
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents

His to Seduce (Sheikhs of Huzna)

About the Book

HIS TO SEDUCE

Him

Her

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Epilogue


Warning: Irredeemably twisted and deliciously dirty. Not suitable for all readers. No cheating. Cute and steamy happy-ever-after guaranteed.

Uh-oh. Mr. Mine caught me secretly taking his photo...

His name is Rashad, and he's one of the mysterious royal sheikhs of Huzna. But I didn't know it back then, and so I called him Mr. Mine.

I first saw him in a cafe. A gorgeous stranger quietly enjoying his book with his coffee, and I instantly fell in love with him. 

He tells me from the start I'm too young, and he's not a good man, but then he loses his cool when he sees me with someone else. 

Just when Mr. Mine makes me believe he loves me back, the painful truth comes out, and he ends up breaking my heart instead.
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This girl has gotten under my skin, and she's gotten so fucking deep that I can no longer see reason. 

I want her, dammit. 

I want to know how it feels to run my fingers through the golden locks of her hair, want to fucking see how it looks when they're fanned against the pillows while her naked body writhes under mine.

I want to have the sole fucking right to undress her and run my hands all over her body. I want to be the only one to know how gloriously small her boobs would feel in hands as big as mine, want to be the only fucking one to know the sweetness of her nipples, and how long I'd have to suckle until I'm drinking milk from her virgin tits.

I want to be the first one to explore her pussy like it's a whole new fucking world, and I want to do so with everything of mine that moves. My tongue. My fingers. My cock.  I even want to give her a fucking foot job, which I never once wanted to do for any other woman.

I want to have all the time in the world to observe how her pussy would swell and quiver under my touch, want to fucking see how wet she could get before she starts dripping. I want to know how deep I can go before I tear into her hymen, want to know how much thickness her pussy can handle before its tight, sleek walls begin expanding. I want to know how hard and rough I can fuck her until she shatters into a wet, shuddering mess.

I want to know what sounds she can make as I pleasure her. I want to know if she's the type to gasp or scream. Moan or whimper. Sob or cry out. I want to know how it would feel to have her whisper my name, want to know how much she can bear before she starts begging me to cum inside of her.

I want to seduce and claim her in every way there is. I want to be the man to unlock her innocence, and I want to possess her so fucking completely that I've completely ruined any chance of her fucking another man. 

There are so many other things I want to do to her and with her. Filthy, dirty things that would make her blush and excite her. Maybe even scare and make her run away. 

I want her, dammit.

I want her like I've wanted nothing and no one in this life, and I just fucking wish—-

I just goddamn wish I had gotten to know her before I promised myself to someone else.
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The sky is still a slumberous shade of gray when I tiptoe out of the apartment, and I'm careful not to make any noise as I pull the front door shut. Grandpa Paco is an early worm like me, and I want to be sure I'm safe somewhere else before he gets up. 

The old man might be the most important person in my life, but I seriously need a break from his matchmaking schemes. I get that he's just concerned about my future, but I'm a die-hard romantic. I want to marry for love, and I won't settle for less.

Rain starts drizzling down as I hop on my bike, and a cool breeze plays with the golden locks of my hair as I pedal down the road. That it's sunny or gloomy never matters to me; there's nothing I love more than being outdoors. I can already feel my worries fading away while I listen to birds chirp and watch morning joggers pick up their pace as they seek shelter from the downpour. 

The distant sound of waves crashing against the shore makes me miss home, but I remind myself that Isla de Flores is still way better compared to the rest of Miami. It might be a far cry from the Caribbean island I was born in, but IDF is still a small town at least, and it's cozy enough that I don't feel like I'm trapped within the dirty, crowded confines of a city.

A picturesque B&B with its own in-house cafe eventually catches my eye, and I gratefully slow down just as lightning flashes overhead. 

The whole place is like a dream, with its arched windows revealing interior brick walls and copper-wired crystal bulbs hanging from tall, exposed ceilings. There are also flowers everywhere: vases of fresh blooms adorn whitewashed tabletops, vibrant clumps of bougainvillea cascade from multiple balconies, and raised garden beds of lavenders and touch-me-nots welcome guests by the entrance with scented greetings.

I wish I had the time to soak it all in, but since I'm the one currently in danger of being soaked and at risk of contracting pneumonia, I reluctantly turn away and park my bike in a hurry. 

The words Mariposa House are carved on its heavy wooden doors, and my teeth start to chatter as soon as I step in. They obviously have the A/C on, and I quickly look around to look for some private place to dry myself.

Show yourself, toilet—-oh!

I catch a glimpse of a man seated at a corner table by the windows, and the rest of the world simply vanishes.

Is this what you call love at first sight?

His short raven-black curls are all tousled while the bronze muscles of his arms seem a flex away from bursting out of the thin sleeves of his shirt. He's so, so beautiful it's as if his every feature has been sculpted by angels, and I love it even more that his gaze is fully focused on the book that he's reading.

Am I dreaming, self?

It's just so rare to see a man enjoying an actual book in public these days, and a hot one at that. I look around to see if there could be another woman walking back to join him, but all I see is a guy texting behind the cash registrar.

If he really is alone, would it be safe for me to assume that he's also single? Can I just call him Mr. Mine from now on, and—-oh!

Have I made some kind of noise without being aware of it, and that's why Mr. Mine is suddenly staring at me? 

I don't think I have, and I don't think I'm dreaming either. 

He's really staring at me, and just when I start thinking it might be the same for him, and Mr. Mine has also fallen in love with me, that's the moment I see his gaze lower to my chest...and stay at my chest.

Oh gosh. 

Does this mean Mr. Mine is quite the perv?

This should probably make me mad, but then I remember that I actually don't have any chest to speak of, and another gasp breaks out of my throat as soon as my glance drifts down to my body.

Oh my God, self! 

Rain has turned my striped top semi-translucent, and I realize it's made me seem like I've been flaunting my boobs at Mr. Mine for the past thirty seconds.

I hurriedly cross my arms over my chest when Mr. Mine rises to his feet, but instead of walking towards me as I hoped feared, he disappears into a door behind the counter, and I immediately have this urge to knock my head against the wall.

You are such a fool, self!

I can't believe I almost convinced myself that someone like Mr. Mine has fallen head over heels for me at first sight. I used to think having oodles of 2D boyfriends is enough to give me a Ph.D on love, but that obviously isn't the case, and I now have my first lesson in real-life romance.

Just because the world stopped turning for you...doesn't mean the world also stopped turning for him.

Got that, self?

I fidget on my feet as my newfound knowledge on unrequited love makes me consider leaving. What's the point of prolonging my torment when he obviously doesn't find me attrac—-

"Holy whack-a-moley!"

Mr. Mine is apparently a ninja in disguise, with him suddenly standing in front of me. 

"Apologies." 

His voice is deep but soft, and is that an accent I'm hearing? I'm not quite sure if I'm right, but what I'm certain of is how the sound of his voice has my boobs swelling against the still-wet cups of my bra.

"I'm sorry, too," I say sheepishly. "I know I have the weirdest expressions—-"

Mr. Mine gently cuts me off. "I thought you might want this." He hands over a package wrapped in plastic, and I blink in surprise when I realize it's this brand new set of uniform, and it's exactly the same with what the guy behind the cash registrar is wearing.

How did he get a hold of this? 

Does it mean he works here, too, or does he own the whole place? 

To put it very simply, all I want to know is if the cafe is the best place to see him again, but before I can say even one word, Mr. Mine is already nodding at a door behind me—-

"The ladies' is that way." 

His tone is polite but firm, and it's daunting enough that all I can do is nod meekly in mute thanks before turning away.

You are such a shameful coward, self!

I'm usually this really upbeat person, and my friends back home have even taken to calling me Mad Maddy over the years because I can be so crazy positive even at the worst of times. I've never found myself tongue-tied or intimidated...until now.

Until him.

And surely...surely that can only mean what I'm feeling is real, and I am truly in love with Mr. Mine?

Uh...no?

That's my inner voice of reason groaning at such logic, and if Grandpa Paco were to know what thoughts are currently running through my mind, I'm pretty sure it will have him marry me off to one of his friends' sons or godsons or whatever other kind of son there is, and he won't even care if I'm screaming and kicking while he drags me down the aisle.

Oh, what to do, what to think, what to feel?

I can only sigh as I get out of my wet clothes, and I sigh again when I catch my reflection on the full-length mirror. 

I'm being a fool, aren't I, self?

Even if I can prove that what I feel for Mr. Mine is real, what would be the point when he doesn't seem to find me attractive at all? He's seen me almost naked, and instead of making him want to kiss me, what he did instead was swiftly look for something I can change into.

It's almost like he can't stand the sight of me naked, and um...ouch?

My gaze swings back to my reflection, and all I can do is grimace. 

So my boobs are rather small, fine. But just like the size of a man's package isn't supposed to matter, then shouldn't the same apply when it comes to a woman's boobs? And besides—-

Have you forgotten, Maddy San Jose?

When I was young, one of Nanny Rosa's favorite bedtime stories to tell was how Mama and Papa fell in love, and how Mama, even though she was not the prettiest girl in the island, had won Papa over because of the beauty of her heart. 

Character over looks, duh!

All I need is to be patient and strategic. He might not find me physically attractive at the moment, but one thing I'm always confident about is my ability to make people like me. I take after Mama that way, and I just know that once we start talking, Mr. Mine is sure to fall for me like Papa fell for Mama, and sexual attraction will naturally follow.

So keep thinking positive, self!

I leave the ladies' with a renewed swing in my step, but when I search for Mr. Mine, the cafe is completely empty, and my heart breaks when I realize he's well and truly gone.

Grandpa Paco says that true love like what my parents had is rare, and that his own six marriages and subsequent divorces are proof of this. He also says that all the stars in the sky were aligned for my parents, and even though it might seem like I can't say the same for Mr. Mine and me—-

This can't be the end, self.

It can't be.

God wouldn't let me meet Mr. Mine if he's not my destiny, and I refuse to believe anything else.

There has to be something here to give me hope, just something or anything—-

Aha!

Is that Mr. Mine's book I'm seeing? 

Could he have left it deliberately, maybe with his name or number or Instagram handle or whatever it is he wants me to use to contact him? 

I trip over my own feet in my haste to get to my table, and the guy standing behind the cash registrar looks at me like I've lost my mind when I reach for the book like it's the Holy Grail.

But rather...it's just a leather-bound copy of The Art of War by Sun Tzu.

Okaaaay.

Is this supposed to be a subliminal message for something? Am I suppose to infer that winning Mr. Mine's heart is a far more serious battle? Or is this the universe's way of telling me the stars are anything but aligned for me and Mr. Mine? 

No matter.

I can always realign them myself, and with this persevering thought in mind, I flip the book open, and a boldly scrawled message on the title page immediately catches my eye.

Try not to be wet the next time I see you.
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Acheron was right.

It's my first thought when I see her enter the cafe for the second consecutive day, and my cock is already hard and swollen like a motherfucking monster by the time her wide-eyed gaze collides with mine.

Countless women have tried to play the blushing card in my presence. Some of them were genuinely shy, but most of them were simply playing coy. A good many others have attempted to seduce me from the get go, and there have been more than a few who tried sneaking into my hotel room naked...and their legs already wide open for my dick.

Women have tried everything under the sun to get me in their bed, and I thought I knew all there was to know about them. The female sex is supposed to be the greatest mystery on earth, but all they are to me these days is a way to relieve my boredom.

They're good for a few hard fucks, but it's always only a matter of time before I lose interest of them.

That's how it's always been...until her.

She's the only one to affect me the way she does, the only girl I couldn't stop thinking of even when I have yet to feel her skin or taste her lips.

And I'm not used to this, dammit.

The strength of my desire for her doesn't make any damn sense, but here I am, in deep fucking trouble with a huge boner to match, and all because I saw the way her heart-shaped face glowed upon seeing...me.

Everything about her is the exact opposite of what I normally look for. She's too damn young for one, and I've never been the type to get a kick out of robbing the cradle. 

The women I fuck also tend to be ravishingly beautiful and voluptuous, and this girl is anything but. She's more innocent and cute than hot and fuckable, and thanks to yesterday's weather, I also know she possesses the daintiest pair of tits I've ever seen in my thirty-years-plus of existence.

Her long blond hair and amber-colored eyes are nice enough, but it's nothing out of the ordinary. Everything about her is nice, just all tiny, sweet, and nice...and while it might seem like I'm damning her with faint praise, it's actually the opposite.

It's her air of niceness that captured my interest from the very beginning, her overall sweetness that irresistibly draws me in. 

The first time our eyes met, she nearly had me catching my breath like some boy from middle school who's seen his first pussy in real life. All she did that time was look at me like I'm her whole fucking world, just fucking look at me like I'm her dream come to life, and God help me,  but I actually found myself wanting it to be true.

I just want her, dammit.

She turns me on like no other woman has, and it's all because of how she looks at me. I want her even though I'm good as engaged, and I want her to the point that reason has ceased to matter.

If she wants me to be her world, then so be it. If she wants me to be her dream come to life, then that's what I'm going to be. There's just something about her that tempts me to break all the rules and start playing with fire...which is exactly what I'm doing now.

Fucking playing with fire...regardless of the consequences.

Thoughts of her have kept me up all night, and even though I told myself this morning that I was only coming back to the cafe to visit my friend—-

That same friend told me point blank I was lying to myself.

You're here because she's gotten under your skin.

And it's true.

But she's not the kind of girl you can fool around with.

Those were Acheron's words as well, and I know it's his subtle way of asking me to put an end to this madness before someone gets hurt.

Before she gets hurt.

And he's right, of course.

Because this is madness.

Just plain fucking madness to want a girl when I already gave my word to marry someone else.

So put a fucking end to this, you bastard!

Nothing good can ever come out of this obsession.

I fucking know that.

But when I look at her again, and I see that she's still looking at me like I'm her whole fucking world—-

It's too late. 

Even if it means having the heavens damn us both, it's just too fucking late, and so instead of leaving I find myself obsessively stalking her every move under hooded lids. 

She's finally unrooted herself from her spot, and every little thing that crosses her mind shows on her face. Her relief is evident when her gaze sweeps over the entire cafe, and it nearly makes my lips twitch. She likes that it's just the two of us, and of course it would be, since it's only a quarter to six in the morning. 

It won't be for hours before everyone's out rushing to work and grabbing their morning coffee en route. That she doesn't know this tells me she's no city girl, and as I have no fondness for concrete jungles myself, I like that she's not.

I can feel her stealing glances at me every once in a while, and the sheer innocence of it has me so damn horny it's a struggle to stay still.

This girl is too damn pure, and I know...

I know a heartless cynic like me doesn't deserve her. I know I should end this while there's still time. I know I should just turn back and walk away. I know this is my last damn chance to keep my life uncomplicated—-

But I just can't fucking do it.

Because Acheron was right.

This girl has gotten under my skin, and she's gotten so fucking deep that I can no longer see reason. 

I want her, dammit. 

I want to know how it feels to run my fingers through the golden locks of her hair, want to fucking see how it looks when they're fanned against the pillows while her naked body writhes under mine.

I want to have the sole fucking right to undress her and run my hands all over her body. I want to be the only one to know how gloriously small her boobs would feel in hands as big as mine, want to be the only fucking one to know the sweetness of her nipples, and how long I'd have to suckle until I'm drinking milk from her virgin tits.

I want to be the first one to explore her pussy like it's a whole new fucking world, and I want to do so with everything of mine that moves. My tongue. My fingers. My cock.  I even want to give her a fucking foot job, which I never once wanted to do for any other woman.

I want to have all the time in the world to observe how her pussy would swell and quiver under my touch, want to fucking see how wet she could get before she starts dripping. I want to know how deep I can go before I tear into her hymen, want to know how much thickness her pussy can handle before its tight, sleek walls begin expanding. I want to know how hard and rough I can fuck her until she shatters into a wet, shuddering mess.

I want to know what sounds she can make as I pleasure her. I want to know if she's the type to gasp or scream. Moan or whimper. Sob or cry out. I want to know how it would feel to have her whisper my name, want to know how much she can bear before she starts begging me to cum inside of her.

I want to seduce and claim her in every way there is. I want to be the man to unlock her innocence, and I want to possess her so fucking completely that I've completely ruined any chance of her fucking another man. 

There are so many other things I want to do to her and with her. Filthy, dirty things that would make her blush and excite her. Maybe even scare and make her run away. 

I want her, dammit.

I want her like I've wanted nothing and no one in this life, and I just fucking wish—-

I just goddamn wish I had gotten to know her before I promised myself to someone else.
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Holy, holy guacamoley, but he's actually here! 

He's actually here again!

I'm beside myself with excitement, and for several moments, all I can do is just stare and stare and stare. 

You so hot, Mr. Mine!

I have to take a few deep breaths before I'm able to unglue my feet from the floor, and ideas ranging from cute to crazy pop in my head as I brazenly pick the table right next to his.  

Should I wait for him to make the first move or should I just walk up straight to Mr. Mine and remind him about his "message"? 

Since there's no one else around, can't I just tell him that real men have never done it for me, and only 2D guys have made my pussy all sweet and wet...until him? 

Tell me, Mr. Mine. 

What must I do to have you fall for me?

My heart gallops away as I feel him staring at me, and I don't know whether to feel embarrassed or naughty when I feel my boobs jiggle against my racerback as I take my seat. 

The intensity of his stare has my nipples waking up and stretching against the thin strapless cups of my bra. I almost feel like I'm performing for his pleasure when he actually takes a sip of his coffee while watching me, and I have to bite my lip hard so I'm not tempted to ask if he has any private requests.

Oh Mr. Mine, how you seduce me, and all without even trying.

Just feeling his gaze on me takes my breath away, and the longer I'm in his presence, the more I feel like flames are about to lave my entire body, with all six-feet-plus of him pulsing with sexual heat.

Animal magnetism makes perfect sense now that I'm just a foot or so away from Mr. Mine, and things like being civilized suddenly feel boring and overrated. 

Why be with a boy who can only give you a ho-hum peck on the cheek when you can have Mr. Mine ruin every inch of your body? Why date a gentleman who will only kiss your hand...when you can have Mr. Mine adore your flesh in the most obscene ways there are?

Just thinking about all the dirty things a man like him can do to my body makes a thousand tingles travel all over my flesh, and when wanton restlessness has me unable to resist stealing a look at Mr. Mine, I nearly end up swooning.

Oh, you perfect man!

Mr. Mine licking a stray drop of coffee off his lip is a more sensual sight than the most erotic ad for men's underwear. I've seen other men do the same thing, but it's just not the same. How does he make everything he does so, so hot?

I take another peek at him, and it suddenly feels criminal to hog all this beauty to myself.

Mm.

A wildly genius idea captures my thoughts, and it has me hastily swallowing back a giggle. What if...I secretly take his photo and submit it to Hot Dudes Reading?

I'm already taking my phone out before I can even make up my mind, and as I discreetly get my phone to zoom in closer and closer and closer—-

Oh my.

How can a man have such extraordinarily long, beautiful lashes? Can this man be any more perfect?

That does it then.

I absolutely need to take a photo of him, and just as I squirm to get the perfect angle, and hide my phone behind my table's floral centerpiece, my phone camera lets out a loud telltale clicking sound—-

Eeek!

Mr. Mine finally looks my way, and shock has my iPhone slipping out of my suddenly nerveless fingers.

Busted.

All I can do is stare in horrified fascination as Mr. Mine rises gracefully to his feet...in order to pick my phone from the floor. He arches a brow when he sees what's on the screen, and when he glances at me, all I can do is smile weakly. "Oops?"

His lips twitch ever so slightly, and I just want to swoon all over again.

How does he do it, seriously? 

Why you so, so unbelievably hot, Mr. Mine?

Does this all come naturally to you? 

Or is there a secret charm school for men that you took classes in?

Mr. Mine glances at my table, and I'm momentarily distracted by the color of his eyes. Tiger-gold, I can't help thinking, and the color is exquisitely apt. If he was a beast, he would definitely be all big, sleek, and dangerously fast like a tiger. 

"May I?"

My heart pounds when I realize what he's asking for. I allow myself a little nod...and a moment later, it's all I can do not to gasp. 

That he'd take the seat across mine was a given, or so I mistakenly thought.

But instead he takes the chair adjacent to mine, and my body burns even hotter when our knees bump ever so briefly under the table. It's just the most fleeting of contact, but I feel like it deserves some kind of record for being able to make a woman all hot and bothered in the shortest amount of time.

My gaze drifts to Mr. Mine as I wait for him to apologize and say it's just an accident, but this turns out to be another erroneous expectation, since all he does is gaze at me with lazy, tiger-gold eyes.

"You look nervous."

His voice is just as manly as I remember. It's all deep and strong, with just a hint of roughness that teases you into thinking what kind of beast he'd be in bed.

"Why?" 

Sweet, sweeeet baby Jesus.

Something starts spreading sinuously through my veins, and it takes a moment for me to realize it's actually lust that has invaded my blood.

I've read about this, you know. 

Like, countless times. 

Big bad alphas always purr. 

Always.

They usually do it when they've found the woman they want to fuck, and the fact that Mr. Mine is now purring like all of those sexy, fake-mean heroes in my favorites books—-

Get a grip on yourself...self!

"Is it because of this?"

Color steals over my cheeks as Mr. Mine places my phone on the table. 

Busted, 2.0.

So I forgot about my little misdemeanor, and now I'm not quite sure how to atone for it. Should I apologize for secretly taking a photo of him? Or should I tell him I was just being selfless, and that I sincerely believed his photo can be an FDA-approved treatment for PMS?  

It's hard to figure out what I'm supposed to say, with how I'm suddenly distracted by the way his black cotton shirt has stretched as Mr. Mine leans back against his chair.

Oh yeah, baby!

I still can't tell if he has chest hair or not, but at least the shirt does a great job at accentuating the amazing breadth of his shoulders and the incredible expanse of his chest. I'm not saying he's huge huge like The Rock, but it's more like he's ooh-la-la huge like Henry Cavill, and—-

Oops!

The way his lips have this eensy weensy curve like an almost-smirk makes me realize I've been staring at his chest rather dreamily for quite some time...and that he's been watching me do it from the very start.

Busted, 3.0.

I can only look at him sheepishly at this point. "Sorry."

"For staring? Or for taking a photo of me?"

He's purring again, and my heart races away at the sound of it. I may be boyfriend-less since birth, but I know when someone's flirting with me, and I just want to pinch myself.

Mr. Mine!

Flirting!

Me!

Lust gushes out of me, and all I can do is hurriedly snap my legs close under the table. This has never happened to me before, and as shameless as it is to want this, but I really hope there comes a day I can tell him the truth.

I just think it would be cute, awesome, and kinky if I could one day tell Mr. Mine that he once asked me to do the impossible. I want to be able to whisper into his ear, I'm sorry, Mr. Mine. I really do want to obey you, but it's just impossible to be not wet when you're around.

One day, maybe.

I'll have a chance to say that. 

But since I'm not that confident just yet—-

I look at him from under my lashes, which is my first attempt to flirt back, ever. "Which do you think I should apologize for?"

Tiger-gold eyes gleam at me, and all I know of grammar goes poof because I. IS. SWOONING.

"I don't mind the former," Mr. Mine says lazily, "but the latter could get you arrested...maybe even killed."

I start to laugh...but stop when he seems utterly serious. "Uh..."

"You'll just have to trust me on this."

Oh, phew.

I really thought he was serious for a moment there, but I think we're flirting still, and so I bite my lip like he has me terribly worried. "I don't think so."

He leans even closer, and my lungs threaten to collapse as his scent envelopes me. 

"Why not?"

"Because you strike me as the dangerous type."

"If that's what you think..." Mr. Mine gently runs his knuckles down my cheek as he speaks, and it's all I can do not to gasp and shiver.

"Then you're absolutely right. I'm not someone good or nice. I'm bad in every unimaginable way there is—-"

He looks at me under his extraordinarily long lashes, and my inner folds ache and swell.

"But we both know it's all those things as well that has your pussy crying out for my dick."

Holy, holy, holy...fuck-a-holey.

I can't believe he just said that, but on the other hand, it also feels very much like him to say the words, and while I know these things are supposed to scare and offend good girls like me—-

That's just not how the real world works, ever since Internet became a thing.

Nowadays, you can be just like me, a home-schooled island girl who never smokes, drinks or parties. I'm the kind of girl who never wants to do drugs and always goes to church on Sundays—-but who also happens to own a Kindle full of dirty books and uses a VPN to watch porn, incognito.

Girls like me are neither good nor bad. Rocking the boat isn't our thing, but we do want to get into trouble now and then, and my Mr. Mine?

He's exactly the kind of man that he says he is. He's everything I shouldn't want, and that's why he's a man I can't trust. But for him to imply that I only want him because of that...

That's where he's wrong.

So, so wrong.

I want him because he is trouble, but I also want him because I know there's something special between us.

And it's the same for you, isn't it, Mr. Mine?

You may not be ready for it, but deep, deep inside you know it's true. 

You know we have something special between us, and from the first moment our eyes met, you were also looking at me like I'm just as much trouble for you.

And that's what I don't get, really.

Am I not supposed to be someone that Mr. Mine can want and have?
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"Sorry to keep you waiting."

The spell between us breaks when a waiter shows up out of nowhere to hand each of us a menu. I feel a little self-conscious all of a sudden, and I quickly open the menu to hide my face behind it.

What now, self?

My brain says one thing, but my heart says another. It's crazy enough that I'm yearning for someone like him, but it's even crazier that Mr. Mine actually wants me back. I know there's every chance his desire for me is a one-off thing, and that my novelty can wear off the moment he gets what he wants.

I know that.

But still.

He's the kind of man who can have any girl he wants, but isn't it just the craziest thing that he's been looking at me like I'm as unreachable as a star? 

Why, Mr. Mine?

Is it my virginity?

My age?

Maybe even my race?

The waiter asks me if I'm ready to order, and I manage to utter something coherent even as my mind continues to spin. I think I asked for some toast and avocado shake, or at least I hope I did. It's just so hard to think, and it gets even harder when it's Mr. Mine's turn to give his order, and the sound of his lovely, deep, dark voice has my toes curling anew.

Oh, Mr. Mine. 

Will there ever come a day I won't find you sexy?

The waiter finally leaves, and he takes with him the menu I've been using as shield. Tiger-gold eyes find me right away, and l can't help but respond to the sheer sexual heat of his presence.

Everything about him enthralls me the way no other guy has. Boys back home seem like toddlers when I compare them to him, and even those slick, smooth-talking Miami guys that my grandfather has occasionally set me up with don't stand a chance.

Mr. Mine makes all of them look like sissies, and just sitting next to him has my heart thumping wildly against my chest. I try to shift around in my seat when the restlessness stirring up inside of me becomes unbearable, but this only backfires as my knee accidentally bumps into his leg, and my lust immediately threatens to overflow.

Animal magnetism, I can't help thinking yet again, and this time the meaning reaches deeper into my skin, and all I can do is squeeze my legs shut as tightly as I can.

"You shouldn't be looking at me like that."

The suddenness of his words startle me, but it's the roughness of his tone that makes something hot and forbidden unfurl inside my body, and I find myself yearning once again to tell him things that I find secretly cute, awesome, and kinky.

Do you know, Mr. Mine...

Only porn and smutty books used to turn me on, but you're the first flesh-and-blood male to make me feel like this.

Just you and no one else.

But since I still lack the courage and confidence to say such things, all I can do is clear my throat and ask, "How exactly am I looking at you?" 

"You're looking at me like you fucking want to eat me."

My lips part, but nothing comes out.

You have such a way with words, Mr. Mine. You really do.

"Have I shocked you?"

The thickness of his voice enslaves me, and the way his whole being is now pulsing with raw masculinity has my pussy tightening with desire.

You wanted to shock me, Mr. Mine. 

You know you did. 

And in truth, it's only now that I'm finally starting to understand just how different the two of us are, and how I'm nothing but this tiny little fish swimming against the tide of his experience.

"I have, haven't I?"

"You did."

He sucks his breath at the way I whispered the words.

"And I like it."

A moment passes, and then his tiger-gold eyes are glittering at me with desire so flagrantly carnal, it almost feels like he's actually turned into this big, scary wildcat that's about to pounce and eat me alive.

"You surprise me," he says huskily.

"Have I?"

"I thought I'd have scared you off by now." 

I shake my head. 

No, Mr. Mine. 

I don't scare easily at all.

Another almost-smirk plays over his lips, and the sight makes me want to writhe.

He's right, after all.

I do want to eat him, and I know it's so because I have this sudden urge to trace the outline of his smirk with my tongue.

Behave, self!

The waiter comes back almost on cue to serve us our orders, and I have no idea whether this sudden reprieve makes me feel cheated or relieved.

See how you confuse me, Mr. Mine?

I take a bite of my toast, and I have this crazy urge to laugh when I realize that all this flirting has me hungry. I've eaten the whole thing up in minutes, and it's only when I reach for my shake that I see Mr. Mine has barely touched his plate...since he's been watching me the entire time.

"You made me hungry," I say defensively.

"Have I?"

Mr. Mine's sly tone makes me remember what he said earlier—-

You're looking at me like you fucking want to eat me.

And it's enough to make my cheeks turn red. 

"I meant, for food!"

"Of course."

"It's all this flirting we've been doing," I explain in a rush. "I'm not used to it." 

"You speak as if this is the first time you've ever flirted with a man."

"It is."

"I doubt that."

I give him a look of hurt. "I'm not lying."

"Then it must be because you're too young—-"

"Or maybe you're just too irresistible?"

His gaze narrows. "Can I ask you something?"

The abruptness of his question makes me feel guarded, and I look at him warily. "It depends on what you want to know."

Mr. Mine actually appears surprised, and I look at him chidingly in return. I may be a good girl having her first taste of real-life lust, but that doesn't make me an idiot who'll suddenly hand over my ATM pin. 

I take a peek at his expression, wondering if I might have offended him, but Mr. Mine seems to have relaxed, and the lightning-change of his mood makes me feel rather dizzy.

"Tell me then," he invites in a tone so thick, the sound has lust slithering over my folds. "What kind of question are you unwilling to answer?"

"Oh, you know," I say airily. "Just the usual."

His almost-smirk flashes over his lips. "I still make you nervous, don't I?"

"Only because I'm new to all this while you..."

"Me?"

"You're very..." A dozen words pop in my mind, but all of them are terribly inappropriate, and I end up saying exactly that. "...inappropriate."

I kinda thought that would make him laugh, or maybe even have him want to flirt with me some more if I'm lucky, but all he does is stare at me broodingly. 

Not good, self. 

I keep reading him wrong, and that's honestly starting to worry me. Is this the universe's way of telling me Mr. Mine is out of my league, and that staying with him will only lead to misery?

"Are you thinking of staying away from me?"

The words turn my entire world upside down, and it suddenly hurts to look at him. While I can't seem to get anything right about him, Mr. Mine is the opposite. He reads me like a book, and won't that make me boring in his eyes?

"Should I?"

The words are out before I even realize what I'm saying, but it turns out to be a blessing in disguise as they catch Mr. Mine off guard, and emotion flashes over his face.

Anger.

It lasts only for a moment, but even though his beautiful face is now expressionless, I know what I saw.

I know what it means.

The thought of me staying away actually angers him, and just as my face breaks into a smile, a scowl darkens his beautiful features, and he growls at me for the first time.

"Don't."

But I'm too giddy to be intimidated. "Don't what?"

"This is how it all starts," he warns. "A moth attracted to a flame—-"

Oh, Mr. Mine.

Don't you know by now that the more you push me away, the more I want to get closer?

"Until fire licks its wings—-"

I know the words are supposed to scare me, but it's just too late. He's already taken me hostage without knowing it—-

"And its whole world burns."

I'm already yours, Mr. Mine.

And now there's no turning back.

"I know what you're doing," I say softly, "and it's not working. You can make me burn to death, and I'll love every moment of it."

Mr. Mine's fist clenches over the table. "You're obviously too young to understand what you're asking for. You don't even know me—-"

"I don't care. I just want you to be mine—-"

Mr. Mine stiffens in his seat.

"And I want you to make me yours."

I say the words like it's my utmost plea, and I do so because I mean it.

I say it because I want this.

Because I want him.. 

I want everything with him, but when Mr. Mine suddenly jerks to his feet, I suddenly feel like I've pushed him too hard—-

"You should just forget about me."

And now everything's about to fall apart.

"Wait—-"

But he's already turned away, and I start to panic.

"Wait, please—-"

But he doesn't even look back as he walks away, and I run after him without hesitation.

"Did I say something wrong?"

I plant myself in front of him to block his way to the doors. 

"Did I do anything—-"

"It's not you," Mr. Mine says grimly. "You did nothing wrong. It's all me."

A choked laugh escapes me even as my heart squeezes at his words. "You do know that's a breakup line, right?" 

All I want is for him to smile, but all he does is stare at me like I really am a star that he can't ever hold on to.

"Perhaps in another life..."

Why does he keep pushing me away when we both know he wants me just as much as I want him?

"If we were to meet in another life, it would have been my pleasure to let you eat me."
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Acheron: She's here again.

Acheron: Yeah, she's back again today.

Acheron: She finally asked our staff about you.

Acheron: Staff says her eyes are puffy.

Acheron: Will you just fucking come and see her for yourself? 

****
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IS THIS YOUR WAY OF telling me karma fucking bites, God?

I bet it fucking is.

People like to say that God works in mysterious fucking ways, but I've always thought God gets bored like everyone else, and that's when things go south. 

He wants the best for us, sure, but He also likes fucking things up now and then, just to make things more interesting while He munches on popcorn in heaven.

In the years that civil war raged over my kingdom, and every man had to risk his life to free Huzna from tyranny, I was one of those who spoke scathingly of soldiers who felt themselves torn between love and duty.

Duty over personal interests, goddammit.

How difficult was that to process?

That had always been my personal credo, and it was not some platitude I simply mouthed. I always placed duty above all else, and that was also how I ended up engaged in the first place.

There was a Carribean island that we've had our eye on for some years. Its location was a key element in Huzna's defense strategy, and after much wheeling and dealing, I was able to acquire the property on one condition.

The seller wanted his granddaughter to marry a dependable man of his choosing while the girl wanted to marry for love. If I was willing to marry the girl and make her fall in love with me, the island would be mine, and I wouldn't even have to pay a single cent.

It was a deal I didn't hesitate to take, and I didn't pay any heed when my brothers warned me I was being too fucking hasty.

Duty over personal interests, right?

And that was how God had me eating my own words, when He let me meet the girl of my fucking dreams...just when I've already promised to marry someone else.

"This is it," Julian Alexeyev says.

Julian is a Russian professor who also happens to have a billion-dollar fortune, but right now he's taken the role of my chauffeur, and I feel like some inexperienced teenage boy with the way my heart pounds as my friend parks his car facing Mariposa House.

Our vantage point offers a clear unobstructed view of the cafe, and only a half hour passes when I see a girl cycle up to the B&B, her long blond hair loose, and her slim, toned body shown off to its every advantage in her sleeveless sports top and leggings.

"Is that her?" Julian asks.

A clipped nod is all I can manage, since I'm too fucking busy watching her like some crazy fanboy stalking his celebrity crush.

Just seeing her now makes my heart ache, and my knuckles have turned completely white at how hard I'm gripping the door handle. Every damn second is a struggle, every part of me desperately fighting against the urge to snatch her into his arms and give us what we both want.

I miss her, dammit.

That I do so makes me feel like a fool, but I don't give a damn. I know she's a stranger still, but she's already in my blood, and she's all I could think about the past fucking week.

"Did you really make it clear to her that it's impossible for the two of you to have a relationship?"

"I told her to forget about me."

"And?"

I look at the other man testily. "And what?"

Julian's eyes bore into mine. "You obviously didn't tell her the most important bit."

"I don't owe her anything—-"

"But you also knew she might not look at you the same way again if you told her you were engaged."

"I'm fucking betrothed, not engaged."

"That's the same thing—-"

"It isn't, dammit. Engagement is a personal choice, and my betrothal..."

"Go on," Julian taunts. "What's the difference then?"

Fuck.

FUCK.

FUCK.

My fucking betrothal is what it means to choose duty over personal interests, but it's also God giving me a dose of my own fucking medicine, for all the times I've given my soldiers hell when they were struggling to make the right choice.

"Why don't you just end it?" Julian asks quietly.

"Which one?" I ask bitterly. "My obsession with her, which has no cure? Or my betrothal, which is key to ensuring Huzna's ability to protect itself in future wars?"

"You're the only one who can answer that. But if you marry someone you don't love," my friend warns, "you could end up breaking another girl's heart."

****
[image: image]


JULIAN DRIVES US TO Paradijs when our stalking session concludes at the sight of her leaving the cafe and cycling away. 

I miss her, dammit.

But this just has to be a fucking obsession, and nothing else.

Fleur meets with us at the lobby, and Julian's wife insists I join them for lunch at the club. Most people underestimate Fleur because of her reputation for being a social butterfly, but she's long mastered the art of using this misconception to her advantage.

She's extremely good at charming information out of people, and even though I'm already on my guard, I somehow still end up telling her everything.

Dammit.

"I'm so sorry you're faced with a choice like this," Fleur says. "But if it means anything, I have this friend who married a guy knowing that he still loved someone else. Long story short, he realized that he no longer loved the other woman, so..."

"You believe I may eventually feel the same way for my betrothed."

"It's a possibility at least, don't you think?"

"He wouldn't know how to answer that," Julian drawls, "since he hasn't met her."

Fleur's eyes widen. "Seriously?"

"I've been...busy," I say stiffly. 

"You can't have been too busy," Julian points out, "since you also managed to 'obsess' over another girl in your spare time."

"Fuck off."

But of course, this only has my friend smirking, since me losing my temper means he's made his point.

"You can always check her social media," Julian's wife suggests. "At least you'd know what she looks like without having to meet her in person."

I make the right noises for Fleur's benefit, but the truth is, I already know I won't do anything of the sort. 

Ever since meeting her, it's become impossible for me to even think about my betrothal without feeling I'm committing fucking adultery. I don't even know her name, but I already feel like looking up my own betrothed on social media feels like I'm betraying her.

Karma fucking bites indeed, and I now know that I'm just as weak, just as fucking human as everyone else. The only reason I had it so easy when choosing duty over personal interest was because none of the other things had mattered as much. 

None of them had mattered the way she mattered, and now that I've learned my fucking lesson—-

You made Your point, God.

You made it loud and clear, so can You just show me what's the right thing to do now?
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Ember Hallman might be the girlfriend of Sheikh Ilyas Al-Masri in secret, but she was also officially employed by the royal family of Huzna, and it was the latter persona that was about to have a heart attack.

Today was supposed to be a dry run for next month's launch of The Huznan Way, a program that was months in the making and involved carefully selected individuals who would then share their specialized knowledge of Huznan culture, arts, and technology.

THW was all about showcasing everything the kingdom had to offer and proving to the world once and for all that it was not a nation of barbarians. And it truly wasn't, but how could she expect their guests to believe this when His Highness, Sheikh Rashad Al-Masri, had just sent away another woman in tears? 

And that was already the sixth...in the past hour alone!

She would've expected such actions from her boss-slash-secret-boyfriend Ilyas, who had always been the hotheaded and impatient sort. Maybe even Khadem, too, whose rare but violent displays of temper often resulted in his enemies being rushed to E.R. - if they were lucky enough to be alive, that was.

But Rashad?

The way he had been acting for the past hour was not like him at all. Rashad might not be as silver-tongued as the Crown Prince, but he had never done anything that could classify as a PR nightmare for the royal family...until now.

Ember fixed a smile on her lips while resisting the urge to run as she made her way to Adam Al-Masri. The renowned surgeon was half-French, half-Huznan, and he was also the first in his field to incorporate traditional Huznan medicine in post-op care. 

While Adam was attending today's luncheon as one of the representatives of THW, he also happened to be a cousin of the Huznan princes, and it was for this reason Ember urgently required the acclaimed surgeon's help.

Adam raised a brow when he saw Ember coming up to him with a dazzling smile. Not good, he thought right away, and his guess proved correct as the redhead murmured something about needing his opinion on this and that.

Ember then showed him her clipboard, and written on the first page of her notepad in big, bold letters were seven words.

GET SHEIKH RASHAD OUT OF HERE. PLEASE!

Adam nearly choked but managed to cough discreetly instead. While members of royalty generally inspired awe, his cousins mostly inspired fear because of their violent pasts. Ember, however, was a notable exception, and it was what had intrigued Adam the first time he had gotten to know her.

Ember beamed up at her boyfriend's cousin even as she grew more nervous upon seeing yet another woman approach Rashad. "What do you think, Dr. Al-Masri?"

"If I do as you ask," Adam drawled, "what do I get in return?"

"My undying gratitude?"

"I'd rather have you die another way." 

Adam's smile was devilish, but while the sight would've had most women sigh, it only had the redhead looking at him in exasperation.

"Will you please just help me, Dr. Al-Masri? Please?" 

"I will...on one condition."

If there weren't so many guests around them, Ember would have loved to step on Adam Al-Masri's foot as hard as she could. Couldn't he see that now was not the time to tease her like this, and all so he could piss Ilyas off? 

"Fine, whatever," Ember grumbled. "What it is do you want—-"

"Beg me again."

Ember nearly rolled her eyes. These Al-Masri men were all the same. Why did they always like having their women beg? Oh, whatever. She said without hesitation, "Please Dr. Al-Masri, I'm begging you. Please—-"

Too late, she saw that Adam was recording the entire thing, and Ember could only groan. "You know Ilyas is going to hate watching that."

"Exactly, Ms. Hallman. Exactly."

Ember mentally threw her hands up. Men and their silly games. Ilyas was sure to kill her for falling for Adam's trick, but she would just have to worry about that later. 

For now, however—-

"It's your turn," she said with a glower. "Can you please deal with Sheikh Rashad?"

Adam forwarded the video to his cousin with a push of a button before smiling at Ember. "As you wish."

Five minutes later, and Adam had successfully made up an excuse to get Rashad out of the luncheon. They were now in one of the many other in-house dining establishments of Paradijs, and Adam knew right away something was wrong when Rashad asked him about his feelings for Ember.

Although all four princes of Huzna were men of mystery as far as the whole world was concerned, those with close ties to the royal family were well aware that such a description was more fitting for Rashad than anyone else.

Rashad as a man of mystery would be no manufactured image. During the bloodiest years of Huznan history, Rashad's job had been of a classified nature, and one so deeply mired in the gray areas of political warfare that only those with Al-Masri blood were privy to what he was doing.

It had been a heroic but thankless job that turned Rashad into an intensely private person, and one whose sophisticated charm concealed the way he would assess every decision he made and ruthlessly dispose whatever or whomever he deemed unnecessary or potentially damaging to his kingdom.

Rashad's previous role in Huzna's civil war made any kind of emotion a weakness, but something seemed to have happened in recent days, and whatever that something was had led to this.

"I'm not serious about Ember at all," Adam said with a shrug. 

"Were you serious about her at any point?"

"I think it's a pity that Ilyas knew her first," Adam bluntly acknowledged, "but only because I know Ember would have been different from all the other women I've taken to bed."

"Different..."

Adam's gaze narrowed at the other man's brooding tone. "Is this about the girl you promised to marry?"

"The betrothal might not push through," Rashad said tautly. "I met someone else."

Adam stared at his cousin in disbelief. 

"And she's...different."

Adam nearly winced. Well, damn. When he had described Ember as someone 'different', he had only meant that he found her intriguing, in the sense that she had not thrown herself at him like all the other women did. 

On the other hand, Adam was certain Rashad meant something else when saying that the girl his cousin met was 'different', but with the kingdom's safety possibly at stake...

"Have you told the others about it?" Adam asked finally.

Rashad's lips twisted in a humorless smile. "All of my brothers are engaged to the women they love. How do you think they'd react to this?" 

Adam grimaced. "Point taken."

"You think I'm about to make the wrong choice, didn't you?"

Adam looked at his cousin evenly. "I'd choose the girl whose dowry will give Huzna's defense system a strategic advantage, and I'd do so because it's my duty."

"Even if the other girl is...different?"

"She can't be that different, since I don't believe in love."

The other man's lips tightened. "I never said I did."

"You don't have to," Adam said flatly. "That the other girl is even part of the equation says enough."
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Over a week has passed, and I find myself reluctantly caving in to to another one of Grandpa Paco's matchmaking attempts. Since he hasn't been as nagging as before, he really had me fooled into thinking he's finally seen the light, and he's letting me marry a man of my choosing.

Obviously, I should've known better.

The old man is a master at manipulation, and this time it's his threat to stop taking his meds that has me waving the white flag.

"His name is Brian," Grandpa Paco tells me. "He'll be waiting for you at Paradijs' lobby."

Paradijs is a membership-exclusive club, and this isn't the first time Grandpa has tried to pair me with a young man whose parents (or grandparents) belong to the same club. Sadly, all five dates have ranged from meh to bleh, and while I didn't think #6 would be any different—-

Brian surprisingly proves me wrong, and I find myself actually having a good time as we chat between sips of juice (mine) and beer (his). He's good-looking and smart, funny and outdoorsy, too. I think I could've liked him a lot more...if only I didn't meet Mr. Mine before him.

And speak of the devil, self!

This is going to sound gross, but it did feel like for a moment that shock could've made my eyes bulge out of its sockets. I just have a hard time believing I'm not imagining things. Is that really Mr. Mine walking towards me...in the company of Dr. Adam Al-Masri?

"Not good, babe."

Brian startles me when he cups my chin to gently make me face him again, and I feel genuinely embarrassed and ashamed when I realize he's caught me staring at another man while we're on a date.

I apologize profusely, but Brian assures me we're "cool", and I'm not sure how to take that. Is he saying it's just his ego that's hurt, but he actually doesn't mind if I'm interested in other guys?

"Is he your ex?"

"No, nothing like that," I hastily deny. "I just know him...from around."

"He looks familiar, though."

"Really?" It takes everything to keep my tone casual. "Where do you think you've seen him?"

"I can't seem to recall. But I'm sure I've seen him before." Brian glances over his shoulder as he speaks, and I'm unable to resist stealing a look myself.

Oh.

My breath catches at the way his handsome face immediately hardens upon seeing us, and I have to fight against the urge to run up to him and tell Mr. Mine he has nothing to worry about.

Have some pride, self.

Thoughts of him have haunted me every night, and he had me tossing and turning in bed while I tortured myself with questions I had no way of answering. 

Could I have done something different to make him stay? 

Does he remember me still? 

If he could do things all over again, would he still have chosen to walk away?

You hurt me, Mr. Mine.

You truly did.

There hasn't been a single instance that the rain doesn't remind me of him, hasn't been a single instance that I don't think of him every time I pass by a cafe or just about any place that has flowers gracing its entrance. 

I know this makes me sound like I'm the biggest loser on earth, but I've spent every morning hanging out at the B&B where we met, just hoping and hoping that he'd one day show up.

But he never did. 

It's as if he found it so easy to cut me out of his life, and so for me to see him now—-

"Rashad?"

It's Dr. Al-Masri who's speaking, and my senses reel a little when I realize it's Mr. Mine he's addressing.

Rashad.

I finally know his name, but it's too late, and I can no longer let myself care about this.

Over and done with, remember? 

I pin a smile on my face and reach forward to touch my date's arm. "Brian?"

Brian's cheeks are flushed when he looks at me, and the last thing I see is Mr. Mine's expression turning thunderous—-

But we don't care about that, do we, self?

No, we absolutely do not, and so I yank my gaze away from Mr. Mine and focus on my date. 

Focus, focus, focus.

It's a struggle to be honest, especially with the two men taking the table directly behind Brian's, and Mr. Mine making no effort to hide the fact that he's staring at me the entire time.

I'm sure he has his reasons for pushing me away, but what's done is done, and I've never been the type to knock my head endlessly against the wall.

You made your choice, Mr. Mine.

You knew I wanted you, and I knew you wanted me back. But you did what you did, and all we can do now is move on.

Over and done with, a.k.a. The End.

Or so I tell myself with foolish, hurt pride, but barely half an hour has passed since then, and I'm reduced to mumbling an excuse to Bryan before practically running to the ladies'.

I'm sure my date thinks I'm about to poop or something, and while there is something my body wants to release—-

It's something a lot grosser, and it's called tears.

You're so unfair, Mr. Mine.

I should probably stop calling him that, but how can I when the part of him that's Rashad isn't something he's let me see? All he is to me is a handsome stranger, just that, but as pathetic as it is, the mere sight of said stranger also has tears running down my cheeks.

When did you turn into a crybaby, self? 

Grandpa Paco raised me better and stronger than this, and I mustn't waste my tears on a man like him. 

We can do this, self!

I repeat the words in my mind as I spash cold water on my face, but when I step out of the ladies', the first thing I see is the man I was hoping to forget.

Remember your promise!

Having him this close is torture, with the way it reminds me of how his sheer presence alone can make me hot and wet. I wish I can say it's different now...but it's not. 

"Are you trying to make me jealous?"

The way he snarls the words out makes me want to strangle and kiss him at the same time.

How dare you, Mr. Mine?

I may want him terribly, and maybe I'm even a little in love with him, but I can't let him play hot and cold like this with my feelings, and so I force myself to answer him without even meeting his gaze. 

"No."

It's my turn to walk away, and I don't let myself look back. When it's over, it's really over, and I learned that from Mr. Mine himself.

When I return to my date, I see right away that the table behind Brian is empty, and my heart sinks at the sight. 

Stupid, stupid heart.

Didn't we just have a talk about this? 

We're better off without him. 

Truly.

"They left a while ago."

Brian's words startle me into looking at him again, and the wry expression on his good-looking face makes me cringe. 

"I'm so sorry." What else is there to say?

"If you really like him—-"

I quickly shake my head. "I don't—-"

"You can always make him jealous by spending more time with me."

I forget what I have to say when his motive becomes clear, and I end up laughing despite everything.

Bryan winces. "Ouch. Am I that inferior to him?"

"You know I don't mean it that way—-"

"Then it's a date," he says with a grin.

Did I just get guilt-tripped into a date?

"Brian..."

"It's just one date," he cajoles. "And it's for a good cause, too."

It's my first time to hear making another man jealous described in such a way, and I find myself smiling helplessly despite everything.

"If you go out with me again, your grandfather will lie low on the matchmaking."

He makes a pretty good point, but is it really alright for us to go on another date when we both know I like someone else?

"We'll have fun, I swear." 

I take a deep breath and finally relent. "Just one date then."

Brian grins and clenches his fist in a gesture of victory. "Yes!"

His reaction is flattering, but just when I'm starting to think there's a chance for me to like him a little more, Brian's phone starts ringing and I see the name 'Jennifer' flash on his screen just before my date quickly shoves his phone deep into his pocket.

Brian clears his throat. "I wish I can spend more time with you, but I have to meet up with my study group..."

"Oh, sure." I smile at him reassuringly. "Please don't let me keep you." 

Relief flashes over his face, and I feel more amused than offended as I cheerfully wave him off. With #6 being another epic fail, I think it's time to tell Grandpa Paco that these boys from Paradijs just aren't for me.

Oh well.

I'm sure other girls would've still given him a chance, but I want what Mama and Papa had. I know my standards are pretty unrealistic and unreasonable, but I don't care. I want to be with a man who'd pursue me with passion and obsess over me and me alone—-

(Like Mr. Mine, perhaps?)

The thought comes out of nowhere, but I quickly brush it aside and distract myself by checking the time. 

Mm.

Since it usually takes Grandpa Paco at least an hour before he's done playing backgammon with his old pals, I guess that leaves me free to just wander aimlessly around the club, and that's exactly what I end up doing until my feet eventually take me to a gardenside cafe.

It starts to rain just as I take one of the tables by the window, and my fingers tremble as I wrap them around my frothy hot cup of latte.

Déjà vu, self.

A twinge of pain squeezes my heart, but I force myself to ignore it. I reach for my cup, but just as I'm about to take a sip, someone slides into the chair next to mine, and I end up choking instead.

Mr. Mine.

I lower my cup back on the table rather clumsily, and when I look up, it's to see his tiger-gold eyes glittering at me in a way that has my body reacting with shameless haste. My breasts are now swollen and aching, my nipples erect, and my pussy quivering and oh-so-wet.

"Hello."

The purr in his voice makes me want to close my eyes and savor it...even as I have this really stupid urge to cry.

I hate you, Mr. Mine.

Do you know how many times you've caused me to curl up in bed, all agonized and terrified because I couldn't bear thinking that I could never hear you purr again?

His gaze darkens. "You're angry at me."

"Shouldn't I be?"

"Is that why you were trying to make me jealous?"

I only shrug this time, and his tiger-gold eyes blazes with fury. 

"Who is he?" 

He isn't shouting, but he almost is, and I never, ever thought it was possible for a man like Mr. Mine to loose his shit like this.

"Is he your new boyfriend?"

"Why do you care?"

"Just answer the fucking question, damn you!"

Mr. Mine is definitely no Brian. He won't ever think it's 'cool' if he were to catch me looking at another man, but—-

"You pushed me away, remember?"

"And you said you wanted to be mine, remember?"

My heart pounds against my chest even though his words leave me furious and frustrated, but more than anything else I'm also fascinated against my will by the savageness of his tone and the way rage is etched over the sculpted lines of his face . 

"What is it do you want from me?" I ask helplessly. "You flirt with me, but you push me away. You disappear from my life, but now—-"

His fist pounds the table, and I nearly jump out of my seat.

"Do I really have to spell it out for you?" 

I don't know whether to feel impressed or worried that Mr. Mine doesn't seem to care he has other people around us staring.

"I thought I could live without you," he says between clenched teeth, "but the moment I saw some boy dare touching what's mine, I knew I was wrong."

Oh, Mr. Mine.

"I need you, and just you."

"Because you were jealous?"

"Possessive."

"Which also means...jealous."

"Damn you."

All I can do is look at him this time, and not just because our rapid exchange of words has me temporarily out of breath.

I'm dying, self.

And it's all because of the way he's said those words. It's almost like he's telling me... 

I love you.

Tiger-gold eyes narrow at me. "Why are you looking at me like that?"

Because I think you're in love with me. 

That's really what I think. 

What I feel. 

But since I also know it's too early to drop that kind of bomb—-

"Because it's my first time to have a man jealous over me."

It's the truth, but not quite the truth either.

Mr. Mine studies me broodingly. "So you were trying to make me jealous."

"I wasn't—-"

"It doesn't matter."

"But I really wasn't—-"

"I'll make sure to take the necessary steps so you will have no reason to make me feel jealous again."

I know I should insist on clarifying that I truly wasn't trying to make him jealous, but his words have me successfully distracted. "Steps? What kind of steps?"

His tiger-gold eyes gleam, and I realize too late I've fallen for his trap.

"To start with...I'll take you up to my suite."

Holy—-

"Remove your clothes."

Holy—

"And make you cum again and again until you understand that you are the only woman I'm craving for."

Holy fuck-a-poley.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter Six




[image: image]


If I ever needed more proof that this man is out of my league, then those words are it. 

Tread carefully, self.

Imagine yourself as this helpless little lamb, and right next to you is a tiger. Would you feel safe and comfy, just because its claws are sheathed, and it has yet to open its jaws?

No, of course not.

Big, bad animals like Mr. Mine will always make creatures like me feel small and vulnerable, and I love it. 

He only has to stare at me the way he's doing now, and I already feel like I'm in danger. All he has to do is be close to me, and it's more than enough to have a creamy rush of lust drenching my pussy.

And when I think about what he's just said—-

I'll take you up to my suite.

Remove your clothes.

And make you cum again and again until you understand that you are the only woman I'm craving for.

I clear my throat, but it's not enough, and I can feel him staring at me in amusement as I end up taking several gulps of my latte.

Calm down, self.

I look up, and my sanity threatens to flee when I see one of his almost-smirks playing over his lips. 

C'mon, Mr. Mine. 

Can't you be a little less hot so I can think clearly?

I take another gulp of latte and clear my throat before making another attempt to speak. "So, um, about those steps you mentioned."

"What about them?"

"When someone says they're going to take steps to do this or that, they usually start with the basics. Like..step one, which is for us to get to know each other. Or something like that. People don't usually begin with Step 200—-" 

Such as taking to his suite a girl whose name he doesn't even know. 

"Or Step 500."

Such as making said girl cum again and again until—-

"Are you asking me to slow down?"

"Kinda?" And when that doesn't seem enough for him, I add rather lamely, "I'm new to this."

"And so you feel scared."

"A little."

"Don't be."

He's purring again, and oh my gosh, but I. IS. SWOONING. Again.

"I'm a damn good teacher—-"

Halp, self!

"And I'm very hands on when I teach."

The double entendre is more than enough to turn my panties into a soaking mess, and I quickly squeeze my legs shut before anything can start dripping down my legs.

"Is something wrong?"

His languid tone makes my heart skip a beat even when it tells me I'm being toyed with.

"You know exactly what's wrong."

His lips curve into another almost-smirk. "You're pouting."

"And what if I am?"

"I like it."

Oh, Mr. Mine. 

You haven't lost your way with words at all, but I think it's time I turn the tables just a bit.

"Stop it."

The whispered words take him by surprise, and it's his turn to take the bait. "Stop what?"

"Being so sexy," I say with a mischievous smile, and after a moment of silence, he ends up chuckling softly, and the sound is just divine.

"Well-played, my sweet."

My heart trips over itself when I hear what he's called me, and just like that Mr. Mine regains the upper hand between us.

"I mean it though," I say breathlessly. "I need you to stop being so hot or I'll never be able to think clearly around you."

"Who says I want you thinking clearly?"

I stick my tongue out, and Mr. Mine's lips twitch. 

"Do you think I'm being childish?"

"I think you're being cute."

"Hmph." I playfully wag a finger at him...and end up gasping when he catches said finger with a nip of his teeth.

"Mr. Mine!"

The words are out before I realize what I'm saying, and all I can do is blush when I see the way his gaze widens.

"Mister...Mine?"

Forget about almost-smirks. What he has playing over his lips right now is a full-fledged smirk, and the sight of it has me feeling deliciously weak.

He leans close, and so do I.

He leans even closer, and I do the same.

Closer and closer and closer—-

"AHEM."

I shove Mr. Mine out of the way without thinking, and he nearly falls out of his chair since I've caught him by surprise.

Oops.

But I have no time to check if he's okay, since there's this old man suddenly standing in front of me.

"Grandpa, hi." 

My grandfather doesn't answer, and that is so not good since he's never been the type to hide what he's feeling. You'll always know when he's happy or mad, sad or grumpy. But right now, his expression can only be described as enigmatic, and it's making me feel doubly nervous.

"I don't see Brian around."

Grandpa Paco sounds so bland, and it's making me want to start biting my nails. 

"He, um, had to leave early."

"I see."

His gaze flicks to Mr. Mine, who's now standing next to me, and I take it as my cue to make the necessary introductions. "Grandpa, I'd like to introduce my friend, Rashad." 

I feel Mr. Mine stiffen the moment he hears me utter his name, and I turn to smile brightly up at him even as I will him with my gaze to pretty, pretty please play along. Grandpa Paco places a lot of importance on first impressions, so we only have this one shot to win his approval. 

"Rashad, this is my grandfather Francisco San Jose. But everyone just calls him Paco."

The old man comes from a generation that firmly believes in 'age begetting respect', and relief has my knees knocking against each other when Mr. Mine is the first to reach out for a handshake.

Good job, Mr. Mine!

"A pleasure to meet you, sir," Mr. Mine says in his deep, strong voice.

My grandfather only grunts in response, but I tell myself that's still better than nothing until—-

"Are you really a friend of Maddy," the old man asks oh-so-casually, "or you're hoping to become more?"

Holy, holy, holy Mother of Mockery!

I can't believe he's just asked that, and I realize too late that I should've just wished for Grandpa Paco to give Mr. Mine the cold shoulder like he usually does with any guy he hasn't personally introduced me to.

Mr. Mine glances at me, and I freeze.

This is it, I think numbly. He's going to make up some excuse to leave, and who can blame him? With the way Grandpa Paco's acting, it's totally understandable if Mr. Mine feels like he's about to be threatened with a shotgun wedding.

"I'm hoping to be whatever your granddaughter wants me to be."

What did he just say?

The two men start talking while I struggle to make sense of what just happened. 

"Come join us for dinner," Grandpa Paco invites gruffly. 

"Only if it's my treat," Mr. Mine answers with surprising suaveness. "Your choice of restaurant, of course."

Grandpa Paco laughs heartily. "It's a deal."

And that's how we end up walking out of Paradijs like one big, happy family.

Mr. Mine excuses himself to take a call just as Grandpa Paco's car comes up Paradijs' driveway, and I'm about to step inside when the old man blocks my way with his cane.

"You should ride with him instead."

"Grandpa!" I know he wants me married, but c'mon now.

"He's the first man you've showed interest in," he points out. "You think I'm not going to take advantage of it?"

"You don't even know him," I protest.

"That's where you're wrong," he says smugly. "He's a member of Paradijs, and so I know he's no fortune hunter."

"Grandpa!"

"Granddaughter!"

The way he mimicks my tone makes me realize I'm acting just a little hysterical, and a rueful smile breaks over my lips despite everything.

Grandpa Paco has always been the type to make snap decisions, and if I'm being honest, I know I kinda sorta take after him as well. Things might be moving too fast, but should I make a fuss when said things are also moving in the direction I desire?

"Did I read the situation wrong, Maddy?"

The gruff concern in the old man's voice makes me sigh, and I tiptoe and place a kiss on his cheek. "No, you didn't."

"All I want is for you to be happy."

"I know." Even when there are times that he annoys me so, I've never once doubted how much he loves me. 

"And you know..."

Grandpa's tone turns decidedly casual.

"I also think this young man of yours can make you happy."

"Oh, you do, do you?"

Grandpa grins. "Am I being too obvious?"

"Subtle as a sledgehammer, actually."

"But do you like him?"

I look into his eyes so he knows how serious I am. "I'm pretty sure I'm in love with him."
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Mr. Mine raises a brow when he returns to my side and sees that Grandpa Paco is no longer around.

"He says I should ride with you."

"Good."

"You know he's matchmaking, right?" I hold my breath as soon as I say the words, but Mr. Mine appears unruffled. 

"I'm glad he deems me suitable."

"It's more than that," I feel obliged to clarify, just to make sure that he's aware of the precarious position he's in. "Your bachelorhood is at risk, I'm afraid. My grandpa thinks you're quite the catch—-"

"That's because I am."

His words startle a laugh out of me, but it doesn't last long. There's something about this whole situation that doesn't feel completely right, but I can't quite put my finger on it.

"What's wrong?" 

His voice is quiet, but it's the warmth in his tiger-gold eyes that makes me feel even more bewildered  and unsettled. The stars have finally started to align for both of us, but instead of being grateful, here I am doing what I can to stir up a hornet's nest.

Mr. Mine is still looking at me, and I force a smile. "Sorry, I'm just being silly. I don't think there's anything wrong—-"

"And that's what's worrying you."

Oh, Mr. Mine.

Why does it seem like he knows me better than I know myself? I can't even figure out what's troubling me, but I know it's exactly as he says it is the moment I hear his words. 

I was scared Grandpa Paco's shameless attempt at matchmaking would turn him off, but he doesn't seem bothered at all. I know Mr. Mine can easily be the kind of man to take everything in stride without revealing his thoughts, but I have this weird feeling he really doesn't mind that my grandfather sees wedding bells every time he looks at us.

And yes, I do know I shouldn't question a gift horse in the mouth, but...

"Why aren't you mad?" I blurt out.

His ride comes up the driveway before he can answer me, and I'm momentarily distracted when I realize he's helping me into the backseat of a limousine. My grandfather is obviously no pauper, but even my old man isn't so fancy he's going around the city in a limo.

Mr. Mine slides in next to me, and my heart skips a beat as I hear the thud of the door closing shut.

It's just the two of us again, and while I love that it's so—-

"We really do need to talk," I say reluctantly.

"We do," Mr. Mine agrees. "And we will. Later."

"But—-"

Mr. Mine hauls me to his lap, and I forget why I want to talk in the first place the moment I feel myself straddling his muscled thighs.

Mr. Mine is right, I think dreamily.

Why waste time talking now when there's this thing that's oh so big and hard that has started poking my belly?

Poke, poke, poke it goes, and lust reenters my bloodstream.

His gaze captures mine, and the look in his eyes—-

"You're the one doing it this time," I whisper.

"Do what?"

"Looking at me like you want to eat me."

"Because I do."

Sweet, sweet, sweeeeeet fantasy, baaaaaaby.

When words utterly fail me, there's always the Mariah Carey to articulate what I want to say, and everything that's happening right now is the sweetest fantasy, since it wasn't so long ago when I really believed it was over between us.

Oh, Mr. Mine.

Mr. Mine stiffens when he sees my lip start to tremble. "What's wrong?"

I wish I can tell him there's truly nothing wrong this time, but all I can do at the moment is bite my lip hard to keep myself from crying stupid tears of joy.

Stop being such a crybaby, self! 

Mr. Mine's jaw clenches. "If you're suddenly having second thoughts about me, just forget it."

"But—-" 

"I don't give a fuck if you suddenly feel I'm too old for you. You're mine now," he says savagely, "and I'll never let you go."

Oh. 

Wow.

Mr. Mine is being jealous again.

Hihihi.

I cup his face, and he jerks at my touch.

"If you had just let me speak, I would've told you that the reason I'm fighting back tears is because I'm happy."

"Bullshit."

"But it's true," I insist. "You're the only man I've ever cared about—-" My voice trails off when Mr. Mine takes hold of my hands before gently lowering them down. 

"You say such words easily, my sweet."

"Because it's true."

"And yet you've let that boy touched you."

Uh...oh.

"Did you not?"

He makes me feel defensive, but I choose to go on the offensive instead. "What about you?" I ask archly. "Do you expect me to believe that the whole time we weren't together, you never—-"

"Never."

Uh...oh, 2.0.

I don't waste time making amends, and I apologize in a rush. "My bad. I'm sorry."

"Not good enough, I'm afraid."

The menacingly soft way he's drawled those words out makes me a little nervous, and so I bite my lip and say, "But Rashad—-"

The distraction works like a charm, and Mr. Mine's gaze narrows. "How did you know my name?"

"I heard Dr. Al-Masri use it earlier when he was talking to you."

"You know Adam?"

"I know of him." I look at him curiously. "How do you know Dr. Al-Masri?"

"We...share the same blood."

"Then...that means you're part Huznan as well?"

"Will it bother you if I say yes?"

I look at him in surprise. "Why should it?"

His gaze turns hooded, and I have a feeling what he's about to say matters a lot to him. "Most people are under the impression that men from...our kingdom are of a certain type."

Understanding dawns, and I look at him with sham terror. "Oh no! I forgot all about that, and now I'm so scared!"

Mr. Mine rolls his eyes.

I wrap my arms around myself in a gesture of self-defense. "Please don't hurt me, sir. Please—-" 

His finger is suddenly on my lips, and I shut up in an instant.

"You've made your point," he says dryly.

But just as he's about to pull his finger off, something wicked this way comes, and before I know what I'm doing, I already have his finger in my mouth, and I'm sucking on it like his pointer is my favorite lollipop.

Mr. Mine curses hoarsely his breath, and lust oozes out of my pussy at the sound.

"Enough."

But this only makes me suck harder on his finger, and Mr. Mine breathes hard.

A moment later, I feel his hand cup my cheek, and he says gently, "Enough, Madeleine."

It's his first time to say my name, and his method of distraction also works like a charm. My lips part in shock, and it's my turn to ask, "How did you know my name?"

"Your grandfather called you Maddy, didn't he?"

"Oh." He sounds a little too smooth, but I'm probably just imagining things. 

"I prefer Madeleine, though."

And when he says my name like he's making love to every syllable—-

I prefer it, too.

So much so that—-

"Say it again, please."

"Why?"

"Because I like how you say it."

"Because of my accent?"

"No."

"Then why...Madeleine?"

A sweet ache squeezes my pussy, and I feel my body melting against his as I say, "Because you say it like I'm yours."

"You are."

"And you?" I ask tremulously. "Are you mine?"

"I am."

He says the words so swiftly and firmly, it almost feels like a dream.

"From the very moment we met," he says fiercely, "I was yours."

But I know it isn't.

It may feel like a dream, but it's not.

This is real, and I know this to be true not just because of what he says, but how he says it, and it's that moment—-

It's that moment when my Mr. Mine becomes what he will be for the rest of my life.

He's my Rashad, and because he's mine just as I'm his—-

I place one hand gently against his chest, and my pulse leaps in excitement when I feel his heart pound under my palm. "This is like our second chance, isn't it?"

"It is."

"And a second chance is like...another life."

Rashad's forehead creases. "I suppose."

"So..." I look at him from under my lashes. "Does this mean you'll let me eat you now?"

Say yes, say yes, say yes!

But the car has slowed down to a stop before he can even answer, and an almost-smirk curves over his lips when I look at him in unconcealed dismay. 

"To be continued," he says mockingly as he helps me out of the car.
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I'm still pouting like a spoiled little brat as Rashad leads me inside Grandpa's favorite steakhouse, but I forget what I'm sulking about when I see the way other women have started ogling my man.

Grrr!

Rashad's steps come into an abrupt halt when I fall against his side. "Madeleine?" Concern makes his accent more pronounced, and I mentally file this under Top Adorable Things About Mr. Mine.

"Are you alright?"

I can practically hear the women around us grinding their teeth in envy at the way Rashad gently tips my chin up, and it's a real struggle not to succumb to the temptation of meeting all of their gazes just so I can say once and for all—-

Rashad is Mr. Mine because he's mine so hands off, girls!

Oh, if only.

But I obviously can't, and so I do the next best thing and gesture to my ankle with a pained look. "I think I twisted it." I look up at him with my lower lip out. "Can you carry me to Grandpa's table?"

Rashad swings me up in his arms, but just as I hide my smile in the crook of his neck, he then murmurs straight to my ear, "I know you're faking it."

A giggle escapes me, but I'm still determined to maintain my innocence. "No comment."

Everyone we walk past ends up looking at us, and most of the women appear vexed and envious. They obviously don't get why an ordinary girl like me has ended up with someone like Rashad, and while I don't get it either—-

There's at least one person in this place who thinks Rashad and I make a great pair, and obviously it's none other than the old man himself.

Grandpa Paco has the biggest grin on his face as he watches Rashad carefully lowering me to a chair. You'd think he's won the lottery or something, but—-oh!

I was wondering earlier why the old man was being so weirdly nice to Rashad, and my suspicion only grows when Grandpa Paco engages Rashad in shop talk as soon as he takes his seat.

"Ahem."

I wait until both men are looking at me before shaking my head at my grandfather.

"You can drop the act now, Grandpa."

The old man immediately starts blustering. "What act?"

"So not fooling anyone."

"Bah! I'm not trying to fool anyone—-"

But the way he's unable to meet my eyes says otherwise.

"You're usually rude to any guy I introduce you to—-"

"So?" Grandpa Paco's defensive tone only convinces me that I'm on to something. "It's simply my way of testing them and making sure they're no fortune hunter—-"

"Bingo!" I give my grandfather a smug look. "That's why you've been so unbelievably nice to Rashad, isn't it? Because you know he's super rich, and so you don't have to worry about him having any ulterior motives for dating me."

I wait for Grandpa Paco to admit that I've nailed it perfectly on the head, but my elation somewhat fades when I see that his expression has turned enigmatic once again.

"Grandpa?"

The old man glances at Rashad, and when I look at him as well, I'm stunned to see the rather grim set of his jaw. 

"Rashad?"

Why do I have a feeling like I'm missing something?

"I have something to tell you."

And why does Mr. Mine sound so tense all of a sudden?

"The truth is—-"

Grandpa Paco cuts him off, saying in a grudging tone, "Alright, I admit it. You're right, you found me out. I do know who he is—-"

"Ha! Knew it."

"But I'm guessing you don't."

It's my turn to feel defensive. "Just because we haven't known each other for very long—-"

"Rashad, my dear Maddy, is one of the royal princes of Huzna."

Oh.

Okay.

Um.

Right.

Rashad takes my hand under the table, and I'm not sure what to think when his grip tightens around mine. 

"Will you excuse us, Paco?" he asks my grandfather while still holding my hand like he thinks I mean to escape him. "I'd like to speak to Madeleine somewhere private."

I'm not sure how he manages it, but maybe this is just how royalty works, and the next thing I know it's the restaurant manager himself offering the use of his private office, and Rashad is gently guiding me to sit on a couch.

He waits until we're alone before crouching down in front of me. 

"I'm sorry you had to find out this way."

His voice is harsh, and he takes my hands into his in a grip that makes me feel I'm more like his captive than his date.

"Are you really a prince?"

"I'm a sheikh with royal blood, yes."

A sheikh.

It sounds very exotic, and very much him, but—-

"Aren't sheikhs supposed to marry...lady sheikhs?"

He chokes.

"Did I say it wrong? Is it sheikhess? Sheikhueen? Maybe Sheikhina like Shakira—-"

"Are you trying to make me laugh?"

I grin, and he groans.

"Damn you."

He's saying those words that way again, and the sound tugs painfully at my heartstrings.

"I thought the truth would make you..."

"Angry?"

"And hurt," he says grimly.

"Why should it?"

"Because I lied to you."

A rueful smile curves over my lips. "Let's put it this way. I'm just glad that you only lied about being a prince, rather than me finding out you're only with me because of my grandfather's money." 

I'm hoping those words are enough to clear things up, but Rashad's expression remains strained.

"Stop being a worrywart," I chide him teasingly. "Can't we just kiss and make up, please?"

I only mean it as a joke, but when his gaze goes straight to my lips, sexual tension erupts in the room, and I can barely breathe as Rashad slowly lets go of my hands.

His gaze holds me captive, and all I can do is tremble and ache as he joins me in the couch. 

This man can have any girl he wants, but for some reason, it's me that he craves, me that his tiger-gold eyes are now busily devouring.

It's that same look again in his eyes, and lust tickles down my spine as I find myself unable to resist asking—-

"Are you finally going to eat me?"

The desire in his eyes turns hotter and wilder, and it's all I can do not to moan as he traces my lips with his thumb.

His touch is fire, and I'm burning with need.

"You don't know how badly I want to kiss you."

He's growling like some beast in heat, and it has me begging him shamelessly.

"Then kiss me. Please."

"I can't."

Frustration fills me, and I don't bother hiding it. "Why?"

"Because when I do, it will leave your lips so damn swollen, and everyone who sees you will know exactly why that is...your grandfather included."

Oh.

He raises a brow. "But if that's okay with you—-"

I quickly shake my head. "It's not."

Another one of his sexy little almost-smirks forms over his lips. "I thought you'd say that...which is why I'll need you to choose something else."

My forehead creases. "Choose what?"

"A secret part of your body," he says lazily, "that you want me to claim first."

Holy, holy, holy Mother of Debauchery!

Rashad once said he's bad in every unimaginable way there is, and I so believe him now. 

"Are you serious?" I ask breathlessly.

"Tick tock, my sweet," he says mockingly. "Choose now or I'll make the choice—-"

I actually feel a little nervous, and I say in a rush, "I choose my boobs!"

His lips twitch, and I realize I might've actually screamed the words out?

"Excellent."

And now he's purring, and I feel excited, scared, and pressured all at once.

"Don't expect much. Like literally." I know I've started babbling, but I can't help it. "They're not that big—-"

"They're perfect."

"No, they're not—-"

"And I'll make you feel just how perfect they are."

Forget about swooning.

Because this time, I. IS. DROWNING. 

"Raise your arms, my sweet."

The words remind me of how my favorite 2D heroes enjoy ordering their own women around, and I. IS. LOVING. IT.

Up my arms go, and Rashad gently pulls my blouse over my head. 

My arms lower back down, and I see him staring at my breasts like they're a feast for his eyes.

"Perfect," he whispers, and I can only moan and writhe when he finally reaches for my tits.

His fingers slowly trace their roundness, and my boobs swell at the teasing gentleness of his touch. He promised to make me feel how perfect they are, and I definitely feel it now.

I never thought a man could ever look at my boobs this way, and sweet, sweet, sweeeet fantasy, baaaaaaaby—-

Rashad suddenly claims my waist to haul me up, and just as I find myself kneeling on the couch, and my legs are straddling his strong, hard thighs, he's also yanking my bra down, and now he's cupping my tits—-

Oh...yeeees.

Perfection is exactly how he makes me feel as he nuzzles the valley between my boobs while his hands start kneading my swollen pair of globes.

He kneads them slowly and gently, then roughly and forcefully, and just as I cry out at how perfect it all feels, Rashad makes it more so when he finally takes one nipple into his mouth and starts suckling.

Oh yes, oh please, oh gosh.

He sucks and sucks and sucks, and all I can do is clutch the back of the couch as he claims this secret part of me like he promised. 

My nipples are now on fire, and a cry spills past my lips as he moves to claim my other tit and the whole tortuously perfect cycle begins anew.

Don't stop, please.

And he doesn't. 

He just sucks and sucks and sucks, and the way he does it, oh gosh—-

It's just so violently, agonizingly perfect-—

That all I can do is moan the truth as I start to cum.

I love you.

The words tumble past my lips, and I can't seem to stop moaning them over and over and over.

I love you.

I love you.

I love you.

My orgasm feels endless, but the final tremors eventually fade, and that's when sanity slaps me in the face.

Have you lost your mind, self? 

I try to scramble off his lap, but Rashad pulls me back down, and my throat tightens in fear.

"What did you say?" he asks hoarsely.

"Nothing."

"Don't lie."

"Just forget what I said," I cry out.

"I can't."

"Why?"

"Because I want to say it back."

I stare at him in shock. "D-Don't toy with me like this."

"I'm not."

My heart bangs against my chest, and I want to pinch myself just to make sure this isn't all a dream.

"Say it," Rashad urges. "Say it, Madeleine."

Fear makes me want to refuse him, but when I see the way he's looking at me, the words simply spill out—-

"I love you."

Rashad cups my face, and my heart feels like it's about to burst.

Is this truly happening, self?

"I love you, Madeleine."

A teary laugh escapes me, and then I feel like I'm about to pass out in sheer happiness when Rashad starts showering kisses all over my face.

He loves me! He loves me! He loves me!

I'm still on cloud nine when we finally walk out of the office, and it thrills me to no end that Rashad doesn't let go of my hand even when we're already back at our table. It's silly, I know, but I guess this means I have another thing to add under Top Adorable Things About Mr. Mine.

I'm still mentally pinching myself when dinner finally ends, and Rashad is asking my grandfather if he can take me out for a nightcap.

"I promise to have her back with you by midnight," Rashad says.

"Or you can just keep me all night," I counter mischievously.

"Maddy," my grandfather growls.

"Madeleine," my boyfriend (he is that now, isn't he?) groans at the same time.

But this only has me blinking innocently. "What?"

"Definitely by midnight," Rashad stresses when my grandfather looks like he's about to have an aneurysm.

"But—-"

Rashad glances at me, and the glint in his tiger-gold eyes has me biting back the rest of my words. 

Oh, fine.

We do have the rest of our lives anyway, so if he wants to send me back by midnight, fine.

But as for the few hours that we have to ourselves—-
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My little blonde troublemaker gets between my legs and sinks to her knees the moment we're within the private confines of my car. Her amber eyes are full of mischief as she meets my stunned gaze, and all I can do is suck my breath when she unbuckles my belt and slowly unzips my pants.

"I've been dreaming of your cock for so many nights, Mr. Mine."

God, she's calling me that again, and when I think of her dreaming of my cock—-

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

I see her eyes widen in shock when she sees that her fingers aren't quite enough to handle my thickness, and a hoarse chuckle slips past my lips.  

"Does it scare you?"

"A little."

I'm certain she's telling the truth, but the way she also licks her lips tells me she's just a bit excited as well.

"You have a lovely little mouth, Madeleine."

I reach down to trace her lips, and she trembles at my touch.

"Very, very lovely," I murmur, "and exquisitely small."

The last word makes her swallow hard, and my whole body turns hard with arousal at the sight. 

"Have you ever tasted a man's cum before?"

She shakes her head vehemently. "Never."

"But would you want to?"

"I never used to like the idea of giving a man head," she whispers, "but now..."

She licks her lips again, and it's getting harder and harder to fight against the urge to drive my cock into her sweet little mouth.

"Just thinking about swallowing your cum makes me wet. I'm dying to have a taste of it..."

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

A groan escapes me, and I see her shudder at the sound of my groan.

The sight is humbling and terrifying, and it drives me mad when I think about how not once - not fucking once - has this beautiful girl tried to hide how much she wants me.

I want to ask my Madeleine what I've done to deserve someone like her, and I want to know so that I'll make sure to keep doing it. But just when I'm about to speak, I feel her slim fingers tighten around my cock—-

Ah, fuck.

To hell with talking.

The way her amber eyes are now cloudy with desire tells me she's just panting to have my cock in her mouth, and of-fucking-course I want that, too.

I see her body tremble wildly when I start stroking her hair, and her face becomes a picture of fear and helpless arousal when she feels my grip suddenly tighten.

"You look like you're about to cry," I purr.

"And you," she says shakily, "look like you enjoy seeing me this way."

"I do," I say without hesitation, and the words have her whimpering.

"Fear makes things more exciting," I croon. "You'll see."

I finally succeed in terrifying her, but just as she's about to escape, I'm already holding her lovely blonde head with both of my hands and slowly guiding it down.

"P-Please..."

Anxiety threads through her voice, but I also see her wide-eyed gaze darting repeatedly back to my cock, which is now violently twitching like a hungry motherfucking monster.

"Open your mouth, Madeleine."

"P-please—-"

"Now!"

I snap the word out in a harsh command, and just as her lips part in a cry, my cock drives in, and my beautiful little Madeleine finally has her first taste of cock.

"How is it, my sweet?"

She can't really answer me, with my cock already driving in and out of her mouth. But since I can also feel her choking and gasping around my thick, hard member, I know all she's thinking of right now is how she has this enormous thing stuffing her mouth—-

Her gaze flies up to my face, and I let my lips curve in a feral smile.

"Yes," I croon. "It's still swelling, isn't it? But don't worry, my sweet. You can take it."

And now I'm shoving my cock harder and deeper into her mouth, over and over and over until I finally sense it—-

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

My beautiful Madeleine has finally gotten the fucking hang of it, and she's now started sucking on my cock the way she once sucked on my finger. She sucks on it like it's the biggest, sweetest lollipop there is, and God, she's just so fucking good—-

"I'm going to cum in your mouth," I growl, "and you are going to swallow everything."

My grip on her hair tightens.

"Do you hear me, Madeleine? I need you to swallow and keep fucking swallowing until the last drop of my cum is trickling down your throat."

I feel her moan around my cock, and the way her tits heave wildly as she does is the final fucking push—-

"Madeleine, fuck..."

I cum in her mouth as fucking promised, my cock shooting load after load straight down her throat, and my Madeleine also does as she wordlessly promised, with the way she's swallowing every fucking drop—-

God, I love her.

It's the longest, wildest orgasm I've ever had, and both of us are temporarily spent when my cock makes a popping sound as I finally pull out of her mouth.

Madeleine collapses on the carpet, her dainty breasts rapidly rising and falling as she tries to catch her breath. I wipe myself clean with a hanky and swiftly zip myself back up so I can scoop her into my lap.

"I love you," she whispers, but before I can tell her I love her back, she's already fallen asleep in my arms.

God, I love her.

I know there are still things I have to tell her, things that I need to beg her forgiveness for, but I'm going to tackle those things one at a time. 

For now, I just want to savor having perfection in my arms.

Madeleine lets out a cute little yawn when we're finally back in Paradijs, and it's just too damn cute I have to pull her close so I can nibble on her lips.

She stares up at me when I pull away.

"What is it?" I ask gently.

"Did you enjoy it? Was I...good?"

The unusual note of shyness in her voice makes me haul her close. 

"You were magnificent," I whisper into her ear, and her cheeks are flushed with pleasure when I let her go.

We hear her phone buzz just as we're about to enter the elevator, and her lips curve in a rueful smile. "Can I go to the powder room and answer this? It might be Grandpa."

"Of course." I take my own phone out, and my forehead creases with a frown.

"What is it?" Madeleine asks.

"It seems I have my own calls to make," I answer in chagrin.

"Then stay here and do that," she says cheekily, "and make sure you let everyone know you can't be disturbed for the next three hours."

"Are you ordering me around?" I ask silkily.

Madeleine pouts up at me. "Do you have a problem with it?"

I let my lips tighten, and it's only when Madeleine starts to squirm that I allow her to see the gleam of amusement in my eyes.

"Of course not, my sweet." 

Her alarmed expression turns to one of open adoration, and I suddenly feel like someone's walked over my grave.

Fuck.

Our people strongly believe in omens, and I know the time has come to tell her about our betrothal. "Madeleine—-"

But her phone starts ringing again, and Madeleine looks at me apologetically. "I really have to take this..." 

I force myself to smile. "Of course."

But the feeling of evil foreboding only becomes more ominous as I watch her walk away. 

As soon as she's back, I vow to myself, I'll tell her the truth.

I'll make her understand that she's what matters most to me, and if I have to cancel my purchase of her grandfather's island, then so be it.

Madeleine disappears in a corner, and I force myself to focus on making my own calls. A few minutes turn into a half hour, and my worst fears are realized when I charge into the powder room and find it empty.

I try calling her, but she's already blocked my number.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

I call her grandfather, and that's when I find out the truth.

"It's the young man she met earlier," Paco says painfully. "He thought you were familiar, and he texted Maddy as soon as he remembered where he saw you. Where he saw us."

"He only saw us," I bite out. "How would he know—-"

"It's where he saw us," Paco cuts me off grimly. "Maddy knows I have this...this lucky ritual if you will. I only shop for tobacco to add to my collection...when I've just closed a deal."

FUCK.

"She wasn't crying when she came here, but..." Paco's voice breaks. "We broke her heart, Rashad. Badly."

My grip on my phone tightens. "I love her, Paco. I'm going there and explain—-"

"It's too late," Paco interrupts bleakly. 

"Just let me talk to her," I say fiercely. "I'll make her understand—-"

"Maddy has made up her mind."

"Maddy is the love of my life—-"

But the old man goes on talking like my love is just garbage.

"Maddy says you can have the island, and in exchange...you must promise to never show her your face again."

"Didn't you hear me?" I grate out desperately. "I love her—-"

"But if you come see her again even once, she's made me promise to sell the island to Huzna's worst enemy."
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I loved him. 

Those words used to bring me such joy, but now I use them to castigate myself as I cry into my pillow, and I only end up falling asleep out of sheer exhaustion.

I loved him.

The words stab me as soon as I wake up, and I still feel like a complete mess as I drag myself out of bed. I try to focus on taking one things at a time, but when I start brushing my teeth, I'm suddenly reminded by how this same mouth had been so, so busy sucking his dick, and I nearly throw up.

I end up brushing my teeth thrice, but my mouth still feels disgustingly dirty even after several rounds of gargling. I know I'm being stupid, but then...that's really what I am, isn't it?

You're so stupid, self!

Sobs clog my throat as my mind taunts me with all the other times I acted so, so stupid because of him. Does he know how I used to wait for him every morning at the cafe? Was he secretly laughing at me when I told him I was dying to have a taste of his cum?

And to think I even asked him—-  

I loved him so much, oh God, loved him so, so much that I actually asked if I was any good at giving him head.

You're so DAMN stupid, self! 

Pain nearly buries me alive, and I almost end up smashing the vanity mirror with my bare hands. How can I ever bear to look at myself again, knowing what an idiot I've been, to let myself believe that someone like Rashad can love someone like me?

Despair tempts me into staying in bed all day and wallow in my misery, but I manage somehow to go through the motions of living as I take a shower and change out of my pajamas.

It's almost eleven in the morning when I finally step out of the bedroom, and my phone rings as I pull the door shut.

"Hey." It's Brian again. "I'll be there in fifteen minutes."

"You're...what?"

Brian sighs. "You obviously forgot about our date, but that's fine. I'm happy to wait while you do whatever it is girls do to get ready. See you, babe."

He hangs up before I can tell him I'm not up to going out, and I have a feeling he knew what I had been about to say as well.

A date is the last thing I'm in the mood for, but since I would never have known the truth if not for him...

I'm still thinking about what to do with Brian when I belatedly notice my grandfather looking up at me from the landing, a strained expression on his face.

"You have a visitor, Maddy."

"I know." I force myself to smile as I descend the last few steps. "I promised Bri—-" My voice trails off when I realize that it's not actually Brian standing behind Grandpa...but him.

"Just hear him out this once," Grandpa says quietly. "And if you still do not wish to see him after this, I give you my word that he will never bother you again."
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Paco tells us gruffly to make use of his study for privacy, and Madeleine walks past me without looking my way. 

I follow her inside and close the door behind me. She stiffens visibly as soon as I turn around to face her, and remorse slashes into me when I see that her eyes are puffy from crying.

"I'm sorry, Madeleine."

"You're forgiven." Her words come out stilted, and I have my first taste of fear when she still refuses to look my way. 

In the past, she used to stare at me all the time. 

She even called me Mr. Mine, back when she didn't know who I was.

Have I lost her for good?

"I know you have every right to hate me," I say tautly, "but if you could let me explain..."

Madeleine lifts her shoulders in an awkward shrug. "I just don't see the point—-"

"The point," I cut in grimly, "is that I love you."

And that's when she finally looks at me.

And that's also when I see how much I've hurt her.

"I'm sorry—-"

"Then go," she says brokenly. "If you're really sorry, just leave—-"

"I can't. I love you—-"

A choked cry escapes her. "Do you really think I'm that stupid?"

"Just listen to me, alright? Just please, just listen—-please."

I tell her about the first day we met, and why I had to walk away. I tell her everything because I know now how much my lies have cost her, but all she does is look at me with glassy eyes.

It feels like she's slipping further and further from me, and I don't fucking know what else I can say or do to make her believe me. 

"You can ask Adam yourself," I say urgently. "I told him about you. I told him you were different, and that I wanted to choose you over my duty. And when I saw you with that boy, everything just became fucking clear. I knew then that I loved you—-"

But Madeleine only cuts me off. "Please stop saying that. Just stop." Her voice catches in the end, and my heart fucking splinters. 

"Didn't Grandpa tell you? The island's all yours. It's yours, okay? It's all yours." 

My Madeleine is babbling, and it kills me to hear her do so.

"So p-please. Please stop lying."

"I'm not lying—-"

"The island is yours," she whispers. "So what more do you want?" 

"I want you," I grit out, "not the fucking island—-"

"Stop! Lying!"

"It's no lie, Madeleine. I love you—-"

I move towards her as I speak, and her hand lands against my cheek with such force that my head snaps to the side.

"I'm s-sorry." She chokes back a sob. "I didn't mean to—-"

"Madeleine, please—-"

She shakes her head wildly. "There's nothing you can say that will change my mind. So please, let's just end it here. Don't ever speak to me again. Don't ever show yourself to me again or I swear, I s-swear I'll make Grandpa sell the island to your worst enemy—-"

"Then do it."
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Rashad's face seems like it's carved in stone when he says the words, but I just can't let myself believe him. Grandpa's island can protect Huzna from future wars, and so he can only be bluffing when he says I can sell it to his worst enemy.

"You can sell the island to anyone," Rashad goes on doggedly, "and it won't matter to me. I can find another way to protect my kingdom. A thousand other ways even," he grates out, "if that's what it takes. But there's only one you—-"

"Please just stop," I whisper painfully. "Don't you think you've hurt me enough?"

The words make Rashad flinch, and I see his throat working convulsively before he's able to speak.

"I never wanted to hurt you." 

Rashad's voice breaks, and when I look into his eyes, I see what I didn't want to see—-

Why, God?

Why must You let me see that his heart is also breaking?

"And I know...I fucking know I have no right to ask for another chance, but I have no choice."

Fear haunts his features, and it makes me want to cry. 

"I can't live without you, Madeleine. I've tried to imagine a life without you, and all I see is emptiness. You're my life. You're my love. So please."

Tears start rolling down my cheeks.

"Just tell me what to do to make you believe me. Ask me anything. Whatever you need me to do to prove that I love you—-"

He's always struck me as someone proud and strong, someone invincible really, but when his voice breaks again, it's at that moment everything becomes clear.

"Please."

He's begging. 

Rashad is begging, and all I can do is shake my head as everything becomes clearer and clearer.

"I love you, Madeleine. It's no lie."

"I k-know."

Rashad's face turns ashen. "But you can't make yourself trust me again. Is that it?" 

My lips part, but I'm all choked up with emotion that no words come out.

"I'm fucking begging you, Madeleine. Just ask anything of me, dammit. Anything—-"

"Y-You don't understand."

"Then make me," he bites out between clenched teeth. "Make me fucking understand—-"

"I'm saying there's nothing more you can do," I say with a teary laugh, "because I already believe you."

"God. Damn. You."

Rashad yanks me into his arms, and I can't remember feeling any more cherished as he starts showering my face with kisses.

"I love you, Madeleine, I love you. God, I love you."

His voice is hoarse, tender, and humble, and while I know I will never forget this moment for the rest of my life, there's something more important that we must do, and so I curl my arms around his neck and whisper, "I love you, too, so..."

Rashad jerks when he sees me perch myself on the edge of Grandpa's desk.

"Can you please, please finally eat me?"

His stunned expression turns into incredulity. "Madeleine..." 

I pout up at him. "What?"

Rashad looks as if he's torn between spanking my bottom for pleasure or punishment. "You do know your's grandfather's wealthy enough to hide you from me—-"

A knock on the door cuts him off. 

"Maddy?"

It's Grandpa.

"You have another visitor."

Rashad stiffens.

"Who is it, Grandpa?"

"It's...Brian."

I raise my brow at Rashad. Will you eat me or not?

Rashad's gaze narrows. Don't you dare.

I start to jump off the desk, but Rashad moves with lightning speed as he opens the door just enough to look straight into my grandfather's eyes and say, "Madeleine and I have made up, Paco. Brian will just have to fuck off."

All I can do is laugh as Rashad's tone remains courteous even when dropping an F-bomb, and it sounds like my grandfather finds this just as amusing as I hear him chuckle in response.

"I'll let him know my granddaughter's unavailable."

"I believe I said the boy can fuck off."

"Permanently unavailable then."

"I suppose that would do for now."

It's impossible not to notice the jealous possessiveness in Rashad's voice, and I'm almost tempted to pinch myself. I still don't understand why he loves me so, but since God gave Mr. Mine to me, who am I to question Him?

More importantly, it also means that God gave me to Mr. Mine, and so...

I get into work as soon as I hear Rashad close the door, and by the time he turns around, I already have my legs wide open, and my panties are on the floor.

"Madeleine, fuck..."

And then he's pouncing on me like the big, bad cat I've always envisioned him to be, and all I can do is moan as he has me flat on my grandfather's desk, and his mouth closes over my stiff, pearly bud of pleasure.

Yes, ooooooh yes. yes.

My fingers drive through his raven-black curls, and my legs somehow end up tossed over his shoulder as Rashad sucks hungrily on my clit.

"Oh God, Mr. Mine..."

I feel and hear him growl just before his teeth scrapes against my engorged clit, and I start seeing stars as lust electrifies every cell of my body. 

Uh...oh...

Rashad suddenly jerks away, but before I can even moan in protest and demand that his head be back between my legs, it's his other head that's now nudging against the swollen folds of my drenched flesh.

Uh...oh...uh...oh...

His thick, thick cock plunges hard and deep into my sobbing, shuddering pussy, and when his huge, huge member rips past my hymen—-

My brain shuts down as Rashad starts pounding into me, but since Mariah Carey seems to have taken a break, it's Beyoncé who ends up coming to my rescue as Crazy In Love's catchphrase plays over and over in my mind.

Uh...oh...uh...oh...uh...oh...you...know.

My dazed gaze takes in the harsh look of need on Rashad's handsome face, and as our eyes meet, he says hoarsely, "I love you—-"

The die-hard romantic in me just, well, dies, and as my body shatters in pleasure, all I can do is whimper the same thing over and over.

I love you.

I love you.

I love you.
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Epilogue
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It's a little over a week since Madeleine was formally welcomed as the newest (future) member of our family, and we're on our way to Paradijs for her first royal engagement when my little blonde troublemaker tells me she's finally figured out how she wants me to atone for my lies.

Since her amber eyes are now full of mischief, I can only sigh and prepare myself for the worst. "Go on." 

"I'd like you to talk to Adam..."

My gaze narrows. "What for?"

Madeleine excitedly unveils her plan, and I realize how badly I've underestimated my fiancée's talent for trouble.

"You fucking want me to do what?"

Her lips form a pout. "It isn't that hard."

"Are you serious?" I'd rather get into a fistfight with a fucking bear than do what she's asked.

"Please, Mr. Mine."

Ah, fuck.

I know I should be used to it by now, but I'm not, and so I still end up like putty in her hands every time she calls me that, and fuck, fuck, fuck—-

She's now grinding her pussy against my cock, and I can feel my I.Q. sinking faster than the fucking Titanic.

"Please..."

And now she's taking the initiative to pull my cock out of my pants—-

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

I watch her head fall back as she impales herself on my violently throbbing cock—-

Her dazed gaze locks with mine. "Please, Mr. Mine."

Ah, fuck, I give up.

"You win," I groan. 

"Thank—-aaaaaah."

Her words turn into a cry as I roughly grab her by the waist and start bouncing her on my cock.

"Oh God, Rashad..."

I try to make it fucking last, but the sight of her riding my cock with such wild abandon is just too fucking much, and all I can do is groan as lust pounds through my body.

"Fuck, Madeleine, fuck..."

"Rashad, oh God..."

I thrust into her again and again even as I fill her with my cum, and her pussy squeezes my cock as pleasure rocks her body, and Madeleine loses herself in her own orgasm.

God, how I love her.

And that's why two hours later, I'm doing as she asked, never mind if it's the most fucking awkward thing I've ever done in my life.

Adam stares at me in disbelief. "You want me to do fucking what?"

"A young woman will be waiting for you at your clinic. Both of you will be wearing masks to protect your identities. You'll play the role of a conscienceless prick of a doctor, and she'll be the innocent little patient who believes every word you say."

"Are you fucking insane?"

"Both of you will require medical clearance prior to meeting, and the two of you will also sign a contract to ensure everything about this remains completely confidential."

"Do you think I'm some fucking stud?"

I roll my eyes. "No, of course not. But you're not exactly a saint either."

Adam shakes his head. "This is fucking insane."

"I can guarantee she's your type."

"I don't have a fucking type."

"Of course you do," I say with a snort. "The other party is not dumb, not easily intimidated, and not a gold-digger."

Adam's lips press in a straight line.

"And we both know that kind of woman is few and far between."

The silence between us stretches, but when I hear my cousin curse under his breath, I know he's as good as said yes.

Well, well, well.

Who would've thought Madeleine was right, and his normally straitlaced cousin would actually say yes to such an arrangement?

The End

Thank you so much for reading HIS TO SEDUCE. 

If you enjoyed this story, it would mean so, so much if you could take the time to leave even the shortest review. A quick rating on the book would also be a huge help to indie authors like me.

Although all four of Huzna's royal princes have now fallen in love, this is obviously not the end of the series. Huzna has many other sheikhs we have yet to meet, and Adam Al-Masri, the hero of our next book, is just one of them.

Please sign up for my newsletter so I can email you once the next book in the Sheikhs of Huzna series is available to read. Subscribers are also exclusively notified about new-release sales.
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