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Chapter One

 


Aryanna stopped outside of her father’s
office and took a breath to steady herself. She hated being
summoned there because it was never good news.

She ignored the looks she got from the
guards stationed up and down the hallways. Her father had a hundred
men just to protect him. He was paranoid that someone would
assassinate him. Too bad they hadn’t been effective when her mother
got shot in the backyard of their home six years before.

She pressed on her stomach where the anxiety
made it cramp before she lifted her chin and nodded to the guard to
open the door. The scent of rotting leather, stale scotch, and
cigars filled the room. She was used to it, so it no longer
bothered her. As a child, she had to fight not to choke on the
smell of the cigars her father was addicted to, and he always had
one lit on his desk beside him. Today was no different.

Aryanna stood in front of her father’s huge
desk and waited for his attention.

Antonio, her father, finally put his gold
pen down and looked up at her.

“I have an assignment for you,” he said.

She waited, ignoring the anxiety that built
in her because she felt she wouldn’t like what he had to say.

“James Maclean and I have decided you’re
going to travel with his son, Remington, to the United States.”

Her brows pinched together. Why would her
father have anything to do with the Scottish Mafia? “I don’t
understand.”

“James and I made an arrangement. You will
travel as his valet.”

“I still don’t understand. Don’t they have
people for that? And isn’t a man supposed to help him?” she
asked.

“Yes, of course, they have people, but I owe
James. He wanted to have a woman with his son, not as a companion
but more like a slave. You’ll do whatever he needs.”

“A slave? You want me to be a slave?”

“It’s only for a year,” Antonio said.

She felt sick to her stomach. “Why me?”

“You’re the best one I could think of
because you don’t do anything, and I thought it might teach you to
be humble. You’ll leave with Remington tomorrow morning and fly to
the United States. He will stay with his cousins for awhile. He’s
looking to start a business there.”

“I’m sure they have maids or valets
there?”

“He wants one to stay with him until he gets
settled.”

“How long will that be?”

“If it goes according to plan, he’ll stay
there for good. But you’ll only have to be there for a year, maybe
less.”

Her eyes widened in shock. “A year?”

“Yes. I’ll need you back here because I have
several men in mind for you to marry.”

God, it just got worse. She gritted her
teeth. “So, let me get this straight. I am to be enslaved for the
son of the Mafia for a year and then come back and be sold off as
cattle.”

“Watch your tone of voice,” Antonio
growled.

She fisted her hands at her side. “I don’t
know how to be a slave.”

“You’ll have to learn quickly. You’ll wear a
maid’s drab clothing and your hair braided with a handkerchief over
your head. Lucile will show you how to wear it and the basics of
how to do what he needs.”

“So, I’ll be in disguise?” she asked.

“Yes. You’ll have to pretend you’re a maid.
I don’t want him to see the way you normally look.”

“He won’t know who I am?”

“No, and he must not know.”

“Why?”

“That’s between James and me. I’ll let you
choose your husband if you can keep your identity a secret. He
can’t know you’re a princess. If he finds out, I’ll give you to
someone I know you’ll be miserable with.”

Jesus, what kind of father would do
this?

“When do I leave?”

Her bastard father looked at the clock on
the mantle that had been her mother’s pride and joy because it came
down from several generations of women. Aryanna knew her mother was
the last woman to possess it because her father had taken it the
day after her mother’s death.

She’d only been gone six years, but it
seemed like a lifetime.

“In three hours. There’s plenty of time for
Lucile to teach you what to do and get you dressed. She already has
bags packed for you.”

Aryanna was in shock. Her father had always
been a bastard to her, but this was going too far. “And if I
refuse?”

Her father smirked. “I think that time spent
in the dungeon would make you think twice about obeying me.”

Her mouth dropped open. “You’d put your
daughter in a cage in the basement?”

“Yes. And I’d keep you there the same amount
of time you’d spend with Remington. So, choose. Be a slave or a
prisoner for a year,” Antonio said.

God damn him. As much as she wanted to fight
back, she had no power. She never had. Without another word, she
turned and walked out.

She heard him sputter because he hadn’t
dismissed her, but she didn’t care. At that moment, if she had a
knife, she would have killed him. God, when had she become so
violent?

The tension in the house grew as time passed
after her mother’s murder, and the worse her father had become. She
didn’t know if it was because he missed her or that her mother
wasn’t there to keep him in check since she was the descendant of
the throne, not him. He just married her. He was only a king by
marriage. He’d still be in the island’s Army if her mother hadn’t
married him.

Aryanna raced up to her room, closed the
door, leaned against it, and closed her eyes.

“Oh, Miss Aryanna. I wish I could fix this
for you.”

Aryanna looked at her trusted maid Lucile
across the room.

“How can he be such a bastard?”

Lucile sighed.

Aryanna looked down. “Did you know if I
refused to do this, I’d spend the next year in the dungeon?”

From the shocked look on Lucile’s face, she
knew it surprised her, too.

“Oh, my Lord. You need to leave this place.
Your father is getting more unreasonable,” Lucile said. “I think
this might be a blessing in disguise.”

“How?”

Lucile gripped her hands. “You’ll be in
America, Aryanna. Maybe you’ll find a man you fall in love with …
or another opportunity. This might be your only chance to get away
from here.”

She hadn’t thought of that. But Lucile was
right. It was either make a run for it now or end up the wife of
whatever disgusting man her father found for her.

“You’re right.”

“We don’t have much time. I need to review
some things you’ll need to know and get you dressed.”

“But what am I to do when I get there?”

Lucile rolled her eyes. “I don’t know. But
America is the land of the free so anything can happen. Keep your
eyes and ears open. Now, we don’t have time. Let’s get you dressed
before they come for you.”

Aryanna felt tears fill her eyes. “Why do I
feel like this will be the last time I see you?”

Lucile tried to smile, but Aryanna could see
the emotion she was trying to hide.

The older woman hugged her. “Let God decide
the future, and remember he has a plan for everything.”

Aryanna nodded, but it didn’t make her feel
better. This was the only friend and home she ever had. It would be
gut-wrenching to lose it all.


Chapter Two

 


Aryanna held tight to her satchel as she
waited by the plane’s pilot. Even after everything Lucile told her,
she was still clueless about how to act, so she planned to act meek
and never look him in the face. The eyeglasses the maid gave her to
wear had a tint to them that would hide the light-blue color of her
eyes to a point, but they were still unusual enough to get
attention.

If she was quiet enough, she might just be
invisible to him.

“There they are,” the pilot said.

She nodded and studied the two limos that
pulled up. Several men got out. A few pulled bags from the cars and
brought them to the plane while a small group stood talking.

She somehow knew that the bigger man was the
one she’d have to deal with, which made her stomach tighten with
dread. His demeanor spoke of an alpha male who needed to control
everything and everyone around him—much
like her father—but her father hadn’t had
the male attraction this man did.

Aryanna could tell the man, Remington, was
getting impatient and started her way. Her chin went down, and she
stiffened when his shoes came into view.

“You must be the maid my father sent for
me?”

She nodded. His Scottish burr was more
pronounced than she expected, and she had to concentrate on his
words to understand him.

“What’s your name, Lass?”

“Ar … Anna, sir.”

“All right, Anna. I want you to stay out of
my way. Just keep our room clean and my things organized, and I’ll
call on you if I need you. Do you think you can do that?”

“Yes, sir.” That actually sounded wonderful
to her.

“Let’s get moving.” Remington turned to the
group of men trying to get his attention and held up a hand.
“Enough. If you feel it’s important, send me an email.”

Remington turned without another word and
climbed the stairs into the plane. The men stared at her.

“You might want to get on the plane, Miss,”
the pilot said.

“Oh, yes.”

She scrambled on and walked to the very back
area. The plane was very luxurious and resembled a plush living
area. There were a few reclining chairs up front, sofas and a
kitchenette in the middle, and then more reclining chairs at the
back.

The small plane she’d ridden on to get there
had been anything but luxurious. Even the seats were hard and
uncomfortable. These would be much better.

She took the furthest seat back and closest
to the window. She jumped when the pilot came on the
loudspeaker.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, please get your seat
belts on. We’ll be taking off in the next few minutes.”

She set her bag on the seat next to her and
buckled herself in. When the plane started moving, her nails dug
into the arms of the seat. This would be the second time she’d ever
flown, the first being in the last few hours, and it was more
nerve-racking than she thought it would be. The first flight had
been a smaller plane that took her to the Scotland airport.

Her stomach dropped when the plane tilted up
and then flew into the sky. She was almost nauseous, watching the
land grow smaller as each second passed.

The pilot’s voice came over the speakers
again. “We are at flying altitude at thirty thousand feet. You may
take your seat belts off. We will fly into New York in eleven
hours.”

Oh, God. She hadn’t realized she’d be stuck
on the thing for that long. She’d brought a few books and her
journal so she would have things to do, but she also hoped she’d
get some sleep.

“Anna.”

She could feel the fatigue that was already
pulling her down.

“Anna!”

Her head jerked up. “Y-yes, sir?” She could
tell he wasn’t happy with her already, and they’d only been
together less than thirty minutes.

“I’d like a coffee and whatever breakfast
they have.”

She scrambled out of her seat, straightened
her handkerchief over her hair, and the glasses on her face.

She had no idea how to make coffee and was
already starting to panic when she noticed the carafe of
already-made coffee and pastries. There was also fruit in the small
frig. She set up a tray, trying to remember what was brought to her
in the morning for so many years, and then carefully took it over
to his seat.

He was reading papers, so she set them on
the table in front of his chair.

“Would there be anything else, sir?”

“No,” he said without looking up.

“Okay.” She moved back to her chair and sat,
releasing the breath she’d been holding. She’d done it. She served
him a meal and hadn’t dropped it onto his lap.

Several hours passed, and as hard as she
tried, she could not sleep. Remington worked the whole time, and
Aryanna didn’t see him stop but take a bite of whatever food she
set beside him on his table, or use the bathroom.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, we will land at JFK
in the next few minutes. Buckle yourselves into your seats. It
should be a smooth landing,” the pilot said.

Aryanna tucked herself into her chair and
watched as Remington casually put his things away before he relaxed
and buckled himself in.

If she thought it had been nerve-racking
watching the plane rise and the land get smaller, watching it come
at her quickly made her tremble in fear.

She squeezed her eyes tightly closed as the
plane softly bounced a few times and then glided to a stop next to
a building with several small planes parked.

Aryanna had to take several breaths to calm
her heart before releasing her buckle.

She hated how her legs shook when she stood
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