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Chapter 1 

“Get me a bottle of bourbon,” the tall, dark man snapped to the woman fiddling with 
flowers as he burst into the previously soothing salon.  The man leaned his hands against the 
back of the sofa, his arms spread wide and his head bowed low.   

Jalayla spun around, shocked by the command and her eyebrows snapped up.  How dare 
he speak to her like that!  She looked behind her, realizing that he’d thought she was a servant 
because she’d been adjusting the floral arrangement, but it didn’t matter.  He shouldn’t speak to 
servants like that either!   

“Say please,” she snapped right back, squaring her shoulders and lifting her chin 
defiantly.   

With her sharp words, that muscular back tensed and his head came partway up.  Not 
fully though.  It was as if he might be tossing her response around in his head, thinking about her 
words, repeating them in his mind as if he couldn’t believe she’d actually said them.  To him. 

Unconcerned, Jalayla crossed her arms over her stomach and glared, ignoring the 
creeping sensation of anxiousness that was coming over her.   

But as the man stood up, his true height and brawn were revealed and she had to suppress 
her uneasiness.  This was no regular man to be put in his place for an arrogant attitude.  No, this 
man was of a completely different breed, she thought as she took in his broad shoulders and 
muscle packed arms that strained the tailored material of his shirt.  She still couldn’t see his face 
because he was turned away from her, but this man’s body was enormous!   

She shrank back slightly, but then realized what she was doing and stopped that action, 
refusing to let this man see her fear.  

Then he swung around!   
Goodness, he was gorgeous!  All that black hair, cropped short but she could see how 

thick it was.  His jaw already had a shadow of darkness to it even though he’d probably shaved 
only hours ago.  And oh, he was tall!   

And looking taller since he was walking towards her!   
Jalayla refused to back down or back away.  She absolutely would not allow this horrible, 

rude man to intimidate her!  He’d been wrong to snap an order like that!  She was right to point 
that out.   

Those dark, almost black eyes traveled up and down her figure, stopping on her defiant 
features.  “You’re trembling.  Good,” he snapped.  “Because you will be gone from here within 
the hour.”  He continued to walk closer, his eyes never leaving hers and he had to admit, he was 
impressed with her bravado.  “Your employment here is at an end.” 

Jalayla’s chin went up another notch, her soft, brown eyes glaring right back at him.  
“You’re an idiot, sir.  First of all, you don’t have the authority to throw me out of the Fortress of 



the Guards, sir.  This fortress was built on the land of four countries, all four of which control 
and manage this place.  You do not have final authority to kick anyone out of the fortress.  
Secondly, if I’m to be thrown out of this fortress, it would be worth it to know that I won’t ever 
have to deal with arrogant, conceited, rude and impolite jerks again!”  

With that, she stepped around the enormous, terrifying man and headed for the doors.  
She would not stay in a room with this oaf another moment.  

Tasir watched the woman with gleaming dark hair walk away from him, stunned by the 
surge of lust that hit him.  And for a servant?  Impossible!  He never dallied with the help!     

But she didn’t hold herself like a servant.  The woman daring to walk away from him was 
proud and confident.  Damn, even the way she walked was making his body harden with desire 
for her.  Or maybe it was just his need to eradicate impertinence in all forms.   

Before she could step out of his reach, he grabbed her arm and spun her back around to 
face him.  “Who are you?” he demanded.  “I want a name!” 

She had the audacity to try to jerk her arm out of his grip, but now that he was touching 
her, there was no way he was letting her go.   

“Princess Jalayla bin Faisal of Tularia, at your service,” she replied mockingly.  She even 
added in a little curtsy, just for effect.  “And who might be the man who is assaulting me?” she 
demanded.  She recognized him, of course.  This man was in the news much too often for her not 
to know who he was.  She hadn’t recognized him when he’d walked in and snapped an order at 
her, but as soon as she’d seen his face, she’d known who he was.   

“Crown Prince Tasir Al Sharhi of Lurasa,” he came right back and his eyes skimmed up 
and down her figure with thoroughness.  “So you’re the little Jalayla,” he commented, moving 
closer but not releasing her arm.   

Her eyes flared heatedly with his words and his continued hold onto her person.  “I’m not 
little!”  

His eyes flashed right back, standing so close that his shoes were almost touching hers.  
“You’re little, and you’re in danger of angering me, little one.” 

Her spine stiffened with those words.  “Oh, and what are you going to do?  Hit me?  Are 
you such a big, mean man that you can’t handle a woman’s harsh words or honest opinion?” 

He moved even closer, a full head taller than her, but she wasn’t backing down.  “You 
would be wise to watch your tongue,” he warned, his voice soft and threatening.  

She poked a finger in the middle of his chest, ignoring his words, knowing that she was 
courting danger but unable to stop herself.  “I know the kind of man you are.”  She jerked her 
arm but he still wouldn’t release her.  “You’re a big bully.  You think that your height and your 
muscles make you stronger.  But you can’t rely on that all the time, you big oaf.  At some point, 
intelligence is going to be required.  And since you’re severely lacking in that arena, you’re 
going to fail.” 



Tasir had never met a man or a woman with the courage to question his intelligence.  
Hell, he’d never had anyone question him at all.  “Would you care to put it to the test?”  

She glared up at him, ignoring the crick in her neck.  “I wouldn’t want you to strain 
yourself.” 

There was a noise outside of the salon and he dropped her arm only moments before their 
fathers stepped into the room.  Jalayla gave him one more fulminating glare before she turned to 
smile sweetly at her father as if nothing was bothering her in any way.  Kissing his cheek, she 
walked out of the room, ignoring the tall, irritating man she knew was still glaring at her.   

She dressed carefully for dinner that night.  Already, she was regretting her outburst with 
Prince Tasir.  Jalayla had no idea what had gotten into her.  Sure, the man had snapped an order 
at her.  But that was no reason to toss out insults.  A simple, civil word explaining her title would 
have sufficed.  She might have even gone so far as to gently reprimand him for the way he was 
speaking to the servants, but to call him names?  That was beneath her.   

She pulled her hair back so that it was smoothly out of her face, clipped it behind her and 
chose a blue dress to help calm her nerves.  And hopefully his as well.   

Jalayla stepped into the dining room that night and took a deep breath, bracing herself to 
face that man once again.  At least her father and his would be with them this time.  That would 
definitely temper their attitudes towards one another.   

She spotted him immediately then looked around for her father and his.  Unfortunately, 
the older men had not entered the dining room yet.  Briefly, she considered turning around and 
waiting until the others could join the two of them, but Prince Tasir stopped her with his knowing 
gaze before she could move.  She was trapped!  His eyes moved up and down her figure, his 
gaze daring her to step into the dining room.   

Taking another deep breath, she stepped further into the room.  “Good evening, Your 
Highness.  I would like to apologize for my behavior earlier this afternoon.  It was inexcusable 
and inappropriate.” 

Tasir was stunned.  And impressed.  He had been fully prepared to resume their conflict 
where they’d left off before.  And in an odd way, was he actually disappointed?  He’d been 
bracing for another battle and she was conceding the war?   

He could do nothing less.  Bowing slightly, he followed her lead.  “I was horribly rude as 
well, Your Highness.  Please, call me Tasir and let us be finished with hostilities.  Our countries 
have been friends for decades.  We shouldn’t be the ones to draw the battle lines.” 

Jalayla smiled and her shoulders relaxed, grateful that he was conceding as well.   
She nodded to the servants and he pulled out her chair then waited for her to be seated 

before he moved to the opposite side of the table, taking his own seat.  Picking up her wine glass, 
she struggled to find a non-controversial subject to discuss.  “How is your mother?” she started 
off, almost groaning with the lameness of her conversational gambit.   



“My mother is doing well,” he replied, leaning back so that the servant could deliver the 
first course.  “I will mention your inquiry to her.” 

Silence.   
“And your uncle?” she prompted.  “I know that he’s been recovering from heart surgery.” 
Tasir almost laughed but he didn’t want her to stop.  She looked too adorable trying to 

come up with a topic to discuss that wouldn’t devolve into an argument.  “He, too, is doing well.  
Thank you for asking.” 

More awkward silence.   
She carefully sliced up the crostini topped with caramelized onions and camembert 

cheese while she searched her brain for yet another topic for discussion.  He certainly wasn’t 
helping at all, she thought with increasing annoyance.  “I’ve read several reports about the 
decline in violence in many of your urban areas.  Congratulations.  That must be a huge boon to 
your economy.” 

He took a taste of his crostini but wasn’t really interested in the food.  He found himself 
fascinated by the woman trying valiantly to control her temper even though he was doing 
everything he could to spark it.  She was a charming woman, he thought.  “The inhabitants of the 
urban areas are starting to find ways to amuse themselves other than causing problems.” 

That was all he was going to say?  She dropped her eyes so that he couldn’t see her 
temper.  Taking a deep breath, she carefully laid her knife and fork down on the plate.  “I’m sure 
that starting to eliminate poverty must make you and your father feel very proud,” she offered.  

Tasir shook his head. “Our policies only ease some of the people who fall below the 
middle class income level.  There will never be any way to eradicate poverty.  It is part of life.” 

Jalayla’s heart fired up with those words.  She worked hard to help the poverty-stricken 
areas of the capital city of Tularia.  She showed up to help in the soup kitchens, talked to the 
various people who frequented those establishments and tried to find a solution that would help 
their plight.   

“Isn’t that a rather cynical outlook?  As the future ruler of your country, shouldn’t it be 
your goal to try and create a level playing field for all citizens?”  She tried very hard to tamp 
down her anger, but the patronizing look he shot across the table zapped her patience.   

“Your heart might be in the right place, princess, but your goals are unrealistic.  Poverty 
is part of the world and will never be eliminated.  We can only try to curb the violent tendencies 
of those who would prefer to live off of their illegal efforts and harm those that are more 
vulnerable, such as people in the lower income levels.  Anyone who thinks that poverty can be 
stamped out is living in a fantasy world.” 

Jalayla stiffened.  He was using her title in a patronizing manner and she didn’t like it.  
Furthermore, he had no idea that he was insulting her personally since so many of her efforts 
were spent on helping the poor.  But she couldn’t let his words go.  This was a subject on which 



she was very passionate.  “Perhaps if rulers changed the way they viewed the world and the 
problems their citizens face, there would be more hope.” 

His eyes showed his amusement at what he perceived as a naïve outlook on the world.  
“Hope is a word that silly idealists use when they can’t fix a problem.”  The first course was 
taken away and the second brought in.  “Are you one of those bleeding hearts that think in 
communist terms but refuse to label yourself as a communist?” 

She gasped because, yes, communism had proven to be a failure.  “And you call yourself 
a leader?  I doubt that the people living in the slums of Lurasa would agree with your outlook, 
sir.” 

He shook his head.  “The people of Lurasa are well cared for because they have leaders 
like me who know what is realistic and helpful and don’t try to achieve ridiculous dreams that 
have been tried throughout history – tried and failed,” he emphasized. 

She almost stumbled over her words in an effort to defend her ideals.  “I can’t believe 
that someone in your position doesn’t believe that poverty can be eliminated.  And it never will 
be when you won’t even believe in the possibility.” 

He picked up his spoon but didn’t sample the soup, too intent on the argument.  She was 
beautiful when she was riled up.  “Name one time in history when there has been no poverty.” 

She squared her shoulders, fully engaged in the argument now.  “Name one time in 
history when leaders have been selfless enough to honestly strive for it!” she countered.  

“Exactly,” he returned.  “Leaders, not just political leaders but business and social 
leaders, don’t want poverty to end.  At a very basic level, people need to know that they are 
better than someone else.  It is an innate need to feel superior to others.  Call it an instinct for 
survival or whatever, but it is strong and isn’t going away.  Therefore, poverty will always be 
around.” 

He had a valid point, but she wasn’t backing down on hers either.  “An equal playing 
field should still be the goal.” 

Tasir shook his head.  “At its deepest level, humanity doesn’t want an equal playing field.  
You’re just trying to redefine…”  

“Don’t you dare call me a communist again!” she almost shouted at him.   
“Idealist,” he finished after her outburst, suppressing his laughter at her disgruntled 

expression.  “Come to the real world, princess.  And maybe you’ll make more of a difference.” 
She was practically shaking with her fury.  “I suppose that you think women should be 

barefoot and pregnant and shouldn’t be stealing jobs that your unequal playing field has yet to 
create?  Isn’t it nice that most of your policies educate and promote men and leave more than 
half of your population defenseless?  Not the best way to eliminate poverty but a good start at 
helping half of your citizens with their innate need to feel better than someone else, right?” 

His eyebrows drew down over his eyes with those words.  “The women of my country 
have just as much opportunity to attend school as any man.” 



She shook her head, unaware of how soft wisps of her lovely, dark hair danced against 
her creamy complexion.  “No!  And what’s worse is that you have no idea that you’re promoting 
men over women with every law you pass.  Do you purposely deny women any say in the 
political process or are you just stopping it by not letting them into the schools so they don’t even 
know how to read an election ballot?” 

He wasn’t letting her get away with that accusation.  “The literacy rates in my country are 
higher than in many other countries,” he came right back. 

She moved forward in her chair, really getting into the argument now.  “What are the 
discrepancies between the rates of males and females?  Is there an equal distribution of girls and 
boys in the classroom?  And in the classroom, are the girls allowed to sit in the front of the class 
or are they relegated to the back?” 

“Gender bias is decreasing but it is a slow process.  We cannot combat centuries of 
discrimination in one generation.  You’re determined to only see the wrong in the world.” 

Her eyes widened with that accusation.  “I thought you just called me an idealist?” she 
argued right back.  

“I think you’re a very passionate woman with a skewed view of the world,” he countered.  
Jalayla realized suddenly that she was virtually shouting!   
She took a deep breath and hid her hands underneath the table.  “This conversation has 

gotten out of control,” she said in a much more even tone.   
Tasir was astonished for two reasons.  First of all, she had a point and he was furious that 

her ideas hadn’t been brought to his attention before this moment.  And secondly, his body was 
hard as a rock, ready to lift her up and make love to her right here on the dining room table.   

He couldn’t believe that he was turned on by this woman once again.  He’d thought that 
this afternoon had been a fluke.  He didn’t like argumentative, opinionated women.  He preferred 
ladies who were soft and ready to please and accept pleasure.  This woman sitting across from 
him would more than likely stab him than make love with him.   

“I think I’ve had enough for the night,” she said and stood up.  “I apologize for 
abandoning the meal, but perhaps it would be better if we just went our separate ways.”  And 
with that, she walked out of the dining room with her head held high and her shoulders stiff.   

Tasir cursed under his breath as his erection started throbbing with the view of her very 
round, very delectable looking derriere as she departed.  He pulled his eyes away, thinking he’d 
like to paddle that bottom.  But that only caused him to groan out loud at the image of her body 
lying across his, that bottom right there for his eyes to feast upon.  Oh yes, he’d spank her.  And 
then he’d make love to her until she didn’t have the energy to argue with him any longer.   

With that image in his mind, he stood up and walked into the salon attached to the dining 
room.  Pouring himself a large portion of scotch, he downed it in one swallow.  He hissed as the 
burn slid down his throat and he could even feel it in his chest.  Damn that woman!   



Chapter 2 

Jalayla lay in her bed, staring up at the ceiling.  That man just made her so angry!  He 
was pompous and arrogant and wouldn’t accept that she might have a point!  No concessions in 
any way!   

And to call her an idealist!  Oh, that was low!  She might have lofty goals, but she truly 
believed that she could make a difference.  If everyone helped out, the world could definitely be 
a better place.   

And she was hungry!  She’d skipped lunch because of their afternoon encounter and 
she’d barely eaten anything over dinner because of their evening argument.   

Snapping the sheets back, she glanced at the clock.  It was after two o’clock in the 
morning and she was starving.  She would never be able to get to sleep with this aching 
emptiness.  Or the anger.  

A cup of hot milk would help.   
She grabbed her silk robe and walked over to the wall.  Her fingers traced the moldings, 

looking for the switch.  She hadn’t been through this secret passage in years but she knew the 
lock was around here somewhere.  A moment later, her fingers slid over the secret latch!  With a 
snick, the wall opened up.  Slipping into the hallway, she peered around but it was too dark to 
venture further.  She ran back to her bedroom and found a flashlight and slippers.  No way was 
she going in there without a flashlight.  Talk about creepy things!  A dark, closed off tunnel was 
the thing nightmares were made of.   

Slipping through the secret passageway, she refused to think about how dark it was 
behind her.  She and her best friend, Princess Ciara from Altair, had come to this fortress so 
many times and they’d traveled through these tunnels, making sure they knew all of them.  
They’d never told anyone else, although she was fairly sure that someone else must know about 
them.   

It took her a couple of wrong turns, but eventually she found the secret door that led to 
the fortress kitchen.  Pushing it open, she slipped into the darkened room, looking around to 
make sure no one else was present.   

Sure enough, the night crew was finished and the morning team hadn’t started yet.  They 
would probably be here in a few hours, ready to start preparations for the morning meal.  But 
right now, she was free to grab the ice cream that was in the freezer.  She grabbed some cheese 
and crackers as well, and a bottle of wine.  No need to go for the warm milk when a glass of 
excellent wine might have the same effect.   

Sitting down with the ice cream on her right, the cheese and crackers to her left and the 
glass of wine front and center, she perched on a stool and enjoyed her middle of the night feast.  



The ice cream soothed all of her frustrations and the wine went perfectly with the sharp 
cheese.  She knew that this was the best meal she’d had in a long time.   

Until the deep, gravelly voice interrupted her. 
“Not the healthiest meal I’ve ever seen,” the deep voice said from the kitchen doorway.  

“But I’m guessing it is delicious.” 
Jalayla twisted on the stool she’d pulled up to the counter, her breath catching in her 

throat when she spotted Prince Tasir, without a shirt and wearing only a pair of jeans that rode 
very low on his hips.  And bare feet.  Goodness, those bare feet looked… 

Jalayla was having trouble breathing as he pushed away from the doorway where he’d 
obviously been watching her.  Walking towards her, he looked like some sort of body builder 
with all of those bulging muscles on his arms and shoulders, those ridges in his stomach.  She 
wasn’t aware of her mouth falling open as she watched him approach.   

Tasir couldn’t believe his eyes.  When he’d walked into the kitchen, there she was.  No 
longer was she dressed in the formal blue gown from the evening or the stiff suit he’d first seen 
her in this afternoon.   

Instead, she was draped in rose silk that smoothed over her figure, making his erection 
fire up once again.  Not that it had ever really gone away.  He no longer needed to figure out 
what it was about her that drove him so nuts.  It wasn’t her fiery tongue or the flashing brown 
eyes.  Nope.  It was her figure.  Those full, soft breasts were pressing against the silk, her nipples 
forming beads under the material that made his mouth ache to taste and feel with his tongue.  Her 
waist was slight but then her hips flared out into a perfect hourglass, making him want to slide 
his hands down so he could cup the round softness of her bottom.   

He took a deep breath and tried to regain control of his raging libido.  Never had he been 
this affected by a woman.  “Hungry?” he asked her, trying to figure out what it was about her 
that caused such an impact.   

Tasir didn’t wait for a response.  He simply grabbed her delicate wrist, pulling the 
spoonful of now-melting ice cream to his mouth and devoured the sweet treat, just as he wanted 
to do to her.  As he looked down into her startled, brown eyes, he was certain that she would taste 
much better than the ice cream.   

“Put a shirt on!” she snapped, whipping out of her perusal of all those magnificent 
muscles.   

“No,” he countered and took her wine glass.  Lifting it to his mouth, he downed the entire 
contents.  When he was done, he put the glass back on the counter behind her.   

“Move back!” she gasped, leaning against the metal counter because he was so close.   
He leaned in even closer.  “Make me,” he challenged.   



Jalayla fisted her hands, trying to resist the temptation to press her fingers against that 
bare chest.  She was absolutely not interested in feeling those muscles, she promised herself.  
And she wasn’t enthralled by that dark hair or the flat, male nipples that… 

“You’re crowding me,” she told him angrily.   
She stood up but he trapped her even more effectively by putting a hand on either side of 

her, flat on the metal counter behind her.  “So push me away,” he told her, his voice husky and 
sexy and oh-so-amazing.   

“I’m not touching you,” she snapped back at him but she was having trouble tearing her 
eyes away from that chest.   

“I get it,” he told her with a smug expression to his handsome face.  
She didn’t like the sound of that.  “What do you think you understand?  You don’t 

understand me at all.  You’re too arrogant to understand anyone but yourself!” 
He leaned in even more and she gasped when she felt his strong hands at her waist.  She 

grabbed his wrists, trying to push him away.  But he ignored her efforts and simply lifted her up 
onto the counter.  “What the hell did I do to make you so angry?” he demanded.  He grabbed 
another glass from the shelf behind him and poured wine into both.  “I’m a nice guy.” 

Jalayla shivered as she curled her legs up onto the countertop.  He stole her stool and, 
from the hard look in his eyes, she suspected that he wasn’t going to let her down off of the 
counter until she talked to him.  

“It’s late.” 
“And it’s going to get a whole lot later.  You’d better start trying to figure out how we’re 

going to get along with each other because I have a whole week here with your father and mine.  
So unless you’re going to turn tail and run, we’re going to be running into each other over the 
next several days.” 

She stared up at him for a pregnant moment before reaction set in.  “You can’t be here for 
the whole week!” she gasped.  “You have to be at that stupid conference in Dubai!” 

He shook his head and sipped the wine.  “Nope.  My father sent his aide.  He wanted me 
here.” 

She clamped her lips shut.   
He chuckled at her adorable expression.  “Drink your wine and tell me why you’re such 

an uptight snob.” 
Her shoulders stiffened even more at those words.  “I am not a snob!” she gasped.  “And 

I am certainly not uptight!  Just because I don’t appreciate the lumbering efforts of an enormous 
oaf to manhandle me, that gives you no right to pass judgment on me.” 

“You’ve already passed judgment on me.  Fair play to throw it right back at you.”  He 
tossed a cracker into his mouth.   



She glared back at him indignantly, then grabbed the spoon and delved into the softened 
ice cream.  “Is it so bad that someone on this planet doesn’t think you’re the most amazing man 
in the world?” 

“That would be fine, if you were the kind of female that respected men.” 
She rolled her eyes.  “I respect men when they’re considerate and kind.”  Jalayla pulled 

her eyes away from the blue-black hair that seemed to be reflecting the overhead lights of the 
kitchen.  He wasn’t good looking, she reminded herself.  He was just a man, and not a nice one at 
that.  If her eyes wandered to his broad, muscular shoulders, it was the same reaction she’d have 
if staring at an interesting statue.  No, she clarified, the statue she could appreciate.  This man 
just exasperated her.   

He chuckled, shaking his dark head.  “No.  You only deal with men when you can walk 
all over them.  I bet you’re one of those women who would prefer men to be subservient to 
women.” 

She huffed as she swallowed another bite of ice cream.  “I don’t hate men.  I think there 
should be equal respect on both sides.  That’s a foreign concept to you though.  Too hard dealing 
with a woman who can think and walk at the same time?” she taunted, blinking her long lashes 
rapidly.   

They sparred back and forth until the cheese and crackers were gone, the bottle of wine 
emptied and the ice cream half gone.  Jalayla would like to say that he’d eaten most of the food 
and yes, he’d made a significant dent in that feast, but she’d certainly helped.  She wasn’t even 
hungry but there was a strange, clawing need inside of her that couldn’t be assuaged.  The longer 
they argued, the more she ate.   

She put the lid firmly on top of the ice cream, trying to get herself to stop eating.  “Just 
because men are stronger, that doesn’t mean that they’re better.” 

He stood up abruptly and leaned over her.  “Do you really believe that a stronger person 
doesn’t have an advantage in this world?” he asked.  At the same time, his hand slipped onto her 
ankle, exposed by her now-relaxed pose.   

Jalayla’s breath caught and her eyes widened.  She opened her mouth to say something, 
but his fingers moved again and whatever she’d been about to say simply fluttered out of her 
mind.  Shaking her head, she tried to move her leg out of his grasp but his fingers closed over the 
delicate bones.   

She re-focused on their argument, unwilling to let him think he’d won.  “Strength 
definitely has an advantage in the short term, but long term, it is going to take…”  

She didn’t have a chance to finish that sentence.  His eyes moved away from her face, 
down to her legs.  Her mind stopped thinking completely as his long fingers stroked her calf, 
moved down to her toes and her feet.  Those strong fingers pressed into the strained muscles of 
her feet and she closed her eyes as erotic sensations shot through her whole body.   



She wasn’t aware of how her head fell backwards.  But Tasir was.  The entire time they’d 
been arguing with each other, he had been painfully aware of her nipples pressing against the silk 
of her robe.  When he pressed his fingers into the arch of her foot, something shot right through 
her body. Jalayla’s breath left her body in a whoosh, her hands fisting against the countertop. She 
opened her mouth to beg him to stop, but then his strong fingers moved again against her foot. 

She was completely unaware of the way her back arched whenever he pressed his fingers 
against her foot. But Tasir was completely aware of all of the signs that she was unconsciously 
broadcasting. His eyes missed nothing as her body trembled against his hands, his fingers 
absorbing each of her shivers as he worked the muscles in her feet. Not many people knew all of 
the erogenous zones that were centered in the foot, but he’d learned through experience, trial and 
error. His triumph was in watching the expressions on her face as her body came alive from his 
touch. 

“What are you doing to me?” she whispered with more than a touch of desperation. 
Tasir stood up, his hands sliding up her legs and bringing the silk of her nightgown right 

along with them. “You have been tormenting me ever since the moment we met this afternoon. 
I’m just giving back a little bit of what you’ve done to me.” 

“I haven’t done anything to you,” she said as she shivered. His hands slid higher, pausing 
against her knee. When his fingers tickled the back of her legs her eyes opened up and she stared 
into his eyes. “So is this proving that you’re stronger?” 

His eyes moved down to her legs, noticing how soft and smooth her skin was.  “Oh no, 
this is retribution. Pure and simple retribution.” 

Her hands had been holding her up as she leaned back against the countertop. But when 
his hands started to move further up her legs, she gave up that position and grabbed his wrists, so 
startled by the feelings zinging through her with his hands moving onto skin that no man had 
ever touched before. She couldn’t handle this. Her head shook back and forth, denying him any 
further movement. 

“We can’t do this,” she told him, her eyes wide with both amazement and need, but also 
laced with fear and confusion. 

His dark eyes moved from her beautiful features down to her breasts, noting the twin 
peaks that were pressing against the silk of her nightgown and robe. “Oh, we’re going to do this 
and so much more.” 

She shook her head. “No, we can’t.” 
“Give me one good reason,” he demanded softly. 
It was a struggle to try and think or even form words with her mouth.  Jalayla was 

desperate to stop his hands. She didn’t understand what was happening to her. Didn’t she hate 
this man? Wasn’t he the enemy? 

If he was the enemy, how could he so easily make her feel like this? 



She opened her mouth to try and tell him why this was such a bad idea but instead of the 
words coming out, his mouth covered hers. She felt his tongue invade her mouth, and then a 
moan escaped from deep inside of her. When her arms released his wrists and wrapped around 
his neck, Jalayla had no idea that she’d actually moved her arms.  All she knew was that his 
hands were now gripping her hips, pulling her closer. He wouldn’t stand for her attempts at 
keeping her legs closed.  At the same time that she felt his large, strong hands on her hips, his 
own hips had already moved between her legs. There was an unfamiliar hardness pressing 
against her heat that she’d never felt before. There was also an inexplicable sense of urgency, an 
ache that she couldn’t seem to ease no matter how much she shifted against that hardness. In fact 
the more she shifted, the more intense the ache became. 

She heard some strange sounds, but had no idea that she was actually the one making the 
noises. All she knew was that she needed to assuage this driving need that was centered right 
down in her core, right where that hardness was pressing against her. 

One moment, she had been arguing with this man and the next moment she was in his 
arms, her fingers fisting in his hair while his hands moved slowly over her body. That ever-
increasing ache was driving her crazy. Every cell in her body was shifting, trembling, shivering 
in an effort to find a way to stop this ache. So when that strong hand moved from her bottom up 
underneath her nightgown to discover her breast, she was shocked by what she was feeling. 
Fortunately, she didn’t have enough time to become concerned or stop his hand. His experienced 
fingers quickly found her nipple. When that thumb and forefinger started exploring the sensitive 
nub, her entire body exploded into a swirl of pleasure unlike anything she’d ever experienced in 
her entire life. 

The waves of pleasure surrounded her, pulsed around her body, centered at that secret 
part of her that no man had ever touched before. She couldn’t believe how amazing the 
sensations felt and didn’t want to open her eyes for fear that the feelings would stop. But 
eventually, they slowed down and finally the muscles in her body felt like molten lava, her limbs 
unable to hold herself upright any longer and she faded to the countertop. 

When she opened her eyes, she found Tasir staring down at her with a look in his eyes 
that made her whole body start to tremble again. 

“What just happened?” She asked with a voice that she didn’t recognize. 
Tasir’s hand slid down her body enjoying the way that she shifted against him. Watching 

her come apart in his hands was almost worth the pain that he was feeling with the unsatisfied 
ache of his erection. 

“I believe that you have just experienced your first orgasm.” 
Jalayla jerked against him, pulling away from his body. She would have fallen off of the 

counter if he hadn’t caught her and placed her on her feet. Tasir’s hands held her until she 
regained her balance. But when she could see straight once again, she stepped backwards out of 
his arms. 



With as much dignity as she could muster, she smoothed her hands down the sides of her 
robe, ensuring that she was adequately covered.  “No, that couldn’t have happened,” she said and 
quickly retied the silk of her robe back around her. “I have to go.” 

She literally ran out of the kitchen and down the hallways back to her room. Slamming 
the door closed behind her, she leaned against the heavy wood and closed her eyes. 
Embarrassment and humiliation swept over her as she thought back to what she had just done in 
his arms. 

Her shaking hands covered her face as the tears started to flow. Never in her life had she 
ever done anything as crazy and promiscuous as what she’d just experienced in the arms of a 
man that she thought she disliked so intensely. 

Jalayla crawled into bed and pulled the covers up over her head. Hugging the pillow 
against her, she let the tears of humiliation flow, knowing that no one else would see her shame. 



Chapter 3 

Jalayla loosened the reins, allowing the horse underneath her to gallop across the desert. 
She’d woken up late this morning, missing breakfast with her father.  She knew that she had 
done something so horribly wrong – something that she could never take back. 

Her only objective this morning was to get away, to ride out into the desert so that she 
could try and put last night’s activities into perspective. 

She would have to go home. There was absolutely no way that she could ever face Tasir 
again. Not after what he had done to her last night. He knew secrets about her, about her body, 
that she never wanted anyone else to know about. He had so easily changed her from a cool, 
intelligent, respectable lady into a wanton woman with no scruples, no inhibitions, no moral 
code. 

That was not who she was. That was not even who she wanted to be. 
She felt the horse’s energy start to dissipate and slowed him down. Looking out into the 

desert, she knew that she had done something wrong. That didn’t mean that her whole life had 
been ruined though. Last night, things hadn’t gone far enough for that to have happened.  She 
definitely didn’t wanted to run into him again, but she sighed as she accepted that no real damage 
had been done.  Except to her pride.  

The man was diabolical. He had done things to her that she’d never thought were 
possible.  

She turned the horse around and started walking back towards the fortress. Not that she 
was going to go back there. Oh no, there was no way that she could face her father right now – 
not to mention the man who had created those feelings inside of her. 

She walked her horse around the fortress, ignoring the guards who stood sentry at the 
gates. She waved to them and indicated that she was going around the perimeter and they nodded 
their understanding. 

At a trot, she rode from the desert around to the rear of the fortress where the terrain 
changed from sand to shrubs and then into short trees and finally, to taller trees. As she climbed 
higher up into the mountains, the terrain turned into a lush, evergreen environment. The 
mountains created such a high terrain that the trees were able to get a small amount of moisture 
from the clouds, so it was only evergreens that grew. Deciduous trees couldn’t grow in this kind 
of harsh environment because they couldn’t retain enough water. But the strong, drought resistant 
evergreens created a forest of color that was different from almost anywhere else in this area. 

She followed the pathway that would lead her to her favorite place. And when she found 
it, she released the reins of the horse and let him wander over to a small crop of grass where he 
could nibble.   



The cool stream formed a pool here that was surrounded by the trees, creating a little 
oasis, although with evergreens instead of palm trees.  She’d come here whenever she could as a 
kid, swimming and laughing in the water, playing hide and seek in the trees or just lying on the 
ground, staring up at the clouds.  Those had been halcyon days, when her biggest worry was 
learning to sit still during diplomatic dinners.   

Taking off her boots, she let her feet dangle into the cool water.  Almost no one knew 
about this area. She and Princess Ciara had discovered it a long time ago. 

She reached down and let her fingers trail in the cool water. But it still wasn’t enough. As 
her face flamed with color and she remembered what she’d done last night with Tasir, she 
wondered if she could just strip off all of her clothes and swim in the cool water. It seemed like 
such a great idea, to just purify herself in the water. She knew that it was a silly thought because 
nothing could cleanse her soul or get rid of the memories of how Tasir had made her feel.  But 
the idea of swimming in the water, of releasing all of the strict rules that had been put upon her 
as she’d grown up, all of the etiquette that had been drilled into her over the years, gave her a 
sense of freedom. 

She and Ciara had often smuggled bathing suits to this place, swimming in the cool water 
on the hot afternoons when they’d spent weeks here during the summers. 

What would be the harm? No one else knew about this place. 
Surely it was safe. Wasn’t it? 
Jalayla stood up and looked around. She felt a little silly because, really, who else would 

be here? The only people that were around the fortress were her father, the Sheik of Lurasa, and 
Tasir. Well, and all of the servants. But there would be no reason for them to be stepping out of 
the fortress at this point during the day. Besides, none of them would actually come up into the 
mountains like this. This was a hidden trail, and a hidden water area. 

She was being ridiculous. If she wanted to go swimming, she should just take off her 
clothes and go swimming. There was really no reason why anyone would see her up here. And 
even if someone had a pair of high-powered binoculars, no one could see through the trees to this 
point. 

Again, she felt silly and decided to just go for it. It was a scorching hot day and she 
wanted to swim. She wanted to be free of her guilt over what she had done last night and her 
shame at how glorious it had felt. 

She resolutely stood up and started unbuttoning her shirt. Dropping it to the ground, she 
slithered out of her riding pants and folded them up on top of her shirt. Looking around one more 
time, just to be sure, she reached behind herself and unfastened the clasp of her bra. Down it 
fluttered to the growing pile of clothes and then her underwear as well. 

She didn’t stand on the rock too long, knowing that she was completely naked. Even 
though she had assured herself that no one was around, and no one could look at or see her, she 
still moved quickly into the water. As the cool liquid surrounded her overheated body, she felt the 



tension of the past twelve hours seep out of her. It felt so wonderful to just slide into the water, 
not having a care in the world.  At least for the moment. 

She swam back and forth, enjoying the water and splashing about. She remembered so 
many times sliding down into the water with Ciara, talking about what their futures were going 
to be like when they grew up. Never in her wildest imagination would she have thought that she 
would come to a point in her life where she was hiding from a man with whom she had done 
such intimate things and felt so ashamed. 

She was floating on her back, slowly kicking her feet as she stared up into the sky, 
peering at the clouds through the tops of the trees. Jalayla was completely unaware of the man 
standing on the rock right next to her clothes, watching her and enjoying the spectacle. 

“Are you doing this to torment me again?” Tasir demanded in a deceptively lazy tone of 
voice. 

Jalayla twirled about, sputtering as she flung her body around, trying to find the owner of 
that deep voice, praying that it wasn’t the one man she’d been avoiding all day even as she tried 
to hide her nakedness, all at the same time.  Not an easy feat, she realized as she accidentally 
swallowed a large mouthful of water.  

It couldn’t be. 
She simply wasn’t that unlucky in life, was she? 
She searched the edge of the water, her eyes widening as she took in the man standing 

right next to her clothes. 
“Go away. You’re not supposed to be here.” 
Tasir continued to watch her. Well, he continued to watch her breasts underneath the 

crystal waters of the stream. He had watched those breasts, wondered about the color and size of 
her nipples last night over and over as they’d argued about so many subjects.  It was astonishing 
to realize that he’d enjoyed talking and arguing with this woman as much as he’d enjoyed 
watching her melt in his arms.  Her eyes flashed when she was climaxing just as they did when 
she was heatedly arguing her point.  And she had several valid arguments too.  She wasn’t just a 
pretty face.  A rare combination that incited his lust.   

His fingers had felt those nipples for only a brief moment before she had pulled away 
from him. Now, he was feasting on the view of those perfect, pink nipples underneath the water. 
And there was no way that he was going to look away. 

“I didn’t know that you had any ownership of the stream,” he retorted. 
She crossed her arms over her chest, forcing his eyes to move upwards and focus only on 

her eyes. “You’re not welcome here,” she almost yelled at him. “Go away.” 
Even from this distance she saw the sardonic eyebrow rise at her command and knew that 

he was going to ignore her words. That same sensation that she’d experienced last night started 
tingling low in her belly, moving downwards to that secret place between her legs that she was so 
mortified of. 



“Under the circumstances, you can’t really expect me to follow that order, can you?” 
Jalayla gritted her teeth at his continued refusal to back away. “Fine!  You can have the 

stream.  Just turn around so I can dry off and get dressed.” 
He shook his head, telling her in no uncertain terms that he was not moving. “Give me 

one good reason why I should.” 
Under other circumstances, perhaps when his heated gaze wasn’t searching through the 

water as he tried to see her nakedness, Jalayla knew that her brain would be able to function 
properly.  But as he stood there, his feet planted firmly apart in an aggressive stance, she shivered 
with all of those embarrassing, terrifying feelings she knew she should ignore.  So her brain 
wasn’t functioning at full capacity and the combination of her nakedness, his look, and those 
annoyingly broad shoulders was bringing whatever brain efficiency she normally had to rock 
bottom levels.  “Because you’re a gentleman.” 

Once again, that irritating man simply shook his head. 
Her mouth fell open in shock at his response.  “Are you seriously telling me that you’re 

not a gentleman?” 
Those firm lips that had been set in a straight line, slowly quirked upwards into a smile 

that tightened the muscles in her stomach. “At what point during our short relationship have you 
ever mistakenly thought of me a gentleman?” 

He had a valid point.  Jalayla wanted to stomp her feet in frustration, but she was in the 
water and stomping wasn’t as effective.  Besides, it was childish and pointless. She had to focus 
all of her energy on getting out of this situation. 

Unfortunately, she didn’t have a chance to focus on anything except Tasir.  Because, a 
moment later, her startled eyes caught him starting to unbutton his own shirt. “What are you 
doing?” she demanded nervously. 

He shrugged out of his shirt and she couldn’t stop her eyes as they drifted down to that 
amazing chest that she’d seen last night. A part of her wished that she had explored that 
magnificent expanse of muscle and skin but she had been too overwhelmed with all of the other 
sensations that had been ripping through her and she hadn’t taken advantage of that opportunity. 

When his fingers moved to his belt she gasped and actually took a step backwards. “What 
are you doing?” She had to use her arms to regain her balance because she’d stumbled over a 
hidden rock in the water. But as soon as she had reestablished herself, she pulled her arms back 
around her body and re-covered her breasts. 

“Did you do that on purpose?” she demanded. 
Tasir chuckled, the sound deep and sexy. “I wish that I had been able to anticipate that 

movement because I would have had a better look. But no worries,” he said as his fingers moved 
to his riding boots. He pulled them off and set them next to her own riding boots. Jalayla 
couldn’t stop the comparison of his extremely large boots right next to her smaller ones. And 
then her eyes moved back to his body and the comparison was even more pronounced. 



“You don’t want to do this,” she told him in a quivering voice. 
“Oh, yes I do. It’s a hot day and the water looks very refreshing. Very inviting.” 
She gasped as he moved his fingers back to his belt buckle, unhooked it, and deftly slid 

the zipper down. “At least leave your pants on,” she begged. 
“You didn’t,” he replied. And in a whoosh his pants were discarded, boxers and all. 

“What are you doing?” she demanded with a gasp of horror.  Or was it fascination? 
“What does it look like I’m doing?” he asked. “Why would you even question something 

like this?  The water is more inviting today than I’ve ever seen it in my entire life.” 
“You know about this place?” she asked 
“Of course I know about this place. I’ve swum here many times – whenever I came to the 

fortress.” 
There went her assumption that she was the only one, besides Ciara, who knew about it. 

Apparently, it wasn’t as secret as she’d thought it was. 
For each step that he took closer to her, she took a step backwards. She was unaware that 

her mouth was hanging open in amazement and awareness.  But Tasir was painfully aware of 
those soft, beautiful, brown eyes moving down his body.  Her eyes were almost a caress as she 
looked at each part of his chest. When he noticed her eyes pausing at his erection, he stopped and 
waited, letting her look her fill.  

He didn’t want to scare her, but the more she looked, the more his body ached to take her 
into his arms and make her his woman. It was an insane thought to have, but he couldn’t get it 
out of his mind. His eyes moved down her body and noticed that her hands and arms were 
relaxing. Before, her hands had been covering those beautiful breasts that he so wanted to see. 
But now they were falling lower. He still wasn’t able to see the perfect, pink nipples but soon – 
very, very soon. 

As she continued to watch, he moved into the water, his eyes never leaving her face.  
Slowly, he walked into the water and, when she could no longer see that fascinating part of him, 
her eyes rose up to his and she almost stumbled backwards again on the rock that was 
determined to foil her plans to stay out of this man’s arms.   

Tasir saw her start to fall backwards and he quickly eliminated the last two feet between 
them, pulling her into his arms so that she was against him, exactly where he wanted her.   

Jalayla gasped as he lifted her higher, his strong arms and the buoyancy of the water 
helping to reveal her body to this man.  She dangled in front of him, her body trembling as she 
waited to see what he would do.  

“Take your arms away, Jalayla,” he ordered.  
She shook her head. “I can’t,” she whispered, not really able to explain why she couldn’t, 

just knowing that revealing her breasts to his hungry gaze would stir that wild ache that seemed 
to be throbbing between her legs.   



He didn’t ask again.  Instead, he lifted her higher, his concentration focusing on another, 
more fascinating goal.  When she realized his intent, she gasped and covered that area instead, 
leaving her breasts free and right in front of his face.  He took advantage of her change and 
nuzzled one perfect breast with his nose and his mouth.  When he took her pink nipple into his 
mouth, Jalayla was no longer able to cover herself.  Her hands whipped up to his head, holding 
him in place while her body arched into his mouth, causing him to take her nipple deeper.  He 
sucked on that tender flesh and she screamed out, shocked by the intensity of feeling that shot 
right down to her core.   

Unconsciously, she wrapped her legs around his waist, her body no longer trembling with 
fear but with a hunger, a passion that she didn’t understand.  Last night had been crazy but this, 
what he was making her feel…it was like an urgent, intense pulsing that made her out of control.   

Tasir heard the sexy sounds and reacted to them as if they were a lightning bolt.  He 
moved over to the other nipple, enjoying the way she was now rubbing against his body.  She 
was trying to move lower, to instinctively find that elusive solution to her problem, but with her 
body up in the air like this, she wasn’t going to find it.   

“Tasir, I can’t…” 
“You can,” he countered before she could speak the words.  He was already walking over 

to the edge of the water.  He held her in his arms, kissing her the whole time.  He spread his shirt 
out on the ground, then laid her down, he looked at her and almost lost that famous control that 
so many had cursed.   

He watched her body shift with unconscious invitation and couldn’t hold back.  He bent 
lower, his big body already between her legs and he nibbled his way down to that perfect place.  
When his tongue touched her, she sat up with a shocked sound but he didn’t relent.  His body 
was aching to have her but he also wanted this experience to be the best of her life.  So when he 
continued his ministrations, she cried out as her back once again melted to the shirt.  A split 
second later, her hips were lifting up, almost offering herself to him and he took full advantage of 
that movement, sliding his hands underneath her round bottom and lifting her higher, his mouth 
moving against that sensitive place, ignoring her hands that tried to push him away.  He didn’t let 
up until he felt her body convulse.   

The sight and taste of her splintering apart like that drove away all remnants of control.  
Moving back up her body, he took her hands, lifting them so that they were once again around 
his neck.  “You’re mine, Jalayla,” he growled a moment before he pressed into her soft flesh.  
When she stiffened slightly in his arms, he cursed himself.  “I’m sorry,” he groaned, regretting 
his too-powerful invasion.  This gentle, sweet woman was a virgin.  Or she had been. And he’d 
known that!  He should have gone slower, taken more care.  He should have… 

“Please don’t stop,” she said with a breathless sound, her hips shifting against his.  “Oh, 
please don’t!”  And her back arched against him, trying to take him deeper.  “Is this…” 

“No,” he laughed, the sound showing the pain he was in caused by going so slowly with 
her.  “That’s not all.”  He was so turned on by this woman, never had he felt this way.  Women 



were always very nice to hold and he had a strong sexual appetite, but never had a woman 
caused him to lose control like this.   

But he wasn’t fighting it.  He shifted slightly, testing to make sure she really was okay.  
When her mouth fell open and her eyes softened, he knew that she was fine.  Better than fine! 

He moved again, sliding in and out of her heat.  Over and over again, he shifted into her 
tight sheath, watching her eyes.  When he felt the bite of her nails in his shoulders, his control 
almost slipped again.  He could feel her tightening around him, felt her body shiver only 
moments before she screamed out, her climax washing over her once again.  And with that, he 
could no longer hold back.  He pushed into her one more time and lost it as his own orgasm 
pulsed through him, over him, around him.  And the whole time, he held onto this slender 
woman, the only anchor in this chaotic world for the moment.   

When he collapsed, he tried to move to the side of her, not wanting to crush her, but he 
wasn’t sure he accomplished that objective.  He smiled when she curled up against him though, 
enjoying the way she felt against his side.  Another odd moment, he realized.  Normally after sex 
he wanted to be gone.  Once his body was satisfied, his mind instantly shifted back to business or 
issues of state.  He honestly couldn’t imagine moving a muscle right at this moment. And if 
Jalayla even attempted to move away from him, he would have to disabuse her of that notion.  
She was perfect right where she was.  

Jalayla pushed her hair off of her shoulder, her mind still amazed at what she’d just 
experienced.  And she couldn't stop touching him!  What was it about this man that made her 
want to explore when she should be getting up and getting dressed?   

But she couldn’t stop.  Her mouth kissed his chest, moving around and testing the taste 
and textures of various parts of his body.  She smiled when she saw him harden once more and 
her curiosity could not be assuaged with a simple glance.  She wanted to know more about this 
part of Tasir that gave her so much pleasure.  Moving down to his stomach, she felt his muscles 
tighten.  Looking up at his face, she smiled when she noticed that his eyes were still closed, one 
arm draped over his face even while his other hand continued to tangle in her hair, his fingers 
running through all the way to the ends.   

Her mouth continued to move lower, her body shifting so that she was almost straddling 
him.  The position was decadent and completely unladylike, but even that turned her on because 
it was so horribly against the rules she’d been brought up to obey.  Everything about this day, this 
man, violated those rules.  She’d never thought they were restrictive until she’d met this man and 
experienced the magic of his touch.   

She moved lower, testing to see how far he would let her investigate.  When he seemed to 
tense, his hand freezing in her hair for a moment, she took that to be an indication that he liked 
what she was doing.  So she continued, moving lower, feeling her way with her fingers first then 
tasting with her lips and tongue.  When she reached that mysterious part of him, she hesitated for 
only a moment before she wrapped her fingers around his hardness.  It was fascinating!  More 



interesting than she could have imagined!  She’d always thought that this area on a male would 
be disgusting but she was wrong!   

She let her fingers slide along the length of him, wondering if all men were this large.  
Jalayla was no longer reacting to his movements, she was focused only on her investigation of 
this solid flesh.   

When she followed her previous pattern of fingers first, mouth second, she tasted 
tentatively at first.  But when she heard the noises coming from him and looked up, she realized 
that he was enjoying this.  Possibly just as much as she’d enjoyed what he’d done to her.  When 
her mouth covered that part of him, he did the same thing she’d done, sat up and almost tried to 
get her off of him but when her tongue came into play, he fell back against the earth, enjoying 
her ministrations.   

But not for long.  She only had a few minutes of that excitement before he sat up again, 
lifting her off of him and settling her back down, but this time, impaled on that part of him that 
she loved so much.   

Jalayla hadn’t realized how turned on she’d become but his entry was soothed by the 
wetness of her own body and she thrilled to his invasion, her back arching so that her body could 
take him deeper.  When his hands moved to her hips, lifting her up and showing her how to 
move, she was a quick student.  And she loved this position!  She could move against him, 
finding the ways that gave her the most pleasure.  This was amazing, she thought, closing her 
eyes, her palms splayed out against his stomach as she moved up and down against him, feeling 
free to move however she liked.   

But then his own hands moved up to cup her breasts, his thumbs teasing her nipples, both 
of them at the same time.  No longer was there an enjoyable pleasure.  When his forefingers 
came into play as well, the feelings that had been tingling inside of her roared to life.  This was 
no longer pleasant, this was urgent!  This was a desperate sensation to find that release, to 
achieve it so that this aching would go away.  She whimpered as she moved, shifting frantically.  
His fingers were making her crazed and she couldn’t…maybe…She tried to knock his hands 
away from her breasts, but he wasn’t moving.  And with a final tweak, that action took her over 
the edge, her body convulsing around his as she screamed.   

Tasir watched, fascinated as she took pleasure from his body.  But when she screamed 
out, she took him right along with him.  He hadn’t been expecting that but he’d known he was 
close.  Watching her, feeling her nipples with his hands and feeling her body shudder almost 
violently with her climax, he was brought over the cliff so suddenly he could barely breathe for 
several moments.   

He felt her collapse against his chest, her delectable body splayed out against him in the 
most erotic way.  And he loved it!  He tried to lift his arms to wrap around her, to hold her in 
place, but that climax had taken everything out of him.  Never had he felt so replete! 



It took a long time for both of them to get their breathing back to normal.  When Tasir 
thought he could, he sat up, still with her intimately connected to him, and kissed her.  His hands 
dove into her thick, dark hair and tilted her head so that he could deepen the kiss.   

When he lifted his head, he looked down at the woman and a sense of possessiveness hit 
him hard.   

Jalayla saw the look and turned shy, not sure what he was thinking.  She didn’t have long 
to wonder though.  “How do you know about this place?” he asked her gently.  She told him 
about her excursions here with Ciara over the years, all of the fun adventures the two of them 
had gotten into.  He laughed and they talked of their childhoods, their new responsibilities, what 
they wanted for each of their countries, their lives…they talked until the sun started setting and a 
chill crept into the air.   

She didn’t want this time to end, but she couldn’t think of any way to make it last longer.  
“I guess I’d better get dressed and head back to the fortress.  I’m sure our fathers are wondering 
where we are.” 

He not only helped her stand up, he then lifted her into his arms and carried her into the 
water, rinsing off the remnants of their lovemaking in the cool water.   

When they were once again standing on the edge of the water, pulling on their clothes 
despite their damp bodies, he looked down at her, his body once again ready to make love to her.  
He’d always had a strong sex drive, but there was something about this woman that was 
somehow different, and he wasn’t sure he could get enough of her.  There was only one solution.   

“We’ll tell our fathers that we plan to be married.  And a short engagement,” he stated 
firmly.   

Jalayla looked up at him and froze in the process of putting her boots on.  “Excuse me?” 
she replied.  Her whole body was tense as she waited for him to correct his declaration.   

And that’s when it hit her.  She remembered how arrogant and obnoxious this man was.  
Yes, he could be a fabulous lover, and when he wasn’t being a bully, he was a nice guy and a 
great conversationalist.  But deep down inside, she suspected that he really was too domineering 
for her taste.   

He turned at the question, not sure why there would be any reason to hold back.  “We’ll 
talk to our fathers, let them know that we will be married.” 

She blinked as she stared up at him.  “But we won’t.  Be married, that is,” she countered, 
her fingers buttoning her shirt.   

Jalayla started walking over to her horse which was still happily chomping on green 
wherever he could find it.  But when she’d only taken a few steps, she felt his strong hand on her 
arm as he swung her back to face him.  “What the hell are you talking about?” he demanded, 
furious that she would walk away from him and doubly angry that she wasn’t agreeing to marry 
him.  Women had been trying to manipulate him into marriage for years.  Why would this tiny 



woman balk at the idea of marriage?  And dammit, she was not going into the arms of another 
man!  She was his woman!  Hadn’t he just proven that on the ground only a couple of hours ago? 

Jalayla shrugged and walked over to her horse.  “We had sex, Tasir.  It doesn’t require us 
to get married.  Why would we ruin our lives by doing that? We’d hate each other before the first 
year passed.” 

His mind whipped back to their conversation, thinking that even that was stimulating.  No 
way was he letting this woman get away from him!  “You will marry me, Jalayla,” he 
commanded even as he watched her get onto her horse.  And yes, his body hardened once again 
as he admired the skill with which she controlled her mount.   

“We will not be married, Tasir,” she said as she turned her horse to face him.  “We made a 
mistake here this afternoon.  We shouldn’t compound that mistake by getting married.” 

And with that, she turned and trotted down the barely-there pathway towards the fortress.  
She would pack her bags and get away before Tasir came back.  She definitely didn’t want to run 
into an angry Tasir again.  He’d looked livid a moment ago.  

But she still couldn’t ignore the amazing feeling she had as she rode up to the fortress 
stables.  And to be fair, that feeling was all because of his lovemaking.  If there was any way to 
be married to the man but keep him from speaking, from ruining that amazing sense of well-
being after their sexual interactions, she might consider marriage to him.  Unfortunately, 
enjoying being in his arms was no reason to get married.   

Okay, so yes, they’d had a very interesting conversation.  But when it came right back 
down to the real world, he’d reverted right back to being a domineering, arrogant bully.   

A few hours later, she still hadn’t been able to locate her father.  She was packed up and 
ready to leave, but she needed to explain to him what was going on, to give him an explanation 
for why she had to leave in a hurry. And every moment that it took her to locate him meant that 
there was a larger chance that she might run into Tasir.   

Just like this morning, she meant to avoid him.  The more she thought about this 
afternoon, the angrier she became.  How dare he simply declare that they would be married!  
Who did he think he was?  He definitely wasn’t her father!  He was only her lover!  And no 
longer even that!   

She was practically stomping into one of the salons as she thought about his obnoxious 
declaration while they were getting dressed.  She had been told that her father was entertaining 
someone in this room but, once again, he was no longer here.  There was evidence that he had 
been here at one point but no longer.   

“I’ve been looking for you!” Tasir growled as he walked into the salon, closing the door 
behind him.  “What the hell did you mean about us not getting married?”  

Jalayla swung around, her eyes wide as she watched the man approach.  She had her 
hands behind her back as she leaned against the table, her eyes looking into those of a very 
angry, very frustrated man.  “I didn’t think that needed any clarification, Tasir.” 



He towered over her, looking down into her nervous, brown eyes.  “You were a virgin.  
We’re getting married.” 

Her mouth fell open for a moment before she could close it again.  “You want to marry 
me simply because you were my first lover?” 

His jaw clenched at her question.  “I will be your only lover, Jalayla.  Get that through 
your pretty head.” 

She shook her head at his stubborn and unreasonable declaration.  Of course, if he wanted 
to marry her for other….no, there was no reason for the two of them to ever be alone together.  
She just had to get away from him before her confused mind started to convince herself that she 
had feelings for this man.  Because she didn’t!  They were good in bed together.  That’s it!  
“You’re too domineering to even understand why we can’t marry each other!” she came right 
back. 

He shook his head and a slow smiled formed on those normally hard lips.  “You like 
being dominated.  Want me to prove it?”  

Her eyes widened and she felt her body tighten with his words.  Did she like it?  Well, 
she’d definitely liked everything he’d done to her earlier today.  And if she were honest with 
herself, she’d been pretty enthralled with the way he’d touched her last night.  But did she like 
his overbearing manner?  Maybe she just liked his experience, she cautioned herself.   

She glanced to her left, but he was already anticipating her attempt to escape and he 
whipped an arm around her waist.  “Not going to happen, princess,” he said and lifted her up 
onto the table she’d been holding onto.  He quickly slid her demure skirt up on her legs as he 
spread her knees and pressed his hips between her legs.  He heard her gasp and looked down, 
noticing that her nipples were hard and peaked, pressing against the silk of her blouse.  “I could 
take you right now,” he growled as his teeth gently bit her ear lobe.   

She liked the thought of that!  How was that possible?  She was a strong, confident 
woman and yet, here she was, breathing hard because this man was looming over her, the 
promise of that amazing release so temptingly close.   

“No!” she countered, trying very hard to fight the pull of his body.  She kept her hands 
flat on the table, her face turned away.  But her head tilted, giving him more access to her neck.  
And of course, he took advantage of that.   

His hands were already sliding up her legs, setting off all of those tingling sensations.  
“Tell me to stop,” he coaxed but he bit her shoulder right at the edge of her sleeveless top, 
soothing it with his tongue and lips afterwards.  “Tell me you don’t like this.”   

His hands moved up underneath her blouse to cup her breasts and he pushed her 
shoulders back slightly so that she had to put her hands behind her or fall backwards.  When his 
fingers slipped underneath her bra, his fingers teased her nipples.  “You don’t like this, do you?”  

She trembled, her legs opening wider for him, that ache starting up again.  “I don’t like 
you,” she corrected.  



He chuckled softly against her ear.  “Yes you do,” he argued.  “You love arguing with me, 
like we did last night.”  His fingers moved down her stomach, “Right before you came apart in 
my arms.”  And his hands moved up her thighs, his fingers hesitating at the lace edge of her 
underwear.  “Tell me to stop and I will.” 

She felt his hands move away and grabbed his wrist, her eyes begging him to keep going.  
He’d gotten her to the point of no return in only minutes and she thought she might just melt into 
a puddle of need if he stopped now.   

His eyes showed his triumph but his hands came back to her legs.  “Put your hands 
behind your back,” he commanded.   

She hesitated and he pulled his hands away.  When she realized what he was going to do, 
she quickly pressed her palms onto the polished wood of the table behind her.  “Please,” she 
begged, her knees lifting up to more perfectly cradle his hips.   

“Don’t you ever tell me you don’t like this, Jalayla,” he told her with a harsh whisper.  
“You were made for me and I can’t get enough of you.”  With those words, her lace underwear 
was ripped apart and he stuffed the material into his pocket.  She whimpered when his hands 
weren’t touching her but he was quick to move them back.  But he teased her, his movements 
soft and light when she needed firm action.   

Her head fell back against her shoulders when she felt his fingers move inside of her.  
Just one at first, but then she felt the second one slip in and she inhaled, trying to make room for 
his long fingers.   

“Say my name, Jalayla,” he commanded. 
She opened her mouth but when she hesitated, his fingers stopped moving.  Her eyes flew 

open and she almost yelled, “Tasir!  Your name is Tasir!” 
With that, his fingers moved again, his thumb coming into play and her head fell 

backwards again.   
With deft movements, Tasir unzipped his pants and slid his erection in where his fingers 

had just been, his eyes closing as her heat enveloped him.  Slowly, he filled her up, watching her 
face to make sure he didn’t hurt her.  He’d been pretty rough earlier today and he was worried 
about her tender tissues.  But she didn’t seem to be too tender.  In fact, she lifted her legs up, 
taking him deeper into her body.  His hands grabbed her hips and pulled her closer to the edge of 
the table.  “Lay back against the wood, Jalayla,” he commanded.   

She immediately followed his order and was rewarded by him moving against her, in and 
out, his body giving hers exactly what she wanted, what she needed.  He felt the tension in her 
and knew what she was trying to do, to hold back and not give in to the amazing feelings but he 
wasn’t going to allow that.  His hand moved from between her breasts, still covered with silk, 
down over her soft stomach until he reached that bundle of nerves.  With barely a touch, she 
splintered apart and he quickly followed, feeling it all the way down to his toes.   



They stayed like that for a long time, both of them breathing heavily as they stared into 
each other’s eyes.  She smiled, her hand coming up to touch his jaw and he smiled back at her 
before turning to nip at her fingertips.  “You’re beautiful,” he told her.   

Jalayla laughed softly.  “I’m a mess,” she countered.   
He shook his head, but as he did that, his eyes caught on the sunlight coming in from the 

window behind her.  It suddenly occurred to him where they were and what they’d just done.  He 
hadn’t even locked the door! 

She heard him mumble something under his breath and a moment later, he was gently 
lifting her up to a sitting position once again.  Jalayla looked around, her eyes focusing once 
again and she realized where they were, that someone could have walked in on them at any 
point.   

“Good grief!” she gasped and stepped back from him, straightening her clothes quickly.  
“Give me back my underwear,” she hissed as she tucked her silk blouse back into her skirt.  

“No,” he replied and moved closer, hindering her efforts to present a calm and 
sophisticated front.   

“What are you doing?” she tried to step back but he only pulled her closer by wrapping 
his arms around her waist.   

“You say you don’t like being dominated.” 
She glared up at him, her palms laying flat against his chest.  “You’re right.  I don’t.” 
“Okay, then come to my room tonight.  You can be in charge.”  He bent down lower and 

looked into her brown eyes.  “And in the end, you’re going to admit the truth, understand?”  
She had been trying to wiggle out of his arms but when he threw out that tantalizing offer, 

she stopped and looked up into his darker eyes.  “I can be in charge?” she asked, her voice barely 
above a whisper as she thought about all the things she would like to do to him.  Just like down 
at the creek, she could have the freedom to explore, to tantalize to her heart’s content?   

“After dinner,” he told her, bending down and kissing her hard.  “Come to my room.  You 
know the way.” 

With that, he walked out of the salon, leaving Jalayla to stare at the open door but she 
didn’t really see anything.  She was so intrigued by the suggestion that she could barely think 
about anything else for the rest of the day.  She didn’t unpack, but neither did she find her father 
and tell him that she was leaving.   

Dressing carefully for dinner that night, she chose a simple cocktail dress instead of a 
longer, more formal outfit.  And she only put on diamond earrings, trying to keep things unfussy.  
Her black dress was made of silk, which added a bit of a sheen to the outfit, and she wore a pair 
of heels that gave her confidence as well as a bit more height.   

She wanted to look sophisticated and elegant.  Definitely not like she was anticipating a 
night of wickedness in a man’s bed.  But the moment she stepped into the drawing room where 
her father, Tasir and Tasir’s father were having a pre-dinner drink, she knew that she wasn’t 



going to be able to pull it off.  As soon as she looked up into Tasir’s dark eyes, she could feel her 
cheeks turning pink.  She wasn’t even sure if the blush was caused by anticipation for the night 
to come, or embarrassment at all that they had done earlier in the day.   

And her discomfiture was made even more pronounced when he looked down at her, 
even while he was flanked by her father and his, and had the audacity to wink at her!  The 
damned man knew how much she was anticipating tonight!   

It didn’t matter.  She couldn’t even rouse up a bit of anger at his wicked glances. She was 
just too excited.   

And dinner lasted forever!  There was a long, drawn out and almost angry discussion 
about some sort of shipping contract that the older men were arguing about.  She didn’t 
understand most of it, but it sounded like a simple solution would be to compromise on the 
shipping routes although neither parent was willing to do so.  It was an odd conversation and one 
in which neither Tasir nor she participated.   

When the main course was taken away by the ever-efficient servants, she excused herself, 
saying she was exhausted from the day.   

The men all stood as she walked out but she only felt Tasir’s eyes on her back.  She 
carefully closed the doors to the dining room and made her way to her own room.  Once there, 
she slid out of the dress and pulled on another silk nightgown.  None of her nightwear was of the 
flirtatious style, but she had several that made her feel pretty.  And he hadn’t seemed to mind 
what she was wearing last night.   

But when she’d finally dressed and was pacing her room, she wondered what in the world 
she was doing!  She looked down at herself, clad only in a thin, silk nightgown and her body 
obviously was primed for yet another sexual encounter with Tasir.   

She pushed her hair back off of her head, trying to get a grip on what she was planning, 
what she anticipated.  How crazy was she?  She should have just left this afternoon and sent her 
father a message.  She was absolutely not going to do this tonight!   

She paced back and forth, her brain telling her to stop thinking about going to his room 
tonight, to simply go to sleep and forget about the whole challenge.  But her body wasn’t going 
to allow her ignore the pull of the dare.   

It was almost eleven o’clock when she sighed and sat down on her bed.  Did she want to 
do this?  Yes.  Was it a horrible idea?  Absolutely!  Was she going anyway?   

Yes.   
She stood up and took a deep, calming breath.  Once she saw him, she wouldn’t be this 

nervous.  Right?   
She slipped through the secret hallway, her hand shaking as it held the flashlight.  With 

each step, she told herself to go back, to run away and ignore the pull that was Tasir.  But she 
didn’t follow her brain’s orders.  When she felt the click on the door to his room, she took a deep 
breath and slipped through.   



She found him pacing back and forth, wearing a pair of jeans that rode very low on his 
hips.  When he saw her, his eyes widened slightly.  

“You didn’t know about the secret passageways?” she asked, leaning against the door.  
Almost as if she weren’t fully committed to being here. 

“I knew about them.  It was why I told you to come through them.  I just didn’t think 
you’d come tonight.” 

She leaned against the secret door, her body shivering with nerves and anticipation.  
“Your offer was a bit too compelling,” she finally told him.  Her eyes drifted down, skimming 
across his chest and he smiled, eager for whatever she might be doing to him tonight.   

He didn’t move, just stood there, waiting for her.   
“What do I do?” she finally asked.   
He shrugged one of those massive shoulders.  “You tell me,” he dared her.  “You’re in 

charge, princess.” 
She smiled as she licked her lips.  “Totally in charge?” she asked, stepping away from the 

secret doorway.   
“Completely in charge,” he assured her.  “Just tell me what you want me to do.” 
She stepped closer, not really sure what she wanted.  Except to touch him, she thought.  

Moving across the floor on almost silent feet, she stepped closer to him, her hands moving to his 
chest.  “I can touch you all I want?”  

“And anywhere you want,” he assured her, looking down at her and his body was 
instantly hard and aching.  That look in her eyes told him that she was extremely turned on by 
the idea and he loved this about her.  He instantly knew that he was in trouble…and was going to 
love every moment of it.   

When her soft fingers first touched his chest, he grunted as if he were in pain.  And, in a 
way, he was in pain.  He wanted to lift her up into his arms and carry her over to his bed.  Every 
instinct within him wanted to take charge, to make love to her until she was screaming out his 
name.   

But he wanted all of her.  Including her admission that she liked what they did to each 
other.  If he could get her to admit that, he suspected he might get her agreement to marry him.  
Why this was so important, he wasn’t even thinking about.  All he knew was that he wanted her.  
Forever! 

Jalayla ran her fingers over every inch of his chest, her fingers sliding against the textured 
skin that was so different from her own.  She was fascinated by his skin that was so much darker 
than hers.  When her fingers slid over his flat, male nipple, she heard him hiss through his teeth 
and she liked that sound.  So she did it again, garnering the same results.  Remembering the way 
he’d tortured her breasts earlier today, she moved her head closer, her lips capturing his nipple 
and tormenting it mercilessly.   



When she felt his hands on her hips, she looked up at him, trying to be stern.  “Take your 
hands off of me,” she told him.  

He stared at her for a long moment, considering just ignoring her order.  But in the end, 
he reminded himself of the long-term goal and his hands slid off of her hips, hanging next to his 
hips.   

Jalayla smiled and went back to her exploration.  She moved over his chest and stomach, 
stopping when she reached the waistband of his jeans.  Her fingers slid underneath the material 
as if she were about to unsnap, but when she felt his stomach muscles tighten, she pulled back 
and moved around to the back of him.  She gave the muscles in his back equal time and found 
several spots that were almost as reactive as the front of him.   

When she came back around to the front, she wanted very badly for him to lift her up into 
his arms and carry her over to the enormous bed, to make love to her like he had earlier this 
morning.  But she remembered that she was in charge and bit her lower lip.  “Take off your jeans 
and go lie down,” she told him.  

His jeans were gone swiftly and he wasn’t wearing anything else underneath.  When he 
walked stiffly over to the bed, he laid on his back, his feet on the floor.  “Now what, princess?” 
he asked, his eyes almost taunting her.  

She climbed onto the mattress and looked down at him, her mouth watering at all of the 
ideas running through her mind.  But instead of acting on any of them, she stood up and slid her 
nightgown off of herself.  She smiled when Tasir lifted his head up, his dark eyes taking in her 
now-naked body.  She wasn’t aware of how his eyes followed her because she was too intent on 
following him down onto the bed.  She was still shy, but fighting that part of herself.  As she sat 
down beside him, her hands moved to cover her breasts.   

“You can’t do that,” he cautioned her. 
Jalayla looked up, startled.   
“Cover yourself,” he said, nodding to her arms that were crossed over her chest.  “If 

you’re in charge, you have to be sure of yourself.” 
She shook her head, unaware of the way her dark hair drifted over her shoulders.  “I can 

do whatever I want,” she came right back.  “I’m in charge, right?” 
He sighed and leaned back down.  “Okay, so what’s your next step?” he teased, enjoying 

her excitement even if this was moving too slowly for his taste.   
She looked up and down his body, not sure what she wanted to do.  So she simply leaned 

down and started the same process she’d done earlier today but this time, she kept her hands on 
his wrists, refusing to let him touch her for fear that he would stop her again.   

She kissed him and enjoyed experimenting, tasting and feeling him against her skin.   
She almost laughed out loud with delight when she heard him moan.  “Jalayla, I can’t 

take much more,” he told her, his voice sounding harsh.  She looked up and realized that he was 



still laying on his back but his body was rigid, sweat breaking out on his forehead as he tried to 
control himself.   

She took pity on him and moved higher up on his body.  When she was straddling him 
once again, she took him into her body, feeling all of him inside of her and loving it.  “Okay, I’m 
releasing control.  Please…” she started to say something but she was flipped over onto her back 
and he was pressing himself into her.  It was so powerful, she screamed out, her body arching up 
into his.  It didn’t take long before she was splintering apart and his climax quickly followed.   

She was still breathing heavily when he pulled her higher up onto the bed, his arm curling 
around her as he pulled her closer against him.  He tried to form words, but nothing would come 
out.  A few moments later, he felt her breathing settle down and he knew that she was asleep.   

Unwilling to be separated from her for even a moment, he reached out with his arm and 
turned off the light.  He’d have to wake her before dawn so that she could go back to her own 
room, but until then, she was his.  And he would keep her close to him for as long as he possibly 
could.  



Chapter 4 

Jalayla watched Tasir breathe in and out, admiring his astonishing chest, all those 
delicious muscles as well as the way his long lashes looked against his tanned skin.  He really 
was an amazingly handsome man, she thought.  All arrogance aside, he was a good man.  And 
while he was sleeping, she could admit that she liked him.  Well, more than liked him.  She felt 
something for the man that…it didn’t make sense.  She’d known him for too short a time and…
Jalayla shook her head.  Her feelings didn’t make sense.  They were too strong, too…she didn’t 
want to feel this way towards Tasir.   

It was too bad that she would have to leave.  She wanted nothing more than to crawl back 
into bed and curl up against him once more.   

But it was time, she knew.  It was time to head home, to face reality.   
Their time together had been nothing more than a dare, a time where they explored each 

other’s bodies.  He taught her about sensuality and she taught him…well, perhaps she’d taught 
him a few manners along the way.  She wasn’t completely sure of that, but it made her feel better 
to think it was true.   

She jerked out of her reverie when Tasir rolled over, his arm reaching out, obviously 
looking for her.  Jalayla knew she had to hurry.  He’d woken her up several times last night, 
making love to her and then, after their bodies were sated once again, talking about their lives 
and what they wanted for each of their countries.  They even discussed the unexplainable 
increasing tensions between their countries which had been allies for so long.  Neither of them 
understood what was going on or why there was so much unrest.  But they both wanted to do 
what they could to ease the tensions.  

As she slipped through the secret door and made her way back to her room, she thought 
that it was almost as if they were both thinking the same way, wanting the same things for their 
countries and willing to do whatever they could to make their countries better.   

Unfortunately, their time together was not permanent.  They’d both known that going into 
this affair.  She’d understood the parameters of their relationship before she’d even left her room 
last night.   

Now she had to face the world – although she would do it with different eyes.  Tasir 
might have only made love to her, but she felt different.  The world felt different this morning. 

She slipped into the dining room and caught her father just as he was finishing up his 
breakfast.  “We’re leaving, my dear,” he said and wiped his mouth with a napkin.   

“I suspected as much,” she said as she poured herself a cup of coffee.  She couldn’t eat 
breakfast since her stomach was in knots.  She didn’t want to leave Tasir, but she knew that he 
had things he had to do, responsibilities that didn’t include her.  “I’m already packed.” 



Her father nodded and she thought that he looked angry for some reason.  “Is everything 
okay?” she asked, laying a hand on his arm.   

He sighed and patted her hand.  “Yes.  Things just didn’t go as smoothly this week as I’d 
hoped.  We were supposed to stay for further discussions.”  He shook his head and started to say 
something but stopped himself.  “Something is wrong, Jalayla.  And the tensions are not getting 
better.” 

Her eyes widened slightly.  “Are you talking about the attacks in the south? 
He nodded his head, his expression grim.  “There is evidence that,” his eyes glanced to 

the right and left, worried that they might be overheard.  “Well, that the violence is escalating 
and it is coming from either Lurasa or Altair.  We’re not exactly sure.  We’re still sifting through 
the information.” 

Jalayla shivered. “It wasn’t from Lurasa,” she told him, sure about that after her late night 
conversations with Tasir. 

Her father’s eyes swiveled around to her.  “How do you know?”  
She shrugged, looking down at her hands because she wasn’t able to look her father in the 

eyes. “I’ve been talking with Prince Tasir.  And I know that he’s just as confounded as you are.” 
He sighed and rubbed the back of his neck.  “Then his father is telling the truth,” he said 

and his shoulders seemed tense.  “Let’s go home, my dear.  Maybe there is more information that 
we can look at that will make this whole problem seem sensible.” 

An hour later, she walked out on his arm, her eyes searching the hallways for one more 
look at Tasir.  She wanted to say goodbye to him, but she wasn’t sure if she should.  Maybe it 
was better to just leave, to end the short-lived relationship quickly.  Sort of like ripping off a 
Band-Aid.  Better to do it fast, with just a little pain than to make it go on and on.   

So she walked out of the Fortress of the Guards behind her father, stepping into the 
armored limousine and wishing that things could be different.  Wouldn’t it be wonderful if the 
marriage she’d been dreading for so long could be with Tasir instead of some unknown stranger?   

Such was not her lot in life, she reminded herself as the vehicle pulled away, heading 
back out of the fortress towards home.   



Chapter 5 

Jalayla pushed herself up off of the toilet, grabbing a washcloth and trying to cool off her 
cheeks.  This nausea was…terrifying!  Every morning she felt horrible but, so far, she refused to 
contemplate the reason behind her morning need to rush to the bathroom.   

When she felt somewhat human again, she grabbed her toothbrush and brushed her teeth, 
hoping that the minty taste might calm her stomach.   

She’d been away from Tasir for six weeks now.  Six long weeks of loneliness and 
avoiding his calls.  Why answer them?  There was nothing either of them could do!   

Well, that’s the way she’d thought about it for the previous five weeks.  For the past five 
or six days, she’d started to consider other options.   

A knock on the door startled her and she had to grab the edge of the countertop to try and 
keep her stomach settled.  “Yes?” she called out, knowing it was her maid coming to check on 
her.  She’d been doing that a lot lately.   

“I’m sorry to disturb you, Your Highness,” her maid called through the door, “But your 
father has requested your presence in his office.” 

Jalayla closed her eyes for a moment.  “When?” she asked when she could form the 
words.   

“He asked for you to come to him immediately.” 
Jalayla almost groaned out loud.  Her father had been looking at her strangely lately.  She 

knew what was going to happen and she didn’t want to face that future!  She just knew that he’d 
arranged her marriage.  Maybe it was to that weak boy in Dubai, the one that used to sneeze a 
lot.  Or perhaps her father wanted her marry her off to that irritating prince that lived in New 
York now.  She couldn’t even remember what country he was supposed to be from.  Did it really 
matter?   

She wanted to see Tasir!  She wanted to feel his arms around her, to argue with him and 
defy him and laugh with him!  She didn’t want any of those annoying, weak and insipid boys 
that didn’t know what being a man was all about.  Tasir did!  Tasir was the man she wanted.   

Goodness, how her story had changed now that she’d been away from him for so long.  
She missed him terribly.  Well, to be honest, she’d missed him horribly from the first moment 
they’d parted, but she’d cried herself to sleep at night, telling herself that it was for the best.   

Now she wasn’t so sure.   
“My lady?” her maid called out again.  
Jalayla realized she’d been sitting silently in the bathroom, contemplating how much she 

missed the man.   
“I’ll be right there,” she called back.   



Straightening once more, she smoothed her hair and her dress, took a deep breath, then 
stepped out of the bathroom.  She smiled politely at her maid as she walked out of her room and 
made her way towards her father’s office.   

Maybe her father only wanted to see her because she’d been avoiding him more and more 
lately.  If she didn’t speak to him, she didn’t have to hear about the man she’d have to spend the 
rest of her life with.  

The guard outside her father’s office opened the heavy wooden door immediately.  
Jalayla stepped inside, her knees shaking a bit as she approached his desk.   

“You wanted to see me?” she asked, noticing how angry he looked all of a sudden.   
Her father’s bushy eyebrows were pressed low over his eyes and his lips were 

compressed as he watched her come closer.  “What have you done?” he demanded.  
Jalayla bowed her head.  “I’m…” 
He didn’t want to hear her explanations because nothing could explain away her 

behavior.  “You’ve ruined everything!  Do you have any idea how your actions are going to 
affect this country?  The people here love you!  They will fight for your honor!  And you’ve…” 

How could her father know about her affair with Tasir and her pregnancy?  Goodness, he 
was furious with her!   

“That’s enough!” a deep voice said from behind her.  
Jalayla swung around, her hungry eyes searching for Tasir.  Was he really here?  When 

she spotted him, she didn’t stop to think about anything.  Her feet were moving before her brain 
cautioned her against the action.  Within moments, her legs had carried her over to him and she 
flung herself into his arms.  It wasn’t until she was inches away from him that she remembered 
that she’d ignored so many of his calls and he might not feel the same way about her.  But as his 
strong arms closed around her, she breathed much more easily.   

“You are in so much trouble, woman,” he whispered in her ear as he hugged her, 
squeezing her until he realized what he was doing and that he might hurt her.   

“I can’t believe you’re here,” she said, blinking hard to fight back the tears. “I’m so sorry 
that I didn’t return your calls.  I was being an idiot.” 

He pulled back, just enough so that he could look at her beautiful features.  “Don’t let it 
happen again,” he told her, his hand coming up to cup her cheek, a thumb reaching out and 
capturing the tear that spilled over her dark lashes.  “You have some explaining to do, my love.” 

She laughed at his tenderness because she knew that it was reserved only for her.  “I 
know.” 

“Just tell me you love me and it will all be worth it.”  
She laughed again, dropping her head against his chest.  “Arrogant to the last, aren’t 

you?” she asked.  “But yes.  I love you.  And I can’t believe how much I missed you.” 
“I love you too.  But we have a pretty big mess that we need to clear up.” 



Her smile brightened now that she was back in his arms.  “Anything can be fixed now.  I 
can’t believe I left that morning.  I never should have gone back to my room.”  She wrapped her 
arms around his lean waist, reveling in how good he felt.  And smelled!  Oh my how she loved 
the way he smelled!  It was all man, all Tasir! 

“Jalayla!” she heard her father snap behind her.   
She swung around, but Tasir kept her pinned against his side, not letting her move away 

from him.   
“Sorry, Father,” she said but kept her arm around his waist as well. “I guess there are a lot 

of things I need to explain.” 
Her father’s furious eyes glanced between the two of them. “I believe this man has 

explained a great deal, just by showing up.  What I’d like to know is how you so completely lost 
your sense of who you are and the responsibilities you have to Tularia to allow any of this to 
happen!” 

Jalayla cringed, never having seen her father this angry before.  And he didn’t even know 
all of it.  She hadn’t told anyone that she was pregnant and she was fairly certain that her father 
didn’t know all that she and Tasir had done at the fortress.  He only knew that she loved Tasir.  
Nothing more though.  At least, she hoped that was all he knew.  “I’m not sure I can really 
explain it either.”  She glanced up at the man she loved so much.  “When I first met him, I 
thought he was the worst sort of man.  But as I got to know him, I…” 

When she couldn’t finish, Tasir stepped in.  “It’s my fault, Your Highness.  She behaved 
with complete dignity and I’m the one who acted inappropriately.” 

Jalayla’s father rolled his eyes.  “I doubt it.  I know my daughter too well.  She 
probably…” he threw his hands up in the air.  “It doesn’t matter.  What’s done is done.  We’ll 
just…”  He rubbed the space between his eyes as if he were trying to fight off a headache.   

Tasir stepped into the silence.  “The contracts will have to be destroyed.” 
Jalayla looked up at him, not sure what was going on.  He turned back to her and 

explained, “My father arranged for me to marry Princess Ciara.”  
Jalayla couldn’t believe the stab of jealousy she felt that her friend might be marrying this 

man.  “No!” 
“And you’re supposed to be marrying Prince Zoran next month,” he continued. 
She pulled back a bit more, confused now.  “And yet….”  Her hand fluttered to her 

stomach unconsciously.  She couldn’t say a word about the pregnancy now.  In fact, she was 
more confused at this moment than she was before she’d walked in here.  What was going on?  A 
marriage contract that her father hadn’t spoken to her about?  How could he have done 
something like that?  They always talked about important issues and she’d known that she would 
have to marry in a political union.   

Tasir saw the confusion and panic in her eyes and tried to reassure her.  “I know.  It’s all a 
horrible mix-up.  The problem is more about how the people will perceive this rather than 



anything else.  There won’t be any hard feelings involved from our end.”  He turned to Jalayla’s 
father.  “We can work out the details.” 

Jalayla turned to look at her father.  He suddenly seemed older than his years.  “The 
contracts are all set in place.  The negotiations have been finalized.” 

Tasir’s arm tightened on Jalayla’s waist.  “Then we’ll have to renegotiate.  It won’t be the 
first time a contract has been set aside when new facts were discovered.  Besides, a union with 
Lurasa would be much more beneficial to your country than one with Larcatia.  There are 
significant benefits that need to be examined, Your Highness.” 

Jalayla stepped into the conversation, citing all of the issues between the four countries 
and why it would be better to be aligned with Lurasa versus Larcatia.  They all sat down 
together, keeping the sheik’s advisors out of the conversation.  This was just between the three of 
them for now.   

Tasir conferenced in his father, who had already been apprised of the situation.  Between 
the four of them, they all agreed to broach the possibility of canceling the arranged marriages 
with Larcatia and Altair.  

“But it will have to be done carefully,” Jalayla’s father cautioned at the end of the 
discussion.  “And you have to leave.  There can be no hint of this until it is a done deal,” he told 
Tasir. 

As much as he wanted to argue about it, Tasir knew that her father was right.  He looked 
down at Jalayla.  “Are you going to be okay?” he asked her gently.   

She smiled up at him, all the love she felt for this man shining through in her eyes.  
“Absolutely.  Just get the discussions moving quickly.” 

Her father nodded.  “We can start the conversations next week.  I believe Princess Ciara 
is out of the country anyway, so she hasn’t been told about the marriage contract.  And Prince 
Zoran,” her father sighed.  “Well, thankfully, he’s on his annual hiking vacation.”  He shook his 
head.  “The man goes out into the woods for a week every year.  Each time I hear about it, I 
always think it is crazy.  But at this point in time, I would love to change places with him.”  Her 
father was walking out of his office.  “I’d rather be anywhere than here,” he said and left them 
alone. 

Jalayla turned when the door to her father’s office door closed, looking up at Tasir.  
“Thank you for coming for me,” she whispered, overawed by his tenacity.   

He pulled her closer.  “Never doubt the extent of my arrogance,” he teased.  
She laughed and laid her head against his muscular chest.  “I never did,” she came right 

back.  “It’s that arrogance that is going to give us our happily ever after.” 
He kissed her then.  “I have to go.  I’ll get with Zoran as soon as he’s back from the 

woods.  He and I have been friends for a long time.  I’m sure this can be worked out.” 
“I’ll call Ciara as soon as I find out where she’s gone.  I know she probably doesn’t want 

to marry you anyway.  You’re all mine.” 



News Flash:  More tensions on the borders, a report said.  The fighting is 
intensifying and villagers are starting to take sides.  

News Flash:  The annual festival celebrating the culture of the regions has been 
canceled.  Officials cite rising levels of threats as well as lower interest.  
Suspicions between border villages are to blame.   

News Flash:  A large contingent of soldiers was seen on the southern border 
earlier tonight.  The forces seem to be practicing but government officials are 
worried about the presence of military personnel so close to the border, which 
had previously been quiet.   

If you enjoyed this story, look for the next installment in The War, Love, & Harmony 
Series:  Dancing with the Dangerous Prince.  It will be available May 1st on 
ElizabethLennox.com and your favorite e-book retailer.  Following that story, there will 
be four additional books in the series: 

The Sheik’s Secret Bride 
The Sheik’s Angry Bride 

The Sheik’s Blackmailed Bride 
The Sheik’s Convenient Bride 

In the next chapter, find a brief excerpt from Dancing with the Dangerous Prince. 



Excerpt from Dancing with the Dangerous Prince 

Breathing evenly, 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 started to enter her mind, of what might happen 
when she had to leave this job at the end of the week, 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 was filled with silver highlights 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 

Woah, her mind thought as the man in the distance pulled himself up the cliff’s 
edge.  His arm muscles bulged with the effort, along with the ones in his back.  Ciara 
watched as…. 

Where had that stump come from?  Looking down, she quickly regained her 
footing then hurriedly glanced back up toward 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 potential 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 these kids moving in the right direction.  She taught them camping, swimming, 
archery, arts and crafts and all the other activities that the brochure promised to the 
parents.   

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 pony tail smacking her back, her 
strong legs, the 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.  A moment later, she had 
disappeared from view, but not from his thoughts. 
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