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Sheikh Najib blasted into Rosalind Lewis's life atdked a sultan's claim
on her son! Her denial of the boy's royal lineage wet with deaf ears--and
relentless kisses. When danger threatened, motitectald were whisked

into Najib's exotic world, a faraway place wheretpction meant marriage.
But with every night in the arms of her sheikh Ivargd," Rosalind's secret
threatened to surface. Would the truth bring &b#nhd--or a heartfelt vow?



Prologue

A heavy, humming silence hung over the ancient gk modern steel of
the bank's safety deposit vault. Three men stogdtier watching as the
manager himself inserted the key that allowed ldgneder chromium door to
open. They exchanged brief glances but no word.

They were young, all around thirty, the managerpsgpd. There was
something about them that he could not place, aesehthemselves, an
authority, that was unusual in the young. They relad him of someone,
but he could not say who. Perhaps it was the csiyaelusive resemblance
they had to one another, some expression in the byt made him think
their relationship might be one of blood. One hatled the dead man,
whose safety deposit box he was now opening fon{lleeir cousin.

His fingers hooked into the little handle, and blamk manager drew out the
long, shining drawer. "It has not been touchedifa years, of course," he
said, feeling somehow that this was his momenthdesr it was because
they were watching him with such fixed attention.

It was by no means an unusual occurrence in tieenadtth of the long and
devastating Kaljuk War. Other families had lostkaf the safety deposit
boxes of their dead loved ones, or had never knaiwhem, until notified
by the bank of an arrears on the rental. And sonetiwhen the bank sent
out letters there was no reply at all....

No one answered him, and he slid his left arm utitebox as it came free
of its sheath. "This way, gentlemen," he said, tanded to lead them out of
the vault, leaving a clerk to close and turn thekoof the vault door.

He led them down the narrow passage, on a suddausmbypassing the
doorways leading to the closets where more ordicients of the bank
examined their safety deposit boxes, instead gomghe staircase to the
main floor of the bustling institution.

He headed for a door labelled Meeting Room, anll wihod instructed the
young clerk to open it. "You will not be disturbledre," he told them with a
certain gravity, leading the way inside.



He placed the box on the polished wood table, stremghtened and glanced
at the men. Still no one had spoken. Although enstirface the three were
completely calm, there was a tension in the airwes of a different order

from the usual simple, excited hope that some fatndasure would be

found to have been saved from the devastation. ¢telered what might be

in the box.

The bank manager nodded as if to himself. "You mall be disturbed,” he
said again.

"Thank you,” said one of the men, holding the dawith polite
implacability. Reluctantly, unconsciously wishirmlde part of the drama he
felt hovering, the bank manager bowed again ard lef

Najib al Makhtoum closed the door, shutting him,dben turned to his
companions. The three men stood for a moment Igo&ineach other in
silence. Strong sunlight slanted through narrowdewms high along one
wall, casting sharp shadows, and making visibleamilfy resemblance
between the three men that was not always so ochvidey all shared some
ancestor's broad forehead, strong cheekbonesp#imdduth, but each had
put his own individual stamp on his genes.

"Well, let's hope this is it," Ashraf said, andifthis were a signal they all
three moved to pull out chairs around the table resttbe box lay, and
settled themselves.

A hand reached out and lifted the lid to exposeldng, shallow, oblong
compartment. There was a collective sigh.

"Empty,"” said Ashraf. "Well, it was too much to eq that—"

"But he must have—" Haroun began, and broke offlagb interrupted,
"Not empty, Ash."

The other two drew in one simultaneous breath:d@melopes lay flat in the
bottom, almost invisible in the sharp shadows.

For a moment they stared in silence.



Najib and Haroun looked from the envelopes to Aslaad it was he who
reached in at last and reluctantly drew out thereabangular shapes, one a
large brown business envelope, the other a narroiewblong.

"It's a will," said Ashraf, surprise in his voicele looked at the brown
envelope. "And a letter addressed to Grandfathéz.ropped that on the
table and turned to the will, starting to unwine tted string that held the
flap in place.

"What firm?" asked Najib. "Not old Ibrahim?"

Ashraf turned it over to show the looping logo dégal firm and shook his
head. "Jamal al Wakil," he read, and glanced upef'Beard of him?"

The other two shook their heads, and a frown wébBngeon his brow as
Ashraf lifted the flap and drew out the formal ledacument. "Why does a
man go to a stranger to draw up his will on the @vwear?" he murmured,
then bent to run his eyes over the legal phrases.

"Grandfather, his mother..." he murmured, flipptoga new page, and then
stopped, his eyes fixed to the page.

"What is it?" demanded the other two simultaneausly

"To my wi..." Ashraf read, then looked up to m#et startled eyes of his
brother and cousin. "To my wife." He was marrielé. must have—" He
broke off and resumed reading as the other twaaéreld in amazement.

"Married! To whom?"

Ashraf read, "My wife, Rosalind Olivia Lewis." Aenglishwoman. While

he was in London. Has to be." His eyes roamed éudhd he stiffened and
raised his gaze over the edge of the paper tdhémtwith a warning look.

"She was pregnant. They thought, a son."

"Allah!" one whispered, for them all. The three men stateech other.
"She would have contacted the family if there washid," said Haroun
weakly. "Especially if it was a boy."



"Maybe not. Do you think he told her the truth refmarrying her?"
"Let's hope not."

Ashraf was still reading. He shook his head in cittion. "He must have
told her. Listen, "...and to my son, | leave th@atadi Rose.™

There was another silence as they took it in. "Do think she's got it?"
Haroun whispered. "Could he have been so besattedlaave it with her?"

"Not so crazy, maybe,"” Ash pointed out. "Maybe heught it would be
wiser than bringing it back to Parvan on the evevar."

Najib picked up the other envelope his cousin hadvd from the box. He
lifted the flap and drew out the first thing thas fingers found—a small
stiff white rectangle. He flipped it over and fouhiinself looking into the
softly smiling eyes of a woman.

"It's her," he said.

For an unconscious moment he sat gazing at the f@ide. She was young
and very pretty, her face rounded and soft. Lookahghe face, he was
mostly aware of regret— that five years had passezk the photo had been
taken, and that he had not known her like thishwhe bloom of sweetness
on her soft cheeks...

It was obvious that the man behind the camera kad Bamshid, and that
she had loved him. He wondered who she loved now.

"The child will be four years old,” Haroun said,isiag the thought all
shared. "My God."

"We have to find her. And the boy." Ashraf tookradth. "Before anyone
else does. And Haroun's right, he might have teftRose with heAllah, a
son of Kamil and the Rose together—what a prizeo\84m we trust with
this?"



Najib was still looking down at the photograph ba table, his hand resting
on its edge, as though protecting the face fromati.dAbruptly he flattened
his hand, drew the little piece of card to the edfgéhe table, scooped it up,
and slipped it into his inner breast pocket.

"I'll take care of it," he said.



One
"Mrs. Bahrami?"

Rosalind stared at the man at her door. It wasi@ fimme since anyone had
called her by that name. Yet she was sure she énaat met him before. He
wasn't the kind of man you forgot.

"That is not my name," she said, in level toneshiMdidn't the doorman
ring me?"

"Perhaps | mistake," the stranger murmured, with dir of a man who
never did. His hair was raven-black above dark eyekstrongly marked
eyebrows. Although he wore a tweed jacket and esiperitalian loafers,
his foreignness was betrayed by the set of his mdlé¢ expression around
his eyes, the slight accent. "I am looking for MRasalind Bahrami."

Rosie's lips tightened. Behind the added yearsthedlifferent features,
there was an unmistakable resemblance. A wave silihprose in her,
sharpening her senses, so that she picked up &m¢ st his aftershave.
"You—"

"Please," he overrode her urgently, as if sengiatjghe was about to deny
it. "I must find her. Rosalind Lewis married my sou Jamshid Bahrami
some years ago. Are not you this Rosalind Lewis?"

Cousin.Her stomach tightened.

Najib al Makhtoum took in the long, impossibly thideige hair, a wave
falling over hazel eyes, the slender oval of heef&oft lips that had once
been trusting were set firmly, a slightly ironitt it one corner expanding
into a challenging half smile now as her eyebroiited dismissively.
Angry mockery was evident in the curving eyelids, tas she gazed at him.
She was not wearing a ring.

"l am," she said flatly, giving no ground. "Andngs a long time ago, and as
Jamshid's cousin, what do you care?"



He was conscious of irritation. Women did not uluafeat him so
dismissively.

"I must talk to you. May | come in?"
"Not on your life," she said, with slow, implacal@mphasis. "Goodbye."

His hand prevented the door's closing. "You seemetfard your late
husband's family..."

"With deep and abiding revulsion,” she suppliedakd@ your hand away,
please.”

"Miss Lewis," he said urgently, his accent remimgdhrer with wrenching
sharpness of Jamshid. "Please let me speak tdtyswery important.”

His eyes were the colour of melted bittersweet otade. The full mouth

showed signs that the crazily passionate nature theassame, but was
tempered with self-control. If Jamshid had livedhlgably his mouth would

have taken on the same learned discipline by gastaut the memory of the
young passionate mouth was all she would ever have.

"What's your name?"

"I am Najib al Makhtoum," he said, with a kind adrclescending air, as if
he was not used to having to introduce himself.

"And who did you say sent you?"

"I have urgent family business to discuss with you.
"What business?"

"l represent Jamshid's estate. | am one of hisutge"

She gazed at him, recognizing a man who would ¢ett Wwe wanted.



"l assure you it is to your advantage,” he press$exyning as if her
reticence made him suspicious.

"Uh-huh.” The look she gave him left him in no dbobwhat she thought
of her chances of hearing something to her advarftagn him. "Half an
hour,” Rosalind capitulated flatly, falling backhé&pushed aside a child's
bright green wheeled dinosaur with her foot and lieé door open.

"Half an hour to the representative of your deagbamnd's family," he
remarked without expression, stepping inside.

"Which is exactly thirty minutes more than they egave me."
He took that with a frowning look. "You made areatpt at contact, then?"

She looked at him, not answering. The skin on laeklshivered, and she
had a sudden understanding of how animals felt wbafronting danger. If

she were a cat, probably she would look twice loemal size now, her fur

standing out in all directions.

But she didn't suppose that that would scare hiinH# looked like a man
who thrived on challenge.

"Over there," she said, closing the door and lifinhand to direct him. She
watched as he moved ahead of her into the sitbogirand towards the

sofas at the far end of the long, elegant roomsbairhad been shorter, a
little slimmer. His cousin's frame was powerfuk Bhoulders broad, strong
bones under a firm musculature.

In the bright sitting room Najib glanced aroundfa resolutely European
decor. A beautiful sheaf of white flowers graceel tkentre of a square black
coffee table, with half a dozen little onyx andsta ornaments. Around it

were sofas and chairs, with decorative touchesdbatbined to give the

room a soft, expensive sophistication.

Only a couple of pieces gave evidence that sheeliadbeen married to a
Parvani—an extremely beautiful silk Bagestani praygy in front of a
cabinet and an antique miniature of the Parvan|rpgéace in Shahr-i



Bozorg, painted on a narrow strip of ivory in aicke inlaid frame, hanging
on one wall in elegant isolation.

"Sit down, Mr. al Makhtoum," she invited, withoutgpending to any social
warmth. She crossed to a corner of the sofa kityer to the chair she
indicated to him. It was only when he set it on tiack table that she
noticed he was carrying a briefcase.

Rosie was barefoot, wearing soft blue cotton leggiand a long blue shirt.

The briefcase suddenly made her feel vulnerableobsciously she drew

one bent leg under her, lightly clasped her baldearher gold bracelet

watch tumbling down over her wrist, and sat sidesvay the sofa, facing

him. Her other arm rested on the sofa back andastgb her cheek as she
gazed at him.

"What can your family possibly want with me aftdrthis time?" Rosalind
demanded, curious if not really caring, but adittiervous, too, as he
snapped the case open.

"First,” Najib al Makhtoum began, "may | confirmfew facts? You are
Rosalind Olivia Lewis, and five years ago you nedrdamshid Bahrami, a
citizen of Parvan who was at that time a postgredstdent at the School
of Eastern and Asian Studies here in London?"

"We've been over that,"” she said. "What else?"

"You subsequently gave birth to his child?"

She went very still, watching him.

"l am sorry to say we learned only recently abautrynarriage and that you
were pregnant when my cousin died," he said hdipful

"Did you?" Rosalind said, with cool, unconcernesbeilief.
He lifted an eyebrow at her. "Was there any reabbss Lewis, why you

did not let the family know of the marriage and yquregnancy after
Jamshid's death?"



She lowered her head and looked at him under logrsor'l might as easily
ask you why Jamshid apparently told no one aboubefiere going off to

war," she returned bitterly. "He left here promgsiio get his grandfather's
approval, saying that his family would send for ilnear was declared, that
| would go to family in the Barakat Emirates andrddahe baby there....
Well, | guess he never did it. If it wasn't sigo#dnt to him, why should it
have been to me?"

"There is no doubt that he should—"

"In fact, though, as | am sure you know," she wemobver him, "I did write
a letter to Jamshid's grandfather, shortly aftaring that my husband had
been killed."

She was surprised by the wary look that enteredygs, but couldn't guess
what it meant. "My grandfather died within a yefiee—" he began, and
she interrupted,

"I'm sorry to hear it. | always imagined that orsgyd would tell him to his
face what | thought of him."

"Are you sure my grandfather received this letter?"

She dropped her chin, staring down at the peaatuoedl fabric that
covered the sofa under her thigh, and felt theaalguish stab her, heart and
womb.

"Oh, yes," she said, lifting her head again. "G#s,\Mr. al Makhtoum, your
grandfather received it, as | think you know. httiyou know that he wrote
back a charming little note telling me that | was$ married to Jamshid, that
| was no more than an opportunistic foreign gogber who could have no
way of knowing which of my many lovers was the &tbf her child, that |
should reflect that to receive money for sex wonlike me a prostitute, and
that | would rot for what | was trying to put ovan the grieving family of a
war hero.



"It was pretty comprehensive," she said, openirrgelges at him. "So what
has Jamshid's family now got to add to that?"



Two

It stopped him cold. Najib al Makhtoum looked awhgaved a long, slow
breath, shook his head, met her eyes again.

"No," he assured her. His voice was quiet, maskisgleep exasperation.
Why on earth had the old man—? But it was no ukegdhat question
now. "No, | knew of no such letter. No one did,savy grandfather. Is that
indeed what was said to you?"

"Well, it may not be word for word," Rosalind alled. "You would hardly
expect it after five years, though at the timelt fee message had been
gouged into me permanently with a dull knife. | gage Jamshid was lying
to me from beginning to end, | suppose to him atAfasmarriage wasn't
worth a thought, but I believed him. I loved hinddrbelieved he loved me
and | was pregnant with his child, and to learbrsdgally that he hadn't even
bothered to mention me to his grandfather was—"

She broke off and told herself to calm down. Rgilat Jamshid's cousin
would do nothing. And she still didn't know why Wweas here.

"l am very sorry," al Makhtoum murmured at lastafologize on behalf of
my grandfather—of all Jamshid's family. The restusiknew nothing. As |
said, we learned of your existence only recently &fandfather most
unfortunately kept your letter secret. It can haeen known to none but
himself."

She didn't know whether to believe him, but what dimatter? It only
underlined the fact that Jamshid had been faithless

"Well, now perhaps you understand why | am notrggted in anything
your family might have to say to me. In fact, laher not have you sitting
on my sofa. So—"

He lifted a hand. "Miss Lewis, | understand yougem But please let
me—"



She shook her head. "No, you don't understand,usecgou don't know
anything about me or my life, or what effect trettdr had. No explanation
is necessary, Mr. al Makhtoum. Nothing you could saw would change
history. What was it Jamshid used to sakhtoub.lt's written. It's over."

"It is not over,"” said Najib al Makhtoum softly, towith such complete
conviction that Rosalind's heart kicked.

"What do youwant?"she demanded.
He coughed. "As you know, Jamshid died in the edays of the Kaljuk
War. We believed that he died intestate, but hishas recently come to

light. He left most of his substantial personalgedy to you and the child.”

Rosalind's mouth opened in silent astonishment. SSfueezed her eyes
shut, opened them again.

"What?" she whispered.

"I have a copy of his will, if you would like to a€ it."
"Jamshid named me in hgll?"

"You are the major beneficiary."

She was swamped by a mixture of feelings she thtaugiht drown her. "
don't—you—why wasn't | told of this five years agjo?

"We knew nothing of the will until ten days ago."
"How could youpossiblynot know Jamshid had left a will for five years?"

She sat staring at him, her head forward, her gges dark and fixed on
him. He felt the pulse of his masculine ego and staddenly, powerfully
aware of the intensity of her femininity, and ureleod why Jamshid had
married her in spite of everything, even knowingvhferociously their
grandfather would object.



"He did not go to the family lawyer, doubtless hesmhe had not yet found
a way to tell our grandfather of your marriage,”jiblaal Makhtoum
explained. "He went to a lawyer with no connectitms .our family. We
have learned that the man was killed and his dffaestroyed by a bomb,
shortly after Jamshid's own death."

She had a sudden sharp memory of reading of théingmaids. How she
had wept for the destruction of his country.

She shook her head, fighting back the burning irelyes.

"Jamshid had put a copy of the will and documergdagming to your

marriage in a safety deposit box we also knew ngtlif. The bank sent a
routine notice recently when the account that gardthe box went into

arrears. Undoubtedly Jamshid had left a key witis tame lawyer,

expecting the box to be opened immediately in treeof his death.”

Rosie pressed her lips together and looked dowrthiek beige hair falling
forward to provide a partial curtain against higeyShe sat in silence,
absorbing it. A trembling, broken smile pulled at Imouth, and there was
no trace now of the bitterness that showed as micShe suddenly looked
younger, innocent and trusting. He thought thatvhe now seeing the girl
in the photograph. The girl Jamshid had fallerowel with.

"l see," she whispered again. "That was..." Shelslher head, raised her
eyes and gazed at the ceiling. Swallowed. "I widlkhown this five years
ago."

"It was not Jamshid's fault that you did not. Ne @aould have foreseen such
a tragic coincidence."

Rosalind was shaken to the soul. Five years ofifeerewritten in a few
minutes. Her eyes burned as the hurt she didnwlghe still carried flamed
through her. So he had not abandoned her. HisHadenot been a lie.

Najib cleared his throat. "In the box also wastgeteof explanation to my
grandfather."



"What did he say?" she asked hoarsely, her gareno@again.

"I have it here. Would you like to read it?" He ¢had into his case again,
drew out a letter and handed it to her. "l beligo® read Parvani? He
mentions the fact in the letter."

Her hand shook as she accepted it. The writing sia@nmd her tears, and
Rosalind blinked hard as she read the last wordsagtuld ever hear from
Jamshid.

"Grandfather, | am ashamed not to have found a teagll you and the
family about my marriage, which took place in Emgla..

"I know that it was your design that | should maaryvoman of our own
blood, but Rosalind will delight you when you meet. She is a woman to
rise to any demand that fate makes of her, andbsilh fine mother to our
child, which to my great joy she carries. We think son. If it should be
God's will that I do not return from this war aljand that you learn of my
marriage through this letter, | trust...”

Tears choked her. She could read no further. Rasdliopped the letter and
buried her face in her hands. "Oh, | wish | hadvnol wish I had known!"
she cried again. "l thought he betrayed me, | thtug

She bit her lip and fought for calm.

"He loved me." Her voice cracked. "He did love me."

The stranger with Jamshid's eyes moved and wasgsiteside her. "Yes,"
he murmured comfortingly. "Yes, he must have loyed very much."

"Why didn't he tell his grandfather about me?"

"My grandfather was a man who had suffered greadrses in his life, and
for his favourite to have married an Englishwomaasw-" He broke off.

"For now, comfort yourself with the knowledge theatur husband's last
thoughts, before going to war, were of you. You #relchild.”



His deep, gentle voice tore away the last thredweotontrol. A cry ripped
her throat, and when she felt his arms going ardwerdt seemed natural
and right. He was Jamshid's cousin. Rosalind res¢echead against the
rough tweed of his jacket and wept as the mixtougrief and the deep hurt
of betrayal shuddered through her and was atdtesised.

Najib stroked the long, smooth, honey-brown hand dhought what a
tragedy it was that she had been made to doulhisin's love. But there
was good reason why Jamshid had not told their djaéimer of the
marriage....

He remembered the terrible uproar that had ensuezhwamshid came
home determined to go to war at the side of Prik@@an. As one of the
prince's Cup Companions, as a man raised all fasidi his mother's
country, Jamshid had insisted, he must do his wuttyat country in its time
of need. His grandfather had shouted, had thredtdreal told him of his
higher duty to his own family, to his father's coyrand his fate....

The storm of the old man's fury had raged ovenrtheads for weeks, all
through the buildup to the first, inevitable Kaljulwasion, while the urgent
diplomatic attempts, one after the other, fell caste ground. Jamshid had
stood resolute through it all, but it had certainlyt been the moment to
raise the matter of his marriage to an Englishwamdrich his grandfather
would have opposed with the utmost bitterness. Thght have killed the
old man.

So Jamshid, his grandfather's favourite and nanead had gone off to
battle with the old man's curse ringing in his earsl a few weeks later they
had carried his lifeless body back across the timds broken, bruised and
thin, in early promise of what horrors the war wbbking to Parvan. His
grandfather had been knocked to his knees by tive. lble never recovered.
The change in him had shaken them all. That towstrength reduced to
rubble in an hour.

Rosalind's letter and its revelations must havenseethe final horror to a
mind finally driven beyond its limits. Perhaps,tire human way, the old
man had turned on her as a way to ward off his deep guilt. To curse a
man going into battle was a terrible thing....



It was a tragedy that he had succumbed to suchi@msat such a time. If
Rosalind had been taken into the family then, stieJamshid's child would
already be under their protection. But thank Gow faad revealed her
existence at a time when they could still take stéjmjib thought that it
would be his job to protect her now, and his arghtened around her,
making him conscious of the train of his thouglsts,that he deliberately
released her.

Rosalind wiped her eyes and cheeks with her finga@ched a tissue from
the box on the table. She sat up, snuffling, blewrtose, wiped her tears.

"Thanks for the shoulder,"” she muttered.
"l am sorry to have offered it five years late."

Rosalind shook her head and pulled her still-trémgbinouth into a half
smile. "Well. What now?"

"l should tell you the contents of his will befarything else, I think."
"All right.”

Najib al Makhtoum returned to his own seat, whexedlew the will from
his case, flipped over a few pages, and begarystdtmshid left you his
flat in Paris and another in New York outrightalkidition, there is a lifetime
interest in the villa in East Barakat to be held/by until your death, in trust
for the child. Another property, in trust until tickild reaches twenty-one
years of age. Certain valuables and some investnr@ehded to provide an
income for you." He outlined them briefly, and theaid, "The provisions
are slightly altered in the case of a daughteprtect her property on her
marriage."

He rested the document on his knees. "Fortunatelye of the real estate or
property has been sold in the intervening yeaisidp sum payment of the
accumulated income is, naturally, due to you immiedy."



Rosalind stared at him, her astonishment increasitigevery word of this
recital. He passed her a list of figures, and siukdd at the total he
indicated with sheer disbelief.

"Did Jamshid really own all that?"

He looked at her, wondering if her astonishment gesuine. If he really
had told her nothing, Jamshid must have been cidayb reflected. But
looking at Rosalind, he could see plenty of redsomadness.

"His father died when he was an infant. He cam® ihis personal
inheritance at the age of twenty-one. | have tdkeriberty of bringing you
one of the jewels that forms a part of your intzarie."

He reached into the case, and brought out a snvatwoloured velvet bag.
Rosalind watched in silent stupefaction as Najidviakhtoum expertly
pulled open the drawstring and shook out onto aisy@a ring. He picked it
up between thumb and forefinger, glanced at it,f=id it out to her.

It was a diamond as big as all outdoors, in anfadthioned setting between
two pyramided clusters of rubies. It took Rosabraleath away. It glowed
with a rich inner fire, as if it had been worn bgleeply feminine woman and
her aura still surrounded it.

"It belonged to our great-grandmother,” Najib expda. "She was famed
for her beauty, and was a woman of great charmlbbleed at Rosalind and
thought that he had never met a woman with suclnfemimpact. Family
legend said Mawiyah had been such a woman.

Rosalind stared at the ring. "I don't—are you susé®@ asked stupidly, and,
with something like impatience, for she was noweakhy woman and this
ring was no more than a token, he took the ringpfh@r again and picked up
her hand.

"Put it on," he said, slipping it onto her ringder and down over the
knuckle, and for a moment reality seemed to flicked they realized that it
was her left hand. They both blinked and then igdothe fact that



unconsciously he had performed the age-old rithat bound men and
women together for life.

They spoke simultaneously, in cool voices. "It'spnevely,” Rosalind said,
and Najib said, "It's only one of several very fmeces that are now yours."

She shook her head dumbly. "He never said a wavdtdhis. Not a word."

But then, Jamshid had always been reticent absuidukground. They had
dated for months before she even learned that likthe rank of Cup
Companion to Prince Kavian.

In ancient times, the cup had meant the winecup.cimpanions were the
men with whom the Prince caroused and forgot walfigirs. But in modern
times the position was much more than an honownaey The Companions
now were like a government cabinet.

It was a very prestigious appointment, but Rosafliad somehow not been
all that surprised to learn of Jamshid's positMaybe it was Jamshid's own
bearing, or maybe it was that Prince Kavian hadagévtreated his
"bodyguards" with the respect of an equal.

Cup Companions to the Crown Prince normally caromfthe nobility. But
Rosalind had certainly assumed, if she thoughtatfall, that, like so many
other Parvanis, the family's wealth had all gowveatals defending the little
kingdom from the Kaljuk invaders during the destinethree-year war.

"But wasn't everything lost in the war?" she mureaustupidly.

"The family holdings in Parvan were turned ovethe royal house for the
war effort,” he informed her. "Much was destroydamshid had the
foresight not to leave you any of the Parvan prgp&iowever, and | assure
you that your inheritance, and your son's, is sittuintact.”

And your son 's"Oh."”



"Except for one thing. We thought that perhaps, discovering your
pregnancy, he might have entrusted it to you. Ritishid ever give you a
jewel, Rosalind?"

"What, you mean a ring? He gave me a gold weddamgl bWe were in such
a hurry before he went home..

"Not a gold band. A very large diamond ring—or [@g$, the key to a
safety deposit box?"

She shook her head, mystified. Again, he couldoeasure of her. "A very
large diamond? Larger thahis?"

"It is a family heirloom that belonged to Jamshiat vas not among his
effects when he died. He would have wanted higedrave it."

"His son," she murmured.

"The family is naturally very eager to meet you émel boy. We would like
to ask you, Rosalind, to visit—"

Rosalind looked down at her hands in her lap, watcthe ring with deep
sadness, and thought how different her life migiienbeen.

"I'm sorry," she said, interrupting him with qufgmness. "Jamshid had no
son. The day after | got that— that letter from iyguandfather, | had a
miscarriage. | lost Jamshid's baby."



Three

There was a startled silence. "A miscarriage?'epeated softly. He did not
look towards the entrance, where the plastic dimogas just visible.

She remembered the terrible, stabbing pain asestukthe letter, as if the old
man had taken a knife to her womb. As if her chédl responded to such
viciousness by refusing to be born into the world.

"It was the letter,” she murmured. "I knew it wae tetter. It's why I've
hated you all so much.”

He sat in silence, staring at her with a mixturedofibt and sadness. But
there was nothing more to say. Rosalind shook kadhmade a slight

shrugging movement, then got up. She went to ttledam, rinsed her face

in cold water, stared at the ring, gazed at héeectdn for a minute in blank

disbelief, and came back.

He was sitting where she had left him, holding ohé&e glass ornaments
from the table, absently watching the snow settbeiad a perfect red rose.
He looked up as she crossed the room and stopgehtrof him."I'm going
to make some coffee. Would you like some?"

"Thank you."

Moving around the kitchen, getting down tbafetierefilling the kettle,
laying the tray, she could see him through the @agr He sat on the sofa in
the kind of coiled relaxation that could leap imstction very quickly. He
absently shook the ornament again, and a cloudaf $ubbled up and hid
the rose.

"How did you meet Jamshid? Were you a student,"to0?

She shook her head. "Not at the same time he Wwhslready done an
undergrad degree in Parvani, and was working aEthbassy of Parvan as
a junior translator. | was mostly doing stuff foutist publications. Prince
Kavian and Arash and Jamshid came and were livipgfairs at the
embassy," she explained.



"l was studying in Paris for much of that time. Buy sister was a student at
the university here at the same time as Jamshaltemarked. She was
measuring the coffee, and looked up as he spoleytidD remember a girl
named Lamis al Azzam?"

The little scoop caught the edge of the gleafetiereand leapt from her
grasp, the fine-ground coffee spraying all over tlmainter. Rosalind
muttered and reached for a sponge.

Next thing she knew, he was in the doorway, stilting the rose ornament.
With forced calm, Rosalind wiped up the spilledgrds, dusted the residue
from her pale blue shirt, rinsed her hands andpomge under the tap.

As she carefully measured another scoop of coffee thecafetiere she
said, "I knew Lamis, yes." How much would Lamis @deld him? "She's
your sister?" she repeated, carefully wiping apiression from her voice.

He nodded. Rosalind swallowed. This was a comptinaghe didn't need.
She would have to be careful. She lifted the kettié poured boiling water
over the grounds. The scent of coffee rose strortlga air.

"Why don't you have the same name?"

He waved his hand as if the answer would entailesotmscure cultural
explanation that wasn't worth the trouble.

"You must be from Barakat, then? Jamshid told needhat other branches
of the family were in Bagestan and the Barakat Btes."

He hesitated. "Yes. We are in Barakat. My mothes Wwalf sister to
Jamshid's father. But the family is Bagestani oady."

She wondered if he had mentioned Lamis as a wggiafng her trust. If so,
it was having the opposite effect. She would havbe on her guard with
him.



She lifted the tray, and he backed out of the dagrt let her pass. She
carried it into the sitting room and set it on tbe black table as they sat
again.

"Jamshid was from Bagestan originally? He nevel toé that." She poured
coffee into the delicate cream-coloured porcelaip, et a spoon in the
saucer and passed it to him.

"He was born there," Najib said briefly. He noté@ thesitation that had
crept into her manner. So she did know somethihg.rmention of Bagestan
had made her wary. He stirred sugar into his aid,the little spoon on his
saucer, accepted a sweet biscuit from the platefiéed.

"Really! And what made the family leave?" she asked light, false voice.
Overdoing the ingenuousne$® advised her silently.

"Lamis is married now, with a young child. She wsrik television in
Barakat." He lifted the little rose again. "Shelecls ornaments like this."

A fact Rosalind knew well. The ornament was nath@ same style as the
others on her table. The others were mostly her civaice, a carved jade
figurine, a chunk of raw amethyst, a polished rogstal set in an antique
wooden tripod, a decorated egg, bdthink of me when you look at the rose,
Rosalind.

"l am on a permanent commission to buy her a nemewery time | come to
Europe.” She was hiding something, that much wasoab. You rushed
her, he told himselfRelax. Let her tell you in her own time.

She gazed for a moment at the perfect red rosé, itsitlittle translucent
drop like a tear on one petal. Rosalind had nex@lty liked the idea of the
rose being imprisoned. Like a woman in purdah.dswatural to think of
Lamis when she looked at the rose: Lamésthe rose.

"My sister was not the same woman when she retuimosa her time in
England,” Najib murmured. "Do you know what hapmeméile she was
here to change her?"



The black gaze seemed to probe her. Rosalind ddopee eyes and
nervously adjusted one of the other ornaments entdble, then forced
herself to meet his gaze again. She shrugged. "Widratxample?"

"I never knew. She never spoke of it. But she heehba carefree young
woman. She came home marked by.. .suffering.” iHd®en the glass ball
with a kind of protective care, as if the rose tloe thought of his sister,
called up an instinctive tenderness for anythingkee than himself.

Rosalind felt almost hypnotized by the gentle vpibe dark, dark eyes, the
strong, sensitive hands. He sounded like a maauacht with life. It would
be a relief to confide in him, but... The corneirfier mouth pulled down to
signal ignorance, she shook her head.

"Maybe it was because of the war," she said.

But he only shook his head in his turn, still wanchher, and somehow
Rosalind felt compelled to speak."We heard a runtbat Lamis went
home under a bit of a cloud,"” she offered, a lité@sperately. "Gambling, or
something. They said she lost an absolute bundé®nme Mayfair casino
and her family had to bail her out.”

"That was true." He sipped his coffee. "But sudhiag as this could not
have caused the change | am speaking of." Hiswgeson her again, as if
he knew she knew.

"But you were here yourself. Surely you would h&wewn if anything
happened?”

"l went home, like Jamshid, just before the Kallar. Lamis remained to
complete her studies.”

She said, "Did Lamis ever mention me?"
"She never talked about her time here. Did she kofoyour marriage?"

Rosalind shrugged, not sure what to say. "Peopleergdly did,” she
temporized.



He nodded, drained his coffee cup, set it down.

"Well, it is no surprise if she was afraid to tefly grandfather. The
messenger's fate is well-known. Perhaps you wiiby¥making her
acquaintance again."

"Oh, sure!" Rosalind smiled to hide her racing thlots, her quickened
heartbeat. "When is she coming to England?"

He frowned at her.

"Do you have no intention of visiting East Barakat inspect your
inheritance and meet the family, Rosalind?"

Once she had dreamed of such a trip. But that eragsdgo.

Rosalind hesitated. "I don't know," she began. @aeced at her watch and
leapt in sheer horror when she realized what timexs.

"Oh!" she cried, slamming down her cup so thataitled. "I'm sorry, |
completely forgot! I—have an appointment." She jewchptio her feet.
"You'll have to excuse me, I'm very late.”

He obediently slipped the papers back into his,cas#pped it shut and got
to his feet. He followed her to the door. She wagiically running.

"Goodbye," she said quickly.

"We will talk again,” he said.

"Yes," she babbled. "Yes, give me a call..."

She opened the door, but he did not step througstedd, Najib al
Makhtoum bent to set down his case beside the tthgdastic dinosaur on

wheels. He straightened, and Rosalind's breathhtandher throat as his
hands grasped her shoulders.



He stared down into her face. For a strange morhemouth above hers,
they seemed to slip into some other reality, aitseathere they knew each
other very well, where he had the right to kiss Rsalind had the crazy
thought that by putting the ring on her finger he&l lopened a door onto
another life, and tendrils of that other possipiitere now reaching for
them. His black gaze pierced her, searching fosbhal, and her lips parted
involuntarily.

They blinked, and the world shook itself back iptace.She is a complete
temptresshe told himselfYou will have to be on your guard every moment.
Jamshid's behaviour was a mystery no longer. Higgment must have
been derailed as powerfully as if he were drugged.

"Rosalind, this is of immense importance," he s&@u cannot guess how
vital it is that you tell me. the truth. Do not@ll an old grievance to affect
you any further. Did you give birth to Jamshid'a®b

His long fingers were painful on the soft flesthat shoulders. The look in
his eyes frightened her.

"Why is it so important?"

"l am not at liberty to explain. But | ask you telieve that it is.”

It was her pain speaking when she said, "How caossibility that was
totally rejected five years ago suddenly become aten of immense
importance?"

He shook her. "Tell me."

She pulled out of his grasp and turned away. "lehtd you. Jamshid's
baby died," she said, her voice raw. She lookdwatvatch again. "Please

go. I'm late."

"Goodbye, Rosalind," he said, picking up his cadébe in touch.”



He strode down the corridor to the wrought-ironec#itat held the elegant
Art Deco lift. But before he could push the buttibicjanged and heaved and
started its upward journey from the lobby.

Rosalind bit her lip. Instead of closing the dobe stood there, nervously
planted in the doorway, following the sound of tmachine's tortured
progress. How could she have failed to think a$?hi

Najib glanced at her, his eyes widening and theromang into alertness at
what he saw in her face.

Rosaligd waited with a kind of fatalistic forekn@alge as the lift creaked
up three floors and ground to a stop. Then the dpened and, as she had
known they would, a small, excited boy and a preggnage girl stepped
out.

Najib, holding the door open with one arm, turnedviatch in disbelief as
the child shot down the hall towards Rosalind, eodated sheet of blue
construction paper clutched in one tiny hand. Roddinelt down and held
her arms open.

"Mommy, Mommy!" cried Sam, his eyes glowing, asfla@g himself into
her embrace. "Look what | made you!"

Over his head, Rosalind saw Najib al Makhtoum'&,daccusing gaze rake
over her for one horrible moment. Then he turnetistapped into the lift.

* ok *
"He's the living spit of the old man," said Naj.

"Damn," came Ashraf's fervent voice. "Damn, danamd."
The was a silence. "And she knows nothing abouRtee?"

"So she said. But she is living in a place sheagdst did not buy on a
translator's income. In Kensington."



Ashraf cursed again. "You think she sold the RW®&® to?"

Naj shook his head, his lips pursed. "No guessa®ibepends how much
she knew."

"She knows enough to deny the kid is Jamshid's."

"And maybe when she's had a little time to absbsb facts she'll stop
denying it. She naturally assumed we all knew abimiexchange of letters
and left her to swing in the breeze. And God knawsat she thought
Jamshid's motives were."

"Naj, if he gave her the Rose she can't have ddutitesincerity."

"True. Well, maybe she sold it because Grandfathetter killed off any
sense of loyalty."

"It's not fitting together,” Ash said.
"She'll tell me eventually,” Naj said, though henslered whether it would
be himself who cracked. "It may take her time to ge the courage to

confess."

"We don't have that luxury, time," Ashraf pointatt.d'We have to bring the
boy here, and we have to do it yesterday."

"l know."

"Can you handle it, Naj? Want any backup?"

He thought of her eyes in that odd, fleeting monveimen life had seemed
different. There had been a promise there, of d kinhad been waiting for

all his life without realizing it.

"I'll handle it," he said.* * *



Sam and Rosie sat on the sofa, Rosie cuddlingdreas she read him a
story from a book they had chosen from the libeargl he told her about the
pictures. It was something they did nearly every. da

But he was making do with less than her full attentoday. Rosalind
stroked her son's head, kissed his hair, and mecehapprovingly as he
talked, but her eyes kept dropping to the beautifig, and her mind kept
slipping back to her meeting with Najib al Makhtoum

Her head was buzzing with questions. Why had Jainséver told his
grandfather about the marriage? Why had he notieidhe was from such a
rich family? Had they really only found the willaently, or did the family
have some reason for suddenly being willing to péttt her inheritance?

If so, that reason centred in the possibility thanhshid had an heir. He had
spoken about a jewel, but how likely was it thaytheally believed Jamshid
would have given her anything so valuable? Sheddadkt the diamond
Najib had put on her finger. She knew little abprécious stones, but this
one had to be two carats at least. Bigger thanahés— what were they
talking about? The Koh-i-Noor? Why would Jamshigégiven it to her
when he hadn't even told her about his wealthy ¢pacikd?

He had given her gifts, of course. But nothing muatuable than an

ordinary man would give his fiancee. He had bounginta leather jacket she
had admired, and given her a gold chain with athearher birthday.

Rosalind's eyes drifted down to the coffee tablad Ahe little antique

crystal ornament when she told him she thoughtsisepregnant. That was
absolutely all.

She stared at the diamond ring Najib had just given She still could
hardly believe it. Was it even real? But the lightight it as she moved her
hand, and her question was answered. There wasstakable fire in the
heart of the stone.

Someone somewhere was very disturbed, that muchclgas. Najib al
Makhtoum had come, not so much to right an old graomt to see that she
got her inheritance after five years, but to diszatJamshid had a son.



She wondered if Najib had asked his sister aboutBig anything Lamis
might have told him was now overshadowed by thé ttzat he had seen
Sam. He would be back, of course. She would haygato what to say to
him when he came.



Four
"Hello again, Rosalind."

Rosalind tilted her head in a small nod, marvellb@ow strong the family
likeness was, especially around the eyes. They fenes eyes.

"Najib. You do have a knack with the security guakthat is it, a Cloak of
Invisibility?"

He gave her a look. "May | come in?"
"Do you think you might have phoned first?"
"Would you have been here if | had done so?" hedskyly.

She lifted a cool eyebrow to let him know what gt@ught of that. "What
do you want at this hour on a Sunday?"

Najib looked at Rosalind without answering. Hereblags seemed too long
under the unbleached cotton of her shirt, her tais tousled, her lips
vulnerable without any makeup, her eyes slightlpltan, and with a blow
that rocked him he understood clearly that the andw that was| want
you.

He clenched his jaw, because he almost spoke tihdswam the thought.
Instead he said urgently, "Let me in. | have tbyilet—"

She moved to block the doorway. "How did you gedt phe doorman, and
this time | want to know?"

He glared at her. Her distrust of him suddenly riafied him. "I got in
because | am officially a resident of this buildinghave bought an
apartment here," he explained with irritated emfghas

She goggled at him. "You—yowuhat?1 don't believe you!"



"Money can do many things. You know it, so whatisre to surprise you?
Now let me in."

He put his hand on her arm, and that was a miskikeskin seemed to glue
itself to hers. Impelled by the urgency in his eyas heat of his flesh, she
stepped back, and he followed her inside, his faahing the door shut
behind him.

Electricity from his touch rushed along her arm #mdugh her body. What
a fool she was not to have recognized this atadtr what it was before!
But it had needed this combination of morning, geaken by surprise, and
a sense of her own vulnerability, apparently, tovsiher what should have
been totally obvious: it had a potency that waghtiening.

And just her luck she couldn't even trust him.

She glared down at his hand, strong on her basb,fEnd wished it were her
fate to give in to such strength, to be protectgdt Instead of threatened.
"Let go of me,"” she said hoarsely.

He was standing close, too close. Another mist&lee.could smell the
perfume of her skin, and worse, he could smelldreter mussed hair, the
drowsy smell of a woman newly climbed from the $béket go," she said
again, her voice weaker, barely a whisper.

He willed his hand to lift from her warmth, bubiily tightened on her. With
almost overwhelming urgency, he wanted to pickupeand carry her back
to her bed, undress her, make love to her, makéiiedoefore she could
decide against him. His body leapt with the hungegd to lose himself in
her.

"l am sorry," he said.

He lifted his free hand to her cheek, slippingfimgers under the fall of her
hair to cup her head, and bent his head to theetang, inevitable kiss.



In a sudden burst of paranoia, Rosalind thoughbts trying to use sex as a
weapon.She stepped back abruptly, breaking his hold fesitips touched
only air. And the same pang of regret pierced theth.

"What are you here for?" she demanded coldly.
He abruptly lost patience.

"l have seen your son, Rosalind. Why have youtleghe about so grave a
matter?" he demanded fiercely.

As the dark eyes burned accusingly into hers, Rub&lt the hairs lift all
over her body. "I have not lied to you!" she snabp@&nd what is grave
about it?" She was beginning to wish she had nelehim the truth. What
harm would it do to let the family believe that Jmd had left an heir?

"Shall we sit down?" he said grimly.

"l am not going to have this conversation with ymw!" Rosalind cried.
For answer he simply strode over to the sofa ahdhisebriefcase on the
table. Weakly, she followed him, demanding, "Whgrdi you phone?"

"Sit down, Rosalind," he commanded softly, ande¢odwn fury she could
not resist the authority in his voice.

She sat and crossed her legs, shifting uncomfortaiile thick, woven
cotton shirt she used as a bathrobe was longerlttsof dresses, but she
felt naked as he sat beside her.

Rosalind opened her mouth to say she was goingttamgssed first, but
Najib bent forward and clicked his briefcase omsilguopen, and the
sounds of the locks were like neat little bullet®iher spine, paralysing her.

He drew out a long, narrow piece of buff paper,rimtpd form neatly
inscribed in black ballpoint, straightened and held front of her.



Certified Copy of an Entry of Birtlshe read, and though she knew exactly
what it was, her eye automatically glanced over tbarticulars.
Name—Samir J'awad... Sex—Male...

She looked up into the eyes that were gravely virdcher.
"Well?" she said.

"In the summer you were pregnant with Jamshid'&dcHihe following
spring you gave birth."”

"Did 1?" It was ridiculous to expect him to belielrer word against this, but
she was angry with him nevertheless.

A long, well-shaped forefinger ruthlessly undertireecolumn as he looked
at her. Mother—Rosalind Olivia Lewis/ie read.

Rosalind heaved a breath and tried to get conffbis is not going to get
you anywhere," she told him. "I—"

"Father—Jamshid Bahrami."

"What do you want?" she demanded in exasperatezstdbvVhat do you
care? It's been five years! What do you care whethy son inherits
Jamshid's property or not?"

Najib turned his head sideways to look at her. lendt answer, and she
felt a shiver of real alarnBo grave a mattehe had said. But how grave
could money be? If a will and an unknown heir agtatedly found, that
might be very inconvenient to some, but grave?

Why had the discovery that Jamshid had a wife drotgs cousin all this
way in person? The question was obvious and shelghwmve seen it
before. Why hadn't they just sent her a solicitetter informing her of the
inheritance, asking if there was a child? Why ¢lieyt care so desperately
about it?



"Look. Sam is—" she began, but broke off with apgagen Najib al
Makhtoum released the birth certificate and graspdwrist.

"Do notlie to me, Rosalind!"

The paper floated in graceful swoops to the flddrey were still for an

electric moment of staring into each other's eged, again were disturbed
by the nearness of that other potential behindribenent. Then Rosalind
tore her hand out of his grip and stood up. What¢keughts she had
entertained about maybe giving in were lost infhey.

"Don't accuse me of lying! You know nothing about imfe!"

"I know that you registered this birth," he said¢cking up the birth
certificate from the floor and dropping it into Hisefcase before getting to
his feet. "In doing so you swore that Jamshid viresfather of your son.
Now you tell me otherwise. Which of your statememts| not to say was a
lie, Rosalind?"

He had a powerful aura, and she felt overwhelmbd.sBode away, into the
dining area, crossed her arms and stood lookingtahe grey, damp street.
A Bentley cruised by below in silent luxury.

"In this country a woman's husband is deemed tdhkefather of her
children," she said, "whether he is the biologfattier or not. Jamshid is not
Sam'’s biological father.”

He followed her to the window, his mouth tight.

"You were pregnant and you gave birth to a childs&ind. There was no
miscarriage. True or false?"

She glared at him.

"Either you lied to Jamshid and my grandfather fpears ago, or you are
lying to me now. There is no other possibility."



There was another possibility, but she could nibthien what it was. She
had to forcefully resist the crazy impulse thatdsaiwould be safe to tell
him the truth. Najib was the last person she coelld and what a stupid
twist of fate it was that it should be he who hadhe here.

"You know nothing!" she exploded harshly.

"A woman does not have a miscarriage and then lgirte a few months
later," he said remorselessly. "Tell me the truth!"

What was it all about? Rosie's skin began to credp a dread of the
unknown. There was much more here than she kneanki®od she had
not just taken the easy way out. Whatever this sz had to keep Sam out
of it.

"l have told you the truth. 1 am not going to rdpagself," she said stonily.

"Why did you not put his father's name on the bigttificate, then?" He did
not pause for an answer. "Jamshid is the fatheat ihwhy you put his
name on the birth certificate. You did not lie ty grandfather. You are
lying now, | and it is a foolish, dangerous lie."

"You know nothing about anything in my life,” she said with angry
emphasis, her hands clenching on air. Furious hiith and yet knowing
that there was nothing else for him to think.

"Shall | believe that my grandfather was justifiadhe | words he used to
you in his letter, after all, Rosalind? Shall Idlieve that, not certain who
had fathered your child, you | chose to trick Jaichgito marriage?"

Rosalind straightened, head back, staring at hemptouth tight with fury.
Her hand lifted of its own accord, and she slagpedacross the cheek with
a violence fuelled by five long years of bitter tidis eyes blackened as if
this ignited feeling he had been keeping underasreas control. His hands
closed roughly on her upper arms and he grabbedldse to ram his face
down into hers. "Do not use violence with me!" harmed.



There was silence as they stared into each otage's from point-blank
range. She watched in almost detached fascindt®mangry quiver of the
thick black lashes, the expansion of his pupilg, flame of danger. She
counted the pounding of her blood in her templesydh the little ragged
pants of her breathing. As if from a distance shalized that Najib al
Makhtoum was not a man to cross.

They both surfaced from the trance. He droppedaisls from her. Each
turned away. Rosalind crossed her arms over heastse her hands
involuntarily massaging her upper arms where hegngogbed her.

"Get out," she said.

"He is the living image of my grandfather,” Najiid, behind her. "I am
sorry. | accuse you of nothing except being biténirt and too angry to
forgive. But this must be put aside for the sakthefboy. The res—"

"Get out of my house and get out of my life!"

Najib gave an indignant half laugh as the strasgé#,possibility of deeper
communication between them evaporated.

"I cannot do that," he said, and at his tone chdtsed up her spine.
"Why?"

"You force my hand, and no doubt you will spend ynaours regretting it.
Rosalind, your son is in danger. He must go intlnigj for a period. Only in

this way can we protect him effectively."

"Danger?" She felt as though he had smashed the side dfdael, sending
all coherent thought flying. "Danger from what?"

"People who will wish harm to Jamshid's son wheaytlearn of his
existence."

Oh, this was much worse than she had guessed amhage Rosie almost
sobbed. "He is not Jamshid's son! Why won't yoielelme?"



"Because the family resemblance is unmistakabled Because he was
registered as Jamshid's son. Even if | could belygw, there are others
who will not."

Hot and then cold raced over her skin. "Who arsdtpeople? Who will tell
them that Sam is Jamshid's son?"

"No one will tell them. But it will not be long befe they learn."

"Because you've led them to me!" she accused hiddyshook his head.
"No."

"Why have you stirred this up? No one would havevikm about me or Sam
if you—"

He shook his head again, and overrode her. "lteaay for me to find this
information. It is lying everywhere on the groutite nuts under a tree!
Others will find it no more difficult.”

She interrupted harshly, "It's been lying theretfar past live years. Why is
it only interesting now?" "This is precisely whannot be explained to
you." "Why would they want to hurt a son of Jam&#tl Fear seemed to
wash over her in waves. "Who are you? Who are gogmies?"

"I have already told you more than is good for youknow," said al
Makhtoum.

"Is it just Jamshid's son, or is the whole familyriak? Your children, for
example—are they in danger, too?" h "I am not redrrBut your son is by
no means alone in i he danger."

Rosalind whispered faintly, "Is it a feud or somegf?" "I can say no more,
Rosalind. In a little while you will learn more. Butell you that you can
trust me, and you must. Time is short.”

She eyed him, chewing her lip. "And if | trusteduyavhat would | do?"



"You would accompany me to East Barakat, where areprotect you and
your son effectively."

"East Barakat." She licked her lips. "For how Iohg?
He hesitated. "A few weeks—two or three months."
"Three months?" she repeated in surprise. "And Wieat?"

"I am not at liberty to explain to you now how theuation is likely to
change. But it will change."

"And after that—Sam and | will be able to go baalotr ordinary lives?"

He glanced away, looked back and met her eyes .ddiope so. | believe
so. If we are successful.”

She said furiously, "Yothopeso?"

"The fault, if there is one, is not mine. Jamshad Imo right to marry you as
he did. Whatever happens next, your part in it wevitable from the
moment that he did so."

"What—" she began, but he overrode her.

"Rosalind," Najib said, with an urgency that siledder. "l assure you that
you can trust me. Jamshid would wish you to obeymibis."

She was terrified. She had no idea which way to.t8hould she trust or
fear him? It had to be one or the other. Theremwaasmiddle ground. But her
brain lay kicking feebly, unable to function.

"Mommy?"
The questioning voice came from behind them, aag both whirled. Sam,

tousled with sleep, sweet as a Victorian paintstged at the doorway of his
room. From one hand dangled his toy lamb.



"Good morning, darling," Rosalind said brightly.

His wide eyes watching Najib with wary curiositye lkame to her side,
grabbed her thigh, and continued to stare up asttheger.

To her surprise, Najib squatted down, to be orval leith him.

"Hi," he said. Sam watched the stranger for a largve moment, then
glanced uncertainly up into his mother's face.

"Sam, this is Najib," she said.

Sam looked at him again, considering. Najib waitdldwing himself to be
scrutinized.

"Hi," Sam said at last. Then he pulled up his latfibis is Lambo," he said.
Rosalind caught her breath. He never introducedfdnsurite stuffed
animal except to people he had decided to trust.

Najib nodded, taking it as seriously as the boymh&aHe reached out and
shook a hoof. "Hi," he said again.

Najib put out his hand, and when the child, asif@&nced, moved out from
behind his mother's leg and reached a trusting tamards him, he clasped
it with the strong, comforting masculine protectieges that Rosalind
recognized as what drew her, against her will.

And as if hypnotized by the promise of safety apdhe s dark eyes so like
his own, Sam stepped into the circle of Najib akktaum's arm, looking

up with a yearning that pulled at Rosalind's hdartjn that trusting gaze
was reflected the need for the thing that she, waithher caring, | could

never give him: a father's love.

"Are you my friend?" he asked.

"Yes, I'm your friend,” Najib said, without hesitat, "I'm your very good
friend."



Encouraged by this, Sam pursued, "Are you my f&ther

"Sam..." Rosalind began in embarrassment. But Migib't seem at all put
out by the question.

"I don't know," he said. When Sam's eyes widene@dNfjib was the first
man who had not answered this question with a qeiclbarrassed no, he
explained, "God's will works in lots of differentaws. But | do know I'm
going to look after you for the next little whilegt the way your own father
would have wanted me to. Okay?"

Sam blinked, not quite understanding it all, buttigg the intention all
right, Rosalind saw. "Okay," he said soberly, noddis if they were fixing
a pact.

"What do you think you're telling him?" Rosalind mutteredjing for a
tone that would convey to Najib al Makhtoum exactlgat she meant
without scaring Sam.

He glanced up. "The truth,” he said dryly.

"You know perfectly well that—" she began, then,S#sn looked at her
uncertainly, relaxed her tone "—the relationshifpnas enquired about does
not exist between you and never will. And as fakiog after—"

Najib laughed, with such genuine humour that Sapkdinto a huge grin
and giggled with him. He hugged the boy and gdtisdeet.

"Rosalind, do you tell me that life has not yetgiauyou how God plays
with the designs of mortals? Do you not fear to gerate with such
extreme declarations of your intentions?"

"And how exactly would God go about turning yowiigam's father?" she
demanded.

He eyed her with a warmth that made her cheeks "Né& might get
married,” he observed.



Rosalind's skin twitched all down her spine. SHeHew dangerous this
conversation was, for the yearning that his woaised in her. How often
she had wished there were someone to share thaljmysares of Sam's
upbringing with her. "And how do you know what Fasher would want?"

she went on, as if she hadn't heard that.

"I know that any father wants his child protecteaddjib said. "But Jamshid
in particular, whose father was—died when he wastant, would wish
for me to love and cherish his own son as he coatd

It seemed as if every time he opened his mouthsdng three different
things she needed to challenge, and in the attenggcide which to attack
first, she lost the chance to challenge any.

Sam was looking up anxiously, as if he was begmtarsense her hostility,
and Rosalind bent down. "I need to talk with Ndpip a little bit, Sam.
Would you like to go back to bed and read Lambimey8 And then you can
have your shower."

When Sam agreed to this she took him back to lisoeen and settled him
on his pillows with a cloth picture book, his lanmthe crook of one arm.

"Rosalind," Najib al Makhtoum said on her returnthe kitchen. "Please
allow me to make arrangements for your protectsng your son's. Time
may be shorter even than we suspect.”

His words frightened her, not least because she¢avasAnd it seemed that
the part that wanted to believe she could trustas getting stronger. That
meant she had to be on guard not just against limagainst her own

instincts.

When she hesitated, Najib said, "Rosalind, doisktiiis happiness, or your
own. Let me look after you both."

"What will you arrange?" she asked.

"Do you have passports?”



"Sam is on my passport,” she said firmly. Her saswoing nowhere
without her.

"Then | will arrange to fly you to East Barakat iradiately. How soon can
you be ready? Tomorrow?"

She felt panic creeping through her at the spe&dceth he moved. "Next
Saturday,” she hazarded.

He frowned and shook his head once. "A week iddng. We must leave
by Wednesday, Thursday at the latest."

"Friday," Rosalind said. "I can't be ready befomd&y," because some
distant voice told her she would need thinking time



Five

Rosie paced her apartment after he had gone, wigtthé sun spread into
the morning sky.

Your son is in danger. He must go into hiding.

The words ricocheted around in her head. She hadiay of knowing
whether it was true, or a lie designed to frighten into acquiescence. But
she couldn't afford to ignore the warning. Eithes srusted Najib, or she got
out of town under her own steam. She had to pr@aat, because Najib
was right in one thing—anyone who was interestedldv@ome to the
conclusion that Sam was Jamshid's son.

Why would a son of Jamshid's be in danger? Somdyfdsud? Some
ancient tribal thing? She had heard of tribes @kiengeance against each
other, one death and then another, down throughgémerations, but it
seemed so improbable in the modern world.

Jamshid had no right to marry you....

Why? Why hadn't Jamshid told his grandfather alboeit marriage? She
remembered the letters he had written to her feery ago, before he went
to fight. He had told her that the family was deted with his news.

His grandfather's letter had proved that, far fréelighted, they had been
ignorant of her existence, and from that momentaRod had doubted
everything. But Jamshid had always been optimidtic. doubt he had
planned to get it all sorted out before bringing Wife home.

And now they did know, or thought they did, andtéasl of happy, they
were paranoid.

Shivers chased up and down her back. It was likegbsurrounded by
animals in the dark. All she could see was thdidiné reflected in a dozen
pairs of eyes.



It did not help that when he tried to kiss her s$tael discovered how
attracted she was. Well, he was a deeply attranteae, if too rugged to be
conventionally handsome. And he also looked likman you could lean
on—so long as he was on your side.

The trouble was that the central relationship afllie was with, her son.
Rosalind dated, she had friends, but there wasneoiro whom she fully
confided, no one on whom she felt she could leaotiemally in a troubled
moment. Her secret had isolated her, without har emeaning that it
should.

Or perhaps it was just that, after Jamshid, shebesh wary of trusting
anyone.

However much she distrusted him, though, she semsedlajib al
Makhtoum a masculine strength that had been alfigenther life for too
long. She had been strong for five years, and fenaalized how tired she
was.

She could not risk leaning on Najib. But, trust linmot, she had to operate
on the assumption that he was telling the truthrmhe said Sam was in
danger.

She couldn't afford to ignore that. Even if sheldot be certain it wasn't
Najib himself who was the threat.

"Yeah. She agreed. But unless I'm very mistakea,valh now be having
serious second thoughts."

An involuntary yawn overcame him, and Najib rubbex, scalp with quick

vigorous fingers, causing his short, thick haireatly tousled with sleep, to
stand in spikes. Outside the window, a blackbird wiamging of summer

with full- throated ease. Sunrise slanted in frdra éast, illuminating his
crumpled white pyjama bottoms and naked feet. Uttlieropen bathrobe
his chest was bare. His body, stretching out fresnchair, was supported
on sharply angled legs, firmly planted feet. Hissalug into the silk carpet,
caressing the luxurious pile in absent sensualesgdron.



"Which means what?"

Ashraf did have a way of forgetting the time diffece, Najib reflected. But
he felt no complaint. During the Kaljuk War he haatjuired the ability to
wake and sleep at will, and it still stood him ioog stead when doing
business across the world's time lines.

"Well, my guess is, she'll do a runner.”

There was silence as that sank in. "Ripe picking$hfe opposition, in fact,”
Ashraf muttered.

"Maybe." Najib swung his bathrobe belt with hisefrehand. He was more
annoyed with himself than he could remember evangoeHe had
practically jumped her. No wonder if she was aftaidrust him.

He wanted her to trust him, to tell him. Najib tbrlnimself to his feet, the
phone still at his ear, and wandered | h over ¢odiésk in a far corner of the
room, between two huge sash windows, both opentbetmorning breeze.
He stood for a moment looking down at the rich grekthe

world-famous park below. A rider went by on a higbirited grey.

"Do you think he's already got to her?" Ashraf akke

Najib frowned. He did not want to believe her cdpats that. "My guess is,
no."

Rosalind's five-year-old photo lay face up on thekd the early sun bathing
it in rich pink and gold. Leaning against the wimddhe phone under his
ear, he reached for it and dropped his eyes terthkng, trusting face of a
girl who had feared nothing.

Ashraf answered with another question. "Then wishis lying?"

"It might be just because she sold the Rose."



She did not look athim like this. Cool suspicious mockery was the
expression he saw, and he was aware of a degpionitthat it should be so.

"That doesn't cover why she's lying about the boy."

What kind of fool was he? There was no reason ot éar her to look at
him with this expression, and no good reason fbf to want her to. Except
for the strange sensation that rose up in himnpgehim that he should have
met her in other circumstances, that a differeatianship would have been
possible between them....

She had entered his dreams last night, and inré&ts she had trusted him.

"Is it possible Jamshid told her everything andwhats no part of it?" Ash
suggested.

"Then she would have known why | was there, wotilsime?"
He gazed at the face. She was hiding somethingnéwe it. But what, and
how dangerous was the information? "I'd like td kelr the truth, Ash. |

think if she knew..."

Ashraf snorted. "You just finished telling me slegds us all. If you tell her
the truth and she goes to—we've been over that, Naj

Najib nodded absently. They had discussed it fresryeangle, and Ash
was right: it was a risk they couldn't take. In #i®ng hands—and with the
Rose, too—Jamshid's son would be an unbeatableoneap

"Is there any chance, any chance at all, thatskalling the truth and this
isn't Jamshid's son?" Ashraf prodded.

"It's on the birth cert—" Naj began, but Ashrafemtupted.
"She might have lied from the start.”

That would mean she had cheated on Jamshid, li@dtabout it...then lied
to his grandfather in the letter, and all prob&blyno worthier motive than



money. Naj stared at the phoMomen have cheated men going to war
before this, haven't they?e reminded himself cynicallyAnd you don't
exactly have a history of recognizing when a woreaaking you for a ride.

He didn't want to believe that this face was capatf that kind of
dishonesty.

"If that were the case, why would she deny it naiven it's finally payoff
time?"

Maybe it was just the sense of waste that consunmedThe waste of such
loving trust, destroyed by a letter from his gratdér so viciously cruel it
had poisoned the whole family's reputation. Couéd dver make her
understand how history had destroyed a once-graat made him prey to
suspicion and contempt for his fellow creatures?

It would be suicidally stupid to get emotionallywaived with the mother of
Jamshid's child at a moment like this. They cotldfford to have him
screw up over the next few weeks or months, whateselid afterwards.

Afterwards,he thought.

* % %

Providence took a hand on Monday, from a completahgxpected

direction. The agency through whom Rosalind gotfreslance translation
work asked if she would be interested in a longatassignment, translating
a classical Parvani manuscript.

It sounded a lot more interesting than the tradetachnical stuff that made
up the bulk of Rosie's work. But the real excitehmame when she heard
the terms: the manuscript's owner didn't wanttthie valuable book out of
his possession. The job entailed going to stayisrcbuntry house on the
Cornish coast for the time it would take her to ptete the work.

It was the first time she had been offered a jkbé this, though she knew
such assignments were not all that unusual. Mangeosvof ancient
manuscripts or collections of coins or other valaalwere reluctant—or



forbidden by their insurance policies—to let theasures out of their
keeping. That meant that cataloguers and translatent to the treasures
rather than vice versa—sometimes to Middle Eagialaces.'Assignments
like that were at the top of the plum tree, and tlainked a pretty close
second.

"I've got Sam," Rosie reminded her agent.

"l have explained about Sam," said Gemma. "Andrédsponse was that
Sam would be welcome provided that he was a cHilo would obey when
instructed not to play with priceless antiqued8"

Rosalind reassured her, and by the time she hurghepvas wearing a
smile a foot wide. This required no such drastianghng of her life as she
had been considering. She and Sam could simplpjgesa for a while and
await events.

She sat back and started planning how to keep N#jiakhtoum—or
anyone else—from discovering where they had gone.

* % %

The next two days were crazy with activity. As istfistep she confided to
Gemma that there was someone she was avoidingmigit try to track
her whereabouts.

"Oh, Rosalind! Is it a stalker?" Gemma demanded.

"l hope it's not going to come to that,” Rosaliethporized, and Gemma
promised not to even admit she knew Rosalind toearguirer, until and
unless she had checked with Rosalind first.

Rosalind casually mentioned a trip to North Ametiza neighbour and to
the newsagent who delivered her morning paper.c8bked and paid for
tickets to New York through a neighbourhood traagetncy, on a flight due
to leave Thursday afternoon.



Her mail she had forwarded to a post office boxe &buld travel down to
London every couple of weeks to pick it up withayding near the
apartment.

The house-sitting agency she engaged sent someoran finterview, a
responsible-looking woman with grey hair who sal sinderstood all
about plants and would keep Rosalind's in goodtiheais quite flexible,
could start immediately and stay indefinitely itcessary.

To her, too, Rosalind told the careful lie that slaes laking her son to North
America. They would be travelling | he continentiwiriends in a mobile
home, and she could leave no contact number. BHelén would take
messages, Rosalind explained, she would phoneaoweek to get them.

So it was all in motion.

On Thursday morning, without a hitch, Rosalind &grover the keys to
Helen, and she and an excited Sam climbed intotakieen route for
Victoria Station. Rosalind talked of catching thairt to the airport and
mentioned New York to

the driver. But at Victoria, after loading a luggamolley with their bags,
she and Sam went into the ladies' room. Therewstked her hair up under a
baseball cap, pulled on a pair of sunglasses aadged her jacket. She
disguised Sam in a similar way and they came batkoathe taxi rank.

Speaking in what she hoped would pass as an Itatieent, and pretending
they had just arrived from the continent, she t@ckb to Paddington, where
the trains from the southwest terminated. At tregiagn they did another

quick costume change, and not long after, Rosalimtl Sam had boarded
their train and were heading out of London.

She was no expert, but she was pretty sure therdden no sign of a tail
any part of the way.

"So she opted to run,"” said Ashraf.



"She opted to run,"” Najib agreed.
"How did she orchestrate it, just out of curiosity?

"Agreed to come with me to East Barakat on Fridagk off on Thursday.
She booked to go to New York..."

"New York?"

"But that was all dust in the eyes."

"You were pretty confident she'd do just what yanted, weren't you?"
"There were only so many options, Ash."

Ashraf expelled a breath. "I wish she had trustadl yd a helluva lot rather
they were both here."

"It wasn't on the cards,” Naj said. "l knew it wgsng to be Plan B."



Six

"My dear, it's very kind of you to come all this yyasaid Sir John, opening
a door into a room that made her stop and gaspswithrised pleasure. It
was a private library that looked like a movie séta private library.
Leather-bound books lined ornately worked oak ssebhat ran from the
floor to the very high ceilings. A movable staireagmve access to the higher
shelves.

One wall held a row of massive Georgian windowsnigcsouth over a
beautiful expanse of tree-sprinkled lawn and gartdecked by the deeper
green of thick woods. Every foot of wall space filtgd with books held the
most beautiful Parvani and Bagestani paintings atefacts she had seen
outside the British Museum.

"King Kavad Panj," Rosalind murmured, as she uncouosly moved
towards a portrait that she recognized.

"Indeed," Sir John confirmed with a courtly nodt 4 one of two copies

made by the artist. The other was for the palacBarvan. His Majesty

presented this one to me on my retirement, a dreabur."She had not
really been surprised to learn the identity of &eployer. The manuscript
she was to translate had to belong to some notésttmy. Sir John Cross,
the former British Ambassador to Parvan, was a-lwsdwn Parvanophile,

and from having served in the country for over ttyegrears, he had a large
network of Parvani friends. They would naturallwédurned to him when

selling off their treasures during and after the.wa

Rosalind stood gazing at the portrait, and thougtit a pang how different
her life would be if the Kaljuk invasion had neveppened. King Kavad
Panj was the father of Crown Prince Kavian, whosg ©Companion
Jamshid had been. She would have seen this sartraifpdsut in other
circumstances—in the great palace in Shahr-i Boz8hg would almost
undoubtedly have met the king. And Sir John, tdw would have met
under different circumstances.

Would she have met Najib al Makhtoum? She had hastrange,
indescribable feeling, both times she met himfate had almost known



him in a different life. There was that curious pbmenon when reality
flickered, as if between two different life paths..

But, of course, she reminded herself, nothing wiialde come of any other
meeting with Najib. She would have been Jamshidiés 8o the feeling that
in a different life stream they might have had ¢hance to be important to
each other had to be wrong.

She surfaced from her reverie and found the form#sassador smiling at
her. "I'm so sorry!" she exclaimed guiltily.

"Not at all, my dear. It's a pleasure to see myduees so keenly
appreciated. And do you recognize this person&sked, stopping in front
of another royal portrait.

She frowned at another face from recent historthitik that's the ex-Sultan
of Bagestan, isn't it? Hafzuddin al Jawadi?"

"It is." He shook his head ruefully. "A great matis overthrow was a
tragedy not merely for him, but for the countrywhs Her Majesty's
ambassador to Bagestan during that period, as uat gou know. My first
ambassadorial posting.”

Rosalind smiled apologetically. "I didn't know. idd't study Bagestani
modern history in detail. | concentrated on Parvahe apologized.

"History," he said musingly. "l suppose it is jusstory now. The coup
happened before you were born, of course. Ninetedynine. It doesn't
seem as long ago as that. Over thirty years nosudh appalling misrule.
What a wonderful, civilised country it was!" He sthkchis head.

"A dreadful time. One felt at the mercy of very legsant forces—" He
broke off.

Rosie frowned in surprise. "But it was just a mailit coup, wasn't it?"

"Well, it was and it wasn't, my dear. The coup donbt have succeeded
without the...complicity, shall we say, of Westeihinterests. Some said it



would not have been attempted without our goverrisistrong, if covert,
encouragement.

"Hafzuddin was a great democrat, you know, withigidwn lights. He was

a firm ally of the West, but he had a way of resgiVestern hegemony. He
held the unpopular conviction that self-determimativas the right of every
nation. | le learned that not every democracy apjveiéh this view."

Rosalind watched the old man, fascinated. "Do yeamthe overthrow of
the al Jawadis was orchestrated—"

He smiled at her, without filling in the blank, théurned hack to his
contemplation of the portrait.

"Of course it had been made to look like an entirelmegrown movement,
but Hafzuddin was no fool. When there was no outooyn the Western

democracies, when not one of the nations with whwmhad been so
friendly so much as murmured in protest, he undedsthat he had been
betrayed not only by his protege Ghasib, who oweddverything, but also

by his declared friends among Western governmerdiiding, | am sorry

to say it, our own."

His inside knowledge of the area left her open-rhed; and Rosie listened
in fascination to the insights he had about theohysand art of Parvan and
its neighbours.

"Now, my dear," Sir John said later, when he hamh&d her the manuscript
she was here to translate and she was settling tmwiork, "I hope you
won't feel you have to hurryrfani Arifan has waited over five hundred
years for a translator, and a few weeks here oe tivél make no difference.
| shall enjoy having your company about the place."

Sam was in heaven. There were acres of walled &adnd the broad
expanse of lawn that surrounded the house, filléd streams and thick
woods and enough secret places to delight any.child housekeeper had
two young daughters who were very happy to hawng younger playmate



to show it all to. He disappeared with them eachning and returned for
lunch dirty, wet and happy, with tales of rabbitsased, foxes sighted,
butterflies, frogs, and fish in endless profusibefore eating with a better
appetite than Rosalind had ever seen in him andrtshing off again.

One day, having seen Sam and the girls off on anaitiventure, Rosalind
paused for a moment on the broad terrace to takeeiglorious morning,
and noticed a man in the distance, in the typioahtry Wellington boots,
Barbour jacket, hat, and shotgun, striding acrbsslawn after them. She
thought nothing of it until the next morning, whitie same thing happened.
And the next.

"Are the children being watched?" she asked SinJbht evening.

Sir John was reaching for his wineglass, but atbeuapt change of subject
he turned his head. The glass went over, spreaedgn the spotless white
damask. He waited in silence as the butler attendetiand refilled his
glass.

"Ah, you've seen Jenkins, | expect," he said witlapologetic twitch of his
mouth. "My head groundskeeper. Not a lan of letthiddren run wild over
the place, I'm afraid. He cultivates various wibesies in the wood and he
would rather the children were restricted to thens Very jealous of his
territory. He won't frighten them—he simply makesesthey aren't heading
for any vulnerable plantations.”

This didn't quite put to rest her feeling of disgui'Has he been in your
employ long?" Rosalind asked.

He looked startled. "Oh—oh yes, my dear! All higelil knew his
grandfather very well. They—uh, the family lostdihestate. Oh, you have
nothing to worry about with Jenkins. Quite the tiglort. He'll see the
children come to no harm."

Most evenings she had dinner with her host after ®as i n bed. He was a
very cultured and educated man, and as well asiarm®us interest and
learning in Parvan and Bagestan culture and anydsealso fascinating to
listen to on the subject of his local area, whicliswich in early British



archaeological remains. He told her about sevegdligtoric sites within a
half hour's drive, including a stone circle, whiBlosalind immediately
decided to visit at the first opportunity.

"Perhaps you know we have a rather splendid speciohea prehistoric
standing stone on the property itself,” he toldéwsmty in her visit. She had
wandered around since, half looking for it, butheiit success."l haven't
found your standing stone," she said one night direrer.

"Well, it isn't always easy to find," he said, leiges twinkling as he drank
his wine. "But it is a tradition of the stone thagople must find it for

themselves. Some people stumble upon it almosntigt but most find it

rather difficult. And there are one or two who haewer found it. | can tell

you, as | tell all my guests who are interestedt thlies in the woods in the
southwest quadrant of the property. But beyond, thmgt dear, it's up to
you."

She couldn't get Najib al Makhtoum out of her miimdthe library, working
on the manuscript of ancient mystical wisdom egdifhe Knowledge of the
Knowers,she could close him out, but at night, in her bedr, he haunted
her. Once she dreamt that he was standing ovérdaeiand called his name
aloud. She woke, and in her dream-clogged statessbmed to feel his
essence all around her.

If only she could have been sure she could trust.hi

It didn't help that Sir John was constantly talkadgput his time in Bagestan
and Parvan, reminding her of her own past, andirtke she now had to the
area. She wouldn't be able to run away forever. Wileatever it was was
over, if it ever was, she was going to have to datd the family and her

inheritance.

Several times she was on the point of asking SinJb he knew the
Bahrami family, or the al Makhtoums. Sometimes Ishé the feeling that
he was waiting for something from her. But she alasys held back by the



thought that such questions from her would ineWtdbad to questions
from him, and to having to explain things to him.

For all she knew, Sir John might know the very pedgajib said were
looking for Sam.

* % %

She got into the habit of rising early on fine mogs and going out to
wander for an hour before breakfast, hoping to firestanding stone. In the
southwest quadrant of the property the woods weck &and very old, and
while some paths ran right to the high stone wedk tbounded the estate,
others simply petered out in the middle of the woood

She headed that way again, but this morning hedmias less on the
mysterious compulsion of her forebears to standestapright in the forest
than on a problem she had not considered beforaghsuch an elaborate
false trail and disappeared—how she was goinqitbdut when the danger
was over and she and Sam could safely return iolies.

She was following the course of a gurgling strelaraugh the ancient forest
as she pondered. The trees she slipped past wese thich had been
sacred to the Mother Goddess long ago—aspen, sak,hawthorn, and
elm, and the sun dappled through their branches tre forest floor,

making every spot sacred. She might almost be nglknto the past,

stepping back through the centuries to a time wherforest was new, her
head so clouded with thought that she lost that @rip on her reality and
slipped through to another....

There was a place at which the stream broadenedstiidd in its journey
by a sudden twisting of rocks and massive treesfoashed into a series of
tiny rapids. The path ended at a large tree opaitsk, and the wood behind
was thick with brambles and holly.

Rosalind recognized it as the point where she badral times turned back,
but she was wearing a short dress and the morrasgvery warm and, her
mind elsewhere, she decided to press on. Sir Jatirsaid the way to the
stone was not easy.



She bent and slipped off her shoes and, carryiag ih one hand, clutched
at the thick low branch the tree offered her argsed down into the water.

It was deeper than she had thought, the hem o$kigrjust brushing the
surface. The water was ice-cold, but the bottom pedably and her footing
felt secure. With the low branch as her suppos, dimbed carefully over
one or two of the thick, gnarled black roots thaisted half across the
stream, and then clutched the broad ancient triittkectree itself.

She passed under a branch, came around the tcesaanthirty feet away
through the trees, the rough circle of a clearbrgght with early sunshine.
And on the edge of the clearing, in the shade djreat oak, was,
unmistakably, the standing stone.

She could almost feel its power from here. Her haygen, Rosalind stood
entranced. After a moment she came to, moved dlegength of another
helpful branch of the tree above her, out of thegla of roots, and into
shallower water. One heave on a branch broughaih@nto the bank, and
she stood staring. She had entered a place whegie stdl was dfeep in
every part of nature.

She stopped only briefly in a futile attempt tongriout the hem of her skirt,
and then, barefoot, and making no noise, she stejgpeards the clearing
and the stone.

It was the largest single standing stone she had, seell over six feet.
Broad at the base, curving up almost to a pointhattop, it gave the
unmistakable impression of a woman kneeling, hemded thighs and
massive buttocks resting on her heels. There was awhint of arms, with
hands resting on the lap.

She saw without surprise as she approached th#pgheas a human-size
seat. Come to the Great Mother, was the invitatigith a smile of wonder
Rosalind crept forward,

stepped into the dappled sunshine in the cleasind stood staring at stone
that seemed to pulse with life.



She was thinking of nothing at all, only sensing tleep compulsion to go
and give herself back to the Mother, to seat heirséhat lap and connect to
the wisdom that was there. She approached, fedhegich fertility of
nature all around her, and herself as part of thelev The sensuality of
Moss on stone, of the leaves under her feet, ajréen of the trees, the sun
dappling the thick grass, was a primary, revealintpout words how the
world was being renewed by constantly recurringattos, the forever
intertwining of male and female, the cycle of biatid death, sex and spirit.

In her state of altered awareness the movementtineatone seemed only
part of it all, the life of the universe. When apk detached itself from the
Great Mother, when she saw a tall, dark man gaatihgr from the shadows
that danced over Her stone, he seemed a necesstoyf fhe vision she was
experiencing. Some part of her recognized the anhtiath that male and

female called to each other in Her presence, aatl Rosalind's own

presence had of ngeessity summoned up the male.

But she was completely unprepared for the fact ttiatman was Najib al
Makhtoum.



Seven

A dozen conflicting emotions attacked her at or8lee wanted to run, she
wanted to stay, she wanted to scream.. .she wémsstluce him. Rosalind
had a sudden vision of how the ancients had waqpslipat this stone,
soliciting the Great Mother for fertility of thedids and of the womb, and
felt a wild compulsion to repeat that rite with Nbaj

He still stood in Her shadow, wearing loose blackisers and a black polo
neck shirt, and the skin of his firmly muscled aramsl face was tanned. In
the Celtic tradition, dark men brought good luckd#k man should be the
first across your threshold on New Year's Evensuee luck throughout the
year. And wasn't there some ancient tradition, Rusdahought crazily,
from before the time when people understood thé rile of men in
reproduction, that sex with a dark man would briagility to a barren
woman as well as to the fields where they lay?

So the voices of the ancient gods of the placepene in her, tempting her
to the rite they loved best.

Rosalind turned and fled.

She ran barefoot through the thick grass, and #énk pursuer was caught
off guard for a moment, so that she gained a [€hd.gods settled to watch
with satisfaction, for it was right that the maidested the man, and they
loved the chase. Aspen and oak, holly and hawttiembled as she passed,
and now and then a blossom blew into her pathyrabted on her hair, for
flowers were ever a part of the sacred rite....

Holly scratched the girl's strong bare legs, drawstripes of blood on her
flesh, and all trembled in anticipation of that@thvirgin blood that would
soon paint her thighs. But still they urged thenhinées to catch the man and
hold him, for the chase was delicious and they @qublong it if possible.
It was so long since humans had thought to pldesa in this way....

The madness led her this way and that with pepfiestision, and at last she
obeyed the necessity and ran headlong back inteatme clearing, where
the grass was soft and suitable for a bower, wivédéiowers danced in the



wind, where the Goddess waited. And then, obedcetite gods' will, the
grass tied itself against her foot, and the mauwdas flung full length on the
green bed, ready for the offering.

The dark man was close behind now, and neededamopting from grass
or root to fling himself down beside the girl agghed to rise, his dark arm
embracing her with the strength the Goddess loVéeé. girl rolled and
struggled still, for the man must prove his powetite Goddess before she
submitted.

They gave him what encouragement was fitting. Tlasgcaught her skirt
and tumbled it up around her hips, and wild- flosvéressed her massy hair,
and a blossom kissed her luscious, wanting mouthe&sstruggled in the
grass.

"Don't be such a fool,"” Naj cried. "l am not hesehurt you!"

His voice cut through the crazy panic that had aored her, and Rosalind
lay still in his grasp, subsiding into the thickagsy carpet. She looked up
into his face, panting hard.

"How—how did you—find me?" she asked.

His arm was stretched across her, his hand clasgngide just behind her
breast. He lay above her, his gaze snared bylm@rpanting breast beating
against his hand, as if he had captured a wild aihnim

"I had to find you," he said in his throat, andutets of feeling sprang up to
trace over her skin and flesh. Her body twitcheakssmodically.

"Najib," she protested, but under the protest logresquivered with desire.
For a moment they were still. The only movementedrmm a soft breath
of wind like a sigh over the grass of the littleealing, and two pink
blossoms that flung themselves against her cheedklipa. One rested
tantalizingly at the sensitive corner of her motiitt, when she lifted a hand
to brush it away, his hand prevented her.



Slowly, agonizingly slowly, he bent his lips to thlessom, and kissed it
with a tenderness that sent a shaft of feelingnfphwith intensity, shooting

through her. Her breath sobbed and she closedyest aot to see, then
opened them again because she had to.

Slowly, slowly, the dark man clenched his fist ierhthick hair, then

unfurled strong passionate fingers again to cup hesad as his lips
whispered from the petals of the flower to her ¢hese softly she did not
know whether it was his lips or the blossom thashed her, nor did his lips
know whether it was her cheek or the flower thess&d with such tender
passion. Again she closed her eyes.

His lips, or the petals, moved over her cheekbtiage of her nose, between
her eyebrows, over her trembling eyelid. Slowly hems twined up the

strong trellis of his own arms, and her hands gesgainst his neck and
into his thick hair.

His wandering, tender lips, with painful sweetnéss;ed their way back to
the blossom of her mouth. He lifted his head tlaer, she opened her eyes,
and they gazed into each other, half drunk. Themtouth moved closer
and slowly, slowly, their lips touched, tasted, ainank.

They lay entwined in a fast-flowing river of sensat It coursed through
them without mercy, and stirred into little rapiderever their bodies met.
Her fingers threaded his hair, pressing his mogtiret hers with a hunger
so deep it seemed to come from the earth itsedf.nHdnd pressed her side,
stroked her breast, burnt its way down to her duigl found her naked thigh,
her bent knee. Her flesh was firm, her skin smoetirm from the sun. His
fingers slipped around under her knee and, his thstnetched wide to clasp
her, ran down the long line of her thigh, pastttblding grass to her hip.

Meanwhile his tongue toyed with the corners ofrheuth, his teeth nibbled
the lips, and then, as if this stirred him too dgebpis other hand left her
hair, moved to imprison her chin and throat, arelrhbuth possessed her
lips again with rough hunger.

She heaved a breath when he lifted his lips, amtheg her eyes with lazy
pleasure. His thumb came to rest in the sensipaeeswhere leg met body,



and his fingers lazily curled around and traileclbap her inner thigh,
making her yearn for more.

And then, with curious abruptness, the world red¢driWho was he? She
didn't even know him. She didn't know what he sealanted."My God,
what are we doing?" she cried, as panic of a diffekind stirred her.

Najib smiled, his teeth strong and white againstthnned skin.

"Don't you know?" he murmured, still absorbed i timood that had
captured them.

"Let go of me," the maiden panted. The watchersltted with surprise. A
wildflower flung itself against her cheek, to reminer of her duty.

"Rosalind," he whispered urgently.
"Let go."

The warm wind that had been twining her hair ihi® grass died, the leaves
of the trees stilled, as if for a moment naturealtredr breath. Naj closed his
eyes and heaved a deep sigh, then released heslkadover on his back,
his breathing fast.

Rosalind pushed herself up to a sitting positioangering what the hell
had got into her. The wind returned, stronger aitt & chill in it. She
pulled her wet skirt down over her bare thighs sinidered as the wild mix
of fear and sexual arousal'in her ebbed.

"How did you get here?" she demanded, turning ¢k ldown at him. A
cloud drew over the sun, and he dropped his arngandd up at her.

"How did you know where to find me?" she repeated.
The expression on his face made her gasp. He hadat#d, but Rosalind

was drawn to his hunger as if he dragged her witlutms. She jerked back,
resisting the compulsion in her blood, and rollediér knees.



"In this wood, because | followed you. In this @ae" He lifted his arm,
bent with his elbow resting in the grass, to gestarthe direction of the
house. "l knew you were here because | broughthgoe."

She reeled as if he had struck her. "Yaukat? Youbrought me? How
ridic—how?" She demanded again, and a cold dread began toeweav
through the unfamiliar pattern of emotions thatpped her. "How did you
bring me here?" she asked, her voice rasping.

Overhead the cloud that had obscured the sun wasquéckly building
into something threatening. Rosalind glanced upedamly and shivered
again as the temperature in the little clearingrszbto plummet.

"Sir John is a very old friend of my family. Natllyghe was concerned for
your safety and that of your son. You are safe loery temporarily,
however. It is not possible to secure this estatéghtly as is necessary.
Other steps must be taken now."

His words were causing a dread in her like sufiocat’'Do you mean he
only hired me because... What steps?"

"Perhaps we should save the discussion.” Najilgflumself to his feet in
one quick, graceful movement. "It is going to rain.

"Ow!" cried Rosalind, as the first drop struck barthe arm with unpleasant
force, and then she saw tiny white balls bouncinghe grass:Hail!" she
cried in an incredulous voice. "ltgiling!"

"Let us get under cover," Naj muttered, helping teeher feet. She was
shivering now, her wet dress gluing itself to leghs uncomfortably as the
hail flattened the grass. The wind whipped thestailes against them with
a certain malice, and they ran into the woods tde/géine narrow path she
had fled along before and stopped under a tree.

"How weird that | came right back to the same “adley,” she murmured,
staring back into the clearing. "Where's the stbn&f?e Mother had
disappeared. "It should be—"



"It is there," Naj said. "But it is not easy to $e@m this direction."

Rosalind stared in amazement. He was right. Theestas there, but from
this angle, the colours blended in with the truhkhe huge oak behind it,
and unless you knew what you were looking for,@oeldess seemed to be
no more than a part of the gnarled tree.

"No wonder people don't find her," she murmured.

The angry hail battered the world, but amongstttees they were spared
the worst of it. Naj led her along a narrow patheSvas only faintly
surprised when the one they were on met the riattr ghe had taken before.

"How did you know | would find the standing stowelay?" she asked, with
a return of paranoia, but he only shook his head.

"l did not know. But the path you took ends attifee, and the choice is to
turn back or go into the river. If you go into ttieer you find the stone. You
have come this way several times, it was possibgetime you would go

on."

"Have you been following me every day?" she halfeked.

He glanced at her without answering.

"Why?" she cried, and again he made no answer.

"Where are you staying?" she demanded next.

"In the bedroom next to yours, Rosalind!" he rapiimpatiently, turning to

grasp her arms. "Have | not told you that you aadhig are in danger? Do
you imagine that | would let you wander the wovldinerable and knowing
nothing of where the danger is thickest? Don't bmod"

She blinked under the storm of words. She didrovkhow to answer, so

she said nothing, and he dropped his hands andwkay on in silence
through the ancient wood.



"l want an explanation,” she said at last.

He glanced down at her without breaking strideldd&ed grim. "You will
get one."

They came out of the wood and paused for a mortaiting at the sweep
of lawn that led towards the house. It was a badutuilding, long and
elegant, and she was more used to seeing thisftawnthe other direction.
There was no hail here. The dark cloud seemedue theparted, and the sun
had risen above the trees now and was warm on rdms.gThe library
windows, at the front of the wing that jutted outtbe left, glittered.

"I've lost my shoes somewhere," Rosalind realizeseatly.

He only shook his head and led her across the tpassds a small door
over to the right. It had once been a servantsaroeé. Now it was the place
where jackets and wellies were left, the pavedesttmor having coped with

mud for generations. In the tiny washroom off te ide, Rosalind quickly

washed her feet in warm water, and wiped the bfomd bramble scratches
she didn't remember getting.

Naj was waiting when she came out again, still foate

"Come," he said, and turned to lead her alongittie hallway to a door at
the end, where another hall ran at right anglese ittee floor was gleaming,
polished oak, covered with a Parvan carpet runflee. jackets lining the
walls gave way to art.

Najib seemed very familiar with the house. He ledih silence through the
halls till she saw that they had come to the dotwr the library. He opened
it, and closed it behind them, then led her adios$amiliar space, up to one
of the portraits that Sir John had pointed outéodn her first day here.

"Do you recognize this man?" Naj asked her, breakime silence at
last."Yes, it's Hafzuddin al Jawadi," she said.eTd Sultan of Bagestan,
who was overthrown by Ghasib in 1969."



Naj looked at her with an expression that frighteher. "I am glad you
recognize him," he told her flatly, "because yowéhhated him for five
years. This is the man who wrote you the letter."



Eight
"Breathe!" a deep voice insisted. "Rosie, breathe!"

She opened her eyes and recognized the brocade of the window seats
under her thighs. Najib's hand was on the baclkeohbck, holding her head
down between her knees.

Breath burst into her paralysed lungs. "I'm alhtjyshe muttered, and then
more firmly, "I'm all right."

His hand released her and she sat up, looking dratisurroundings that
seemed weirdly unfamiliar for a moment. Naj wasnieg against the
window embrasure, watching her with dark unreadekés.

"I've never done that before,” she murmured, pgtimand to her forehead.
"Phoo!" She blew her breath out, trying to reli¢kie sudden headache in
her temples.

"You're just one surprise after another, aren'ty/dshe rubbed the back of
her neck. "Is it true? About him?" She nodded tolwahe portrait.

"Of course it's true!" he said impatiently. "Why wd |
lie about such a thing?"

"I don't know," she said levelly. "I don't know whapy of this has happened.
| feel as though I'm in a James Bond movie or shingt' She tried to ease
her neck; it seemed to have seized up with shatky'did you tell me like
that? My God—Jamshid was Sultan Hafzuddin al Jawgdandson? Why
didn't you—?"

"I'm sorry. My judgement had been disturbed," hd tavelly.
She suddenly remembered that insane scene in thedswoand

embarrassment stabbed her. Never again would she thee thesis that odd
corners of the earth have strange powers....



"Who—" She coughed and heaved a sigh. "Who washidiithen?"

"His birth name was Kamil. He was the only son odWn Prince Nazim.
An infant at the time of the coup. He was smugglatiof the country to
Parvan when his father was murdered."

"Dear God in Heaven!" she whispered. "The son ofderNazim? He—he
would have been the.. .the next..."

"Without the coup, Prince Kamil would have beentaulone day," he
agreed. "There were many who hoped he might &ifidn"

"The refugee groups,” she said. Everyone knewrtitat Bagestanis in the
West lived for the day the monarchy was restoretithay could go home.

"The whole country,” he corrected her.

No wonder he had said Jamshid had no right to nieery

Silence fell again as he let her absorb it all. Séesed him move to the
old-fashioned bell rope and pull it, and a momeaterd he issued a
low-voiced instruction to one of Sir John's sergant

To the manner born. Of course. He too was a grandkthe sultan.

"Are you the sultan-in-waiting yourself now?" sreke@d as he returned.
"I? No."

"Why not?"

He hesitated. "Others have a better claim."

"Do you wish you could?" she asked curiously.

"I have no desire to sit on my grandfather's throne



She didn't question that. It wasn't a fate she dobhbose in a million years.
Rosalind plucked absently at the still- damp herhesfdress. "How could
he marry me without telling me? Why didn't he—?"

"It is impossible to say. Perhaps when you got paat) he felt his duty to
you and the child was paramount.”

"But why didn't hetell me? He never gave the slightest. .." A thrill ofror
went over her as she imagined how she would hdvi gamshid had told
her, after the fact, who she had married.

"Would you have married him if he had done so?'ilNagked.

She flicked him a startled look, then turned hezsegway. "I don't know.
l...I loved him, but if there was any chance of hattually becoming
sultan..." She shook her head. She was a privasopend always had
been. "l would have hated that so much.”

He looked at her. He understood his cousin, buddudd not explain to her
how her femininity and beauty might drive a mamwtmt to bind her to him,
no matter what the future cost....

"Perhaps that is why he did not tell you."

She got to her feet and stood looking out at tleemexpanse of lawn.
"Sultan Hafzuddin had three wives," she remembéisdhat right?™Yes."
"How do you all fit in?"

He said easily, "Rabia, his first wife, was a Qsinairelated to the Barakat
royal family. She had two boys, Wafig and Safa. i&owas a
Frenchwoman, daughter of the Comte de Vouvray. [&ite three girls,
Muna, Zaynah and Yasmin. Maryam, his third wifesvaaDurrani, related
to the ruling family of Parvan. She was the motifeddabila and of Nazim.
You already know that Nazim was Hafzuddin's favieuand nominated to
succeed him."



Standing with her back to him, she half turned thead "My mother is
Yasmin," he said, in answer to the unspoken questMy grandmother is
Sonia, Hafzuddin's French wife."

Her chest seemed frozen. Rosalind took a longbelgte breath. A deer
stepped delicately out of the woods onto the lalmna voice that was
suddenly expressionless, he went on.

"My grandfather had an adopted son, as well. Himiemavas Ghasib.

Perhaps you have heard the story. Grandfather sawlthe street one day
when he was a child—an urchin, an orphan, who dgledrthrough rubbish
heaps for his food. He was playing at war with sootker street

children—he impressed my grandfather with a streemgse of his abilities.
Hafzuddin adopted the boy, sent him to school aitithny college, trained

him for power."

Behind the resolutely level tone it was possiblednse deep-rooted anger
and pain.

"Nothing trained him in loyalty, however. In 1968hasib, the man who
now calls himself Supreme President of Bagestan-ajibié voice was dry
with contempt"—was my grandfather's commander iefdaf all the armed
forces. You must have studied the history."”

"Yes." She knew the history, but as somethingloak. Not as the story of
her husband's family's life....

Ghasib was an orphan, but he had had a brotheplanty of cousins. One
by one he had brought them into the military, giteem positions of

power. Under their leadership the entire militaayesthe Royal Guard was
loyal to Ghasib. On the day of the coup they surdad the palace, the
parliament, all the main public buildings.

Crown Prince Nazim was killed in the first momeanfghe assault on the
palace. Princess Hana saw her husband shot dowmratended to be a
servant. It was said that she washed the shifteiohusband's killers for a
week before she was able to escape from the oactyailkace, taking her



infant son in a bundle of laundry. Loyal subjeat$ped to smuggle her and
her son to Parvan, her homeland.

Princess Hana was her own mother-in-law. Rosiedcbatdly take it in.

"But there are things you cannot know, for theyfegin no history book,"
Najib said. "Soon after the coup, Safa was killgcdhb assassin. To protect
his remaining heirs, my grandfather ordered thatwihole family should
take assumed names and go into hiding. Hana wéiné¢ tmountains, where
she took the name of a tribe which has always bmedly linked with the
Durrani, and Kamil Durrani ibn Nazim al Jawadi Bsigmi became
Jamshid Bahrami when he was four years old."

Rosalind watched the deer pick her delicate wagsacthe lawn and stop
again, large ears flicking this way and that, tteewer her head to nibble a
small plant. The sun was breathtakingly beautifulhe rich, brown pelt. So
tender, so fragile. Her heart seemed to break loik for the delicate

majesty of the animal.

"Not everyone could disappear so effectively. MyclénwWafiq was killed in
1977, leaving two sons. The fact of his death vea®aled by the family
only in 1984, and the cause was said to be a la¢iack. If it had been
confirmed that the Jabir al Muntazir whom Ghasild had killed was in
reality Prince Wafiq al Jawadi, his sons would hbgen endangered. They
are now the nearest to the throne.”

He stopped speaking, and silence fell on them, yhead suffocating.

Rosalind wandered back to the portrait, and thegdsside by side looking
at it. She glanced up into Najib's face, and atleigrness the memory of
what had almost happened in the forest stole ogerHie moved a little

away, as if he felt the pull, too.

"This," Najib said, pointing to a ring on the sul&hand, "is the al Jawadi
Rose. By tradition it was passed on from the sutdns designated heir on
the day he was appointed. Jamshid—Prince Kamil—gma this ring by
my grandfather on his twenty-first birthday. It ldisappeared.”



It was massive, too big for a ring. A fat circlenning from knuckle to
knuckle.

"And you thought Jamshid gave it to me?"
"Did he?"

"I've never seen it or anything like it. Didn't ysay it was a diamond? It
doesn't look like a diamond in the painting.”

"It is a very rare pink diamond, cabochon cut,” dad. "It's very old.
Diamonds are not cut in cabochon today. Sixty-tloeats."

She almost laughed. "Sixty-three! Well, you carstye Jamshid never even
showed me such a thing!"

Rosalind glanced from his face to that in the @atitThe portrait had been
painted when the sultan was still relatively youpgrhaps forty, and the
face was impressive for its strength and intellgenThere was a certain
family resemblance, most noticeable when a padroekpression occurred
in the eyes. And it was shared by Sam. She haellized until now just

how much Sam and Najib resembled each other.

Well, no surprises there.

"Can you understand my grandfather a little, noasd&ind? He was a good
and just ruler, but that did not save him from &gt by the man who most
owed him loyalty. One by one his three sons weredered. And then there
were the long, tortured years of hoping his grandseould be allowed to
grow to manhood.

"And then—Jamshid returned from England to annouhaehe would go
to war at Prince Kavian's side. A wanton riskindhif life, my grandfather
said. His life was not his to risk. Prince KamilJawadi owed his life to his
own people.



"His death was the last blow. My grandfather waskbn by it, as by
nothing else that had occurred. When he wrote jatletter, Rosalind, he
was no longer himself."

Silence fell. After a moment, she asked, "And Jadish was he
assassinated, too?" she whispered.

"No. Jamshid was killed because he fought bravely."

Rosalind licked her lips and turned to him. "Whaiw? Why is Samir's life
suddenly in danger, if no one knew that Jamshid..."

"They did not know then, Rosalind. But we are althuestain that Ghasib
now has the name Jamshid Bahrami as being onesafidmes taken by
Hafzuddin's heirs. It is a stroke of good fortuhattwe discovered the
will—and you—when we did."

"Did you lead him to me?"

"No. But the first thing he will do is have invesiors track Jamshid's life,
to see if he left an heir. Unless we take stepgprevent it, he will
unquestionably find you."Find her. Ghasib, the warfavourite demon. A
man who, it was said, had thought nothing of kyjlims own brother when
he suspected him of disloyalty. Rosalind took apdéerrified breath and
turned away.

The deer had disappeared. As if from a distance hglard her voice say,
"And what will happen when he finds us?"

Without answering, Najib took her through a doattled from the library

into the adjoining room, what Sir John called tinealh breakfast room.

Breakfast had been laid out. The butler was seéipgt of coffee on a little
table beside an expanse of window. On the sidebwmard several dishes
under silver lids.

They exchanged greetings as Rosalind sat. Therbwtkaked a fork,
bowed and withdrew.



Najib poured her coffee and set it in front of t&ine needed it. She was in a
state of shock. Shock upon shock. Rosalind stsuggr into her cup, took a
healthy slug, and felt a little revived. She set twgp carefully down and
looked at the dark man sitting opposite. He seeme of a stranger now.
Grandson of a sultan.

"Tell me," Rosalind said, although the last thimg svanted to know was
that the Supreme President of Bagestan was goitnyg to kill her son.

"Ghasib is not a sane man. If he comes to the oeiwl that a grandson of
Crown Prince Nazim exists he will feel very threetd. We must prevent
this at all costs."

Rosalind's cup rattled in the saucer. Her hand tnembling like an old
woman's.She fellike an old woman. Fear made you old.

"The important thing,” Najib continued, "is that wehhe knows that
Jamshid Bahrami was the assumed name of one bkireof Hafzuddin,
Ghasib is not yet certain who

Jamshid Bahrami really was. We may be able to canlfiis investigations."
"How does he know the name?" she demanded.

Najib shrugged. "We can't be certain, but you hamg to think about it.
Ghasib's mismanagement of the water resourcesgaindléure in Bagestan
last year produced another terrible crop failurengty people may betray
their own honour, Rosalind. Be grateful if you haeeer had cause to learn
that fact."

He seemed a very different man now. He was notgantymore. Incisive
intelligence was his dominant trait at the mom&e wondered suddenly
what work he did.

"All right, if he finds out, what then?"

"He would have two choices. Ghasib has no son®bhin, and since his
brother's death has named no successor. If heésesaugh to see it, the



intelligent option would be to take Samir under pi®tection,’ to say that
he himself is merely governing as regent, waitimgSam to reach the age
where he can rule. | am sure | don't have to erjitee great advantage this
would give him. You know how unpopular he is."”

Naj paused to refill their cups. He picked up hs avatched her over the
rim until her eyes met his. "If he also has th&savadi Rose, the symbol that
would prove Samir the designated heir of Prince iKahe is virtually
unassailable."

"And is he smart enough to see it that way?"

"He might be made to see it. Armed with the infotiora you now have,
Rosalind, you could go to Ghasib. No doubt he waiffdr you the moon
and sky to go to Bagestan and play the role of )appsting mother of the
sultan-in- waiting. But you would have to deliveswy son's safety into his
keeping. It would be a great risk. Even if Ghasingelf intended Samir to
be his heir, there are too many nephews and coab®eady in contention.
Samir's chances of ultimately becoming sultan wanadery small.”

He was looking at her questioningly, and she statddm and frowned.
"Are you seriously asking me if | would go to a rster like Ghasib and
offer him my son in return for—for—what? The chamgcevear diamonds
and drive around the desert in a Rolls? The chéamd®e mother of the
Sultan of Bagestan one day? My God!" she explodadhiully.

"l am sorry. But how could | know how you would &athe news?"

"Well, if you've been watching us as closely as gay you have, you might
have noticed that | love my son!" she snhapped.

"Rosalind, the world is full of people who imagiti&t they have a spoon
long enough to allow them to sup with the devisaiety."

She subsided. It was true—he didn't know her, amd bould he? She
couldn't even tell him the single, central truthSam's existence.



There were appetizing smells coming from the sgraoard, and to gain
time Rosalind got up and helped herself to egg smtage and sauteed
potatoes. Najib followed her lead, and for the nfext minutes they ate
without speaking.

What he had said sank in as she ate, and at lastsked at him. "I have to
choose, don't I?" she said, as the chilling trigime home to her. "That's
what all this has been about. There's no way t@agely from it. | have to

cast my lot either with you or with Ghasib."

He would not play games with her. "Yes."

She shook her head as anger at the stupid injustitee whole situation
crept over her. "Well, you've told me what Ghadil@st offer will be. You'd
better tell me what yours is. | assume you've get'd

She glanced down at the fabulous diamond-and-rnigyshe was wearing,
then lifted her hand to show it to him. "In facquymight almost say I've
already had the down payment!"

"Do you think we did not see this as a problem?5#id, his voice grating
with irritation. "What were we to do? The will wdsund, you have
inherited. We cannot keep your inheritance from fauthe sake of not
looking as though we wish to bribe you!"

She laughed angrily. "What's your offer?"

But she was not only, or even primarily, angry witin. He was just handy,
and Rosalind had too much natural justice to bihiayéb for a situation that
he had not created. The original fault was Janshiol' never having told
her of this. And she was angry at fate, too, andlaahis. Why hadn't
Jamshid's cousin warned her?

"Our first priority is to get you to a safe house."

She looked around. "I thought you'd already domé'th



He shook his head firmly. "No. It would be very rhueetter if you would
agree to come to Barakat. This option is a very gecond."

"Why?"

He looked at her in surprise. "Because in Baralahave the resources of
the state behind us. There you will be protectethbyarmy if necessary."

"The army?Whatarmy?"

"The Barakati armed forces. | am Cup Companionrioce Rafi. Do you
think the princes of the Barakat Emirates haventeréest in the fate of a
family to whom they are so intimately linked by mage and blood?"

She was silent. He saw panic in her eyes. But tivaseno help for it. Now
he had told her. She had to be convinced.

"Our focus at the moment is to prevent the discpteat Jamshid Bahrami
was Prince Kamil.""How are you going to do that?"

"By a campaign of disinformation."

She felt as though she was wandering deeper andegdo a maze until
she had no hope of finding her way out.

"Disinformation?" she repeated hoarsely.

He paused. "There is one thing you must undersiosklind. If we do this,
you may lose forever the opportunity to establiamB's claim to the throne
of Bagestan. He is young now, but as the only ggandf Crown Prince
Nazim, in a dozen years he would be a very popliarce to spearhead a
movement to replace Ghasib. If we now create amnradtive history for him,
it might be difficult to throw off later.”

"I would be very happy to create an alternativedmsfor him, if you can
convince me someone would believe it. You don'trselined to believe
his true history!"



"Rosalind," he said urgently, ignoring that, "whle day come when Samir
regrets what we now do? Will he be angry that weehaken away his
chance to challenge Ghasib for the throne™of Bapest

Rosalind's heart was sinking further with everyav@sod, what a fate! She
hadn 't thought of the real possibilities beforee &ied to imagine how that
would cripple Sam's life—to be sitting around wiglhihe were Sultan of
Bagestan, conspiring, intriguing, flattered intatiwa by refugee groups...

"Since | can't convince you that Sam actually hagsight to the throne
because he is not Jamshid's son,"” Rosalind saierlpjt"maybe you'll
believe instead that | would do almost anythingrevent a life like that for
him. What's your solution?"

"Our solution, Rosie," he said, his voice so gsiglidenly that she had to
strain to hear, "is to pretend that Samir is my.'son



Nine

Rosalind discovered she was no longer capableastion. There had just
been too many shocks in the past hour. Somethitgiirfinally accepted
that the world was not in any way as she had inezhit If the wall of the

room parted and Sultan Hafzuddin stepped througtaito curses on her
head, she thought, she would feel no surprise.

She found that this made her stronger. Freed frenpreconceptions, she
could now react to events as they occurred, as\egg, rather than first
measuring them against what life should be. Maybg Wwas what they
meant by the dance to the music of time.

"And how will we do that?"

"By proceeding as if | were the man who met andriadryou five years
ago."

Her breath escaped in a rush. "Would that work?'tton many people
know the truth?"

"We think we can find ways around that. My backgrdand Jamshid's are
not so different. | was studying in Paris while $ard was here, and |
visited London frequently. | also was living undedisguise. And | returned
to fight in the war."

"What was your name?"

There was no discernible pause, and yet she hafibéliag he hesitated.
"Nadim al Azzam. We must merely keep that, andagerother details,
from the media."

"The media," she said calmly.

"That is how we will convince Ghasib that the 'lsake will hear are true.
The story will be confirmed publicly."”

"What story? That you had to hide your backgrounsurvive?"



Najib shook his head. "A much more romantic sttigntthat. The details
are still to be worked out, of course. The geneudline will be that | came
here, and met and married you. Then | went honfigldthe war, and was
seriously wounded. For a time it was believed tiveés dead. You got the
news that | had died, but did not learn that | Vedsr discovered alive but
critically wounded. And now, five years later, Meareturned to claim you,
and discover that | have a young son."

Rosalind looked at him in blank amazement. "It's more holes than a
fishnet stocking! Why didn't you let me know as is@s you recovered?
Why didn't I—"

He held up a hand. "I told you the story is stilllte fleshed out. First of
course it was necessary to sound you out. Rosatiwidl| not be easy to do.

But | ask you to let us take this means of safedjngrJamshid's son's life."
"By pretending to be married to you?" Rosalind doigdel nervous little

whirlwinds spiral out from her lower spine over @leé surface of her skin.
His dark eyes fixed her, and she couldn't look away

"By marrying me," he corrected her.

"If we're already married, why would we get marraeghin?"

"Because | now reveal myself under my true name,veant to marry you
so that you legally can take that name."

"What's the advantage to that?"

"The first is that you and Sam will take a differ@ame."
"And the second?"

"The wedding will get extensive media coverage."
"How can you know a thing like that?"

He smiled at her as if she were being very naiwe Will make sure of it."



She had been wrong when she thought she could tlatioe music of time.
Rosalind put a hand out to the salt pot and it ideohlike the leaves under
the hailstorm.

"It would be only a pretence, Rosalind," he saadlyl "Do you imagine |
would try to take advantage of such an arrangenfeetdllect that you are
under my protection!"

"No," she said flatly. "No! Samir is not Jamshists. He has no right to the
throne. Why can't we just tell Ghasib that?"

"Ros—"

"No! If I do that, I'm just going to dig myself seeper and deeper until I'm
buried. 1 do not want my son to end up as chieepaer to the throne of
Barakat in twenty years! He is not Jamshid's sohy\Won't you believe
me?"

"You have seen the portrait, Rosalind," Najib softly.

She glared at him. "Your family really takes theer It's all your own way,
isn't it? Your grandfather wouldn't believe me whesaid | was pregnant
with Jamshid's son, and now you won't believe iewh say | didn't—he
wasn't—"

"Look at me!" he commanded, in a tone so autocriduat she obeyed
involuntarily.

"Do you give me your word as a woman of honour ffaahshid is not the
father of your son?Yes!" she said.

"Whose son is he?"

She looked away. She hated having him think whatvwsas now forcing
him to think—that she had cheated Jamshid.



"You cannot even telhe,Rosalind. Do you say you can bear to be revealed
to the world as the woman who was unfaithful toaw prince and thereby
cheated a nation of its rightful sultan?"

"l didn't cheat! | was pregnant, and | lost Jam'shimhby! And then... and
then..."

He was looking down at his plate, as if it wouldibgolite to watch her
struggles.

"All right,” he said quietly. "You lost Prince Kahsi baby, and immediately
became pregnant again. Since your husband was tleaé, can be no
qguestion of impropriety.” His eyes fixed her agaiMou will have to
provide proof."

A sigh exploded out of her. "What proof could | g/
"DNA tests, of course.”

"What?" Rosalind cried wildly. "Jamshid is deaddDBjou retain a tissue
sample, for heaven's sake?"

"A sample from Jamshid is not necessary," Najild.s&DNA from any
member of the family will show whether your somatated to us, Rosalind.
Surely you know this. | will provide the sampletbé family DNA."

Rosalind choked and swallowed. She did know it.dBigt had never thought
about it before in relation to Sam.

A DNA test would not prove her case. It would shtbat Sam was related to
Najib al Makhtoum.

Rosalind and Najib sat close together on the so$aarm around her, her
hands clasping his other hand. She leaned infedwerful shoulder and felt
how tempting it would be to rest there forever.



His hand had firm possession of her shoulder, theralosed on her hand
with reassuring strength. Her heart was melting ahe thought that,
however necessary this closeness was for Sanfety séwas dangerous to
her own ultimate happiness.

She was falling for Najib, and the fact that it ibprobably all be put down
to circumstance—just a product of her own fatiguleawing raised her son
by herself for four long years and the fact thafitheas particularly strong
and masculine, and above @lere—wasn't likely to save her. Logic never
had much sway over emotion, and Rosalind didmkiehe was going to be
the one to break new ground in that regard.

Her stomach was melting because of his nearnessyas longing to kiss
him, to have him turn to her and take her fullyia strong arms, and what
could logic do against that?

"Would you look at him, Rosalind?" a voice cried.

Rosalind obediently lifted her chin and turned bges to meet Najib's
tender gaze. He was only half-smiling, as if tighsbf her was almost too
much for him to take. His dark eyes narrowed withdry possessiveness as
they swept over her upturned face, and Rosalinpeguas her heart leapt in
responseHe doesn't mean ishe reminded her heart wildly, and her mouth
trembled and she had to blink against tears.

Cameras clicked and whirred, and the questions ¢@ping. They had all
the "facts" on the press release Gazi al Hamzelgivad out, but, as Gazi
had explained before it began, they were lookimgémnd bites and quotes.

"How do you feel, Rosalind?"

"Stunned. Wonderful," she said, obediently recifimgn the memorized list
of handy quotes Gazi had supplied her with in deeown imagination

failed. Najib had introduced Gazi as the man whmothe press relations of
the

Barakat Emirates, and she could believe he waserieat his job.



He was sitting in a chair on one side, supervisivgproceedings. If she
stumbled or forgot a “fact,” he was there, quigilgking her up and
smoothing it over. Rosalind felt like a sheep fabgavolves, with two very
large guard dogs keeping them at bay.

She had agreed to this because she had to. liredly dawned on her that
if the rumour once got out that Sam was Prince Kason, it would never

completely die. There would be no satisfactory whgroving that he was
not. There would always be people who wanted toebelthat Prince

Nazim's grandson had survived the catastrophewduether those people
wanted to kill him or to put him on the throne add®stan, his life would be
derailed.

"l intend to spend the rest of my life making it tgpher,” Najib said, in

answer to another question. Rosalind closed hes eyel smiled, half

wishing it were true. Gazi had concocted a storytroth and lies, so

interwoven with the reality of her life she wagdi@nger of not being able to
sort the threads out herself.

"Can we get some shots in the garden?" someoneal,askel, fingers

interlinked, Rosalind and Najib went out the widasg doors and into the
bright sunshine. The media people stayed on thexder the lovers
wandered around the garden as if at random, cameeses following

greedily as they casually stopped at a pre-chggenis front of a wall of

climbing pink roses. Gazi's assistant had chosend#iicate pink of her
floaty, romantic dress and gauzy scarf with thiskidaop in mind.

A gardener's ladder stood nearby, with basket émceg and tools casually
set down as though the gardener had merely stoppedng for his tea. In
apparently spontaneous inspiration, Najib pickec gmall pair of garden
clippers and reached up to cut a rose. Then heetlegdose to her, just as
they had rehearsed, and offered it to her. Rosaimded, took the rose,
gently sniffed it, then lifted her face as Najiis arm around her waist, bent
and brushed her lips with his.

Melting fire burned out from the touch, and shet fels arm tighten
involuntarily, as if he was going to pull her tighhd kiss her more



thoroughly. "Rosie," he whispered against her @ad, a spiral of delicious
warmth curled down her neck and flooded her body.

"Beautiful! Great!" They heard the cries from thedra, and Najib's hold
tensed and then relaxed. Rosalind reminded hdtsslfall this was acting
on his part. He might be sexually attracted to slee, told herself ruthlessly,
but the possessive- ness, the caring, the deepioemall that was fake.

At last someone asked, "Where's the boy? Can whise@ow?" and, as
agreed, Rosalind went and found Samir. She had deéamant that Sam
would not speak to the media at all, would be asieduestions.

"I am not having anyone asking him about his dddslye had insisted to
Gazi. "Things are bad enough without Sam actuadlieling the story that
his father has come back."

But she had agreed to a brief photographic sespianily because Gazi
convinced her that the physical resemblance betiagib and Sam would
be convincing. As she returned to the garden, oagrgn excited Sam, who
instantly sensed that he was the centre of atengbe was already
regretting it.

That wasn't all he sensed, apparently. As she edosg® r.irden, her heels
began to sink into the grass, making the finindialift, and Najib, in
automatic response, moved lowards her and lifted @at of her arms.Sam
and Najib had met again yesterday, and with a 'shigtinctive hunger for
the masculine figure that was missing from his, life had climbed up on
Naj's lap and stayed, not talking, just satisfietde there.

So now he went into Naj's arms with alacrity, wragpghis tiny arms around
the man's neck and clinging tight. It was a dispt@yamount of stage
managing could have achieved, and the photographers quick to
appreciate it.

As the cameras clicked and whirred, the reporteantained a dutiful

silence. So everyone heard the childish piping som&e Sam, with acute
longing in his tone, asked the dark man who hatd $o securely, "Are you
my father now?"



And everybody heard Najib answer, "Yes."

"Oh God, | wish you hadn't!" Rosalind sighed.

He raised an eyebrow. "What would you have adviBedalind? Should |
have repudiated your son in the full glare of peibl? Then all we have
done and are doing would be completely worthless."

They were alone in the room amid the debris ofpiless conference. Gazi
was out counting all the journalists safely off theemises, and Sam's
friends had taken him to play down by the pond.Jsinn had long ago
retreated to his private study. The children's lhig voices carried across
the lawn, but laughing was the last thing Rosaleitlike doing.

"l just wish we hadn't fooled Sam, too."

"If you are just, Rosalind, you will recall thatadvised you to tell Sam
something to cover just such an eventuality. Chitdare quick to pick up on
moods. But you insisted it would be possible togkken in ignorance.”

"I know," she said, desperate with self-blame.Hbid have— What's he
going to feel when we have to tell him you're nigtfather after all?"

Dimly she was realizing that on that dafiewasn't going to be the happiest
of mortals, either. Oh, if only she had never lajiblin the door that day!

"It is possible to overcome emotional hurt, RogaliRhysical hurt may be
another matter. We have chosen the lesser of évitsall that is available
to us. There is no perfect solution. One day yollilve able to explain to
Samir what motivated me today, and he will undexsta

She wasn't taking it in; she was in the grip ofifggs she couldn't control.
"We lied to him! Lies to children are..."

He reached out, as he had once before when comypétasperated with
her, and clamped his hands on her. Her shouldiesl fneatly into the



hollow of his palms, as if it was a connection pled before time, and she
caught her breath.

"...necessary if a lie will save their lives!" haearrupted her impatiently.
"You are being foolish, Rosalind! What else coulthl’e done?"

Nothing. There was nothing else he could have dotige moment. It was
just that in a part of herself, Rosalind was reafjizhow much Sam had
already fallen under Najib's spell... and how msble was in danger of
doing so. It was so tempting to have someone sogtcare so much for
you.

But it was all window dressing. That was the treubl

It was a mistake to let his feelings get the betfehim, Najib belatedly
reminded himself. Since the first moment he hadh $e#, he had felt the
pull of her potent femininity, and since that inkzgble moment in the
woods, it had been painful to be near her. Evengthin nature then had
seemed to be urging him to make love to her, aedy&lving in nature still
seemed to be doing so.

His fingers began to move hypnotically on the Ifeesh of her shoulders.
Rivers of sensation flowed through her, in

no particular direction, and she ached to leanhmdody and be enfolded
in passionate safety.

"Don't," she whispered protestingly.
"Rosalind," he growled, as if the word was tormirbim.

The door opened, and Gazi al Hamzeh came in, hislenphone in his
hand.

"l just had a call fronHello! magazine." He glanced at Najib, and then back
at Rosalind. "They want exclusive coverage of tieelading. They'll give us
a cover spread. We couldn't ask for a better oppayt.”



Back From the Grave!

A Hero's Welcome—Five Years Late!
Someday My Prince Will Come—Back!
Yes, I'm Your Father!

The Sunday tabloids had done them proud. A bigqgraph on almost
every front page. Even the broadsheets had likedstory, though they
wrote in slightly more restrained terms.

"Great," said Gazi, reading through a report witbf@ssional detachment
and tossing the paper aside to pick up anotheru'tMo are naturals.”

They were having breakfast at a table outside ertdlrace. The day was
beautiful, with a soft breeze stirring the bankdlodvers all around them.
Sir John had gone up to London last night to hi,cand this morning his
chauffeur had returned with the papers.

"Natural what?" Najib asked dryly.

Gazi al Hamzeh flicked him a surprised glance amdigged. He had a
curious birthmark on one eye, and he looked likdrate. She hoped he
wasn't one.

"It's amazing how much Sam looks like you from aaa angle," Gazi
murmured, picking up another paper. "No one's gdimgdoubt that
relationship!"

It was true. The photos enhanced the family resendel between the two,
and it was easy to believe that Naj was the aduKign of Sam.

"You're the perfect family group,” Gazi murmured|yoglancing at another
paper, which had run a shot of Sam standing betwleernwo of them,
staring at the camera, his head at an angle thatlgxmirrored Najib's.
"Well, we couldn't have a better launch."



Rosalind, less detached than Gazi, was half reaamghalf listening to
them, "...grandson of the deposed sultan. His nnptindeautiful young
jet-setter at the time, escaped with the clothelsesrback....

"Members of the al Jawadi family had to go undengib for their own
protection.. .Najib, under a pseudonym which, ttgxt others, still cannot
be revealed, came to England...."

Her own last name, too, had been carefully kephftbe media. Rosalind
lifted her head to find Najib watching her.

She knew she ought to be grateful to Najib—his Wkes being disrupted,
too, and for no benefit to him. But it was harddel gratitude towards the
man whose arrival had triggered the total upheat/aler life. And whose
departure would trigger something quite differenmething closer to
heartbreak, for both her and Sam.

No, she wasn't grateful....

Emotional hurts heal, he had said, but she remesdb®eow long she had
carried the hurt of what she thought was Jamsluetsayal. Najib had
wiped away that hurt, but would he put anothetsmplace?

She turned a page, "...was seriously wounded titiglsve. He was taken in
by a village family who nursed him while war conted to rage.... A head
injury caused partial amnesia—he has undergonesixte plastic surgery
on hisface. Then one day, miraculously, his memetyrned and when it
did he set out to find his wife.... The couple ptarremarry under Najib's
own name, renewing the vows they took five years.af)

Rosalind set the paper down. "How do you like &2zi asked.
"Will anyone actually believe all that nonsensa® asked faintly.
The two men laughed. Gazi said, "Rosalind, theydhtto believe it, and

that's half the battle. It's a good story, isf?{liears, laughter, true love gone
wrong, an evil villain, and a happy ending."



A little silence fell over them, broken by the sdusf childish voices from
the children playing nearby.

Najib said, "Five years is a long time, Rosalindople forget. We haven't
said that | was Jamshid Bahrami, remember. My flitethis story well
enough. Even my own friends cannot be completetiarethat | did not
marry secretly while | was here."

Rosalind glanced down at another paper. There vpd®® of the three of
them, Sam in Najib's arms. She was struck by h@alidajib looked. He
lookedjust like a sultan.

It was a bit like a royal portrait.

With the sudden sensation of feeling a trap closarad her, Rosalind said
slowly, "You are sure you don't want the thronergeif, are you? This isn't
some disguised attempt to present yourself asleenga to Ghasib?"

It did nothing for her peace of mind that the twermexchanged a glance.
Then Najib set down his coffee cup and graspedwhist, looking straight
into her eyes.

"No, Rosalind,” he said with flat earnestness. Yo trust no one? That
you do not trust me is perhaps understandablejdybu imagine that Sir
John would be a party to such a dangerous deceit?"

She swallowed, and the sudden panic began to éasewas true. What
reason could so eminent a man as Sir John Crossftwletraying her like
this?

"I have no interest at all in sacrificing my life such a way," Najib went on.
"Believe me, | would dislike intensely to be on d@hgone. Do | want to see
Ghasib overthrown? Yes. Will |1 go to desperate teadgo keep him from
using Samir as a prop to hold up his terrible reigiiithout question.
But—do you really accuse me of manipulating yow i@t dangerous
position for the sake of my own ends, wanting t@ ysur son as a
springboard for my own political ambitions? No, BRlxsd. You must know
better than this."



He stared into her eyes, as if he was trying tova#tyout words that there
was a bond between them and they both knew it.

She wanted to believe that.

In the silence that fell, Gazi picked up one of tiheadsheets. He searched
for a moment, and read, "Najib al Makhtoum is @esied through the
female line, and is not a contender for the thimii®agestan. It is generally
suspected that Hafzuddin handed the honour to btieecsons of Prince
Wafiq before his death. Until and unless the heegeal themselves,
however, no one can be certain if they are alive.™

She gazed at Naj, still uncertain.

"Believe me, Rosalind. We are getting married theorto protect your son."
His eyes were dark, his mouth grim. She realized Wajib didn't like this
any more than she did, and a pang regret stabbe&lhe would rather he

did not dislike the thought of marrying her, evlough the marriage was a
lie.



Ten

The coast of East Barakat was the most breathtigkingged land Rosalind

had ever seen. Fingers of naked rock clawed atatidous waters of the

Gulf of Barakat, creating dozens of bays of varisizes. From the air, in

sharp contrast to the pink, brown and black oflémel, the water was an
entrancing pattern of turquoise and emerald, antleso she could see the
bottom.

Far away in the distance the proud peak of Moumt 8bod guard above
the snowy range of mountains which, after descenidito foothills, sloped
down to meet the sea just here, in East Barakat.

In the Parvan language, the wafdir meant both "lion" and "milk," and the
mountain carried a legend that it was both motherfather to the lands it
brooded over. Rosalind could see why. There wagadtically protective
guality to the mountain that made her feel uncanssiy secure.

"Mommy, Mommy!" Sam was crying, breathless with éxeitement of his

first helicopter trip. "Wooo!" he cried yet agaas the chopper lifted with a
swoosh to climb over a long finger of land. Najibsaflying just low enough

to make a climb necessary every now and then, Bec&am loved the
roller-coaster feeling.

"There," he said, as they topped the rise. "Thgbig villa."

It was Rosalind's turn to lose her stomach. Thesbauas a low sprawling
structure of natural stone and clay surroundechbyohly green vegetation
for miles. It was built on the Middle Eastern plan:

high thick walls surrounded a garden, in the ceotr@hich was the house,
an oblong shape topped with little domes and baitbund internal
courtyards—a large rectangular central one witmaller square one on
each side.

Each of the interior courtyards was tiled, she sawajib flew right over
the house, and held fountains and reflecting pdtdsh also had a display
of flowering shrubs and bushes that seemed impesgibthis terrain.



Between the domes a section of the roof was flat,she knew that on the
hottest nights, the residents probably slept thAreund the house, the
garden held shade trees and more shrubs in fuleflo

It was a perfectly ordered oasis.

A track led down to the sea. In the tiny bay thadbewas pink sand and
stone, the water was emerald, and a fishing dhoareabto a white buoy
danced on the sparkling waves.

"It's fabulous!" she breathed. "Like a dream."

They had come here so that Rosalind could seenheriiance, but the
house also provided an excellent way for them tmdathe press. When all
was in readiness they would go to Prince Rafi'agein East Barakat, in the
mountains, and the wedding was to take place there.

He shook his head. "Rosalind, the worst thing far tvould be for me to
withhold love from him deliberately for such a reass that. If | am not to
be there as he grows up, all the more reason fdorwse him now."

"But—"

"If you knew you were facing a time in the desexuld you refuse to drink
water now, to get yourself used to it? Or would yather drink as much as
you could, to carry you through the coming lack?"

The words shivered through her, because of whatsh&l about her own
condition. Should she resist what she felt for blapw because she would
have to do without him sooner or later? Or shohkltsy to store up as much
as she could against a deprived future?

And more important, would she get the chance?

It was much cooler in the house: the thick walld domed ceilings, the
fountains and flowers, provided a cooling systeat thas very effective.



They wgre led to one of the smaller courtyards, retiee fountains were
now playing, creating the suggestion of a breezeabde was laid, Western
style, beside a bank of lush green shrubs undexdloanaded, shade-giving
cloister . that ran around all four sides of therrtgard, so picturesque it
took her breath away. The play of intense light simade was indescribably
attractive.

They were brought a light lunch of fresh herbs widan,followed by a
main course of several delicious salads, and tlyeicdd lemon sorbet, a
traditional Eastern way to soothe weary travellensgd some delicious
honeyed sweets.

They sat for a while in silence, talking only nowdathen as they ate.
Rosalind was absorbing her surroundings with dggpeziation, from the
delicate stone arches that linked the columngralirad the perimeter of the
courtyard, to the delicate perfume that seemedat lover everything, to
the sparkling fountain, to the strong masculinespnee of Najib.

Sam was silent, too, tucking into the sorbet witieruabsorption. He had
eaten tabbouleh, and several other dishes thataoenpletely new to him,
with a voracious appetite. "He's not always so atiweus with food,"
Rosalind said in answer to Najib's comment. "That lilas made him too
hungry to be picky." She smiled and, entranced ayti'$ dark eyes, added
absently, "Or maybe it's just genetic predispositio

Najib swirled some sorbet around on his own torapeklifted an eyebrow.
"Your other lover was also from this part of therld@" he murmured
quietly.

"My other—" Rosalind began, mystified, and thenkeroff, understanding
him. She felt an angry heat in her cheeks. Thesenething else for him to
think, but did he have to put it that way?

She was saved from having to answer by the appsarahone of the
women, who clucked around Sam and urged a nap. \Wbsalind nodded
her agreement and prepared to rise, Najib said,WiBoTahira, Sam. She
will show you your room. She will look after youryewell."



Sam nodded and climbed obediently down from hisrcRa&salind, a little
jealous at this ready obedience, said, "All righgm?" but he merely
nodded and reached a hand confidingly up to Takieawaved a drowsy
farewell.

"He's more tired than | realized,” Rosalind saidhe¢ heat and
excitement—it's all so new to him."

"You can check on him in a few minutes. Tahira msexcellent child's
nurse, by the way. She trained in Barakat al Baratdahe Queen Halimah
Children's Hospital."Rosalind felt her own fatigcetching up with her. A
few minutes later she stretched and yawned. "I'merticed than | realized,
too. I think I'd like to go and lie down myself."

"I will show you the way," Najib said, getting tasHeet.

She followed him under the cloistered walk and wghart flight of steps
into a cool, shadowed hallway that ran straighoulgh, connecting the
large courtyard to a smaller one.

There they stepped into the shade of another cadayalk, which skirted a
small, circular pool of water. A short flight ofdad stone steps led through
huge windowed doors into a long, cool room whereth® opposite side,
Venetian blinds over open windows made the mosttbfough breeze. At
one end was a bed, a wide, low divan type, at therpa cluster of low
divans and tables. Tapestries and paintings hunth@rwalls, in which
several niches held trays, jugs, pitchers and odleeorative objects in
bronze or brass. Along one wall was a large embreil cloth with
beautiful Arabic calligraphy picked out in gold, @& type that she
recognized as a name. She supposed this was Hafajdalthough the
design was too intricate to read easily.

There were large wooden wardrobes and chestsrafate design smelling
of camphor and spice. The blinds were latticed -@méen-painted wood,
enhancing the green of the plants, creating angetif being utterly
surrounded by cooling greenery.



It was like something out of a dream. The room veasantic and sensual,
from the soft heat-scented breeze to the lush tiagesfrom the perfect
silence and the green growth on both sides todwe ihviting divan bed

with its spread of cushions.

They stood a few feet apart, not looking at eatleitSo easy. It would be
SO easy....

"l wonder where my bags are?" Rosalind murmureth wiglance around
her. And a corner of Najib's mouth moved, as tholgtwere grateful for
the introduction of ordinary things into the chatggmosphere.

"They will have been unpacked.” Najib moved to ohthe wardrobes and
opened a door to reveal clothes hanging neatly, hahthese are mine."

He closed the door and moved to another wardroizk Rsalind saw her
clothes, all neatly on hangers and shelves, apéesd the door.

"Are we sharing a room?" she asked, feeling anreaos lump in her
throat.

"We must do so, Rosalind,” Najib said apologeticabhe wished he
wouldn't say her name in that caressing way ifida‘timean it. "l am sure
you know that to have rumours getting out via tlevants would
undermine all that we have been at such pains ild.ddere, more than
anywhere, they must believe that we are marriedfzaidSamir is our son."

"Yes," Rosalind managed. Her voice came out hcamgeto her own deep
irritation, she coughed.

Perhaps because of that, he went on explaininglki®us. "The story of
our reunion was carried in the papers here, andeheants have certainly
read it."

She nodded.

"Of course | will sleep on one of the divans, orhjags on the roof.”



Rosalind's eyes fell. "Of course," she said.

So this was her answer. She wasn't going to geaace to drink before her
wandering in the desert. Worse, she was going e lacontend with all
the intimacy of a pretence in front of the staff.

"I am sorry for the necessity," he said.

"Najib, since you're doing all this as a favounte, | don't think you need to
apologize," Rosalind said flatly, thinking thatias going to kill her.

He bent his head in acknowledgement, and she khewad annoyed him.
But what did he want her to say? Tell him it waeeft It wasn't fine; it was
going to be close to unbearable. How could sheepckit would be easy?

She didn't understand him. He was physically atchto her, she knew that
much, so what was the point of pretending to somgtiwhen they could so
easily make it real?

The little bay faced west. In the comparative afdhe evening she awoke
from her nap and stretched luxuriously, then goang slipped on a loose
cotton beach dress and a pair of sandals. A sestanted her the way, and
Rosalind went through the garden and outside, dowards the beach.

The scenery was even more starkly breathtaking whémed in the golden
light of sunset. The rocks came alive, rough, alieot gentled by the
mosses as in England, but fierce and primitivewsted bush, brown,
burnt and bristly, clung to the side of the walrotk above her head.

It had a powerful appeal, but she wondered if yoer eame to terms with
such a landscape. To be always at war with thénEBaound you, having to
wrest even life-giving water from her unwilling last. In England nature
was Sso generous, it was no wonder that the oldaddks of worship had
been celebrations of bounty and sexuality.



Had the ancient pagan Arabs, too, considered ttie feanale? If so, it must
have coloured their attitude to the feminine in waylmost
incomprehensible to the peoples who inhabited guedleys. The Quran
and the Hadith made it obvious that Mohammad haah b@inging his
message to a culture that was deeply anti-womameio who practised
female circumcision and exposed infant girls, aad pf his message had
been an attempt to shift that culture towards retspg and honouring
women equally with men.

Looking at this land, she could dimly understangwte men of the culture
had been resisting that part of the message fopaisé 1400 years. Any
child might well end up angry with a Mother who wsasharsh, so stingy
with her nourishing....

In many areas, he had managed to stop the mosinextabuses, but in
general, humans seemed to have taken Mohammadageess their guide
about as much as they had taken the earlier inpmdb "love one
another"—now and then, when it suited them, thdpvieed it.

Send us a Messenger, Lord, and by golly, if wewkat he says, we 'll obey
him...

She climbed up the side of the finger where theeszewthe signs of a
footpath in the earth, and reached the top witeepdreath of wonderment.

It was as rugged as anything she had ever seemhbit was beautiful!
Land and sea lay spread out in a panorama of gnegsapphire and dusky
rose, the sunset intensifying all | he colours tachness that hurt. A warm
wind brushed her hair and throat, played a littlhwhe long skirt of her
dress.

Najib and Sam were sitting on a rock at the tighef finger of land, high

over the bay, contemplating the molten sun asunged into the sea.
Najib's strong arm stretched behind Sam's backydrs resting on the rock
beside him, offering him protection. She stood #dmoment watching

them. How trustingly Sam leaned into that sheltgniche!



She moved up on Sam's other side, and smiled dotentheir upturned
faces as they turned to her. "Hello.""Hello. Yoeplwell?"

"Like a baby." She sank down beside Sam, and figt kggret how Najib
moved his arm away. "What a fabulous sunset."

"God is taking the sun, Mommy," Sam explained edii.

She looked down with a smile. "Is he?"

He nodded vigorously, eager to pass on what hgusadearned.
"Where is he taking it?"

"Other little children need it now," he said in@esnn voice.

Her lips stretched into an involuntary smile, anm@roSam's head she met
Najib's glance. "l see," she said.

"All the little children need the sun, so God movesaround thewhole
world,” Sam expounded, eyes wide with wonder, his litttesastretching
out to infinity across the jewel sea, embracingfdreation with a quiver of
excitement. "He's going to bring it back tomorrow."

The subject of their discussion was sinking inte Hea with surprising
speed, while night rose up from behind them to cdve sky with sudden
deep blue and stars.

Of course, she remembered, no twilight here.

"We don't see many sunsets in Kensington," Rosdmhd Najib with a
smile, "and certainly none like this, a bucket dflted gold just dropping
straight down behind the horizon."

"It is a very different kind of beauty, an Englisinset,” he agreed.

Night softened the world. Sam nestled against ider with a sigh of deep
satisfaction, and his mother's arm wrapped him. safe



He snuggled there, quietly listening to the softvarsation of his mother
and Najib—his daddy for a little while, they hadidsain the warm
darkness. His heart swelled almost to bursting. diéssly, feeling the
presence of good all around him, knowing he warited be this way
forever, his child's heart sent up a plea. And bseat was carried on the
wings of innocence, it was gathered up and deld/éefore the Throne....

Let him be my daddy for alwayshispered the little heart.

Tendrils of love and longing reached out to embiatéhree in a delicate
net of connectedness, and Sam, feeling the wrépe€ loving bonds with
the child's perception his parents had lost, hteeges in his heart, and was
satisfied.



Eleven

He was glad this was not destined to last longsta# treating them like a
honeymooning couple, thrilled by the story of loest, love regained.
Najib sat watching Rosalind in the soft lamplighgainst the backdrop of
flowers, the night sky above them as black as magic

She ate the foods of his homeland with every sfgeonsual pleasure. With
too many signs of sensual pleasure for his peaoesired, knowing that he
would have to go back to the bedroom with her,wadld have to struggle
to keep his hands off her, keep his mouth from isgetkers....

On the surface she did not seem at all like Magawondered if she had
told Jamshid, as Maysa had told him, that befamedhe had been a virgin.
Had Rosalind, too, wept and pleaded for Jamshiddoy her, to save her
from the disgrace of her pregnancy? In the Westdiagrace these days
attended such an event. Single mothers were ncetasttamed there, as
they were still in the East.

But still such a plea might have worked on Jamshid.

Or perhaps it was merely that he had been too teesatith love to
recognize that she did not return his love. Perligmshid had himself
jumped to the conclusion that her pregnancy wasgsigonsibility, perhaps
he had insisted on marriage without any urging.

He had always been impulsive, right from his youth.

After the meeting in Cornwall between Rosalind astiraf, where she had
sworn the boy was not Jamshid's son, they hadngatthe small hours,
trying to make sense of her story.

Not knowing who was the father, had she simplynake easy course and
married Jamshid? In that case, what could haveicoed her, in the end,
that Jamshid was not the father of Sam? The bokekbeenough like
Jamshid's grandfather...but then, she had not krtbanHafzuddin was
Jamshid's grandfather.



Had she, like Maysa, simply pretended to a man tatioogo to war that she
was pregnant, in the hopes of gain?

Now he pondered another possible solution theytbssed around at that
meeting: suppose that she had not lied as muchaasSuppose she had
married him in good faith, had had the miscarriafaost immediately,
beforeJamshid was killed? That she rthéntaken another lover while he
was away, and been made pregnant again immedmtehys other man? If
Jamshid had returned from the war, would she hastepded to him that
the child was his, lying about his birthday by & feeeks?

When Jamshid was killed, of course she thoughtaim#ly knew of her and
her pregnancy. Under such circumstances, she iyt felt compelled to
brazen it out....

Yes, it made sense out of much of the mystery. vhdn his grandfather
rejected her claims...what had happened then?

The one thing this didn't explain was her blankisaf to have Sam DNA
tested.

Who had been the one to set her and the baby upainexpensive
apartment? That certainly needed some explanatiah this. Their search
had turned up no second marriage for Rosalind,adsw no source of the
income that would be necessary to buy such a place.

So his rival was a rich man...Najib caught himselshort. He had no rival.
He was not in contention. A man would have to ea to walk into a
relationship with a woman who had already proverséléso unworthy.

And yet...this didn't explain why she wasw insisting that Sam was not
Jamshid's son. Had she simply realized, in theviateng five years, how
stupid and unfair such a deception would be? Or itvpsssible shédiad
learned about Jamshid's background before he, Nggibvisited her?

There could have been only one source for suchnrdton.



Was she already Ghasib's pawn? He might have disedvJamshid's
identity any time during the past five years, thodlgey suspected that he
knew only recently. Suppose Ghasib had believeteasirely would, that
the boy was Prince Kamil's son? He might have ghemthe very choice
that Najib had outlined.

Then it wasn't sexual treachery she was guiltylboft. something much
more dangerous to them all.

It certainly made sense of her cash payment fouth&ious apartment, and
her supporting herself on such a small income.

Suppose she had got in touch with Ghasib after Niggib's, first visit,
telling him of this new development. Had the dictageen this as a way to
get someone inside the al

Jawadi camp? Was she going to betray them alhdrhbpes of having her
son designated Ghasib's successor? Or even, padbef his life?

Whatever they suspected, they could not risk leptte boy in Ghasib's
way if they were wrong. They had to protect her hadson—but they also
had to limit the potential damage of bringing heside.

And she was here, under his eye. Totally cut off.dduld make sure that
she made no contact with anyone...but at what poibenself, he could not
guess.

He closed his eyes, his thoughts inexorably pudkeck to that night when,
sore from the heat of the last, terrible battleythad heard the news of the
Kaljuk withdrawal. It was over. He vaguely remendzerPrince Omar
shoving him into his private helicopter and tellinign to take twenty- four
hours leave. He and several of his men, desperdtefatigue, had got
aboard, and had flown home to the sanity and petBarakat.

He hadn't thought of sending any message. He hracgt@runannounced,
with a week's battle dirt on him, his clothes bleadand torn, letting
himself in quietly because it was late and he tiidant to wake Maysa in
her condition....



She had never been pregnant at all, she had swdrgbqgconfessed.
Knowing he was going to war, she had taken a catledlrisk, that was all.
She would have easy living while he was away, &he iwas killed in the
fighting, she would gain. If he came home, welk sfould worry about that
when it happened....

He had been very young. And any man could be takeonce. But if he
walked into a relationship with Rosalind now, nobling how she was
lying, but knowing that she did...

If he had thought about it for a month, Naj readizeewould never have
guessed that Rosalind was a woman like Maysa. 3éewyed as different as
two women could possibly be. When he had learnedrttth of Maysa, he

realized that it had been there in her eyes ah@ldle had believed he
would recognize it when he met it in another wonBut Rosalind's gaze

was clear. He could see no evidence of guile irfdcs.

Because she makes you half blihé, told himself ruthlessly. She had a
deep, feminine magnetism that was more than pHysioa it drew him
almost irresistibly. She was hauntingly beautifigr skin seemed to radiate
light, or heat.. .the glow of feminine mystery.

And the boy, too. When he believed him to be Jadskbn, he had felt the
bonds of blood linking them, and that had led & ed¢fection. Now he had

been told otherwise, but those bonds had not l@ssérhere was some part
of him that remained convinced of his blood relasioip to the boy.

Why was she lying, and what was the lie?

He was”aware of a consuming thirst for the inddfieahing Rosalind had
in such abundance, a thirst that seemed to have lgege by his heart
unrecognized all his life. He had been reasonaatisfeed. Now he had
discovered the elixir of life, and his own long+siang thirst for it, and in
the same moment knew that he could not taste it.

It was an annoyance, but that was all it was. Hentgoing to let it get to
him. Hunger and thirst, whether physical or spaifuwas something you
could ride out. That was a lesson you learned erbéitlefield.



Rosalind saw the wariness in his eyes, and sigh&éatever his reasons for
resisting the attraction, she was pretty sure si® leoking at heartache if
she tried to break through that resistance. His &yere not the eyes of a
man who has permanence on his mind. They weregrt #he eyes of a man
who is comfortable with a sexual attraction.

She tasted the erotically delicious food cookedh®ywell-meaning staff
and wished that everything they were pretendinggevirere. That Najib had
come back to her after five lost years, loving lieg, father of her son, and
that they would go back to the bedroom and beltreers on such a magical
night....

"Oh, the stars are beautifull" The words came duher without her
volition.

His jaw tightened. "Yes," he said. Then, as if ba heels of a thought, he
asked, "Did Kamil—did Jamshid buy your apartmemtyfou?"

He watched dispassionately as her eyelids droppdiuide her eyes from
him and self-consciousness stained her cheeks.

Rosalind swallowed. "No."

"You inherited the money, perhaps?" Their searatwsld that the place
had been bought in Rosalind's name, no mortgageafa a half years ago.

Rosalind set her fork down. She had never thou@tiemg asked this
guestion, and she had no answer ready to explanamoordinary woman
had been able to afford so wildly expensive antapant....

"No," she said, because next he would ask from wigime didn't think of
the easiest course, to tell him it was none obhb&ness, until too late. "It's
not really mine."

What did this mean? The most likely explanation thas it had been put in
her name, but she had signed it away in a docuthantould be held over
her head, keeping her obedient. He could imaginasi{Bhinvolved in a



thing like that. If she betrayed him, she woulddfiherself instantly
homeless.

That argued that Ghasib had been consulted bdieragreed to come here.
That would mean Ghasib was hoping she would leameshing of
substance from him, Najib...and that she was wjllia betray him. He
looked at her, and his heart twisted with griefs iiw tensed against the
desire to rail at her.

The lamplight made her too beautiful. He pushedchair back from the
table. "Shall we walk?" he said.

Rosalind had only been toying with the remainsefdelicious dessert, and
she obediently dropped her spoon and got to hérbefre the servant
could appear from the darkness to hold her chair.

Naj led her through the house out into the walladdgn. He sensed the
approving smiles of the staff following them, afigged his arm around her
back as he ushered her out, feeling as he didwatnech he wanted to be
her protector. But if she was collaborating withaGitr, no one could protect
her.

Well, they would walk under the stars and the statfid imagine what they
liked about what was passing. He dropped his armmoa® as darkness
enveloped them. Here there were other eyes, brg Whas nothing to prove
to them.

A cloud of intoxicating perfume rushed against Wween they stepped into
the garden. Rosalind caught her breath on surpplssure. "Roses!" she
exclaimed. "How on earth can you have so many gfant

"There is a spring here. It is the reason the hawsebuilt on this spot," he
answered mechanically. He did not smell the robas,her hair. It had
released its own scent to his nostrils as she swengead. A clean smell,
lemon rather than musk, but no less disturbinghssal.



The darkness was lightening imperceptibly as thegaded their way along
the paths, the silence between them alive withuthgpoken. The glow
behind the domed roof meant the moon was movirgvigw.

He thought of the morning when he had gone to partmment. He had been
swept by the desire to lift her in his arms withawtord and carry her to her
bed.. .he wished he had done it. He wished he bednbe her lover before
he had been forced to suspect her of so much geach

He said, with a harshness that startled her, "&soman feel guilty,
taking a lover when her husband is at war?" Heis&dstop the trend of his
own thoughts, but she heard it as an attack.

Her eyes glistened with indignation as they focdsse him, reflecting
moonlight. "You're very sure | know the answerttatt"

"l am not sure!" he said, his voice like sandpafieam sure of nothing with

you, nothing! Only one thing | know—" he lifted ard to punctuate every
word with a stroke of his forefinger "—that you leamot told me all the

truth. No!" He cut her off when she would have inipted him. "Do not

deny it! You cannot deny it!"

She was silent, the angry denial caught in herathro

"Tell me," he commanded softly, as temptation cteptards him again,
like an animal scenting the fatally wounded indesert. "Tell me the truth
and | will love you, Rosalind. I will make such v you—"

Her hand flew to her throat. "What?" she whispered.

He stroked light fingers down her bare arm. Was wounded, she had
pierced his heart in the first moment she lookedhiat, suspicious and

mistrustful though her eyes had been.

"You are a woman who enjoys sex, Rosalind. Do yxnkta man does not
know such a thing?"



She closed her eyes and breathed to silence rsrimeart."l, too, Rosalind.
And | look at you and know that | can give you Imaking to remember.
Days and nights, we would be drunk on our own piesasYou will not
regret it. Your body will sing for me...."

Sensation rippled through her like a shock wavee Shayed where she
stood. "What are you saying?" she murmured, hdreéring more than the
word lovemakingn that deep, intimate, caressing voice.

"How my mouth craves to kiss you, Rosalind, my tsbdrn with wanting
to touch you. Do not you feel it? | know you daele it in your eyes. You
want my touch. Tell me that it is so. Say it!"

"Najib," she whispered. Winds seemed to buffetfi@m every direction.
Her body was streaming with feeling, with yearningth deep need of his
touch.

He had met the woman he had dreamed of, and sha efssat. How could
it be so? Why did she not give him an explanattaat tvould release his
desire from the restraint he had to place on it@% ldould such passionate
need as he felt for her co-exist with the deep isimp that she was a
danger—to him, to the family, to the thing thatedilll their lives?

His hands gripped her shoulders, and with the suddvulsion of a
starving man, he bent to kiss her throat. Her tieththack on a moan.

He could make her confess. Lovemaking would beaittoing of a woman
like her, he knew it. She moaned with the meresthioof his mouth. He
could melt her utterly, she would be all his, ahdnt she would tell him
whatever he asked...so his demon whispered....

"Rosalind,” he murmured. His strong hand tipped lmead and his lips
moved up under her ear, to a spot that suddenlegdrto be connected to
every nerve in her body.

His hand ran down her side to her hip, to her thvgth a ruthless pressure
that spoke deep, passionate hunger.



She melted and gasped for air, and his mouth wadesilly clamped to hers,
devouring her. She moaned and swayed against him.

Dimly, as his arms wrapped around her and draggeduthlessly against
him, he realized that sex was a two-edged swordhdald not have tried to
use against her a weapon that could so easilyrbedwagainst himself.

What if it is not her, but you yourself who confedl® the voice of reason
cried urgently in himWhen she has defeated you with the pleasuresof th
body...can you be certain it is not you who will keer whatever she asks?

But the thought was drowned under the tidal waveesafd.



Twelve

Moonlight streamed into the bedroom through theickt imprinting
moving arabesques of light and shadow on the cetyéhle walls, the floor.

She moved ahead of him slowly, towards the bed,timt pale beams. Her
hair swung, making its own moonshadow on the veat he felt even the
movement of shadow to be a touch that was painful.

She was ghostly in the darkness, in the slendé,dvass, the darker skin,
and he wanted her to be real. He lifted his arntssdnpped off his shirt,
tossing it into the shadows.

There was a sudden odour of his male sweat, andya$ged in erotic
surprise and turned to take him in as he came nddisechest curved with
muscle, and his dark skin was darker with the blaaik that curled over
chest and arms.

He had stepped out of his thonged sandals and agped her now in
silence, his foot like a lion's paw, folding softigwn onto the marble floor.

Her arms went around his waist and she pressefhteragainst his naked
shoulder and smelled him again, skin, sweat, sdrsaap all contributing to
the heady aroma that was him.

He was everything she needed. So strong, so ntateat Everything that
had been missing from her life for too long.

His hands slid the zipper down her back and monsidé to caress her bare
skin with a touch that electrified her. He buriad face in her hair, kissed

her ear and, when her head fell helplessly to ae and then back, her
neck and throat. One hand moved up to push thdineak her dress out of

the path of his seeking lips.

She felt his touch like a tracery of fire sending overs of flame over all
her skin, through every muscle and cell. She kissdhest, felt the curling
hair brush her lips, too, with fire. She ran hend®over his back, feeling
the firm musculature, the strongly knit spine.



He drew a little away, and his hand came up tdélt chin back, raise her
mouth for his kiss. For a moment they stoppedirgianto the blackness of
each other's eyes, and then his lips came downeos. lElectric heat
spiralled out from the contact, and her body tresdbh his hold.

His hold was firm and determined on her head, ngldier just where he
wanted her while his mouth took hungry possessfdrecs, so hungry she
melted against his chest with a cry. Then, his fipsly locking hers, his
hands slipped down to encircle her, and his arnapped her tight against
him, secure, enclosed, held.

He was in no hurry. Hungry he might be, but thdy enade him the more
determined to enjoy every sweet, delicious morgethe full. Inside the
opening of her dress again, his hands caressedduds; her sides, the
sensitive space under her arms, the swelling obheasts at the sides, his
fingers stroking her nerve endings into wilder amitber disarray.They
stroked all down the length of her spine, and theragain, and the touch
seemed to release a fire inside her that lickedpaher spine with the most
delicious heat she had ever experienced.

His mouth nibbled and chewed and pressed and teythdhers, and his

hands stroked her, till her skin twitched convugépvall over and her body
ached with hunger. Then he abandoned her swolfendnd trailed his

mouth down the line of her neck again, to the naekdf her dress, and now
his hands pulled the fabric away and down her &aying her shoulder

vulnerable to the trailing fire of kisses.

His tight hold on her relaxed, and his naked chested away as he drew
her dress down both arms. For a moment she wassiomed by the fabric
of her dress, her arms caught at her sides, ahdltdéer there and gazed at
her with a look in his eyes that melted her agaid again in waves of
electric heat.

His eyelids drooped as her naked breasts weredkisge moonlight, and
then he held her back over his arm and bent t@nieown kiss against that
moon-whitened skin.



Her dress tumbled down over her hips and to therfland his other arm
slipped under her knees, and he picked her upfdbéaircle of white cloth
and carried her to the bed.

She awoke to birdsong, her body lazy and luxuriassif she had honey
instead of blood in her veins. A thin sheet wadhat covered her, and its
touch on her supersensitive skin as she turnedevadg, as his hands had
been, in the night.

She smiled, languidly stretching, and opened hegs.eyunshine was
playing through the lattice across the bed, theepamoving as a little wind
played with the branches outside. The scent ofdisert came to her,
bringing all its harsh beauty to her mind.

She was alone. She rolled over and buried herifatiee pillow where he
had slept, breathing in the smell of him as remesteleasure shot
through her body, melting her womb with yearning.

She showered and pulled on briefs and a cottors dned sandals. In heat
like this shorts were constricting. A long, loosess allowed the air to
circulate, and the dryness of the air meant swesgi@ated almost before it
had a chance to form.

Out in the shadowed courtyard the morning wasrsdifitively cool, and the
air had a freshness and a purity that was delightfu

Najib and Samir were sitting at a table on the amsside of the courtyard,
where the sun's rays reached in under the cloiSten was babbling away
and Najib was listening and nodding. Both were wegthe white Arab
garment called djellaba, a simple full-length rotiéh long loose sleeves.
Rosalind paused to watch them for a moment, hey boshing with the
memory of the night.

They didn't notice her until she was gripped byudden paroxysm of
coughing, and then both turned her way. Sam laughdcalled out to her,
but although Najib smiled, his eyes were grave.



Rosalind bent to give Sam a hug and kiss. She wdatdo the same with
Najib, but his look made her a little nervous ahhand she only smiled her
good-morning. One of the staff pulled out her claaid poured her a cup of
coffee, then rolled up a trolley for her choicebogéakfast.

"I am wearing a dress, Mommy," Sam informed hewga "Daddy is
wearing one, too. Men wear dresses in the desert."

"It looks very handsome," she said. There was soimgimajestic about a
man wearing such a robe, and Najib was certainlgxoeption. "But where
did you get it?"

"Tahira put it on me."

She glanced a question at Najib. "It is the mostfootable wear for this
heat," he said, and she assumed that meant tihaicherdered it done.

They ate their breakfast, with Sam doing most ef tddking. He clearly
liked the whole situation, from the heat to theaclekies to the fact of sitting
down to meals with two parents. Rosalind watcheith &ilittle pang how
intimately he smiled into Najib's eyes, and pratyed Najib would prove to
be right—that it would be better for them to boaden if Najib were later to
disappear from Sam's life.

But the truth was she was hoping that he woulddisztppear....

She mentioned the beach, and Najib said that it bess$ to swim in the

morning, because the sun would be too intense. I&tethey spent a lazy
time over the breakfast table and then Rosalimbstl on a swimsuit under
her dress and they strolled down to the little cove

It was very, very different from any beach Sam aeer been at before. She
stripped off his djellaba and let him run into thiater naked, and he cried,
"Mommy, it's warm! The water is warm!" and flung himself into it with
total abandon.

"l always thought he was a little nervous of theewd Rosalind told Najib.
"I never realized before that it was a questioteafperature!”



The little cove was mostly sheltered from oceanenus by the fingers of
rock which were progressively longer on neighbagigoves. There were a
couple of yards of shallows before the beach slagiedply into deeper
water. The surface was calm, the water lappinglgettthe shore. For
swimming it was almost ideal.

About twenty yards away from where they were, oa sitle of the cove,
was a little stony outcrop, and after a while

Najib took Sam on his back and set off to swimttevith Rosalind beside
them. Sam was laughing with delight, his little danwrapped around
Najib's neck, his head trustingly pressed againafibld, gasping and
blinking when water splashed him, but completebyiess.

Rosalind, doing a lazy crawl beside them, wondevldt she would do
with her inheritance. It was clear that Sam lovezldlimate, but how would
he feel, how would they both feel, about comingehehen Najib was not
with them? There was no doubt that for Sam a biggdahe perfection of
the moment was Najib's presence.

For her, too.

"If 1 don't want to keep this place, what will hagn®" she asked Najib later,
when he was showing her over the house and grolihdy.were in a small

study off the other courtyard, where she had beeprised to discover a
computer with an Internet linkup, and several plsoriemeant she could
work here and send in her translations by e-nfashé wanted to.

He had just explained the presence of all thisprgant by saying that the
house had been a family holiday place for yearsphiticated
communications were necessary for many membersedainily.

"You do not want the house?" he murmured, lookihtpex from under
lowered brows.

His voice was expressionless. She couldn't telt\isaattitude was. "Well,
something in France would probably be more pracéisa holiday home,”
she said. "It's so expensive to fly out here, and—"



"You and Sam of course travel free on Royal Bar&kgt he interrupted
impatiently.

Rosalind blinked. "We do? Free? Why?"

"We are about to be married, Rosalind. As far asatrldis concerned, we
are married already. The families of the Cup Congremntravel free on
Royal Barakat Air."

"Oh," she said. And then, "But it's not even a realriage."

She wasn't sure why she said it. Maybe to get etimafrom him. She
certainly got one. Naj said, with obvious irritatjd'How much more real
does it have to get, Rosalind? We were husbanavdadast night, were we
not?"

The embers of awareness that were always theresbatiihem exploded
into flame with a heat that seemed to suck allaineut of her lungs. He
grasped her arm. "Do you—" he began, but whategdrad been going to
say was lost as Rosalind, responding to that teditha hunger that melted
him, slipped into his embrace and tilted her fagéar his kiss.

He had meant to resist. He had meant to explainfbolish it would be for

them to continue what he had been helpless to préaginning. But her
lips, already swollen with his last night's kissesw parted in willing

expectation, and it was too much for him. His moeltsed the gap of its
own accord, and roughly drew the sweetness froms her

He gave himself up to the madness that consumedHteninad awakened
this morning with her warm, naked body stretched lmaside him in the
deep abandon of a woman who has been thoroughdgysled in the night,
and an almost overwhelming hunger to awaken hér nvdre love- making
had swept over him.

He had forced himself up and away. What good couolde of this? One
way or another, she was a betrayer. She had prpblibhdy betrayed him,
the whole family, and she might prove their downiialthe end. But the
physical need for her was affecting his judgement.



Kingdoms had been lost before this for the saka wbman's love. And if
the women had been like Rosalind, Najib reflectath an appreciation he
had never before felt for the dilemma of such fpbéscould understand it.

Down on the beach they had both dressed and thgredl off their wet

suits. He was naked under the djellaba, and he lem@was naked under
the dress. It was too easy, it was impossible adive in to what was
offered. His hands caressed her with rough hurtygtrshe was already
moaning with need. Her hands pulled at him, heylstchined against his.

With a muttered oath, he turned her away, draggmber loose dress, and
she understood his design and bent over the baitleathair. The sight of

her naked back was more potent than he could haad in a thousand
weeks of bliss, and he dragged his own robe obtsoivay and thrust into

the waiting heat.

She cried out with wild excitement, a sound thatuted him almost into
instant loss of control, and he clenched his jagrhlands tight on her hips,
for a motionless moment while he struggled against

One hand moved under her body, to find the clustemerves that had
already proved so responsive to his touch, withworering finger.

Rosalind exploded into release, her throat opetargy out her surprise, as
the delicious heat spiralled out from under hischand his driving body
and then instantly began to build again.

It was a heat as searing as the desert sun, anglasterciless power. The
world went black, and she floated there, batteredibgh, drowning waves
of pleasure measured by each stroke of his botiginShe gasped for air
after each one, and the thirst for release wad,she was lost at sea under
hot sun, crying, hungry, battered, desperate—tmtibroke through with a
high cry, and then it flowed through her like sweater, a cooling bliss like
nothing she had experienced before.



Thirteen

After that he gave in to it. It was impossible toahything else. Between the
tempting food, the primitive heat, the greenerg tlooling fountains, the

sea, the child's steadily deepening trust of hind Rosalind's languid,

hungry smiles and languid, delicious body, he wkstman and knew it.

Every morning and evening they swam in the covetadght Samir not to

fear salt in his eyes or on his lips, or water is mose, and watched his
transformation into dolphin with deep pleasure.ti@&y put on masks and
snorkels and, Najib and Rosalind carrying Sam betmteem on a sling,

swam over coral beds to watch the fish feeding. $amh Rosalind both

were left amazed and wondering by the colour am@tysand beauty of the

underwater world.

There were goldfish in one of the reflecting pot®, and Sam could spend
hours lying on his tummy, watching and playing wittem while his
mother, sitting nearby, read some of the books ttershelves in the study.

Newspapers came in by helicopter a couple of timmesek, and usually
there was a bag for Najib, too. But Rosalind dithother much with the
papers. She was taking a holiday from the realdv@he did not want to
know about politics or war or even whether shelajib were a subject for
the gossip writers.

Although she found the scenery compelling, Najilvisedd her against
taking walks inland. The heat was too strong, anebuld be very easy to
lose her direction in such unfamiliar terrain. e £venings, when Sam was
in bed, he took her along the line of the shoraciwvim one direction could
be traversed for almost a mile before one of thgedis of rock made it
impassable. Along one side of the finger they covdék on the beach to the
end of the tip jutting out into the sea, but arotimelother side the face was
a sheer cliff down into the water.

High at the very fingertip of this mound was a cdwueide, in the soft rock,
someone had carved niches to create sleeping iptetf@here was no way
of knowing how long ago the humans who had dones thad

lived—thousands or merely hundreds of years agbthéze was a feeling



in the place, as if of connection over a huge distan time, to someone not
so very unlike herself.

The cave had probably been chosen because it nfiastlgt east, getting the
rays of the rising sun and avoiding the heat otfternoon. But just outside
there was a flat platform, probably once used ife; ivhere they could sit
and watch the sunset, and feel their kinship wathsé other humans who
had probably worshipped the sun as a powerful, elang father.

Once they made love there, high over the poundiagew, as the light
turned from golden to orange to red, and then idjiat inad enveloped them.

Rosalind had never been so happy, not since longdags of childhood,
when her parents had taken her for carefree hdidaythe Mediterranean
and it had seemed to her that she would never &aything to trouble her.

Logic warned her this, too, was destined not tb Bist what was the point
of worrying about the future in such a magical pré8 Najib never said he
loved her, but it was there in his eyes as he teditter, in his body when the
pleasure was too much for them both. It was irdee&p caring for Sam, that
masculine mix of strength and tenderness that eecechthe boy as well as
his mother.

And if he sometimes seemed tortured when he tutmdrkr, if it seemed
that he wished he could resist the powerful chesntbey shared, but could
not—well, what was that but a promise that, in #m, love would

triumph?

"Look, Mommy!"

There was a narrow strip of beach in the neighibgucbve that, protected
by a rock overhang, was in shadow as soon as th@assed midheaven.
Rosalind sometimes took Sam there with his buckdtspade during the
afternoon. There was a large bowl-shaped rock gheifunderwater, and
another shelf above, and in the heat of the afternbwas pleasant in the
shade, lying on the sand or sitting on the rocKfskigh her feet in the



water, while Sam played. When she got hot she wslipddown into the
bowl and let the cooling sea wash her.

Usually she took a book, not from the library, boe of the paperbacks she
had asked the staff to bring her from town on g8upun in the helicopter.

At the moment she was reading a thriller. She wasoying it very much;
it was violent and unpleasant, but the writer wrodenpellingly and she
couldn't seem to stop reading it. She put it dosv®am called, and looked
to see his latest sand creation.

"A boat!" he called. It didn't look much like a lipanless it was a steamship
that was sinking, with only two pail- shaped fursntill showing above the

waves. Sam came up to where she was sitting obetheh and pointed out
over the water, and Rosalind turned.

It was a boat, all right, a motor launch comingirtew well outside the
cove. Two men stood at the stern fishing, and waagdhey saw her.
Rosalind and Sam waved back. And just as she egbtlrat the men were
pointing something at them that glinted in the ghe, sound of a gunshot
cracked the air, echoing loud off the cliffs arouhdm.

She screamed. Screamed and grabbed Sam in thésszatig throwing him
flat on the sand and piling on top of him, to pobteim with her own body.

She craned to see behind her. The men had lowesgdmeapons and were
looking away from them, over the water to the wB8sim was just starting to
cry from surprise and shock.

"Sam, we have to get up and run," she said. "We btavun away from the
bad men in the boat," she said urgently. "You hamgight. Mommy will
carry you. All right?Go!" she cried, and surged onto her feet, her back still
to the boat to shield him, grabbed him under tinesadragged him up, felt
him cling to her like a monkey, and started running

But it was far, far too late for that. With hideousrrified astonishment,
Rosalind saw that two other men were coming at tirem higher up the



beach, and there was no mistaking the lethal wesafhmy were carrying as
they ran down towards her.

When they saw her, one veered in her directionhbudidn't raise his rifle,
and, not wasting any breath on screaming, Rosalirtdhed Sam tight and
just kept on running. The gunman was shouting ivdta, "Get down!"

Sam was too shocked now to make a noise. Rosamdp the beach into
the blinding sunshine, trying to avoid the cuttnogks, towards the top of
the finger. It was one way back to the house, tverfinger and down, but
she knew she would be dangerously silhouettedeatioi

As she crested the rise, she crouched over alidustiing, bent as low as
she could to the ground.

On the other side of the finger, Najib was runriogards them at full tilt.

"Get down, Rosalind, get flat!" he shouted, and shediently dropped
down, pressing Sam down and spreading herself lmaeagain. She was
panting, her heart beating so hard it seemed réadyxplode. Sam was
crying, the choked, fitful wail of sheer terror.

"It's...uh uh..all..uh..right, dar..uh..ling,” she panted when she could.
"Najib...is..."

And he was there, crouching over them in his wtjedlaba, and she saw
without surprise that he had an automatic in higlh&le put his hand on her
head, signalling her to keep low. Then he found'Sahoulder and grasped
it.

"Sam, it's all right,"” he said. "I've got you séfe.

"There were two men right on the beach,"” she waimed "They have
Uzis, | think."

He remained crouched there, looking into the dtdrehind her, and on all
fours, spread low with Sam under her, Rosalind Bi@hthered around so
that she could see. She gasped.



"Who are they?" she cried.

There were now two boats in the water, much claseahore than before.
Both were motor launches, but there the resemblanded. One was dark
green and bristling with aerials and antennaeytayrseveral armed men.
Three of them were levelling automatic rifles a ticcupants of the white
boat. In the white boat stood the two men she lmatideen, their arms up
over their heads, handsy. he green boat was slowly coming up alongside
the white one, and as the gap closed, two of timedmen boarded. As she
watched they handcuffed the occupants of the wiotd, and then forced
them, none too gently, into the second boat.

A man on the beach was talking into his radio;dtieer was now standing
only yards away from Naj and Rosalind and Sam, éggst, his gun in the
ready position, his eyes combing the landscape.

Sam struggled, and she drew him up into her arms,tlaey sat silently
watching.

One of the men who had boarded the white boatestahe engine, and it
scudded out into a turn to follow as the green atseprisoners below,
gunned its motor and set off. A moment later baihtb disappeared from
sight behind the angle of rock, then reappearedrmbythe next cove,
heading up the coast towards Daryashar.

Silence fell. The two men left on the beach appneddhem, still watchful.
"Let's get you into the house,” Najib said, andtlterpick up Sam. ,

Her body was running with chills. She had nevembse frightened in all
her life, and she was bursting with questions.

So was Sam. "Were they bad men, Daddy?" he asked.
Whatever he was actually feeling, Najib was conghjetalm outwardly.

He reached out his free arm and wrapped Rosaliagamst his side as they
walked.



"Well, we don't know, Sam. We'll ask them."
"Were the other men bad men, too?"
"No, the other men are soldiers. They came to ptoteu.”

Sam babbled as the shock wore off and excitemantestto take over.
Najib held him firmly and spoke calmly all the wigck to the house, and
Rosalind felt how soothing his voice and preseneeewHe was calming
her, too.

Outside the gate, their escort sketched a saludetianed away into the
rocky landscape.

As the shock wore off, her feet suddenly startestitey. They were crossing
the central courtyard when the housekeeper, Rimm@ecout behind and
cried in horrified Arabic, pointing at the flooiWho was wounded?"

Rosalind looked down and discovered that she Had teail of blood over
the tiles. Her feet had been cut on the rocks.

"Mommy's feet are bleeding!" Sam cried, with eveeyidence of
satisfaction, and Najib and Rosalind both laughRoma rushed over,
exclaiming, and nothing Rosalind could say wouldwnoce her that it was
not important and she would wash the blood ofhmshower.

No, Rima insisted, appealing to Najib's authoriRgsalind must allow her
feet to be dressed, they must be properly tendathstgnfection.

Eventually it was all over, her cut feet neatlyarled and bandaged. She
heard the helicopter come and go. But it wash$#m had eaten his dinner,
relived the excitement over and over, and at lasego sleep that Rosalind
had time to talk to Najib, and then he wasn't ado@8he went looking, and
found him in the study, alternately answering thenges and talking on the
radio.

She sat down and waited for him to be free.



"Have they been questioned?" she asked, when lgeudpthe phone again
and turned to her.

"Yes. They say they are journalists, paparazziyTheve papers and the
cameras to prove it. They wanted no more thandal st few pictures in
advance of the wedding."

Rosalind shook her head. "They fired a gun at us.”

Najib frowned, his hand going instinctively to ghieone. "How many shots
did you hear?"

"One."
He relaxed. "The military boat fired across thawns."

"Oh," she said, and heaved a long, exhausted '$dyh.thank God! Do you
think they really are paparazzi?"”

"My men say that they were badly frightened and yguino resistance to
being boarded. The film has been developed, a dozsa pictures of you
and Sam on the beach. The boat has been takeraapdftere is nothing on
it, no surveillance equipment, no weapons of arsgdption. They rented it
for the day from a local man in Daryashar who isvrszreaming for its
return. He has no known connections to any poligcaup."

"Your men?" she repeated.

Najib hesitated. "The men detailed to guard yousa@et service agents
attached to the Palace Guard. They come under myepu"

"l didn't know we were being guarded here."

He looked at her. "But | told you that was pregisghy we wished you to
come to East Barakat."

She shrugged. "I thought this place was far enaughof the way, and no
one knew we were here...."



He shook his head, his jaw tight. "Where did you yeur professional
training?" he said, cutting across her.

She was completely thrown by the change of subjstt.professional—do
you mean, where did | take my language degree?"

"My men say you reacted with the instincts of aned agent, Rosalind," he
said impatiently, as if she were being wilfully vai "Where did you learn
these skills?"

"A trained agent?" she repeated incredulously. "¥doayou mean?"

He looked at her. "You protected Sam like a trainedyguard, Rosalind,"
he explained.

"And that's enough to make you suspicious?" sheadeed hotly. "Your
men are too far removed from ordinary life! Trytelenined mother'! What
do you imagine any mother would do if someone athghooting at her
child?" She was getting angrier as she spoke. Bhlelct believethis! In
spite of everything he was still in doubt about imatives! Their intimacy
counted for exactly nothing.

He sat unmoved. His doubting silence infuriated Rersalind flung herself
to her feet, staring across the desk at him.

"You imagine that because | instinctively protect child I've been in one
of Ghasib's terrorist training camps, is that i&t &life!"

She whirled and stormed out.

Najib watched her go. He sat there for a long mdrignoring the phone
that had started to ring. He pulled open a drawdrdzew out a photograph,
from one of the photographers' films that had lemreloped.

In it, Rosalind was standing on the beach, lookovwgards the camera, her
arm up in signal.

She had been expecting someone. Who?



The episode unsettled them, introducing the snatiketheir paradise. She
couldn't escape from the knowledge that he had teéduteer.

In one way she could hardly blame him. On the sertaer story didn't fit
reality. Yet in her heart Rosalind was disappointdd didn't believe her,
and that meant he didn't trust her.

He made such passionate love to her at night titdtnow she had hoped,
or believed, that it was more than physical atioactBut if a remark from a
secret service agent could pitch him into such owubat did it say about
his feelings for her?As for her own feelings forjilaRosalind was no
longer in any doubt. She was falling deeply in ldveart, mind, body and
spirit. She was learning to trust him at the deelee®ls of her being.

Sexually he was so giving, she could trust him septly. She could not
have given herself up to the pleasure he gave heout trusting him. She
found it bewildering to learn that he could makegd®o her at night, yet still
harbour suspicions about her in the day....

He joined her for dinner as usual. It was her faitedime of day—when
the heat of day was over, the night soft and sdesitearound them, she and
Najib talking together.

But tonight there was a constraint between thereyThd not talk so easily
about little things. At night they often discussedidents from Sam's day,
the things he had said or done, and he laughedheitiso warmly that she
imagined he was becoming attached to Sam, too.

But tonight that was overshadowed by what had haggh@n the beach.
Any mention of Sam brought up images too harrovingontemplate.

When Najib's gaze rested on her tonight, thereaxfa@wn in his eyes, as if
he wanted to pierce her soul and learn what was tiBeit she had already
given him access to her soul. He knew what wasthdow was it he did

not recognize this? Apart from one secret that masher own, there was
nothing she would not share with him.



The discovery that he did not understand this vegsessing. It said that she
had been building castles in air. That her dreaagsrto foundation.

It tormented her, but he was tormented, too, tanigsually after dinner
they walked for a while in the garden, but tonitflgre was a mutual silent
understanding that they would not do so.

Rosalind went to the bedroom alone, feeling restéesl unsettled. Today's
events had brought home to her the truth of whatrnsls doing and why. Up
till now it had seemed more of a game. From the emnNajib al
Makhtoum had first knocked on her door, she seembdve been divorced
from her real life.

But all those armed men had been real. Too rea&y Bhought home to her
what, she saw now, she had never really acceptedriheart before—that
Najib and others really believed Sam's life mightiacute and immediate
danger. They had obviously been under surveilldineavhole time. Every
time she and Sam had been outside the house, délddyden watched.

He had said the danger would be over in a few wesid she had allowed
that to lull her into thinking the danger might et so real.

Now it suddenly seemed she had to reassess evegyBut she didn't know
what new interpretation to put on the facts.

It grew late and later, and still he did not coiBke began to think he meant
to sleep in another room. Rosalind tried to read the thriller she was in
the middle of was filled with such dark motives awtions that, rather than
taking her mind off her problems, it was unsettleg even more. What she
needed was a nice love story, but the pile of napepbacks had been
moved from the room. The staff all seemed to héneitlea that books
belonged in the study, and she hadn't got arountbyasking them to leave
her books in the bedroom.

She put the thriller down and just lay thinking gowhile in the lamplight,
but she still wasn't in any shape to fall asle¢prdhe day's excitement, and
finally she got up to go foraging for her books.



The house was in darkness, but probably if shepatlight a servant would
appear from somewhere. She didn't want to distoglm@e; she knew her
way. The courtyard was just lighted enough by tiaess She crossed the
small courtyard and into the hallway that led te karger one, and felt her
way along the wall in semi-darkness.

She hadn't been nervous in the house before, tightoshe kept wondering
if someone was keeping watch inside the house,the.sense that eyes
were watching her was disturbing, almost spooky, fan the first time she

wondered if the place had ghosts.

Her nightshirt provided minimal cover. It was jasbeige T-shirt she had
torn the sleeves out of, covering her barely to-thigh. If there were men
watching, Rosalind thought belatedly, she probabiguld have put on a
robe. But the night air was pleasant on her baire #ke tile floor was cool

under her feet, soothing the lacerations she hadayber. She went on.

She reached the third courtyard. It was in darknesdight showing from

the study, or the command centre, or whatever & \8he realized by the
disappointment she felt that she had unconsciolbiegn hoping to find

Najib still there.

So he had decided to sleep somewhere else torghtheart kicked a
protest, and she shook her head. Paradise neviastlidid it? The story of
Adam and Eve, whatever else it was, was a metafgrohumanity's
inability to inhabit perfection for long.

The door had an old-fashioned, wrought metal, lype handle, and
Rosalind pushed it quietly down, trying not to make/ noise. She didn't
want some secret service type mistaking her fanusébreaker and giving
her a karate chop to the neck or something.

It didn't give, and she tried again. Locked, shalized, and her heart
thumped. Najib must be still in there, after aheSvent to the window, but
that was closed, too, though she was pretty sureneoever closed the
internal windows or locked the doors at night.



Rosalind heaved a sigh of irritation and turnedyav&he stepped straight
into the embrace of the man standing behind herhan heart jumped into
another rhythm as his hands grasped her arms dadhdreaway,

"What are you doing here?" Najib asked in a hoafsained voice, as if he
was going through agony. "What do you want?"



Fourteen

His presence was enough to let her know that itmrasshe had come after.
Whatever their arguments and misunderstandinghefday, she didn't
want him sleeping in some other bed. Her body vadtersing with the
grateful memory of delight. She needed him.

"I—I wanted a book."

"A book," he repeated tonelessly.

His upper body was bare—he was wearing only a giaftowing white
cotton trousers. She lifted her hands and pressed &gainst his chest. His
skin was warm. She began to melt, like butter enghn.

"Why haven't you come to bed?" she asked.

His breath kicked in his chest, and she smilednThig hands were tight on
her arms, pushing her away.

"No, Rosalind," he said. "No, this will not worknight. Tell me why you
are trying to get into this room. Who do you wamtall?"

His voice was a rasping whisper. He sounded lidgiag

man. He had watched and waited, knowing that tdarsgle would make
some attempt. He had known, and still he had hdpeduld be otherwise.

"Call?" she murmured, reaching for him. Why wasplishing her away,
when she wanted to hold him and be held? She vmatyland hungry for
him, she had had a terrible fright today, why wiase'comforting her?

"Hold me," she said. "Najib, please hold me."

His arms were trembling with the effort not to wriagx against him. She
reached for him again, and his grip weakened h&dple Sensing it, she
smiled and lifted her arms, sliding her hands wpdiest and around his
neck.



"Love me," she whispered, and was amazed to seg@ession of agony
cross his face.

"And what of tomorrow?" he whispered, through leisth.

She didn't understand him, but she was past carlNgver mind
tomorrow," she pleaded. "Love me tonight."

He understood that he was lost. He bent and swanggin his arms, and
turned to trace the way back to the bedroom.

One last time. He would give her one last timeamember. A night of
lovemaking she would remember and sigh for, allrés of her life. And
wish that she had been true.

The bedroom was as she had left it, one lamp glpwaitly by the bed, the
sheet flung aside. It seemed a closed, protecteld &b their own.

He set her on her feet and drew the T-shirt up dwar head in one
continuous movement. Rosalind gasped once to ferdelf so suddenly
naked, and then again, when she saw the passionatent in his face.

"Naj!" she cried softly.

"Yes," he said through his teeth, "yes, you will oty name tonight. | will
remember the taste of you, Rosalind, and how ydecceny name."

His hand caught in her hair, and drew her head,lbsakface up for his kiss.
She felt him tremble, and the thought that he weasgygling not to lose
control ignited her. His mouth came down on hettt wild hunger, his arm
going around her back to press her naked, senbiteasts against his chest.

Heat burned all through her, her blood was moltdd gouring down all the
pathways of sensation. His hand was around het wai lifting her off the
ground, her body bent backwards till she was dituy,tongue driving
hungrily inside the moist hollow of her mouth.



He moved her just as he wished, tilting her heealyohg her breasts against
the roughness of his chest hair, pressing her Idedy against his hard,
aroused flesh, back and forth, melting her intameass.

She reached for his powerfully aroused sex, binoeked her hand away.
"No, my beauty," he said, with a harshness shadidinderstand. "Tonight
is all for you."

Then she was being lowered through space as hedkissr throat, her
breasts, her stomach, and she felt the cool bler finder her feet, the bed
under her thighs and back.

His hands moved down her body and came to resteorthighs, and he
dragged them apart and knelt on the floor betweegrkiees. She sighed.

"Yes," he said, "yes, | know you like it, Rosalindgive it to you to
remember."

She felt the heat of his breath as he spoke, atdifm& for no more than a
gasp of anticipation before the hot damp of his thhquressed against her.
He had learned what she liked in the days and sigast, and now he was
ruthless with the knowledge he had gained. Hisduendis hands, his lips,
were flames dancing over her, and she was helpded® anything save

accept the pleasure, flowing over her in drowniray&s of liquid fire.

"Naj!" she cried, each time her body trembled imdyed release. "Naj!"
And on and on, over and over, till she was weak.

At last he stood up, dragging the white cosbalwardown his legs and off.
Then she was being pulled up, her legs tremblogweak. She would have
protested that she could not stand, but he tureetbiface away from him,
and pushed her forward to bend down onto the hegh And she was filled
anew with sensation and anticipation.

Behind her, his knee pushed her knees wide apathew she was all open
to him as his hands stroked her with rough, urgéntling caress—thighs,
hips, sex. His fingers gripped her hips, and theghy pressure of him came



tantalizingly between her thighs, once, twice. Thenhand cupped her sex
to hold her for his thrust, and he entered thatstdiungry pathway of

sensation with one long, strong stroke that took to the hilt in her and

sent almost unbearable sensation to every pareif3$he cried out her
shocked surprise from an open throat, and felt $wall to new hardness
inside her.

He began to thrust into her, his hold on her himsmhg her back hard
against him so that each thrust went to its degath, this pleasure was so
profound it was almost pain. She cried aloud witterg thrust, and
excitement mounted in her until mists shroudedonain and she no longer
knew where she was, or what she cried to him. Esgoke was too much,
was not enough, was building to an explosion timat Isoth feared and
craved as he pushed his way in again and agairthgastillion nerve ends
of her being.

One hand released her hip, and then she felt béhton that bud of nerves
that was her centre, stroking, teasing, circlinthashrusts went on and on,
sending sensation like fire roaring down her veatspss her skin, into her
brain. She called, and begged, and cried to hiomkdwith sensual delight
and torment, until it suddenly exploded in her, amdhim, spiralling out
from somewhere deeper than herself to touch evesdy part of her. Then
she sobbed his name again, and moaned, and ttk@déscenveloped her in
waves.

He was already hard again, and lifting himself awayshed her to lie on
her back. He bent over her impatiently, pulling legys apart, and she cried
weakly at this new assault, "Oh, Naj, | don't thirdan take any more."

"No more?" he growled. "No more? But you must hanee, Rosalind, so
that you will remember tonight always!"

Then he held her head in his two hands, bending loge "Look at me,
Rosalind!" he commanded, and obediently her eyassked and she smiled
drunkenly up into dark, passionate, tormented eyes.

"Say my name."



The passion in his voice melted her all over agdever in her life had she
seen, or felt, such passionate hunger.

"Naj!" she said, and on the word he drove home én, In one hard,
powerful stroke. "Naj!" she cried again, and hertdd@w, in spite of being
so sated, the need was building in her.

"No more?" he said, his hands tangling in her Hdé.pounded into her
unmercifully, and again pleasure built and explodié@dround them.

Still it was not enough. His body surged into huraggain. He drew her up,
lifted her high, and fitted himself to her agaiheSvrapped her legs around
his waist, and her arms around his neck, and hreeddrer to the wall and
leaned her back against it, his hands under hes; hip body locked with
hers.

She reached out for the carafe of water on the tald splashed some into
her palm, wiping the cooling liquid over her hotéa Poured more, and
wiped it over Naj's face, his chest.

He smiled. "More," he said. Obediently she splashater on his chest,
making him grunt, and over her own, over stomaahtaighs, till the jug
was empty. He bent his head to drink the water fn@mbreast, and ripples
of delicate sensation flowed to join the riversgalty rushing through her.

He carried her along to the window, pulled openlétice. A slight wind

blew in, and they rested there, still conjoinednskamp, letting it cool

them as their bodies ground together. Outside thennwas high, casting
ghostly white light over the world.

He cupped the mound of her breast in one hand,kess®d it in the
moonlight, as somewhere, once, a worshipper hag#ithe white marble
breast of a goddess. Then he turned back to theldddher down on it,
moved up over her, and began again.

Everything was black. She had gone beyond the sebsgond endurance,
into a world where she was a tool for the expressicsexual pleasure, and
she must submit to its will. Images of ancientustatoccurred to her mind



unbidden, the god and the goddess locked in samvadress, and she
understood them for the first time.

"Naj!" she whispered, for he, too, was an instrutadrthe Will.

He was above her, lifting and pounding into thait & pleasure. Crying
out with every thrust, so deep in her it seeme@&zh her soul.

He knew that he was a fool. In his determinatiodriee her over the edge,
he had only brought himself there. It was too deepim now. She was a
part of him forever, though he had intended itdtieer way. He would never
forget her, or this night, as long as he lived.

He had to know. He could not go on in ignoranceing her more and more
deeply, hoping that she was worthy of his trust fioett daring to trust. It
would drive him mad, loving her like this, and gettormented by his fears.

"Rosalind," he said, his hand locking in her hhis, voice desperate, as he
pushed helplessly in. "Rosalind, tell me the tri¥bu must tell me! Tell
me! Tell me!"

She heard him through the cloud of delight that e®nwith complete
submission to Will. Heard nothing but his voicethe raw, high cry of
abandonment and pleasure, and it rasped alongdmeesiand added its
weight to her joy.

He had lost control now. His body surged in hed ha knew this was the
ultimate pleasure and there would be no holdingkbéwere would be
nothing left. He leaned down and pressed his bpsers, and as it rocked
through him, cried the anguish of unbearable pleaagainst her mouth.

She cried his name then, exactly as he had inteigde also cried hers.

"Approach," the sultan commanded.



The portrait drew her. She came nearer, while ithsutan's eyes followed
her. He lifted his hand, and she bent and kisseditig.

Her mouth burned from the contact. She drew baigkjng at the pink
stone. She stared closer, closer.

"Oh!" Rosalind exclaimed aloud.

Rosalind awoke aching in every muscle, but withdedis so stuffed with
honey it didn't matter. Feeling his hand stroke $@ne, she purred in
gratitude and rolled over. Najib was lying on hdses his elbow propping up
his head, watching her. The sheet was draped asehips, leaving his
powerful chest and arms naked for her delectation.

There was a frown behind his dark gaze.

"Good morning,” she murmured. His hand cupped headi, trailed up to
her lower lip, where his thumb first brushed h&d éhen his mouth.

"Tell me, Rosalind,” he begged, and it was asefwords were torn from
him against his will.

She closed her eyes against the wave of feelingkaew that she was safe.
She wanted to say it—they were words it seemedatbdeen wanting to
say to him for a whole lifetimé.love you.

She heaved a sigh, and a smile played acrosgoset\What do you want to
hear?"

"The truth!" he said violently. "I cannot bear ted with lies another day!"
Rosalind gasped. "What?"
Bitterness rose up in his throat as he looked at @aly now, loving

Rosalind, did he understand how pale had beergéim§ for Maysa. At the
time he had believed the confusion of guilt andrdeasust be love, but now



he understood that the pain he had felt when hkeadah to find her in bed
with another man had been the pain of bruised pride

Rosalind's betrayal of him would cut him in two.sireg her, he would lose
half himself.

And how much more power she had to betray him tlagsa had had.
Maysa, with her simple greed, heartlessly turnimgrgthing in life to her
own advantage, was a baby compared to the gamealiftbsnust be
playing with them all.

He had learned it all too late. He was lost now skl never have agreed to
this charade. His own weakness had been clear frmmoutset. What
misplaced vanity had allowed him to believe he ddide in such close
confines with this woman and remain aloof?

Jamshid had already proved her powers. Graspindpeatstraw of her
pregnancy to bind Rosalind to him, against evenyilfaduty...leaving her
his fortune, the jewel that was his only becausevhs his grandfather's
heir.. .these were the acts of a man besottedhiNggelf should have seen
this as a warning.

Now she was playing for some deeper prize, bubaljh he could guess, he
could not be certain what she really wanted. Pexylsap was only afraid.

Some part of him wanted to believe that he could her from her course.
That his clear sexual hold over her would also ¢ivwe some hold over her
emotions, even if it could never equal the powenafhold over him.

He leaned to kiss her as she gazed at him aghasshb turned her face
away.

"Tell me!"
"You said that last nighiTell me the truthyou said. | remember."

She sat up, her brain buzzing, pulling the shedtetobreasts. "You were
trying to get me into a sexual frenzy in the hojbed | would confess in the



heat of the moment? Is that what you were tryingd@" She closed her
eyes as thoughts took shape. "You were just triprgthis has all been an
attempt to manipulate me, hasn't it? All of it. Y@ been using
sex—pretending to be attached to Sam...actinglikesta spy! Are you a

spy?"
He gazed at her.

"Your men, you said," she recalled, her heart dlergwith painful spasms.
"My God, a spy! And as Cup

Companion—I suppose you actually run the secreiceor something!"
"So you know that much," he observed levelly. "Hdovyou know?"
"You think I got the news from Ghasib?" Rosalindastk away from him.
"Tell me the truth,” he begged.

"You know what? You're such a cheat yourself youhdn't know the truth
if it lay down in front of you and offered its bglll have told you—and this
is the last time | am ever going to say it, seelistarefully—I have told you
nothing but the truth from start to finish. | hawever lied to you. And if you
had any humanity in you at all, you would know it."

"What you have told me defies science."

"Maybe it does. Sometimes, when you accept whahsde defy science,
you come upon truth, don't you? You of all peopletsd know that!"

"Should 1?"

"A plane defies science unless you understanddieace that puts it up in
the air,"” she said. "Aumblebeealefies science every time it flies, and |
guess it will go on doing so even if no one evacadvers the science that
proves that a bumblebee is capable of flying. Mamaih defied science,
too, didn't he, when he split the moon in two fdrthose people who
couldn't believe?"



"Are you saying Sam's birth was a miracle?"

"No, no miracle. I'm merely pointing out that whiesuits you, you accept
things that defy science. Either because of petsoservation, or because
of faith. Your personal observation of me couldd#md you | was telling
the truth, and if you had even a little faith in awea person, that would have
told you, too."

She was not making the best logic, but still hised eyebrow angered her.

"But you don't have any faith in me. You made ltwene and all this time
you've believed...that you were making love to @iaspy in the al Jawadi
camp? Do you know what kind of person that makegyshe said, with a
disdain that seared him.

"You've made one big mistake, Najib, and I'm shet kind of blind spot is
bad news for a spy."”

He laughed, but without mirth. "Yes," he agreedndde one big mistake,
and this kind of blind spot is very bad news f@pg."

"You started from the assumption that | was lyimgorder to make that fit,
you've had to jump to ridiculous, farfetched, smyel conclusions...and
you had to act like a villain with me. None of theds necessary. All you
had to do was trust me. | have never seen your ddrahJawadi Rose. |
have not given birth to the next heir. All you haddo was be willing to
believe that | was telling you the truth."

"And what then?"

"Then you wouldn't have had to go to all the treudf making love to me

from a cold heart,” Rosalind said bitterly, slippioff the end of the bed as
tears burned her throat. "You didn't have to prefeassion for me to get the
truth, Najib. That was all just your spy's fantaggu already had the truth,
right from day one."

Words leapt to his lips, but he held them back.wéated to say that his
heart had never been cold, but he was too clasdlittg her everything. His



judgement was unsound. He could not afford to naakemistakes or let his
heart rule.

She stood for a moment looking down at him. "Wgbu won't do it

anymore," she promised, turned and went into tiierbam, and closed and
locked the door.

But there was one thing she hadn't told the trbibug even if she hadn't

realized it till now. She had seen the al JawadicRdamshitiadgiven it to
her.

The dream had made her see what was right in @fomér nose.



Fifteen

"Oh, that's wonderful, Kamila!" Princess Zara exuokd, as the
ruby-and-diamond star was pinned into Rosalindis lBhat's the perfect
touch!"

The Princess of East Barakat was stretched outdivaa, her elbow on a
huge silk pillow, her young baby asleep in his bedseside her, watching
avidly as her favourite designer tweaked the fati®osalind's wedding
outfit.

They had flown to Prince Rafi's palace the samer@abion. On their arrival
Rosalind had learned that the wedding would talkeeglin two days. At
Zara's hands she had been pitchforked into theapaigpns so quickly she
had no leisure for deciding whether to call a balhot.

But even if she had had the leisure, she woul@vethad the courage once
she saw how much planning had taken place. Theg@alas already filled
with wedding guests. Every second person she wasdirced to was a
prince or princess. Rosalind knew she couldn'tdo i

Anyway, what reason did she have? What had chasiged she had told
them she would do it? Najib had never pretenddukt@ve her, or implied
that he would come to love her. She had learnekimpinew. It was only
that her hopes had died.

"And flowers to match," murmured the designer.

"Kamila is having a Paris show this autumn," Zayll tRosalind. "This
blend she does of Eastern and Western styles isspusinique. We're
convinced it's going to be a terrific success, godr wedding being
covered byHello! will be the perfect launch, won't it, Kamila?"

"Insha'Allah," Kamila agreed with a grin.

Rosalind was watching her own reflection in therorir The outfit was a
creamy white that suited her tanned skin and saadhled hair beautifully,



but the colour was the only thing about it that kepof the traditional
Western wedding dress.

It was composed of a full-length coat with smalstamding collar, worn
over the traditional Eastern tunic dress and tnajs#l in the same milky
silk. Running down each side of the front opening around the collar
were panels of fabulously delicate embroidery id, rgreen and gold
reminiscent of the decoration of an illuminated urThe embroidery was
repeated in a broad band around the ankles ofrtlisdrs. Medium-heel
mules in the softest white leather for her feeti around her shoulders and
head a finely woven white scarf.

In her hair, the "something borrowed" from Zara.

The two women were meeting for the first time, althh Zara had been
overseeing the design of Rosalind's wedding draisddys. She was very
anxious that Rosalind should like the result.

"l love it!" Rosalind said. The effect was strikingd unusual, and Rosalind
could imagine that Kamila was going to be a ragingcess in Europe, and
said so.

"They call Kamila's stuff 'intensely wearable' imetfashion pages back
home, don't they, Kamila?" Zara said. "We haveo'itked out yet whether
that's a dart or a laurel.”

Rosalind laughed and, the outfit approved andithed done, the designer
helped her take it off. When it was all in its baggin, along with several
outfits for "the honeymoon," the two women were &bne, lounging in the
pretty sitting room that was part of Zara's privafgartments. It had a
balcony overlooking a garden that, because ofllihate in the mountains,
was more like an English garden than Rosalind wewlkt have imagined
possible so far from home.

"Are you nervous?" asked Zara, reaching into thesip&t beside her and
lifting out her baby, who had awakened and wasrbegg to make himself
heard.



"Yes," Rosalind said bluntly.

"I'm sure you're doing the right thing, Rosalinddra said. "You don't need
to worry about Naj not keeping his word. You camstrhim completely.”
Zara was wanning to her theme. "I work with Nagb,l happen to know."

"You work with him?"

"Najib supervises the National Museum and a cooplemaller ones. He
does a lot of work in the West, trying to convingevernments who
accepted pillaged works in the eighteenth and eemh—and
twentieth!-—centuries to give or sell the stuff bac yis. He and Gazi work
together quite often—Gazi handles all our publiefgo | see a lot of Naj.
I'm organizing the new Alexander the Great wing'thgoing to house all
the stuff from the dig at Iskandiyar.”

Rosalind gazed at her. "I do know he's a spy, ZB@a.you mean the
museum work is his cover?"

"Unh-unh." Zara shook her head. "He's not a caspgr | know that much.
The Cup Companions all do whatever is necessatymas, and at the
moment the game's afoot, as old Sherlock usedyoTdeere are certain
affairs of state Rafi's not telling me at the motrehut | think it's tied up
with Ghasib. Everybody's pulling out all the stoamd Najib's war
experience probably makes him invaluable."

"Oh," Rosalind remarked quietly.

"You know Najib was in the Kaljuk War?"

"Yes, he mentioned it."

"When he heard that Prince Omar was forming the g2om of Cup

Companions, he told Rafi he wanted to go with hhiis father was a
Parvani, you know, and he's related to the Durranithat side."



The baby interrupted with an imperative requesafareal. Zara cooed and
kissed as she opened her shirt and fitted himtbteast, then looked up at
Rosalind with a contented smile.

"Did you breastfeed Sam?" she asked.

Rosalind swallowed. "No, I...I'd have liked to, bubuldn't."
"Aw, that's too bad," Zara commiserated. "Maybehwibur next."
"l hope so."

The baby was suddenly asleep. Rosalind watched avismile as Zara
moved to disengage him from her breast, and onlykegl a return to
ferocious sucking.

"It's going to be a major exclusive—the first inbemphotos of Prince Rafi's
palaceanda Cup Companion's romantic remaniage to his ldf&tWara
said. "The magazine's paying a huge amount fopiikédege, to the Parvan
War Relief fund, because, as Gazi says, if they'dithve to pay for the
privilege they wouldn't value it. He wants the bess$sible spread.”

No, she couldn't possibly call a halt."l have sdrrgg to tell you," Rosie
said.

"And | have something to tell you," Naj said. Hekder hand and turned to
lead her along the path. Overhead the stars weghtpand the moon

glowed on the peak of Mount Shir far away. Theynbled a little, and then

sat on a crag, looking down over the palace. Itidpd with lights.

"Shall | speak first, Rosalind? | want to say | sonry. You were very right,
| made a mistake when | took it for granted that gaust be telling some lie.
And as soon as | looked at what you had told mig\eg and accepting
that you told me nothing but the truth, | saw theltt. The only thing that
answers every question.”

"Did you?" she whispered.



"l understand, too, why you could not tell me ttegyourself. | am a fool,
Rosalind. It is so obvious. Lamis is the answeshis not?

"Samir is my own sister's child."

Rosalind and Lamis had always been friendly, aeg there drawn closer
together by the death of Jamshid. Rosie had beemeathat Lamis was
worried by something, though Lamis never spokda.d@ut when the letter
arrived from Jamshid's grandfather, Lamis no lomgeded to bear her load
alone. "Now you will understand, Rosalind. Now ykwmow what | am
facing,” she had said, by way of preface.

She told Rosalind the horrible story she had bemspikg to herself for
months: the man she had loved, who said he unaderstod respected her
religious principles, had raped her. She was pretg#end she had denied
the pregnancy until it was a reality that coulddeaied no longer.

Shame and fear together tortured her. Her graneifathshe did not know
how far his anger would take him.

And she was starting to show. She was resignedviioggher baby up for
adoption, but urgently now, she had to find a vealdep any whisper of her
pregnancy from her family. But London was a hulgl had so many eyes.

Rosalind, product of a modern Western upbringingthwno real
understanding of Lamis's background, would, a feaysdbefore, have
indignantly urged her to tell her family the bitteuth, because how could
anyone possibly blame her? But not since the lefiwow Rosalind
understood that at all costs Lamis must protectsdierfrom her
grandfather's ugly rage.

Both of them were crazy with their griefs, and bl that was why they
never looked at possible consequences when theplaidoccurred to the
two friends. It appeared so breathtakingly simpié brilliant a solution that
they simply never questioned it: Lamis would hawer lchild under

Rosalind’'s name.



Rosalind would take a few months' leave of absdraa her job at the
Parvan Embassy, which would surprise no one. Lamesnwhile was
researching her thesis and could take time awdyowitcausing comment.
They would go to a city in the north, where no &mew them and the
Middle Eastern population was high.

Lamis would go to the doctor under Rosalind's naregister the birth
under Rosalind's name, and give the child up fopadn. Simple.

And it worked. The two girls kept very much to trestves in their

apartment in the teeming heart of Birmingham. Alifjo she hadn't
previously worn chador in her life, Lamis never wigro the street without
her face veiled, and when she visited the overwbNational Health doctor
in their neighbourhood under Rosalind's name alihion that she was a
widow, he had tacitly understood that she was |ymgave herself from
shame, but with no idea what the lie really was.

Rosalind was Lamis's birth assistant. She gaven katt home with a
midwife, a choice common enough to be unremarkabfe birth was
straightforward and uncomplicated.

And all according to plan. Until the two friendsoleed at their beautiful
baby and could not give him up....

"She made me promise not to keep in touch," Radc Najib now. "It
killed her to leave him, though she knew she hadhuice."

When the time came for Lamis to go home, she had axeer her baby with
terrifying ferocity. And then she had asked Rosie last favour. "Don't call
me, Rosie, don't write, don't stay in touch,” stea begged, emotion
choking her, as she packed her bags. "I have thipubut of my mind. I'l
go crazy if | think of him. I'll have to lie and gtend to everyone | know,
and | can't live two lives. It would kill me."

Rosie had forgotten, too. In her heart, Sam hadrecder own son.



"l have something to tell you," Rosie said a femutes later, as the moon
rose higher over the mountains. "l was wrong. Ihetty sure Jamshid did
give me the al Jawadi Rose."

"What?" Naj exclaimed.

"Jamshid told me it was rose crystal. It's in @elitarved wooden stand that
looks as if it was made in India. He said it waolithfamily heirloom with
sentimental value. He made me promise that if bd oh the war I'd always
keep it and give it to his son as a memento of\ulren he was older."”

He was staring at her, speechless.

"Where—where is it now?" he croaked.

"It's sitting on my coffee table, Naj. Right besithat little rose of Lamis's
that you were looking at that day. You almost hadryhand on it."

* % %

"Sam," said Rosalind, "this is your Aunt Lamis."

She had been deeply nervous when she learned of'saanrival at the
palace for the wedding, but the moment she savirieed again it was all
right. Lamis hugged her tightly, smiling and cryitagether, and saying,
"Oh, Rosie!" over and over.

She had asked to meet her son, and they had go@artis private
apartments for the meeting.

"Hello," Sam said shyly, hiding behind Rosalind.

"Oh, he looks just like Grandfather!" Lamis exclaun "Hello, Samir."
She held out her arms. Sam looked at Rosalind,stsedsmiled, so he
stepped towards Lamis. She put her arms lightlyratohim and gazed

down at him. "Oh, what a darling you are!" She &&sis cheek with a
restraint that was painful to watch.



She looked at her friend. "Thank you, Rosie. Wlaat words express? Has
it been all right? | can see by looking that helpgy.” She bent and kissed
Sam again, lightly, not frightening him with too atufeeling, and let him

go.

He stood for a moment frowning in thought, gazihdper. "Why are you
my aunt?"

"Because I'm your new daddy's sister,” Lamis saigding a tear from her
eye. She sniffed. "And | love you. | love you venych, and | always will."

On the eve of their wedding, Rosalind and Najibkedlalone.
"What proved it to you?" Rosalind asked.

"You did, with what you said."

She smiled, her eyes hot with unshed tears. "R&ally

"When | trusted that you had told me the truth abewrerything, the
solution was obvious. Like one of those visual pezzthat suddenly
becomes some other image. But even if | hadn't geetruth about Lamis,
| saw the truth about you. The truth that you wamehonourable woman.
Even if | had seen no further than that, it wasdsundly clear to me."

She was choking with hope, and too moved to spaa&, they walked
amongst the flowers and fountains, the beautif@lleped arches, the
marble pillars, the trees, as the sun set behiadnbuntains, casting cool,
delicious shadow.

Najib was magnificent in the costume of the mountaen who were his
forebears—Iloose trousers and a long tunic top, witltchly embroidered
waistcoat on top. He reminded her of the photoggaghte had seen of the
Parvan fighters.

"You've talked to Lamis?" she asked.



"We had a long talk this afternoon. It was a reitelier to be able to tell me.
It was a relief she could have had at the time shetwas too afraid of my
grandfather to see it."

"Would you have helped her?"

He glanced down with bemused eyes. "What else,eRd30 you imagine
that, like my grandfather, | would have blamed fogrthe man's vicious
crime?"

"Sometimes what you said to me wasn't very famdfat your grandfather
said," she reminded him softly.

He acknowledged it with a rueful grimace. "l amrgpRosie, my beautiful
Rose. One day | will tell you about the woman Igad you by, instead of
judging you for yourself. Instead of seeing yowas were, | looked at you
through my experience of Maysa. And even when Itedmost to trust
you, my loyalty to others meant | had to assumewbest, to take the
gravest precautions. | had to distrust myself."

"Lamis told me she thinks the family is gearingfapsome kind of attempt
to regain the throne, and that's why it's all sticed.”

"She is right. But this is a secret that must bentineed to no one,
Rosalind."

"The two men | met at Sir John's—are they the sbi&ince Wafiq?"

"Ashraf was my grandfather's choice to sit on #stared throne. He is the
family's choice, too. He is the eldest son of mylenwafiq. We fought
together on many campaigns and conceived our [items"

"And is that why you were so horrified to discoBam's existence?"

"There were many reasons why the belated discafeayson of Kamil was

an unwelcome surprise. The first being that, aspdams progressed, his
existence was bound to be discovered by Ghasiblt®ag/Ne had to move
instantly to protect him, and that had its own siskhere was also the



problem of the al Jawadi Rose. My grandfather msleraf his heir, but
the ring was then missing. Ghasib might easily ts®te/our son up against
Ashraf in an attempt to divide the people. In sachituation, the Rose
would be of huge importance.

"But our campaign is already well under way. It Wbbave caused very
grave results if we had tried to stop it now. Tlsige going to be gradually
revealed over the next few weeks. There is no &ffeavay to stop the

revelations from occurring. To try would only bepat lives in danger.”

"Are you saying Ghasib's days are numbered in v&ekbe asked
breathlessly.

"We hope so. But you must wipe this informationnfroyour mind,
Rosalind. Do not even think of it in the privacyyafur own mind. The news
must not escape."

She frowned at a thought. "When Lamis and | reggskte

Sam'’s birth.. .she must have known that it wasiplesthat one day people
would find out and believe he was Prince Kamils.50

"She knew, but thought it remote. But she felt—ahé is right,
Rosalind!—that there was no reason her son shouwt inherit his
great-grandfather's throne. It is a stupid prejuelwe have about the male
line. She said to m&obody wants to remember that Mohammad had no
sons! All the line of descent from the Prophet ioidd]ly came through his
daughter. Why is descent through the mother nowningkess? At least we
know for certain who a child's mother is!"

"Oh, shehaschanged!" Rosalind said on a breathless laughe &buld
never have said that five years ago!"

"And she is right. Even if, in this particular caker argument is somewhat
disproved by our own experience."

They laughed a little at that.



"You see, we were going to give Sam up for adoptiBosalind said. "And
she wanted him to have a lead to his rightful fgnijlwhen he grew up, he
ever searched his background. If he found me, ined I'd tell him the
truth. But what if he didn't find me? What if | dibefore he found me? That
was why we registered the birth as we did."”

He stopped and turned to face her. "You did a btlavg, Rosalind, taking
a child to raise on your own. This is not a thingnywomen would do."

"You don't know how heartbroken | was," she saidarh was such a
comfort. I've never regretted what | did.

"And Lamis certainly made sure | had a financiabsy time of it,” she

continued, before he could speak. "She bought paetrment—did she tell

you that was why she pretended to have gamblirep&¥—and she bought
bonds to pay his school fees. We both wanted mbetable to be a

stay-at-home mother."

He shook his head. "But the burden of being bothefaand mother to a
child, Rosalind, nothing lifted this from you."

His eyes were searching, and her heart began tarbskw, heavy thuds.
"No," she whispered.

"Rosalind, we are to be married in the morning. Wive agreed to this, it
was not meant to be real. But | love you the wagam hopes to love the
woman he makes his wife."

She sighed a sigh of completion and homecoming.y@g Najib?"

"l loved you from the moment | saw you—no, befdratt When | looked at
your photograph, | knew then that you were the worfa me. | was

jealous—do you believe it? | looked at your pictangl | was jealous of my
cousin because five years ago you had smiled atikenthat."”

She could say nothing, only listen.



"Tomorrow when | take my vows | will mean it. | wao marry you, and be
a father to your son. | want it to be real for ytmg, Rosalind. | want to hear
you say you can love me!"

Her heart stopped beating so that she could listeerfect stillness.

"Will you marry me, my Rose?" said Najib.

They were married in the morning, when the moungainvas crisp and
delicious, in the palace's Rose Garden. It had péaried over fifty years
ago, as the magazine afterwards explained to aders, by Prince Rafi's
late stepmother, Queen Azizah.

Now it boasted every variety of rose, the sweetiszk and the merely
beautiful, climbers, shrubs, trees. There werebamis walls and arched
trellises of roses—purple, red, pink, white andoye!

To add to the magic, Rosalind's lovely, trailingiqoet was composed of
red and white roses from the garden, picked ordiyraght. It matched the
beautiful diamond-and-ruby "something borrowed" pirher hair, a loan
from Princess Zara, who afterwards made the briddtaf the fabulous
star.

The bride was accompanied to the altar by the weddouple's own son,
Samir. The boy dressed in the Eastern pyjama aatfedshalwar kamees,
in richly coloured silk brocade that matched thieldds embroidery.

Sheikh Najib, the Cup Companion to Prince Rafi wiatlown in the West
for his attempts to repatriate the famous so-cdlled of Cyrus, now in the
Louvre, and several statues and a plate residittggiBritish Museum, was
magnificently regal in gold and ruby.

The guest list was small but significant, with arRafi and Princess Zara
heading up a glittering elite that included Pri@mar and Princess Jana
from Central Barakat, Prince Karim and Princessoftiag from West
Barakat, Crown Prince Kavian and Princess AlinamirParvan, and



Sheikh Arash al Khosravi and his new wife, Sheikhaa, the daughter of
American computer mogul Jonathan Holding, as wetha groom'’s sister,
now revealed as the granddaughter of Sultan Hafmu&theikha Lamis al
Makhtoum, and her husband....

A delicious rumour ran through the crowd that teesof the old Sultan of
Bagestan were also in the congregation to seedbesin married, but if so,
no one was sure who they might be. Although Najilbakhtoum had
gallantly revealed himself in order to re-marrydan his own name, the
woman he had first married five years ago, it wae snly because he was
not considered to be in the direct line to the tleroThe actual heirs of
Hafzuddin al Jawadi could not risk being unveilibg, magazine explained.
Many in the ancient, noble family had paid for ttecestry with their lives
since the bloody 1969 coup that had put the manatbleids were calling
Ghastly Ghasib in power in Bagestan....

Rosalind scarcely noticed the photographers, swonsrwas she as she
walked down the flower-strewn carpet of grass tasahe white canopy
where Najib awaited her. He was breathtakingly kantk in the gold and
red robes, the rich, jewelled turban. He lookea Idgomething out of a
picture book.

But best of all was the expression in his eyesibNags looking at her with
such a mixture of love, pride, hunger and happimebss face that her heart
soared.

Accompanied by her son, Rosalind moved to standiéé®r proud sheikh,
knowing that they had come home at last.



Epilogue

The door was opened, when he rang, by a whitedhaicgnan.
"You are Helen Mitchell?"

"l am."

"Good afternoon. My name is Haroun al Muntazir.elié&ve my cousin
Rosalind telephoned you earlier."

The woman stared at him, her mouth open. "Oh, mgdgess!" she
exclaimed. "Oh, yes, she did, but—"

His eyebrows went up. "Did she not ask you to let pick up a certain
ornament?"

"Yes, she—I mean, she said, 'He'll take the rosestar ornament,’
but—who was that who came earlier, then?"

He stiffened. "Came earlier?"

"Yes, | thought it was.. .oh dear! He said, | amehte take the rose...."
Haroun went still. "And you—" He swallowed. "You\gait to him?"
"Well, he came in—well, yes. | mean, | thought @sthe right thing to do.
He seemed to know exactly what he wanted. | tholghtvas the man
Rosalind had sent. Was it terribly important? Iwifdly sorry, but it was

almost an hour ago. | don't know if you could catah."”

"Oh, | will catch him, Mrs. Mitchell, be sure ofah” Haroun bent his head
in a bow. "It will perhaps take time, but | willtcé him."



