
  
    [image: The Sheikh’s Surprise Heir]
  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE KARAWI SHEIKHS SERIES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Sheikh’s Surprise Heir

      

        

      
        The Sheikh’s Secret Child

      

        

      
        The Sheikh’s Pregnant Love

      

      

    

  


  
    
      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales, is entirely coincidental.

      

      
        
        RELAY PUBLISHING EDITION, MAY 2019

        Copyright © 2019 Relay Publishing Ltd.

      

      

      

      All rights reserved. Published in the United Kingdom by Relay Publishing. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Leslie North is a pen name created by Relay Publishing for co-authored Romance projects. Relay Publishing works with incredible teams of writers and editors to collaboratively create the very best stories for our readers.

      Cover design by LJ Mayhem Covers.

      
        
        www.relaypub.com

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLURB

          

        

      

    

    
      Every time Natalie looks at her beautiful daughter, Iris, she can’t help but think about the passionate night she spent with a prince—and for good reason: Prince Iman Karawi is Iris’s father. Though Natalie longed to tell Iman about their daughter, unknown to her, Iman’s manipulative uncle hid the truth. Even as she goes on with her life, caring for her daughter and her dying mother, she cannot get thoughts of Iman out of her mind. Now, six years later, a chance meeting brings back all the feelings Natalie’s tried to forget. How could one-night haunt her after all this time? It’s clear Iman wants to continue where they left off, and it’s just as clear to Natalie that he might break her heart again. Especially if he ever finds out that little Iris is his.

      For Iman, Natalie was always more than a one-night stand. He never understood why she left so abruptly, and even years later during a chance meeting, he’s still drawn to the blonde beauty in a way he can’t explain. Despite being promised to another by his parents, Iman can’t suppress his excitement—or desire—at seeing her again. But this time, Iman is not ready to say good-bye. He makes her a job offer she cannot refuse, and as he and Natalie spend more time together, it’s clear to Iman he cannot marry his fiancé, not when the love he feels for Natalie burns so deep.

      As the past threatens to destroy their blossoming romance, it might be too late for either of them to find the happily ever after that has always been just out of reach.
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        Six Years Earlier

      

      

      I need the money. I need the money. I need the money. Natalie chanted the phrase over and over in her head as she readied a pot of water to brew more coffee. It was supposed to be her week off, but her friend Erin had begged Natalie to take the unplanned flight so she could go to some pop icon concert. As much as Natalie had wanted to spend the week with her mom at the hospital, she needed the money to help cover the medical bills.

      Although, to be honest, working Prince Iman Karawi’s private flight barely made a dent in the medical bills, and the man was as unpleasant as they come. Natalie had only been working with Kaylana Private Flights for a few months now, and the money was better, but the rich clientele left a lot to be desired.

      The plane hit a small patch of turbulence, and Natalie widened her stance and reached for the counter. She’d been a flight attendant for five years now, and a little bouncing didn’t bother her. When the coffee finally started to brew, she sighed in relief and grabbed the coffee cups. His-Highness had complained about the first two cups of coffee she’d served him. He didn’t like the flavor. He thought it was too weak.

      If he didn’t like this one, she was going to accidentally slip and pour it in his lap.

      The phone on the wall rang. “Yes?” she asked as she picked it up.

      “We’re approaching Egypt,” Zane Maroun, the senior pilot, informed her. “We should be reaching the Haamas kingdom in a little over two hours. The spots of turbulence will probably continue. Everything okay back there?”

      “I think so. Just trying to make His Highness’s cup of coffee to his liking,” Natalie said through gritted teeth.

      The pilot chuckled. “Keep things civil.”

      “I’ll try.” Hanging up, she poured out the requisite number of cups and placed them on the beverage cart. The prince was traveling with his ambassador and three security agents.

      “It’s about time,” one of the bodyguards snapped as she entered the cabin. “The Prince is waiting.”

      “I’m so sorry,” she said sweetly. “I didn’t realize the Prince was in such a hurry for his coffee since he rejected the first two cups I offered him. I have some instant in the back that I can use next time.”

      That earned her a hard look, but the man didn’t say anything else as he took his cup.

      It was obvious that her statement hadn’t gone unnoticed. The prince fixed his gorgeous dark eyes on her, and despite her misgivings about him, she couldn’t help but melt a little. She hated to think that his sinfully good looks were getting to her, but her heart skipped a beat every time he looked at her.

      If he’d only keep his mouth shut, he’d be a little more perfect.

      He never said anything directly to her, preferring to deliver his scathing criticism through one of his bodyguards. She didn’t know what was more infuriating: the fact that he was such an ass or the fact that he didn’t think she was worthy of hearing his ridiculous demands first-hand.

      He didn’t even accept the cup of coffee from her hand. She had to put it down on the small table by the large leather seat. As he slid his eyes over her body, letting them linger in certain inappropriate places, she narrowed her own eyes and glared.

      A ghost of a smile played on his lips, making her flush as she turned away. Damn it. She was acting like a fifteen-year-old teenager who still fell for sexy bad boys. After finishing the coffee service, she headed back to her station.

      “Much better,” she heard the prince say suddenly. His voice dripped with disdain.

      Her back stiffened; she froze and closed her eyes in annoyance as she told herself between clenched teeth to keep going.

      She lost the internal battle and turned around. Dropping into a small curtsy, she gave him her biggest, fakest smile. “Thank you, Your Majesty.”

      The ambassador’s eyes rounded and nearly bugged out of the older man’s head, but Natalie didn’t care. She wasn’t about to become a doormat. She turned away again and headed to the tiny galley.

      As she pulled the curtain shut behind her, she sighed and emptied the coffee filter. This flight from Chicago to some kingdom in the Middle East that she’d never even heard of was turning out to be the longest in her life.

      She’d been on some doozy flights before. Grabby passengers. Incessantly crying babies. Horribly sick service dogs. Co-workers who thought they were above cleaning the bathrooms in-flight. Honestly, the job really sucked sometimes.

      She’d thought the private flights would be better, and in some respects, they were. At least there were fewer people to care for.

      On the plus side, she got to travel. She’d have two whole days in Haamas to explore and see the sights before the plane was fueled and readied for the flight back. So far in her career, she’d drooled over the amazing architecture in Russia. Visited beautiful castles in Germany, Ireland, and Scotland. Tasted delicious Asian cuisine and traversed ancient temples and serene gardens. Viewed stunning artwork at the Louvre and swam in the Aegean off the coast of Greece. Collecting memories was her escape from reality and one that she’d never be able to afford without this job.

      It was well worth the indignities that she suffered. Most of the time.

      Two hours until touchdown. No more meals to serve. Coffee, maybe. Her feet ached, and she was exhausted. She hadn’t been able to close her eyes for more than an hour during the thirteen-hour flight. The last-minute change had afforded her only a few hours of shut-eye before the trip, and she was reaching the end of her rope. If she didn’t get off this plane soon, her snarkiness was going to turn into something that got her fired.

      Sitting heavily on the stool in the small break space, she rubbed her feet. Her relief was short-lived as one of the guards yanked the curtain open. “The Prince requires you to change the air coming out of the vents. He’s cold.”

      “The controls are right above him,” she said as she stood. “He can adjust them as much as he likes.”

      The guard simply stared at her, and she sighed, pulled her high-heeled shoe back into place, and stood up from the stool. “I’ll be there in a minute.”

      After giving her hands a quick wash, she took a deep breath to settle her nerves as she headed back out. “Prince Iman,” she said cordially when she reached him. “Would you like me to turn the air off, or simply turn it down?”

      Again, he stared at her with that strange smile on his sensual lips.

      “Right. Well, I’ll turn it down for you.” Leaning over his chair, she turned the knob all the way to the right. “If you want to turn it back on again, turn this knob to the left.” Looking down to make sure that he understood, she realized that she was right between his legs.

      There was something hungry in his gaze.

      Sudden unreasoning panic hit her. Eyes wide, she pushed away and took a step back. The men around her chuckled, and she shook her head.

      That was it. She’d had enough. She wasn’t their entertainment. As she opened her mouth to tell them off, a loud explosion interrupted her, and the whole plane veered to the left.

      With a gasp, she lost her balance and fell right into the royal lap.

      “What is that?” one of the guards demanded as he slid in his seat toward the window to look out. “What is that?” he repeated, his body tense as he stared outside.

      “Please remain calm,” she said in her best professional voice as she hastily scrambled off the prince’s lap. Avoiding eye contact with any of them, she looked out the window and saw in horror that flames were dancing on the wing of the plane.

      At least the plane didn’t drop like a rock, but its flight remained unsteady, jouncing and dipping as she struggled to get to the cockpit door. Picking up the phone, she punched the button to reach the flight crew. “What’s going on?”

      “We’ve lost control of the stabilizer,” Zane’s voice crackled grimly in her ear. “Get everyone ready for a crash landing.”

      Trembling, she switched the phone to “cabin” and said in the flat “recorded” voice she’d learned to put on, “Please remain calm. We are experiencing a mechanical failure, and we’re going in for an emergency landing.” She replaced the phone in the cradle and headed back to her seat. A sudden drop had her gripping the back of the seats as her jaw slammed painfully shut. Taking a deep breath, she blew it out and raised her voice to be heard above the tumult. “Please make sure your seat backs and tray tables are in their full upright position, and make sure your seat belt is buckled. Please remain calm until the pilot provides further instructions.” She winced mentally. The speech had been automatic, drilled into her for potential emergencies in the commercial flights she’d commonly served. This plane didn’t have tray tables.

      Panic erupted in the passenger cabin as the two standing bodyguards dove into their seats and everyone scrambled for their seat belts. Only the prince seemed to remain calm.

      Natalie took her seat in the back and buckled up. Gripping the crossover straps in the jump seat with white-knuckled hands, she closed her eyes.

      She was only twenty-three. She was too young to die, and what would become of her mother?

      If she died today, her mother would quit fighting the cancer. She’d have nothing left to live for.
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      The woman was completely out of his sight. Iman reached to unbuckle his belt and make sure she was secure, but Nabih grabbed his arm, shaking his head solemnly, and Iman swore under his breath.

      “We’re going to die!” the ambassador wailed. “We’re all going to die!”

      “Would you shut up?” Iman hissed. “Your panic is not going to change things.”

      As they descended, the oxygen masks dropped from the ceiling. Iman grabbed the mask dangling in front of him, jerked the plastic tube to start the flow of life-giving air, and as he pulled the mask to his face, he glanced anxiously toward the back of the plane.

      The guards wouldn’t let him get up. There was too much riding on his safety. The palace was already in an uproar that he had decided to make this trip, especially with his father so ill, but someone had to step up. There was still a kingdom to run, and his father was in no shape to travel.

      The intercom clicked on, the pilot’s voice sounding more crackly than usual. “We’re in luck, everybody. There is an abandoned airstrip that we should be able to make. The landing is going to be a little rough, so hold on.” The strain in the pilot’s voice was clear even through the intercom’s static, and Iman looked out to see the rapidly rising ground from the window.

      Within minutes, the pilot’s voice sounded again. “Brace for⁠—”

      The whole plane jerked. Iman flew forward, the seatbelt cutting hard into his midsection. He heard shouts, and a huge crash sounded from the back of the plane, followed by an ear-piercing scream.

      Iman’s heart leapt into his throat.

      The woman!

      The plane swerved and tilted dangerously as the ground sped by outside the windows, but Iman was already ripping off his oxygen mask and reaching for his seatbelt. Grabbing at seats for support, he practically clawed his way to the back, ignoring the guards’ angry shouts.

      Everything stilled by the time he reached the back. Counters and shelves, torn away from the wall, blocked his path. “Woman!” he roared. “Answer me!”

      He listened desperately to silence, and then his heart leapt as he heard her voice. “Really?” came the faint reply. “You can’t even remember my name?”

      Closing his eyes, Iman almost chuckled. The thorny woman still had an attitude, even in the face of death. He liked that. “Tell me your name, and maybe I’ll get you out.”

      “It’s Natalie.”

      “All right, Natalie. Are you bleeding?”

      “Profusely.”

      Her voice was surprisingly strong, and he hoped it wasn’t serious, but he didn’t want to make it worse by asking. He tried to lift the cabinet that was blocking his way, but it didn’t even budge.

      Whirling, he glared at his men, still frozen in their seats. “Help her. Now.”

      They were obviously still shaken as they unbuckled from their own seats and
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