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Seduction in the sands...

Cabaret dancer Sylvie Devereux and Sheikh Arkim Al-Sahid have never seen eye
to eye—not from their first antagonistic meeting to their last intoxicating kiss.
And certainly not when she publicly stops his convenient society wedding to her
beloved sister!

Now Arkim wants revenge on the sinful seductress who cost him the respectable
reputation he needs.

Luring Sylvieto hisluxurious palace in the desert, he'll get her out of his system
once and for all. But with her sass and sequins stripped away, Sylvieis
surprisingly vulnerable—and there's one last secret Arkim's not prepared
for...her innocence!
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Sx months previoudly...

Sylvie Devereux steeled herself for what was undoubtedly to be another bruising encounter with her father
and stepmother. She reminded herself as she walked up the stately drive that she was only making an
appearance for her half-sister's sake. The one person in the world she would do anything for.

Lights spilled from the enormous Richmond house, and soft classic jazz came from the live band in the back
garden, where a marquee was just visible. Grant Lewis's midsummer party was an annual fixture on the
London socia scene, presided over each year by his smiling piranha of awife, Catherine Lewis—Sylvie's
stepmother and mother to her younger half-sister, Sophie.

A shape appeared at the front door and an excited squeal presaged a blur of blonde as Sophie Lewis launched
herself at her older sister. Sylvie dropped her bag and clung on, struggling to remain upright, huffing a
chuckleinto her sister's soft, silky hair.

'l guess that means you're pleased to see me, Soph?

Sophie, younger by six years, pulled back with a grimace on her pretty face. 'Y ou have no idea. Mother is
even worse than usual—literally throwing me into the arms of every eligible man—and Father is holed up in
his study with some sheikh dude who is probably the grimmest guy I've ever seen, but a so the most
gorgeous—pity it's wasted on—'

"There you are, Sophie—'

The voice broke off as Sylvie's stepmother realised who her sister's companion was. They were ailmost at the
front door now, and the lights backlit Catherine Lewis's slender Chanel-clad figure and blonde hair, coiffed
to within aninch of itslife.

Her mouth tightened with distaste. 'Oh, it's you. We didn't think you'd make it.'

You mean you'd hoped | wouldn't make it, Sylvie desisted from saying. She forced a bright smile and pushed
down the hurt that had no place here any more. She should be over this by now, at the grand age of twenty-

eight. 'Delighted as ever to see you, Catherine.'

Her sister squeezed her arm in silent support. Catherine stepped back minutely, clearly reluctant to admit
Sylvieinto her own family home. Y our father is having a meeting with a guest. He should be free shortly.'



Then her stepmother frowned under the bright lights, taking in what Sylvie was wearing. Sylvie felt a
fleeting sense of satisfaction at the expected wave of disapproval. But then she also felt incredibly
weary...tired of this constant battle she fought.

'Y ou're welcome to change in Sophie's room if you wish. Clearly you've come straight from one of
your...er...showsin Paris.'

She had actually. A matinée show. But she'd | eft work dressed in jeans and a perfectly respectable T-shirt.
She'd changed on the train on the way. And suddenly her weariness fled.

She stuck a hand on her hip and cocked it out. 'It was a gift from afan,’ she purred. 'l know how much you
like your gueststo dress up.'

The dressreally belonged to her flatmate, the far more glamorous Giselle, who was a couple of bra sizes
smaller than her. Sylvie had borrowed it, knowing full well the effect it would have. She knew it was
childish to fedl this urge to shock constantly, but right now it was worth it.

Just then there was movement nearby, and Sylvie followed her stepmother's look to see her father standing
outside his office, which was just off the main entrance hall. She barely registered him, though. He was with
aman—atall, very broad, very dark man. The most arresting-looking man she'd ever seen. Hisface was all
sculpted lean lines, not a hint of softness anywhere. Dark slashing brows. Grim indeed, if this was who
Sophie had been talking about.

Power and charisma was atangible force around him. And avery sexua magnetism. He was dressed in a
light grey three-piece suit. Dark tie. Pristine. The white of his shirt made the darkness of his skin stand out
even more. His hair wasinky black, and short. His eyes were equally dark, and totally unreadable. She
shivered dightly.

The two men were looking at her, and Sylvie didn't even have to see her father's face to know what his
expression would be: amix of old grief, disappointment and wariness.

'Ah, Sylvie, glad you could make it.'

She finally managed to drag her mesmerised gaze from the stranger to look at her father. She forced a bright
smile and moved forward. ‘Father—good to see you.'

His welcome was only dlightly warmer than her stepmother's. A dry kiss on her cheek, avoiding her eyes.
Old wounds smarted again, but Sylvie pushed them all down to erect the don't care fagade she'd honed over
years.

She looked up at the man and fluttered her eyelashes, flirting shamelessly. 'And who do we have here!"

With evident reluctance, Grant Lewis said, 'l'd like you to meet Arkim Al-Sahid. We're discussing a mutual
business venture.'

The name rang adim bell, but Sylvie couldn't focus on how she knew it. She put out her hand. 'Pleasure, I'm
sure. But don't you find discussing business at a party so dull?"

She could amost feel the snap of her stepmother's censure from behind her, and heard something that



sounded like a strangled snort from her sister. The man's expression had a faint sneer of disapproval now,
and suddenly something deep inside Sylvie erupted to life.

It goaded her into moving even closer to the man, when every instinct urged her to turn and run fast. Her
hand was still held out and his nostrils flared as he finally deigned to acknowledge her. His much bigger
hand swallowed hers, and she was surprised to feel that his skin was slightly calloused as long fingers
wrapped around hers.

Everything suddenly became muffled. Asif a membrane had been dropped around the two of them. A pulse
throbbed violently between her legs and a series of out-of-control reactions gripped her so fast she couldn't
make sense of them. Heat, and aweakness in her lower belly and limbs. A melting sensation. An urge to
move even closer and wind her arms around his neck, press herself against him, along with that urge to run,
which was even stronger now.

Then he broke the connection with an abrupt move, extricating his hand from hers. Sylvie ailmost stumbled
backwards, confused by what had happened. Not liking it at all.

'Pleasure, indeed.'

The man's voice was deep, with asight American accent, and his tone said that it was anything but a
pleasure. The sensual lines of his mouth were flat. That dark gaze glanced over her, dismissing her.

Immediately Sylvie felt cheaper than she'd ever felt in her life. She was very aware of how short her gold
dress was—skimming the tops of her thighs. Her light jacket didn't provide much coverage. She was too

voluptuous for the dress, and she felt every exposed inch of it now. She was also aware of the fall of her

unruly hair, its natural red hue effortlessly loud and attention-seeking.

She made aliving from wearing not much at all. And she'd grown athick skin to hide her innate shyness. Y et
right now this man's dismissal had blasted away that carefully built-up wall. Within mere seconds of meeting
him—atotal stranger.

Aghast to note that she was feeling a sense of regjection, when she'd developed an inbuilt defence mechanism
against ever experiencing it again, Sylvie backed away.

Relief surged through her when her sister appeared, slid an arm through their father's and said with forced
brightness, '‘Come on, Daddy, your guests will be wondering where you are.’

She watched as her father, stepmother and sister walked off—along with the disturbing stranger who sent her
barely a glance of acknowledgement.

On legs that felt absurdly shaky Sylvie finally followed the group outside and determined to stay out of that
man's dangerous orbit, sticking close to Sophie and her group of friends.

A few hours later, though, she found herself craving a moment's peace—away from people getting
progressively drunker, and away from the censorious gaze of her stepmother and the tension emanating from
her father.

She found a quiet spot near the gazebo, where ariver ran at the end of the garden. After sitting down on the
grass and taking off her shoes she put her feet in the cool rushing water and breathed out a sigh.



It was only after she'd tipped her head back and had been contemplating the full moon, low in the sky, for a
few seconds that she felt a nerve-tingling awareness that she wasn't alone.

Shelooked around just as atall, dark shape moved in the shadows of a nearby tree. Stifling a scream, Sylvie
sat up straight, heart pounding, and asked, "Whao's there?

The shadow detached itself, revealing the other reason for her need to escape: so she could find an
opportunity to dwell on why she'd had such a confusing and forcible reaction to the enigmatic stranger.

"Y ou know exactly who's here,' came the arrogant response.

Sylvie could make out the glitter of those dark eyes. Feeling serioudly at a disadvantage, sitting down, she
stood again and shoved her feet back into her shoes, her heels sinking into the soft earth, making her wobble.

'How much have you had to drink? He sounded disgusted.

Anger at the unjust question had Sylvie putting her hands on her hips. 'A magnum of champagne—is that
what you expect to hear?

She'd actually had nothing to drink, because she was still on antibiotics to clear up a nagging out-of-season
chest infection. Not that she was about to furnish him with that little domestic detail.

'For your information,’ she said, ‘I came here because | believed 1'd be alone. So I'll leave you to your
arrogant assumptions and get out of your way.'

Sylvie started to stalk off, only noticing then how close they were—close enough for Arkim Al-Sahid to
reach out and touch her. Which was exactly what he did when her hedl got caught in the soft earth again and
she pitched forward into thin air with acry of surprise.

He caught her arm in such afirm grip that she went totally off balance and was swung around directly into
his chest, landing against him with a soft oof. Her first impression was of how hard he was—Ilike a concrete
block.

And how tall.

Sylvie forgot why she'd been leaving. 'Tell me,' she asked, more breathily than she would have liked, 'do you
hate everyone on sight, or isit just me?

She could make out the sensua line of his mouth, twisting in the moonlight.

'l know you. I've seen you... Plastered all over Paris on those posters. For months.'

Sylvie frowned. 'That was a year ago—when the new show opened.’ And that wasn't really me. She'd been
chosen for the photo shoot as she was more voluptuous than the other girls...but in truth she was the one
who bared the least of al of them.

She knew she should pull back from this man, but she seemed to be unable to drum up the necessary motor

skills to do so—and why wasn't he pushing her away? He was obviously one of those puritans who
disapproved of women taking their clothes off in the name of entertainment.



His silent condemnation angered her even more.
She arched abrow. 'So that's it? Seeing me in the flesh has only confirmed your worst suspicions?

She saw how his gaze dropped down between them, to where she could feel her breasts pressed against him.
Her skin grew hot all over.

His voice sounded husky. 'Admittedly, thereisalot of flesh to see.' His gaze rose again and bored into hers.
'But then | guess not half as much asis usually on show.'

That ripped away theillusion of any cocoon. Sylvie tugged herself free of his grip and pushed against him to
get away. She was too angry, though, not to give him a piece of her mind before she | eft.

'Peopl e like you make me sick. Y ou judge and condemn and you've no idea what you're talking about.'

Shetook a step back towards him and stuck afinger in his chest, hating how aware she was of hisinnate
masculinity.

"I'll have you know that the L'Amour revue is one of the most upmarket cabaret actsin the world. We are
world-class trained dancers. It's not some seedy strip joint.’

Histonewas dry. 'Y et you do take off your clothes?

‘Well..." Thetruth was that Sylvie's act didn't actually require her to strip completely. Her breasts were
slightly too large, and Pierre preferred the flatter-chested girlsto do the full nudity. It provided a better
aesthetic, as far as he was concerned.

Arkim Al-Sahid emitted a sound of disgust. Sylvie wasn't sure if it was directed at her or himself.

And then he said, 'l couldn't care less if you stripped naked and hung upside down on atrapeze in your show.
This conversation is over.'

Sylvie refrained from pointing out that that was actually Giselle's act, assuming he wouldn't appreciate it.
He'd turned and was stalking away before she could say anything more anyway, and Sylvie bubbled with
futile indignation and hurt pride. And something el se—something deeper. A need to not have him judge her

so out of hand when his opinion shouldn't matter.

She blurted out the words before she could stop herself—an irritating side effect of her red hair: her temper.
She hated being a cliché, but sometimes she couldn't help it.

He halted in his tracks, his broad frame silhouetted by the lights of the party and the house in the distance.
Slowly he turned around, incredulity visible on hisface.

For amoment Sylvie had to choke back a semi-hysterical giggle, but then he said in an arctic tone, "What did
you say? and any urgeto giggle died.

She refused to let herself be intimidated and drew back her shoulders. ‘I believe | said that you are an



arrogant, uptight prat.'

Arkim Al-Sahid prowled back towards her. Deep in the garden as they were, he was like ajungle cat, in spite
of his still pristine three-piece suit. All predatory and menacing. There was athrill in her blood that was
extremely inappropriate as she found herself backing away... Until her back slammed into something solid.
The gazebo.

He loomed over her now...larger than life. Larger than anyone she'd ever known. He caged her in with his
hands either side of her head. Suddenly her heart was racing, her skin prickling with anticipation. His scent
was exotic and musky. Full of dark promise and danger and wickedness.

'Are you going to apol ogise?

Sylvie shook her head. 'No.'

For along second he said nothing, and then, almost contemplatively, 'Y ou're right, you know..."
Her breath stopped... Was he apologising? 'l am?

He nodded slowly, and as he did so he lifted a hand and trailed one finger down over Sylvie's cheek and jaw
to where the bare skin of her shoulder met her dress.

She was breathing so hard now she felt as if she might hyperventilate. Her skin was on fire where he touched
her. She was on fire. No man had ever had this effect on her. It was overwhelming, and she was helpless to
rationalise it.

"Yes,' hesaid in alow voice. 'I'm very uptight. All over. Maybe you could help me with that?

Users Review

From reader reviews:
Samuel Tapp:

Why don't make it to be your habit? Right now, try to prepare your time to do the important work, like
looking for your favorite guide and reading a e-book. Beside you can solve your problem; you can add your
knowledge by the book entitled Awakened by Her Desert Captor (Harlequin Presents). Try to make the book
Awakened by Her Desert Captor (Harlequin Presents) as your close friend. It meansthat it can being your
friend when you truly feel alone and beside that of course make you smarter than ever. Yeah, itisvery
fortuned for you personally. The book makes you far more confidence because you can know everything by
the book. So , let's make new experience in addition to knowledge with this book.

Pat Billings:

Book is usually written, printed, or created for everything. Y ou can understand everything you want by a e-
book. Book has a different type. We all know that that book isimportant matter to bring us around the world.
Beside that you can your reading ability was fluently. A reserve Awakened by Her Desert Captor (Harlequin
Presents) will make you to always be smarter. Y ou can feel much more confidence if you can know about



every thing. But some of you think this open or reading some sort of book make you bored. It is hot make
you fun. Why they are often thought like that? Have you in search of best book or ideal book with you?

Gabrid Harris:

Many people spending their time frame by playing outside having friends, fun activity with family or just
watching TV 24 hours aday. Y ou can have new activity to invest your whole day by looking at a book. Ugh,
do you consider reading a book can really hard because you have to use the book everywhere? It okay you
can have the e-book, delivering everywhere you want in your Cell phone. Like Awakened by Her Desert
Captor (Harlequin Presents) which is having the e-book version. So, why not try out this book? Let's see.

Trisha McClain:

Isit you actually who having spare timein that case spend it whole day by simply watching television
programs or just resting on the bed? Do you need something totally new? This Awakened by Her Desert
Captor (Harlequin Presents) can be the solution, oh how comes? The new book you know. Y ou are therefore
out of date, spending your extratime by reading in this fresh erais common not a geek activity. So what
these publications have than the others?
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