing in the middle of the camp, almost 
hyperventilating.  

She closed her eyes and forced herself to calm down.  “Yes.  I’m fine, but 
thanks.”  Except that she wasn’t fine!  She was miserable and she couldn’t believe 
that she was in this situation!  It was untenable!  

“You okay?” the text came through.  There was no name attached to it, but 
she knew that Zoran was watching her.  How had he gotten her phone number?  
Ciara smiled, thinking that he man definitely had a way of finding things out.  

She looked up at the mountains and across the lake, trying to figure out 
where he was.  But he wasn’t anywhere to be seen.  Her secret lover, she thought 
with a smile.  

“I’m fine,”  she  texted right  back.   “You’re  coming back to  me tonight, 
right?” she asked. 

There was silence and she stared at her cell phone, willing him to respond.  
“Don’t do this to me,” she texted back.  “Please don’t throw this away.  I’m 

only here until the end of this week.  Let’s share our nights until then.”
Still silence.  
“Please,” she texted again. 
She wasn’t proud that she was begging, but she’d do anything to see him 

again.  They might have known each other for only a couple of days but she 
knew that she loved him with every part of her and she wanted him for as long 
as possible.  If that was only a few days, then she wanted to have those days.  

Ciara almost threw her phone into the lake when the silence continued.  
Instead, she stomped into the dining hall  and focused on her responsibilities.  
She made the drinks, set up the plates, prepared the tables and made sure that 
things were ready.  When the first set of kids and counselors started arriving, she 
made herself so busy sweeping and mopping, hurrying around to help out in 
any way possible, all so that she wouldn’t have to think about Zoran not coming 
to her tonight.  

The whole day,  she worked hard,  checking her text  messages over and 
over again until she finally just shut it off.  He wasn’t coming, she told herself.  
He was staying away out of some stupid sense of honor, trying to protect her 



innocence.  Well,  she was the one who should be able to decide on what she 
wanted and didn’t want.  It was one thing if he didn’t want her anymore.  He 
should just be a man and tell her that to her face if that was the case.  But for him 
to decide that they couldn’t be together simply because he thought she might get 
hurt at the end of their affair, well, he was just being stupid!  And it was pure 
rubbish!

By the time the bonfire was lighting up the sky, she was so angry with his 
continued silence that she stayed with the campers.  They told ghost stories and 
camp stories, laughed at some of the skits.  The kids all went off to their bunks 
and  she  stayed  behind,  cleaning  up  the  area,  making  sure  that  the  fire  was 
completely out,  then she went to the dining hall,  hanging out with the other 
counselors who were relaxing.  There were only three more days until the end of 
the summer.  The camp would close down for the season and all of these people 
would head back to their colleges or jobs.  Many of them were teachers during 
the  school  year  and  spent  their  summers  at  the  camp  to  earn  extra  money.  
Others  were  college  students.   She  was  fairly  certain  that  she  was  the  only 
princess in the group.  And she’d had to beg her father to let her work here.  If it 
weren’t  for  the  rising tensions  and the  kidnapping threat,  he  probably never 
would have allowed her to work outside the palace.  

In the end, he’d been convinced that she was more protected here – where 
no one would think to look for her – than she was if she were to leave the palace 
for any reason.  

As Ciara walked slowly back to her tiny cabin that night, she felt like her 
whole world had darkened.  Zoran was gone, trying to be an honorable man.  
And she was alone.  

She curled up on her cot, not even changing into pajamas.  She didn’t want 
to sleep, she thought.  She wanted to scream out in pleasure with Zoran’s arms 
around her, to feel his muscles clench as he climaxed in her arms and then fall on 
top of her, his weight on her smaller body like a reward.  

She must have dozed because something startled her awake.  She had no 
idea what it was, but she sat up in bed.  



And there  he  was!   His  hands were  fisted by his  sides  and he  looked 
furious as he watched her.  

“Zoran!” she gushed, so relieved to see him.  But the look he was giving 
her held her back.  “What’s wrong?” 

He looked down at the slender woman laying on top of the blankets.  He 
was furious with himself for his lack of discipline, his inability to stay away from 
Ciara.  “I shouldn’t be here.”

She stood up, angry now.  “Says you!  You were going to vanish without 
any word, without telling me goodbye!”

“Yes,” he replied, confirming her accusation.  “It is for the best.”
“Whose best?” she came back furiously but trying to keep her voice down 

so that she didn’t wake up the staffers in the nearby cabins.  “Yours?  Because it 
certainly isn’t  better for me!  And don’t  you dare claim to be able to tell  me 
what’s right and wrong for me!  I won’t let you be that arrogant!”  

She was so angry with him that she punched him.  It wasn’t hard, but it 
showed him how furious she was that he would take the decision making into 
his own hands.  “If you don’t want me, then just say it!  If one night was enough, 
fine!  But be a man and tell me that to my face!” 

He grabbed her wrists, holding her against him.  “It wasn’t enough.  And 
you are better off without me here.  It is wrong.  There’s no future for us.”

She wanted to  kick him but  instead,  she pressed her  body against  his.  
“Who says I want a future?” she whispered. “I just want you for as long as I can 
have you.”

He hesitated for another long moment.  He fought the battle inside of him 
and lost.   He needed her.   He’d tried to stay away, but she was like a siren, 
pulling him closer.  He’d seen the way she’d worked herself ragged around the 
camp today and he  didn’t  like  it.   So  here  he  was,  unable  to  stay clear  and 
wanting nothing more than to wrap his arms around her and make love to her 
until she was too exhausted to argue with him any longer.  

“We’ll probably regret this,” he growled but he pulled her to him.  Pressing 
her down, he didn’t even bother with the bed this time.  It was too small and 



uncomfortable. He took her to the floor, pulling her blankets down to cushion 
their lovemaking. 

Ciara thrilled to his touch.  Tonight was different from the previous night.  
He was insatiable and, with the possibility of not seeing him again, so was she.  
Every time she started to drift off to sleep, she rolled over and started making 
love to him again.  

By the time the breakfast bell woke her the following morning, she was 
alone, exhausted and sore.  But she was also smiling as she hurried down the 
pathway to the dining hall.



Chapter 5

The next few nights were the best of Ciara’s life.  And the worst.  Every 
moment that she spent in his company, she felt renewed.  He took her higher 
than she’d ever thought possible and showed her things about her body that she 
never could have known.  And she laughed.  Goodness, how she laughed.  He 
was a horrible tease, loved to tickle her once he’d discovered all of the places on 
her body that were so sensitive.  And he was the most passionate, demanding 
lover!  He wouldn’t let her go halfway.  And she loved every moment of her time 
in his arms. 

But much too quickly, Friday arrived.  She’d known this time was coming 
but she had wanted to stick her head in the sand and pretend that it was far 
away.  

The night was giving way to the day and she couldn’t hold back the tears 
any longer.  “I have to go home tonight,” she told him, laying on top of him with 
her cheek against his chest.  It was her favorite position because it was the best 
way to feel as much of him against her skin as she could.  

“Where do you live?” he asked, running his fingers through her hair.  He 
was leaving tonight too.  It was the end of his annual vacation and his father was 
already calling him back.  He’d ignored two summons already but he couldn’t 
ignore any further requests. 

With his question, he felt her tense up.  
“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” she sighed. 
Zoran thought about his own role and had to chuckle.  “I’m pretty hard to 

surprise.”  He felt her smile against his chest. 
“I live in Altair.”  She turned so she could see his face.  
Zoran froze, his fingers halting in mid caress. “Altair?  You’re kidding.”  So 

much for being hard to surprise, he thought.  He was stunned!  
She shook her head.  “Nope.  Have you been there?  It’s beautiful.  Some 

say it is a bit wild, but they only hear the rumors.”
“I’ve been there.  Many times.  I’m from Larcatia.”



Ciara lifted her head, her palms pressing against his chest so she could 
look into his eyes.   It  was only then that the hard jawline and the dark eyes 
struck a memory.  She tilted her head as she tried to remember the one portrait 
she’d seen in the Larcatia palace.  “No!  Please tell me that you’re not Zoran del 
Hassar Alzar, Crown Prince of Larcatia,” she whispered.  

Zoran rolled so that she was underneath him once more.  “Princess Ciara,” 
he mumbled.  “Where the hell  have you been?” he almost laughed out loud, 
delighted with this discovery.  

She laughed as well, her fingers diving into his dark hair once more.  “I’ve 
been hiding out here at a remote summer camp.”

“And being a very naughty girl,” he said, taking her nipple in his mouth 
and sucking, causing her to gasp out loud and arch as the fire reignited.  

“I’ve been corrupted by an arrogant prince,” she countered and shifted 
against him, causing him to hiss as she’d intended. “I think that I’m going to 
have to punish you for all of the naughty things that you’ve done.”

Zoran chuckled as he grabbed her hands and pulled them up above her 
head. “I think that you should be thanking me for bringing you into the real 
world, princess,” he said as his head descended to her other breast. He could feel 
her holding her breath as he hovered right above the pink nipple. “You’re going 
to have to marry me, you understand that don’t you?”

She wiggled underneath him, trying desperately hard to get him to follow 
through on where his lips were hovering. “You’ve endeavored all week to try 
and get me to do what you want, but so far I’ve resisted. What makes you think 
that I’m going to bow down to your commands now?”

His knee pressed between her legs and she willingly opened them for his 
penetration.   She understood his silent message, her body waiting, desperately 
need him to follow through with that action but he stopped, not giving her what 
she wanted.  “You’re cheating,” she said breathlessly.

“Admit that we’re going to get married and I’ll  give you anything you 
want.”



“I agree,” she gasped. A moment later she was rewarded for her agreement 
when he pressed into her, filling her up. From that moment on, there was no 
more talking. Only feeling.



Chapter 6

Zoran  stepped  down  out  of  the  helicopter  and  quickly  made  his  way 
through the  palace.  He  barely  took  notice  of  the  guards  who were  standing 
sentry outside of his father’s office before he burst through the doors.

His  eyes  took  in  his  father  sitting  behind  the  elaborate  desk,  his  eyes 
looking  tired,  slightly  strained.   He  thought  about  delaying  the  conversation 
until  he  understood  what  had  happened  over  the  past  seven  days,  but  this 
subject was too important.  Everything else needed to take a back seat to the 
issue of his marriage.   “I’m marrying Princess Ciara from Altair,” he told his 
father.

Sheik Patir’s mouth fell open in stunned silence for a long moment.  But as 
his son’s words sank into his exhausted brain,  he rallied quickly,  shaking his 
head in denial.  “The contracts for your marriage have already been signed,” his 
father said with a sigh, shaking his head and leaning back in the large, leather 
chair that had held the sheiks of Larcatia for centuries.

Zoran shook his head. “No, an alliance with Altair would be beneficial to 
both of our countries. With all of the increasing tensions on the borders, we will 
need their support in order to gain the upper hand. In fact, after this marriage, 
there might not be any more tensions.  There are several issues that potentially 
could go away with an alliance between Larcatia and Altair.”

His father rubbed his forehead, revealing more of his fatigue.  “Except that 
your marriage contracts have been agreed to between Princess Jalayla bin Faisal 
of Tularia.  The negotiations were finalized last Wednesday and all the contracts 
signed, sealed and delivered to the appropriate authorities, myself included, as 
of  Thursday.   That was the main reason I  kept trying to call  you back.”  He 
looked at his son with both pride at the man he’d become and a tinge of sadness 
that Zoran had finally found a woman he could love and it could not be.  

Zoran shook his head, refusing to give up a life with Ciara. “Call King 
Busar and tell him that plans have changed.”



Zoran’s father stood up, shocked that his son would even suggest such a 
thing.

He leaned against his desk, his fists holding him up as he glared furiously 
at Zoran.  “You know that we can’t do that,” his father uttered with finality. “The 
repercussions of such a move might shift the tensions into total war. We cannot 
insult the people of Tularia with a rejection of their princess. It simply isn’t done. 
You know this, I shouldn’t have to tell you such a thing.”

Zoran ran a hand over his face in frustration. “There has to be something 
that can be done.”

His  father’s  eyes  narrowed as  he  looked at  Zoran,  realizing  there  was 
much more  to  this  discussion than what  he’d  heard so  far.  “What  have  you 
done?”

Zoran’s hands flexed as he put them onto his hips. He wasn’t afraid of his 
father. They had a good relationship with each other but this was something that 
he wasn’t backing down on. “I met Princess Ciara while I was away.”

The shock vibrating from his father rose into the air between the two men. 
“Tell me you didn’t do anything stupid,” his father demanded.

Zoran  laughed,  his  head  shifting  back  and  forth  as  he  remembered 
everything he had shared over the past week with the beautiful woman. “I did 
nothing stupid.” He looked at his father “I will tell you that I fell in love with her. 
And she’s agreed to marry me.”

There  was  another  very  pregnant  moment.   “Impossible!”  his  father 
roared.

Zoran squared off with his father. “Not only is it possible, but it is going to 
happen.  I’m marrying Princess  Ciara.”  He moved closer  to  his  father’s  desk. 
“This isn’t hard to fix,” he said to his father. “This is actually a very good thing.”

His  father’s  face  looked  almost  apoplectic.  “You  cannot  break  an 
agreement  of  this  magnitude.  You  will  marry  Princess  Jalayla.”  He  moved 
around his desk, coming closer to his son. “You’ve never shirked your duties 
before  like  this.  How can  you  come in  here  and  tell  me  that  you  didn’t  do 
anything stupid, and yet you’re telling me that you’re going to ignore a contract 
that commits yourself to another ruler’s daughter?”



Zoran crossed his arms over his massive chest as he looked at his father. 
They  were  approximately  the  same  height  and  they  also  had  similar 
personalities. In the past, that had been cause for a few clashes. Two arrogant, 
stubborn men arguing over things that they both believed to be right did not 
make for a peaceful coexistence. But over the years, they had learned to adjust to 
each other’s personalities and work with each other. The trials and tribulations, 
not  to  mention  the  enormous  burden  of  responsibility  that  rested  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  ruler,  had  forged  a  bond  between  these  two  men  that  was 
stronger than most fathers and sons.

But this was something about which Zoran was not backing down. There 
was no way that he could let go of Ciara in order to marry another woman. It 
didn’t  matter  about  the consequences.  He would deal  with the consequences 
later. Contracts were broken all the time.  They just needed to be dealt with in a 
diplomatic way.

Zoran thought through the issues quickly, his agile mind coming up with 
several different solutions.  “Send Simon over to Altair and explain the situation. 
Tell him to discuss possible negotiations, and that we are sincerely sorry for any 
insult that might be perceived. You know that this kind of thing can be undone,” 
he said to his father.

Patir shook his head. “It can be done under normal circumstances but you 
know what has been happening on the borders over the past few months. We 
don’t even truly understand why it is happening. If we could understand the 
tensions, this might be something that we could pull out of.  But because the 
tensions are so out of character for all of these villages, we have to act carefully. 
You have to marry Princess Jalayla.”

“I love her,” Zoran said with a tone that would brook no argument.
His father paused for a moment, his eyes revealing his surprise.  But then 

he rallied, his mind coming back to the repercussions to his country.  “You will 
love who I tell you to love,” his father roared.

Zoran smiled, understanding his father’s anger at the moment. He wasn’t 
going to give in, but he could understand the burden he’d just placed on the 



man. His father was a reasonable man and Zoran accepted that he needed to 
approach this in a different manner.

“Let’s talk about the benefits of a union with Altair versus a union with 
Tularia.” He paced back and forth, his mind sifting through all of the details that 
he  knew  about  each  of  the  countries.  For  the  next  hour,  he  and  his  father 
discussed the matter in greater detail,  hashing out the pros and cons of each 
alliance. Initially, the discussion was heated. But as Zoran worked through all of 
the benefits, his father started to understand that a connection with Altair would 
have more benefits,  both economic and political,  rather than an alliance with 
Tularia.

By  the  time  they  were  sitting  down  to  dinner,  his  father  was  eagerly 
discussing ways that the contract with Tularia could be broken.



Chapter 7

Ciara  stepped  out  of  the  limousine  carefully,  remembering  all  of  the 
lessons  on  deportment  that  she  had  eliminated  from  her  mind  during  her 
summer of freedom as she was now viewing her summer camp employment. She 
had carefully observed the other camp counselors over the summer camp and 
had tried to mimic their body movements. The rest of the world was much more 
casual in the way they walked or held themselves.  But now she was back in 
Altair and she needed to remember all of the ways in which she needed to hold 
herself. The press would be watching her, the world would be watching her. She 
had disappeared for three months with no word to anyone. Even the paparazzi 
were out in droves, tripping over each other in their attempts to catch a picture of 
her returning to the palace.

She  laughed  softly  as  she  listened  with  half  an  ear  to  some  of  their 
questions. “How was your time in rehab?” one of them called out. “Are all of the 
bruises healed?” another one yelled. “What does the baby look like?” yet another 
reporter asked over the din of all of the other silly questions.

So, they thought she had either suffered a drug overdose, was battered by 
a lover or perhaps her father, or she had given birth to a secret child.  Did any of 
them  remember  the  fact  that  she  had  just  run  a  marathon  before  she’d 
disappeared?  It  was  pretty  hard  to  run  twenty-six  point  two  miles  when 
pregnant or on a drug high.

Instead  of  dignifying  any  of  their  off-the-wall  questions,  she  simply 
walked through the gates of the palace with her head held high and a secret 
smile hiding the love and excitement that she was feeling.

Her first priority was to find her father and find out what had happened 
over  the  past  three  months.  Hopefully  they  had  figured  out  who  had  been 
sending all of those disgusting kidnapping threats. She couldn’t even be angry 
about those any longer because, first of all, she had been allowed to participate in 
an activity  that  she never  would have been able  to  do had she been able  to 
maintain her responsibilities for the government over the past three months. But 



best  of  all,  she never would have met  Zoran.  Her love for  that  man swelled 
within her, and she felt in her pocket for the diamond ring that he had slipped on 
her finger only moments before she’d stepped onto a plane.

How he had discovered her departure time, not to mention which airport 
she was flying out of was a mystery.  But she didn’t  care.  That diamond ring 
signified that  he was serious about his  question from early this  morning.  He 
wanted to marry her! And she’d said yes! As if there could be any other answer.

Goodness, what a shocking change that had occurred over the past seven 
days. She’d met a man, fallen in love, and become engaged all within the past 
seven days. Never would she have thought this was possible. Her life before last 
week had been so predictable, so dull and tedious. She’d accepted her role, knew 
that she was an important member of this government. But she’d never had any 
excitement in her life, not in the way that Zoran gave her excitement every time 
he looked at her or touched her.

Ciara almost tripped over nothing as she thought back to the nights in 
Zoran’s arms.  She shook her head and looked around, hoping none of the other 
palace staff  had noticed her misstep.  It  would be hard to explain how she’d 
tripped just thinking about a man from another country.  

She had to get her mind off of the way that she felt when Zoran was close 
to her. She had to be cautious about all of this in order to convince her father that 
it was a good thing that she was going to marry Zoran. Hopefully, he hadn’t 
started negotiations for any other marriage for her. If he had, she would just have 
to convince him that this was a better alliance.

“Hello, Father,” she said as she stepped into the salon where they normally 
had drinks before dinner.  “Hello,  Mother,” she said and bent low to give her 
mother a kiss on her cheek.

Her mother looked up at her beautiful daughter, knowing that something 
had changed. “What’s going on?” her mother asked immediately.

Ciara laughed softly as she accepted the drink that the servant handed to 
her. “Thank you so much for this,” she said to the servant.  “Would you mind 
stepping out of  the room for just  a moment?” She turned to her mother and 



father with excitement in her soft, brown eyes. “I have something that I need to 
discuss with both of you. And it needs to be deliberated in private.”

The doors to the salon were immediately closed behind the servant who 
had been preparing the drinks. When they were finally alone, Ciara turned to her 
parents and looked at them with all of the love she felt for Zoran shining through 
in her eyes. “I met a man, and I fell in love with him.”

There was a tense silence for a long moment as her mother and father 
stared at her.  The silence stretched out, her parents looking towards each other, 
then back at Ciara as their mouths fell open. “Tell me you are joking,” her mother 
said in a choked voice.

“You can’t be serious,” her father commanded sitting up from the relaxed 
pose he’d been in to one of stiff horror. As his daughter’s words sunk in, his eyes 
narrowed and he placed his glass of scotch on the table beside him with an angry 
clank.  “If this is true, then I want to know the name of the man. Immediately.”

Ciara smiled gently at both of her parents. “You’re not to believe this,” she 
said and folded her hands on top of her knees. “It’s actually a pretty funny story. 
Neither of us realized who the other person was. But over the course of a week, I 
got  to  know  Prince  Zoran  of  Larcatia.  He  just  happened  to  be  hiking  and 
camping  in  the  woods  near  the  summer  camp  in  which  I  was  working.   I 
discovered that he’s a very fascinating man. We fell in love and he proposed to 
me.”  She  slipped  a  hand  into  her  pocket  and  came  back  with  the  beautiful 
diamond ring in  her  hand.  Very slowly she slipped the ring onto her  finger, 
staring at it with all of the love that she felt for the man glowing in her eyes.

Her mother looked down at the ring then back up at her daughter. “But 
you  are  already  engaged,”  she  said.  “We  were  going  to  announce  your 
engagement to Prince Tasir of Lurasa.”  She hesitated for a long moment, “The 
announcement has all been arranged, reviewed and is set to be released to the 
press!”

Ciara looked from her mother to her father, wondering if this was all some 
sort of strange joke. “Please tell  me that you’re not serious about this.” She’d 
known that her father would most likely arrange for her marriage at some point, 
but why did it have to be right now?  When she’d finally met the man who could 



make  her  body  sing  with  happiness?   Her  eyes  darted  back  to  her  mother, 
realizing that this wasn’t a joke. This was serious.

“Has the announcement been released?” she asked hurriedly, every muscle 
in her body tensing with trepidation as she waited for the answer.

Her parents looked towards each other once more, then back to her. “No, 
we were going to get the two of you together before any announcement was 
released.  But  the  contracts  have  been  signed,  the  negotiations  all  finalized. 
Everything is in place except for the two of you getting together and deciding on 
the minor details of the announcement,” her father explained.

Ciara looked at her parents and the tension that had been growing inside 
of her chest eased someone with this news. “Well then there doesn’t seem to be 
an enormous problem.”  She breathed in a deep breath, her hand moving to her 
chest  to  try and calm her  racing nerves.   “We can just  contact  everyone and 
explain that the contract needs to be negated.”

Her father’s mouth opened and closed, his confusion and anger increasing 
at her casual words and dismissal of such an important subject. “We can’t just 
negate a contract. It simply isn’t done. We have been friends with this country for 
years,  decades  even!   We can’t  just  pretend like  the  contracts  have  not  been 
signed.  The insult to the people of Lurasa would be intense. I cannot imagine 
ever breaking a contract like this.”

Ciara’s  hand  floated  up  to  her  mouth  as  she  considered  all  of  the 
ramifications  for  what  she  was  proposing.  “But  wouldn’t  an  alliance  with 
Larcatia make more sense?” She asked both of them, her hands floating up into 
the air. “I mean, don’t they have those oilfields that are very close to our border 
that have been causing problems for the past ten years or so?”

Her mother and father looked at each other once again. Her father nodded 
slightly to her mother. “Well, yes, that has been a problem. But we were going to 
try and figure out a different way to deal with that.”

Ciara remembered all of the benefits and, just as Zoran had done with his 
father,  she  started  to  list  the  advantages  of  an  alliance  with  Larcatia.  She 
wouldn’t relent on her arguments until she started to see the tension ease in her 
parents’  eyes.   By the time dinner  was served,  her  mother  and father  finally 



agreed with her. The next step was trying to figure out how to cancel the contract 
between the two countries without insulting Prince Tasir.



Chapter 8

Ciara paced back and forth across the marble floor in front of her father’s 
office. She didn’t even realize how she was twisting her hands together, rubbing 
the skin almost raw. This was her life, this was all of her hopes and dreams that 
had been suppressed since childhood and had sprung back into her heart when 
Zoran had snuck into her world.  She had to win at this. Never before had the 
stakes been so high. Every night, for the past three days she had been calling 
Zoran on her cell phone in secret. With their combined efforts, they had slowly 
pushed both of their families towards the agreement that they should cancel the 
negotiations  and  contracts  with  the  other  countries.  The  complexity  of  these 
negotiations was mind-boggling, but neither one of them was willing to back 
down.

Every night, Zoran told her how much he loved her. And she promised 
that she would not let the situation get out of hand. For three days there was 
turmoil within all four countries. In the end, the four rulers decided to meet at 
the Fortress of the Guards, a secret fortress that had stood for centuries and was 
now nestled in the place where the four corners of their countries met.  Their goal 
was to all come to terms with what had happened over the summer and calm 
angry tempers.

It was quite shocking to find out that Prince Tasir and Princess Jalayla were 
in complete agreement with canceling the contracts as well. Both of them had 
been  working  on  their  families  separately  to  try  and  stop  the  marriage 
announcements. When all of the parties were finally together in the enormous 
conference  room  at  the  secret  fortress,  it  was  discovered  that  the  marriage 
negotiations between each of the parties, which had been finalized over the past 
several months, all needed to be canceled.

With a sigh of relief, all four rulers agreed to cancel the contracts and start 
new negotiations with the correct couples.

When Zoran heard that everyone was in agreement, he walked out of the 
conference  room  and  found  Ciara  in  the  kitchen  sitting  with  Jalayla.   Both 



women were laughing and sipping white  wine while  they chuckled over the 
insanity of how these marriage negotiations had turned out.

As soon as he saw her, he lifted her up into his arms and carried her out of 
the  kitchen,  barely  taking  the  time to  excuse  the  two of  them from Princess 
Jalayla. But he wasn’t concerned with insulting the beautiful woman. As soon as 
he carried his own woman out of the kitchen, he saw Prince Tasir walking into 
the kitchen. The intense look in his eyes told Zoran that the other man was about 
to do exactly what Zoran was currently doing.

“We’re getting married,” he said as he carried Ciara down the hallway to 
his bedroom. Ciara laughed as her arms went around his neck.  

“That sounds like a lovely plan, my love.”
When the door closed behind him, he looked down into her eyes.  “Do you 

really?” 
She knew exactly what he was asking.  “Yes.  I love you very much.  I think 

you’re an extraordinary man and I would be honored to be your wife.”  She 
smiled when he bent his head and sealed her promise with a kiss.  

“I  love  you too,  my forest  nymph.   And I  won’t  ever  let  you go,”  he 
promised.  



News Flash – October
In an unprecedented month, Crown Prince Zoran del Hassar Alzar of Larcatia 
has married Princess Ciara bin Sarook of Altair in a fabulous wedding ceremony.  
And just last week, we saw pictures of the wedding ceremony of Crown Prince 
Tasir al Sharhi of Lurasa to Princess Jalayla bin Faisal of Tularia.  There is a strong 
hope that the marriages of these four will calm the rising tensions between the 
various  factions  that  have  been  arguing  for  more  separation  on  border 
operations.  

News Flash- April
There are disturbing reports of border fighting among some of the more isolated 
villages.  Unconfirmed deaths are coming into the newsroom.  Our reporters are 
flying out to these areas to discover what’s true and what is just rumor.  More 
news about this breaking story to come!  

News Flash – June
Continued border fighting has broken out between Larcatia and Tularia as the 
tension  increases.   Many  villagers  are  angry  at  the  broken  promises  and 
contracts, reacting out of anger.  The governments are calling for calm but the 
villages don’t seem to be listening.

News Flash – September (Two years later)
The Tularian government has declared war against Lurasa as violence continues 
to  spread.   There  are  tensions  increasing over  the  oil  fields  near  the  borders 
between Lurasa and Altair and diplomats are scrambling to calm rattled nerves. 

News Flash – January
World  leaders  are  converging  at  The  Hague  to  start  peace  talks  with  the 
governments of Lurasa, Tularia, Altair and Larcatia after fighting broke out in 



that previously friendly region.  Oil prices are rising as the fighting threatens the 
oil refineries while these four major oil producing countries try to ease the anger 
and bitterness that has been increasing over the past year although the origins of 
the violence is still not clear.    



Excerpt from The Sheik’s  Secret  Bride,  Book 3 in the War,  Love,  & Harmony 
Series

“Hello Callie.”
Callie heard the deep voice but her arms, still loaded down with the items 

of daily life, didn’t move.  Not a muscle in her body moved.  
At first her heart soared, excitement ripped through her mind and body.  

He was here!  He came back for her!  She almost turned to throw herself into his 
strong arms, but then the painful memories, the horror and fear of those terrible 
days in his country….

There was a pause, a pregnant moment when nothing in the world moved.  
Possibly even the earth stopped rotating because her excitement swiftly changed 
to paralyzing fear.  

That voice.  It was impossible!  He couldn’t be here, she told herself even 
as her arms started shaking from the effort  of  holding everything.   It  simply 
wasn’t possible that he was here.  Not this man, not now.  Things had been going 
so well!  This man would…well, things would change!  

The  mail,  her  purse,  computer  bag  and  groceries  that  had  been 
precariously balanced in her arms suddenly tumbled to the floor as the world 
mercilessly started moving again.  “No!” she whispered with both anguish and 
that silly, irrational hope that she’d tried very hard to obliterate over the past five 
years.  

As  she  slowly  straightened  up,  she  whispered,  “Please,  please,  please, 
please,” as if her begging could diminish the possibility of that one man with that 
incredible voice standing in her apartment at this moment.  

Life had been going so beautifully lately, she simply would not allow for 
the possibility that he was standing here.  The last time he’d come into her life, 
her world had become out of control.  She’d fallen madly in love with that man 
and followed him from the United States to his beautiful country.  For a few 
weeks,  they’d  been  deliriously  happy  and  she  couldn’t  believe  her  luck  in 
finding a man as tall, strong and handsome, wondering what he could possibly 



see in her.  But on a normal trip through the exciting Saturday market where 
she’d started to learn about his country and the people, she’d been kidnapped, 
tossed into a dark hole for three days and, at the end of it all, she’d come back to 
the relative safety of the United States.  As if being kidnapped and traumatized, 
then ripped from the arms of the man she loved more than life itself wasn’t bad 
enough, she’d discovered that she was also alone, homeless and…pregnant.  

She’d  turned her  life  around.   She  now had a  job  she  loved,  a  warm, 
comfortable place to come home to every night and friends, not to mention her 
adorable little boy who gave her so much happiness.  Life was good.  And no 
matter how amazing the sex had been with this man, no matter how shockingly 
wonderful he had made her feel or how alive and vibrant her life had become for 
those short weeks she’d been in his company, she would never go back to that 
world.  She could never let this man back into her life.  She wouldn’t do that to 
her son or to herself.  

When she was once again able to breathe, she looked up, almost afraid – 
maybe afraid that he was here or perhaps that he wasn’t.  Her mind might be 
adamant that  this  man was not  coming back into her  life,  but  her  body was 
remembering what it was like to be touched by this man.  To be held in his arms.  
Good grief, just listening to him had been a turn on because of the deep voice 
that felt  like naughty thoughts sliding over her skin whenever he spoke.  He 
could be droning on about oil prices or treaties and her whole body would start 
tingling.  It had been embarrassing the last time they’d been together because he 
could so easily break down her resistance.  

Resistance.  That was a laugh, she thought as she slowly turned to find the 
man  through  the  dim  light  of  the  fading  afternoon  sunlight,  praying  that  it 
wasn’t  really  him.   Because  she  had  zero  resistance  where  this  man  was 
concerned.  He had powers over her that could make her knees tremble from just 
a look.  

“You’re not here,” she said to the image standing in her living room.  “You 
can’t be here.”

Zahir  watched the  woman that  had haunted his  dreams as  she  slowly 
straightened.  She’d lost weight, he noticed.  But she was still as beautiful as he 



remembered.  And she still had the most powerful effect on his body just by her 
presence.  He’d never been able to control his body’s response to this woman.  
She was like a drug that had become an addiction to him.  A drug he’d had to 
send away to protect.  

But it was safe now.  And he was determined to claim his woman.  
Her words were soft  and her full,  pink lips rounded in surprise as she 

confronted him.  Even as he stood there, he couldn’t believe how quickly his 
body hardened just at the sight of her.  She was truly beautiful with her thick 
blond  hair  and  her  almost  golden  eyes.   They  were  actually  brown,  he 
remembered,  but  the  golden  flecks  changed  the  color,  making  them  appear 
lighter  during  certain  moods.   Her  eyes  had  always  fascinated  him  and  he 
wanted to pull her into his arms right now, make love to her and bring her back 
to  his  country  so  that  he  could  rediscover  all  those  secret  places  that  had 
fascinated him five years ago. 

He  restrained  from  his  initial  instinct,  his  need  to  toss  her  over  his 
shoulder and carry her out of this place.  He had to be careful with her.  She’d 
been traumatized the last time he’d brought her to his home.  He would have to 
show her that she could trust him, prove that she would be safe.  As much as he 
wanted her, in his home and in his bed, proving that she was safe would take 
time.  

“I’m here, Callie,” he replied softly, urgently.  
She shook her head, a few glossy, golden wisps of hair caressing her neck 

and shoulders.  “No.  You’re not here.”
Zahir moved closer and she stepped back, forgetting the mess surrounding 

her feet.  When she stumbled on her purse, he was quick to reach out and catch 
her  but  she  pushed  his  hands  away,  shaking  her  head  and  causing  those 
gorgeous tresses to tumble out of the clip that had been holding them on top of 
her head.  The sunny locks fell down her neck and floated around her shoulders 
like a golden, silken cloud.  

“Don’t touch me,” she gasped as she found her footing once again.  “Just 
get out of my apartment,” she ordered him.  She leaned up against the wall, not 
sure if her legs would hold her upright much longer.  



“The war is over,” he told her, needing her to know.  There was so much he 
had to tell her, but the most important issue was that the war was over and she 
would be safe.  Safe with him.  

Callie stopped cold, her amber eyes sweeping up to his with hope and 
yearning.  “Over?” she whispered.  She couldn’t believe it.  The war had been 
going on for ten, long, ghastly years!  How could it just be over?  The trembling 
that she’d felt initially rushed back with volcanic force, making her fingers shake 
so badly she had to hide them behind her back, not wanting him to see how 
intensely that news, as well as his presence, affected her.  

He moved a step closer and Callie was stunned anew at how tall he was.  
And how muscular!  And handsome!  Goodness, he was so tall  and both his 
height as well as all of those packed muscles on his body never failed to make 
her feel small and feminine.  She’d fought that sensation when they’d first met, 
thinking she needed to be strong in order to be a woman.  But she’d quickly 
discovered that it was pointless when he was close.  Every part of her knew that 
she was soft and feminine when he was close.  Every part of her trembled in 
anticipation of how he would make all of her femininity scream out with joy and 
excitement when he was close.  

Zahir nodded his dark head, his chestnut brown eyes searching hers and 
she  could  see  those  eyes  even  in  the  shadows  cast  by  the  descending  sun.  
“Over.” He affirmed firmly.  “There has been a dramatic change in the leadership 
of  the  other  three  countries  over  the  past  few  years,  which  allowed  the 
negotiations to begin.  A peace treaty was signed by all four countries last week.  
It is over.”

That news was like a song bursting for joy in her heart, but she mercilessly 
tamped down that delight.  She couldn’t believe in the peace, she told herself 
firmly.   She’d  naively  followed him to  his  home the  last  time,  thinking  that 
everything  would  be  roses  and  sunshine.  That  innocent  dream  had  been 
shattered when those two disgusting thugs had simply lifted her up as she’d 
examined the spices in the marketplace, dumping her into the trunk of a car and 
driving off with her.  The guards that had been assigned to protect her hadn’t 
been able to do a thing to stop the abductors, and Callie had been too weak to do 



anything.  Too weak and too scared!  But never again!  She was stronger now.  
She was not going to be weak ever again! 

Pushing those paralyzing thoughts out of her mind, she confronted him, 
not even trying to hide the emotions in her body or her tone.  “How long?” she 
asked, her body trembling at the idea of being in his arms again, of being free to 
love this man.  If the war was over then…. “No!  It doesn’t matter,” she said 
firmly, squinching up her eyes in an effort to get her mind back on the right track.  
“Wars have stopped and started again.  Besides, it is over between us.”

Zahir moved closer, his eyes darkening even more as he recognized both 
her  fears  and her  desires.   “The war  is  over,  Callie.   And we’re  going to  be 
together again.”

She shook her head, unaware of how that caused her hair to shimmer in 
the overhead light.  “It’s never over.  You have been at war with your enemies for 
far too long.  Your people don’t know how to live with peace.  They’ll come up 
with some reason to start fighting again.  And I won’t go back.  I don’t want you 
and I will not endure that life ever again.”

He moved closer, hearing her gasp as he put a hand on either side of her 
head against the wall behind her.  He wasn’t holding back now.  Every fiber of 
his enormous body emanated the innate authority that had been such a powerful 
aphrodisiac  five  years  ago.   But  she  fought  that  feeling,  fought  against  the 
melting desire to throw herself into his arms and feel his strong muscles hold her 
gently against his massive chest.  

Zahir watched those beguiling amber eyes, seeing everything in them as 
well as in the subtle movement of her lips and the speeding heartrate on her neck 
just underneath that soft, tender skin.  He would not let her back away from him, 
though.  This was his woman and she had to understand that they were meant to 
be together.  He’d worked hard to get them to this place, and he wasn’t going to 
let her ignore the way she felt for him just because she was scared.  

“The war is over.  The last of the old guard died six months ago.  I’ve spent 
every moment since then working with the rulers of the other three countries, 
building up a peace agreement.  That agreement is signed, sealed and delivered.  
In addition, the people of our countries are sick of wars, sick of their sons and 



daughters dying.  They want peace.  They all want to build their towns up again, 
to live without fear, to walk down the street or go to the market and not be afraid 
of being attacked.  And I’m going to make that happen.”

“How?” she demanded.  “You saying it won’t make it so!” she panicked 
because he was so close and he smelled so good!  Her fingers ached to reach out 
and touch him,  to  feel  his  warm skin and run her  fingers  across  the stubble 
already forming on his hard jawline.  This man, and only this man, could make 
her feel like this.  And she had to fight it.  She couldn’t go through that again.  

Besides,  she had Luca to worry about  now.  She refused to let  him be 
raised in a country where violence was always the answer.  He was four years 
old and the most amazing little man.  She was a mother now and she had to 
protect her child.  

She just had to fight against his appeal.  She reminded herself that she was 
stronger now.  She’d learned the hard way what could happen when she ignored 
caution.  She could ignore this!  She had to!  His confidence might make her 
shiver – as did that voice – but she tamped down those feelings.  In the past, 
those two aspects of this man had been a powerful aphrodisiac, never failing to 
make her body respond.  But right now, she needed to just push him out of her 
life.  

Zahir perceived the battle was waging inside of her and realized that this 
would be harder than he’d anticipated.  His beautiful Callie wasn’t the naïve, 
sweet, trusting woman she’d been five years ago.  Oh, she was still shockingly 
beautiful, so much so that it made him ache to keep his hands off of her.  But he 
had to gain her trust first.  That was the most important thing right now.  

“The peace will hold.  I have secret meetings every three months with the 
rulers  of  the  other  countries  involved,  more  often  if  something  happens  to 
threaten the peace even slightly.  It is done.  The other three rulers are just as 
determined to put war behind them as I am.  We are all working very hard to 
rebuild our economies, our cities and villages.  We will make this work,” he told 
her forcefully.

She shook her head, both to stop his words as well as to stop the thrilling 
impact of his nearness.  “I don’t believe you.”



“It is over.”  His hand moved to her hair, his fingers tangling in her blond 
tresses.  “It’s over,” he repeated adamantly.  “We can get on with our lives.”  

A moment later, his mouth covered hers.  She tried to resist.  She truly did.  
She stood there, trying to not react, to ignore the heart-pounding, desperate need 
that surfaced with his touch and bubbled throughout her whole body.  But this 
was Zahir.  She’d never been able to resist him.  Never.  And this time was no 
different.  

The kiss went on and on and her whole body pressed against his, needing 
more than just his lips against her mouth. For five years she’d suppressed her 
need, ignored her dreams and refused to let herself even think about how he 
could make her feel.  So this kiss, his hands on her waist and her back, made five 
years of brutally suppressed yearning spring to life inside of her, almost choking 
her with the need that this man could so effortlessly generate within her.  

With a sob, her head tilted forward, resting on his chest.  “Don’t do this,” 
she begged.  “Please, just walk away and pretend that you never saw…me.”  She 
almost slipped and told him about Luca but she knew that if he found out about 
his  son,  he  would  never  leave  here.   Five  years  ago,  when  she’d  been  so 
rapturously happy just being with him, they’d actually talked about children, 
about how another generation might give his people hope and pull them out of 
the war.  

In response to her pleas, he lifted her head and his mouth covered hers 
once more.  She couldn’t stop him and after a moment, she didn’t want to.  It had 
been so long, so very long, since a man had touched her.  She whimpered, her 
hands reaching up and clutching the silk of his dress shirt as if it were a life line.  
She held him there, kissing him and waiting for him to lift her into his arms and 
carry her to the bedroom, to make love to her as he had so often in the past.  

The ringing interrupted them,  although she  had no idea  how long the 
phone had been going off.  He lifted his head, his arm wrapping around her and 
holding  her  close,  even  while  she  snuggled  up  against  his  chest.   She  was 
shivering and trying to think creatively about how to handle the situation.  She 
simply couldn’t be swept away by this man again.  She had to protect their son!
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