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      “I can’t go to Gharb Havilah,” Gabrielle Taylor repeated, this time with more emphasis. “I simply cannot go.” She cleared her throat and sat up straighter, eyeing her professor directly, willing her to accept her refusal without explanation. But one look at her narrowing gaze, and she knew it wasn’t going to be so easy.

      Not for the first time, Gabrielle wished that her head of department was a stereotypical Oxford University professor—absent-minded and with a less than firm grip on the college’s finances. Instead, it had been her luck to have someone intent on turning her Oxford college into a profitable institution.

      “Gabrielle, I’ll do you the courtesy of speaking plainly. If you don’t take this consultancy at Gharb Havilah, if you don’t go to the palace and do what’s required, you will no longer have a place at this college. In fact, not only will you not have a place, nor will precisely four of your colleagues. We cannot afford to keep our present number of staff without this funding. Very generous funding, I might add.”

      Gabrielle swallowed, trying to moisten her suddenly dry mouth. “There must be some mistake.” As her professor leaned forward across the desk, she realized it was her who’d made the mistake.

      “No mistake, Gabrielle. The college has been running on empty for years, supported by the coffers of other more prosperous colleges. We need this grant, and you will get it for us.”

      She nodded, realizing she’d been cornered. She had nowhere else to turn. This college had been her home, her savior, her whole life, since well, she never thought of what went before—it was still too painful. And to return to that? She leaned forward, gesturing impotently. “But you don’t understand.”

      The professor shook her head impatiently. “You’re right, I don’t. You’ve told me nothing that would suggest a return trip to Gharb Havilah wouldn’t be appropriate, no, wouldn’t be ideal at this point in your career. You lived there for the first eighteen years of your life and on and off since. You know its culture, its artifacts first hand, as well as the people.” She sat back in her chair and threw her hands in the air. “Come on, Gabrielle, what could prevent you from returning there?”

      She should tell her. Now. She sucked in stuffy, over-heated air, and tried to grasp at reasons, at words, but only one thing entered her mind and refused to leave—the image of a man, a man who she’d loved so much that she’d walked away from him. She looked up into the gray eyes of this Oxford don and knew that there was no point in telling her. There was no way that those eyes would be swayed by love. But, apparently, although she couldn’t convey the truth, she’d managed to convey her resignation to her professor.

      “Good. Then we won’t hear any more about the matter. Make your travel arrangements with my secretary, sort out your personal life, and be in Gharb Havilah in one month.”

      “A month? Is that all the notice I get?”

      “And how much do you need?” The professor’s sarcastic tone was barely concealed. “Your rooms at the college will still be here when you return. You have no pets, no dependents. Maybe you have a man, or woman, to whom you’re close?”

      Gabrielle shook her head vehemently. She’d made sure she had no ties, especially of the heart. Because you couldn’t love someone if your heart was broken. It was as if the edges of her heart had cracked and sealed over, never to heal—cooled by her academic work, cauterized by her loneliness.

      “Good. Then that’s settled. You’ll fulfill the requirements of the contract to the letter.”

      “But I’m an archaeologist. What do I know about public relations?”

      “They obviously believe you know something.” The professor scrolled through the contract on her laptop. “Here it is. They want stories, apparently. Stories around the artifacts about which you are the foremost expert.” She crossed her arms and turned her steely gaze upon Gabrielle once more.

      “Stories?”

      “Stories. Make them up if you have to, but fulfill this contract because otherwise there won’t be a job for you to return to.”

      “And it’s for only a month?”

      “One month. The contract ends on the day of the country’s bi-millennial celebration. I’m sure you’ll be able to make up stories for one month?” She snapped her laptop shut—a cue for Gabrielle to leave. “There’s money at stake, and there’s the future of the college at stake. It depends on you. Don’t let me down.”

      Gabrielle’s mouth was dry with fear as she left the office. It wasn’t until she was the other side of the office door that the full force of her repressed emotions washed over her. She leaned back against the closed door, suddenly feeling faint.

      “Are you okay?” the professor’s secretary asked. “You look as if you’ve seen a ghost.”

      Gabrielle nodded. “Yes,” she replied ambiguously. She walked past the secretary, who was apparently reassured that Gabrielle was okay. But Gabrielle was far from okay, because she’d been confronted with a ghost—a ghost from her past, a ghost she’d hoped she’d never see again, a ghost she’d had no choice but to leave twelve months earlier.
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      King Zavian bin Ameen Al Rasheed checked the clock, picked up another report from the pile, and continued to dictate to his secretary. But his mind refused to focus completely on his paperwork. A part of it drifted to the image of a woman—long blonde hair, and eyes that could wound at a thousand feet. But now, instead of imagining her amid the spires and steeples of Oxford, wondering what she was doing, he knew what she was doing. She would be putting away her laptop—he knew there was no way Gabrielle would miss working on an uninterrupted twelve-hour flight—and doing up her seat belt as the plane prepared for its final descent into Gharb Havilah.

      He fell silent and turned his head to look out the window, up into the white-hot sky of a June morning, and imagined he could see her plane. And her on it, her eyes moving to the window, seeking out her first glimpse of Gharb Havilah after twelve long months.

      “Your Majesty?”

      He turned back to his secretary. “Yes?”

      “Did you wish to complete your response to this report?”

      He looked down at the papers and tried to refocus. He had no idea where he was, which was exactly why he needed Gabrielle in Gharb Havilah.

      His secretary prompted him with the last words he’d dictated, enabling him to continue. When he’d finished, he gestured with his hand. “You may go.” As soon as his secretary had left, his gaze returned to the clock, and his vizier quietly entered the room.

      “Ah, Naseer, it’s time, then.”

      The vizier’s hooded eyes narrowed with disapproval. Zavian knew his vizier’s thoughts on his plans, but, for once, wasn’t prepared to discuss them. They were nonnegotiable. There was no way he could continue with half his mind on Gabrielle and half on running his kingdom. No, he wanted her here, and he wanted her out of his system. The reality of being with her must surely reduce his need for her, bring it back into proportion. Because if there was one thing he’d learned from his vizier, it was that familiarity bred contempt. But he didn’t require contempt. He needed only to slacken his obsession, and slake his thirst, so he didn’t need her anymore.

      Zavian walked toward the door, but before he could leave, Naseer coughed. Zavian swallowed back his impatience. He respected Naseer. He’d been his father’s advisor and got the job done, and done well. But one thing he wished his vizier wasn’t, was so subtle. It made him impatient. “What is it, Naseer?” He tapped his fingers against the door handle, wanting to get going, to see the person who’d consumed his every waking and sleeping moment for the past twelve months.

      “She isn’t on the flight.”

      Zavian ground his teeth. He’d been precise about the contract. Nothing had been left to chance, let alone the travel arrangements. “Get that professor on the phone and demand to know why.”

      Again the deceptively obsequious bow of the head—his vizier was anything but submissive. “There is no need for that.”

      “Why?”

      “Because I have tracked her movements. She’s traveled overland. She’s still arriving today, but by a different entry point.”

      Zavian drew in a jagged breath. He’d done everything to bring her to him, and she was close now, and yet she still managed to change his plans without his knowledge. Nothing had changed. Catching Gabrielle was like trying to hold water in the palm of your hand, like trying to contain starlight on an oasis. You think you have it for a few satisfactory moments only to find that it’s left you, following a course of its own devising, leaving you all the more obsessed with retrieving it again.

      “She cashed in her first-class ticket and is journeying through neighboring countries and entering through the desert border control. No doubt reminiscing about growing up with her ridiculous grandfather.”

      Zavian decided to overlook his vizier’s slur on Gabrielle’s grandfather—the result of an old feud that went back far beyond Zavian’s time. Zavian had always liked Gabrielle’s grandfather. More than liked—he’d been there for Zavian when his own family hadn’t. “Take me there.”

      “What is the point? She’ll be arriving at the palace later today as arranged.”

      “The point is, Naseer, that I wish to see her arrive. I wish to see her walk into my country with my own eyes. I need to know she’s here.”

      His vizier shook his head. “I hope you know what you’re doing.”

      “Of course. As you, yourself, have said, obsessions result from a lack. I intend to make sure I have no lack, and then the obsession will ease.”

      “It may not ease completely.”

      “It doesn’t need to. Anything less than an obsession I can deal with, anything less than an obsession can be buried deep.”

      Naseer nodded, his mouth twisting as he resisted vocalizing his doubts, which Zavian could read in his eyes. “I have a car waiting.”

      As Zavian strode through the old palace, along the secret corridors constructed by his great grandfather for security, his thoughts were still of Gabrielle. He knew what she was doing. He’d made sure she had to come, and she was trying to arrive incognito, trying to resist his command. She surely couldn’t have forgotten what life was like here. How he controlled everything, just as his father had done before him, and his before him. She’d always thought she was better than him, that she could outwit him. She was an innocent still. An innocent with whom he was obsessed. But not for much longer.

      It was a half-hour winding drive to the border crossing, up through the narrow mountain range which divided the high desert from the plain upon which the city lay. A cluster of palm trees indicated the site of what was once a small village centered around a well. The village was long gone, cleared by his unscrupulous great grandfather, replaced by utilitarian buildings for the border guards.

      “Stop here.” They parked some distance from the other cars—one, a taxi, the others no doubt belonging to the border control officers—and watched from the shade of the palm grove. He glanced at his driver, who’d pressed his earpiece closer to his ear.

      “Five minutes,” said the driver, knowing what his king required—accurate information at all times.

      Zavian stepped out of the car and stood under the tree beside the oasis, filled after the recent rains. He looked out to the quiet, sun-bleached desert where nothing moved. Immediately in front of him was his own border control hut. Shimmering in the distance he could see the hut of the border control belonging to the neighboring country, Tawazun, with whom the three countries which comprised the ancient lands of Havilah hoped to unite through marriage. But Zavian had no thoughts of the Tawazun princess, with whom his marriage was being brokered at this very moment.

      Between Tawazun’s border and his own was an empty no-man’s-land, broken only by the barest of tracks. This was a place where Bedouin had lived for centuries, their movements ebbing and flowing with the seasons. Trust the arrogant Gabrielle to imagine she could use the route undetected. No, Zavian reflected. Not arrogant. Gabrielle was many things, but she wasn’t arrogant. Her decision was more likely a result of a naive sentimentality.

      A radio crackled with the jarring guitar riff of an American pop song, its electronic whine incongruous in the setting. His eyes watered as he concentrated on the white light of the far checkpoint. His eyes narrowed as he found what he was looking for—a swirl of sand that filled the bright blue sky and sent a jolt through his body. He sucked in the hot, dry air to calm his response to the merest suggestion of her presence.

      She emerged from the shadows of the lone building to walk the five-hundred-yard stretch through no-man’s-land, the details of her form slowly becoming visible beneath the moving cloud of sand. She was wearing a full-length gray abaya with a long scarf around her head, which the desert breeze lifted until it became one with the cloud of sand which punctuated each step. Finally, she stopped to speak to border control, her hand pressed to her chest, trying to keep her scarf in place while presenting her passport documents.

      She could have been anyone. Large sunglasses covered her eyes, and her robes were cheap, the sort a common Bedouin woman in the market might have worn. She wanted to pass unnoticed. She’d failed. There was nothing about her movements, or figure, that would ever allow her to pass unnoticed, not to his eyes anyway. She had a grace, a swaying feminine gait, which was entirely her own, altogether seductive, even if she was completely unaware of it. It was natural, he knew that much. Undesigned. And he felt it all the more keenly because of it.

      The land through which she’d just walked was stony and barren—a fitting entry—belonging not to one nation or another, displaced, just like she’d always been. He turned his back on her and returned to the car. He nodded to his driver, and the car purred into motion, leaving behind the lone woman as she re-entered his country. He glanced into the wing mirror and saw a long strand of blonde hair fly out of her abaya, teased by the wind, as she turned at the sound of his car leaving. He remembered the texture of her hair, like silk. He rubbed his fingers together as if reliving the feel of it between his fingertips. He swallowed and looked away.

      

      Gabrielle was beginning to regret her impulsive desire to enter Gharb Havilah from the desert. Somehow she’d forgotten the intensity of the heat. Even the short walk between countries, through no-man’s-land, had been challenging, the heat scorching her throat, the wind drying her eyes. She’d forgotten how inhospitable the desert was, how alien, how unforgiving to the people who made their home there. But more than that, she’d forgotten how much she loved it—not in an intellectual way, but at a deep visceral level which clawed at her gut. Its beauty wasn’t picture postcard perfect but as raw and uncompromising as its ruler.

      She grabbed her scarf and swept it around her face, as she walked the last few yards across the stony, barren land to the Gharb Havilah checkpoint. Both guards were outside watching her approach, which alone indicated how infrequently the border crossing was used. She wasn’t even entirely sure why she’d decided to come overland through the mountains where there was no internet. A desire to be incognito, perhaps? Maybe. But also an instinctive need to take things slowly, to re-acquaint herself with the country a little at a time, to let it seep into her being. Far better this than to be offloaded into Gharb Havilah’s modern airport where she’d have trouble adjusting from her English world to the country in which she’d been raised.

      It had taken a week of travel through the desert she’d used to know so well to get here—a week of attuning herself to its slow pace, and its timeless glamor which she loved so much. Her ability to speak the native tongues, and her old friendships in Tawazun—a country which she knew almost as well as Havilah—ensured her safety.

      Yes, she wanted the time to sink herself back into this world again. But she had to admit she also wanted to send a signal—to Zavian. He might call, and she might have to come, but she’d do it her way, on her terms. She was not, and would never be, controlled by him.

      But, as she handed over her papers to the guards, her eyes were drawn beyond them, to an expensive-looking car, not a taxi, disappearing into a hazy mirage. It seemed she wasn’t the only person seeking entry through that remote spot.

      She exchanged pleasantries with the guards as they completed the paperwork. Their responses became friendlier as she answered in their native tongue. But, as she walked toward her taxi, her eyes were once again drawn to the shimmer of the departing car. She suddenly remembered that the border guard had commented on her being the first person that day to cross the border, which meant someone had arrived and then turned back. Why?

      She greeted the taxi driver, and he took her battered backpack and placed it in the boot of the car, and they were off, following the faint trace of the previous car toward the capital city of Gharb Havilah. While the driver talked of the country’s gossip—the royal family, the state of the economy, and other things of which taxi drivers the world over were experts, Gabrielle’s thoughts were entirely on the car she’d seen leaving the border and the registration plate she’d caught a glimpse of. It had to have been him. How on earth had he discovered her changed itinerary? She’d underestimated him, certainly underestimated his compulsion to control everything.

      As they emerged from the mountain pass, the city revealed itself, spread across the narrow plain between the mountains and the brilliant blue of the sea. Her heart stopped, held tight by its beauty. The color of terra cotta, the ancient city sat unaltered thanks to centuries of control by the Al Rasheed clan. No high-rise glass buildings for them. It made the world believe they weren’t wealthy. The world was wrong. The Al Rasheeds kept their incredible wealth tight, and that knowledge even tighter. They kept their people comfortable and employed, and a tight control upon everything. But it seemed, if the taxi driver’s chatter was anything to believe, that things were about to change—that the new sheikh had different ideas. She didn’t doubt it.

      After the wide-open plains of the high desert, the ancient narrow streets of the old quarter—clogged with cars and people, jostling and shouting as they came closer to the bazaar—was noisy and overwhelming. The taxi turned away from the bazaar and headed toward the palace. Gabrielle leaned forward. “The museum. We need to go to the museum.”

      “We are, madam.”

      “But it’s back there.” She gestured toward the old building, which was soon out of sight, lost amid a jumble of rooftops.

      “The museum’s administrative center has recently been moved. You wanted to see the person in charge?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then, you will find him at the palace.”

      Gabrielle felt uneasy as the taxi drove up the wide boulevard—a product of the old King’s fascination with all things French—at the end of which stood a medieval castle, situated on a long, low hill which overlooked the city and the sea.

      “Please stop here. I’ll walk the rest of the way.”

      The taxi driver shrugged and parked abruptly, blocking off a car trying to emerge from a narrow alleyway. The other vehicle beeped his horn continuously. Her taxi driver yelled expletives while extracting her bag from the boot. She paid him, and he wished her well and drove off, leaving her to walk into the square, busy with tourists and street hawkers. She stepped forward, wanting to be a part of them, needing the anonymity they gave her.

      Above the clamor of street traders, tourists and people trying to go about their everyday business, sat the palace—a dominant, aloof presence. Exactly like the new King had become, according to gossip. It was strange to think that the man she knew could have changed so much. She hoped he continued to remain untouchable and aloof because she wanted nothing to do with him.

      She had no idea if he was behind her visit or even knew about it. But the strange car at border control nagged at her mind. Who was it? Was it Zavian? But how could it be? He had more to do than track her movements. No, there was absolutely no reason why she and King Zavian bin Ameen Al Rasheed’s paths should cross. The palace was vast, and while she’d be working on the PR around the artifacts being exhibited, he’d be ruling the country. She had no wish to stir up anything from the past. There were good reasons why she left—reasons that were still valid, and would always be valid. Zavian was out of her reach, and she intended to keep him that way.

      She hitched her backpack higher on her shoulder and approached the palace guard, her papers in hand, prepared for the usual third degree. But, after only a few words, the gate opened without her having to show her documents. Maybe the palace was more accessible than it used to be. Maybe security was lax in keeping with the approach of the new king. Maybe not, she thought as she saw others have their papers scrutinized before being allowed inside the hallowed gardens of the Abyad Palace. She’d barely set foot inside the shady cool of the palace foyer when an official approached her.

      “Dr. Taylor. Welcome to the palace. Please, follow me, and I’ll take you to your rooms.”

      Her bag was taken from her, and, unnervingly, they were followed by two more assistants as they walked up the main stairs and turned left. She hesitated. “Excuse me!” she called to the assistant.

      “Yes?

      “The museum and administrative quarters, surely they’d be in the east wing, with the other public offices and visitor apartments?” He’d made a mistake. He must have been new there.

      “Yes, indeed,” the young man smiled. “The east wing.”

      “Then…” she continued, “why are we going to the west?”

      The young man assumed a patient smile. “Because I am taking you to your rooms. And they are this way.”

      Gabrielle’s heart sank with a sickening thud. What was going on? She knew full well the implications of staying in the west wing of the palace. That was where the royal family stayed, and only the highest-ranking advisors and relatives. She gripped the staircase, its gold scrollwork digging into her flesh. “No, I’m sorry, but that’s not possible.”

      “Yes, I assure you, it is possible, madam. Your suite awaits you.”

      “No. I’m sorry, I can’t stay here. I’ll take a room at a hotel.” She fumbled for her phone.

      “And why would you do that?” His smile appeared stuck fast. “You will be working at the palace, and living at the palace.”

      “No, really. That’s not possible.”

      “And I say it is.” The smile had frozen on his lips. “I apologize, madam, but I have my orders.”

      She glanced at the two men behind her. They weren’t smiling. She looked back at the smiling one as the better of two evils. “Do I have a choice?” She suddenly realized she’d stepped right into a trap.

      The smile never wavered. “No, madam.”

      As she was taken along the grand corridors, past the glimpses of beautiful gardens, she felt as if she were walking in a coiling spiral, taking her ever closer to the heart of the trap.

      She was shown to her suite of rooms, and she sat on the large, white silk counterpane and put her head in her hands. What had she done?

      

      Gabrielle had considered refusing the invitation—more like a command—to attend a reception that evening. But, she had decided there was little point in putting off the moment when she came face to face with the man she’d deserted twelve months earlier. Because now there was no doubt in her mind that it was he who was behind her contract, that it was he who’d made sure she couldn’t escape once she’d set foot inside the palace.

      A year ago, he’d been the overlooked younger son of the king. Now he was king. Something he’d never have been if she’d stayed—something the country needed because, without him, there would have been a civil war. And she couldn’t live with that. She’d done the right thing, she said for the millionth time as she walked across the marble hall to the reception room. But the pounding of her heart, the fluttering in her stomach, and the trembling in her hands contradicted her.

      She paused briefly on the threshold, struck by a wall of sound—amplified by the marble interior—and a brilliance of light. The sparkle from the crystal chandeliers glanced off the expensive sheen of the ladies’ evening dresses and flashed in their diamond jewelry. The overwhelming combination did nothing for her nerves.

      She took a glass of sparkling juice from a passing waiter and stood to one side. She hoped she could remain there, unnoticed, until she could safely slip away, her duty having been done. But she had no such luck and was soon immersed in a conversation with the museum director. Suddenly everyone stopped talking, and she knew the king and his entourage must have entered the room. Her heart beat a quick tattoo.

      He hadn’t changed at all. He was taller than most of them, and she could see him clearly as he scanned the room. The scanning stopped when he saw her. He then said something to the person he was with, and they began to move towards her. She stepped back, but her heels banged against the wall. To one side, the museum director blocked her way. To the other side, a group of diplomats shifted excitedly at the thought of meeting the king.

      His progress was halted from time to time as he was introduced to someone. Then he’d look up and catch her gaze briefly before looking away, his expression registering no recognition, as if he was unaware of her identity. But he was, she knew he was, because each step brought him inexorably closer to her.

      And then he reached her. He stood directly in front of her while his assistant introduced them. He held her gaze and, despite her best plans, she couldn’t look away.

      “And this is Dr. Gabrielle Taylor.”

      She swallowed and then panicked. How should she greet him? She dropped into the formal curtsey she’d seen the other women offer, but before she could hold it for the required time, he took her hand, and she nearly stumbled from shock. He tightened his grip, giving her the support she needed to raise herself, but derailing her senses in the process. Even when she was standing tall once more, he didn’t release his hold.

      She could smell his aftershave and a masculinity that sent her legs weak. Close to, she could see her initial impression was wrong. He had changed. His mouth, which had been so potent in its capacity to provide pleasure, was firm, grim even, and his gaze was no more promising. But the biggest change was in his eyes. Before, the arrogance had always been there, but it had been tempered by humor and kindness. But she saw nothing of these things in the man before her. No, her overriding impression of him now was power—power to give, and power to take away. She wondered which of those two things he was going to do now, here, with her.

      “Dr. Taylor is from Oxford University, here to⁠—”

      “I know who she is and why she’s here. Welcome, Gabrielle.”

      She nodded, and smiled nervously, giving a tentative tug on her hand. It didn’t yield. “Thank you. It’s good to be back.” The words tumbled out before she could stop them, because they were true. Gharb Havilah was home to her in a way England would never be. And, as for Zavian… Despite what she insisted to herself she wanted, her body was responding in quite a different way.

      His eyes narrowed slightly as he inclined his head toward her in a way that felt intensely intimate. “Is that so?”

      “It is…” Her voice faded as she caught the smell of his aftershave. That hadn’t changed, and it shortcut her defenses, sending a ripple of recognition and desire deep inside her.

      He knew. He had to know because he inclined his head further to her, until all she would have to do was stretch up on her tiptoes to feel the caress of his lips against hers.

      She cleared her throat. “It is truly good to be back.” There was no point denying it.

      “Then you should have returned sooner.” His thumb swept over the back of her hand, sending pulses of electricity through her body, bringing it to life. She didn’t want to be brought to life.

      “I was… busy.” She summoned up her courage, refusing to allow him to take control of her. He had to know. “And there was no point. Nothing’s changed.”

      His grip lessened on her hand. “Interesting.” The chill tone in which the single word was delivered refuted her statement.

      “Interesting?” she repeated.

      “Yes, I have a feeling I’ll find the stories you’ve been contracted to provide for our prized exhibition pieces, very… illuminating. It’s always interesting to know the background of a piece, where it came from, and how it came to be here. Especially the Khasham Qur’an.”

      She pressed her trembling lips together in an attempt to hold back her feelings and thoughts, which threatened to tumble out chaotically as she suddenly realized why she’d been brought here. He wanted to know how the sixth-century illuminated Qur’an from the ancient city of Khasham had come into his possession.

      “The Khasham Qur’an,” she repeated huskily, weighing its meaning on her tongue.

      “Yes, a subject dear to your heart, I believe. Maybe the only one.”

      The barb found its target, but she couldn’t respond because he’d always known if she’d tried to lie, which left silence the only option.

      “And once you’ve uncovered the story behind its repatriation, then, Dr. Taylor”—he continued—“you may find you have to re-think your assertion that nothing has changed.” He dropped her hand. “Enjoy the evening.”

      He nodded coolly and walked past her before she could respond. Not that she could. It felt like all the air had been sucked out of that warm, crowded reception room, making it difficult to breathe, let alone think. But she could feel. And she wished she couldn’t.

      He hated her. And she hadn’t realized how this knowledge could destroy her. She looked around for an escape, unaware of people talking to her, needing to get away.

      

      Zavian left the room immediately. He’d organized the reception with only one purpose in mind, and now he’d seen and spoken with her he had no further interest in it. He dismissed his attendants and watched her from behind the one-way mirror. She hadn’t changed at all. He suddenly realized that he’d hoped she had. But she hadn’t. She shimmered in the traditional abaya—understated and elegant—eclipsing all others as the moon banished the sun, casting a heart-stopping glow over the desert, creating magic where none before existed. Even now, while she twisted and turned, moving around people, seeking out the exit, she outshone everyone.

      He’d created a trap for her which she’d had no choice but enter, circling into its center until he had her secure. Then why did he feel it was the other way around?
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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