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The Mediterranean isn’t safe.
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An irritating fact to be sure, but that won’t stop Prince Anteros from showing his new wife around his Mediterranean island of Paradiso. His island borders the volatile sea where the Barbary corsairs reign, or at least they did reign. He now does, and he won’t allow any corsair to step foot on his land. Unfortunately, it appears one corsair has, as well as now stolen his wife right out from under his nose.
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That corsair clearly has a death wish.
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Furious, Anteros sets out to engage in a battle like no other. He intends on destroying the man who has gotten in his way, retrieve the woman he loves then ensure every single enemy he has (of which he has plenty) understands the brutal lengths he’ll go to, to keep his loved ones safe.
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Death wishes, hopefully, can be dealt with.
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Come and join in the adventure. You will love Her Pirate Prince, because this prince can’t help but follow his pirate tendencies.
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Each book within this series is standalone, although for your reading pleasure you may wish to read The Prince’s Bride (Regency Brides, Book 5) before this one, as this story is a continuing adventure for Prince Anteros and Olivia.  If you require the buy link, it’s below.
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Under a midnight moon, her robes donned and hair of silver and white covered, Shira walked carefully along the craggy, treacherous edge of the cliffs of Algiers, the waves crashing into the shore far below, and the salty spray drifting through the humid night air. As the seer of Algiers, she saw far more than anyone else, and tonight, at the uppermost peak of the headland, a wispy white presence floated back and forth, visible only to her. The ghostly presence beckoned her, awaited her arrival. Mario of Paradiso. She sensed the urgency that had brought Mario to this rugged place this eve.

She touched the tinkling charms dangling from her wrist-full of silver bangles, the wind whipping through with unwavering strength. That wind threatened to tumble her down the cliffs and into the jagged rocks and unforgiving waters far below. This was such a dangerously magnificent place, where the silvery blackness of the water met the endless, starlight horizon of the Mediterranean Sea.

Taking a deep breath, she focused on Mario’s spirit form and continued onward and upward. When she finally reached the upper crest, she stepped across a patch of rocky ground as his wispy being floated closer.

After another careful step, she cupped her palms around his cheeks, her dear friend having been gone these past thirteen years. Slowly, his form got stronger, the wispy whiteness becoming more solid. “As-salamu alaykum. It is good to see you, Mario.”

“Wa alaykum al-salam. As it is to see you, Shira.” Even with the whiteness, shadows lined his face.

“Why have you beckoned me here to these cliffs this eve? I see the worry etched upon your face.”

“I’ve had a disturbing premonition of my grandson, Anteros, and his beloved new bride, Olivia.”

“What have you seen?” Trepidation tightened her chest. She’d awoken last eve with sweat beading her brow from a vision that had jerked her abruptly from her sleep. The vision had been of Anteros and Olivia wading through a thick pool of congealed blood. Olivia had floundered and gotten sucked below the surface. Anteros had searched frantically for her, shoving the clotted blood away before he finally found her. He’d plucked her from the jellied mess, scooped her into his arms and slogged through the endless waves of bloodred toward Shira. He’d shouted her name, and she’d tried to reach out a hand to aid him, but Anteros had fallen back into the endless abyss of blood, Olivia going under with him.

“Olivia will soon be stolen away from Anteros.” Mario leaned forward, raised one wispy eyebrow. “You’ve seen the pool of blood they get lost within?”

“I have, and it was a disturbing vision.”

“It shall become their reality if you and I don’t take action.”

“Anteros would never allow any harm to come to Olivia. She is his very heart.”

“A heart that his greatest enemy wishes to strike at.” Mario’s gaze narrowed. “The enemy I speak of is the Dey of Algiers. We both know how viciously Dey Hazim wishes to control all of the Mediterranean. He will obliterate anyone who stands in his path, of which Anteros stands front and center.”

“I too have seen the same vicious need during readings I’ve done for the dey.” She released a stuttered breath. “Mario, lately Hazim’s corsairs have arrived back into port with more slaves than ever before in their holds. Not only do they raid merchant ships, but they also steal into villages all across these seas and take all the flesh they can. They care naught for who they seize, the rich or the poor, the educated or the uneducated. No one is exempt.”

Bile rose in her throat. She’d always detested Hazim’s foul means of taking and selling slaves. Goodness, but just last week along the bay, she’d stood on the verge of a large crowd that had clamored around the returning corsairs as the pirates had herded the unfortunate souls they’d captured off their ships.

Chained together in their torn and bloodied clothes, those poor souls had stumbled barefoot into the city. The corsairs had prodded the slaves with their scimitars, shouting with hoots and hollers and leery grins as they’d led them along the cobbled streets toward the slave pens belonging to Hazim.

In the past, she’d always done all she could for those captured, many-a-time having bartered readings with Hazim just for access into the pens. Once there, she’d always made her way to the children first, the most vulnerable, many of them stolen away from their parents. When tending to the children, she ensured they had blankets and food, and whatever else she could offer. “Hazim spreads his reign of terror across all these lands. I’m not sure what else I can do.”

“I know you wish you could halt him, Shira.”

“I do, more than I could ever express with words, but I don’t have the means to do so. Only Anteros does. He has a large fleet of ships at his command, but I fear after the vision I’ve had, he too will be taken from us.”

“We need to alter your vision, seek another outcome.” Mario surrounded her with his wispy warmth. “Anteros sinks as many of Hazim’s ships as he can. He often frees the slaves before they even reach Algiers, but it isn’t enough. Not nearly enough. Hazim simply builds more ships and sends his corsairs back out to do his bidding.” Mario motioned out toward the dark waves which swelled for as far as the eye could see, the ripples of white surf highlighted by the gentle glow of the moon. “Hazim is about to come after Anteros and all he holds dear. It’s time for you to set a grand plan in motion, one that will free all those who need freeing.”

“How do you propose I do that?”

“His house is divided, Shira. Hazim’s two sons stand either side of that divide, and as we are both aware—”

“—a divided house cannot stand,” Shira finished with a firm nod.

“Correct.” Mario placed his palms together in a prayerful stance. “There is an evilness which pervades Hazim’s soul, the same as it does with his second-born son, Barossa.”

“I’ve seen that evilness, but it doesn’t pervade Nazari’s soul, Hazim’s firstborn son.” She touched her heart and continued, “Nazari’s mother had a soft and loving heart. He holds the same.”

“Nazari is different to his father and half-brother. I’ve seen the same as you.” Mario turned toward the palace sitting high on the terraced hilltop overlooking the citadel, the elegant, sprawling white structure two stories high with a succession of curved arches supported by pillars and topped with a crowned roof and raised domes, the dey’s flag flapping in the nighttime breeze from the uppermost point of his fortress.

“What else do you see?” she asked Mario. “Share with me all you can.”

“If Anteros and Olivia are to survive what’s coming for them, then you must read Anteros’s future, for only once you have will you truly know what to do. They can’t be allowed to perish. Devise a plan. I have every faith in you.”

“I won’t fail you.” Or any of her loved ones.

“Summon Anteros and read his future. Summon Adrestia too. Anteros will need his sister during the difficult days to come.” Fine tendrils separated from his form and swirled all about her. His love encompassed her for a brief moment before his essence floated out over the cliffs where nothing but the sea raged far below. “Ma al-salamah.” He blew her a kiss. “Take care of our loved ones.”

“Ila al-liqaa, Mario. Of course, I shall.” She blew him a kiss in return, and the wind rose and sent the last of his form shimmering away on the breeze.

He was gone, although she wasn’t alone. She would never be alone.
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Dearest Anteros,

Your grandfather came to me.

He connected in his spirit form.

You must come to me as he instructed.

We have much to speak about.

In secret, out on the water.

Bring Adrestia.

Leave Olivia at home.
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Follow my instructions precisely.

Do not waver from my request.

We must change the course of yours and Olivia’s future.

We must intervene against death.
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Habeebi, much love,

Shira.
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Every Drop In the Ocean Has a Story to Tell
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Two days after receipt of the summons, one mile along the coastline from the Kasbah of Algiers, late 1811.
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Anteros turned the skiff’s oar a touch to ensure the strong current within the bay didn’t carry him any farther out to sea. He’d rowed to this exact spot after receiving a letter of summons from Shira to collect her in secret. He’d also brought his sister as Shira had requested, leaving Olivia at home on the island of Paradiso.

That had been the hardest thing he’d ever done.

A man should never be separated from his new bride, and certainly not when said bride had a tendency of getting into trouble. Now, more than ever, he needed to keep Olivia in his sight, particularly considering the last line of Shira’s summons stating they needed to intervene against death.

From his position on the center seat of the skiff—the sun ablaze and the desert sands inland burning a vivid orange hue—he gave the wise woman he considered family his full attention. “Shira, you may speak freely.”

“Lahda men fadlek.” Shira held up a staying hand, her gaze going to his loyal right-hand man and crew keeping an alert eye on the coastline from The Cobra’s deck. “All appears clear,” she stated. “I must apologize.”

“No apology is needed.” He scanned the citadel’s northern stone wall facing the sea where a succession of cannons ran the entire curved length, the city itself rising into the hills, the pastel-colored dwellings all densely packed together behind the fortified walls. Higher along the terraces, narrow alleyways twisted and turned, the stronghold of Algiers governed by the almighty Dey of Algiers—Dey Hazim, his greatest enemy. “Hazim’s cannons can’t reach us here. Tell me what you’ve seen to have sent the summons.”

“Far too much, yet also not nearly enough.” Shira wrapped an arm around Adrestia’s shoulders. The two of them had always been close, like grandmother and granddaughter, their bond tight.

Adrestia wrapped an arm around Shira’s shoulders in return. “I miss Grandfather terribly. I wish he’d visit me in his spirit form.”

“Oh, my sweet girl, even though you can’t see your grandfather, he still watches over you and Anteros. Mario will always be near, for those we’ve loved and lost are never truly far away. We are separated by a thin veil alone.”

“I’ll be forever grateful he raised us.” Adrestia’s voice hitched. “It doesn’t matter how many years he’s been gone. Sometimes it feels like yesterday that he passed away.”

“It feels the same way for me too.” He reached across and squeezed his sister’s arm. His grandfather had oozed vitality, right up until the last few months of his life before he’d breathed his last. “We were born during a difficult time for our parents. Our father feared for his monarchy and the continued reign of the Royal
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