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

My cousin set me up to ruin my life, and I end up in bed with a sheikh...

Prue should've known something like this would happen. She's been a good girl her entire life, but in just her first time to go clubbing, she ends up drinking something "medicated", and now her body has uncontrollable needs.

When a young and naïve-looking girl crashes into him, Sheikh Khadem Al-Masri knows right away what's wrong with her, and so he gives his pretty little Prue a choice: she can either find safety in his arms...or take her chances with the next stranger she bumps into. 
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

About the Book




[image: image]


Prue didn't understand what had taken over her. The moment she felt the stranger's hands on her, it was as if his touch had set her world on fire, and the next thing she knew, she was letting out the most embarrassing moan.

Bad, bad Prue!

You've never even made such a sound for Klaus, so why are you moaning like that because of a stranger? 

Khadem's expression turned inscrutable as the girl cut herself off mid-moan. She had a look of dazed disbelief on her face, and as expected, she obviously hadn't a clue as to what her body was going through.

Too bad for her, it was only going to get worse from here.

Prue couldn't understand why her heart was racing faster than ever as she felt the stranger's gaze travel over her frame from head to toe. 

There was something about him that felt almost brutally uncivilized, and that this image of him being this wealthy, urbane businessman was nothing but a lie. What this stranger was Prue felt she neither had the knowledge nor the experience to define. All she knew was that he was a different kind of animal from all the other men she had met. Different even from Klaus, whom she used to think was the sexiest man alive. 

This man was more than that. 

This man was a sexual fantasy come to life, with his rock-hard abs that made her ache to run her hands all over his chest. Would it be smooth? Hairy? What would be the color of his nipples—-

Bad, bad Prue! 

Why are you thinking of such indecent things?

Khadem was privately amused at the play of expressions on the girl's face. One moment, she was staring up at him with unconcealed hunger. The next moment she looked as if she had just been given a death sentence. 

She likely wasn't even aware of what she was doing, but when he thought of how this girl could be staring at another man in the same manner—-

Hell, no.

This girl was his. 

He didn't give a damn if this was his first time meeting her. Didn't give a damn that he knew absolutely nothing about her. She had been the first woman in years to incite his lust, and the more he watched her, the more he wanted her. 

And he would have her, in time. 

But before anything else—-

"Someone's spiked your drink." 

It took Prue a moment to understand what the stranger was saying, his words made surreal by his matter-of-fact tone. And surely, he was mistaken? She shook her head at him, saying, "That's not possible—-"

"And rather than being sick," the stranger went on, "what you're feeling right now is an uncontrolled need to fuck."

A gasp broke past her lips as Prue's world started to spin out of control. "You...how..." She struggled to get the right words out, but it was impossible. 

Could someone really have spiked my drink?

The more she thought of it, the more things started making sense, and Prue could feel herself start to tremble as the ramifications of those words began to dawn on her.

Someone had to be really mad at her to do such a thing, but who? And why? 

Also - how did he know what was happening to her?

Could he be involved?

The answer to her last question came to her just as swiftly.

Impossible.

She knew she was only going with gut feel here, but she just couldn't imagine him colluding with someone to spike her drink. She would bet her life on it. This man had nothing to do with what she was going through. He was a good man, and that mattered to her. 

Why that was so, however, was what confused and frightened her, but when she made the slightest move to step back, the stranger did so as well, and Prue was aghast to feel her senses spiral when she felt his thumb slowly trace the outline of her lip.

Another moan broke out of her, and the sound of it was like having her face splashed with ice-cold water. She jumped back, and this time the stranger made no attempt to stop her, and the fact that he didn't made her realize this was all planned.

He had touched her, Prue realized with horror, so she could see for herself that his words were no lie. Someone had spiked her drink, and whatever it was she had unknowingly ingested, that drug seemed to have successfully turned her into a whore.

Khadem knew the exact moment everything had become painfully clear to her, and he waited until her gaze reluctantly lifted back to his before spelling out her fate.

"It's your choice now," Khadem said silkily. "Do you want me to fuck you...or would you rather take your chances with another stranger?"  
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To say that my relationship with Sheikh Saif Al-Masri is a whirlwind romance woul be a huge understatement. 

A few days ago, I was this ordinary hotel housekeeper whose only goal in life was to pay off my mother's debts. But then I got blackmailed by the sheikh, and I know this is going to sound crazy, but that's also how we ended up falling in love, and...um...have I mentioned how he's asked me to marry him, and that he now wants me to meet his brothers?

"Please tell me you're kidding."

I try pulling away in protest, but this only has the sheikh hauling me back, and I fall against his muscular chest as water splashes over the edge of his en-suite's whirlpool bath.

"There's nothing for you to worry about," Saif soothes. "They know I am crazy about you, and that you are even crazier about me—-"

"Ha!"

"That is all they need to know," the sheikh goes on to say like he hasn't heard anything, "for them to love you like a sister."

"Easy for you to say," I argue, "but what if they're just faking it? What if they're just too nice to let you know they don't approve of their eldest brother taking a commoner as his wife, much less their future queen?"

Saif looks at me in surprise. "My brothers are never nice."

"Riiiiight." Is that supposed to comfort me? "Can you tell me anything else about them? Or should I just assume they're all like you, but younger?"

"I suppose you can say that."

The way Saif's broad shoulders move in a shrug as he speaks is more than a little distracting. It reminds me of how it was only minutes ago when I was clutching those shoulders of his while he's driving his cock—-

Stop that, lustful self!

This is not the time to fantasize about sex. If I want Saif's younger brothers to like me, I need to seriously focus on winning them over, and if I'm to assume that they're all taken from the same cocky mold as the Crown Prince of the kingdom of Huzna's...

Oh!

Recalling a particular memory has me sitting up with a giggle, and I fail to notice how the movement immediately draws the sheikh's hungry gaze to the way my breasts jiggle and swell over the bubbles.

"Something on your mind?"

It's next to impossible not to smile as I remember how the sheikh and I first met. "This probably won't have anything to do with your brothers, but if you say they're like, um, you..."

Saif's gaze turns puzzled. "Go on."

My shoulders are shaking in mirth by the time I finish telling the sheikh about how I first mistook him as this hardcore fan of the Netflix show You and why I was originally worried I'd be his first real-life victim.

The sheikh looks stung, and understandably so. "I cannot see why you thought I had anything in common with that man."

"I know, right? But—-"

"If I were to murder someone, you can rest assured that I would not have made any mistake. I could be killing someone right next to you, and you would not have known it."

Um.

Okaaaay.

A part of me is tempted to laugh while another part of me wants to question myself for falling in love with such a man. While most guys would've objected to being compared to a murderer, my gorgeous sheikh here is apparently more offended by the fact that I dared think he could be so inept at killing.

Then again...

Saif does come from an exotic kingdom whose borders had been closed to the outside world for half a century, and one that had to go through a bloody civil war in order to overthrow its previous ruler. 

Violence had been a way of life not just for Saif but for all of his brothers, and having grown up in a culture where only the strongest and most cunning survived, I suppose it's, um, understandable why the sheikh sees his ability to efficiently take lives as some sort of asset? 

"What are you thinking now?" Saif questions.

"I'm just thinking about the kind of life you and your brothers were born to..."

"It was not an easy life," Saif acknowledges, "but..." His lips press together in a straight line. "Of the four of us, it is Khadem who likely had it the toughest."

Mm. I know this is going to make me sound like I'm obsessed, but there was a time that I had a very valid reason to dig up every article I could find on the Internet about Saif. Some of those articles also talked about his family, and if I remember correctly, Khadem is Saif's youngest brother at thirty-one, and the only one who hasn't inherited the Al-Masri's trademark gold eyes. 

"Khadem is our half-brother," Saif says, and the words make me mentally go 'oh'. So that's why the articles described the youngest Al-Masri sheikh as having eyes that were as "blue as the tranquil waters of an oasis".

"In the years that Huzna was still under my father's predecessor, illegitimacy had still been considered taboo, and Khadem was frequently bullied because of it."

I can't help bristling at the thought of a young boy being bullied for his parents' decisions. Shitheads! 

"Bullying in those times was not a crime, and sons from wealthy families could get away with practically anything. In his first two years in high school, there was not a day that our youngest brother did not come home all bloodied and beaten up," Saif recalls grimly. "But because Khadem forbade any of us to interfere, and we understood how much his pride mattered to him, we forced ourselves to do nothing even as he suffered beating after beating."

"There has to be a happy ending to all of this...right?"

"Of course." 

Hearing this should've made me feel glad, but the glint in Saif's eyes make me feel rather wary instead.

"Our little brother eventually learned to fight back," the sheikh drawls, "and once he did, everyone who used to bully him ended up in a hospital."

I. Knew. It.

This is Saif, after all. I should've expected his definition of a happy ending would be anything but normal.

"Not only that," Saif continues, "but he has also become the most proficient among us in battle."

"How, um, wonderful."

"I remember there was this incident when Khadem was in his late teens, and one of the assholes who used to make his life hell tried to ambush my brother with the help of his friends. They would've killed Khadem if they could, but their plans completely backfired. Two of them ended up with brain trauma while the other two have no chances of ever walking again."

Saif glances at me as if expecting a reaction, and since the pride in his voice when talking about Khadem is unmistakable, all I can do is smile weakly in response even as I make a mental note to myself. 

Never make the mistake of getting on Khadem's bad side. Like, ever!

"Do you have any other questions about my brothers?" 

I shake my head. 

"Good."

And without any other warning, the sheikh grasps my hips to lift me up—-

Oh God.

All I can do is moan as I find myself fully impaled by the sheikh's throbbing hardness, and Saif's fingers bite into my skin as his hips start pumping furiously against mine. 

While the feel of our bodies rocking hard against each other is making my head spin, the sound of Saif's low, harsh pants as he fucks me harder and harder is just as arousing, and before I know it I'm already crying out in his arms while the sheikh growls my name as he shoots his load inside of me.

Water laps around us as I collapse against his chest in the aftermath of my orgasm, and my heart skips a beat when I feel Saif's lips touch my forehead.

"Seven?"

I nearly sigh out loud at how tender his voice sounds. "Yes, sheikh?"

"I'd just like you to know..."

My heart starts to race. "W-What?"

"I want to fuck you again."

I can only choke out a laugh, but this soon turns into a cry as the sheikh suddenly pushes me down to my fours, and Saif thrusts back into me from behind. 

Oh God...yes!
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Famous last words. 

They didn't always have to be something one had personally uttered. Sometimes, famous last words could just be the last thing one heard before keeling over...or doing something incalculably stupid, which was also like keeling over, figuratively speaking.

And in Prue's case, it was the latter.

More to the point, if her life was to end tonight, then those famous last words would have come from her cousin Alta, who promised Prue a night she would never forget.

And that might well be true, Prue thought nervously, if she continued to feel so inexplicably...hot.

It was her first time to go clubbing, and Prue wondered if that could have anything to do with how she was feeling. The club Alta chose was inside a hotel. It was huge and posh, but it still made Prue feel suffocated. The place had like a thousand strobe lights shining down colored rays on people's faces while they danced and cheered to every song the club's DJ spun out.

Prue breathed a sigh of relief when her cousin finally came back to their table and threw herself into one of the padded chairs. The other girl's skin was glistening with sweat, and there seemed to be a hickey just below her collarbone. But other than that, she still looked her usual glamorous self except for...

Oh!

Having caught sight of the way Alta's skirt had inched all the way up to reveal her underwear, Prue quickly reached for the hem to tug it back down.

"Eww!" Alta slapped the other girl's hand away in disgust. "What do you think you're doing?"

"Your underwear was showing," Prue protested.

Alta rolled her eyes. "Duh. Do you think I'd wear something like this if I didn't want to show it?"

Prue didn't know what to say. That was a joke. Wasn't it? Or was she so out of touch with modern conventions that she was the only one who thought having her panties seen in public was a big deal?

The thought made her head pound, which consequently reminded Prude why she wanted to talk to her cousin in the first place. "Um, Alta? I think we need to go home."

Alta was visibly irate. "Excuse me?"

"I feel sick—-"

But her cousin only laughed this off. "Is that what's bothering you?" Alta flipped her hair over her shoulder. "You're just drunk, not sick."

"I'm serious. I really don't feel good—-"

"And clearly, you're not drunk enough since you're still acting like a killjoy." Alta reached for Prue's martini glass and forcibly wrapped her cousin's fingers around it. "Just finish your drink," she urged the other girl, "and you'll feel a lot better in no time."

"But I really don't—-"

"Oh my God, Prue. Will you please, please stop being a party pooper?"

Alta's voice rose with each word, and Prue felt like sinking in her chair as a couple walking past their table gave her a pitying look.

"We're here because Klaus's friends think you're boring, and we want to change that," Alta reminded her cousin. "That's why you asked for my help. You wanted to learn how to have fun, and guess what? That—-" Alta pointed to the glass her cousin was holding. "—-is the key to having fun. So will you please quit acting like a baby and just drink it?"

Prue's stomach churned at the idea of having to drink the entire thing, but since Alta was also right, and tonight was about learning to let loose and have fun—-

After taking a deep breath, she chugged everything down in one gulp...and lived to regret it in the next moment. Her body felt like it was on fire now, but when she tried to tell her cousin she felt even sicker, the other girl only threw her a look of scorn. 

"My God, Prue. Do you have to complain about every little thing?"

"I'm not complaining. I just feel really—-"

"Oh, for fuck's sake! If you want to throw it all up, then just go and do it." 

Alta flounced off before she could say anything in return, and Prue slowly got to her feet when her body continued to feel as if it was being roasted alive from within. 

At this point, there was nothing to lose if she did give her cousin's suggestion a try, and Prue struggled to ignore the weird flashes of heat that tingled through her body as she made her way to the ladies'.

It was thankfully empty when Prue got in, and she sank to her knees as soon as the door swung shut behind her. 

She tried getting her gag reflex to work, but all she ended up spitting out was saliva, and by the time she gave up and got back on her feet, bile was all she could taste on her tongue. She was also feeling even more feverish and dizzy, but when she tried to recall if she had eaten something bad, she couldn't think of any. Perhaps it was the amount of secondhand smoke she had inhaled? Maybe all she needed was some fresh air?

Prue's legs were trembling as she walked out, and every part of her seemed to just burn hotter and hotter. 

Am I dying?

The thought made Prue feel like hyperventilating, but just as she attempted to run in search of Alta, she bumped into something hard, and every cell in her body came to life the moment she stumbled back and Prue realized she had crashed straight into a stranger with the most...incredibly...muscular chest.

****
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SHEIKH KHADEM AL-MASRI, youngest son of the King of Huzna, wasn't surprised when two o'clock came and went, and their eldest brother had yet to show up with his promised bride in tow. The man had been celibate for an entire year. Khadem had a feeling a few more days would come to pass before Saif was able to sufficiently satisfy his needs.

"Shall we call it a night?" Rashad asked. 

Ilyas nodded. "I have work to do, anyway."

"I'll take care of the bill," Khadem told his older brothers.

They parted ways soon after, and on his way to the bar, Khadem saw a girl stumble out of the ladies', her lovely cheeks flushed, and her slender body noticeably shivering under her remarkably modest dress.

She went on to walk with wobbly legs, and Khadem raised a brow when the girl ended up bumping straight into his chest. 

Prue could only blink once, twice, and then once and twice again when she found herself gazing up at the most beautiful man she had ever seen in her life. The short dark curls of his head made her fingers itch while his eyes were a mesmerizing shade of blue. But what robbed Prue of speech was the sensual perfection of his mouth. That mouth was made for kissing, and when her mind suddenly conjured an image of this man's mouth pressing against hers—-

Fire blazed through her blood, and Prue's temperature spiked in an instant.

Lord, oh Lord, what in the world is wrong with me?

She had always been a faithful girlfriend to Klaus, and this was the first time she had such thoughts about another man. Even worse was this alien source of heat that was now snaking all around her body. Every part of her was in agony, and the fact that she didn't know why this was happening had Prue looking up at the stranger in unconscious appeal.

"I think I'm sick."

Khadem took one look at the girl with her long, blond plaits and big, brown eyes, and he knew right away it wasn't that simple. She had 'easy victim' written all over her, and he would bet his birthright that this girl had never gone clubbing before this night.

A few years ago, Khadem had been tasked to rescue local girls from being forced into sexual slavery, which was simply one of the many lucrative kinds of crime that the former king had pretended not to know about, in exchange for millions of profit.

When Khadem and his men had successfully raided the secret hideout where the girls had been temporarily housed, the would-be slaves had been given a drug that made them highly sensitive and sexually responsive to an unnatural degree. 

Those same drugs were easily available in America as long as one had the necessary contacts, and based on what Khadem was seeing now, he was grimly certain the girl in front of him had been similarly "medicated".

The thought angered Khadem, which was unlike him at all. In the past several years, Khadem had found himself desensitized to evidence of human abuse. But this girl proved different, and he found himself motioning for one of his incognito bodyguards to come forward. 

"Find out who did this to her," Khadem bit out in Huznan. "And I want to know everything possible." 

Prue was starting to feel like she was losing her mind as she watched the two men talk in front of her in a foreign language. Why did having two men stand so close to her made her body feel even hotter? 

Khadem's gaze swung back to the girl when his bodyguard left. The flush in her cheeks appeared deeper, and he saw her lick her lips unconsciously as soon as their eyes met. Her body started to sway towards him, and Khadem automatically reached for her to keep her from falling.

Prue didn't understand what had taken over her. The moment she felt the stranger's hands on her, it was as if his touch had set her world on fire, and the next thing she knew, she was letting out the most embarrassing moan.

Bad, bad Prue!

You've never even made such a sound for Klaus, so why are you moaning like that because of a stranger? 

Khadem's expression turned inscrutable as the girl cut herself off mid-moan. She had a look of dazed disbelief on her face, and as expected, she obviously hadn't a clue as to what her body was going through.

Too bad for her, it was only going to get worse from here.

Prue couldn't understand why her heart was racing faster than ever as she felt the stranger's gaze travel over her frame from head to toe. 

There was something about him that felt almost brutally uncivilized, and that this image of him being this wealthy, urbane businessman was nothing but a lie. What this stranger was Prue felt she neither had the knowledge nor the experience to define. All she knew was that he was a different kind of animal from all the other men she had met. Different even from Klaus, whom she used to think was the sexiest man alive. 

This man was more than that. 

This man was a sexual fantasy come to life, with his rock-hard abs that made her ache to run her hands all over his chest. Would it be smooth? Hairy? What would be the color of his nipples—-

Bad, bad Prue! 

Why are you thinking of such indecent things?

Khadem was privately amused at the play of expressions on the girl's face. One moment, she was staring up at him with unconcealed hunger. The next moment she looked as if she had just been given a death sentence. 

She likely wasn't even aware of what she was doing, but when he thought of how this girl could be staring at another man in the same manner—-

Hell, no.

This girl was his. 

He didn't give a damn if this was his first time meeting her. Didn't give a damn that he knew absolutely nothing about her. She had been the first woman in years to incite his lust, and the more he watched her, the more he wanted her. 

And he would have her, in time. 

But before anything else—-

"Someone's spiked your drink." 

It took Prue a moment to understand what the stranger was saying, his words made surreal by his matter-of-fact tone. And surely, he was mistaken? She shook her head at him, saying, "That's not possible—-"

"And rather than being sick," the stranger went on, "what you're feeling right now is an uncontrolled need to fuck."

A gasp broke past her lips as Prue's world started to spin out of control. "You...how..." She struggled to get the right words out, but it was impossible. 

Could someone really have spiked my drink?

The more she thought of it, the more things started making sense, and Prue could feel herself start to tremble as the ramifications of those words began to dawn on her.

Someone had to be really mad at her to do such a thing, but who? And why? 

Also - how did he know what was happening to her?

Could he be involved?

The answer to her last question came to her just as swiftly.

Impossible.

She knew she was only going with gut feel here, but she just couldn't imagine him colluding with someone to spike her drink. She would bet her life on it. This man had nothing to do with what she was going through. He was a good man, and that mattered to her. 

Why that was so, however, was what confused and frightened her, but when she made the slightest move to step back, the stranger did so as well, and Prue was aghast to feel her senses spiral when she felt his thumb slowly trace the outline of her lip.

Another moan broke out of her, and the sound of it was like having her face splashed with ice-cold water. She jumped back, and this time the stranger made no attempt to stop her, and the fact that he didn't made her realize this was all planned.

He had touched her, Prue realized with horror, so she could see for herself that his words were no lie. Someone had spiked her drink, and whatever it was she had unknowingly ingested, that drug seemed to have successfully turned her into a whore.

Khadem knew the exact moment everything had become painfully clear to her, and he waited until her gaze reluctantly lifted back to his before spelling out her fate.

"It's your choice now," Khadem said silkily. "Do you want me to fuck you...or would you rather take your chances with another stranger?"
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It was on her first day in university that Prue had met Klaus. She had been trying to find her way to her first class, and Klaus had approached Prue like some dashing knight in soccer uniform, his smile gentle as he asked her if she needed help.

Since Prue came from an all-girls' school, talking to boys had still been a new experience, but Klaus had somehow made her feel safe. He had also been good at making her laugh, and he had made Prue feel so relaxed that she hadn't thought of refusing when he had asked for her number.

It was only after Klaus had walked her to class, and she had heard how the other kids whispered about him, that Prue realized he was no ordinary student. He was apparently one of the most popular guys in their university, and the fact had made Prue avoid him at first. 

But Klaus had been gently insistent, and he would always carve out time from his busy schedule to have lunch with Prue and walk her to class. When Klaus eventually asked her to be his girlfriend, Prue had dreamily said 'yes'...and it was only afterwards that she realized relationships like theirs didn't involve just two persons.

None of Klaus' friends had bothered to hide their dislike and disapproval of Prue, and when she thought about all the times Klaus had defended her to those who thought he deserved someone better...

How could she ever betray him, just because she had this stupid drug in her system?

The thought gave Prue the courage to walk away from the stranger without another word, and she didn't let herself look back even as her shaky knees threatened to give out.

Do you want me to fuck you...or would you rather take your chances with another stranger?

The man's words taunted her endlessly in her mind, but she refused to believe her situation could be so dire. Desperation gnawed at her as she searched the dance floor for Alta. Her cousin could help her. Her cousin would get her out of this mess. She truly believed that...but how could the other girl help her when Prue couldn't find her at all?

This close to the crowd, the music was louder and even more unbearable, with the way its heart-thudding beats made her head pound in rhythm. There were just so, so many people, too, and when a man walking past Prue accidentally bumped her shoulder, that brief moment of contact was more than enough to have Prue cry out...in need.

I can't believe this is happening!

Helpless tears stung her eyes as lust raged through her body like some virus, and feeling it infect every inch of her flesh forced Prue to accept the truth. 

He was right.

The need to fuck was uncontrollable, and she was so, so scared that the next time she came into contact with a man, she would end up begging whoever that was to make love to her.

Lord, help me!

Her heart leapt to her throat when she noticed a group of guys walking her way, and Prue's heart shriveled in dread when she recognized them as upperclassmen who studied in the same university she attended. Those guys would definitely know Klaus, and if one of them were to accidentally touch her—-

The thought had Prue backing away in panic, and a cry spilled past her lips when she bumped into what her senses now knew was another exquisitely hard chest. She turned around—-

And it was him!

The stranger who told her the truth!

"Please help me." Prue knew she was being shameless, but the heat inside of her had burned all of her principles away, and she knew it was only a matter of time when even the difference between right and wrong would cease to matter. 

"I already told you how I can help."

The purr in his tone made her want to cry and cry out. "Please."

"You know what I want."

Prue stared at him helplessly. "I can't. I have a boyfriend."

Khadem felt himself whiten at the girl's words. 

A boyfriend, goddammit. 

A boyfriend!

The possibility that this girl could belong to another man hadn't occurred to him, and although a part of him was sorely tempted to break his own rules and pretend he hadn't heard her say anything—-

His bitterness simply wouldn't allow him to forget, and Khadem forced himself to take a step back from the girl. "Then I'm sorry."

Prue was so stunned by the swiftness of his rejection that all she could do was look at him. Did this mean he was going to leave her like this? Was he really going to let her take her chances with the next stranger she'd bump into?

"Please."

But the man was already turning away, and Prue reached for his hand unthinkingly.

Aaaah! 

She had forgotten all about her body's crazy response to skin-to-skin contact in her panic, and the stranger turned to face her as soon as her fingers curled around his wrist. His skin felt so unbelievably hot, and when she lifted her gaze to his, it was then she saw the frustration and hunger blazing from his eyes.

He wants me?

The knowledge nearly made her writhe, and Prue desperately fought against the urge to throw herself at him. If Klaus as her boyfriend was difficult to believe, then to have this stranger attracted to her should have been outright impossible...and yet he actually did. 

How can he want me? 

And why isn't he taking advantage of my situation?

Khadem gritted his teeth upon seeing the expression on the girl's face. She had finally realized that he wanted her, and he could see in her eyes that she was wondering why he wasn't doing anything about it.

"Forget about your boyfriend," Khadem said roughly. "Come with me, and I'll take care of you."

Yes, oh, yes. Those were the words her body was urging her to say, but how could she when she had Klaus?

"I'm sorry," she choked out, "but I can't."

Khadem's fists clenched as the girl spun away from his hold. This was for the best, he told himself. Damsels in distress like her was the bane of his life. The last time he had been gullible enough to love one, the woman had loved him back...but just not enough to stay by his side when it most mattered.

Prue told herself not to panic. Her body might be in turmoil, but there had to be a way she could deal with this herself. All she needed to do was to find some private place before her urges drove all rational thought out of her mind, and—-

"You win." 

It was the stranger again, and he was suddenly in front of her, his handsome face taut.

"Just let me take you somewhere safe—-" Khadem reached for her hand, but the girl reared back as if horrified, and it was like the past all over again. When he had asked Alanna to marry him, she had yanked her hand out of his hold like his touch had sickened him. 

Prue could tell that the stranger had mistaken her reaction for disgust. She wished she could tell him that he was wrong, and that what she feared was how his touch had the power to make her completely forget her morals. But if she told him the truth, she was scared he would keep insisting on helping her, and she just didn't know how long she could hold herself back.

Khadem's jaw tightened when he saw how the girl appeared close to crying. It reminded him of how Alanna used to call him a brute every time she burst into tears, and the memory had him hardening himself against the way the girl was subconsciously begging for his help with her big, brown eyes.

"I'm not going to force you to come with me," Khadem said tersely, "nor will I spend the rest of the night wooing you. So if you truly do not want my help—-"

Prue forced herself to lie. "I can take care of myself."

Khadem's lips tightened. So be it then. He pointed towards the stairs at the back of the club. "If you don't want me with you, fine. But one of the private rooms upstairs is reserved under my name. It's the first door you'll see. Password is 0908. You can stay there until the drug wears off."

The words seemed too good to be true, and Prue couldn't help but wonder if the offer came with some unseen catch. "Why are you helping me?"

Khadem's lips twisted. "Because you asked me to."
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Prue hadn't a chance to say anything else, with the stranger already walking away. She knew this could be the last time she would ever see him, and every cell in her body was urging her to call for him to come back.

But she couldn't. 

Musn't.

I need to do this on my own.

I need to remember I have Klaus!

Please help me, God!

Prue wrapped her arms around her body and made her way to the stairs. The club seemed to have gotten even more crowded, and all she could do was bite her lip and swallow her cries every time her body accidentally brushed against someone else.

She took one last look around her, but there was still no sign of Alta, and she had this crazy urge to laugh and cry when her cousin's famous last words came back to haunt her.

Trust me, Prue. This will be a night you'll never forget!

And so it was.

A series of if-onlys plagued Prue as she climbed the short flight of stairs with shaking legs. 

If only she had the courage to tell Klaus that she didn't really care about having fun like he and his friends did. 

If only she hadn't let Alta persuade her to ditch her purse and let her cousin keep her phone and wallet. 

If only, if only, if only—-

"Yo, guys. Check it out. Look who's here."

Prue had already reached the top of the steps when she heard one of the doors at the other end of the corridor open, and her heart nearly stopped beating when she heard someone wolf-whistle in response.

Her head jerked up, and Prue literally felt like she had gone to both heaven and hell upon seeing the same five guys she had done her best to avoid. 

While the part of her that was drugged and made crazy with lust was actually eager to have them come closer, the part of her that was still sane was overcome with fear. 

These guys knew Klaus. Everyone in their university knew Klaus, and that was why she could tell by the way they were looking at her that they also knew who she was. 

"You're Prue, aren't you?"

The words came from someone who would normally make her skin crawl. He was short and chubby, his hair oily, and his skin pimply. But what truly repulsed her was none of those things. Rather, it was the way he leered at her as he spoke, and when she saw the way he licked his lips as his gaze traveled down to her cleavage—-

Lord, help me!

Prue wanted to kill herself when she felt her breasts actually swelling in response to the lewdness of his gaze. If she had any remaining doubts on just how powerful the drug in her system was, all of it was extinguished was in that instant, and what was left was this terrifying certainty that if she didn't make a move in the next second—-

"Are you all alone? Would you like to hang out with us?"

She would end up giving everything to this guy.

Everything, Prue! Everything!

The thought was more than she could bear, and Prue managed to back away before his fingers came into contact with hers. She heard him curse as she whirled around, but there was nowhere to go since she was already surrounded.

Two of his friends were blocking the stairs, and both guys were looking at her with condescending smiles. "Don't go, babe. Not when we're just about to have fun."

Prue's heart pounded as the three other guys formed a tighter circle around her.

"Don't be scared." It was him again. The guy with the pimply skin, and whose lips were now forming a smile that was as oily as his hair. "We're the good guys, you know?"

The words made his friends laugh, and the fact that it did made Prue want to cry. She might not know who exactly these guys were, but she instinctively knew what kind of men they were, and they were definitely not good.

"So how about a friendly hug to start with?" 

Oily Jerk tried to reach for her again, and even though Prue should've known better, disgust won over common sense, and she lifted her hand to slap him—-and failed.

Noooo!

Oily Jerk captured her hand and used it to yank her towards him, and the last thing Prue saw as she started to fall was how all of them were grinning at her like they knew something she didn't.

It was as if they had been waiting for this moment, and as all five of them crowded close, she could feel her throat tightening with terror even as moisture started to line the inner folds of her sex.

No, no, no, no, nooooo!

Shame ate her alive as she felt her body actually stir in excitement at having all of these guys surround her, and when she finally fell against Oily Jerk's chest, fear skittered down her spine even as she felt her nipples tighten into pointed buds of need.

"Ah, fuck, yeeees." 

The way Oily Jerk groaned made Prue want to puke even as her lips parted in a soundless moan. He knew. The way her stomach was churning told her so. She had no idea how or why, but Prue was willing to bet her life that this guy knew what had happened to her, and unlike the stranger from before, Prue could tell by the look in his eyes that he intended to take full advantage of her weakness. 

Lord, please. Somebody, please. Please save me, please.

Even worse was how all of his friends had the same look in their eyes, and the knowledge made her imagine, oh, for just one second she let herself imagine how it would be, to have all of these men fuck her against her will—-

God, no!

Prue shuddered as terror and excitement battled inside of her like two opposing forces, and she saw Oily Jerk grin as her body involuntarily rubbed against his. 

"Let's play, babe."

****
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NOT EVEN A MINUTE HAD passed, and Khadem was already walking back into the club. The girl obviously didn't want his help, and that was fine. He was just going to make sure she was alright, and this time he would offer to take her to the hospital. 

If word somehow got out that he was involved, it could mean bad publicity for Huzna, but if she would rather have herself treated that way, then it would be as she wished. With a girl's life at stake, Saif would understand why Khadem had to do this.

Once inside, Khadem skimmed the dance floor for any sight of her, and when he couldn't find any sign of her, Khadem headed for the spiral staircase he had pointed out earlier for her benefit.

He took the steps by two, and the first thing Khadem saw were a couple of college-age boys circled around—-

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

He would know those golden braids anywhere, and Khadem nearly went blind with rage the moment he heard one of the boys speak. 

"Let's play, babe."

Prue knew at that moment she was going to end up losing her virginity to five men if she didn't do something soon. She opened her mouth to scream, but before she could make any sound, Oily Jerk was already doing it for her.

He was screaming in pain as another man grabbed his hand, and Prue's lips parted in horror as she heard something crack. Was that his joint? His bones? All she knew was that Oily Jerk's arm was now bent at an odd angle, and he was being forced to go down on his knees by...

Him.

Prue started to cry. She was barely aware of Oily Jerk begging for mercy, barely noticed the other guys trying but failing to escape as what seemed like a private army of men in suits herded them back like readying cattle for slaughter. 

All she could think of was that he had come back for her, and as she watched him approach her through a veil of tears—-

That was when a sensual conflagration consumed her from within, and Prue knew her body had finally reached breaking point. 

Do you want me to fuck you...or would you rather take your chances with another stranger?

It seemed like an eternity of misfortune had already passed since the last time Prue heard him say those words, and although she had originally turned him down—-

He was finally standing in front of her, and Prue could no longer control herself.

Khadem stiffened in shock when the girl suddenly threw herself in his arms, and he could only suck his breath as big, brown eyes stared up at him.

"P-Please..."

If she kept looking at him like that, he might end up giving her the fucking moon if that was what she wanted. 

"Please don't let another stranger take me."

Did she just say—-

Fuck!

Khadem couldn't move fast enough when the girl suddenly started rubbing her body against his. He realized then and there that she was finally past her limit, and after barking out a command to his men in Huznan, Khadem didn't waste any time in taking her straight to his private room.

Prue cried out in protest when the stranger dumped her on the couch, and she was suddenly without the hard heat of his body. 

No, no, no! 

Khadem had just locked the door, and when he turned around to address the girl, it was to see her about to launch herself back into his arms.

Fuck!

She started rubbing her body against him yet again, and Khadem's gritted his teeth for control.

"Please, please, please..."

Seeing that there was no talking to her now, Khadem knew there was only one way to effectively bring the girl back to her senses. 

Prue gasped in a mixture of shock and excitement when the stranger suddenly shifted their positions, and she now had her back against the door while her legs were still wrapped around his waist.

Blue eyes locked with hers...just as she felt his hand slip under her dress, and all Prue could do was moan as his fingers unerringly found her clit. 

Aaaaaaaah.

Since she had never touched herself there, pleasure shot straight to her brain at the feel of a man's thumb rubbing fast and hard on that stiff nub of flesh, and what made Prue feel like she was close to losing her mind was how he didn't stop staring at her at all.

"P-Please..." She wanted to beg him to stop staring, but she ended up moaning instead as she felt that stiff nub of flesh start to quiver. Even though he was only touching the tiniest part of her, she could feel the intensity of his passion in every stroke, and oh God, oh Lord...

I can feel it building inside of me.

I can't believe this is really happening.

I can feel it coming.

The stranger suddenly pinched her clit, and that was all it took for Prue to orgasm for the first time in her life.
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Prue felt like she was waking up from both a nightmare and a dream when she opened her eyes and found herself back in the couch, and that place between her legs still moist and slightly aching. 

She forced herself to sit up, and it was then she belatedly noticed the stranger seated across her in a lounge chair, his handsome face inscrutable.

Memories returned in a flash, and a storm of emotions had her throat tightening, and she was suddenly having difficulty breathing.

That had really happened. 

Hadn't it?

And now...

What would happen to her now?

Khadem could see that the girl was in shock, and he swiftly stood up to take a bottle of water from the minibar. Something stronger would have probably been more helpful, but he didn't want to risk any adverse reaction with whatever drug it was she had ingested.

Prue didn't hesitate to take the bottle of water that the stranger offered, and she wasn't too surprised to see her fingers shaking as she got rid of the plastic seal. She drank it all in one gulp and couldn't even make herself care when she felt water dribble down her chin in her haste.

She closed her eyes, and even though she knew she was being foolish, she just couldn't help but wish that this was all just a dream.

But when she opened her eyes, and she saw that he was still there, Prue knew it was time to face reality.

"Thank you."

Khadem's gaze turned hooded at her words. That...was unexpected. He had thought she would cry, maybe even curse him for touching her. He had expected her to say and do a lot of things, but one thing he had not expected her to do was to thank him.

"You didn't have to help me," Prue said shakily. "You didn't have to come back to me. But you did."

"I can see in your eyes you've convinced yourself I'm someone nice," Khadem said brusquely. "But I'm not."

Prue shook her head. "You are nice."

"What if I tell you I still want to fuck you?" Khadem said silkily. "And that I do intend to fuck you? Would you still think I'm nice?"

Prue swallowed hard. "Yes."

"Then you're a fool."

"I think I must be," Prue forced herself to admit even as her heart cracked at the dig, "since I have no idea how I ended up drugged."

Khadem cursed under his breath. This girl was proving to be amazingly good at stirring up his conscience, which he thought was long gone...until now. 

"I'm sorry," he said tersely. "I shouldn't have said that."

Prue shook her head. "You don't have to apologize for telling me the truth. And I...I want to hear more of it, actually."

Khadem's gaze narrowed. "More of what?"  

"How did you know I was drugged?" Just saying the words hurt. It was like living out a nightmare, since girls like her weren't supposed to get into trouble like this. "And would you know how long it would...affect me like this? Will it get worse?"

Prue saw his lips tighten at her questions, and Prue instinctively knew why this was. "It's okay." Her voice was uneven but firm. "Don't hold anything back. Please."

Khadem's jaw clenched. "The drug in your system works something like a sustained-release capsule. You'll get these few moments of lucidity following an orgasm, but you should feel another round of acute sexual frustration in a matter of minutes."

"What happens if I stay...frustrated?"  

"Your blood pressure will shoot up, and it will keep shooting up until you give yourself a stroke."

Prue wished she could make herself believe he was lying, but somehow, she just knew he was telling her the truth. "How much time do I have left, do you think, before I become...hypertensive?"

"That depends on how much of the drugs you've been given and when."

"What if I don't know the answer to any of those?" 

"Then..." 

Prue tried to keep still as the stranger studied her.

"In a scale of one to ten, how much do you want to fuck me right now?"

The question threw her off guard, and just as she was about to tell him she didn't feel anything at all—-the next second proved her wrong, since that second round he mentioned had already begun.

"Oh God, no."

Khadem fought to keep himself still as heard the girl moan and saw her start to writhe.

"It's starting again."

"You have two choices right now."

"Not again," the girl gasped. 

Khadem frowned. "What do you mean again?"

"Please don't make me choose between you and another stranger."

Ah. He had actually forgotten about that, and the fact that she had cried the words out like such choices scared her nearly made Khadem smile.

"I don't want anyone else. Please."

Khadem was no longer amused. But what he was right now was aroused, and God knew how he would be able to survive if he was forced to keep his hands to himself while watching her cum for the second time.

"You don't have to worry about other strangers," Khadem finally said. "But if you don't want me touch you, then I can take you to a hospital—-"

"I c-can't." Prue knew her parents would never understand that something like this could ever happen to her. And what about Klaus? Wouldn't it be unfair to make her parents and Klaus suffer for something they had no part of?

Khadem looked at the girl in frustration. "What do you mean you can't?"

"N-No one can know about this."

"The drug in your system is no small matter," Khadem bit out, "and I wasn't lying about the medical risks I told you about earlier. If you don't do something about it, you can and will cause yourself to have a heart attack—-"

"I choose you," Prue cried out.

Khadem stiffened. 

"I choose you, sir. But please...please...can you do s-something about this without taking my virginity?"

What. The. Fuck. 

Khadem stared at the girl in disbelief. 

Had she truly said those words or had he just imagined her saying them?

Prue would've laughed if her situation wasn't so dire. But with her body already aching in the most embarrassing places, and a now-familiar sense of heat invading every inch of her skin, she knew that it was only a matter of time before lust regained complete control over her senses.

She had to make things clear to him while she was still coherent, and so she took a deep breath...before choking the rest of her words out as quickly as she could.

"You c-can do whatever you want with me. Just p-please don't take my virginity!"

Khadem could hardly believe his ears. On one hand, her words made him feel like he had won a fucking lottery. She had said anything, after all, and that alone had him rock hard under his pants. But on the other hand, the fact that she didn't want him to take his virginity rankled like hell...since that could only mean the girl was still thinking of her goddamn boyfriend.  

Prue's desperation grew as she felt her body burning hotter and hotter. "Please, sir..." She didn't want to take her chances with another stranger, and going to a hospital and risk having her parents and Klaus know about what happened was an even less appealing choice. 

"I know you don't owe me anything, but please. Please help me." Never in her life had Prue imagined she would be forced to beg a stranger to give her orgasm after orgasm, but even though each word made Prue squirm in shame, she still forced herself to utter them. "Please, sir." As embarrassing as this whole situation was, Prue also knew that he was her best choice, since the other alternatives she had were simply unbearable.

Big, brown eyes peered up at him in appeal, and Khadem's jaw clenched as he felt his already engorged cock throbbed violently in response. 

After Alanna's betrayal, Khadem had sworn to himself that he would never touch any woman who belonged to someone else. And since this girl did belong to another man, the only thing to do here was call the fucking ambulance and have her deal with her own problems.

He should just fucking walk away and forget all about her, but instead he heard himself say, "I can do as you say. I can give you my word that I'll help you without taking your virginity...but only if you promise in return that you'll do whatever I ask you to do."

Prue's heart thundered against her chest, but she wasn't sure if it was because of fear or excitement. What he was asking for was her unconditional surrender, but...

"I d-don't want to be recorded."

"You won't be."

"I don't want any other person—-"

"It will just be the two of us. Everything I ask will only be between the two of us." 

The glitter of lust in the stranger's blue eyes made Prue gasp, and she finally understood what everything meant.

Oh God.

Random thoughts popped in her head, and they ranged from scenes from Fifty Shades of Grey to black-and-white illustrations from Kama Sutra. That was what his everything meant, and although the knowledge had her stomach churning in fear, it also had her senses tingling, and in the end...

He was still her safest choice, and Prue heard herself whisper, "You have my word, too. Whatever you ask me to do...I'll do it."
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A long moment of silence passed, and the only indication she got that he even heard her was when he looked into her eyes, and she saw the glitter in his gaze.

"Tell me your name." His voice had become lower and deeper, and the sound of it alone made her writhe. 

I want him so! 

The thought made Prue want to cry. Just yesterday, she had been a normal girl. A normal and boring girl even. But because someone had apparently hated her enough to spike her drink, she had been reduced to this. 

Someone who would do anything just to cum, and since he was that someone, and he wanted to know her name—-

"Prue. It's s-short for Prudence."

"Prue..."

Hearing him say her name in a purr was another unexpected pleasure, and Prue was surprised and mortified to hear herself moan.

"It suits you," Khadem purred. 

She could only look at him now, the ache inside of her having started to intensify at a rapid rate, and she was afraid that any moment now she would beg for him to touch her again.

"Would you like to know my name...so you can cry it out when I make you cum?"

The picture his words painted was too much - she could easily imagine herself crying his name out - and she looked at him in mute appeal. Yes, oh yes, please tell me your name.

He joined her in the couch, and he slowly leaned towards her until his breath caressed her ear, and just as Prue whimpered, she heard him say, "It's Khadem, my angel."

Khadem.

He cupped her chin, and blue eyes glittered down at her. "Say it now."

Heat blazed through her at the command in his tone, and all Prue could do was obey like a slave. "Khadem."

His name came out in a whimper, and just the sound of it on her lips was yet another sensual pleasure that had her trembling and burning from within.

"Say it again." 

And so she did, and she saw his aqua-blue eyes gleam with satisfaction...just before his head bent, and his mouth took hers in a deep, hard kiss.

It's so good!

Prue curled her arms around his neck just as his tongue thrust past her lips. His taste was frighteningly masculine, and she couldn't get enough of it. She wanted more, more, more—-and she told him so.

"Please, Khadem."

Hearing Prue say his name as she begged for his kiss had Khadem's cock surging up and straining against his briefs. He wanted her so damn much that she could've asked for his life, and it would have been hers. There seemed no limit to his need for her, and so if she wanted more of his kisses, then by God, he would give it to her until every inch of her skin was marked by his lips.

Prue could only gasp as Khadem started sucking on her tongue. She dizzily recalled Klaus trying to do this to her once, but the wetness of his kiss had frightened and secretly repulsed her into rearing back, and Klaus had never tried to do it again.

But now...

Why did it feel so different when it was Khadem sucking on her tongue? Was it because of the drug that was still spreading lustful poison through her body? Or was it because Khadem was so much more skilled and experienced compared to Klaus?

She knew it wasn't right to compare the two men to each other, and that she had something to compare to felt like a sin in itself, but...oh...my...God.

Khadem's mouth had abruptly left hers, but before she could protest at the loss of his kiss, she already felt his lips moving down her neck, and all she could do was whimper when he started sucking on a spot that was right next to her rapidly beating pulse. 

Her head fell back, and her hands curved over his shoulders as he went on to suck and suck and suck like Dracula holding a helpless Lucy in his arms. That Lucy also had a fiancé didn't escape her drugged mind, but as eerie as the comparison was, she couldn't seem to make herself care. 

Khadem was just too good at assuaging the heat that was still burning deep within her body, and when she felt his fingers reaching for the back of her dress, Prue found herself actually moaning as she heard him unzip her, and she even ended up helpfully wriggling out of her dress until she was down to her underwear.

Khadem pulled back to take a look at Prue. "Straighten your back," he ordered. "I want to see your tits standing proud."

It was Prue's first time to hear someone say such a thing in her presence, but the vulgarity of it somehow made her want him more, and she once again found herself obeying his command like his personal slave.

Her body trembled as she straightened her back, and she could feel her breasts swelling even more until they seemed like they were about to burst from his confines.

Khadem reached for her tits, and he could only groan in pleasure when they were even softer, firmer, and plumper than he had imagined. "Have you ever seen bread being made?"

She had a hard time concentrating on his question, with the way he was playing with her breasts. "Um..."

"It requires lots of kneading to be perfect," Khadem said huskily, "and while your tits are perfect, I bet they'd feel a lot better if I knead them..."

When she realized he was comparing her breasts to bread of all things, her head jerked up, and it was then she saw the amusement in his gaze. He had been trying to make her laugh, and just a giggle bubbled past her lips, that was when he also started kneading her tits just like dough, and all Prue could do was moan and writhe.

I'm sorry, Klaus, but this feels too good!

Khadem's touch alternated between rough and tender, painful and gentle, and the fact that she couldn't quite guess what was next just made her tits ache more and more for his touch.

Her flesh felt more swollen than ever, and when he seemed content to just play with her breasts without doing anything else, Prue could no longer take it.

"Please, Khadem."

"What is it, my angel? What do you want?"

She wished she could tell him she was no angel. She never would be, after this night. But because her need superseded all her other thoughts, Prue could only concentrate on just one thing at that moment, and she soon found herself leaning towards him as she begged, "Please kiss my breasts."

His laugh was as sinful as it was beguiling, and it made her wonder yet again if this was the drug at work, and that was why she found everything he did and said so addictive. She wished there was a way for her to really know the truth, but until then—-

Aaaaaaah.

Khadem had unclipped the front clasp of her bra, and Prue whimpered as she watched the cotton cups fall to the side and her tits pop out to greet Khadem's hungry gaze. The whole thing felt so incredibly lewd, but before she could even feel ashamed about it, he was already doing as she had begged him to—-

He was taking her nipple into his mouth, and oh, oh, oh, the way he suckled on her nipple was heaven. It was excruciating and thrilling. Painful and sweet. That was what heaven felt like to her at this moment, and Prue couldn't stop herself from reaching for his head and clutching it to her chest as she pushed her nipple deeper into his mouth.

"More," she begged. "More, more, more."

And Khadem granted her plea, as he suckled endlessly on her nipple before moving on to her other breast. Prue thought he would only start suckling, but this time his fingers were busy tweaking her other nipple, and oh, oh, oh—-

The shock of having two sources of acute pleasure was enough to send her over the cliff, and Prue could only shudder and hold on to him as another orgasm wreaked havoc over her body.
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Prue's nipple made a popping sound as Khadem released her breast from his mouth, but lascivious as the sound was, Prue couldn't muster the energy to feel the slightest bit embarrassed. Now that she had come in his arms for the second time, and she had these precious moments of lucidity before the drug started its dreadful work again—-

Prue knew with absolute certainty after this that she had to break up with Klaus. He didn't deserve a girlfriend like her. Someone who had thought herself pure and good, only for temptations like this to reveal that she had the soul of a whore.

Khadem could practically feel Prue thinking as he pulled away, and when he saw the way she avoided his gaze while hurriedly covering her chest with her arms, he could readily tell she was castigating herself for finding pleasure in his arms.

Khadem cupped her chin. "This isn't your fault."

A stricken look flitted her features. "You don't understand. I have a boyfriend, Khadem. And he's wonderful. But the way...the way I responded to you, it made me realize I'm not...I'm not good enough for him."

Khadem's jaw clenched. The selfish part of him wanted to let her go on believing that. If she did, then she was less likely to go back to her boyfriend, and he would have a better chance of keeping her.

But when he saw the anguish in her gaze, his goddamn conscience wouldn't allow him to keep quiet.

"You managed to turn me down earlier," he reminded her curtly. "I know for a fact that's already something the other girls who had been drugged similarly weren't able to do."

His words gave her comfort, but Prue was still scared it wasn't that simple. What if she was really this easy to arouse? How could she ever face Klaus after this, knowing that she could never be faithful to him if another man were to attempt to seduce her?

"Stop blaming yourself. Someone spiked your drink. That person, whoever it was, is the one you should be blaming. And once I find out who that person is—-"

"I'm not going to sue."

Khadem stiffened. "What do you mean you're not going to sue?"

"This would hurt my parents too much—-"

"And you?" Khadem demanded. "Has this not hurt you?"

A smile wobbled over Prue's lips. "I could've been a lot more hurt...if I didn't have you."

Khadem's fists clenched at the unexpected sweetness and utter naïvete of Prue's words. "I'm not a good person, Prue. Don't make me into someone like you."

"I think you're only trying to scare me."

"And I'm not? Is that what you're saying?"

Prue could no longer reply, with the poison in her body having already stirred back into life. 

It's happening again, oh God. 

Khadem's nostrils flared the moment he saw her big brown eyes widen, and when her gaze flew back to his, her face was already a picture of distress...and need.

"Khadem..."

God, how he fucking loved hearing his name on her lips.

"It's started again, hasn't it?"

Prue nodded.

"Then turn to me, and lower your arms."

Just the words alone had her moaning, and she couldn't help moaning again as her arms fell back against her sides, and she felt his hungry gaze devouring her swollen tits.

"Have you ever seen a man's dick, my angel?"

A shudder rocked her already-trembling body at Khadem's words, and she couldn't quite meet his gaze as she slowly shook her head.

"Not even in porn?"

"I've seen one," Prue whispered, "but it wasn't real."

"Hentai," he guessed.

Prue nodded.

"Naughty, naughty angel."

Prue's cheeks reddened.

"That's what you are, don't you know? Not sinful or evil. But just an angel who likes to be naughty now and then."

Just listening to him say such words made her feel like she was being tempted by the devil himself, and oh God, but how her body loved it!

"Your nipples are pouting," Khadem purred.

A whimper escaped Prue. She didn't have to look at herself to know he was telling the truth. She could feel it happening even now, and oh, how her breasts were aching to have his mouth on them again!

Prue could only gasp when Khadem leaned forward to tip her chin up, and she found herself staring into the lustful blue depths of his eyes. 

"You like hearing me call you a naughty angel, don't you?"

"I..."

"If you dare lie, that only means you're even naughtier." 

Prue was torn...and feeling so much more desperate for his touch. 

"Say it," Khadem whispered. 

Prue squirmed and writhed.

"Say you're a naughty angel, and I'll—-"

Oh God, she couldn't wait any longer, couldn't even wait for him to finish speaking as the words spilled past her lips in a cry. 

"I'm a naughty angel!"

Khadem laughed, and the sound had her moaning. Oh, how she loved to hear him laugh, but what she loved and needed even more was him.

I need him.

And this thought had her begging him with her eyes. "Please." She had no shame left, with how badly her body was aching. "Please—-"

Khadem's fingers threaded through her hair, and that touch alone had her whimpering.

Yes, yes, yes.

He pulled her head close, and her heart beat wildly against her chest as their lips brushed against each other.

"Are you ready to come again, my angel?"

"Yes!"

"Then..." 

Prue could only sob as Khadem guided her off the couch and gently pushed her down to her knees. 

He reached for her hands, which were now trembling violently, and placed them on his crotch. "You know what to do..."

Prue swallowed hard. She was scared of what he was asking, scared of what could happen, but in the end, the desire that was raging through her body won over her fears, and her fingers started moving on its own.

She tried to keep her hands from shaking as she pulled her zip down, and when she saw that his briefs were a tight fit, Prue unbuttoned his pants as well. 

The huge bulge under his briefs was visibly throbbing, and her own body began to throb as she slowly reached for his cock to take it out.

Khadem sucked his breath the moment her fingers wrapped around his member. Her touch was tentative at first, but because she was still under the drug's influence, her own needs soon overcame her shyness and shame, and Khadem could only groan as her fingers gradually tightened around his length.

Prue could feel her sex quivering almost violently as her fingers explored the rigid structure of Khadem's cock. She hadn't realized it would feel this smooth. Or this hot. She also didn't expect it to be this huge, and it was so in every way it could be. The length. The thickness. And even its swollen head seemed too large to be real. 

Khadem knew it was time to put an end to Prue's tentative exploration. As much as he wanted to enjoy more of her touch, that was for much, much later. For now, he had something else in mind, and Khadem heard Prue moan in protest when he abruptly pulled his cock out of her hold.

"Would you like to have a taste of it?"

Her head jerked up, and Khadem chuckled when he saw she was torn between dismay and excitement. 

"You'll have this one in your mouth soon enough, but for now..." He took her hands and placed one on her breast while guiding the other to her own pussy.

"You're going to pleasure yourself," Khadem rasped out, "and I'm going to jerk myself off while watching you make yourself cum on your own."
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Prue had never touched herself there, and she certainly had never made herself cum. But the moment Khadem said those words, oh God—-

Her body seemed as if it was already halfway to having an orgasm, and Prue didn't need to be ordered twice. Her hands were already moving on its own, and whimper after whimper slipped past her lips as she tried to mirror the way he had fondled her tit while her other hand slowly explored the moist, quivering flesh between her legs.

A low growl had Prue's eyes flying open, and she was mesmerized at the sight of Khadem staring at her like a wolf about to devour her whole. His hand was also stroking his cock furiously while staring at her, and seeing it grow even larger between his fingers had Prue catching her breath...just as her own fingers finally found her clit.

Khadem groaned upon seeing the look of ecstasy on Prue's face as she started rubbing her clit, and although he tried to make it last, hearing Prue start to pant was like a hammer smashing his self-control into pieces.

"Cum with me, angel. Now!"

The growled-out words made Prue cry out as her body instinctively sought to obey its new master. She tensed for a second, and then she was crying out again as a creamy rush of moisture flooded her pussy.

It's so good. 

How can it be so good?

Her dazed eyes drifted back to Khadem. He was just so big and strong, so dark and handsome, and the knowledge that he was about to make himself cum just from watching Prue pleasure herself had her body tightening anew.

How can this be possible?

The final shudders of her earlier orgasm had only started to fade, but the moment she heard him groan and saw him reach his own orgasm—-

Aaaaah!

It was the most arousing thing she had ever seen, and Prue could only gasp his name as a second round of pleasure unfurled inside of her. 

"Khadem!"

Even with one of his hand still busy jerking his cock off, the moment Khadem heard Prue call his name out, he knew exactly what she needed and he grasped her hair so he could pull her head close.

"Oh God, Khadem..."

It was the last thing she sobbed out just before Khadem's tongue thrust inside her mouth, and the last thing she remembered doing was sucking eagerly on his tongue while she came and came and came.

****
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PRUE ONLY REALIZED she had passed out upon waking up...and finding herself aching once again for Khadem's touch. She was on her back on the couch, and she could feel her breasts swelling up as Khadem gently traced her lips with his thumb.

"Welcome back, angel."

She hadn't a chance to reply, with Khadem retracing the outline of her mouth, this time with his tongue. His mouth soon moved down, and all she could do was writhe and gasp as he flicked his tongue against each of her nipples. 

"Khadem!"

Her gaze flew to his, and seeing his lips curve in a smirk had her writhing anew. He was so, so gorgeous, and how it made her want him!

"Did you like that?"

She could only whimper her answer. "Yes."

"I'll kiss them again later," he promised in a purr, "but for now, I have something else in mind..."

And that was when she felt him slowly part her thighs open, and Prue sat up in shock.

"Khadem!"

The fear in her voice was unmistakable, and he felt her resisting his efforts from the first time as she tried to keep her legs closed.

"You promised, Khadem..."

Blue eyes narrowed at her. "I did, and I never break my word. So will you trust me?"

Prue's fingers curled into fists. The few brain cells she had that were still working were telling her she couldn't risk trusting him, but...

She did trust him.

Even though he was still a stranger to her, and all she knew of him was his name—-

She trusted him, and so Prue forced herself to relax and let her legs fall open.

"Good girl..."

The words made her blush, but she forgot all about her embarrassment when she saw him getting to his knees between her legs.

Oh God.

He cupped her chin and made Prue look up at him.

"I'm going to give you a little taste of how it would feel to be fucked by my cock."

The words had Prue gasping, but before she could even try to understand what those words meant, he had already flipped her on her stomach, and Prue cried out when she felt the weight of his body pushing her down...just as his cock slipped between her legs.

Oh God.

Another cry spilled past her lips when his cock started sliding back and forth between her legs, and the pleasure it gave her was unimaginable.

So this was what he meant, Prue realized dizzily.

It really was just a little taste, but it felt so, so good, with just how hot and thick his cock felt as it throbbed under her sex, and oh, the sheer length of him was just incredible. He was just so, so long, that when she imagined herself really being fucked by his cock, and all of those inches pounding into her sex—-

That was all it took for the pleasure inside of her to explode, and as her moisture once again flowed out in her orgasm, Prue heard Khadem groan...just before his hands squeezed her breasts, and she felt his cock sliding faster and faster between her legs until he, too, started to cum.
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Prue couldn't even think of saying no when Khadem lied back against the couch and pulled her close so she could curl up against his chest. She felt so much more tired after her most recent orgasm, but it was the kind of exhaustion that also made her feel like she was floating.

Was this what heaven felt like, or was it blasphemous to think that way, considering that every kiss and caress she enjoyed from him was an act of betrayal against Klaus?

"Stop overthinking," Khadem muttered over her head, and Prue couldn't help but smile because he, too, sounded tired and relaxed at the same time.

"You only have a few minutes of rest. Take advantage of it."

That was true, and Prue decided to take his advice. She should stop overthinking, but as for how to best spend these few minutes of rest and sanity...

"Can you tell me something about yourself?"

Khadem nearly smiled. A woman always did want to talk, but whereas such requests would have him dumping said woman in a flash—-

This was Prue, and she was different. Whatever she asked for, he wanted to give, and since she wanted to know something about him—-

"I'm from the royal family of Huzna."

Prue started to protest and tell him she was being serious, but when Khadem remained still under her, she ended up scrambling off him and scooting all the way to the other end of the couch.

She gazed at him suspiciously, and he had no trouble meeting her eyes.

"Y-You can't be."

Khadem's broad shoulders moved in a shrug. "I won't force you to believe me."

Prue felt light-headed. "You're really a prince?"

"The correct word would be sheikh."

The last word echoed in her brain. A sheikh. This man was a sheikh. Khadem was a sheikh.

"Would you like some proof?" Khadem asked silkily.

She should ask for some, shouldn't she? But somehow...Prue didn't feel it was necessary. Just like she trusted him to keep her safe, she trusted him to tell her the truth, and since he said that he was from the royal family of Huzna—-

"Why are you wasting your time on me?" Prue blurted out. "You could've asked someone else to—-"

Khadem couldn't help bristling at the mere idea. "Never."

The possessiveness of his tone made her feel even fainter. "I don't understand why you're helping me." 

Khadem's gaze became hooded. "Why do you think?"

"Is it because I'm a novelty?"

Khadem already knew the answer to that was no, but in the end, all he did was shrug and let Prue draw her own conclusions. The less he said on the matter, the better for both of them.

Prue gnawed on her lip as she tried to make sense of her feelings. Silence meant yes, didn't it? And how else could he see her anyway? She had to be a novelty to him, and she had no right to feel hurt about it.

Khadem reached up to touch her face, and Prue actually had to fight against the urge to rub her cheek against his palm like some kitten wanting to be petted. 

What's wrong with me?

I shouldn't be feeling this way!

I can't!

"You appear troubled," Khadem murmured.

"I'm not."

"Did you want me to say something else?"

Prue's expression turned into one of dismay. "No." She pushed his hand away even as her heart stupidly ached at the loss of his touch. "Of course not." She forced herself to look at him in the eye. "It's just the drug...it's making me crazy."

"Is it?"

Don't let him get to you!

Think of Klaus!

Remember who you belong to!

Prue squeezed her eyes shut in an effort to clear her mind, but it didn't work. She tried to conjure an image of Klaus, but anguish ripped through her when all she could think of was Khadem.

Why?

Why am I like this?

Why?

Khadem had enough. He could no longer stand to see Prue punishing herself unnecessarily, and he had no trouble ignoring her cries as he hauled her back to him. 

"No—-"

She tried to struggle out of his hold, but Khadem's grip didn't ease the slightest, and before she knew it, she was falling on top of him, and her bare breasts were rubbing against the slight mat of hair covering his chest, and oh God—-

A cry spilled out of her as excitement blazed through her body...even when every brain cell of hers was still in working order.

No, God, no.

How could he make her want me when the drug wasn't working?

Khadem cupped her face. "Do you get it now?" he demanded roughly. "You're destined to be mine—-"

"No! That's not true! I'm not—-"

She could no longer speak, with his hand curving around her nape to pull her head down so he could conquer her mouth in another kiss.

Oh God, no!

She bit his lip hard, but this only had Khadem laughing. "Go ahead, my angel," he growled against her lips. "I'm only going to want you more the harder you fight me."

"Stop th—aaaah!"

His hands were now gripping her waist, and this time, it was her breast that his mouth had latched onto. 

"Stop it!"

She tried shoving him away, but it only made him suckle harder on her nipple. She tried pulling at his hair, but this only made him move all the way down...until his head was right between her legs.

"Nooooo!"

But her cry seemed to fall on deaf ears, and her eyes started to sting when she felt Khadem push her panties to the side. Cool air blew against her inner folds, and Prue's tears started to fall when she felt her pussy turn wet and start to quiver.

This was it.

She knew by now when the drug was and wasn't working, and right now...it wasn't. 

Everything that she was feeling was because of him—-

And when she felt him start sucking on her clit, with his tongue lashing against the bud over and over until her body arched involuntarily in orgasm—-

This is all me, she thought dazedly.

The way her body was still shuddering, and the feel of cum dripping down her thighs while her breathless pants filled the air—-

All of this is me, and God, no—-

It was starting again.

Even though her body had yet to recover from its last climax, artificial lust had flooded back into her veins, and all Prue could do was cry as sanity slipped out of her reach once again. 

No, no, no.

But it was too late. The drugs had regained control, and by the time Khadem lifted his head, shame had lost all meaning, and all she could do was whisper the agonizing truth. "Please. It's happening—-"

She could not say anything else, with Khadem rising to his knees and thrusting his cock straight into her mouth.

Aaaaah!

With both of his hands gripping her head, there was no way for her to escape, but the painfully funny thing about this was that she didn't want to escape at all. With her whorish soul in control, Prue found herself loving the taste of his cock, and what she loved even more was how he had her mouth so unbelievably stuffed that every thrust made her want to choke and suck at the same time.

Khadem tried to keep his movements slow and steady, but when he felt Prue clutch and squeeze his ass, the unexpectedness of it had his control breaking, and he could no longer keep himself from fucking her mouth harder...and faster...and deeper...until the head of his cock hit the back of her throat, and he felt himself explode as her lips automatically closed around his length.

"Prue, fuck..." He could only groan the words out as he shot his seed down her throat, and moments later he heard her cry out as the taste of his cum triggered her own release. 

Prue couldn't believe how giving Khadem a blowjob had made her cum as well, and all she could do in the end was cling to his hard, muscular body as wave after wave of pleasure pounded through her body.

And after that, there was no respite for either of them, with Khadem no longer giving Prue a chance to enjoy her few moments of lucidity. He kissed and touched and played with her body regardless of whether the drug was at work or not, and Prue could only dazedly follow his every command. 

Hours went by, and Prue learned how it felt to have his fingers fuck her into an orgasm, and how giving his cock a boob job could also trigger her own release. In the back of her mind, Prue knew that once the drug finally wore off, she would look back on this night and feel shock and horror at some of the things she had done...and the things she had allowed him to do with her.

But what would always be her greatest shame, and something she didn't think she could ever admit, even to herself...was how terrified she was that he might be right.

She might indeed be destined to be his, but even someone as sheltered as her knew that such a thing didn't automatically guarantee Khadem was destined to be hers. 
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The window blinds were all rolled up when Prue woke, but the sunlight that streamed inside the room wasn't so bright that it hurt her eyes. 

It was early morning still, she thought dazedly, and it was only when Prue forced herself to sit up, and she felt the oddest parts of her body start to ache—-

Oh no.

She remembered everything at once, and relief nearly had her sagging when she saw that she was fully dressed. He was likely the one who had gotten her back in her clothes, and while that was embarrassing, it would've been more awkward if she was still naked—-

"Good morning."

The sound of his voice made her jump, and she finally noticed Khadem back in the lounge chair across the couch. It was her first time to see him in the light of day, and he looked even more magnificent with sunlight casting shadows over the aquiline edges of his face and the sculpted muscles of his arms.

"How do you feel?"

She cleared her throat. "I'm...okay." It was such a lame thing to say, but in her defense, this was her first morning-after, and Khadem wasn't even her boyfriend. She hadn't even known him for more than a day. It couldn't get any more awkward than this, could it?

"Has the drug worn off?"

Prue couldn't help wincing. "Um...yes." She obviously stood corrected. It was even more awkward now, having been reminded that the only reason they had spent the night together was because someone had hated her enough to spike her drink.

Khadem was unused to dealing with a woman who was so damn difficult to read. All this time, he had been waiting for some sign from Prue, just so he'd know where he now stood with her. But so far, all he had gotten from her were short, awkward responses that didn't offer a single clue to her feelings.

Prue's stomach turned when she saw Khadem shove his hands into his pockets. He seemed tense and almost frustrated, and she wondered if this meant that one night with her had been more than enough, and he was now itching to get rid of her. 

That...was possible, wasn't it? He was a sheikh, and she was nobody. It was only natural she'd be unable to hold his interest—-

"I had a call earlier."

The sudden words cut into her thoughts, and Prue looked at Khadem uncertainly. 

"Would you like to know who spiked your drink?"

Prue could feel herself pale. "H-How?"

Instead of answering, Khadem rose to his feet and offered her his hand. "Let me show you." He saw Prue bite her lip, and he wondered if she was now afraid of him. Disgusted by him even. And if she did feel those things, Khadem knew he only had himself to blame. 

When Prue had finally fallen asleep in a state of exhaustion, Khadem had found himself watching her until dawn...and reflecting and regretting the actions he had taken.

The life he had led taught him to seize what he wanted without hesitation, but he should've been more careful with someone like Prue. Not only was she unaccustomed to the ways of his kingdom, but he had known from the start she was a kind and gentle soul. A fucking angel on earth. But instead of soothing her fears, he had taken advantage of her weakness.

Now that her mind was free from the effects of the drug, it was possible that she had decided to have nothing to do with him—-

Ah.

Khadem barely managed to hide his surprise when he felt Prue tentatively place her hand in his, and he made sure to keep his hold gentle as he carefully pulled her up to her feet.

Prue didn't know what to think or feel as Khadem continued to hold her hand as he led her out of the room. It almost felt like he was being protective towards her, but that couldn't be right. Could it?

There was at least a dozen of men seemingly waiting for him in the corridor, and Prue was unnerved by the sight of all of those men bowing as Khadem walked past. It was one thing to know that Khadem had royal blood, but it was another thing altogether to see just what it really meant for him to be a sheikh, and the fact that he was taking such deference by stride made Prue feel like all of this was a dream.

They descended the club's spiral staircase in silence, and Prue's heart pounded when Khadem took her to a private office just next to the entrance. She had a feeling she already knew what he was about to show her, and her guess proved correct when she saw the wall of monitors transmitting real-time footage from every security camera that had been installed inside the club.

"Your Highness." The club's security chief introduced himself as Martin Britt, and at Khadem's nod, the older man played back a couple of minutes from last night's recordings.

Prue felt like throwing up when she realized who it was that had spiked her drink.

Khadem's grip on her hand tightened. "That's your cousin, isn't it?"

Prue could only nod, devastated as she was by the pain of Alta's betrayal. How could the other girl do this to her? How? And why?

"There's also footage of your cousin talking to the group of guys that attacked you."

Prue felt sicker and sicker. Did she ever know Alta at all?

"Would you like to see the footage?" Martin questioned.

Prue shook her head, and the next few minutes that followed were a blur. It was like she was moving on autopilot as she thanked Martin for his help and allowed Khadem to take her hand as he led her out of the office.

She didn't even notice where they were going until Khadem's steps slowed into a halt, and Prue realized he had taken her to the hotel's vast and elegant lobby.

"What do you want to do now?" Khadem asked quietly. 

Prue didn't answer him right away, and he could see that she was still reeling from her cousin's betrayal. 

"If you're going to press charges—-"

Prue immediately shook her head. Her parents were the conservative sort, and Prue would rather keep the whole thing a secret and deal with Alta privately.

Khadem's lip curled at Prue's decision to simply let this matter go. She might be feeling charitable, but he was not going to let the matter rest just like that. 

If there was one thing he had learned from the years he had spent fighting and risking his life in battle, it was to understand the permanency of human nature. People who were born evil would stay evil, and to show them mercy would only risk having them ruin more lives. 

Prue's cousin would be made to pay for her sins, and Khadem didn't give a damn if doing so meant risk losing Prue's trust completely. That woman had to be punished, and he would damn well make sure of it. Prue might not understand this yet, but she was his, and he would do everything to keep her safe.

Prue looked at Khadem hesitantly. Wasn't he going to ask her to stay? Time passed, and hope dwindled, and Prue suddenly felt like she was forcing herself on him.

"I think I'd like to go home."

A part of her hoped that he was going to stop her from leaving after that, but all Khadem did was nod. Moments later, he was walking her out of the hotel and a shiny, black limousine was rolling up the hotel's driveway.

Prue automatically shook her head. "I can go home on my own—-"

"How?" Khadem asked pleasantly. "Your cousin made sure to take your wallet and phone with her, did she not?"

"Then—-" She was already squirming uncomfortably at what she had to ask, but she eventually managed to say what she needed. "Can you lend me some cab money?"

Khadem's expression cooled. "You do not want people to see me taking you home?"

"My parents will ask too many questions if they see me with you."

Khadem told himself this was not déjà vu at work. Alanna had also made such excuses about not wanting him to meet her parents, and it was only in the end that he realized she had been ashamed to be seen with a bastard like him.

Prue didn't know what to feel when she saw Khadem take his wallet out, and she only realized just how much he had given her when the bill was already in her hand. 

"This is too much—-"

Khadem placed his calling card on top of the hundred-dollar bill. "Call me when you need me, angel."

I'm no angel. I never was, and I can never be one.

Those were what she wanted to say, but she couldn't, since he was already walking away, and as she watched him with eyes made blurry by tears, she felt as if he was taking a piece of her heart with him.

Prue closed her eyes. This was the end then. This would be the last time she would see him—-

"You're crying."

Prue's eyes flew open, and she was stunned to see Khadem standing right in front of her again, and she could only cry harder as she felt him wipe her tears away with his thumb.

"I tried to let you go," Khadem said tersely, "because I thought that was what you wanted. I thought you were scared of me—-"

Prue was already shaking her head before he even finished speaking. "You took care of me last night."

His lips twisted in a humorless smile. "Do you really think that?"

"Yes," she said fiercely. "Other men would've t-taken my virginity, but you didn't!" 

"If you choose to stay with me now," Khadem warned tightly, "I will never be able to let you go."

Prue was having a hard time keeping herself from reading too much in his words. "W-What exactly are you saying?"

"Wherever I go, you go. I will always keep you by my side, and the whole world will know that you are my woman and mine alone."

"Oh, Khadem..."

Prue's voice shook, and Khadem cursed under his breath when her big, brown eyes welled up with tears. "If the thought of marrying me is making you cry," he gritted out, "then forget I said anything. Just say what you damn want—-"

"It's you," Prue choked out.

Khadem stiffened, and a moment later, Prue had thrown herself in his arms, and Khadem's heart slammed against his chest. 

"I'm scared, Khadem."

"Don't be."

"Things are happening too fast."

"Things are happening exactly as they're meant to be."

Prue pulled back to smile up at him tearily. "Because I'm destined to be yours?"

"Yes."

"A-And you?"

He took her hand and placed it on his chest, and Prue felt the hard pounding of his heart.

"Is that answer enough, my angel?"
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Khadem: Have you broken up yet?

Prue wanted to smile, but the thought of doing so made her feel guilty, and so she ended up biting her lip instead while texting her reply.

Prue: I haven't even gotten home!

Khadem: You should just send him a fucking text.

Prue: You know I can't.

Khadem: Just don't forget who you belong to. And in the event that you do, my men are following your every move, and I've instructed them to do whatever is necessary to take you back to me. 

Prue: You're kidding, right?

Prue: Khadem?

She tried ringing his phone, but all of her calls remained unanswered by the time her cab arrived at her place. Hmph! He had probably known she would have made him promise not to do anything drastic, and since Khadem wasn't the type to break his word, he had decided to avoid her calls instead.

One of the live-in servants opened the front door for Prue, and she was relieved to find out that her parents had yet to return from their weekend trip in Tahoe. 

She tried to rehearse what she wanted to say to Klaus as she took a shower, but with Khadem no longer around, what had seemed an easy choice earlier was now weighing heavily on Prue.

Am I really going to do this?

Prue tried to keep herself calm, but by the time she stepped out of the shower and changed into a fresh pair of jeans and her favorite shirt, Prue was hyperventilating so badly she had to sit herself down on her bed.

Relax, Prue, relax.

She had always been the type to look this way and that a hundred times before crossing the street, and she had never been the once-burned, twice-shy type because she had always been careful with her decisions. 

Choosing Khadem over Klaus was easily the biggest decision she had made in her life, and while she knew her parents would likely up in arms about it—-

Prue only had to imagine what life would be like with and without Khadem, and she knew right away there was only one choice for her to make.

I'm sorry, Klaus. 

Prue's fingers shook as she sent a text to Klaus, and her stomach turned queasy with nerves when he replied in moments.

Klaus: I can be there in half an hour. Is that okay?

Prue had just texted 'yes' to Klaus when her phone suddenly rang, and she quickly answered the call when she saw Mom pop up on her screen.

"Hello?"

"Where are you?" Celine demanded right away.

Prue couldn't help feeling nervous. Did Celine know she hadn't come home last night?

"Are you home?"

"Yes—-"

Celine breathed a sigh of relief. "Your aunt told me that you went out clubbing last night, but I told her that was impossible. And thank God for that!" 

Prue's heart was racing. "Did something...did something happen to Alta?"

"I'm not sure of the specifics, but according to the investigator handling her case—-"

"Investigator?" Prue asked in confusion. "And what case are you talking about?" 

"Your cousin was abducted from a club last night. And she was apparently drugged, and..."

Prue tried not to feel impatient at the way Celine's voice trailed off. "Mom?"

"She enjoyed being with ten men, Prue! Ten! That's why she's in the hospital. She requires treatment after...oh, you know what I'm talking about!"

Prue couldn't speak. 

"Anyway..." Celine's tone became brisk. "Your father and I won't be home until evening, and I'd rather you not leave the house until we're back. You can never be too safe these days..."

Prue's mind was reeling as she descended the stairs and waited in the living room for Klaus. There was too much coincidence between what happened to her and Alta, but...it had to be just that. A coincidence. Couldn't it?

Khadem couldn't be involved. Just couldn't. Because if he was...then didn't that mean he had deliberately ordered to have Alta kidnapped, drugged, and later on sexually taken advantage of by ten men?

Prue forced all such thoughts out of her mind when Klaus finally arrived. She knew she should focus on finding the right words to break up with him, and to let him know that this was all her fault and not his—-

"Did you hear what happened to Chip and his friends?"

Prue could feel herself start to pale. Chip. Now that Klaus had mentioned it, she remembered too late that Oily Jerk's name was Chip.

"There seems to be a hundred versions of what happened, but man..."

"What happened to them?" Prue asked unevenly.

Klaus looked uncomfortable. "I don't know how to say this without sounding vulgar—-"

"Just tell me."

"They had their, um, things chopped off." 

Prue ran to the toilet and threw up.

God. 

Oh God.

Why?

She heard Klaus outside the door, and he sounded worried as he asked her if she was alright.

Which she wasn't.

How could she be alright when she now knew—-

God.

Why?

How?

Prue couldn't make herself stand as she took her phone out of her pocket with shaking fingers. She remained seated on the floor as she made the call, and she could barely breathe when Khadem answered after the first few rings.

"Are you done?" 

His voice was low and sexy. Beautiful. But now the sound of it made her want to cry.

"Did you do it, Khadem? Alta? And those guys? Did you do it?"

There was only silence on the other end, and her fingers tightened around her phone.

"I need to hear you say you didn't do it, Khadem."

"And if I can't?"

Prue could no longer speak, and as her whole world went dark, the last thing she heard was Khadem saying her name.

****
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SAVE ME, SOMEONE SAVE me, please! 

Prue cried the words out over and over, but no one came, and the men circled around her just laughed and stared at her like she was a piece of meat rather than an actual human being. Terror seized her by the throat, and just as she opened her mouth to scream—-

She woke up.

A nightmare.

Her eyes flew open.

It was just a nightmare, oh thank God.

But when she realized where she was, and who it was seated next to her bed, Prue felt as if she had escaped one nightmare only to find herself trapped in another another. 

Khadem couldn't help flinching when he saw the way Prue reared back upon seeing him. "I'm not going to hurt you."

Prue's heart broke at the sound of his voice. How could a voice so lovely...belong to a man capable of such violence?

A commotion outside her room yanked Prue out of her thoughts, and she felt her face drain of color when she realized it was Klaus. That was Klaus' voice, and he was calling for security.

Prue's distressed gaze flew back to Khadem, and his jaw clenched at the fear in her eyes. "You don't have to worry about him," he said curtly. "I know he's been good to you, and as long as he doesn't hurt you, he has nothing to worry about."

"H-How did I get here?"

"The boy. 911."

"And you..."

"I had people watching your house," he reminded her.

"And now? Are your people the reason Klaus can't come in here?"

Khadem's gaze narrowed. "Do you want him to come in?"

"Yes!"

Khadem felt like punching someone. "Are you scared of being alone with me now?"

She wished she could say yes, but she couldn't.

"I told you I would never hurt you, and I meant it."

She knew that, too, but it didn't matter.

"I did what I had to do to protect you—-"

A choked cry escaped her. "What you did isn't being protective. Can't you see that? What you did...oh God, Khadem." Prue couldn't even bear to say the words out loud. "How could you have Alta...and those guys..."

"They had to pay for what they did to you."

"Then sue them! Have me sue them! But what you did isn't normal—-"

"Maybe to you it isn't," Khadem bit out, "but that's what normal has always been for me. For my people and the entire fucking kingdom of Huzna."

"It's too much—-"

"No, goddammit. It's not too much at all," Khadem snapped, "and it's because of people like you that people like them are able to get away with hurting more people. Alta will never change, Prue. Women like her are incessantly jealous and will blame you and everyone else for never feeling content or happy. Your cousin would never stop trying to harm you until she was taught a lesson."

"What you did wasn't a lesson—-"

But Khadem raged past her words like he couldn't hear a single thing she was saying.

"And those men who tried to rape you - do you really think you were the first girl they tried to rape?" Khadem snarled. "I have their files with me, and you would have been the fucking tenth! The tenth girl whose innocence they had stolen and whose life they had ruined. I did what should have done to them in the first place, so that they could never hurt another girl again!"

Prue no longer knew what to think. She understood what he was saying and where he was coming from. She got that he had saved other girls from being raped, and saved Prue herself from being harmed by Alta, but...

He had her cousin raped, and other guys had their members cut off because of him!

How could she just forget that? 

Was she really supposed to act like his eye-for-an-eye method of serving justice was okay? 

"Say something, Prue."

The hoarseness of his voice made her want to cry. It was so unlike Khadem to sound like this, and when she made herself look at him, she realized that she had actually hurt Khadem without even knowing it.

"I'm sorry. I know you did it for me. But it's just too much."

Desperation ignited inside of Khadem at Prue's words. "Tell me what you want me to change," he said fiercely, "and I'll change it."

"I think I just need some time."

Khadem felt himself grow numb. Time. That was what Alanna had asked of him. And he had given it to her like a fool, thinking that she meant she needed time to think...but instead she had ended up using that time to destroy him.

"Prudence? Prudence!"

Prue whitened when she heard her parents' voices outside the room.

"What is the meaning of this?" 

Mom.

"Who the hell are you to keep us from entering our daughter's room?"

Dad.

"These jerks suddenly showed up to block the doors," she heard Klaus say angrily, "and this goddamm hospital won't do a thing about it."

Prue turned to Khadem, asking shakily, "Does that mean Klaus didn't see you come in?"

"He didn't."

She saw him hesitate. "What is it?"

"I can also leave without being seen—-"

Prue was already nodding before he even finished speaking. "Please."

Khadem's fists clenched. "You don't want your parents to see me?"

"Oh God, no." She could just imagine how her parents would react, and then there was also Klaus. Having them meet Khadem under these circumstances would be a disaster—-

"I see."

The sudden hollowness of Khadem's voice penetrated her panic.  "Khadem?"

But he had already turned away, and Prue was left staring in shock as Khadem opened the door, and with his security immediately forming a wall around him, he was able to walk past her parents and Klaus without being seen, just like he had promised. 

"Oh God, Prudence, honey." Celine came running into the room, her usual poise gone. "Who was that man? Are you alright? Did he do something to you?"

Her father and Klaus entered the room and asked similar questions, their expressions uneasy and worried.

She wished she could make herself answer them, but right now, all Prue could think about was Khadem.

Why did it feel like she had made the biggest mistake of her life?
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Chapter Eleven
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Prue stayed for a night at the hospital before being discharged, and she wasn't sure what her parents and the doctors had talked about, but when they came to drive her home, they had ceased to question her about the "stranger" who had "hijacked" her room.

Her parents advised her to stay home for a few days before going back to university, and when Klaus came to visit her after his soccer practice, Prue knew she could no longer delay the inevitable.

She told him what had happened to her without naming names, but Klaus had somehow still guessed Alta, Chip and the others were involved, and it had hurt to see him break down while she was recounting her ordeal.

Klaus tried to convince her they didn't need to break up because of what happened, but Prue knew it was over for them, and there was no changing that...even if she was never to see Khadem again.

A week passed, and Prue could no longer stand it. She had been the one to push Khadem away. She knew that. She should've been glad that he was no longer around. But she wasn't.

With her parents still understandably paranoid, Prue was forced to act like everything was normal as she went back to university...only to ditch her classes for the day so she could jump into the backseat of a cab and give the driver the address of Khadem's hotel.

As the cab driver did his best to weave his car in and out of heavy traffic, Prue was left alone with her thoughts, and she gradually realized how unfair she had been to Khadem.

Look before you leap.

That had always been her motto, but instead of giving herself time to think things through, she had let her knee-jerk reaction overrule her common sense, and she had ended up acting like this awfully sanctimonious person who could do no wrong and thus judge people like she was God.

That wasn't her at all, and the more Prue thought about it, the more terrible she felt. It was only now that she realized she had been so scared she was being impulsive with Khadem...that when the first opportunity to doubt him had come up, she had immediately used it to convince herself that she was better off without him.

Prue was relieved when Martin readily came out to meet her, and when she asked if she could see Khadem, the older man directed her inside the club and asked her to wait.

"Ms. Prue Galloway, isn't it?"

The voice had a slight accent, and when Prue glanced up in surprise, it was to see a tall, dark, and handsome stranger standing next to her table, and one who bore an extraordinary resemblance to Khadem.

"I was told you were looking for my brother?"

Prue scrambled to her feet. "Y-Your Highness—-"

The man shook his head. "Please call me Saif."

Prue almost gasped. Saif was the name of the eldest son of the king of Huzna, which made this man the Crown Prince and heir to the throne.

As the two of them took their seats, Saif studied the girl that had somehow managed to get under his youngest brother's skin. Long blond hair, big, brown eyes, and an air of purity that easily explained why a drunk Khadem had referred to her as the angel he did not deserve. 

"I've been apprised by the events concerning you and your brother," Saif said quietly. "I'm sorry that you had to undergo such an ordeal."

"I was lucky," Prue said unsteadily. "Khadem was there to protect me."

"I'm glad you think that way now."

Prue could feel herself turn red when Saif also appeared to know how her last conversation with Khadem went.

"Has my brother ever told you about Alanna?"

"No." But even so, Prue could already feel herself hurting, since she instinctively knew that Alanna was a woman who used to own Khadem's heart.

"She was Khadem's first girlfriend."

Prue bit her lip hard. How awful it felt to be right!

"And the only one as well...until you."

Prue felt like someone had just stabbed her. Even though she knew this was all in the past, the mere thought of Khadem falling for another woman made her feel like dying.

"Alanna had convinced my brother to keep their relationship a secret. She told him that her parents would punish him if they were to find out she was dating a bastard like him. She was also an expert at twisting my brother into knots, with how she could make Khadem feel like a brute every time he asked her to make their relationship public. Khadem would still probably be under her spell until now...if our other brother, Rashad, hadn't overheard Alanna talking about Khadem to her friends. That was how we found out that she had always looked down on Khadem for being a bastard, and that it was her who didn't feel Khadem was worthy enough to present to her parents. Worst of all, the only reason she had been dating Khadem was to make another man jealous enough to offer her marriage."

When Saif stopped speaking, he could tell by the play of emotions on the girl's face that she more than understood why he had chosen to tell her about Alanna.

"I didn't...I didn't know." Prue's heart was aching. If only Khadem had told her this himself, then she would never have asked him to hide himself from her parents. 

"Do you love him, Ms. Galloway?"

Prue's breathing became uneven. "I do."

"Then I'll have someone take you to where Khadem is, and after that...it's all up to you."

****
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OH...LORD.

When the Crown Prince told her that she would be taken to where his brother was, she had imagined being escorted to this room or driven to that place, but instead she had found herself issued a diplomatic passport before being flown across the Pacific and taken straight to the royal palace of Huzna.

Dressed as she was still in her shirt and jeans, Prue couldn't help feeling self-conscious as she made her way through the throng of well-dressed guests. While Saif did warn her that Khadem would be hosting a formal ball by the time she arrived, the Crown Prince had refused to let her go home to change into something more presentable.

You'll have better chances if he's to see you as you are now, Saif had said cryptically, and with how everyone was now staring at her, Prue wondered uneasily if what the sheikh meant was she'd have better chances of being thrown out. 

Prue was starting to lose hope of ever finding Khadem in this oh-so-huge ballroom when she finally caught a glimpse of him surrounded by a bevy of beautiful women.

Or maybe that was his harem?

Prue's heart beat wildly as she forced herself to walk, and she was only a few steps away when Khadem was finally alerted to her presence by the increasing buzz of whispers around him.

She saw him stiffen as his gaze clashed with hers, and Prue fought against the urge to wilt as his blue eyes turned noticeably cold by the time she reached him.

"Hi."

The icy expression on his face didn't soften. "You may address me as Your Highness."

The words were like a slap to her face, and it hurt even more to see the other women look at her smugly.

Even so, Prue mustered a smile and reminded herself that Khadem was only lashing out in his pain. "May we talk privately...Your Highness?"

"There's nothing for us to talk about...although I must congratulate you. My eldest brother has never been the type to meddle," Khadem drawled, "but you must've sufficiently charmed him into making an exception in your case."

Prue was starting to wonder if coming here was a big mistake. "If you could just let me explain in private—-"

"Say what you want here," Khadem cut her off with a shrug, "and I'd appreciate it if you could be quick about it."

But this time, Prue could no longer speak. She had really believed they had a chance to make things work, but it seemed she was wrong. He was obviously furious with her, and while she couldn't blame him for it—-

"I wish you had told me about the past," she said unsteadily. "Because if you did, then I wouldn't—-"

Khadem heard her voice catch, and the sound forced him to look at her - to really look at Prue, and what he saw made his chest tighten.

Fuck.

"I would never have asked you for time if I had known. And I would...I would have made you meet my parents if I knew what it would mean to you. I never meant to hurt you, and I'm s-sorry..." Prue struggled to get past the sobs clawing at her throat. "It's obviously too late, and I understand why you can't...why you can't forgive me, but..." She managed a smile. "Thank you for doing everything to protect me."

Prue spun away without waiting to hear if Khadem even cared to answer. She had to leave before she completely broke down in front of all of these strangers—-

"Wait."

Prue quickened her pace. 

"I'm sorry, Prue." 

Fingers captured her wrist, and Prue was powerless to stop Khadem from spinning her around to face him. 

Khadem cursed himself silently the moment he saw the pain etched over Prue's face. "I'm sorry."

"You don't need to say sorry for anything," she said without looking at him.

"But I do," Khadem said fiercely. "I'm sorry for acting like an asshole—-"

Prue shook her head. "You were lashing out—-"

"Will you please stop making excuses and just look at me?"

But Prue didn't speak this time, and Khadem felt the familiar taste of desperation coat his tongue. "You were right," he said hoarsely. "I should've told you about Alanna, but I didn't...and that's why I ended up comparing you to her. And now, when I saw you again...you just make me feel so damn much it scared me—-"

"Please just stop," Prue said jerkily. "There's no need to feel guilty. I understand that you've gotten over me—-"

"I haven't!"

Prue told herself he was lying and forced herself to continue. "It's fine, okay? I can get over you, too—-"

"Don't fucking say that," Khadem snarled. 

"If you t-think I'm lying—-"

"It's because I know you're not lying that I don't want to fucking hear it! I've seen how brave and strong you are, Prue. Those drugs should've turned you mindless, but you fought it off every time, and that's why I know if you put your mind to it, you can get over me—-" 

Prue swallowed hard. "Then it's all good, isn't it? We can all move on—-"

"Stop it!" Khadem could barely breathe now. "I can already feel you starting to move on, and I don't want you to move on." He cupped her face and forced her to look into his eyes. "I love you, Prue. I loved you the first time I saw you, and I never stopped—-"

Prue wished she could believe him, but he had hurt her so much with his coldness.

"Please, Prue. I love you. I'm sorry I was an ass earlier, but I love you—-"

Prue could no longer stop her tears from falling. "Khadem—-"

"Don't say my name if you're going to make it sound like you're leaving me," Khadem said rawly. "I can change, Prue. I will change. Just tell me what you want, and I'll do it. I'll be the kind of man you can be proud of. I can even change my fucking name so you won't have to worry that you'll be the wife of a bas—-"

"Stop."

Prue's cry killed whatever hope Khadem had left at holding on to her. It was truly over, he thought dully, and it was all his fault.

Prue was finding it so hard to stop herself from crying. She knew from what Saif had told her that the one thing Khadem refused to do for Alanna was to change his name in order to be legitimate. Being an Al-Masri had been a matter of pride, honor, and principle to Khadem, and for him to be willing to turn his back on his heritage just to be with her—-

Khadem sucked his breath when Prue suddenly curled her arms around his neck.

"Will you promise me something?"

His arms closed around her in a fierce embrace. "Anything, Prue. Anything."

"I don't want you to change, Khadem. I would never want you to change because I love you as you are, but..."

Prue felt a shudder rock Khadem's powerful frame at her words, and her own body trembled violently at the strength of her emotions.

She slowly leaned back until she could look into his eyes. "Can you promise to wait?" A smile wobbled over her lips. "I honestly don't know how long it would take, but I just want you to wait for me to be strong enough so that I can defend myself, and you'll never need to go to such lengths to protect me."

Ah, fuck.

Khadem could feel his own eyes start to burn. 

She could've asked him to stop protecting her, but she hadn't. Because Prue had meant it when she said that she didn't want him to change, and she knew that asking him to do nothing if she was hurt was no different from asking him to stop being himself.

Prue was that one woman he had thought was impossible to find.

Prue was truly his angel, the one woman in this world who loved him as he was, sheikh, bastard, and monster all rolled into one—-

Prue reached up to touch his cheek. "Are you crying?"

But right now, those words of hers just made Khadem want to be a fucking monster, period.

"Shut up," he snarled. "It's the wind—-"

"But there aren't any windows open," Prue protested. "I think you're really crying—-"

Khadem's mouth slammed down on hers, and as she gasped against his lips, Prue also heard him say silkily, "Seeing as you seem so fond with the idea of crying, how about we have everyone hear you cry out...when I finally claim what's mine?"

Prue wasn't even given a chance to answer, with Khadem already sweeping her up in his arms, and the last thing she saw was Khadem's harem of female admirers glaring at her just before finding herself in what appeared to be...a changing room for babies and their diapers?

"Um..." 

Prue looked around her uncertainly. That was a changing table in one corner and a gigantic play pen with waist-high railings. That play pen alone was the size of her entire bedroom—-

"Khadem!"

She could only gasp his name out as he threw her right inside the play pen...before climbing over the rail to join her.

"W-What do you think you're doing?"

"I'm sure you have an idea or two," Khadem said with a devilish grin. 

Oh my God.

Prue was back on her feet in a flash, but before she could even try to climb over the railing and escape, Khadem had already pulled her back down to the bed, and his fingers were making short work of her clothes.

"Khadem!"

There went her shirt, her jeans, and no matter how hard she struggled, her underwear soon joined the discarded pile of clothes that Khadem had tossed out. 

Prue shook her head in disbelief as Khadem got rid of his blazer and unbuckled his belt. "You can't be...oh."

Khadem couldn't help but laugh at the way Prue's voice trailed off the moment she saw him take his shirt off. She was now staring rather dreamily at his chest, and by the time he was standing fully naked before her, Prue looked as if she was in a daze.

Oh, Lord.

Prue was having a hard time breathing, much less thinking. The last (and only) time she had seen Khadem naked was when she was still under the influence of that stupid drug. This was the first time she could appreciate how gorgeous he looked with a properly working brain, and oh...my...God.

How can a man be this hot?

Khadem's lips curved in a smirk. "Do you like what you see?"

Prue turned red. 

"You know you can touch me as well, don't you, my angel? Just as you are mine, I am all yours, too."

Oh. My. Lord.

The invitation was impossible to resist, and as Khadem sank to his knees before her, Prue forgot all about the outside world as she slowly ran her hands over his chest. 

Everything was so wonderfully hard, and it was a delight to feel his nipples tighten in arousal and his muscles flex under her fingers. 

He was perfect, oh so, so perfect, and when Prue heard him suck his breath in as her hands drifted down until she was curling her fingers around his massive cock while her other hand was gently caressing his balls—-

"Prue..."

The need in his groan made her wet, and Prue didn't think twice about bending her head to take his cock into her mouth...and pleasuring him just like he taught her.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck." 

His naughty angel was back in full force, and he couldn't get enough of her. Every stroke of her tongue against his cock drove him wild, and it eventually had Khadem reluctantly pulling out of her mouth.  

Prue cried out in protest, but the sound was swiftly muffled as his mouth sealed hers with a kiss. Her arms wrapped around his neck as he laid her down on the mattress, and then it was her turn to be teased and tortured, with Khadem taking his sweet, sweet time as he fondled her breasts.

Her heart raced in a mixture of trepidation and excitement when she felt his hand drift down to her sex, and unlike before, her legs now willingly fell open at the first touch of his fingers. 

He stroked her flesh gently and leisurely at first, and only when her folds were fully drenched with need did he thrust one finger inside of her...just as Khadem started sucking hard on her nipple. 

Aaaaaah.

Prue could only moan at being pleasured in two different ways simultaneously, and she soon found herself writhing and begging for more as his fingers plunged inside of her faster and harder.

By the time Khadem rose between her legs, Prue was so out of her mind with desire, it was like having the same drug working inside of her body once again.

"K-Khadem..."

The way she whimpered his name had Khadem's heart clenching, and he finally drove all the way in until he heard Prue gasp as his cock ripped through the barrier of her virginity. 

"Khadem..."

Her nails dug into the muscular panes of his back as her head spun at the painful pleasure of her deflowering. Her pussy felt as if it was about to burst with how thick and long his cock was, and she couldn't help gasping anew when Khadem's cock rubbed against the sensitive walls of her sex as he slowly pulled out.

Blue eyes locked with hers just as his cock plunged back into her pussy, and Prue couldn't help clawing his back at the force of his thrust. 

Oh God, yes, yes, yes!

Pleasure began to coil deep in her stomach as his cock rammed into her harder and harder, and when she finally came with a sob, Prue could only tighten her arms around Khadem and whisper—-

"I'm so, so proud to be yours, Khadem."

The words had Khadem groaning, and as she felt his cock fill her quivering pussy with his seed, Prue was stunned to see his blue eyes extraordinarily bright as he gazed down at her.

"Are you cry—-"

Khadem kissed her hard to shut her up. He loved that his angel could be naughty, but right now he just wanted his angel to be a good girl and lie back and think of the Kingdom of Huzna while he was cumming inside of her.
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Epilogue
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Prue and Khadem were back in the States the very next day, and she felt like pinching herself because everything seemed like a dream. Saif had apparently taken the time to speak to her parents while she was away, and not only were they all having dinner together, but Celine and Herbert couldn't be more pleased with the knowledge that their daughter would soon be a princess.

"You okay there?"

A rueful smile touched Prue's lips at Seven's question. "I'm just a little overwhelmed."

The older girl patted her hand comfortingly. "I know what you mean. But don't worry, it will pass."

"I really hope so."

"Trust me. It will. And if it makes you feel any better—-" Seven wrinkled her nose. "I was exactly in your shoes just a few days ago."

Prue's eyes widened as she listened to Seven recount how she had been blackmailed and made to lose her heart to the Crown Prince...all in one day as well.

"It's like a thing for them, isn't it? Or maybe it's in their blood." 

Prue could only laugh at Seven's grumpy tone.

"But anyway..." Seven glanced at the two remaining bachelors of the royal family. "Which of them do you think would be next?"

"Rashad," Prue said after a moment. He was very mysterious, and most women liked that. Ilyas, on the other hand, albeit as gorgeous as his brothers, always seemed too busy. She couldn't imagine seeing him have any spare time for marriage.

Seven's gaze flicked between Rashad and Ilyas. "Do you know that the royal family has their own official fortune teller?"

Prue was amazed. "A fortune teller? Really?" 

"She doesn't do gimmicky stuff like crystal balls, and she doesn't even use tarot cards. She just reads your palm, and I think I saw her read Ilyas' fortune a while ago. How about we ask her what she saw?"
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A BUSINESS CALL HAD Ilyas excusing himself from dessert and taking the steel-and-glass bridge that connected the hotel to the commercial complex across the street. He was just past the halfway point when Ilyas heard a faint mewl coming from an overturned box. 

What the hell?

He nudged the box aside, and he cursed under his breath when he saw the kitten underneath.

Walk away, Ilyas.

Just walk the fuck away.

But when the kitten let out another miserable little cry, Ilyas found himself bending down...only to get himself scratched.

Fuck!

The kitten was obviously traumatized, but Ilyas was patient, and his soft, coaxing voice eventually won the little thing over, and Ilyas was able to gently scoop its body off the cold, hard tiles.

Beware a kitten that cries, for life as you know it will never be the same once its claws find their way to your heart.

Johanna, the fortune teller, had said those very words to him earlier, but Ilyas refused to believe the older woman's reading had anything to do with this scraggly little thing.

Once inside his office, Ilyas was surprised to see that all the lights were on—-

"Oh, it's you."

It was his secretary Ember, and he remembered belatedly that she had asked for his permission to sleep in the office for a fortnight.

"Oh my God, is that a kitten?"

Ember came running to him, and Ilyas found himself blinking. The secretary he was used to seeing always had her hair pinned up, a pair of dorky glasses perched over her nose, and her body hidden under some oversized blazer and a baggy pair of pants. 

This girl, however...

"Poor, poor kitty."

As Ember took the kitten off his hands, Ilyas caught a glimpse of her tits jiggling behind the thin fabric of her night shirt. And those tits...were very, very big...just the way he liked it.

The End

Thank you so much for reading HIS TO RUIN. 

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.

As you may have already guessed, Ilyas' story is up next.

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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