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The Boss’s Demand

Jennifer Lewis
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she would love to hear from readers at jen@ jen-lewis.com.
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world.
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One

“I want her gone.”

Elan Al Mansur’s low-pitched command shot into her ear as
she pressed the intercom button to speak with him. Surprise
made Sara catch her breath—he must have someone in his office.



#litres_trial_promo
#litres_trial_promo
#litres_trial_promo
#litres_trial_promo
#litres_trial_promo
#litres_trial_promo
#ulink_7cbfed37-804b-53b0-a9ab-527287607047
mailto:jen@jen-lewis.com
#ulink_49f75387-c884-57fc-9ce8-835a38dfcd55
#ulink_e88e665f-58fd-5a1f-9a9d-ed48bf12b3e6

She held her tongue, afraid of her new boss though she’d only
been there a few hours.

“But Mr. Al Mansur...” Sara recognized the voice of Jill Took
from Human Resources. “She has a bachelor’s degree in business
with a minor in geology, she wrote her honors thesis on the profit
potential of alternative mining technologies, and her references
are excellent.”

They were talking about her.

Her finger quivered on the button as her brain told her to hang
up. But she stifled her breathing and kept her finger in place.

“Did I not inform you that I require my assistant to be a mature
woman?” His voice was almost a growl.

“Yes, but...”

“How old is Miss Daly?”

“Twenty-five, but she seems exceptionally mature. She
presented herself...”

“Twenty-five!” Sara heard a dismissive snort. “That’s hardly
what I would call mature. I've made it quite clear that I prefer
my assistant to be a woman with decades of experience, and
preferably gray hairs on her head.”

Sara’s finger twitched on the button as her hackles rose. She
took in a measured gulp of air.

“Mr. Al Mansur, I'm afraid we don’t receive many applications
from senior citizens. I...”

“Is Miss Daly married?”

“No, sir, I don’t believe she is. But as you know, sir, that kind



of information is not—"

Jill paused and Sara pressed the phone to her ear as she heard a
loud creak and some rustling. Elan Al Mansur must have silenced
Jill with a gesture.

“Miss Took—" His throaty voice coiled into Sara’s ear and
fear curled in her stomach at his tone. “I'm a busy man. I don’t
have time for the whims and fancies of foolish girls. We both
know the kinds of problems which have plagued my office of
late. Miss Daly must go.”

“But Mr. Al Mansur...”

“That’s my last word on the matter. Miss Daly?”

Sara jumped in her chair as her name assaulted her down the
phone line. He must have pressed the intercom button, too.

“Yes,” she croaked.

“Please, come in.”

“Yes, sir.” She hung up the phone gingerly. Adrenaline spiked
through her body. I'm going to be fired.

She could hear the murmur of their voices on the other side
of the heavy mahogany door, no doubt discussing the terms of
her severance. Her severance? After one morning? She’d moved
a thousand miles from her home in Wisconsin to take this job in
Placer, amidst the crumpled peaks and wide valleys of Nevada’s
high desert. All her cash had gone into the security deposit on her
apartment and her car had died and... The horror of the situation
bloomed like a thunderhead.

This job was the answer to all her prayers. The high salary



was her ticket out from under the crushing load of debt from her
college loans and her mother’s final illness. It had taken her extra
time to get her degree while holding down a full-time job, and
finally here was an opportunity to build her career and make her
reputation as Executive Assistant and Project Manager at one of
the fastest growing players in the oil industry.

Now it would be taken from her because she didn’t have any
gray in her hair?

It wasn’t fair. To work so hard for so long and not even be
given a chance to prove herself? No. Not today, Mr. Al Mansur.
She didn’t plan to leave quietly.

Fear and rage fought inside her as she rose from her chair.
Buttoning the jacket of the conservative suit she’d bought
especially for the job, she strode toward the door. Her hand
trembled as she reached for the large brushed-steel handle, and
she inhaled sharply as she pressed down the lever.

“But she’s a plain little thing, I'm sure she wouldn’t be the type
to...” Ms. Took’s words trailed off and pink flushed her cheeks
as Sara made her entrance.

Her boss’s focused black gaze hit her like a right hook to the
gut. He leaned back in a black leather chair, arms on the armrests,
surveying her down the length of his aristocratic nose.

Everything about the man seemed designed to intimidate.
From his thick black hair and hard-edged features to his broad
muscled frame in its tailored black suit, Elan Al Mansur seethed
with power and danger.



Sara’s angry protest withered on her tongue as he leaned
forward in his chair, narrowed his eyes, and pursed his lips
slightly.

“Miss Daly.”

“Yes.” She was surprised her voice sounded so normal as she
gagged on a ferocious cocktail of terror and indignation.

His gaze drifted over her face, disdain plain in his raised
eyebrow and slightly curled lip.

Anger simmered inside Sara along with an unfamiliar
sensation. An odd tension that tightened her muscles and nerves,
wound them taut like the strings of an instrument as a searing
note of high-pitched anxiety rose in the air.

His eyes locked on hers. “You’re being reassigned to a position
in accounting. Your salary and benefits will remain the same.
You'll begin your duties immediately.”

Accounting? She’d moved here to take a highly visible
position as right hand to the CEO, with assurances that her
duties would range far beyond administrative tasks. A transfer to
accounting was a step backward. A slap in the face.

“But why?” The words shot out before she had a chance to
shape them into an intelligent question.

Jill Took shifted awkwardly in her chair, “Er, we believe your
skill set and attention to detail will be better employed in, er,
other capacities.”

Sara tore her eyes from Miss Took and fixed them back on the
man who wanted her gone. He didn’t even know her and already



he despised her.

Instead of shrinking in the face of his distaste, she felt her
assertive impulse growing, swelling, threatening to burst its
boundaries.

But she had everything to lose and nothing to gain from
alienating this man. Proceed with caution.

His arrogant features had an unsettling beauty to them. Some
women might find him attractive. But to her he was simply a
boss. An ordinary man in a dark suit who just happened to have
eyes that tore through flesh and bone with the intensity of their
gaze.

She stared at him for a full five seconds and he didn’t flinch. A
curious expression lit his unblinking eyes. His lips parted slightly
but he didn’t speak. At last, he leaned forward—his chair let out
a violent creak—and reached for a pen on his desk.

“You’ll be compensated for your inconvenience, Miss Daly.”

“I don’t want compensation.” At last her repressed ire bubbled

over into speech. “I want this job. 'm qualified for this job and
I'm a hard worker. I'll be the best assistant you’ve ever had, I
promise you that, Mr. Al Mansur. You will find no fault with
me.”
She could hardly believe she was begging to keep a job with a
man who obviously didn’t want her around, but she was damned
if she’d let a career opportunity of this magnitude be snatched
rudely away.

“That will not be possible, Miss Daly.”



His poker face and easy posture threw fresh fuel on the flames
of her indignation.

“I overheard your conversation.” The words slipped out before
she had time to consider the consequences. Good. It was time to
lay all her cards on the table.

He raised an eyebrow and a shadow clouded his face. He
blinked once, then his fierce eyes tunneled into her again with
harrowing intensity.

Sara struggled for breath, for strength to defend herself. “I
heard you say I'm not old enough for the position.”

“Er, Miss Daly—" Jill Took rose from her chair, but ceased
speaking when her boss raised his hand.

“Miss Daly, I'll be frank with you.” His voice was deep, his
tone casual. He leaned back in his chair—creak!—and crossed
his arms over his chest. Sara couldn’t help noticing how thick his
upper arms were, even through the wool of his suit.

“I've had my fill of flighty girls who are here merely to hunt
for a husband. Don’t think I flatter myself that 'm the object of
their attentions. Frankly, I find them pathetic.”

He looked down his slightly aquiline nose at her for a second
and the full force of his disgust threatened to knock her off her
feet.

“I have a business to run and I will no longer tolerate the
foolish behavior of those who have anything other than my
business on their mind. For this reason I shall no longer consider
young, single women for this position.”



He leaned forward again—creak!—and picked up a pen off
the desk. As if to sign her death warrant. “That will be all, Miss
Daly.”

A rush of exasperation propelled Sara to his desk. She placed
her fingertips on the polished mahogany and leaned toward
him. Close enough to taste his scent—subtle and masculine—the
fragrance of a deodorant soap released by warm, active skin.

He leaned back slowly, surveying her, arms crossed over his
chest. Listening.

Now she was on the offensive.

“Mr. Al Mansur, I may be a young, single woman, but, believe
me, | have no interests beyond performing this job to the best of
my abilities. I am an experienced executive assistant.”

And a plain little thing. Plain, was she? So much the better.
She lifted her chin and fixed her gaze directly on his dark eyes.
He narrowed them slightly.

She sucked in a breath. “Your company is the kind of fast-
growing, forward-thinking firm I want to work for. You've
achieved revenue growth of ten percent a year over the last five
years. You're a leader in exploiting new drilling technologies
and reducing environmentally harmful emissions at your drilling
sites.”

She steadied herself, refused to wilt in the heat of his
scorching stare. “Your company has won praise for creating a
progressive labor-friendly work environment. Praise it may not
deserve, given the way I'm being treated. And if you take this



job away from me I'll sue you for reverse age discrimination.”

As her words reverberated off the stark white walls of his
office, she sprang back from the desk. She crossed her arms
over her chest, mirrored his defensive gesture. Her assertiveness
thrilled her—and appalled her. A lawsuit? She couldn’t even
afford a two-piece suit. She was bluffing, but what the heck, she
didn’t have much to lose.

Well, except the position in accounting. Which did still have
the same excellent salary and benefits. Recrimination snaked in
her gut. She was playing pretty high-stakes poker with her life
right now.

His face tightened as he watched her. His black eyes burned
with intensity that sent an icy shiver up her spine. If looks could
kill... Perhaps looks could kill? The one he gave her right now
seemed to be sapping her life force in an alarming way.

On second thought, Mr. Al Mansur, perhaps counting a few
beans...

“You...” He uttered the single word in a voice so deep it was
barely within the human range of hearing.

He paused, then rose from his chair in a single swift motion.

“You...” Rage crackled in his throaty speech and sparked in
his eyes. He rested a big hand on the desk, amidst the piles of
papers and stacks of files that covered its surface. Awareness of
his threatening physique cowed her as he leaned across the desk,
a muscle working in his jaw. “You—will sue me?”

“It’s not fair. You haven’t given me a chance. You're firing me



for something someone else has done.” She sounded calm and
rational, though she felt anything but. “Let me prove to you I can
do this job. If you aren’t happy with my performance, then you
can transfer me or fire me outright and I won’t complain.”

He considered her for a moment, brow furrowed. Then he
drew himself up and crossed his arms over his chest. He shot a
glance at Jill Took, then looked back at Sara with one eyebrow
raised.

“All right, Miss Daly. You shall have one month.”

She sagged with glorious relief.

“One month to prove that you can keep your mind focused on
your duties.”

“You won’t be disappointed, sir.” She resisted the urge to add
a military salute.

Her shoulders locked with sudden anxiety as he strode around
his desk. Disobeying the instinct to shrink from his approach,
she forced herself to stand steady. She took his offered hand and
shook it with what she hoped was authoritative firmness. Big and
warm, his hand gripped hers for a mere instant.

And in that instant she realized the magnitude of the challenge
before her.

An invisible shudder rocked her as his skin touched hers.
His dark eyes seemed to see right through her, their piercing
gaze penetrating to the core of her being. Everything in her
pricked up—ears, hair, goose bumps—agonizingly aware of the
dangerously male life force before her.



When she drew her hand back it tingled slightly. Her body
flushed with sudden heat that belied the air-conditioned chill of
the office. If not for the stiff fabric of her new suit, her newly
tightened nipples would be clearly visible.

What on earth?

Chemistry? Sara stepped backward, blinking, afraid of the
strange sensations surging through her. How could a man she
didn’t know—a man she didn’t like at all—have this kind of
effect on her?

Oh, dear.

She cleared her throat, desperate to get control of her errant
body and mind and demonstrate the focused professionalism
she’d promised.

“Will that be all, sir?” She sounded like a movie character.
Right now she needed a script.

She needed to get out of there.

ASAP.

Her boss had turned away to rifle through the mess of papers
sprawled over his huge desk.

“Hmph,” he grunted, without looking up. Then he nodded
dismissively to the two women. “Thank you.”

Jill Took rose from her chair and bolted for the door. Sara
scurried behind her like a startled rabbit.

Outside in the spacious annex that held Sara’s desk, Jill turned
to her.

“Sara, what I was saying when you came in, about you being



a plain little thing...” Her cheeks turned pink again. “You know
I was just trying anything I could think of to get Mr. Al Mansur
to change his mind.”

“Of course.” Sara nodded vigorously, wondering why Jill’s
cheeks were so pink if she wasn’t fibbing. “And I appreciate you
standing up for me. I won’t let you down.”

“I know you won’t. I hired you, remember?”

Sara laughed a little, glad to release some tension.

Jill lowered her voice. “He’s all right really. It’s just that,
well, he’s right, quite honestly. I hired his last two assistants.
They appeared to be perfectly capable, suitable employees, very
polished and efficient, but they... I don’t know how to explain it.
They went gaga over him.” Jill widened her eyes comically.

Sara blinked and swallowed. She’d tasted a sip of gaga and
was still tipsy from it.

“lI mean, he’s a good-looking guy and all,” Jill continued
quietly, with a quick glance at the closed door. “But he has
some kind of bizarre effect on women that makes them throw
themselves at him in the most embarrassing way. I could tell you
weren’t that sort at all.”

Since you're such a plain little thing.

The unspoken words hung in the air between them. Sara
shrank like Alice in Wonderland before the immaculately
attired thirty-something blonde in her designer suit and high
heels. Apparently Jill was impervious to whatever strange curse
of irresistibility hung over the head of poor Elan. Sara felt



thoroughly humbled.

“Not at all,” she managed. “I need this job and I mean to keep
it.”

“You'll do great,” Jill said, giving her a reassuring squeeze on
the arm.

Sara nodded resolutely. “You bet I will.”

Sue him for reverse age discrimination, would she? Elan
raised his eyebrows. That was a first. She obviously knew little
about discrimination law, but it stung that she’d thought to accuse
him of bias.

He had nothing against female employees. He’d even hire
them out in the oil fields if they wanted the work.

But he wanted nothing more to do with simpering maidens
who draped themselves across his desk and fluttered their
eyelashes over his morning coffee. They exhausted him with their
intrigues and flirtations. And none of them could even make a
decent cup of coffee. Weak—the coffee and the women.

He looked up at a knock on the door. “Come in.”

Sara entered with a report he’d asked her to prepare and
placed the file on his desk.

“Can I get you anything?” Her voice rang in his silent office
like a bell. She waited quietly. A strand of pale hair had come
loose from her bun and fluttered near her chin, which lifted in
a gesture of defiance.

“I could use a cup of coffee.” He cocked his head.

“I don’t know how to make coffee.” She stared at him, her



attitude almost insolent. He leaned forward in his chair, struck
by her refusal.

“I suspect you have the aptitude to figure it out,” he said
slowly. “But never mind. Too much caffeine rattles the nerves.”

He saw a slight smile tug at the corners of her mouth, but she
quickly gained control of her features and regarded him once
again with a stony expression.

He’d felt the sharp edge of her attitude and he had to admit
he liked it. She stood her ground admirably.

She leaned over to replace the cap on a pen lying open on his
desk. The loose strand of hair hung momentarily in her eyes and
she raised a hand to brush it aside. As she tucked the lock behind
her ear she looked up at him, caught off guard, and their eyes
met.

A mute challenge.

Suddenly his office seemed uncomfortably warm.

She turned and left without another word. A good sign. She
wouldn’t bend his ear with idle chitchat.

He’d give her the chance she asked for. That she’d demanded.
He’d seen the fire that flared in her eyes. Eyes the color of rare
jade, cool and flecked with gold. Fringed with pale lashes that
had blinked in anger as she’d stared him down.

A plain little thing? What an expression. He was amused by
the way some people defined beauty in terms of how loudly
it shouted at you. For him, true beauty was a quality that
shone from within, that brightened and strengthened, like the



morning sun rising behind dark mountains. A force that could be
dangerous to its beholder.

But Sara’s quiet beauty had no effect on him. He’d grown used
to enjoying the more obvious kind of feminine attributes. When
in Rome... Fast cars, fast women and the comfort and ease of
being alone in his bed at the end of the day.

No ties, no responsibilities, no commitments. Something that
would be unheard of, horrifying even, to the people he’d left
behind in Oman.

But he had everything he needed here, including freedom
from the crippling bonds of traditions that had no place in the
modern world.

% %k ok

Sara spent much of the afternoon rearranging the files in
her desk. Her predecessor’s organizational system baffled her.
But then it didn’t sound like she’d been there long. Nor had the
woman before her or the one before that.

Had they all fallen victim to the dangerous charms of a boss
who wanted nothing more than an efficient worker?

She smoothed the last of her newly printed labels on her neatly
rearranged file folders and eased the drawer shut.

Her boss emerged from his office and walked past her desk
without saying a word or even looking in her direction. He strode
across the floor with the powerful gait of a predator.

As the tall mahogany door to the elevator lobby closed behind
him, Sara reflected that Elan himself must be the reason this job



came with hardship pay. She could already see he worked like a
demon and expected his employees to do the same.

Oh, she could be a demon all right.

She felt a little circumspect about entering his office when
he was away, but he hadn’t actually told her to keep out. She
planned to organize it in a such a way that he’d wonder how he
ever survived without her.

She pushed open the door and stepped into the hushed space.
No paintings or statues, not a single photograph ornamented his
desk. Elan was clearly all business all the time.

She’d felt it necessary to establish that she was not the coffee
waitress, but now she was keen to prove she’d do everything in her
power to make Elan’s day run smoothly. With brisk efficiency,
she sorted and rearranged the disarray of papers on his desk,
labeling them with sticky notes if they required action. She
sharpened his pencils and tested his pens, threw away any dry
ones.

She’d rustled up a can of WD-40 to rid his chair of its
infuriating squeak. Proud to be a roll-up-the-sleeves type of
person, she was on her hands and knees under the chair when
the door opened.

“What on earth...?” Her boss’s deep voice rumbled across the
silent office. From her vantage point under the desk she could see
two shiny black brogues, and the crisp cuffs of his pinstriped suit.

A fist of apprehension seized her gut and she obeyed the
instinctive urge to leap to her feet.



“Ouch!” She banged her head hard on the underside of the
chair.

The brogues took a step forward and Sara swallowed hard. She
maneuvered out from under the massive chair and clambered to
her feet with as much dignity as her fitted skirt would allow.

The sunset streaming through the wall of windows made her
blink. As did the sight of Elan, his broad shoulders silhouetted in
the doorway. His suit jacket was unbuttoned and his tie loosened,
revealing a glimpse of dark throat that beckoned her eyes.

The harsh features of his face gleamed like rare metal in the
copper rays of the lowering sun as he stared at her, dark brows
lowered over narrowed eyes.

He looked down at the shining mahogany surface that had
previously been covered by papers, then at her, and the can in
her hand.

“What are you doing?”

She cleared her throat. “Your chair creaks.”

One black brow raised.

“Didn’t you notice? It’s been driving me crazy. Let’s see if 1
got it.” She jumped down into the seat of the enormous leather
chair and was pleased to hear absolutely nothing. “I think I nailed
it.”

He hadn’t moved a muscle. “What have you done to my desk ?”
He wrenched his eyes from hers to the newly uncluttered expanse
of mahogany.

“I sorted your papers into relevant categories. I didn’t throw



anything away, but the pile on the left can go, I think.”

He frowned at her. His face darkened and suspicion clouded
his eyes. “How could you possibly know enough about my work
to organize my papers on your first day?”

“Instinct.”

But all instinct fled as her skin began to sizzle under Elan’s
searing gaze.

“Please rise from my chair.” He spoke slowly, as if attempting
to communicate with someone with a poor command of the
language.

She jolted to her feet. She’d been so transfixed by him she’d
forgotten she was lounging in his personal throne.

His dark pupils tracked her with laser-beam intensity. “What
made you think you could enter my office and handle my effects
without permission?”

She struggled to regain her professional demeanor. “I consider
keeping your desk organized to be one of my responsibilities.”

He lowered his head slightly, scrutinizing her. “How do I know
you weren’t placing a bug there?”

“A bug?”

“To record my conversations.”

Indignation stung her. “Are you saying anything worth
recording?”

She immediately regretted her childish pique.

Elan stared at her. His brow furrowed as he digested her
insolence. But his reply was measured, calm.



“To my business rivals, yes.” He strode across the room and
maneuvered around her. He quickly crouched down and reached
a hand under the seat of the chair.

Sara found her eyes resting on his neck, on the strip of tan
skin between the starched collar of his white shirt and the close-
cropped black hair at the base of his skull. His small, delicate ear
was at odds with the massive, powerful build of his body.

He knelt on the floor and reached an arm under his desk. The
roping muscles of his back, visible even though the dark fabric
of his suit, captured her attention. It took a few seconds before
she realized he was feeling the underside of the desk, searching
for electronic devices.

Anger at his suspicion pricked her. She’d never been accused
of criminal activity before, and distrust didn’t sit well with her.
She’d worked at one job or another since age fourteen, and
the admiration and satisfaction of her boss had always been
something she could count on.

Elan leaned further under the desk. His suit jacket lifted,
revealing the curve of his rear. Good Lord, the man was built
like a decathlete.

She took a step backward, trying to regain control as a sudden
swell of heat made her body uncomfortable inside the stiff fabric
of her suit.

He backed slowly out from under the desk while she tried to
look anywhere except at his well-muscled backside. Elan avoided
looking at her, too, as he pulled himself awkwardly back up to



his feet.

“Still think I'm a mole?” She cocked her head, daring him to
extend his accusation.

He ran a hand through his thick hair. “Your previous job was
with an electronics firm, no?”

“Yes, Bates Electronics. I worked there for two years. They
have no relationship to the oil industry that I know of and no
reason to engage in industrial espionage. I am not a spy.”

“Couldn’t you have alerted building maintenance to the fact
that my chair creaks?”

“Sure, but by the time I'd called them, explained the problem
and demonstrated the squeak, I could have fixed it myself.
There’s nothing highly specialized about spraying lubricant.”

He looked at her. The word lubricant hung in the air between
them. An innocent word, related to the greasing of cogs, the
oiling of hinges, the wetting of pistons. Images which sent Sara’s
mind spinning in all sorts of forbidden directions.

She remembered his warnings against showing any prurient
interest in him. The thought triggered a rash impulse to test Elan’s
sense of humor by asking if she could be fired for saying the
word lubricant in his presence.

Mercifully she held her tongue. She dug her fingernails into
her palms, tried to control the craziness goading her. Why on
earth would she want to provoke and irritate her new boss?

She had an almost irresistible urge to see what lay behind the
highly polished granite facade Elan Al Mansur presented to the



world.

He drew himself up, took off his suit jacket and hung it over
the back of his chair. Unhooked his gold cuff links, dropped
them on the desk and rolled up his sleeves. His forearms were
muscled, brown and dusted with black hair.

The thought of those forearms closing around her waist,
holding her tight, swept through her mind like a gale-force wind.

She stepped backward and smoothed the front of her suit
with a hand, trying to brush away the bizarre physical sensation
assailing her.

Elan pushed his shirtsleeves up above his elbows as he settled
into his chair. Sara suspected her face was blazing as she
struggled to keep her eyes off his arms. An arm, for crying out
loud! What on earth was wrong with her?

The watch on that arm probably cost more than her mother’s
last round of chemo treatments. It was gold, the white face
covered with dials. Probably a Rolex. She suspected nothing but
the best was good enough for Elan Al Mansur.

“You have no work to do, Sara?” He looked up from his
papers, fixing her with a slit-eyed stare. She jumped inwardly.

“I wasn’t sure if you needed anything.”

“If T want something, TI'll let you know.” One broad finger
rested on the page, marking his place. “In the meantime, I'll
expect you to provide your own entertainment.”

He’d been aware of her eyes on him, studying him, appraising
him. Enjoying him. Humiliation clenched her gut. She turned



swiftly away as she felt a renewed blush darken her cheeks.

“Would you like me to change the water in that vase of roses?”
From one of his legions of tormented admirers, no doubt.

He looked at her for a moment.

“No.” He glanced back to his papers. “Perhaps you could take
them home? I don’t like flowers.”

“I can’t take them home, I ride a bike to work. But I'll put
them on my desk. They’ll brighten the place up a bit. Thanks.”

She paused to bury her face in the yellow blooms. The
soothing scent of rose petals filled her senses, relaxed her.

“They’re lovely.”

“Not to me. They’ll be dead in a day or two. I don’t wish to
watch them die.”

“I'll enjoy their swan song. If you don’t need anything else, I'll
take off for the day.”

He glanced quickly at his expensive watch. “Fine.” He went
back to shuffling a concertina of papers between his powerful
fingers. She lifted the vase and moved toward the door, opened
it with her hip.

“Good night.” She turned to him.

Lowered in concentration, his face was hidden from her until
he raised it. “You ride a bike to work?”

“Yes.” She paused, waiting for his disapproval.

“l see.” He looked at her for a moment, stony features
unreadable. Then he turned back to his papers, opened his pen,
and etched a dramatic signature into the crisp white document



on his desk.

Sara slipped out through the door with a silent sigh of relief
and heard it close softly behind her.

Elan placed the signed papers in his out-box and rose slowly
from his chair. He stood in front of the floor-to-ceiling window
that looked over the parking lot toward the desert and the distant
mountain range beyond.

The sun hung low in the sky, glinting off geometric rows
of cars baking in the late-afternoon sun. Many employees had
already left. The rest were striding across the parking lot,
climbing into their cars and driving out through the gates in an
orderly fashion like so many instinctive ants.

A lone figure broke from the orderly procession of cars,
darting among them, zigzagging across the parking lot on a
bicycle.

Sara.

He narrowed his eyes, straining to get a better look at her.
She’d changed out of her beige suit. Of course, who would ride
a bicycle in a tight skirt? Well, not tight, but fitted, hugging the
curve of her hips gently, as he recalled rather too clearly.

She’d put on shorts. Bicycle shorts, the stretchy kind. He
blinked. Swallowed. Her legs were lean, muscled, powerful. Her
tawny hair was tied back in a ponytail. Shouldn’t she be wearing
a helmet?

He tracked her movements across the parking lot as she made
a diagonal path to the exit while the long line of cars wound



patiently around the edge of the lot. She stood on her pedals as
she went over a speed bump, lifted her backside into the air.

He coughed and turned away. Experienced a sudden rush
of uncomfortable sensation. Something stirred inside him that
surprised and annoyed him. His pulse pounded and he opened
his mouth to breathe.

He moved away from the window and undid another button
on his shirt to loosen it. The powerful visual of Sara’s raised hips
taunted him.

A plain little thing? Not so. She merely plied her feminine
charms in a more calculated fashion than the girls in miniskirts
and high heels.

But already he could see she was no different from the others.

Two

“You may call me Elan.”

The rumble of his voice echoed in a previously undiscovered
part of her anatomy. She swallowed hard.

“All right, Elan.”

His name, spoken in her voice, sounded strangely intimate.
The intimacy was a gift to cherish, a reward for her successful
first week on the job. She knew he was pleased with her
performance. Twice he’d sent her to meetings in his place, and
he’d even allowed her to negotiate a new contract with a pipe
supplier.

She’d hoped the allure of his masculine charms would fade
with time and overexposure. That, unfortunately, had not yet
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happened.

“Sara, here’s my speech for the conference next week. Please
proof it and give me your opinion.”

He lifted a sheaf of handwritten papers. She noted with
chagrin that even his writing was sexy. Bold, thick cursive flowed
black from his solid-gold fountain pen.

“I'd be glad to.” She took the papers and forced herself not to
linger on the seductive thickness of his muscled neck as he bent
his head to the stack of contracts she’d handed him.

Elan threw himself into his job with the intensity of a
competitive athlete. At the end of the day he looked so tense
that she longed to move behind his chair and massage the hard
ridges of his shoulders. Longed to hear him sigh with relief as
her fingers eased the knots beneath his skin, soothing his tension.
Longed to lose her fingertips in the snowy cotton of his shirt, the
thick darkness of his hair.

She fought these urges like the beckoning calls to madness
they were. A foolish schoolgirl crush that undermined her
competence. No possible good could come from sighing over a
man who’d made it clear he despised the attentions of female
employees. This was the man who held the key to her future in
his hands.

Broad, capable hands that haunted her imagination.

“You can read my speech in here if you wish. You won’t be
disturbed by your ringing phone.” He indicated a plum-colored
leather chair tucked in a corner of his vast office.



“Great, thanks.” Another honor she probably didn’t deserve.
She settled herself in the soft leather and propped the papers up
in front of her eyes, the better to block out any distracting view
of her boss.

The more they worked together, the more she was bedeviled
by the urge to touch him. Electricity crackled in the air when
she came within inches of him, which was often as she worked
closely with him throughout the day. But the tiny distance
between them was an unbridgeable chasm whose howling depths
threatened to engulf her if she were foolish enough to act.

Perhaps a little touch would be enough, a casual brush of the
hand.

She couldn’t jump off that cliff. This job was too important.
And not just for the badly needed money it provided; Elan was
giving her a chance to prove herself in the business world, to
build a career that would be the foundation for a secure life.

With a successful career she’d never be stuck depending on a
man to support her. She’d never have to suffer the way her mother
had, trapped in a loveless marriage because she had too many
hungry mouths to feed.

But something about the ridge of Elan’s cheekbone made her
long to bite it gently. Something about his ear called her to
trace its delicate curve with a soft fingertip and suck the tender,
unpierced lobe. Something about his mouth made her want to
part his unsmiling lips with her tongue and plunge into the warm
depths.



“What are you looking at?”

She jumped in her seat, totally busted as Elan stared at her,
one eyebrow slightly lifted. She blinked, eyelids darting over her
lust-dilated pupils. He’d seen her gawking at him over the top of
his speech, desire written all over her face.

“I'm sorry, just thinking.”

“I can see that.” He settled back against the black leather of
his chair. His eyes narrowed slightly and the barest shadow of a
smile played over his lips.

He knew she wanted him. Just like all those other women
had wanted him. She struggled to hold his black gaze, trying
not to flinch as he stared, unblinking, taunting her with her own
unspoken desires.

He raised one hand, extended a single long finger and brought
it slowly to his lips. A thoughtful, deliberate, unbearably sensual
gesture. A surge of warmth heated Sara’s body, pleasurable and
uncomfortable at the same time.

Her suit felt tight, constricting, holding in a body that longed to
break free, to give rein to all the crazy impulses jarring her nerves
and sending suggestions to her muscles that made her strain to
hold her limbs still.

A knock on the door startled her, and she leaped to her feet,
dropping Elan’s speech unceremoniously in the chair.

“You’re jumpy,” he murmured.

“Come in,” she said sharply, trying to regain the air of prim
efficiency she used to pride herself on.



“I've got the samples you requested from the Davis field.”
Dora entered, her coral mouth pursed in a polite smile. The
office gossip, she took far too much pleasure in regaling Sara
with tales of her predecessors’ downfall.

Dora carried a rectangular metal basket filled with vials of a
black substance.

“T'll take them.” Sara, lifted the heavy basket by its handles.
She looked at Elan for instructions.

“On the desk.”

She lowered the basket and put it right on top of the scattered
papers as he’d indicated. He picked up one of the vials.

“Thank you, Dora.” Elan dismissed her with a nod. She exited
with a slight smirk on her face that made Sara’s insides twist with
affront. Could Dora see into her mind? Know she was tempted
down the same path to self-destruction that had tripped up so
many women before her?

“Do you know what this is?” He swirled it and the dark liquid
clung to the sides of the glass, viscous, slightly metallic.

“Oil?”

“Yes. The reason we’re all here.” He watched the liquid settle
back down into the bottom of the vial. “Black gold.”

He removed the lid and lifted the vial to his nostrils. He held
it under his nose for a moment, then let out a little grunt of
satisfaction. “I never grow tired of this smell.” He rose and moved
around the desk toward her. “Have you ever handled crude 0il?”

“Can’t say I have,” said Sara. Awareness of his physical



presence made her palms tingle.

Elan dipped one of his long fingers into the neck of the jar,
plunged it into the thin, black liquid and withdrew it. “Here.”
He extended his finger under her nose, invited her to sample its
bouquet. She wrinkled her nose and suppressed a sudden urge
to laugh. The strong crude-oil smell assaulted her senses, a little
intoxicating.

Elan lifted his finger to his own nose. On errant impulse,
she reached up and pushed his finger gently, so the oil smudged
on his upper lip. She’d touched him! She drew her hand back,
horrified, her finger quivering. He looked at her in astonishment.

A roiling mass of emotions bubbled up into laughter. “You
look like Charlie Chaplin.”

His eyes narrowed as he studied her face, and her stomach
tightened.

“Perhaps I'm his famous character, the Great Dictator?”

A glint of humor sparked in his eyes and his mouth threatened
to curve into a smile. The idea of Elan smiling caused a strange
sensation deep in her belly, and she groped mentally for a quick
comeback.

“You’re a benevolent dictator.” She gave him a mocking salute
and, slowly, a grin lit his face like the sun bursting out above the
horizon.

“I consider that a compliment.” The sensual curve of his lips
revealed rows of perfectly straight white teeth. His eyes twinkled
with amusement as he studied her. The warmth of his smile and



the intensity of his gaze combined to seriously undermine her
sanity.

“Let me get a tissue for you.”

She retrieved one from the box on his desk and raised it to
wipe the black smudge from his upper lip. Her fingertips brushed
against the skin of his cheek—not rough, yet not soft, either—as
she pressed the tissue to his mouth. For a moment she thought
she might close her eyes in shameful bliss at finally fulfilling her
fantasies of touching Elan.

She bit her lip hard, tried to distract herself from the unsettling
physical sensations coursing through her body.

He watched her curiously as she wiped the oil from his
lip. It didn’t come off particularly easily and she managed to
accidentally smudge more of it on his cheek with the dirty tissue.

“Hold on, let me get another.” Her heart pounded as she got
to touch him again, cleaning the last trace from the crease of his
smile.

Deliberate throat-clearing drew their attention as Dora
reentered with a second tray of samples. Her face twisted into
an expression of amusement concealed with considerable effort.
Sara realized it might well look as if she was wiping her own
lipstick from the lips and cheek of her boss.

What a thought.

She shoved the oily tissue into her pocket and snatched
the second tray of samples. She half expected Elan to make
it brusquely clear that nothing had happened. Nothing had



happened. But he stood, languid in the center of the room,
challenging his employee to make what she would of the scene.

Sara made a fuss of rearranging the papers on the desk to
make room for the second basket. “Thank you, Dora.” The
woman nodded and turned for the door, lips primly pressed
together.

The door closed behind Dora. Sara turned to Elan and saw a
smile glittering in his eyes.

“She believes we were kissing,” he said. The throaty rumble of
his voice, and the suggestion in his words, made her body tremble
slightly. She was perilously close to the edge of the cliff.

“No danger of that,” she replied quickly. “Would you like a
tissue to clean your finger?”

“Thanks.”

She retrieved the tissue, but as she went to hand it to him he
merely extended his finger. His gaze met hers and she read a
challenge in it.

She wrapped the tissue around his finger, then took hold of his
wrist in her other hand to hold it steady. Currents of dangerous
energy snaked up her arm from where her fingers circled around
his pulse point.

She wiped until his finger was clean, but she was reluctant to
let go. Touching Elan was a sweet thrill she wanted to prolong.
She dabbed at his skin again as the fingers of her other hand
curved under his to support the firm flesh of his palm.

Stop it, Sara! You're playing with fire. Flammable liquids and



flammable emotions are not a good combination.

She pulled her hands away and threw the tissues into the
wastebasket. Elan remained silent and she sneaked a glance at
him. He watched her with an odd expression in his dark eyes.

“I'll read your speech at my desk,” she said, gathering the
scattered papers. He nodded. She hurried out of the room and
closed the door softly behind her, her heart hammering and her
mind whirling.

Wanting Elan was taboo. Touching him forbidden. He was
unavailable, off-limits. They had a contract, clearly stated. So
why was it so easy to imagine his warm breath on her throat, the
pressure of his palms on the curve of her waist?

She had a career to build and she wanted to take on more
responsibilities. She wanted more influence in the company, and
she knew it was hers for the taking.

And she wanted Elan.

The two impulses were opposing, one canceled out the other.
To act on her feelings for her boss would be to end her career
at this company. That had been made perfectly plain to her on
her first day at the job.

She was still on trial.

One week down, three to go.

“What on earth is this?” Elan looked at her, one eyebrow
raised in astonishment as he surveyed the expensive new black
leather bump on his chair.

“A lumbar support cushion. It helps to keep your back in a



comfortable position. I notice you stretch your spine a lot and I
thought this might help prevent it getting kinked up in the first
place.”

Because frankly, I can’t watch you stretch and flex like that
even one more time and keep the last shreds of my tattered sanity.

He reached out and prodded it with his long, powerful fingers
as if 1t might have a life of its own. “Hmph.”

“It’s on trial. It goes back if you don’t like it. I didn’t file the
expense report yet.” She turned and took the watering can to the
row of shiny, dark green plants she’d bought to soften the austere
atmosphere of his office.

She hadn’t expected him to be thrilled. Surprise and confusion
were the emotions she seemed to conjure in Elan with her little
extracurricular gestures, though he did a fair job of hiding it.

Maybe she was trying too hard. She’d spent half her Saturday
at the gadget store looking at products designed to ease executive
stress. She had other ideas for things he might like, but she didn’t
want to overdo it.

She heard him settle into the leather chair and couldn’t resist
turning around to catch his reaction. She was annoyed to find
herself pathetically hoping to see him smile. He approached
the day with grim determination that only tickled her irrational
instinct to say or do something totally inappropriate—so she
could watch his stony facade crack and catch a glimpse of what
lay beneath.

Not so smart. That wasn’t what she was here for.



Turned, she saw him sitting uncomfortably in the newly
altered chair, brows arched, eyes fixed on her feet.

Uh-oh, no shoes. “Sorry, my shoes were killing me. I'll go put
them on.”

Elan cleared his throat. “There’s no need. It’s the end of the
day and only you and I are here. You may dress as you wish.”

She mentally spanked herself for finding even the most
innocent words suggestive when they emerged from Elan’s wide,
sensual mouth. “Thanks.” She forced a polite smile to her lips.

He shifted in the chair as if negotiating a large pea under his
mattress.

“You hate it, don’t you?”

“I don’t hate it, 'm merely unaccustomed to it.” He sat up
straight and squared his broad shoulders against the chair in a
way that made Sara’s stomach quiver.

She wrenched her eyes back to the plants and poured water
onto the decorative gravel she’d used to cover the soil. The glossy
leaves brought life to the room. It was almost cheerful now,
especially since she’d convinced him to let her move in a couple
of stunning abstract paintings that had languished in a little-used
conference room.

“Sara.”

Her breath caught—as always—at the sound of her name in
his low, husky voice. “Yes?” She continued watering, resisting
the urge to turn and look at him.

“It’s not your job to water plants in my office, or to make my



chair more comfortable.” The odd tone of his voice made her
look up.

“I know, I just...” She didn’t really know exactly what she was
doing. Going the extra mile or something.

“Just as I don’t expect you to make my coffee, I don’t expect
you to concern yourself with such trivialities. It’s late and you
have a home to go to.”

She flinched at the stab of pain she felt at his rejection of her
efforts. She had only herself to blame. He hadn’t asked for any
of it.

“I'm sorry. I guess I'm annoying you with all this. . .stuff.” She
gestured around the room at the paintings, the plants, the new
coffee machine for the viciously strong coffee he brewed. Her
heart sank a little. Okay, so she was overdoing it.

“On the contrary. You've made my office very pleasant.”
He said it quietly, gave her an unexpected, cautious look that
squeezed her heart a little.

“To be honest, I enjoy this sort of stuff, you know, cheering
things up.” She hugged the watering can to her chest. “I have
a lot of time on my hands when I'm not here. I'm not used to
being on my own. I have a big family back home—four sisters
and three brothers.” The words tumbled out and the pitch of her
voice rose. “My mom was sick for a long time and I took care of
her. I'm used to being busy, looking after things, looking after
people, you know. I'm not used to going home all alone, I...”

Shut up Sara!



What on earth was she doing running off at the mouth
about how pathetically lonely she’d been lately? That wasn’t his
problem. It had been her decision to move here. To cook for one.
To have conversations with herself over the tiny counter in her
kitchen. To move the furniture around in her cramped apartment
because she had nothing better to do.

To harass her boss with misplaced nurturing instincts. She felt
a flush creep above her blouse as she realized what she’d been
doing.

His body motionless, Elan spoke softly. “I appreciate the
trouble you’'ve taken. It’s a gift to understand the needs of
others without being asked.” He held her gaze, a guarded
expression shadowing his hard features. “Your thoughtfulness is
a complement to your excellent work.”

She blinked and bit her lip as a rush of emotion sprang from
something raw inside her. His devastating seriousness and the
gravity of such a huge compliment—his first—nearly unhinged
her. The urge to cry warred with the urge to explode into raucous
laughter.

“Thank you,” she managed.

He immediately turned away and began sorting through some
papers. Had his dark complexion darkened yet further? She
dismissed the thought. He cleared his throat and loosened his
necktie with a long finger.

She inhaled a deep breath and accidentally splashed herself
with water from the can as she wheeled around to face the door.



“Good night,” she muttered as she hustled toward it, feet silent
on the carpet.

“Good night, Sara.” Low and slightly strangled, as if his tie
was still too tight, his words followed her out to her desk, down
in the elevator, across the parking lot and home to her silent
apartment.

Elan leaned back in his chair and watched as Sara gave a sales
pitch to potential clients from Canada. Her trial month was nearly
up and she’d proved beyond a shadow of a doubt she was more
than worthy of her position.

“As I've demonstrated, our technology is capable of reducing
the amount of sediment in the crude oil to well below the
required level. The new techniques we have developed allow
previously unprofitable fields to be exploited productively.
We provide a complete package of services, from drilling to
refining, that allow our customers to take advantage of cutting-
edge technology and expertise without investing in their own
infrastructure.”

Her sharp mind and talent for incisive analysis impressed him.
They were intriguingly at odds with a soft, warm side of her that
caught him off guard with caring gestures. For someone so young
she seemed unusually wise, her intelligence matched and even
outmeasured by a natural compassion that rather awed him. And
those little flashes of humor she surprised him with, well. ..

The late-afternoon sun shone through the window, glazing her
delicate features with gold and sparking fiery highlights in her



hair. Her hair looked so soft. He wondered how it would feel
between his fingers, under his palms as he cupped her head,
tipping it back to claim her mouth in a kiss.

Perish the thought. He would never become involved with an
employee. Such an action would be an inexcusable abuse of his
authority.

He had never kissed one of his assistants. Though not through
any lack of effort on their part. A woman who would throw
herself at a man in a professional environment could never
command his respect or his affection.

He could not quite understand the appeal he held for them.
He did not think his face held such dazzling beauty as to enslave
a fellow human. His body was thick and heavy from his work
with the horses, not the kind of elegant male form he imagined
women would prefer.

Of course there was his wealth. He’d always been wealthy,
even before he’d bought a small drilling company coming off
a local oil boom and turned it into the thriving oil services
corporation it was today. The oil that ran in his blood had
enriched his family and his country before he was born. Was this
the irresistible appeal he held for women?

No matter. Sara’s predecessors had all departed the company
of their own free will, rankling under the low opinion he held
of them.

But none of them possessed her talent. Already she performed
duties far beyond the role she was hired for. Sara was an asset he



would hate to lose. And he wouldn’t lose her if he could help it.

He’d arranged to have Sara fly with him to the firm’s newest
drilling site tomorrow. The trip would broaden her understanding
of their work and prepare her to take on greater responsibilities.

The object of his thoughts walked across the conference room
to the whiteboard and began to sketch out a formula one of the
clients had asked to see. His gaze drifted to her hips, to the lush
curve of her backside that shifted beneath her suit as she strained
to reach the top of the board.

Suddenly his slacks felt a trifle snug. Perhaps he should send
his tailor in London some new measurements? He shifted in his
chair, tugged at his tie, which now closed too tightly around his
neck, constricted his breathing.

Sara dropped her pen. As she bent forward to retrieve it,
her skirt strained tightly over the firm length of her thighs and
cupped her buttocks. Elan jolted forward in his chair, as a
thunderbolt of sensation rammed through him.

He cleared his throat and grabbed hold of his pen, scribbled
some meaningless notes on his papers as he struggled to get his
errant body back under control.

Her suit was too revealing.

It was indecent and undignified to display so much of one’s
physique in a business environment. He would have Jill Took
from Human Resources address the matter with her.

Slowly he lifted his eyes again as Sara cheerfully explained
the calculations involved in an aspect of the refining process. He



surveyed the offending suit with an eye to detailed critique, and
was chagrined that on closer examination he could not find fault
with it. It was not close-fitting. The skirt came well below the
knee. It was demure in cut and color.

The problem lay within the suit. And within him.

Three

“Seventy-six bottles of beer on the wall, seventy-six bottles of
beer...” Her voice was cracking, her throat clenched with terror.

“You've survived, Sara, open your eyes.” Elan’s words
penetrated her shattered consciousness.

“Oh, God.” Her whole body was rigid. Her eyelids squeezed
tight as she struggled to shut out reality.

“We’re above the clouds now. There’s no danger.” His low
voice rose over the mellow drone of the jet engines.

Gingerly she opened her eyes, and the bright light gleaming
through the row of tiny oval windows threatened to blind her.
Silhouetted against it was Elan’s face, features creased with
concern.

She realized she was clutching both his hands in a death grip.
But she couldn’t let go. Desire had nothing to do with it. She
clung to him out of sheer terror.

“See, it’s not so bad. The plane cruises along. You can’t even
see the ground from up here.”

“Oh, God.” The thought of the ground miles and miles below
made her stomach drop.

“Are you going to be ill?”
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Oh, God, please don't let me throw up. “I don’t think so.”

“Good.”

“I'm sorry I'm such a ...” Wimp? Wuss? Weak woman?

“Don’t apologize, Sara. Many people are afraid of flying.” He
gave her hands a quick reassuring squeeze.

She took a deep breath, and another. They were airborne. Oh,
God.

“You’ve never flown before?” His look of tender concern
caused a swell of emotion to rise to her throat. She swallowed
hard.

“No.”

“I thought Americans flew everywhere.”

“Some do, I guess. Not me.” She still couldn’t believe they
were above the clouds. At the thought a fresh surge of horror
seized her gut. She saw her anxiety reflected in Elan’s pained
expression.

He wrenched one of his big hands free from her rigor-mortis
clench. As Sara shuddered with—fear?—he unbuckled his seat
belt in one swift motion and slid his arm around her shoulder.

The warmth of his sturdy arm encircling her shivering torso
soothed her as she leaned into it. She took a deep breath. Maybe
she could survive this after all.

“Your family didn’t fly abroad on vacation?”

She let out a snort of laughter. A nervous explosion. “No, we
rarely left the city limits. My family’s finances were strictly hand
to mouth.”



“They were poor?”

“Very.”

“Oh.” His lips pursed as he appeared to consider the
information. Would it make him think less of her? Surely not. It
was hardly her fault. Though she didn’t plan to be poor again if
she could help it.

“But youre from Wisconsin, aren’t you? How did you come
to Nevada?”

“By road.”

“On your bicycle?” His eyebrows shot up.

She laughed again. The release of laughter and the comfort of
his reassuring embrace steadied her nerves.

“No, I drove a car. An old clunker. It died as soon as I got
here. That’s why I ride a bike now.”

He smiled. “I'm relieved to hear it. But you’ll buy another car,
no?”

“Eventually.”

As soon as I pay off tens of thousands of dollars in debt. She
didn’t really want him to know about that. Her personal burdens
were nobody’s business.

“The color is returning to your cheeks.” He spoke softly.
The deep, mellow tone of his voice was intimate, assuring.
She gradually became conscious of the way their bodies were
entwined. Elan still leaned into her airplane seat, his strength
wrapped around her.

His broad chest pushed into her shoulder. The firm surface



of his pectorals rubbed against her, heating her through the
thin fabric of their clothes. The vibrations from the jet’s engine
hummed through them both, causing little shock waves of
sensation to surge through her, heating and arousing her from
head to toe.

The color returned to her cheeks in a blaze of glory.

She tore her eyes from him. As her fear ebbed it was being
replaced by an entirely different sensation.

Lust.

His hand rested on her waist just below her right breast. A curl
of heat rose in her belly as she became aware of the pad of each
long, dexterous finger pushing gently against her skin, warming
her through her blouse. Her breast stirred beneath her shirt. Her
nipple hardened, craving his touch.

And she was conscious of the scent of him—earthy, musky,
with an exotic note of fragrance that wound itself through the air
around her.

Elan.

Secret fantasies were coming to life. Dreams stalking the
daylight. Her most humiliating craven longing fulfilled in the
touch of this man.

Her boss.

As her body tingled with the sensation of sheer physical
excitement, her mind struggled with the knowledge that his
embrace was purely a gesture of compassion. If he knew what
was going on in her body, in her mind, he’d recoil in horror.



But she couldn’t help wanting to prolong the illicit pleasure,
the dangerous high of being held in the arms of the man whose
allure was the torment of her days and the solace of her lonely
nights.

Yes, she dreamed about him—waking dreams, as well as
sleeping dreams. Fantasies, the shame-laced release of all the
pent-up emotion bottled inside her at the end of a long day spent
in close proximity to him.

But never as close as this.

On impulse she looked at him and her heart seized as she read
the expression in his narrowed eyes.

I want you.

His irises were nearly black, indistinguishable from his pupils,
fathomless depths, wells that drew from a dark, secretive soul.
But at that moment she knew exactly what was on his mind.

Just as he knew exactly what was on hers.

In a sudden flurry of activity they disentangled themselves.
She cleared her throat and smoothed the front of her blouse. He
snatched up his Wall Street Journal and arranged it in his lap with
a good deal of rustling.

He fiddled with his tie. Ran his fingers through his hair.
Unhooked his cuff links and rolled up his sleeves. He shuffled
his paper, appearing to scan the columns with keen interest.

Avoiding her glance.

Sara leaned stiffly back into her seat. She had no idea where
her briefcase was. In the paralytic terror that had accompanied



her onto the aircraft she’d been aware of nothing but an urge to
run screaming back down the ramp to the safety of terra firma.

Oddly, though, she wasn’t afraid anymore.

Fear seemed a paltry emotion after the intense, primal
madness that seized and shook her as Elan held her.

She cleared her throat. “Um, I can’t seem to remember where
I put my briefcase.”

He gave her a quick look of alarm and pointed to where it lay
at her feet.

“Thank you.” She rifled inside it, bending forward and letting
her hair hang down to conceal her crimson face. She pulled out
a report she wanted to proofread and made a big show of finding
her place and uncapping her pen.

She sneaked a glance at him. His expression was stony as he
read his paper. He snapped the big pages open and scrutinized the
tiny print with focused intensity. She attempted to concentrate
on the dense scientific text in front of her, but her mind couldn’t
make sense of the words.

“I'm sorry.” The words formed on her lips of their own accord.

I'm sorry I can't stop wanting you in just the way you despise.

“For what?” He didn’t look up from his paper.

“For being a gibbering idiot. I had no idea I was going to react
like that. I guess I'm officially a white-knuckle flier.” She bit her
lip. It was humiliating to see how little control she’d displayed in
the face of fear.

“It’s no matter,” he said brusquely, without glancing up from



the text. He snapped open another page, appeared to study it for
a moment, then looked up. “There’s no shame in showing fear of
flying through the clouds.”

His stony features softened as he looked at her. Sara
swallowed hard as a strange surge of emotion threatened to
overflow its boundaries. Fear, embarrassment and forbidden lust
all roiled inside her, her poor nerve-racked body a fragile vessel
for so much unfamiliar torment.

Poor Sara! He could see how greatly she suffered. She’d not
betrayed even a moment of hesitation, had not mentioned her
lack of flying experience until her fears overcame her as they
boarded the aircraft.

Her obvious terror filled him with a powerful protective
instinct that shook him to the core. He wanted nothing more than
to put his arms around her and comfort her.

And the protective urge frightened him far more than any of
the transient sexual thoughts that bedeviled him in her presence.

He’d left his home and his cruel father behind to build his
own life, free of ties and obligations he had no use for. He
needed no one and no one needed him—until he saw the fear
that racked her delicate body and brought tears to her pale jade
eyes. He couldn’t sit and watch her suffer. And holding her was
a pleasure beyond imagining. At his touch she softened and
relaxed. Her shivering eased and her flesh warmed. She leaned
into his embrace, welcomed his touch. Welcomed him.

Desire had seized him. Desire to offer her far more than



comfort, to take far more than the satisfaction of soothing her
fears.

He wanted to experience the sweet agony of her soft body
pressed against his. To sink his fingertips into her lush curves. To
fill her with the joy that swept through him each time she flashed
her lovely smile in his direction.

And she was his for the taking. He could see that.

That knowledge alone should extinguish his desire.

“I bet you were a kid the first time you flew in a plane.” Her
voice startled him out of his tortured contemplation and forced
him to refocus on the paper he’d been pretending to read.

“Yes, age eleven.” He didn’t dare look up. Those wide eyes
cast a spell on him that right now he had no power to resist.

“Were you taking a vacation with your parents?”

A vacation? Did the concept even exist in his country? “No.”

“Well?” Her lips twitched in a half smile as she waited for him
to expand. Soft, delicate lips, thin and mobile.

That begged his mouth to close over them.

He struggled to wrench his mind back to her question about
his first plane ride. And the memory it conjured dampened his
feelings of pleasure.

“I left my home in Oman for the first time to fly to boarding
school in England.”

That day he’d left everything he knew, everyone he held dear,
to find himself alone and afraid in a strange, cold country where
no one understood his speech and customs. It had been a journey



from which he would never truly return.

“Were you frightened?”

“Yes. Though perhaps not as you might imagine. I enjoyed the
flight. Young boys take pleasure in the power of big machines.”
He forced what he hoped looked like a natural smile.

“Why did your parents send you away to school?”

Why indeed? Not so he could receive an excellent education,
though that had been a result. Not so he could become familiar
with the ways of western culture, though in time he had.

So his father could punish his mother. Rip her favorite child
from her arms and banish him to a far land. Simply to show her
that he could.

Anger still burned in his gut at the memory of his mother
weeping as his father’s aides dragged her screaming son away
from her for the last time. Elan never saw her again. Her health
was already frail—a neurological ailment—and after he was sent
away her decline was swift, her death sudden.

And he could never forgive his father for taking her life as
surely as if he’d slashed a knife at her throat.

He realized Sara was waiting for an answer to her question.
“They thought it would turn me into a man.”

That, too, was true. His father had reviled his close
relationship with his mother. Abhorred how when he was little
he’d liked to crawl into her bed to seek comfort from his
nightmares, how he followed her on her daily rounds, laughing
with her and the women, enjoying her gentle humor and loving



caresses.

No son of mine will hide himself in the skirts of a woman! His
father’s words still rang in his ears.

“Leaving home so young must have been hard.” Sara’s voice
trembled a little as she said the words softly. He realized
she must be responding to emotion on his face. A twinge of
embarrassment warred with an urge to tell her more.

“Yes. I spoke little English. I'd rarely been to the nearest city,
let alone out of the country. I'd spent every day in the bosom
of my family, and suddenly I was torn from all I'd ever known.
Strange people, strange language, strange food and the English
weather...”

Words poured from his tongue unbidden as Sara’s kind eyes
watched him. “I missed the bright sun of my home almost as
much as I missed my family.”

“I've heard the weather in England is a bit grim.” She smiled
tentatively.

“My horses were as surprised as I was. They couldn’t
understand why the sun had vanished and water kept falling from
the skies. They at least enjoyed lush green grass.”

“You took horses with you to boarding school?” Her eyes
twinkled with curiosity and interest that only fired Elan’s impulse
to share memories he’d kept locked away for so long.

“Yes. I brought my two favorite stallions with me. The school
insisted on gelding them. They said stallions couldn’t run with
the other horses.”



The painful memory of his close companions being deprived
of their manhood stung him. It seemed so symbolic at the time.
The three of them together were humbled aliens in a strange land,
stripped of their former power and position and all they knew.
But together they’d found a way to survive. They’d learned a new
language, figured out the rules and learned to play by them.

That long, hard exile from his country and from everyone he’d
ever loved had made him into the man he was today.

“Aren’t stallions supposed to be dangerous?” The innocent
awe in Sara’s eyes lifted the gloom descending on him.

“They must be handled with care. But a man who’s ridden
a stallion can never truly be satisfied with any other horse. To
harness the feral power of the herd leader and to move with him
as one is an experience like no other.”

A delicate flush spread up across Sara’s chin and cheeks. At
first he was surprised, then he realized his words must have
triggered a rather different image than the one he intended.

Perhaps she imagined how it would feel to ride him.

A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth as Sara’s blush
darkened a shade further.

To be sure, the image intrigued him, too.

The thought of her slim thighs squeezing him, her long,
delicate fingers wound into his hair, her hips moving against him,
urging him on—

Elan quickly rearranged his paper to cover his lap. His
breathing was in danger of becoming audible and he struggled to



focus his mind on something that would douse his desire.

Sara’s lips parted as she wrenched her eyes from his face and
rifled through her briefcase. Her skin flushed crimson right down
to her blouse. Fair skin could be a terrible disadvantage. Her
thoughts were literally written all over her face.

But he couldn’t help wondering what other parts of her body
might redden in response to his presence. Nipples blushing like
ripe berries. The delicate flower of her sex a pink rose inviting
him to taste its nectar, beckoning him to bury his face in its soft
petals—

He cleared his throat loudly and rustled his newspaper.
“Pardon me. Something in my throat.” Mercifully his dark skin
did not betray the sudden flush of heat surging though his body.

He was rock-hard, straining painfully against the zipper of his
pants. He regretted removing his jacket, but if he rose to retrieve
it from the seats on the other side of the aircraft, his situation
would be very evident. Only the Wall Street Journal prevented
his lust from being clearly visible to its instigator.

Why on earth did this woman have such an appalling effect
on him? He felt like a man who’d wandered lost in the desert for
months without water then stumbled across a glittering oasis. He
gasped with hunger and thirst that had nothing to do with food
and drink.

He’d not been celibate for the past decade. Women flung
themselves at him on a regular basis, and sometimes he took what
they offered. They had their needs, he had his. The enjoyment



was mutual, the parting inevitable. Some of them sought a rich
beau to pamper them, some of them an exotic lover to walk on
the wild side with.

He could give them what they wanted without giving up
anything of himself.

None of them saw the man inside. The simple man humbled
by the poverty of his spirit. The lonely soul who had learned at
the hands of his father that love and affection were crimes to be
met with harsh and lasting punishment.

He was no longer capable of love and the knowledge did not
even pain him anymore.

Well. That little train of thought had taken care of his erection
nicely.

He flipped the page of his newspaper and sneaked a sidelong
glance at Sara.

She’d fallen asleep?

Good.

He felt genuine relief for her. It would be far better for her to
sleep quietly through their return to earth. The jolt of the landing
would be a rude enough awakening.

Some of the client sites they visited had runways that tested the
skill of the most experienced pilots. The site they were traveling
to was remote, a new field, the runway probably still dusted with
freshly turned soil. Even he sometimes became alarmed at the
sight of rocky, uneven terrain rising up to meet the plane at high
speed.



Quietly, he laid his newspaper aside. He didn’t want its
crinkling to rouse her from her peaceful slumber.

And she did look peaceful. Her delicate lashes rested against
her cheeks. She did not wear mascara and her lashes were a soft,
dark gold color, like the soil of his homeland.

Her cheeks were still flushed with pink, and her lips parted,
moist, as if she’d just licked them.

And maybe she had.

What dreams danced in her head that caused her face to
shimmer with a secret smile? A smile that didn’t play upon her
lips or sparkle in her closed eyes, but that lit her features with an
inner radiance and made them glow with enchantment.

He didn’t feel anything so mundane as lust for her at this
moment. Her loveliness was a balm to his spirit.

And he respected her business acumen. She displayed an
astonishing knack for putting clients at ease, for explaining
complicated concepts without blinding business people with
science, the way he tended to. He knew he often came off as
pompous and standoffish. He wondered if she saw him that way.
Probably. And she was probably right.

On their relatively short acquaintance he could see that Sara
was a remarkable woman in many ways. A woman who deserved
to be treated with respect. And as a mark of his respect he would
not take advantage of her attraction to him.

Or his attraction to her.

He was a grown man. He could control his base instincts, rein



them in the way he reined in the potentially dangerous power of
the stallions he rode. She was a valuable employee. And he would
do well to remember that when his primal urges threatened to
get the better of him.

“Oh, God!” Jolted awake by a loud bang and a sudden jarring
sensation, Sara couldn’t remember where she was. “Did we
crash?”

“No.” Elan’s eyes were on her as she opened her own. “We’ve
landed. We’re on the ground.”

The plane shook and rattled, jarring Sara’s rigid body as the
wheels shuddered along the crude runway.

“Did 1 fall asleep?” Stupid question. Of course she had.
Though how on earth that had happened she couldn’t imagine. A
response to sensory overload, perhaps? “Don’t answer that.”

Elan didn’t look as if he had any intention of answering.
Casual chitchat wasn’t his style. An odd memory of singing with
him crept into her consciousness. “Ninety-nine bottles of beer
on the wall.” Must have been a dream. Weird. And in her dream
the singing was his idea. Weirder.

In a rush it all came back to her. Her humiliating display of
terror as they’d boarded the aircraft. The way she’d practically
hyperventilated as they taxied along the runway. How she’d clung
to him as if he were a life raft in the open ocean.

She braced against her seat as the plane ground to an abrupt
halt.

“Thank you.”



She didn’t know what else to say.

He merely nodded, folded his newspaper, and placed it in his
briefcase.

Noise from the drilling rigs assaulted her ears as their driver
parked the Jeep. She strained to hear Elan as he jumped out
and beckoned her to follow. He strode toward the drilling site,
enthusiasm evident in his energetic movements.

The heady aroma of crude oil filled the air. A phalanx of beam
pumps stretched into the distance, rocking in a steady rhythm,
pulling the oil from its age-old hiding place beneath the barren
soil.

The oil field was a fairly recent discovery and Al Mansur
Associates had bid aggressively for the contract to develop it.
Sara had jumped at Elan’s suggestion that she come see it.

But now as she stood amid the clamor and bustle of the job
site, a twinge of apprehension twisted her gut.

She knew the theories behind supply and demand, soil
mechanics, flow ratios. She understood drilling from a technical
and economic standpoint. But now she wasn’t sure she wanted to
see exactly how the earth was plundered and forced to give up
its secrets and riches.

Elan introduced her to the site foreman and they left their
papers and briefcases in his office trailer. They donned safety
glasses, hard hats and earplugs before he led them across the
sandy soil and up a flimsy metal ladder onto a rig about to begin
drilling.



The driller in charge gave Sara a stern list of warnings about
where she could and couldn’t stand, what to watch out for, the
possibilities for injury if a piece of equipment broke or came
loose, or the potential for a blowout if they found a shallow
pocket of gas beneath the soil. By the time he’d finished, her
nerves jangled as if she stood on a massive bomb that might
explode at any moment.

She positioned herself as close to the giant drill as she dared.
As it revved into action she imagined the dinosaur-like grinding
teeth gnawing their way down through the rock below. Elan came
and stood beside her, watching her reaction as the platform shook
and shuddered with the movements of the machinery.

“This is my favorite part,” he said, shouting over the motors.

“Typical male!” she shouted back.

Elan looked confused for a second then a slow smile spread
over his face. He leaned toward her, as if to say something, so
she removed her earplug, nerves jumping.

“You have a naughty mind.” His lips brushed against her skin
as he spoke and his voice resounded in the hollow of her ear
canal, triggering a responsive rhythm that pulsed down through
her body. The touch of Elan’s lips on her skin was a sinfully sweet
sensation.

Yes, I have a naughty mind. Since she’d come to Al Mansur
Associates, her body seemed to have developed a mind of its own
that had nothing to do with her intellect.

Elan’s smile stayed plastered across his face. She could only



begin to imagine what was going on in his mind as he watched
the men guide the drill deeper and deeper into the earth.

When the drilling finally stopped, he placed his hand gently
in the curve above her hips to guide her to the downward ladder.
The simple and practical caress made her feel languid, sensuous.

“Is it a gusher?” she asked, half-joking, once they were back
on solid ground.

“Not yet.” He smiled. “Once they pump out the drilling mud
it will be. But you won’t see oil shooting up into the air. We don’t
like to waste a single barrel.”

They spent the rest of the afternoon visiting wells in various
stages of drilling and pumping. Elan moved about the job site
with the ease and confidence of a man used to being in command.
Honored that he’d chosen to groom her for a larger role in
the company, Sara resolved to live up to his obviously high
expectations of her.

Back on his private jet, he settled into the seat beside her. She
wondered why he didn’t sit in one of the other seats on the plane.
There was no reason for them to sit together since they were the
only passengers. Presumably he’d sat beside her on the trip out
because she’d been clinging to him like a limpet.

Perhaps he wanted to be close in case she needed reassurance.
Did she? Not about the plane. Now that she’d survived her first
flight she was relatively relaxed about flying again.

She would like some reassurance that she could work with
Elan without wetting his suit with her drool. And that kind of



reassurance was not immediately forthcoming. Especially not
as he removed his gold cuff links and—once again—rolled his
shirtsleeves up over broad, muscled forearms.

Oh, dear. She pressed her fingertips to her eyelids. Just don'’t
look, okay!

“Are you tired?”

“What? Er, yes. I suppose I am a little.” Tired of the way she
couldn’t get a grip on her libido. “It was a fascinating day. I really
appreciate you bringing me here.”

“You’re welcome. I've never brought my assistant out to the
field with me before, but I can see your abilities are far above
average.”

“Thank you.”

As the jet’s engines roared to life, her gut clenched with
sudden apprehension. Without a word he placed his hand over
hers. But the warmth of his touch proved anything but soothing.

Fear evaporated as a painful lightning bolt of desire ripped
through her, leaving a smoking trail of heat in its path. Her body
burned with a dangerous and craven longing to become entangled
with this man in a way that was entirely unprofessional.

Elan’s hands were calloused. The rough texture of his palms
made her skin prickle with awareness. His fingers were soft yet
firm as they wrapped around hers. The unwelcome thought of
those broad, masculine hands moving over her tortured flesh sent
shock waves of agonizing arousal shivering through her.

Her feelings for him suddenly seemed like the oil pressurized



beneath the earth, waiting to rush up and explode into the clear
sky unless she kept them very carefully capped and sealed.
And every second in Elan’s presence brought her closer to a
potentially devastating blowout.

Four

“Oh, I'm totally fine now that I've gotten used to flying,” she’d
said. “Really, I'm...” She turned to look out the window. “Oh.”

She sat back in her seat quickly and pressed a hand to her
chest. Elan glanced past her and saw the landing lights through
the porthole window as the plane banked steadily to the right.

“Goodness, does it always tip to the side like that?” Her voice
shook and she licked her lips anxiously.

“Yes, it’s a normal part of the approach.”

She pressed a hand to her mouth and slowly turned her head as
the trail of lights twisted under the moving plane. Her knuckles
whitened as she gripped the seat rest between them and he fought
the urge to put his arm around her.

He wanted to warm her, soothe and caress her, soften her and
then... Typical male. Her words at the site came back to him and
he cursed himself. He’d assured her on her first day at the job
that he was anything but typical, and he’d live up to that promise
if it killed him.

She was seven years younger than him. She knew little of the
world, as evidenced by the fact that she’d never been in a plane.
He had a responsibility to himself, and to her, to make sure that
nothing happened between them. He had a responsibility to Al
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Mansur Associates, which needed her sharp mind in its offices
more than he needed her soft body in his bed.

The plane banked more sharply, turning in preparation for the
final approach, and the twin rows of lights on the ground shone
brighter and closer in the darkness. A tiny laugh emerged from
her tightened throat. “People always see light coming toward
them in their final moments, don’t they?”

Instinctively he slid his hand over hers as those troubling
protective instincts fired his neurons without asking permission.
Her poor hand was so cold, her fingers gripping the metal armrest
with grim determination.

“Don’t worry, I've landed here probably a thousand times.
This turn is a normal part of the...” His words trailed off as she
slumped in her seat.

He immediately unbuckled himself and supported her head.
He held her steady as the plane bumped down on the tarmac.

“Sara.” He patted her cheek gently with his fingertips. “Wake
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up.

Her skin was ghostly pale, her soft lashes lowered, lips slightly
parted.

Her breath was sweet on his face as he leaned into her. He
allowed his lips to brush her skin as he whispered her name once
again. Her cheek was the color and texture of a delicate rose
petal. So soft under his lips, cool.

His memory tormented him with the image of Sara drinking
in the aroma of the roses he’d given her in his office.



Those roses were nothing but clutter to him until that moment
—dying things that mocked him with his own mortality. But
as she enjoyed their subtle perfume and admired their doomed
loveliness, he had seen their beauty in a new light.

Lately he could see many things in a new light.

Sara was so unlike any other woman he had met. A bewitching
blend of innocence and experience, candor and caution, she knew
when to listen and learn, and when to take the reins and go her
own way. A plain little thing? If only she were.

She didn’t stir.

His arm brushed against her breast as he shifted position. The
nipple tightened under her silky shirt in response to his touch.
He sucked in a breath.

“Sara.”

He stroked a strand of her golden hair away from her forehead,
soft as fresh-spun silk. His fingers struggled with the urge to bury
themselves in the fall of hair on her neck and his lips pulsed at
the sight of hers, slightly parted as if waiting for a kiss.

The kiss of life?

She is breathing, fool. His urge to settle his mouth over hers
had nothing to do with medical exigency.

Elan wheeled around as he heard the door to the cabin open.

“I hope the flight was satisfactory, sir. Good Lord, is she
asleep?”

“She’s fainted.”

“But she’s breathing?”



Elan nodded as the pilot strode across the cabin and leaned
over Sara. His gut tightened as he watched the other man bend
low over her body, close enough to enjoy her scent.

“She’ll be fine.” The aggression in his voice surprised him and
caused the pilot to step back. “I shall carry her.”

He took perverse pleasure in bumping the pilot roughly out of
his path as he reached for her. He shoved his arms underneath
her, steeling himself against the pleasure of touching her.

But no steel could withstand the torturous burden of longing
that rocked him as her slender body fell against his.

“Sara.” He uttered her name as a talisman against the
forbidden desire that roiled in his belly. It must be a crime of
some magnitude to lust after a woman who wasn’t even awake.

Her eyelids fluttered. His heart constricted at the thought of
those jade-and-gold eyes opening to meet his. He leaned his face
closer to hers, his mouth almost touching the petal softness of
her skin. “Wake up,” he whispered.

Her lips parted and a rush of emotion and sensation shook
him, making him glad his feet were firmly planted on the floor.
He hugged her closer, fighting the urge to kiss her back to
wakefulness.

“Er, Mr. Al Mansur, perhaps I should call an ambulance.” The
pilot’s voice forced its way into his ears from a million miles
away.

“That will not be necessary.” Elan spat the words at him,
irritated at the interruption. He wanted to watch his sleeping



beauty awaken.

Sara’s golden lashes fluttered again and her eyes sprang open.
He felt his face crease into a broad smile as she looked at him
in astonishment.

“What the...?” Suddenly her eyes were wide with fear and she
kicked and struggled in his grasp. He wrestled to hold her still,
not sure why, but enjoying it all the same.

“Put me down!” She writhed like a tiger cub and a huge
chuckle welled up inside him and burst out as he lowered her to
her feet.

“Gladly, madam.”

She fussed over rearranging her suit and tucking her hair
behind her ears. She looked around, obviously trying to get her
bearings. “What are you grinning at?” The fire flashed in her
eyes.

“'m glad to see you awakened. And fiery as ever.” He
chuckled again.

She glanced quickly around the cabin. “We’ve landed.”

“We have indeed,” he said with mock gravitas. He could not
help but enjoy her confusion. Feet planted apart, she stood poised
to take on a host of attackers. He was almost tempted to throw a
shadow punch and watch her spring at him like a tigress.

The pilot had opened the exterior door. “Perhaps we should
help the young lady down the stairs. She may still be light-headed
after her fainting spell.”

“Yes, would you please carry our bags?” With one swift step



Elan swept Sara off her feet and into his arms. He was unable to
suppress another grin as she twisted and wriggled, struggling to
free herself from his grip.

“Put me down! I can walk just fine.”

“We’ll take no chances. Your unconsciousness may have
aftereffects. I'll carry you to the ground as a safety precaution.”

“This 1s ridiculous!”

Sara bucked against him, trying to loosen his grasp. He half
expected her to bite him. He merely tightened his arms around
her.

“Don’t fight me. I'll put you down when we reach the ground,”
he reiterated. The throaty rasp of his voice surprised him. She
gave him one last jab in the ribs with her elbow, which served
only to widen his smile.

She jerked her head back to look him in the face. “Stop
smirking!”

“Pardon me. I'm simply glad to see you alive and...kicking
again.” He bit back another chuckle.

Sara’s lovely face creased into a frown. Somehow it tickled his
funny bone more that she couldn’t see the humor in the situation.

Her breath came in quick gasps and his blood surged along
with hers as her heart pounded against his chest. Her eyelashes
flickered against the harsh spotlight illuminating their descent to
the ground. He knew she was shaken by what had happened, and
that only fired the protective instincts tightening his arms around
her slender body.



Slender, yet substantial. Muscled, taut, the body of a woman
who knew how to fight for what she wanted.

And at that moment he knew far too well what he wanted. He
was glad the blackness of the night hid the evidence of his desire.

Why on earth was she struggling in such a childish fashion?
She could tell he found her resistance entertaining.

His arms had closed around her like steel bands, lifting
her from the ground against her will. The urge to resist was
instinctive, but hopeless against the solid mass of muscle that
was Elan. How on earth a businessman came to be built like an
ancient Olympian, she could not begin to imagine.

As she kicked and wriggled, his arms simply tightened more
firmly around her in an embrace that clearly demonstrated
his superior strength. Heat gathered low in her belly as the
hard muscles of his torso crushed against her. His broad hands
supported her with an ease that made her feel ridiculously
feminine, and she struggled not to enjoy the odd primal pleasure
of being gathered and held by such a powerful man.

At the bottom of the stairs he released her and settled her
carefully on her feet. She stumbled back, burning hot, her heart
slamming against her ribs, her limbs weak.

She was ready to get down on her knees and kiss the blacktop
as she recalled the sudden rush of terror that had deprived her of
her senses as the plane plunged toward the dark runway.

“Are you all right?”

“Yes.” She forced out the lie.



“Can you walk to the car, or would you like me to carry you?”
His throaty voice sounded deeper than usual.

Carry me.

“I can walk.” Her voice emerged as a squeak.

She concentrated on putting one wobbly leg in front of the
other as Elan took their briefcases from the pilot and strode to
his long black sedan. He flung their bags in the back and helped
her into the passenger seat before bidding the pilot good-night.
Then he settled in behind the wheel and loosened his tie.

“Your address.”

“What?”

“Where do you live? I need to drive you home. Unless you
plan on walking.”

“Oh, of course. Five-fifty Railroad Avenue. You take a right
off Main.” She wondered what Elan would think of her rather
dingy apartment building. The salary he paid could buy her a nice
house, but she had other financial obligations. Last week she’d
made the first significant payments on her college loans and on
her mother’s gargantuan hospital bill, and that was a far greater
concern than any luxury dwelling.

He drove away from the airport, silent. The dark roads were
deserted, the moon dimmed by wispy clouds. Sara gasped as he
braked hard.

“A coyote.”

She saw the flash of reflective eyes in the headlights as the
nocturnal creature studied them for a second before slinking off



into the desert.

“Wow. That scared me.”

“I'm sure the animal’s fear was greater than yours. The twin
moons of our headlights sweeping though the desert must be an
alarming sight for the night creatures.”

“I'’know how they feel. Apparently I haven’t evolved along with
the rest of Western civilization because my body didn’t take too
kindly to flying through the air. I'm sorry to cause such a scene
at both ends of the trip.”

“Don’t worry about it.” He turned to her and his warm smile
made her suck in an unexpected breath.

Stop it, Sara!

Even the gentle pressure of her seat belt made her recall—
with a harrowing mix of remorse and pleasure—the far more
insistent pressure of Elan’s arms around her.

He’d removed his jacket to drive and his sleeves were rolled
up. One big hand gripped the wheel, holding it steady as they ate
up the long, straight road through the empty desert.

“I'm hungry,” he announced, as they entered the neon-lit oasis
of the town.

“Me, too.” In more ways than one.

“Let’s pick up something to eat. What would you like?”

“I don’t know the restaurants. I haven’t bought takeout since
I’'ve been here.” Trying too hard to squirrel away every penny.

“The fried chicken is good. And the food at the Mexican place
is always fresh.”



Sara turned to look at Elan, who studied the neon signs with
keen interest. Somehow it shocked her that he would eat takeout
fried chicken like a regular person.

“Whatever you prefer.”

“I believe I prefer steak fajitas.” He turned to her with a raised
eyebrow.

“Sounds good.”

Yikes. As he pulled up she could see it was a drive-through.
Did this mean she should invite him into her apartment to eat it?
Or would he expect to drop her off with her dinner and return
home to eat his?

Probably the latter.

He picked up their food at the drive-through window and
handed it to Sara. Lord, she was hungry. The zesty aroma of
grilled steak and onions filled the car and made her stomach
growl. He chuckled.

“Your hunger is getting the better of you.”

Dont I know it? She shifted in her seat, suddenly
uncomfortable as she watched his broad hand settle over the gear
shift and push it into Drive. She resisted the urge to fan herself
or turn the air-conditioning on full as they pulled back onto the
road.

“We must eat immediately. And I know just the spot.” He
sped through the town and back out into the desert.

Outside town he took a sharp turn toward the mountains.
Shrubs and boulders along the roadside cast eerie shadows in



the headlights. The road disintegrated into a dirt track as they
climbed up toward the veiled moon and stars.

After only a few minutes he stopped the car and climbed out.
Sara gingerly opened the door and lowered a foot onto the sandy
ground of the dark desert. A match flared and she followed its
glow to Elan. He’d opened the trunk and now lit a small fire a
few yards from the car.

“What are you using for kindling?”

“Mesquite wood. I keep some in the trunk. The fire will keep
animals from joining us for dinner.”

Okay.

He spread a blanket on the ground while Sara retrieved their
food and drinks from the car. The night was pleasantly warm and
the fresh mountain air invigorated her tired body. The city lights
twinkled below them in the wide valley like a carpet of jewels.
Sara sighed with pleasure as she kicked off her shoes and settled
on the blanket.

She unpacked their food and handed him his soda.

“Do you come here often?”

Oh, like that didn't sound stupid!

He chuckled. “I do.”

“By yourself?”

Sara! Shove some food in your mouth to stop it flapping!

“Sometimes.” His dark eyes flashed at her in the flickering
firelight. The suggestion she read in them made her gut kick like
a gun recoil.



It’s all in your imagination!

Quickly she unwrapped her fajita and took a bite. Elan sat
cross-legged on the blanket. The glint of gold from his watch
caught her eye as he unwrapped his own food. The strangeness
of the situation struck her. She was seated by a fire in the midst
of an empty desert, with a filthy-rich tycoon she had a massive
and embarrassing crush on.

If my friends could see me now.

She sneaked a glance at him. He regarded her with a curious
expression. Was he laughing at her? He hadn’t started eating yet,
and she hesitated before taking her next bite.

“After many years in England I like to begin a meal with a
toast,” he said. The fire flared, illuminating his face, where she
read nothing but goodwill. “To you surviving your first plane
flight.” He lifted his soda cup and held it in the air. “Cheers.”

She bumped her cup gently against his. “Cheers.” She took a
sip of her soda. The cool bubbles tickled her throat. “And my
second plane flight. Though I only barely survived that one, didn’t
7

“Your response to the plane’s descent was rather unexpected.”
His eyes twinkled with humor.

“Thank you for taking care of me.” Her face heated as she
realized she had no idea how she’d gone from being strapped in
her seat to awakening in Elan’s arms.

His dark eyes remained fixed on hers. “It was my pleasure.”
His husky voice and challenging stare sent her thoughts tripping



over each other as they ran in a number of unseemly directions.

She took another bite of her fajita, trying hard not to think
about him bending over her, lips poised mere inches from her
own, his hands unbuckling her seat belt, loosening her clothing. ..

No, her clothing had not been loosened. Earth to Sara!

Elan did not seem the least bit preoccupied with thoughts of
their rather eventful journey as he ploughed through three entrées
with impressive gusto. She nibbled at her food and sipped her
soda while she watched with amazement.

At last he looked up at her and wiped his mouth with his
napkin.

“What?” A smile quirked at the corner of his mouth.

“Nothing.”

“Rubbish. Your eyes are smiling. What’s so amusing?”

“I've never seen anyone eat so much.”

“I'm a man of prodigious appetites.” He looked at her steadily,
his head cocked.

I can imagine.

His lips twitched slightly, as if anticipating something other
than eating. Sara suppressed a little shiver as her imagination
started to work overtime.

“And we missed lunch today.” His mouth creased into a smile.
The flickering firelight danced over his proud features and made
Sara’s insides churn in a most disturbing way.

“Oh, yes, you’re right. No lunch.” She hadn’t even noticed.
Food was the last thing on her mind when Elan was around.



“I've been starving for hours.”

Me, too.

He leaned back, braced himself on one powerful arm, and
rested a hand on his belly. A belly as firm and flat as the desert
floor, hidden by his white shirt. She knew exactly how hard it
was since she’d been crushed against it only half an hour ago.

His hand was silhouetted against the pale cloth of his shirt,
long fingers splayed. It was a hand that looked as though it could
cradle the world in its palm. She could still feel his fingers on her
flesh as if the heat of them had seared through her clothing and
left a smoking imprint on her skin.

The fire sputtered and dimmed. Elan lifted himself and leaned
across the blanket, reached past her to rearrange the mesquite
strips. He knelt and rested his weight on one powerful arm—Iike
a tiger ready to pounce—as he tended the blaze with one hand.

She struggled to keep her breathing inaudible as his torso
almost brushed against her.

He blew on the flames and they flared. He pulled back and
knelt beside her.

“This mesquite does not burn as steadily as camel dung.” A
wry smile curved his lips as he surveyed her with hooded eyes.
She let out a laugh, glad of an excuse for a release.

“I guess it’s not easy to find things to burn in the desert.”

“You learn to make the most of what’s at hand.”

“Did you actually grow up in the desert?”

“Yes.” He looked back into the fire. “We had a home in



Muscat, the capital city, but my father usually went there on
business alone.”

“Do you miss your country?”

“Sometimes.” He looked at her and an odd expression crossed
his face. “It’s a strange confession for me to admit that.”

“Why?”

“T've lived here for many years. I left Oman at age twenty-one
under circumstances that made me wish never to return.” Hooded
eyes gazed at the fire as his quiet, controlled voice mingled with
the crackling flames. “I'm accustomed to a life of exile.”

“Don’t you miss your family?”

“My parents are dead.” A flicker of emotion passed over his
features and Sara battled the urge to ask more about them. It
wasn’t her place.

“Do you have siblings?” She couldn’t imagine growing up
without the companionship of her brothers and sisters. While
her parents sniped at each other and tore each other down, her
siblings had carried her through. She was the youngest and they’d
brought her up to be the woman she was today.

Each of them had given up opportunities to help support the
family and raise her after their dad had died. While they all
wanted to help, she and her brother Derek were the only ones
with enough income to make a serious dent in the debts from
their mom’s cancer treatments, and Derek had given up so much
for Sara already. It was her turn to give back, and she’d better
remember that when she was tempted away from the path of



reason.

“I have two brothers.” Elan glanced up from the fire, his eyes
black, unreadable in the darkness. “I barely know them now.”

The sadness in his voice clutched at her. He turned his head to
look back at the fire and the flames danced over the hard edges
of his profile.

“What are their names? Do they still live in Oman?” She
wanted to draw him out, to learn more about him. But as his eyes
met hers in surprise, her simple questions sounded like unseemly
prying. Her stomach tightened. Once again she’d overstepped her
bounds.

He looked at her for a moment, an oddly vulnerable expression
in his eyes.

“My younger brother Quasar is a financier in New York. He’s
wild, the baby of the family. He was always getting into scrapes as
a kid—challenging me to races on our father’s priceless camels,
hiding insects in the women’s robes to make them scream.” A
smile flickered across his mouth. “He’s still up to his crazy tricks,
though now I read about them in the papers.” His expression
turned wistful, then serious as he leaned forward to tend the fire.
“I’d like to see more of him, but we’re both busy.”

He brushed against her as he reached across the blanket and
she sucked in a breath as a shiver of awareness fired her nerves.
Sparks leapt as he blew softly on the wood. Sara struggled to
pour sand on the sparks that crackled inside her as the tang of
his alluringly male scent assaulted her in the night air, an exotic



blend of soap, clean sweat, horses and expensive wool.

She wrenched her eyes from the powerful forearm revealed
by his rolled-up shirtsleeve. Elan seemed mercifully unaware of
the thrall he held her in as he settled back on the blanket.

“My older brother Salim took over from my father when he
died.”

“In the family business?”

“Yes.” He wiped a hand across his mouth and looked out
into the darkness. “I suspect he would rather have remained in
America.” He glanced at her. “He came here for college—we all
did. But he has a strong sense of duty and is not one to shirk
his responsibilities. He’s a good man, and again, a busy one. |
grew used to being away from my family while I was in boarding
school.”

“Your brothers weren’t sent to the same school?”

“No. Quasar went to school in Europe, Salim had a private
tutor at home.” Once again he leaned forward and blew on the
fire, his angular features silhouetted against the halo of orange
sparks that pierced the darkness.

As he rested the weight of his body on his strong arms she
couldn’t help a stray wish that he’d take her and hold her tightly,
as he’d done when she fainted.

Get hold of yourself, Sara. You're just lonely—and your boss’s
arms are not the place to seek comfort.

“Does it take long to get used to being away from your family?
I miss mine so much.” Her voice cracked. “It’s only been a



month, I know, but...” She bit her lip, not wanting to cry. She
was tired, emotionally overwrought after the long day.

“You’ve never been away from home before?”

She shook her head. She knew tears shone in her eyes as she
looked at him.

The tender look in his eyes almost undid her completely. “I
cried every night for a long time,” he said softly. “I felt like
a page ripped from a favorite story. A jumble of words and
images that no longer made sense without its companions. In my
country family is everything. We live very close, eat together,
sleep together. To be separated from the people I spent all my
days and nights with—I don’t exaggerate when I say it nearly
killed me.”

“Oh, gosh.” Tears pricked at her eyes and she shook her head,
braced against a surge of emotions threatening to engulf her. “I
can’t even imagine how hard that must have been for you. At
least for me it was a choice. I left because 1 wanted to make my
own life.”

“I understand.” His low voice curled around her like smoke
from the fire, warming her. “I made that choice myself when I
left my homeland again as an adult, to settle in America. In some
ways it hurts more—you can blame no one but yourself for your
isolation.”

He shifted slightly, turned his head to gaze again at the
flames. The flickering tongues of light danced over his features,
obscuring them. “In time, a scab grows over even a self-inflicted



wound.”

But the haunted expression in his eyes belied his words. And
in that moment she could see Elan’s loneliness was a torment that
would likely never leave him.

On instinct she reached out and touched his forearm. He
jerked as if stung and she pulled her hand back but he deftly
grabbed it and held it firm.

His eyes burned dark fire as he looked into hers. “Loneliness is
the curse of man. Once he leaves his mother’s womb he’s doomed
to wander the earth, seeking that comfort he once enjoyed.”

He raised his fingers to her face and she gasped as he cupped
her cheek with his hand.

“There is no comfort to be found, only solace.” He said it
slowly, his voice hushed.

She parted her lips to reply but no words formed on them. Her
thoughts tangled and scattered to the desert wind as Elan’s hot,
urgent mouth closed over hers.

Her head tipped back as he leaned into her and seized her in
his arms. Her moan escaped into his mouth as her hands flew
to his neck.

His arms circled her torso, strong and hard as steel, vibrating
with dangerous urgency. She shuddered with the intensity of her
own longing, and with fear—of wanting too much, wanting more
than could ever be given.

But fear evaporated in the desert air as Elan’s arms embraced
her. In his fierce kiss she lost herself and claimed the primal



closeness her body and soul ached for.

Her skin hummed beneath her clothes as his hand burrowed
under the jacket of her suit, fingertips pressing into the muscle
of her back through her thin blouse.

She arched her back, bending like a willow under the force
of his touch. They inched closer on the blanket, their bodies
drawing together, meeting in new places as the distance between
them diminished to nothing. Shoulders met, hips bumped, knees
shuffled into each other as they wound their arms around each
other, banishing any space that separated them.

Her fingers groped up into his thick hair, pulled him to her as
their kiss deepened. He licked the inside of her lips. His hunger
echoed through her and she gasped as he sucked her tongue.

His hand beneath her jacket tugged her shirt free from her
skirt and slid underneath it. As his fingers touched her nipple
through her flimsy bra, she shuddered at the stinging intensity of
the sensation. Every nerve in her body sang a high-pitched note
of quivering arousal.

Elan eased back on his haunches and pulled her over him until
she sat with her legs wrapped around him, hugging him. His
tongue teased her lips, licked and sucked, parted them gently,
then pulled back. He eased her skirt up over her hips, roved over
the fullness of her thighs with broad palms.

His fingers slipped inside her panties and played over her
backside, squeezing and testing. Her body opened up to him, soft
and warm and wet, wanting him. She pushed her breasts against



his chest, her nipples straining for contact with the hard muscle.

And, oh, how she wanted him. Her skin smoked under his
touch, her blood heated, her whole body burned to be consumed
in his fire.

He jerked his head back and licked the outside of her lips
with exquisite gentleness. Then he shoved his tongue deep into
her mouth with deft and daring ease. Her body bucked at the
suggestion and a soft groan escaped her.

She buried her face in his neck, inhaled the intoxicating feral
scent of his skin. She cupped his face with her hands, let her
fingers explore the hard edges of his jaw, enjoy the cut of his
cheekbones, rove into the softness of his hair.

Elan.

Elan!

What on earth was she doing?

She yanked her head back and forced her eyes open, her body
literally shuddering with desire as she struggled to regain control.

His eyes opened slowly and the flickering firelight danced in
their black depths.

“I want you, Sara. And I know our need for each other is
mutual.” The low rumble of his voice was a distant earthquake
that shook her and crumbled any remnants of reason.

“Yes.”

Five

She pulled him closer, settling her mouth over his as she
surrendered to forces far stronger than good sense. Crackling
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bursts of electrical energy shot through her as their tongues
touched.

She showered his face with kisses. His closed eyelids flickered
under her lips as she dusted his skin with their caress. Her lips
tingled as she relished the roughness of his cheeks.

Elan’s hands were not idle while she tasted the salt of his skin
and grazed the hard line of his jaw with her teeth. He tugged
down the zipper on her skirt, sucked in a sharp breath as she
gently bit his earlobe.

Her breasts quivered under her blouse as he pushed her gently
away from him and undid the buttons of her jacket. He eased it
off over her shoulders then tackled the buttons of her blouse with
the same careful concentration.

The pause gave Sara time to think about what she was doing.
Or what she wasn’t doing. Shouldn’t she be clutching her blouse,
leaping to her feet and running for the sanctuary of the car? What
good could come of sleeping with my boss?

But at that moment she could no longer see Elan as the boss.
The long, powerful fingers carefully tugging at her tiny pearl
buttons were those of a man—just a man—who wanted to hold
her as much as she wanted to be held by him, and who wasn’t
afraid to say it.

The moon emerged from behind a bank of clouds, and
anticipation shone in his dark eyes, reflecting her own.

His breathing hitched as he parted her silk shirt to reveal her
breasts. Her cream lace bra lifted and offered them like fruits



ripe for plucking.

She watched as he slowly raised his hands to touch them. The
soft curves of flesh thrilled as his fingertips neared them. Her
nipples tickled under the scratchy lace, begging to be touched.
As if her tortured flesh communicated directly with him, Elan
softly tugged at the lace edging the cups until her breasts spilled
into his hands.

Sara released a sigh as those broad hands settled over her
breasts, kneading them gently as he claimed her mouth with a
kiss.

Heat flooded her limbs and she pressed herself against him,
rubbed her hips against his hard belly, enjoyed the strength of
his arousal through his clothes.

She wanted him inside her.

The ache of loneliness that followed her everywhere had
transformed into a raging inferno of longing to connect with
this man. Knowing that he, too, felt alone, needing someone—
needing her—she knew they would fit together like two parts of
a broken whole.

She fumbled with his belt, struggling to free the stiff leather
from its loops, as his muted groans filled her ear. His tongue
teased her earlobe and sent shivers of sensation sizzling up and
down her neck as she tugged at the zipper on his pants and pushed
them down over his hips. She pulled at the buttons on his shirt
in her urgency to bare his chest. His skin shone dark bronze
in the flickering firelight, but unlike hard metal it felt hot and



responsive to her touch.

She trailed her fingers over the ridges of muscle as she pushed
his shirt back over his shoulders and he shrugged it off.

“I must get protection,” he whispered.

Her eyes widened. The idea of protection had not even crossed
her mind.

She gasped as he pulled back. It literally hurt to part from him
even for a few seconds. He stepped out of his remaining clothes
before he headed back to the car. Naked.

His body was magnificent. The full moon bathed the land in
pale silver light. Elan looked like a god walking the earth as he
strolled barefoot, dusted with moonbeams, over the rough desert
soil.

He opened the passenger door and reached into the glove
compartment, then slammed the door and strolled back to her.
His easy, rolling gait belied his massive build. Every part of
him was big. Big hands, strong arms, thickly muscled torso and
powerful legs that carried him back to her in a few long strides.

His arousal was undiminished and hers only intensified by
the agonizing separation from his blood-heating presence. She
welcomed him back into her arms, gripped him too hard, not
wanting to be parted from him again.

She lay back on the blanket and pulled him over her
almost roughly. She craved his strength, his steadiness, the raw
masculinity of him. Sandwiched between the hard ground of the
desert and Elan’s hard body, she writhed at the blissful torture.



And she wanted to feel his hardness inside her.

He rolled back to rip open the packet and sheath himself.
With careful fingers he touched and probed her moist folds and
parted them. He eased himself into position over her, teased her
painfully aroused flesh with the tip of his penis. Then he entered
her.

He sank in, but so slowly she thought she’d go out of her
mind with the agonizing pleasure of it. He lowered his body
into hers and their skin met as they came together, inside and
out, circling each other with arms and legs, mouths meeting and
breath mingling in the moment of glorious unity.

Elan sighed softly in her ear as his body settled into hers. A
perfect fit.

She could feel him quickening inside her. The sensation made
her gasp and laugh and her eyes sprang open and met his steady
gaze. His eyes sparkled with joy and a smile teased at the corners
of his mouth. His lips parted as if to speak or shout or moan, but
he lowered his head and buried his face in her neck, clutching
her with his hands.

“I’'ve never felt such desire for a woman,” he breathed hot
in her ear. She gasped as again she felt him move inside her.
“I've never wanted...never needed...” His words were lost in
a grunt of pleasure as he moved and shifted, deepening and
strengthening the bond between them.

They worked together, hips lifting, bellies rolling over each
other, legs and arms hugging and gripping as they moved together



toward the ecstasy they craved.

They writhed on the blanket, the solid earth supporting them
as she gave herself over to an intensity of sensation, a sheer,
wringing pleasure she could never have imagined.

Elan’s lovemaking was exquisite. Tender and loving, harsh and
demanding, he rode her and fought her, caressed and comforted
her, kissed and licked and teased and tormented her. Every inch
of her skin, every cell in her body, sang with the clear, mad
beauty of love.

Love?

Yes. Surely only love could upend the universe and shake it
until stars rained down on them. And that love filled her now until
she brimmed with explosive wonder, sheer joy that threatened to
burst and shatter her into a thousand pieces.

His hot breath tickled her ear. “Sara, I... I...” She never knew
what he struggled to say because at that moment he exploded
inside her, shuddering and quaking with the force of his release
as her own climax seized her and swept her into a vortex of
agonizing bliss.

Elan’s hand rested gently on her cheek as they lay side by side.
They were both spent, exhausted, and Sara’s body hummed with
calm joy in the aftermath of their lovemaking.

He shifted closer, until his belly pressed against hers. He
stroked her hair softly and placed a gentle kiss on her cheek.
When his stomach tensed, she expected him to say something,
but he didn’t. Perhaps he wanted to but couldn’t find the words.



She certainly had no words for what had happened between them.

She could tell he didn’t want to let her go. He didn’t want to
break the delicate bond that held them together. Maybe he, too,
felt whole, warm, safe, blissfully free of rational thoughts and
tiresome practicalities. Out there on top of a bluff, with nothing
between them and the pale moon, they were the only people on
earth.

But the fire had gone completely out and her skin tingled at the
thought of all the wild creatures moving around them. Coyotes,
bobcats, lizards...rattlesnakes. A rustling in the sand close by
made her flinch. They might be the only humans, but they most
definitely were not alone.

“We’d better go before something comes and bites us,” she
said reluctantly.

He nibbled her ear playfully. “You’re in great danger of being
bitten by me. Anything else that tries to taste your loveliness will
have me to answer to.”

She wriggled against him. It was easy to imagine Elan taking
on any earthly creature. He radiated strength and self-confidence
that surely even the most determined scorpion would shrink
from.

“But you’re right, my beauty. We must go.”

They exchanged a last gentle kiss before tearing themselves
away from each other to gather up their scattered clothes.

As they climbed back into the car, Sara knew they were
leaving the magical world they’d inhabited. The click of the



seat belt seemed symbolic of the return to a world of rules and
regulations.

Elan’s shirt hung unbuttoned over his pants, and she longed to
reach over and touch his chest as he drove. But she knew better.
The time for carefree touches and playful intimacy was over. Her
gut tightened as a surge of apprehension replaced the carefree
ease she’d enjoyed only minutes ago.

A dark mood had settled over him. He looked straight ahead
as he drove, his face stony in profile. She tried to think of
something to say, a casual conversational gambit to break the
tension thickening the air, but no words seemed appropriate to
the strangeness of the situation.

What could she say? Thanks, that was fun! Gosh, the desert’s
lovely at night, isn't it? We'd better get some sleep, we’ve got an
early meeting tomorrow!

Gulp.

She froze in her seat as the reality of the situation crept over
her like icy fingers.

She’d slept with her boss.

No, not true. She hadn’t slept with him. She’d clawed his back,
howled in ecstasy, pushed her hips against his and ridden him,
clung to him and moaned his name in the throes of her orgasm.

Oh, dear.

Perhaps if they were now sitting there chatting about what
movie they’d go see on Saturday night it would seem, well, not
normal, but okay. But the way he gripped the wheel, his jaw



clenched, eyes narrowed, lips pressed together, she could see that
tonight was not the first night of an ordinary dating relationship.

As if this kind of night ever could be. What man would want
a girl who “put out” on the first date? And it wasn’t even a date.
He’d offered her dinner and she’d thrown herself at him.

She was no virgin. She’d had a boyfriend in high school and
another in college. But she’d never in her life slept with a man
she wasn’t “going steady” with. “If you don’t respect yourself...”
She could hear her oldest sister Nathalie’s cheerful voice in her
ear. The lecture had been given in a playful tone since no one
expected Sara to need it anyway.

Then she’d met Elan. He undid her in a way that was truly
frightening. That stripped away the thin layer of civility to reveal
her primitive core.

Neon lights flickered on the main drag as they drove back
into town. Dawn hovered behind the hills and the purple sky
threatened to explode into blazing sunlight at any moment.

“Take a left here.”

His big hands slid over the wheel as he turned into her
apartment complex.

“Would you like to come up for coffee?” She almost choked
on the words but it felt only polite to offer. She would love for him
to come up. To talk and break the chill silence that had settled
over them like dew on the desert.

“I think we should both get some sleep,” he said softly. He
pulled the car to a stop outside the front door. For the first time



since they’d climbed into the sedan, he turned to look at her.

The faraway look in his dark eyes touched a raw place in her,
summoned her. She wanted to touch him. She wanted to close
the distance echoing between them even in the cramped space
of the car.

She ached to be held in his arms.

He opened his mouth—to speak, or to kiss her?—but he didn’t
move. And then his mouth closed, full lips settling together, as
if they’d already said everything there was to say.

She wanted so badly to kiss him goodbye. To press her lips
against his skin one last time, to feel the heat of his blood warm
her mouth. But the rigid set of his shoulders and the high angle of
his chin warned her off. No kisses were offered by either party.

“Good night, Sara.”

“Good night, Elan.” Her voice trembled a little and she
thought she saw a flicker of emotion in his eyes. But perhaps it
was just a reflection of her own confusion and embarrassment as
she fumbled for her briefcase on the floor. She scrambled out of
the car, clutching her crumpled clothes around her.

The big sedan didn’t move until she’d gone inside, so she never
actually heard him drive away. But she suffered his leaving as a
limb being torn from her body. If she’d felt alone before, now she
felt desolate, destitute. Like Eve banished from Paradise because
she couldn’t keep her hands off the tempting and dangerous fruit
within.

Sara operated on automatic pilot as she parked her bicycle and



walked into the office building the next morning. She knew Elan
wouldn’t be there yet, since she always arrived early enough to
change into professional attire and get her desk organized before
the day got hectic. He didn’t usually come in until around nine.

As nine o’clock drew closer she found it impossible to
concentrate on her work. Her blood thundered audibly in her
head, her heart banged against her ribs, and she kept catching
herself nervously drumming a pen on her desk.

Oh, God. What would they say to each other? Hi. Good
morning. Can I get you anything? Like me, naked on a blanket
in the moonlight?

She cringed inwardly. She was preparing a complicated report
with multiple columns of figures and the numbers jumped and
buzzed before her eyes like performers in a flea circus.

Each time the doors to the elevator opened she fought an urge
to dive beneath her desk like a creature startled to its burrow.
Just the mail clerk. The assistant from finance with some new
figures. Each arrival sent her into a frenzy of panic.

When a messenger arrived with a small box wrapped in gold
paper, Sara’s eyes widened. Had Elan sent her something? She
leaped out of her chair to receive it, a smile rising to her lips.

“Thanks!”

She ripped open the card with trembling fingers.

“Mr. Al Mansur, thanks for all you’ve done for us in Alberta.
In eager anticipation of another banner year, yours, Tony Leon,
Acme Dirilling Co.”



It wasn’t for her. It was for Elan. A corporate gift. Probably
another set of gold-plated golf tees.

Sara sagged with misery. How pathetic that she’d so quickly
assumed Elan had made a romantic gesture.

Wishful thinking.

She put the box in his office and returned to her chair to
resume her anxious vigil.

But he didn’t come in.

By noon she was confused and upset. He’d missed an
important meeting with a supplier, yet had not asked her to take
his place in it. Apparently he’d phoned his regrets to the other
attendees.

“When is he coming?” asked first one caller, then another and
another.

“I'm not exactly certain,” gradually became a mumbled, “I
don’t know,” as Sara’s professional demeanor slipped a little
further with each admission. She maintained his schedule, made
all his appointments and usually knew his movements better than
he did.

She was tempted to call his home to see if he was okay. But
he’d excused himself from the meeting so he was obviously alive.
He’d simply chosen not to come into the office today.

Had chosen not to see her.

“When’s Mr. Al Mansur coming back from Turkey?”

“What?” Sara glanced up from her work, anxiety spiking in
her gut.



The Assistant VP for Production stood in front of her desk, a
pen pressed to her carefully made-up lips. “It’s just that I really
need him to sign these documents. I had no idea he was leaving
for Turkey today.”

“Me neither.” Despair descended in a heavy fog. He’d left the
country without telling her?

“Are you okay?” The other woman’s concern wrinkled her
smooth brow as she hugged her thick folder of documents to her
chest.

“Sure.” The word emerged excessively loud as she tried to
exude self-confidence she didn’t feel. “I'm not sure when he’ll be
back,” she said more quietly. She didn’t even know which airline
he’d taken. He must have bought his own ticket.

“Is he there to look over the El Barak field? The one where
the wells needed deepening?”

“I expect so.” She struggled to sound as normal as possible.
“T'll let you know as soon as I hear from him.”

“You don’t look well. Are you sure you're okay?”

“Yes. Just a slight headache, I'll take an aspirin for it.”

She rested her head on her desk as the door closed behind her
coworker. A woman ten years older than herself and in a position
of considerable authority. She was everything Sara hoped to be
herself: respected, liked and admired for her quick thinking and
effective teamwork.

That could have been her in a few years. If [ hadn't slept with
my boss.



If only she could take an aspirin for heartache.

Elan was gone for four days. She spoke to him twice on
the phone and their conversations were entirely professional. He
wanted some documents e-mailed to him. He advised her of his
return flight. She reported the minutes of a meeting he’d missed.

There was no mention, or even suggestion, of what had
happened between them.

Sara was sure she would be terminated as soon as he returned.
After all, she’d promised that if she didn’t perform as agreed—
including keeping her eyes and hands off the boss—he could fire
her outright. With that promise she’d slammed the door on any
sexual harassment lawsuit.

She attempted to polish her résumé, but realized she couldn’t
even include this job on it if she’d been here only one month. It
would be obvious she’d been fired.

She wondered if she could beg him to keep her on for a
few more months, just until she could find something else. She
wondered if she could brazenly insist on holding her job, as she’d
done on the first day.

It takes two to tango.

Even if she’d been warned from the outset that tangoing with
the boss was strictly not on the agenda at Al Mansur Associates.

“Good afternoon, Sara.” Elan swept past her like a gust of
wind, blowing through the doors from the elevator and into his
office. His door slammed behind him before her brain fully
registered his presence.



She hadn’t even managed a polite greeting.

Her pulse pounded in her temple as she dragged herself to her
feet. She picked up a big stack of papers and a long series of
messages she’d collected. There was nothing for it but to go in.
Might as well get it over with.

She hesitated, held up her trembling fist for a moment before
rapping on the door. Should she say anything about what had
happened? Attempt a preemptive apology? She’d have to play it
by ear. Ears almost deafened by the blood thundering in her head.

She knocked.

“Come in.”

The door swung open to reveal Elan seated in his leather
throne. He looked up as if startled, though he must have known it
would be her. He sprang to his feet and ran a broad hand through
his hair.

“Sara.”

She gulped. “Yes.”

He looked right at her and she froze, turned to stone. His eyes
were narrowed in a penetrating gaze, black and shadowed, his
face taut, jaw clenched.

“I feel I must offer my most humble apologies for the events
of last week.”

Her gut seized and she held her breath.

“You are a valued employee here. I think it’s best if we do not
mention those events again.”

Thoughts rushed her brain and swept around in minicyclones



—he isn't firing me.

He wanted to forget their night together.

The rush of relief at getting to keep her job was undercut
by a harsh stab of humiliating disappointment. Had she really
expected to continue some kind of intimate relationship with
Elan? Even after he disappeared for days, fled to the other side
of the world to avoid her?

The ache in her heart told her she had.

“Yes,” she whispered. Her voice emerged as a hiss of steam
released from an overheated radiator, but she was relieved she
could find it at all. “Thank you.”

She could almost swear she saw him flinch as she said “thank
you.” Was he disgusted that she didn’t resign on principle?
Someone wealthy like him probably couldn’t understand how you
could need a job more than your pride.

He nodded curtly. She cleared her throat and attempted to
give him his messages in as normal a voice as possible.

He listened politely and responded appropriately, but as she
talked she could see him looking almost anywhere but at her.
A muscle worked in his jaw and his shoulders were rigid with
tension. His discomfort in her presence was obvious.

And he had good reason to be uncomfortable. Because even as
she spoke, her mind wandered. Wondered. Remembered the feel
of his hands on her. Remembered the scent of him as she buried
her face in his neck. Remembered the sweet, soothing warmth
of being held tightly in his arms.



He studied a document, following the lines with his finger.
The finger that had traced a line from her chin, to her belly
button, to her agonizingly aroused... She blinked and swallowed
hard, trying to shove down the disturbing sensations creeping
through her body.

What was it about this man that made her professional
demeanor fly out the window? That unhinged her almost to the
point of madness?

She tore her eyes from him and tried to focus on the papers
on his desk, on the spectacular expanse of clear sky visible
through the window, on the spotless gray carpet. But each time
her attention drifted back, in imperceptible degrees, to the man
who consumed it.

To the way his hair was starting to touch his collar slightly in
the back, in need of a cut. To the powerful tanned wrists revealed
by the turned-back cuffs of his white shirt. To the way his tie was
loosened slightly, accommodating one opened button at the neck
of his shirt. Elan always looked a little too confined in clothes,
as if he’d like to peel them off and get comfortable.

Or was it just her that wanted to peel them off? The
thought made her anything but comfortable. She closed her eyes,
attempting to block the sight of him from her vision. To block the
image of him from her mind. But his midnight gaze was burned
into her retinas.

“Are you...all right?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice rather too high-pitched. He might



well ask. He’d caught her standing in his office with her eyes
closed. Was she all right? Most definitely not. She wasn’t sure if
she’d ever be all right again. “Will that be all?” She managed to
plaster on a thin veneer of professionalism, even as she started
automatically backing toward the doorway.

“Yes, thank you.” Elan had turned away from her and bent
over his desk, opening a drawer. She could see his biceps flexed
tightly under the cotton of his shirt, his fists almost clenched. The
tension in the air was suffocating, a cloying atmosphere of regret
and recrimination that tormented them both.

What on earth had she been thinking when she touched Elan,
when she kissed him, when she...

She turned on her heel and flew out the door. She accidentally
slammed it in her haste to escape. Outside, she gasped a deep
gulp of air and bent double as blood rushed to her head.

The only way she could survive this was to pretend it had never
happened. To avoid thinking about it. /¢. The elusive if that sprang
only too readily to the forefront of her consciousness. A night
against which all other nights would inevitably be measured for
the rest of her life.

Six

“We’d be delighted to do business with you. Thank you so
much for coming.” Sara shook the last cool hand of the venture
capitalist team from New York. She ushered them out of the
conference room, professional smile fixed in place.

As the tall mahogany door closed behind them she collapsed
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into a chair, shaking.

A six-hour meeting. With the CEO, CFO, new business
strategist and two administrative staff.

By herself.

“I'm sure you can handle the details,” Elan had said, when he
announced he had other plans that morning.

Anderson Capital, which planned to invest in small “wildcat”
oil-drilling firms and employ El Mansur Associates’ technology
and expertise to make them more profitable, had the potential to
bring millions of dollars of annual revenue to the company. And
Elan had handed her the account, to win or lose, all on her own.

He wanted her to fail.

He wanted her to admit defeat. Quit. Leave.

And he wanted that so badly that he didn’t mind risking an
important account to do it.

She’d already failed once. She’d betrayed his trust, broken her
promise that she would not overstep the bounds of her job. This
time she was determined not to fail.

Every day her mountain of responsibilities increased. The
challenges Elan tossed in her direction grew more complex
and demanding. She hadn’t slept more than three hours a night
lately as she needed every single minute to prepare for the
onslaught of meetings, reports and presentations that were now
her responsibility in addition to her administrative duties.

Her cell phone vibrated—again—and she thought of the work
that must be piling up on her desk right this minute.



She took a deep breath. “Hello.”

“Please come to my office.” Elan.

A flash of anger warred with the heat his deep voice conjured
as it curled into her ear. “T’ll be right there.” How could he push
her this hard?

She hung up the phone, gathered her papers, and shoved out
into the hallway.

This is what she wanted, right? A challenging, highly paid
position in the exact field of her expertise. Of course she’d never
dreamed she’d be performing duties more suited to a senior vice
president than to an executive assistant and project manager. She
had Elan to thank for that, though thanks was really the last thing
on her mind right now.

She stormed out of the elevator on her floor, dropped the
sheaf of papers on her desk—which now looked as overloaded
and messy as Elan’s—and rapped on the door to his office.

“Come in.”

She steeled herself against the sight of him.

“How was the meeting?” He lounged back in his chair. His
black gaze threatened to steal the breath from her lungs as she
groped for a response.

“I believe it went well,” she said stiffly. “They were concerned
specifically about our ability to scale production quickly in the
event a large new field was discovered, and I assured them that
would not be a problem.”

“Good. I'd like you to prepare a proposal that covers any issues



raised during the meeting and provides them with a detailed
summary of the services we can offer...”

She nodded, watching his mouth as he rumbled about the
chain of production and pipeline capacity.

Was this the same man who had held her that night in the
desert?

She’d looked into his eyes and felt a connection deeper than
she could have ever imagined. He’d held her so tenderly, so
passionately, she was sure she’d found...her soul mate.

She’d been wrong.

She swallowed hard. “T'll have it on your desk first thing
tomorrow.”

He regarded her steadily for a moment, dark gaze drifting
over her face. Could he see she was exhausted? Barely able to
function?

Did that give him satisfaction?

She could read nothing in his stern features.

As his fingers wrapped around his gold fountain pen, she
couldn’t help but remember the way they’d circled her waist, his
hands so broad and strong he could lift her as if she weighed no
more than a grain of sand.

“Thank you,” he said. Her dismissal. He turned back to the
report he was reading.

She stood her ground. You won't break me.

She stared at him for a moment, daring him to look back up
at her. Did she imagine it, or did his fingers tighten around the



pen? He paused in his reading, tugged at his collar, then glanced
at her.

Their eyes met. “Will that be all?”

Sir.

She wanted him to know she saw the game he was playing.

“Yes, Sara.” He said her name slowly, emphatically, his
dark eyes unblinking. Her stomach flipped and she held herself
steady.

His full lips straightened into a hard line.

Lips that had kissed her with force and tenderness she could
never have imagined. Lips that had teased and tempted her into
a frenzy of passion.

Lips that held the power to fire her, as she’d invited him to
do on her first day.

Yes, she’d failed once, and she wanted him to know it would
never happen again.

Elan leaned back in his chair and let out a long, hard breath as
the door closed behind her. The woman was stubborn as a camel
and twice as tough. Any normal person would have thrown in the
towel, but Sara?

Nooo.

He couldn’t help the smile that sneaked over his lips. This
small woman had the courage of ten men. Unfortunately, she had
the intelligence and aptitude of ten men, too, so no matter how
much work he threw at her, somehow she managed to get it done.
He was beginning to wonder if a little man called Rumplestiltskin



visited her apartment in the evenings.

No. There was no time for any man in her evenings. He’d seen
to that.

He wiped the smile of satisfaction from his face. Her evenings
were no concern of his.

He’d made an error of judgment—once.

She’d touched something inside him he’d thought buried and
forgotten. Reopened old wounds he was sure had scarred over.
She’d seen past the strength, past the power, past the money—
to the man within.

He’d felt, that night, that he needed her.

He rose from his chair, anger flaring in his chest.

He needed no one, and he would never let that happen again.

Seven

Bent over the sink in the office bathroom, Sara suffered
another sudden surge of nausea. She was exhausted, drained, run-
down.

And more than three months pregnant.

Until her visit to the doctor that afternoon, the possibility of a
pregnancy had never crossed her mind. She’d bled after all, just
not as much as usual, and the bleeding never really seemed to go
away. She’d felt ill from time to time, but she’d put it down to
stress and lack of sleep. After what seemed like a few weeks of
intermittent on-and-off period she went to her gynecologist.

Diagnosis: Pregnancy.

The bleeding was abnormal and her doctor’s concern showed
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in her face. Sara had no idea what showed on her own face:
astonishment, disbelief, possibly horror.

She was bustled into an ultrasound room and unceremoniously
stripped and smeared with gel so the bizarre events taking place
inside her could be examined in scientific detail.

All disbelief vanished when she saw it on the ultrasound
monitor. My baby. Its little heart pumping visibly, its tiny limbs
already distinguishable, curved under its big head.

Her panicked gasping had frightened the ultrasound
technician.

“Don’t worry, dear,” the nurse said softly. She was soft all
over, from her gloved hands to her fluffy blond hair. “The uterine
environment looks quite normal. Some people do continue
spotting for some weeks with no known cause. There’s no
apparent danger to your pregnancy.”

Her reassuring words penetrated Sara’s consciousness, but
they only made tears rise in her throat. A turmoil of unfamiliar
emotions racked her body. Guilt that she hadn’t spared a thought
for the “uterine environment.” A fearful recoil at the alien life
secreted in her belly for so long without her knowledge. And—
even more alarming—a fierce tug of intense affection for the tiny
person growing inside her.

She stumbled back to the office to prepare a report for a
meeting the following morning. It hadn’t occurred to her to do
otherwise. That was before the reality of the situation sank in.
Before she found herself sitting at her desk, unable to focus her



eyes, confused thoughts crowding her brain and terror twisting
her gut. Before she sprinted into the bathroom, overwhelmed by
nausea and the horrifying reality that everything in her life was
about to change.

Had already changed.

She couldn’t keep working this hard. She was endangering not
only her health, but that of her baby. The report for tomorrow’s
meeting would have to wait. She’d apologize, say she was ill. But
she’d sneak out and call in her regrets from home because she
just couldn’t face Elan right now.

She wasn’t sure if she could ever face him again.

All his cruel assumptions about her on her first day had proven
horrifyingly accurate. She had lusted after him and seduced him.
She’d risked the career opportunity of a lifetime for a few hours
of pleasure.

Gambled with her life for one night in his arms.

And I am carrying Elan’s baby.

The thought hit her for the first time like a splash of icy
water. Somehow in the terrible excitement of discovering she
was pregnant she’d managed not to think about the other person
responsible for the life growing inside her.

How would he react? With shock, most likely. With horror,
no doubt. Her disgrace was total.

She quickly stripped off her suit and put on her cycling clothes
and sneakers, then shoved her suit into her backpack with far less
care than usual. It wouldn’t fit for much longer anyway.



She splashed her face with water and pulled her hair into a
ponytail. Her eyes were red and her skin blotchy with distress.
Hopefully she could get away without running into anyone.

She emerged from the bathroom and dashed for the elevator.
She hugged herself, struggled to keep her breathing even, to keep
tears at bay until she left the office.

But the elevator arrived with Elan inside it.

He strode out, then paused. “Sara, you don’t look well.”

“Yes.” Her voice emerged as a whisper.

Guilt and terror paralyzed her limbs. Her secret swelled inside
her, threatening to inflate like a giant blow-up and knock her
Over.

“Perhaps you're working too hard?” He raised an eyebrow.

“Um...” She couldn’t seem to formulate a sentence that didn’t
contain the words I'm having your baby.

I've got to get out of here.

A massive surge of adrenaline flooded her limbs with the
urge to shove past him into the elevator and escape. Her heart
thundered as she zeroed in on the dimly lit cavern that was her
only escape route. If she could just get in there and let those doors
close behind her....

Elan stood barring the way, his brow lowered with concern.

“You’re ill. You should not ride your bike. I'll drive you home.”

“No!” She spat the word, as images of their last car ride
together assaulted her. Elan, shirt unbuttoned to reveal his hard
chest. His broad hand on the wheel.



His sperm swimming toward her egg.

“T'll be fine. The exercise will do me good. Do you mind if
I...” she stammered, able to focus only on the dark emptiness of
the elevator that would carry her away from a drama she wasn’t
ready to take her part in.

He stood aside. Was that relief on his face? “We have no
matters that can’t wait until tomorrow.”

“Thanks.” She dove past him. He let go of the elevator door
he’d been holding for her. She saw him turn and look at her, his
brow furrowed, as the doors closed.

She sagged against the cold metal walls as the elevator
hummed into motion.

Oh, I'm not ill. I'm just pregnant with your child.

“You're kidding me,” said Erin, after a very long pause. Her
sister was the first person she’d called. As a single mother herself,
Sara figured Erin would be able to relate.

“Would I kid about something like this?” Sara paced back and
forth in her small apartment, trying not to bump her hip on the
kitchen countertop or pull the phone off the wall. She couldn’t
keep still. Too jumpy.

“You're pregnant? By who? You only just moved there and
you weren’t dating anyone here. Or were you?”

“No. I haven’t dated anyone since I broke up with Mike last
year.” She paused to look out the window. The sun was sinking
behind the mountains; soon the town would be plunged into
darkness. She swallowed hard, twisted the phone cord in her



hands. “I slept with my boss.”

“Your boss? I thought your boss was the owner of the
company.”

“Yes,” she rasped. It sounded even worse out loud than it did
in her head.

“Isn’t he some millionaire oil tycoon?”

“Yes.” She closed her eyes.

“Is he, like, fifty years old or something?”

“No, of course not. He’s thirty-two.” And handsome. And
irresistible.

And he despises me.

“So, jeez, is this like, a relationship?”

“No.” She tugged at the phone cord, her eyes starting to sting.
She bit the inside of her mouth to stem any tears. “It was a one-
night thing. A mistake.”

She heard Erin blow out a deep breath. “Wow. That’s just so...
not like you.”

“Tell me about it. I've worked my butt off to get this job,
and you know how much we need the money. But there was
something about him...” Her voice trailed off and she sucked in
a breath.

“He must be hot. What's his name?”

“Elan.” Just saying his name made her face flood with heat.
Guilt.

“Wow. Is he married?”

“No! Do you really think I would sleep with a married man?”



A rush of indignation made her shove her hand through her hair.

“I didn’t think you’d sleep with your boss.”

Me neither.

“You haven’t told him yet, have you?”

“No. You're the first person I've told. He’s not going to be
happy, and that’s an understatement. After it happened he said
we should never mention it again.”

“You could sue for sexual harassment.” Her sister’s voice was
low, serious.

“I can’t. He actually predicted something like this might
happen. He didn’t want a young female assistant for that very
reason and he tried to get me transferred on my first day. I told
him that if my behavior was at all unprofessional—" She sucked
in a breath. “He could fire me on the spot.”

“Oh, Sara.” There was a pause. Sara heard her little nephew
say something and his mom whispered a quick reply, then came
back on the line. “Don’t tell him. Seriously, you don’t want to
lose your medical insurance at a time like this. Trust me on this
one. Been there, done that. I don’t know what I would have done
without Derek helping me out.”

“Derek’s going to have a cow, isn’t he?” Derek, their oldest
brother, had been like a second father to her. More of a father
than her real one. He’d worked so hard, taking a second job to
help the family through one crisis after another. They’d all been
blindsided by Erin’s unexpected pregnancy followed by their
mother’s diagnosis with lymphoma. Sara cringed at the thought



of dealing him another blow.

“Derek is a rock. He never said a single negative thing when I
got pregnant. He’s been there for me every step of the way. We’ll
all support you. Kristin can look after your baby while you work.
She’ll be able to have her entire in-home daycare be our kids
—it’ll be fun. I've missed you so much. You are going to move
home, aren’t you?”

A question that had zinged around her mind from the moment
she learned the news. How could she not move home and be with
her family?

But then again, how could she?

“There are no jobs in my field there.” She looked out the
window at the harsh desert landscape, mountain peaks dark
against the shimmering sky. So beautiful.

“Bates Electronics will take you back.”

“But I won’t make enough to pay down Mom’s hospital bills.
I know we’re all trying to contribute, but my salary is by far the
highest. And then there are my college loans. All of you have
your own responsibilities to deal with.”

“You don’t always have to be a superwoman, you know? It’s
okay to be human.”

No, it’s not. I made that mistake one night in the desert.

“I don’t think Elan will fire me. If he was going to, he’d have
done it already. I promised him on my first day that I wouldn’t
so much as flirt with him. I guess he has women throwing
themselves at him all the time, 1 just can’t believe I turned out



to be one of them.”

“He sounds like a piece of work. I'd like to get my hands on
him.”

Erin’s gritty threat almost made her laugh. “That’s how this
whole thing got started, I'm afraid.” She took a deep breath. “I'm
going to tell him about the pregnancy tomorrow.”

“Oh, Sara.” Her spirited sister’s voice withered. “You know
Gavin dumped me when I told him.”

Sara rubbed her eyes. “I know. I just hope I can be as strong
as you.”

Okay, this is it. You're going to march right into his office and
say it. I'm pregnant.

Sara inhaled a shaky breath as the elevator climbed. She’d
deliberately come in late, so he’d be there and she wouldn’t have
time to sit around at her desk and think of reasons not to tell him.
She’d even bicycled here in a smart pantsuit so she’d be “dressed
for the occasion.” Unfortunately, there was now a black chain
print smudged near the inside of the right ankle. She’d deal with
that later.

The elevator doors opened, and her anxiety turned to chilling
surprise.

Her desk, which had sat right in front of the elevator, was now
moved to one side, sharing the space with a second identical desk.
The piles of papers covering her workspace threatened to keel
over onto the stark gray surface of the new desk pushed up next
to it.



“Sara.” Elan’s large form dominated even the cavernous space
of the foyer. His greeting caused her heart to pound louder.

I'm pregnant.

But she couldn’t tell him now because there was another
person in the room.

“This is Mrs. Dixon,” Elan said. A satisfied smile roamed
across his mouth. “She’s a new member of our team. Her title is
Executive Assistant.”

Sara’s blood froze. Was she being replaced?

“Mrs. Dixon will perform the secretarial duties that were
your responsibility. Answering my phone, preparing my
correspondence, filing my papers and such.”

Sara struggled to keep her face expressionless. And what will
Ido?

“You will focus your time and energy on special projects
I assign you. This arrangement is somewhat inconvenient,” he
indicated the two desks with a sweep of his hand. His gold watch
glinted beneath a starched cuff. “But it’s temporary. I'd like you
to gain more experience in the field, to become familiar with the
day-to-day operations at our job sites.”

Sara blinked, the lights suddenly too bright for her eyes. She
glanced at Mrs. Dixon. Steel-gray hair sprayed into a bouffant,
mouth pursed into a prim line, the stiffly suited older woman
regarded her with what looked like distaste.

[ prefer my executive assistant to be a woman with decades of
experience, and preferably gray hairs on her head.



Elan’s words on that first day flew into her head.

She was being replaced. And banished. He meant to be rid
of her, and since she wouldn’t quit he planned to send her away
to “gain experience.” And he’d installed her replacement before
she was even gone.

“Your salary will increase, of course.” Elan’s words jerked
her attention back to him. He surveyed her through narrowed
eyes. “Commensurate with your new responsibilities and the
inconvenience of frequent travel.”

Frequent travel. On a plane. Her gut clenched at the prospect.
Is this how he meant to drive her away? To play on her one
weakness?

“It is a promotion, though your title will remain the same.” An
overhead spotlight threw his arrogant features into harsh relief as
a smile crossed his lips.

A promotion. Higher pay. A reward for excellence?

Or a smoke screen to cover his plan to force her resignation?

“Thank you. I look forward to the new challenges,” she said
stiffly.

“Good. I have a meeting to attend. Please familiarize Mrs.
Dixon with the workings of our office. I'll be at home this
afternoon as I have a new mare being delivered. You may handle
my calls for me.”

With a brusque nod, he strode toward the elevator leaving Sara
alone with...

The Other Woman.



She wanted to laugh. Her rival was not the long-lashed, pouty-
lipped casino bunny she might have imagined. No. She was a
heavily powdered, sturdy-legged matron of at least fifty-five.

“Pleased to meet you,” she said, holding out her hand to Mrs.
Dixon.

“Likewise.” Mrs. Dixon’s hair remained firmly in place as she
nodded a greeting and met Sara’s sweating palm with her own
cool, meaty hand. “Have you worked here long?”

“Nearly five months.”

Oh, and I'm having his baby, by the way.

How would she ever tell him now? With this steel-haired
battle-ax perched outside the office door, ear probably glued to
the intercom?

As hers had once been.

“I have thirty-five years of experience assisting executives.”
Mrs. Dixon’s thin lips pressed together for a moment as she
glanced from Sara’s travel-wrinkled suit to the teetering piles
of folders and correspondence on her desk. “We’ll soon get this
office whipped into shape.”

I have to tell him. Today.

She pumped down on the pedals, pushing her bike along the
dusty road that cut through the sagebrush-strewn desert. She
pedaled slowly, trying to conserve her energy, trying not to work
up too much of a sweat as the summer sun glared down at
her from the fierce blue sky. It was already eleven o’clock, the
journey taking longer than she’d expected. When she’d looked



up Elan’s address she hadn’t realized his ranch was so far from
town. But she had to go there and tell him away from the prying
eyes of their coworkers.

She’d tried, time and time again over the past two weeks, to
get a moment alone with Elan behind the closed door of his
office. But Mrs. Dixon hovered around him like a ministering
angel, bearing cups of steaming coffee, bags of dry-cleaned shirts
and freshly collated reports. She even took shorthand, which
seemed to delight Elan, who now dictated most of his personal
correspondence instead of typing it himself on his computer.
There was no escaping the woman, whose old-school solicitude
was a stark contrast to Sara’s own ambitious careerism.

And Elan was using her ambition as a rope to hang her with.
She was scheduled to leave next Thursday for three weeks on an
offshore rig in the Gulf of Mexico. After that she was headed
to Canada, for a long stint at three different sites there. The
opportunity was exciting, she couldn’t deny it, but it was sure to
be a challenge in ways she probably couldn’t even imagine. No
question, he was pushing her, testing her, trying to find her limits.

He’d wanted her gone, and now she would be. Good. No
more struggling to keep her eyes off the broad strength of his
shoulders, the dexterous power of his hands, the dark magnetism
of his gaze.

What a relief. So why the hollow ache inside her at the thought
of leaving?

Probably that hollow space was there because she’d been up



half the night drafting projections for a new client, with nothing
more than a quick plate of fruit and cheese to keep her going.

She didn’t think he’d fire her when he heard her news. She’d
been at the company long enough to know that for all his brash
demeanor Elan treated his employees with scrupulous fairness.
There were several pregnant women in the office and he’d even
raised the idea of an on-site daycare to encourage employee
retention.

His objections would be personal.

If he was trying to force her out now, how would he react when
he knew her secret? Even if he didn’t fire her, he might push just
hard enough to get her on that train home to Wisconsin.

Telling him was risky, but she wasn’t the kind of person who
could sit on a secret like this. It was his child, too, and he deserved
to know of its existence.

She’d reached a flat expanse of land on which she couldn’t see
a man-made structure of any kind, let alone a house befitting a
wealthy tycoon. Was she lost?

She hadn’t phoned to tell him she was coming. She’d figured
the surprise of her unexpected appearance would only herald
the other, far more dramatic surprise that she had in store for
him. But if she didn’t find the place soon, the surprise would be
finding her bleached bones out on the burning sands.

As she came to the top of a slight rise she spied movement off
in the distance. Dark lines of pipe fencing crisscrossed the desert,
marking boundaries on the open plain. She squinted against the



high sun, trying to make out the shadowy shapes that darted to
and fro in the distance.

A man and a horse.

A dark horse and a dark-skinned man silhouetted against
the sun-bleached landscape. Gradually she saw the shape of the
house emerge from its surroundings. Sand-colored, it blended
almost totally into the environment. Other horses sheltered in the
dark shade of earth-toned structures that became visible as she
drew closer.

A trickle of sweat pricked at her spine, and her heart raced
as much from fear as from physical exertion as she drew closer
to her quarry.

He hadn’t seen her.

Elan stood in the center of a round pen. The dark-red horse
ran on the end of a long lead, as he chased it around in circles.
When the horse slowed or tried to turn away from him, he
cracked a whip to drive it forward.

His attention focused totally on the horse, he didn’t look
up even as she dismounted her bike. She leaned it against the
sand-colored wall of the imposing bunkerlike structure that she
assumed must be his house.

She approached slowly, her heart thundering against her ribs.
The pen Elan worked in stood a good hundred yards away and
she struggled to put one foot in front of the other and cover what
suddenly seemed like an impossibly large distance.

She couldn’t back out this time. Wouldn’t leave until she’d told



him.

“Yah!”

His shout startled her and she jumped. But he’d shouted at
the horse. His expression frightened her, brows low over eyes
narrowed against the bright sun, chin jutted in an expression of
determination.

Her gaze dropped lower. He wore only a pair of dusty black
jeans. His bare torso shone with sweat in the blazing midday heat.
His hair was damp, black tendrils plastered to his forehead. He
raised a muscled arm and buried his face in the crook of his
elbow, streaking a mix of sweat and dirt across his face as he
raised his focus again to his horse.

And then he saw her.

The rein to the horse went slack and the animal slowed to a
halt. Elan raised his hand higher to shield his eyes from the sun
and squinted at her as if doubting his vision.

“Sara?”

Her heart tripped over itself and her breathing quickened as
she walked to him on unsteady legs. “Yes.”

“What brings you to my home?” Still squinting against the sun,
he started to stride toward her. The horse, however, had other
ideas and tossed its head, almost jerking the rein from his hand.

Elan jerked back and let fly a string of words in a language
she didn’t know. “This mare, she has the stubbornness of an ox,
the disdain of a camel!”

Sara looked at the mare. She had her head raised and one eye



firmly fixed on Elan in an attitude of visibly insolent disregard.
“I'm training her to see if she’s suitable to breed to my stallions.”

“But she has other ideas?” Sara raised an eyebrow. She was
relieved by the minor distraction of talking about the horse. An
icebreaker, if ice could even be imagined in the blazing heat of
the desert.

“Yes. She’d like to train me to leave her alone with her food.”
Elan’s lips curved into a smile. The mare seized the opportunity
to turn her backside to him. Elan cracked the whip and goaded
her into a swift canter around the pen, then brought her to a halt.

“There’s no point in breeding a horse that cannot safely be
ridden, no matter how lovely her conformation,” he continued,
as he gathered up the length of rein and led the horse across the
pen to where Sara stood.

“She’s beautiful.”

“Yes, but beauty without loyalty can break hearts—and
bones.” He smiled broadly and patted the horse’s neck. “She’ll
bend to my will. It’s only a matter of time. I feed her, I care
for her, give her shelter from the sun. She will learn these things
come with a price, and she’ll learn to pay it.”

Sara nodded and looked at the beautiful sorrel mare, who
tossed her head constantly, obviously hating the confinement
of her halter. Her heart swelled with pity for the creature that
wanted to be free, but would have to learn that her days of illusory
freedom were over.

She knew that feeling.



At that instant the child stirred inside her, a strange new
fluttering sensation that tugged her attention back to her purpose.
Her fingers drifted instinctively to the place where her baby was
secreted in her belly. Elan’s eyes narrowed as they followed the
motion, and she yanked the traitorous hand behind her back.

“I need to talk to you.” Her gut tightened and her breathing
slowed, making her light-headed.

“Yes?”

“Can we...I know you’re busy, but can we...go inside?” She
couldn’t stand there in the heat much longer without keeling
over. Her fingers and toes stung with needle pricks of awful
anticipation and her heart bumped almost painfully against her
ribs.

“Of course.” He paused for a moment, regarding her steadily.
“T'll put Leila in her paddock.” The expression on his face showed
that he realized it was a serious matter. Elan was not a man to
waste words teasing out the reason for her visit. They walked in
silence together as he penned the horse and removed its halter.

The shade of the barn was a merciful relief from the
unrelenting heat of the sun. He hung up the halter and lead in a
tack room, then glanced down at his dusty, sweaty body.

“Please excuse me a moment.” He picked up a hose and turned
the spray directly on himself. A few stray drops splashed on Sara
and the icy coldness of it startled her.

Rivulets of water streamed over his back and down the taut
muscles of his torso as he held the hose above his skin. He bent



his head forward and ran the water directly into his hair, ruffling
it with his fingers and sighing as the cool liquid touched his scalp.

A rush of heat made Sara cringe as her body responded so
predictably to the sight of his impressive physique as he cooled
and cleaned his skin with the fresh water.

When he turned the hose off, his jeans were soaked down
to midthigh and his upper body glistened with clear droplets.
Sara struggled to keep her breathing inaudible as she watched
the water drip sensuously over the curves of his thick muscles.
Drops traced the deep hollow of his spine down to where his wet
jeans hugged his rounded backside.

As he turned, her eyes automatically followed the trails of
water that gathered between his pectorals and slid into the line
of black hair tracing the distance from his belly button to the fly
of his low-slung jeans.

She really was a hopeless case.

“Come this way,” he said. Mercifully he didn’t look at her
long enough to notice the effect of his impromptu shower on her
sanity.

He kicked off his boots outside a wide, arched doorway, then
pushed open the door and ushered her inside. The thick earthen
walls that blended so easily with the desert opened into a softly
lit, cavernous space. A fountain trickled steadily in the center of
the room, creating a cool and peaceful atmosphere. Subtle earth-
toned patterns ornamented the bare walls.

“It’s beautiful,” breathed Sara, her eyes wide. “Should I take



my shoes off?” The space felt like a sanctuary. It was, no doubt,
Elan’s refuge from the pressures of the business world.

“If you wish.”

She slid off her sneakers and her tired feet reveled in the
sensation of deliciously cool stone under their soles. Elan strode
across the tiled floor toward another arched doorway.

“Come in here.” He held a door open. She accidentally
brushed against his arm as she moved past him. The drops of
water that passed from his skin to hers sizzled as his touch stung
her with a surge of electrical energy.

“Please sit and relax. I'll be right back.”

Two vast leather sofas flanked a fireplace outlined in pale
marble. A wall of windows was shaded from the sun by gauzy
pale curtains that moved in the air-conditioned breeze.

She seated herself gingerly on one of the sofas, the leather
cool against her skin. The painting above the fireplace looked
like a Mark Rothko original, a cool square of blue hovering in
a field of gray.

Elan returned wearing a clean pair of jeans and nothing else.
Drops of water still glittered on his torso. His uncombed hair fell
seductively to his eyes. What did she expect? She’d invaded his
home without asking, interrupted his work, did she think he’d
put on a suit for her?

He carried two frosted glasses of water. “Here, drink this.”

She took it from him, icy drops stinging her fingertips. He
sat on the opposite sofa and leaned back, broad bare shoulders



sprawled on the dark leather. He took a sip of water and looked
at her expectantly.

Silence hung in the air and a surge of panic shot through her
as she realized the time had come for her confession. She cleared
her throat and placed her glass on the floor with an awkward
clunk.

“Er, Elan...” Blood rushed around her brain as she struggled
to keep her thoughts coherent. She’d tried rehearsing what to
say, but her attempts always dissolved into panicked babbling or
tearful self-pity. This was no time for self-pity. She took a deep
breath and straightened her spine. “I have something to tell you.”

His brow furrowed. She waited for him to interject a polite
response, along the lines of “Oh?” or “What is it?” but he didn’t.
He merely took another sip of his water and regarded her steadily
through hooded eyes.

“I...Idon’t know how to tell you this...” she paused again and
wrapped her arms around herself as if assaulted by a cold gust
of wind. Elan’s eyes narrowed and he put his glass down. He
adjusted the waist of his jeans against his hard, tanned belly and
leaned forward a little. Expectant.

The baby shifted, flooding her with resolve.

“I'm pregnant.”

He blinked. Other than that he didn’t move a muscle. He
stared at her, and his eyes searched her face. A furrow appeared
above one eyebrow. Sara shrank inside. Did he not believe her?

“I...I...I'm four months along.”



His brow creased into a deep frown and his lips parted.
His eyes darted down to her belly, which she realized she was
clutching, then back up to her face.

Sara struggled to find the words to make it seem real. “I'm
going to have a baby.”

The words hung in the air for a few seconds as he continued
to gaze at her in astonishment. Then he sprang to his feet and
strode across the room, bare feet on the stone floor.

He still hadn’t uttered a word.

Sara shriveled inwardly and dropped her eyes to the floor as
she heard his footfalls moving away from her. She’d tried and
failed to imagine what his reaction might be. She’d never seen
him fly into a rage at the office. His anger was always quiet and
controlled, a fire burning deep within.

Was he angry?

She sneaked a glance across the room, and at that very
moment he wheeled around and stared at her. His eyes were
blazing, his face set in a stony expression that was unreadable,
frightening.

“You've carried this secret for four months?” The words
seemed to emerge from a closed mouth, hissed between tight
lips.

“I've only known for two weeks,” she whispered. Her heart
clenched as she saw a shadow of confusion cross his features.
He stared at her a few more seconds, then turned abruptly
away again. He strode around the perimeter of the large room



and approached her until he was standing over her, his shadow
invading her space.

“May I see your belly?” His voice emerged low and quiet, yet
clearly a demand. His request wasn’t polite, but then it wasn’t a
gracious situation. Sara rose to her feet ungracefully. She knew
her face was blazing as she lifted her T-shirt and pushed down
the waistband of her bike shorts.

She avoided his eyes and looked down at her belly. It looked
so vulnerable, pale and soft, a slight curve that announced the
presence of a third person in the room.

Elan slowly lifted his right hand and reached out to her
abdomen with his fingers extended. She heard his intake of
breath as the tips came to rest on her skin. Gradually, gently,
he lowered his hand until it covered her belly, cupping the
roundness.

Her womb stirred under his touch. A sudden rush of sensation
flooded her limbs. She struggled to keep her breathing under
control. Didn’t dare look at his face. Her nipples tightened
involuntarily and she tore her eyes away, desperate that he not see
the way her body responded to the gentle pressure of his hand.

For, even now, Elan’s touch made her body hum with
thrilling awareness. A dangerous awareness of his hard-sprung
masculinity, his harsh beauty. Humbling awareness of the razor-
sharp intellect that matched her own. But above all, awareness
of the man who had loved her that night with a passion and
tenderness that would haunt her as long as she walked the earth.



He pulled his hand back. “We must marry.”

The words, spoken low and fast, blew away the fog of sensation
that had engulfed her.

“What?” She barely recognized her own voice. It sounded
strangled, distant. With a tremendous effort of will she looked
up at his face.

His eyes blazed with black fire. He looked directly at her, his
features set in an expression of determination.

“You will be my wife.”

She fumbled with her shorts and T-shirt, covering the exposed
flesh of her belly. She felt altogether naked and exposed in the
face of his authoritarian command.

But she shook her head.

Elan’s eyes narrowed, but he didn’t speak.

“I can’t marry you.” Her voice was clear, quiet but resolute.

“Why not?” The words flew from his mouth in a growl.

“Because...”

Because you don’t love me.

She couldn’t bring herself to say the words. Certainly in her
mental anguish she’d imagined the possibility of a proposal.
It was, after all, the honorable thing to do. And Elan was an
honorable man.

She was “in trouble” and he was the man who’'d gotten her
that way. Even in the twenty-first century it was still common
politeness that he should offer to give the child a name. It was the
same reason her father had proposed to her mother, decades ago,



when her oldest sister had come unexpectedly into existence.

Elan regarded her with total astonishment. His brow lowered
farther as he raised his hands to his hips. “You refuse me?”

Sara swallowed hard. Her hands flew to her belly and clutched
each other, fingers trembling. “Yes,” she whispered. “I can raise
my child alone.”

The confusion that darkened his face tore at her heart. For an
instant she itched to step toward him, throw her arms around him
and shout “Yes, I'll marry you, I'll be your wife and bear all your
children and we’ll live happily ever after!”

And the thought brought a fresh flush of color to her cheeks.
A twinge of embarrassment that she could harbor such childish
fantasies. That she could dream even momentarily of a happy
future with a man who’d made it crystal clear that ardent women
were the bane of his existence.

No doubt her mother had nurtured those same foolish
fantasies when she’d chosen marriage over single motherhood—
a miserable marriage that had drained her strength and kept her
constantly pregnant or tending to a baby, despite her increasingly
poor health. That had kept her chained to a cruel man who
cheated on her and to a succession of low-paying part-time jobs
that would never give her the means to escape.

Sara didn’t intend to make that same mistake.

Eight

Elan tore his eyes off her and strode across the room. His mind
whirled with confused thoughts and he couldn’t grab a single
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sensible one from the mix.

Sara is pregnant with my child.

He’d needed to place his hand on her belly to fully accept the
truth of it. And nothing could prevent his heart from soaring with
the knowledge.

He was assaulted with a vision of Sara living in his home, of
the quiet desert ringing with the sounds of childish laughter. For
an instant all the entanglements he’d dreaded seemed like the
most blissful kind of bondage he could imagine. Sara in his bed
each morning. A family to provide and care for the way a man is
born to. A son or daughter—and the promise of more—to carry
his legacy into the future.

Then she’d refused him.

His gut burned with unfamiliar emotion as he wheeled around
to face her. She looked so small and delicate standing there,
clutching her belly with both hands as if he might try to rip the
baby right from her womb.

“You wish to deny me the right to raise my child?”

She flinched as he said my child. Blinked and looked down at
the floor. An ugly thought sneaked up on him, bringing with it
a cold chill of fear.

She’d said she was pregnant, but she had not said the baby
was his.

Was it possible that she carried another man’s child and
was merely informing him of her pregnancy as a professional
courtesy? The image of Sara with another man assaulted him



like a kick in the gut.

“Is it my child?” The words shot from his mouth like bullets
from a gun. There was no dignified way to ask the question, but
he had to know.

Sara nodded, her face flushing crimson. “Yes,” she hissed
between closed lips.

Recrimination seized him as he realized how he’d shamed
her with his doubt. “I apologize. I didn’t mean to imply...” He
couldn’t bring himself to spell it out. The idea of Sara with
another man stole his breath.

Since that one night in the desert he’d been tormented by
the longing to gather her in his arms again. He was haunted
by memories of her gentle touch, her fiery passion. But
the memories were tainted by the realization that he’d taken
advantage of her.

She was a young girl, barely out of college. Even if she had
desired him, too—at that moment—nhe should have known better
than to let the situation get out of control. Than to let himself
get out of control.

He was her boss. The abuse of his authority was inexcusable.

When she’d accepted his apology without protest, she
confirmed that night had been a terrible lapse of judgment. As
he’d suggested, they had never mentioned it again.

Determined to rid himself forever of his craving to hold her,
of the memories he couldn’t seem to shake, he’d done his best to
challenge her beyond her capacity and drive her away.



When that hadn’t worked he’d planned to send her away. Push
her out of sight, out of reach, out of his mind. To rid himself of
the compulsion to take her in his arms, of the foolhardy urge to
protect and care for her.

He didn'’t need her.

But now there was a child to consider. That changed
everything.

She regarded him steadily with those cool, pale eyes that
haunted his nights. A few strands of golden hair had escaped her
bun and curled around her face. She reached up and gathered
them in her hands, tucking them back into the knot behind her
head.

The movement of raising her arms pulled her T-shirt tight
against the new fullness of her belly and the heavier curve of her
breasts and he looked away quickly as his breath hitched. Her
pregnancy did not dampen his desire for her.

Anger sliced through him. Anger at the power she had over
him, power only magnified by the fact that she carried his child.

Power he could harness only though marriage.

Why did she refuse him? It was hard to comprehend. Perhaps
she felt guilty for breaking the pact that she had proposed on her
first day of employment?

They had both broken it. That was moot and it was time to
move forward.

“I hold myself fully accountable for this unfortunate situation.
You bear no blame—"



“But I—” She began to protest and he held up his hand to
silence her.

“Your pledge to me on the first day of employment was broken
by my rash actions, not yours. Rest assured, we’ll never mention
it again. I will provide you and our child with every advantage
and opportunity. As my wife, youll want for nothing. You will
bear my name and we’ll share life as a family.”

Already his heart swelled with the idea. How strange that the
universe should provide such an opportunity! That fate should
deliver a woman into his arms who was his match in every way.

Their marriage was an ideal outcome to this strange
predicament.

“We’ll make our announcement tomorrow. We'll be married
before the month is out and our child will suffer no shame.”
He rubbed his hands together. “We shall plan the wedding
immediately, perhaps by next week—"

“I can’t marry you.” She spoke quietly, but with no hesitation.

Her renewed refusal struck him like a slap.

“But you must. Can’t you see that?” He couldn’t keep angry
indignation out of his voice.

She looked away across the room for a moment, as if gathering
her thoughts, then back at him, eyes wide. “I know that in some
ways marriage does seem like the sensible thing, the obvious
thing to do, but I also know that in the long run we’d both regret
it. We’d feel trapped, like we were forced together.”

“Arranged marriages are common in my country. Few



matches arise out of love, but many achieve it.”

The cruel irony stung him. He was making the argument his
father had made to him when he came of age. A suitable bride,
a lifetime of duty. He’d rejected it out of hand and claimed the
right to choose his own bride, shape his own destiny, even if it
meant abandoning his homeland for good. He’d given up enough
already at the hands of his father.

“Did your parents have a happy marriage?”

Sara’s question penetrated the dark fog of ugly memories that
surrounded his last face-to-face encounter with the man who
stole his childhood.

“No.” He would not lie to her.

She turned to face him, fixed him with her wide-eyed stare.
“So you know firsthand that a marriage of convenience doesn’t
always lead to—love.” The last word caught in her throat slightly
and Elan’s heart constricted as she said it.

Love. It was not a commodity to be bought or sold, searched
for, found or extracted with the aid of high-tech equipment. It
was something strange, unknowable, elusive—that no amount of
money could buy.

He doubted he would know it if he saw it. His life had been
empty of love since his mother’s death. Even his once-beloved
brothers were now virtual strangers to him, all of them victims
of his father’s power games.

“What went wrong in your parents’ marriage?” She asked
the question cautiously. He bridled at the unpleasant prospect



of airing his family’s dirty linen with an outsider. Some things
were better left unspoken. But her steady gaze called to him,
demanded his honesty.

“My father liked to be in control and to have those around him
know he was in control.”

“And he tried to control your mother?” The pulse flickering
at her throat contradicted her calm voice.

“Yes. She was much younger than he, bright and free-spirited,
with her own way of doing things.” Elan swallowed. Even after all
these years he could still see her smiling face, feel the soft touch
of her soothing hands. He’d clung to those memories as a balm
to his loneliness. “My father did not brook any contradiction.”

“So they argued?”

“Yes. About many things. Until my father declared that in
his household he laid down the rules and everyone would obey.
When my mother defied him he punished her in the harshest way
he could think of. By taking her sons away and sending them
abroad.”

“Including you.” Her eyes narrowed and he stiffened at what
looked like pity in her expression.

“Yes. She died shortly afterward and his punishment was
inflicted permanently on all of us. He died a lonely and bitter old
man who had lost his sons, as well as his wife.”

“That’s terrible.”

The soft expression in her eyes seemed to invite him to sink
into the warm comfort of her arms, but her rigid posture held him



at bay and those wide jade eyes begged him to keep his distance.

He straightened his shoulders, held his head erect. He didn’t
need her sympathy or anyone else’s. A hard shell had formed
around the tender core of his emotions and now he supposed
there was nothing left inside it to give or receive love.

His deficiencies must be obvious to Sara. She was a lively
young girl who hoped to spend her life with a whole man, not one
whose spirit was hollowed by loneliness and toughened by exile.

“If you think it’s best, I'll offer my resignation.” Her words
penetrated his grim thoughts.

“No!” Heat surged through him.

She took a quick step back as if he might hurl himself at her,
then quickly steadied herself, one hand resting on her belly.

“You must not leave your job.” The thought struck a chord of
alarm. That she might get on a train, leave town and never come
back... It was not something he could contemplate.

Conviction roared through him. Immediate marriage was the
only possible course of action. It was the sensible thing to do.
The right thing to do. His heart played no role in his decision.
He would handle this situation as he would manage any business
crisis, with decisive action.

“You will remain at the headquarters, of course. As for travel
in your condition—"

“If T stay I shall continue my job exactly as planned. I do
not wish for any special favors or considerations. I'll leave for
Louisiana next week as we discussed.”



He blew out a snort of laughter. “You can’t stay on a drilling
rig. It’s dangerous and dirty.”

“No more so than it was yesterday, when you briefed Mrs.
Dixon and myself on my responsibilities there.”

“Yesterday, you weren’t pregnant.” He shoved a hand through
his hair. This situation was a challenge to his wits. “Of course,
you were pregnant, but I didn’t know that at the time. It is
the nature of our business that it’s dangerous and dirty, there’s
no avoiding those aspects of it, but you will certainly not risk
exposure to pollutants while you’re pregnant with our child.”

“El Mansur Associates prides itself on the containment of
potentially harmful substances at all phases of exploration and
recovery,” she said, her eyes flashing a challenge at him. “One
of my tasks is to make sure those goals are being met.”

He suppressed a chuckle. Yes, this woman was a match for
him. “You will stay at the head office during your pregnancy. I
have need of you here.”

She lifted her chin. “I would prefer to be in the field,” she said
coolly.

“As I said, I have need of you here.”

She stiffened and her eyes narrowed. “You are the boss.”

A cool finger of sensation slid up his spine. He risked abusing
his authority again in this situation. Still, the circumstances called
for a strong guiding hand.

“I will exert my authority in matters of business. It’s a question
of liability, surely you understand that?”



She hesitated, drew in a breath. “I understand.” She held her
chin high, proud and beautiful, her face radiant and her body
strong, yet soft and devastatingly female. Her eyes glittered, the
flecks of gold catching light from the skylights overhead. Her
cheeks were pink from the physical exertion of her long bike ride
and the mental exertion of revealing her secret.

And what a secret!

A secret that would change his life forever. Until now he’d
wanted nothing more than the quiet calm of solitude. He’d grown
weary of eager females and the entanglements they tried to thrust
on him.

But despite all his efforts to the contrary, this woman had crept
into his mind and cast a spell on him. Now their blood was linked
in a child they’d created and there was no way she could leave
him now. He’d make sure of it.

Sara was growing light-headed under Elan’s steady gaze. Her
blood seemed to be draining away, and with growing terror
she realized she might actually pass out. She’d been running
on adrenaline all morning, and her blood sugar must be getting
dangerously low.

“You look pale,” his brow lowered in concern.

“I...I'm rather hungry. Would it be possible to—"

“Of course, you must eat. Come with me.”

He held out his strong hand and reluctantly she took it. Heat
coursed through her as his fingers closed around hers and his
thickly muscled arm drew her gently to her feet. He gripped her



hand, firm but gentle, as he led her across the cool stone.

As he guided her through the cavernous space of his house,
emotions and sensations buzzed in her mind and body like a
swarm of bees in a hive. There was massive relief that she’d
finally let the proverbial cat out of the bag. She was grateful that
he’d taken the news relatively calmly.

But not as calmly as she’d hoped. He wanted his child.

The situation paralleled that of her parents far too closely. She
knew her mother had refused her father at first. She’d known he
was a ladies’ man who didn’t love her. But he’d worn her down
with his pleas that marriage to her child’s father was the “sensible
thing” to do.

And in some ways it was sensible, at least initially. But in the
long run it made for a bitter, hate-filled marriage that cast a pall
of misery over their home life and her childhood.

She was fiercely attracted to Elan, but that was just one more
reason to guard against him. No doubt he was aware of the power
he had over her. To him she was just another of those lecherous
women who couldn’t keep their eyes and hands off him.

He’d probably expected her to gleefully accept his proposal of
marriage and rush into his arms, only to spend the rest of her life
wrapped in a cocoon of regret as he grew to despise her more
and more for each year he stayed in a marriage that sprang out
of circumstance rather than love.

If Elan was anything like her father, he’d feel free to continue
the lifestyle he’d pursued before marriage. He’d be out there



under the desert moon, burning mesquite with another woman,
while she stayed home taking care of the children.

Her heart squeezed at the thought of Elan with another
woman. For all she knew, he did have a girlfriend, or a stable of
them. She’d rather walk barefoot through the desert in the blazing
midday heat than even catch a glimpse of him with someone else.
Just one of the many reasons she’d prefer an oil rig on the open
sea to a desk outside his office.

“The kitchen. Please, take a seat at the table. I'll find
something for you to eat.”

He released her hand and she breathed a sigh of relief as cool
air replaced his warm grasp.

Commercial appliances gleamed amongst sheets of rare stone.
The table she sat at was an extraordinary sliver of metal-flecked
granite.

“Would you like some chicken salad?” Elan appeared relaxed
and nonchalant as he moved about the large kitchen.

“That would be fine.”

He was acting as if nothing had happened. But wasn’t that
what they did every day at the office? Elan went about the
business at hand and she struggled to do her duties while her
mind whirled with the torment of wanting to touch him.

And today was no different. The muscles of his powerful
back flexed as he pulled open the heavy fridge door, causing an
echoing ripple deep inside her. His jeans hugged and molded to
the firm curves of his athletic backside and long, sturdy legs.



She drew in a silent breath and prayed to retain at least the
appearance of dignity.

He stood in front of the fridge, examining the contents of the
neatly stacked crocks inside. She couldn’t help but notice his hair
was freshly cut, cropped close in back to reveal the thick muscles
of his neck.

She started as he turned to her.

“You must be hungry now you’re eating for two.”

“Er, yes.” She was shocked that he could refer so casually to
her pregnancy. She still struggled with the reality of it and had
to remind herself constantly that she carried another being inside
her. Apparently, Elan had no trouble accepting the idea.

He brought out two black ceramic containers and swung the
heavy door closed with a denim-clad knee. His bare feet were
silent on the stone tile as he moved toward her. Her heart skipped
as his eyes met hers.

How could he take this so calmly? Did he really expect her
to marry him?

She struggled to plaster a polite expression on her face while
her body roiled with the usual mix of uncomfortable sensations
that assailed her when Elan was in the room.

His broad hands moved with deft grace as he spooned two
salads onto a large black stoneware platter. Even now she was
haunted by the sensation of those hands on her, undressing her,
roaming over her skin.

Get a grip. It was that kind of thinking that got her in this



situation in the first place.

It wasn’t fair. They’d used a condom. But she’d discovered to
her chagrin that condoms were only about 95 percent effective
at preventing pregnancy. She’d fallen into the other five percent.

“My cook is a health nut so you can be sure these salads are
packed with nutrients. But I can tell you already take excellent
care of yourself.” His eyes dropped quickly to her body, then
back up to meet hers. Their path left a smoking trail of heat that
made her struggle to catch her breath.

She felt underdressed in her tight athletic clothes. She should
accept the fact that she was a pregnant woman and start dressing
differently. Clinging to her usual attire and habits was a form of
denial she couldn’t seem to shake.

“I do try to eat healthily. But I haven’t gained as much weight
as the doctor would like.” The confession slipped out as she
reached for her fork. She worried that her tendency to deny was
somehow depriving her baby.

Concern flashed across his face as his brows lowered. “How
much are you supposed to gain?”

“She’d like me to have gained eight to ten pounds by now,”
she mumbled as she dug her fork into Chinese chicken salad
with a mouthwatering aroma of sesame oil. “Because I'm a little
underweight.”

“And how much have you gained?”

She hesitated. “Only four pounds. But the doctor says the
baby’s growing fine.” She forked the salad into her mouth and



chastised herself for telling him.
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