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  Welcome to the Hummingbird Cottage



Hello Hummingbird, 

If you’re staying in the Hummingbird Cottage, it’s because you need a haven. Well, you found it.

I’ve been a member of this community for years, and their generosity and willingness to rally around someone in need still surprised me. I pray they’ll do the same for you.

I know for certain that when no one else is on your side, God is. The Lord doesn’t always show up the way we think He should. 

A long life filled with His presence has given me many experiences to testify about God’s faithfulness (even when things don’t turn out the way we’d prefer).

My time in the cottage taught me much about God’s mercy. I now understand more about His love for me and all humanity. That’s what allows me to say with confidence that you don’t have to carry the weight of the world on your shoulders anymore. Hand those burdens over to God, who is more than capable of handling them.

Instead of focusing on your circumstances, look to God and rest in His goodness.




Psalm 145:8-9 NKJV — The LORD is gracious and full of compassion, Slow to anger and great in mercy. The LORD is good to all, And His tender mercies are over all His works.




Whatever you’re seeking, God can provide it according to His will.




Don’t lose hope. God is for you. 

N.








  
  One

  
  
  Anya

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




Saying yes would get Anya Morrison into trouble one day. But considering she was at Portsville International, Saturn Island’s sole airport, searching for a prince, it was too late. 

Why had she agreed to pick up Prince Rashid? Insisting on alternative arrangements would have been the smarter move.

It was Leilah’s fault. The princess was not only Anya’s client but also a close friend.

When the princess asked Anya to pick her half-brother up at the airport and drive him to Idlewood, Anya agreed without hesitation. But she should have declined.

In the six months she’d been corresponding with him, the man had proven himself to be prickly, authoritative, and the antithesis of everything she valued. The overhead speakers squawked with a static-heavy announcement for a delayed flight to Venus Island, and her eyes darted to the display.

What was taking him so long? 

His plane had landed almost two hours before. With his diplomatic clearance, shouldn’t he already be outside? But then, why was she complaining? Standing inside the air-conditioned arrival terminal was better than sweating in the afternoon heat.

Mentally, Anya paced the crowded floor while keeping her body motionless. Therapy had taught her this specific coping mechanism.

A man strode toward her, his purposeful gait cutting through the airport’s chaos. One look at the figure, flanked by two hulking guards, confirmed his identity. The Palace’s website photos didn’t do the prince justice.

Exuding confidence and status, Prince Rashid carried himself with powerful grace. With shoulders back, eyes forward, and head straight, his every stride spoke of absolute influence.

A bubble of hysteria flew up her throat, and she swallowed it. The last time they’d discussed his arrival, he had claimed to be traveling incognito. The man must not know the meaning of the word, as he was attracting attention from every passenger in the waiting area. One woman lost her balance and tripped over her hand luggage, so intent was she staring at him.

The poor woman. If Anya hadn’t been immune to love, her heart might have fluttered at the man striding toward her, too.

“Mister…” 

Hmm… She bit back the last name in time. How did you get the attention of a man who wanted to remain inconspicuous? 

The way he told the story, if she so much as mentioned his name or title, the residents of her beloved island would lose their minds. Either that, or a swarm of reporters would descend on them.

“Excuse me,” she stepped into the man’s path. One of the muscular guards blocked her advance.

“You are too close.” His voice was crisp and British. “Please step aside.”

She bristled at his curt tone, straightening to her full height of five feet seven inches. “I need to speak to him.”

The second man moved forward, blocking her view of the prince. “Why do you need access to Mr. Haddad?”

Her eyebrows shot up, but she resisted the urge to ask why he was using a pseudonym. Maybe it was normal for royals to travel under assumed names. She’d ask Leilah when she returned home, if she ever did. 

At the rate things were going, she’d be stuck here all day until the prince’s detail could run a full security check on her.

“I’m his escort.” Her cheeks burned as both guards arched their eyebrows and folded their arms across their chests. “I meant that his…” she lowered her voice, “…sister sent me to drive him to Idlewood.”

“Aziz, Omar, please let Ms. Morrison do her job.” Prince Rashid’s command cleared the path like Moses at the Red Sea. “Thank you for coming, but your presence is unnecessary.”

Her jaw dropped. “Unnecessary? I canceled my plans for today.” 

It had been an appointment to refresh the front row of her braids, but he didn’t need to know that. Or that she’d sacrificed an hour of sleep last night to do it herself. 

“I drove two hours to get here.”

The prince tugged at his cuffs, though no part of his suit was out of place. “I have procured a vehicle, and Omar has the route mapped out. There was no need for you to inconvenience yourself.”

“Huh.”

Perhaps now she’d learn to say no when she didn’t want to do something.

“Fine.” Pivoting, she headed for the exit. 

Why had she expected him to be less rigid in person than he’d been via email? She blamed herself.

“Wait.” A warm hand grasped her elbow, sending a spark of electricity up her arm.

Swallowing her gasp, she spun to arch a brow at the man who’d made it clear through their interchange that he considered her a liability. 

“How may I help you, sir?” Her tone flattened into cool notes that mimicked his.

“Won’t you accompany us?”

“I—” Prepared to snap at him, she had no comeback for the unexpected kindness.

“Please. It is the least we could do for the inconvenience.” His gray eyes met hers, and for a second, they transfixed her.

“Thanks, but I drove here.”

“Aziz can take your vehicle.”

“Sir?” The taller of the two guards spoke up.

“It is the perfect solution.”

“Sir,” Aziz lowered his voice, “consider the risks.”

“This is more secure than our original plan. Omar will drive us while you take the lead car.” What might have been a smile on anyone else flickered across the prince’s face, then disappeared. “A diversion.”

The ticking muscle in the guard’s jaw was the only sign that he disagreed.

“No.” Anya edged away. “I’ll meet you in Idlewood.”

“I insist.” The prince cupped her elbow as if she’d agreed. “We can finalize the logistics for Amira’s wedding.”

“Leilah,” she corrected.

“I would appreciate it if you reviewed the guest list with me.” He flashed her a crooked smile that sent her heart fluttering. “For Leilah.”

Resting a hand against her stomach, she searched for an excuse—any reason not to spend time with the man whose physical presence had evoked emotions she hadn’t felt in over a decade.

“You would be granting me a favor.”

And just like that, her people-pleasing heart capitulated. With a barely suppressed groan, she handed over her keys and led the way to the rental counter. 

Five minutes later, the prince helped Anya into a black SUV, climbing in after her. The cool air-conditioning blasted against her skin, but his scent swirled around her, spicy and delicious, cutting through the new car leather smell.

Lord, why am I having this visceral reaction to him?

It was annoying. They’d had a somewhat antagonistic email correspondence for months, and she’d never responded like this.

Sure, he was handsome. But she’d pulled up photos of him before their first meeting, and they hadn’t intrigued her the way the man had with one glance. 

It was because all her closest friends were coupling up. Yes, that was it. Prince Rashid was on the island for one week. A few hours in his presence, and she’d get over this unsettling connection.

If not, he was leaving after the wedding, and things would return to normal.

Please, God. 

Anya had already experienced the great love of her lifetime. She was content to spend the rest of her life alone, no matter how amazing Prince Rashid smelled.








  
  Two

  
  
  Makram

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




Prince Rashid Makram Iqbal pretended to ignore Omar’s curious regard as he sat as close as he dared to Anya. He didn’t blame his colleague for eyeing him in the rearview mirror whenever traffic allowed. 

Outside of official Royal Guard duties or family obligations, travel companions were a luxury Makram never permitted. Women in particular were a distraction he avoided.

When his twin had lost his head over a woman several months ago, he’d vowed not to deviate from his path. Marrying for love was not an option for him, despite his envy of the way Liyana stared at Khareem. 

Omar flicked another glance at the rearview mirror. If they’d held the wedding in Jazirat Aljana as he’d suggested, they would be riding in a limousine. Then Makram could raise the partition and escape the guard’s scrutiny.

Letting his gaze drift across the vibrant buildings washed in the bright island sunlight, he analyzed his reaction to the woman beside him.

Something about Anya Morrison made him long to be close to her. Perhaps it was the way she passionately defended his half-sister’s wishes. Or how she’d hovered around him at the airport, wanting to fulfill her role but respecting his request not to be addressed by his title or name in public. 

Leilah Amira’s email about her inability to meet him had been a mild inconvenience, one he’d resolved by arranging his own transport.

Anya had been a surprise—one who spoke with an enchanting lilt and smelled of roses. The rustle of fabric beside him pulled him from his thoughts.

“It might be hard to see, but I have the seating chart saved on my phone.” A few taps on the screen brought up a tiny rendition of the plan. 

Should he mention the duplicate physical copies tucked in the valise at his feet?

Her arm brushed his as she shuffled closer. “Since you were concerned about the security, I tweaked it.” A manicured finger tapped the glass. “These red dots represent the vulnerable areas. Officers from the Idlewood Police Department will patrol outside. I’ve also rearranged the plan to seat Quincy’s team near these locations.”

“Hmm.”

She whipped her head toward him. “Let me guess: you disagree?”

It was an ingenious idea, but admitting that would dull the spark in her eyes. Did she realize how she lit up when she challenged him?

“Do you argue with all your clients?”

Her nostrils flared. “Leilah’s my client. You’re just her…” Snapping her teeth together, she turned away from him.

“Her what?” Cocking his head, Makram studied her, brain working overtime to fill in the blank.

Her estranged half-brother?

Her unwanted guest?

Growing up, he’d had no contact with Leilah Amira except during official events. There, they each occupied distinct roles. The princess played a visible part, often serving as ambassador, while he remained behind the scenes.

Would she have invited him to her wedding if their half-brother, King Suleiman, hadn’t insisted on sending a representative?

“Look,” Anya angled her body toward him, gaze on her interlocked fingers resting on her lap, “I won’t pretend to understand what it means to be royalty. I’m a simple girl, doing the best job possible for a woman I admire and consider a friend.”

How could he get past her barriers and into her inner circle? And why did he care? This was a short-term assignment he’d received because of his security expertise. 

“You may not think my job’s as important as yours, but please, allow me to do it.”

“Wait,” he held his breath until she met his eyes. “Do you truly believe I do not respect what you do?”

Her scoff had him calling on his years of training not to flinch. “You criticize every decision I make.”

“I do not—”

Her arched brow made his words falter. 

“I have the emails to prove it.” Tapping on her screen, she opened one. “When I sent you the guest list, your response was,” clearing her throat, she adopted a snooty British accent. “‘I expect background checks to be conducted on each individual.’”

“I was protecting my half-sister from unknown risks.”

“Unknown risks?” She folded her arms across her chest. “The residents of Idlewood are not miscreants. Yeah, we have grumpy or standoffish citizens, but most of them are kind. Besides, we’re the ones who stood by Leilah through her pregnancy and stuck around to help her raise Zahra.”

“Yes, well—”

“I didn’t see any of your people when she was at her lowest.”

“Because none of us knew where she was!” The words exploded from his mouth, filling the cabin and drawing Omar’s shocked frown.

Makram had been on the team dispatched to France to retrace Amira’s last steps. After hours of studying her interactions, reviewing video footage, and questioning random people for clues about her whereabouts, the trail disappeared at the train station. 

After months of feeling like a failure, their father, King Daud, admitted that he’d known where the princess was the entire time.

“Fine,” she conceded, inclining her head. “How about this one?”

She pulled up another email. “There should be visible security at every entry point, armed guards patrolling the ceremony grounds, and clear perimeters.”

Did he come across as a rule-touting dictator? Or did her sarcastic tone make it feel that way?

“When I told you Leilah wanted a warm, intimate wedding and that visible security would change the tone, you claimed I was naive.”

A loud guffaw drew his gaze upward to Omar’s amused one.

“Pardon me, Your Highness. These podcast hosts are hilarious.” Omar gestured to the earpiece.

“Right.”

Nothing was playing on his communication device, though Aziz was probably listening to their conversation and being entertained at his expense.

“I apologize if I have come across as—” 

“Rigid? Inflexible?”

“Overly security-conscious,” he admitted. “It is a hazard of the job.” And of being a member of the Iqbal household. 

A lifetime of scrutiny had turned every public move into a calculated maneuver. Within the palace, among his half-siblings, information was power, which each person wielded without regard for the consequences.

“I believe your suggestion adequately addresses my concerns.”

A tiny frown marred her brow as she scrutinized him. “You’re not just saying that?”

“No.”

“Okay.” Her voice lost its edge. “Apology accepted.”

He hadn’t offered an apology, but he wouldn’t quibble.

“Thank you.” After the way he’d insinuated her incompetence, her forgiveness came easier than he’d expected. “Please tell me more about this town you love so much. Convince me that its residents can keep secrets.”

Her eyes twinkled as she grinned at him. “Did you know we have two princesses living with us?”

“I heard a rumor.”

“What about our famous singer? Once upon a time, he used to be an award-winning hip-hop artist.”

“That is… interesting.”

None of his reports on Idlewood had mentioned it.

“Oh, the stories I could tell you.”

By the time they followed Anya’s directions to Idlewood, Makram wasn’t sure what to believe. Either the citizens of Idlewood were swindlers or auditioning for sainthood.

“We have arrived, Your Highness.”

The SUV slowed to a halt, revealing a structure through the tinted glass that made Makram’s heart lurch. Had they mistakenly stopped at a child’s dollhouse? Surely, this was not his designated accommodation for the next week.

On the pavement sat an even smaller replica of the house, packed with books. He pinched the bridge of his nose before his gaze drifted back to Anya. Someone had failed to pass on critical information.

“Where exactly are we?”

Anya tilted her head. “Didn’t Leilah tell you? You’re staying at the Hummingbird Cottage.”

Makram glared at the building that could have fit three times in his bathroom back home. “She most certainly did not. Where is my lovely half-sister? I have questions.”

The first being where his guards would sleep in a house smaller than his dressing room.





OEBPS/33bfe5f81cde571ad42c3cc4ed59c7ad63594007_smallRaw.jpg







OEBPS/images/2036f70536d1da9fcfe5cd31cd84ac4e_smallRaw.png
//

/

\\\

HopeLight

w Publishers













