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Chapter One

I woke up feeling so well rested and cosy that I could have easily rolled over and drifted back to sleep, except for one small thing. A slight nagging soreness between my legs which instantly reminded me of where I was and what had happened last night.

It seemed totally surreal, but I was in the Royal Palace of Somora, and I’d spent last night in this gigantic bed with Khalil, the prince of the island. I cuddled my pillow a little closer and a huge grin pulled at my lips as I remembered exactly what we’d got up to during the night. Not a lot of sleeping, that was for sure, and now I could no longer call myself a virgin.

My cheeks heated as I thought back over the sex. It had been pretty bloody amazing, and Khalil had been so sweet when he’d discovered I had never done it before.

I was deep in thought replaying last night when I got the weird feeling that I was being watched. The hairs on the back of my neck tingled pleasantly and my skin warmed with awareness as I slowly began to roll over onto my back.

Just as I suspected, I found Khalil lying beside me. He was propped up on one elbow gazing at me with a sweet smile on his face. My lips stretched into a shy smile and I had to fight the urge to cover myself up. Finding a gorgeous man staring down at me in bed was quite a novelty, and my skin burned from the attention.

‘Good morning, little one,’ Khalil murmured. His voice was a low, sexy rumble. It seemed to awaken my whole body with desire and did nothing to lessen my blushes.

‘H... hey.’ My voice was dry and squeaky, and his smile broadened as I had to clear my throat before continuing. ‘Morning.’

‘Sleep well?’ he enquired, reaching up to brush some stray hairs from my face. I nodded and nuzzled my face into the warmth of his hand to try to escape his intense stare. ‘Mmm-hmm. So well.’ My smile turned to an embarrassed grin. ‘I think you wore me out.’

The mattress trembled slightly as Khalil gave a deep chuckle and then an agreeing hum. ‘Mmm, yes, quite.’

Cupping my jaw, he tilted my head up and placed a gentle kiss on my lips before leaning back and gazing down at me. ‘I am awed by the gift you bestowed upon me last night, Sara.’

The gift? I was still sleepy, so it took my fuzzy brain a few seconds to realise what he was referring to – my virginity. I hardly looked at it as a gift, but if it was, then I couldn’t have picked anyone else I would rather have given it to. This topic was a little embarrassing, so I stayed silent and offered a small shrug in reply.

He raised an eyebrow at my silence and then gave a solemn nod. ‘You brush it off as if it were nothing, but to me it was everything, Sara. I feel so honoured that you chose me.’ He placed another kiss on my lips and I lifted a hand to push it through his hair, loving how the soft strands slid through my grasp. ‘You belong to me now, little one.’

His possessive words sent a thrill through me. They curled in my system, reaching out to my romantic heart and giving life to an idea I’d always held close – that I’d give my virginity to the man I would end up marrying and spending the rest of my life with. But as much as I would love for it to be the case, I knew our reality wasn’t going to be a fairy-tale romance. Khalil’s bloodline was royal. His father was the Sheik of this island, and for Khalil that meant he must fulfil certain responsibilities. The largest of which was to marry a girl of his father’s choosing, and I could hands-down guarantee that girl would never be me.

We were also on a time limit – his parents were returning from their summer tour of Europe in one week’s time, and would no doubt set about planning his wedding as soon as they were back. I could see from the determined glint in his eye that Khalil was waiting for me to acknowledge his declaration, and so I carefully hid my sadness and gave a shy smile as I nodded.

With so much negativity stacked against us it would have been easy to allow melancholy to overwhelm me, but instead I decided that if Khalil wanted to declare I was his, then I would happily accept it, even if it did only last for the next seven days. After all, it was about time I lived in the moment and enjoyed myself.

‘Jump in the shower if you like. It might relax your muscles if you’re a little sore.’ I was glad he hadn’t outright asked me if I was tender, because as much as we had shared last night that might have been a little too personal for me to answer without dying of embarrassment. ‘I’ll go and make us some coffee. We can drink on the balcony,’ he suggested as he stood from the bed and flashed a wink my way. Seeing as he was stark naked, he flashed me a lot more than just a wink. Not that I was complaining as my eyes dropped down his body and greedily soaked up every detail I could. God, he really was stunning; tall and lean with defined muscles wrapping around his entire body. My gaze strayed to his groin, the area that had managed to cause me so much pleasure last night, and my eyes widened as I saw that he was already half hard.

‘If you keep staring at me like that, little one, then you won’t be making it to the shower anytime soon.’

Caught in the act of ogling him, I jerked my head up to meet his intense stare. After a silent moment where I thought he was going to follow through on his threat, Khalil’s shoulders relaxed, and he laughed. ‘I’m only being lenient because you might be tender. Shower, now, before I change my mind.’

‘OK.’ My voice was husky as I watched him pull on some jeans and a shirt, and then leave the room. As I made my way to the bathroom, I had a huge grin on my face as I started to wonder exactly when round three might happen. Going off his parting words, I had a feeling I wouldn’t have too long to wait.

I was towelling myself off after my incredible shower – it had five jets, which meant as well as raining water down on you from above it sprayed you from all sides as well – when I felt a tingling on the back of my neck. I was starting to get used to this feeling now; it was my body’s way of telling me that Khalil was somewhere nearby, and so, with a smile now stretching my lips, I plucked up the courage to turn my naked body towards the door.

Sure enough, I found Khalil standing there propped on the doorframe watching me.

‘Hey. How long have you been stood there?’

‘Just a few seconds.’ His gaze dropped away from my face and trailed down my body before slowly working its way back up. I’d never been hugely confident, so standing nude before someone else was a distinctly new experience for me.

‘I wish I’d been quicker now. I could have joined you.’ His words caused heat to instantly bloom inside my body and I shifted on the spot to try to ease the sudden throbbing between my legs.

As I stood there feeling well and truly flustered, I noticed that Khalil had an odd twinkle in his eye. Tilting my head, I tried to work out what his expression meant, but drew a blank. ‘Why do you have such a strange look on your face?’

Khalil smiled, but instead of the affectionate smile I was so used to, this was more like a filthy, sexy smirk. ‘I’ve just made coffee so I hadn’t been planning on doing this right away, but, seeing as you’re already naked, it seems like a perfect opportunity.’

‘Hadn’t planned on doing what?’ I asked in complete confusion.

Khalil slowly removed one hand from his pocket, and with it came a long length of something black and shiny that looked a lot like silk. It was about the width of a dressing gown sash, but as he continued to pull the silk out, I saw it was far longer. There had to be at least three metres of the stuff, and when the other end finally appeared, he slowly ran it through his fingers, back and forth, back and forth.

I didn’t know where to look. The silk tie was intriguing and his movements with it were almost hypnotising, but the heated expression on his face was equally as hard to tear my gaze away from.

‘I believe I once mentioned the idea of tying you to my bed...’

My breath stopped in my lungs and my eyes widened as I digested his words. He had threatened to tie me to his bed, back on the day I had injured myself and had been trying to go home instead of letting him take care of me. He’d had an interested twinkle in his eyes when he’d said it, but I’d never for the life of me thought he was serious.

It would seem I was wrong.

‘It would appear from your blush that you rather like the idea, too?’ he enquired softly with a curious tilt of his head, seeming to seek my permission to continue. The thought of being tied up and unable to move should probably have worried me, but this was Khalil, I trusted him completely, and so instead of fear, a shiver of thrilled excitement rushed through my body as I nodded.

‘Excellent.’ Stepping back out of the doorway, he gestured to the bedroom with a sweep of his arm. ‘On the bed, face up.’

My feet were moving before I even realised it, indicating that my body was more than up for his little games, and so I followed his instruction and laid myself on my back before taking a second to get my arms and legs comfortable.

Looking across at Khalil, I watched in fascination as he pulled a further three silk sashes from his pockets and then approached me. He placed two of the sashes down, took the remaining two between his teeth, and then climbed onto the bed to join me before straddling my waist and looking down at me with a grin. The sashes dropped from his lips and pooled on my chest, and I discovered that getting my arms and legs comfortable had been a waste of time because Khalil swiftly took my left hand into his and dragged it above my head. My wrist was secured to the bedframe by the first sash, and then my right hand followed suit as he repeated his actions.

Without saying a word, he flashed me a wink, and then rotated his body so he was still sitting astride me but now facing my feet, leaving me with a view of his broad back. The other two sashes quickly came into use as Khalil spread my legs wide and secured each of my ankles to the posts on the foot of the bed.

Khalil climbed from the bed and took a moment to run his gaze over my entrapped position. With my body spread and tied like this I felt utterly exposed to him
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