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Blurb & Content Warning




Claiming Jafar: A M/F enemies to lovers 'Villain gets the Girl' novella 


He wants her power, and her heart. 


Never in her wildest dreams did Jasmine think she would be ruling her kingdom by herself as her happily ever after spills from her hands like sand through an hourglass. Finding her kingdom on the brink of ruin, she turns to the one man who can help her locked away for his traitorous crimes.


Yet, Jafar’s ruthlessness might be the one thing Jasmine needs to help her kingdom. In desperate need of council, she is willing to meet his demands and in doing so, Jasmine just might become the ruler her kingdom always needed. 


And the one Jafar always wanted.


Content Warning:


spicy on page sex scenes, adult language, infidelity, spousal abuse, and power dynamic.  
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Chapter One




The slap of flesh permeated the room, pre-dawn light trickling in through gauzy curtains. A soft breeze filtered in, caressing Jasmine’s face. She glanced towards the open balcony and scowled. Damn it, she thought. She still needed to bathe, get dressed, and become presentable before the emissaries from the Northern Territories came knocking on the palace doors. And Aladdin was taking his sweet time getting off this morning. She needed to finish this. Plus, her leg was cramping from holding it in this position for so long. Stretching out her arm, Jasmine grabbed Aladdin’s bare ass and gave it a hard squeeze, sinking her nails into his soft flesh. She faked a high-pitched groan, but Aladdin was oblivious as he grunted, plowing into her harder. Two short, furious strokes later, he finally came. Jasmine let out a sigh of relief as he rolled off her, a satisfied grin encompassing his face. “Pre-morning sex is the best sex. Isn’t it, Princess Jassie.”  

“Sultanah…” Jasmine mumbled, not even addressing the stupid play on her name he had started using. Aladdin sat up and stretched, before flopping back down onto the strewn about pillows. He frowned as Jasmine got up and put on her robe.

“What’s the rush? I’ll be ready for round two soon.”

Jasmine glanced down her nose at the man she had fought tooth and nail to get, to have her father’s approval of, along with her whole country, and felt nothing but contempt. “We have a meeting with the emissaries from the Northern Territories this week. Or did you forget?”    

Aladdin groaned and waved Jasmine off. “You are better at that stuff than I am. You can do this without me. And if you are going to be busy for the rest of the day, then I’m going into the city.”

Jasmine huffed and folded her arms, the move pushing her tits up. She could tell the sight was appetizing by the way Aladdin’s gaze dipped and the disgusting way he licked his upper lip. He lifted his eyes, pleading like a dog in heat, and Jasmine shook her head. If she was to be presentable as the Sultanah of her land by the time the emissaries arrived, she had to leave at once. “Don’t spend too much money at the bar this time. The guards had to carry you home two nights in a row, and it isn’t…” She struggled for a nice word, before saying, “Dignified.”

Aladdin had the audacity to look shocked, brows scrunching together, and lips parted. “That isn’t a nice thing to say to your husband, Jassie.”

“It’s just an observation, Aladdin. And I would like you to join me at the meetings today.”

He settled into a pout that could rival that of any pampered child, and Jasmine gave up, throwing her hands in the air. “Fine. Do whatever you want. I’m not going to argue about this. I have a country to run.”

Aladdin scoffed as Jasmine turned from him but stopped short at the tight grip on her shoulder. “Don’t be upset with me, Jassie. I was a thief and a beggar before this, living on the streets my whole life. I don’t know any of this political rulership stuff. You married me because you loved me, remember? And this is me.”

Jasmine let out a long-winded sigh and pinched the bridge of her nose between her fingers. “I just need you to try a little harder, okay? The emissaries from the Northern Territories are used to seeing men occupying the throne, not a female. It just makes things harder from the start. At least sit by my side for half the day.” 

Aladdin conceded, letting go of her shoulder, and huffing a dramatic, “Fine.” 

That was all she needed for the time being. I hope he doesn’t run his mouth at the meeting, Jasmine thought as she took off towards the palace bathing rooms. Aladdin acting the fool was the last thing she needed for the start of these important negotiations. 


      [image: ]Aladdin did indeed run his mouth… all the way to the opium den by mid-day, along with part of the emissary’s entourage. “Well, Jasmine…” she murmured to herself, head dipping low over the table in front of her, “you did tell him not to go to the bar. So this was obviously your fault.” She picked up a small figurine on the map before her and moved it across invisible lines into another territory. Letting out a sigh, Jasmine rubbed the back of her neck and glanced outside. The sun had set, casting an eerie, fiery glow across the expanse of desert before her. The city lit up like a beacon, shadows slowly descending their way down stark white exteriors. Jasmine padded out onto the balcony silently, leaning over the stone balustrade to take in the view. 

Hers. This was hers.

It was everything she ever wanted. To rule her people with kindness, compassion, and with a competent ruler by her side. Not some boy masquerading as a man. Jasmine turned her back on the glowing city below and gripped the barrier behind her, letting her head fall back to watch the stars as they lit up the sky. Shaking her head, she wished there was a way to make Aladdin understand he couldn’t be an absentee ruler. Here she was, wishing on the stars, like a little naïve girl. Something she no longer was. Running this city by herself without an advisor on her side was slowly eating her alive. She was in desperate need of help.  

Her stomach clenched at the thought, but she knew what had to be done. She had officially run out of options. Running fingers through her loose hair, Jasmine began piling it atop her head. Marching back into the room, she snatched up her discarded hair pins and aggressively shoved them into place. They scraped at her scalp, but she didn’t care. The pain centered her. As she grabbed her discarded crown, Jasmine turned towards her full-length mirror before placing it on her head. She took in the wrinkles of her long decorative tunic and high-waisted skirts. They were heavy and cumbersome but expected of a female on the throne. Jasmine had no idea why she hadn’t summoned a worker to help her change hours ago. Ignoring the itchy red welt on her collarbone caused by the tunic’s fabric, she instead took a deep breath, steeling her spine for what was about to come. Flicking a piece of stray hair out of her face, Jasmine turned and marched out of her quarters. She would need all the confidence in her armory for the person she was about to speak to. 

The scum of all that was holy, but… he was the only person Jasmine knew of who was conniving enough to help her through these negotiations. The only one who could help her city from succumbing to the tides of war. 

Jafar.
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