
  
    [image: The Sheikh’s Pregnant Teacher]
  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            KHALID SHEIKH SERIES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Sheikh’s Tempting Nanny

      

        

      
        The Sheikh’s Contract Wife

      

        

      
        The Sheikh’s Pregnant Teacher

      

      

    

  


  
    
      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 2021

        Copyright © 2021 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 Mayhem Cover Creations.

      
        
        www.relaypub.com

      

      

      
        
          [image: Relay Publishing Logo]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: The Sheikh’s Pregnant Teacher]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLURB

          

        

      

    

    
      Their song of passion echoes through the desert…

      Sheikh Fahim Khalid, the gruff loner of the Khalid royal family, has been tasked with finding a music tutor for his brother’s adorable children. And he can't believe his good fortune when American Rose Adams applies for the job. Little does he know, Rose, is pregnant, and looking for a safe haven from her past.

      Their shared love of music ignites a spark between them, and rumors of romance soon run rampant through the palace. Until Rose’s ex turns up, bringing scandal to the royal family. And no matter how he feels about Rose, that is something Fahim cannot allow…

      Rose has never met anyone as protective—or as sexy—as the Sheikh. She hates that her past is causing problems for Fahim's family, but she hates the thought of leaving him even more.

      Will Fahim be there for her when she needs him the most? Or will his duty to family drive them apart once and for all?
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      The palace library was one of Fahim's favorite places in the world. He had spent countless hours here as a young boy studying for school, and then countless hours studying to pass the bar as a young man. It was his right and his privilege to make use of the library, a vaulted space filled to the brim with a thousand years of literature, but today, for perhaps the first time, he wanted nothing more than to escape, out a window, perhaps, if necessary.

      “You studied music for a while,” his brother, the king, had said. “It should be the matter of a moment for you to find Jamila a music tutor, shouldn't it?”

      Ziad was many things, Fahim noted, but his older brother could be a little blind when it came to the care that some things required. Of course Fahim would do anything for his niece, but he was beginning to wish he hadn't agreed to this particular task.

      Perhaps it would have been better if he hadn't had his own slight musical background. It meant that he knew the people coming in all too well. There had been good teachers with excellent credentials, but they lacked a certain spark for music that Fahim thought essential. He didn't want Jamila to be stuck with another dreary chore; he wanted her to be inspired, to at least appreciate music even if she did not choose to pursue it.

      The passionate musicians hadn't been good fits either. They were clearly enthralled with their work, but Fahim could all too easily see how they might trample a child's enthusiasm in favor of their own, and how little they could adapt to meet a mind that operated on a level that wasn't theirs.

      The day was almost done, and so far, no one had made an impression.

      One more, Fahim thought, running his hand over his eyes. One more, and then maybe it is time to tell Ziad that he needs to ask Laura or Sarah to do this. They both know more about child development than I do—they might have insights.

      The last applicant had a sticky note on her dossier, prepared by his efficient secretary. It noted no experience teaching children, and Fahim was almost ready to call it a wash, but then he read the name.

      “Rose Adams,” he said in surprise. “Surely not.”

      It seemed exceedingly unlikely that Rose Adams of the hit band Rive would be applying for a position as a princess's music tutor, but Fahim entertained himself with the idea that it was. She was, no question, a talented musician, and what a sight it would be to have little Jamila tackling her piano or violin lesson with the same verve that Rose Adams tackled her band's challenging musical lines. But there was no way it was her.

      Fahim shook off the fantasy, looking over the rest of the dossier. This Rose Adams had a degree in music history and a decade of performing experience. Beyond that, there wasn't much to go on, good or bad, and Fahim sighed.

      Likely another wash, he thought, and he texted his secretary to send her in.

      He was ready for another well-made-up young woman in tweed and cotton, or perhaps the more bohemian draping silks and loose hair, but the woman who entered wore a dark suit with trousers, looking more like she was ready for a day at an accounting firm than time with a guitar or a piano. Her brown hair was pulled back from her face in a severe fashion that left no doubt as to her identity. Fahim stared. There was no doubt about it—this was absolutely Rose Adams, the petite guitarist Rolling Stone had called her generation's stick of musical dynamite.

      “Dream of Vengeance,” Fahim blurted out, and the woman's eyes went wide. They were a pale, clear gray, and when she opened them wide, it gave her a fraught and feral look, as if she were some forest animal brought to bay.

      “What?”

      “Ah, forgive me,” Fahim said, shaking his head at his own enthusiasm. “Dream of Vengeance was my favorite album last year. I saw you when Rive stopped in London. Almost fainted at how good you were.”

      The startled look drained from Rose's eyes, leaving her with a crooked smile that was surprisingly shy.

      “Oh, you saw us? I…I suppose I didn't think anyone here would…”

      The poise she’d had coming into the room had broken, and now she flexed her hands nervously, as if trying to warm them. Fahim noticed that her fingers were slender and elegant, calloused from her guitar, but scrubbed completely clean.

      “Are you all right?” he asked, and she hitched one shoulder up.

      “I've…I've already blown this, haven't I?” she asked a little hopelessly, and Fahim found himself shaking his head.

      “Of course you haven't,” he said warmly. “I haven't even started the interview yet, just been a boorish fan at you. Come sit down, and we’ll see if you suit the position you’re here for.”

      She looked relieved, nodding and going to sit in the chair he indicated. It occurred to him to wonder why a superstar musician would be applying for the position of music tutor, and the only answers that came back were dark ones.

      “So tell me,” he said when they were both seated. “Why do you want this job?”

      Rose sat up very straight, her hands resting nervously on her knees.

      “I love music. I love inspiring people. Teaching combines those two loves.”

      The answer was one that he had heard all day, and Rose made a face after she had said it, as if she could hear how very stiff it was. Fahim was going to move on, but then she shook her head.

      “Look, can I be honest with you?”

      “I generally prefer that people are,” Fahim said, mystified, and Rose took a deep breath.

      “I'm in trouble,” she said. “I know that's not something any employer wants to hear, but I don't think I should take this job without telling you.”

      Fahim nodded, frowning. She clasped her hands in front of her and continued.

      “Very long story short, I'm pregnant. I guess if you follow Rive, you know Darius—that is, Darius Bright. He's the lead singer, he's been my boyfriend since I was eighteen, and he's…he's the father.”

      Her voice broke a little on the last word, as if she didn't even like saying it. She shook her head, a strand of curly hair coming loose and falling in her face. Fahim had to restrain himself from reaching over to tug it out of the way. The way Rose had folded in on herself, she looked suddenly more fragile—she looked afraid. She rubbed her arms as if she were trying to sooth old injuries and he fought to keep his growing anger at how she must have been treated off his face.

      “I'm—well, I'm scared of him. I guess I've been afraid of him for a long time, and then when I found out I was going to have a baby, well, I got more scared of what he might do if I—we—stayed than of what he would do if I left him.” She shuddered, squeezing herself tighter. “So I ran. Took off in the middle of the last tour, left without saying a word.”

      Rose sighed. “Darius controlled—controls—everything. I didn't have much cash, and I've been dodging the press for weeks now. I had nowhere to go, no friends, no family that wants to see me. I need to find some kind of work, something I'm good at.”

      “So how did you end up here?”

      “Ha, oh! Right, blame that one on the Yeni Bugler.”

      Fahim made a face at that, startling a real smile from Rose. She was an attractive woman, but when she smiled, he realized she had the charisma to charm a stadium full of fans.

      “I know, I know, puff pieces and paparazzi. I'm not a fan. But I needed to leave my hotel room for food, and I grabbed a copy of the Bugler to hide behind while I waited. I saw that piece they did about Jamila, you know, needing a music tutor, and they had a thing about what instrument she wanted to play. I went on the website for hiring the palace staff, and…”

      Here she hesitated, and Fahim nodded.

      “It's all right,” he said gently. “I want you to be honest with me.”

      “Right. Well. The website had all these pictures of the palace, you know, history stuff, things like that, but what I saw were the walls and the security. I had to go through two metal detectors to get in, and the grounds are locked up tight. This place…this place looks safe.”

      She hesitated.

      “I want to be safe. I want my baby to be safe.”

      Her story was sad, sad enough to sting his heart, but he knew that he couldn't offer her a job solely on her situation. He was ready to start telling her about services in Yeni that might help her, but then the door opened, and Ziad looked in.

      “Oh, your interviews are still going? I'm sorry, I can talk with you later.”

      “No, Ziad, it's fine. Come on in.”

      Ziad was a big man, taller and broader than Fahim himself, and he cast a curious look at Rose, who had risen to her feet with her shoulders squared and her head back. No matter how afraid she was, she didn't show it now, and she shook Ziad's offered hand with a brisk confidence.

      “Rose Adams,” she said. “I'm here about the music tutoring job.”

      “Pleased to meet you, Ms. Adams,” Ziad said pleasantly, and Fahim groaned inwardly because it was obvious that Ziad had absolutely no idea who Rose was. He wanted to fill his brother in, but Ziad was already speaking.

      “Fahim's been texting me about the interviews. So what are your plans for Jamila and her brother? I know she's the one who's going to be receiving the main instruction, but Fahim thought it wouldn't be too early if you were interested in working with Hasan as well.”

      “Oh, I read about Hasan!” Rose said, suddenly brightening. “He's not even three yet, is he? I picked up my mom's guitar when I wasn't much bigger than he was. I mean, I couldn't do anything with it, but all I wanted to do was to pluck the strings and make more noise. That's how it begins, you know, with fun and with play. Music shouldn't be a chore, even if it is hard work sometimes. The best understanding of music comes when you're having fun with it.”

      “I see,” said Ziad thoughtfully. “You are proficient on guitar?”

      Fahim wanted to choke a little. Asking the lead guitarist of Rive if she was proficient was like asking Leonardo da Vinci if he painted a little, but Rose charged forward with it.

      “Absolutely. It's my first love, but I'm good on keyboard, too. Basically, if you can make a sound with it, I can turn it into music, and that was the best thing I ever learned about music in general. The whole world wants to sing and play music, and it's all right there if you know where to look. That's what I want to teach children about music, how to find it and how best to get the music out.”

      Fahim found that he couldn't take his eyes away. With Rose focused on Ziad, he could look at her all he liked, and the woman he saw—animated, bright, and so eager—could take the breath right out of his lungs. It was an incredible change from how she had looked before.

      Ziad looked intrigued, obviously wanting to ask her more, but his phone rang. When he checked it, he shook his head.

      “Ah, that's all the time I have. Ms. Adams, good luck with the interview. Fahim, I'll catch up with you later.”

      When Ziad left, Rose took a deep breath.

      “That was…um…the sheikh himself?”

      Fahim nodded, laughing.

      “He does rather have that effect on people. But you said you could pick up any instrument and get music out of it. What about the violin? How are you on the violin?”

      The look she shot him was frankly cocky, and it made him smile in return.

      “Kind of a modern-day Paganini,” she said with a laugh. “I play both violin and guitar, like he did, and I'm about as good on one as I am on the other.”

      Which meant she was very good, given what he had seen at her show. Fahim laughed, shaking his head.

      “You'll have to give me some pointers. I left off my own practice years ago. Do you have any questions for me?”

      Rose hesitated, a cloud of doubt coming over her face.

      “Um. This is my first job interview. I'm not sure what to ask. How about…did I get the job?”

      Fahim felt suddenly strange, as if he were getting ready to step straight over a cliff or as if he were going to leap and see if he could fly.

      “A trial basis, I think,” he said finally. “I liked what you said about finding music, and I have seen what a good musician you are. You'll be teaching Jamila, Ziad's daughter, an hour after school every afternoon, and then on Saturday mornings, she'll have a longer lesson. And of course, this is a live-in position, and as you have seen, the palace is incredibly secure. That is, if you accept.”

      “Why wouldn't I?” Rose exclaimed, and then she shook her head, remembering herself. “Thank you. Seriously. Thank you. This means the world to me.”

      Fahim directed her towards the accounting department who would get her set up, because he wasn't altogether calm about how Rose Adams already made him feel. He had to be practical about all this. He had to talk to Ziad and bring up the whole issue with Darius, but he wasn't worried.

      How much trouble could one musician be?
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      “Okay, Adams, first day on the job,” Rose whispered. “Do not screw it up. Do not. You can't afford to screw it up this time; it's not just you on the line.”

      She cupped her hands over her still-flat stomach. No kick yet, but it was only a matter of time. She had to do her best for both of them; she only wished she had more confidence that it would all be all right.

      Rose straightened up, giving herself one last look in the mirror. In her nicest pair of jeans and a serious-looking blue blouse, she thought she looked a lot like Mrs. Chang, her favorite music teacher in high school,

      “Totally someone you would trust to teach your children,” she said to the mirror, but her reflection didn't look convinced. It didn't matter—she had a job to do.

      It was a Saturday, and that meant collecting the children from breakfast with their family. It would be the first time she made the acquaintance of the royal family of Yeni, and butterflies fluttered in her stomach.

      As she made her way through the palace halls, Rose had to admit that though the butterflies were nerves, some of them were for Fahim. He had changed everything for her, and she knew she had to live up to his faith in her, but there was more to it than that. He had been kind, but kindness wouldn't have made her blush when she thought of him.

      Another turn, another left, another right. She would have checked the palace's locator app, but she'd left her phone in her room. It was a thing that professional people did, right? She shouldn't be checking her texts while she was trying to teach children about music.

      A right, a left. She wasn't sure she remembered that garden.

      The truth was that Fahim was handsome in a way she wasn't used to. She knew plenty of handsome men working in music, but they all made sure you knew how handsome they were. Fahim would never have to put himself forward like that. He looked calm, as if you could take him or leave him, and Rose stopped herself from wondering if anyone had taken him yet.

      A left. All right, she knew she had never seen this picture gallery before.

      Abruptly, Rose realized that she was lost, and for a moment, she wanted to crumple in on herself.

      My first day. They're trusting me with their children, and I can't even figure out how to find them…

      Darius's words echoed in her mind, uttered so often that the least failure summoned them. Music was the only thing she was good at, of course she couldn't navigate in the real world. Of course she needed him to⁠—

      She shut off his voice because he wasn't there to help her now, was he? No.

      A maid passing by gave her a curious look, and summoning all her courage, Rose approached her.

      “Hi, I was wondering if you could help me…”

      It turned out that she had gone in the completely wrong direction, and she was almost twenty minutes late by the time she reached the breakfast nook. They called it a nook, but it was really a glassed-in solar, all in white wood with glass arching overhead to let in the morning sunlight. It was a gorgeous room, something out of a magazine, but the people sitting around a table still holding some breakfast leftovers were easy there, very much at home.

      She recognized Fahim, who smiled at her encouragingly, and Ziad, who was frowning at his phone. The handsome young man who was playing a counting game with the two little children could be none other than Imran, the youngest brother of the royal trio. The older woman in a stunning azure dress gazing at her with a sharp, dark gaze must be Maryam, the trio's mother, and the smiling woman to her right, obviously pregnant, was likely Laura, the sheikha and Ziad's wife.

      “Hi,” Rose said, suddenly shy. “I'm…I'm here to take the children if that's okay.”

      Inwardly, she cringed because that wasn't how you were supposed to introduce yourself to your new employers on your first day on the job, but the awkwardness was suddenly shattered by a shriek of joy.

      “Oh, you're Rose Adams!” the little girl shouted. “You're really her, and you're here to teach me music!”

      “Oh! Yes, that's me…”

      Before Rose could say anything else, the little girl—it could be no one but Jamila—launched herself out of her seat and threw herself at Rose with a reckless courage and joy that took Rose's breath away. Hasan, the little boy, came toddling after his sister, and the next moment, Rose had two children staring up at her, delight on their faces.

      “Are you going to teach me to play guitar?” demanded Jamila. “Will you teach Hasan drums? Uncle Imran says that Hasan is a natural on the drums, as hard as he hits his toys, and I want to play with Hasan someday. Are you going to teach us both? Are you going to play as well?”

      Rose couldn't help bursting into laughter. If only all the interviews she’d given had been this joyful, this honest.

      “I'm going to teach you to play whatever you want,” she promised. “And I'm not here to perform, but I'll play for you if you want me to, and⁠—”

      “Drums!” shouted Hasan, apparently catching on. “Want drums!”

      Rose grinned because, well, that was every drummer she had ever known, but then she remembered herself.

      She wasn't on tour messing around with some roadie's children come to visit. She was at her job for some of the wealthiest and most important people in the region, and she froze, slowly looking up at them. To her dread, she realized that they were all looking at her as well, and she started to stammer an apology, though this time, she didn't even know what she was apologizing for.

      The men looked at her quizzically, but the women exchanged a look, and Laura rose with a grunt, moving carefully due to her large belly.

      “Jamila. Hasan. Come here. Ms. Adams won't be able to teach you anything if you jump all over her.”

      “Please, Rose is fine,” Rose said, but Laura pulled the children back to the table, helping them both calm down.

      “Would you like something to eat?” asked Maryam kindly. “We can send to the kitchen if you like, or perhaps you'd like some of the fruit here.”

      “Oh, thanks.” Rose reached for one of the apples on the table.

      “Tsk, look at you,” Laura said, looking down at Hasan. “Egg all over you. Rose, do you mind if your lesson starts a little late? I'd like to get this little hooligan cleaned up. How about if I bring both of them to the music room in just a sec? I can meet you there.”

      Maryam and Laura left with Jamila and Hasan in tow, and now Rose was left with the three royal brothers watching her curiously.

      “I am so sorry,” she said. “I thought…Well, I thought I knew where I was going, but apparently I didn't. Guess I'm lucky I didn't just end up in the royal dungeon or something.”

      Ziad gave her a kind look, waving her apology off with an easy hand.

      “No dungeons here, though Fahim might argue that the old garden shed was⁠—”

      Fahim cleared his throat, a startlingly irritated look on his face. She hadn't thought he was a man who got irritated easily, but Ziad cut himself off with a shrug.

      “Regardless,” Ziad continued, “good luck on your first day. The children can be a handful, but as you saw, they are eager to learn.”

      “Very much so,” added Imran with a grin. “I'm suggesting you pick the loudest and most irritating instrument you can. My older brother certainly deserves it.”

      “And you are only saying that because you want to get out of helping me hammer out that trade agreement,” said Ziad, shaking his head. “Speaking of which, come on, we both have some work to do before we can knock off for the day. Rose, it was a pleasure.”

      Ziad and Imran left, and suddenly, almost breathlessly, she was alone with Fahim, who watched her with a calm gaze.

      “I'm sorry again—” she began, but he shook his head.

      “One of the best parts of being a member of the Khalid family is that we are mostly very blunt people,” he said with amusement. “If Ziad finds fault, and believe me, sometimes he really does, he's not shy about letting you know. The children were enthusiastic about what you have come to teach them. That's not a bad thing in the least. Don't worry about it.”

      Rose started to smile, but then Fahim looked a little more serious.

      “Though I might suggest that you could dress up a little. Jeans are fine when you are off duty, but the staff that deals with the children are usually a little more formal. My mother says that it helps foster the right kind of seriousness for Jamila and Hasan when it comes to their studies.”

      “Oh,” Rose said, biting back her protest that music was fun, not formal. “Thank you. I'll remember that.”

      She excused herself, wondering what else she could get wrong on her first day.

    

  

OEBPS/images/khalid-sheikhs_b3_title_v01.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LESLIE NORTH

hekhis

PREGNANT TEACHER

KHALID SHEIKHS SERIES: BOOK 3





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Khalid Sheikh Series
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        The Sheikh’s Pregnant Teacher
      


      		
        Blurb
      


      		
        Mailing List
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        End of The Sheikh’s Pregnant Teacher
      


      		
        Thank you!
      


      		
        Make an Author’s Day
      


      		
        About Leslie
      


      		
        Sneak Peek: The Sheikh’s Stubborn Bride
      


      		
        Also by Leslie
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Thank you!


      		About Leslie


    


  


OEBPS/images/relay_logo_cmyk.jpg





OEBPS/images/khalidsheikhs_b3_cover_v01.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LESLIE NORTH

PREGNANT TEACHER

KHALID SHEIKHS SERIES: BOOK 3





