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Prologue

Madison reread the simple note:
My Princess,
Please remember the culture here and just go with it no matter how
much you might disagree. I promise, you will be safe, no matter how
much you may think otherwise. I am waiting for you and will deliver
on your greatest fantasy.
Love,
Your Prince,
Saleem

M

atthew, the pilot of the company jet, gave it to her when
he came to tell her they would land in fifteen minutes.
She knew Matthew was a dedicated employee of Saleem’s
company, as well as a fellow American. She folded the note
and slipped it into her pocket. She donned her abaya and
niqab; the public apparel for women in Saudi Arabia where
she was landing. She felt nervous entering this strange country
without her prince next to her. Saleem flew to the Kingdom
two days before to meet with members of the King’s Council
to request permission to bring her to Saudi Arabia and for
them to marry. The jet was sent back for her to join him there.
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The landing was smooth; the best Matthew had ever set the
jet down. He was a wonderful pilot. After taxiing to the gate,
the customs officials came on board, checked her passport,
and then exited. A woman in a black abaya and niqab came
on board. “Miss Kelly?” she asked in heavily accented English.
“Yes,” Madison answered.
“I am Amina Al Johoni, from the Foreign Ministry. Please
come with me.” She turned and walked down the steps to a
waiting black limousine. Madison followed. Inside the car,
the driver was dressed in a long white tunic and white pants.
He wore a red print headdress known as a keffiyah. Amina
opened the back door and slid across the seat leaving the
door open for Madison. No one spoke as they drove out of
the airport into the city of Riyadh.
They drove only a few miles when three following vehicles
surrounded them and forced them to the side of the road.
The driver put up his hands as the car doors were jerked open
and all three pulled out and forced to the ground. The men
wore brown short thobes. Madison recognized them as the
Muttaween - Religious Police. They shouted back and forth
to each other in Arabic. One wrapped a silk cord around
Madison’s hands and pulled her to her feet. She was shoved
into another vehicle. Madison heard Amina shout, “Remember
your instructions, Miss Kelly, I hope all goes well!” before the
door shut. The vehicle drove off with Madison tied inside.
The drive was long and uncomfortable. No one spoke.
They left the city behind traveling down a sandy road into
the desert. Finally, they stopped beside a caravan of camels.
Madison did not speak. Her door was opened and she was
pulled out.
“Miss Kelly, there has been a change in plans,” one of
the men said to her in excellent English. “I don’t know
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how much of our culture is known to you. Women are not
allowed freedom here. However, I think you will learn to like
it here, once you get used to it.” He laughed heartily and the
other men smiled.
Madison was pulled along to the waiting camels. She
could see other women dressed in black abayas sitting on the
camels. They were similarly tied. She saw coins exchanged
between the man who held her cord and another man
dressed in Bedouin robes. “American, you have been sold to
me,” the Bedouin said to her in a heavy Arab accent.
The cord was handed over. The Bedouin pulled her along
toward a waiting camel. “Get on,” he growled, pointing to a
kneeling camel. She was tied to a harness on the camel. The
camel rose when the man commanded. He got on another
camel. The caravan set off into the desert.
If Madison did not trust Saleem and the note he wrote
to her, she would have fought such rough treatment. Saleem
had told her stories about the ways of the Bedouins. She
thought their nomad way of life romantic. However, without
Saleem here with her she did not know what to think.
Could this be a romantic adventure or was she really being
kidnapped and sold to Bedouins? She watched the leader
and the others around her to determine if she needed to
make an escape.
The swaying of the camel’s movement lulled her to sleep
yet she kept a watch. She had no concept of time while the
caravan traveled. Her camel traveled next to the others.
The women were speaking in Arabic. She knew a few key
words but these women spoke so fast she could not follow.
Sometimes they looked over at her and laughed. Madison
could tell they were traveling south by the direction of the
sun overhead. Ahead, she could see an oasis on the horizon.
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Sometime later, the caravan stopped at the edge of
the oasis where a small village of tents was set up. All the
camels knelt and the women were untied. They dismounted.
Other women came from the tent village. They led the new
arrivals into a tent. Inside, the tent was cool and luxuriously
furnished in silks and luxuriant fur robes. One of the women
pulled Madison’s veil off and motioned for her to remove
her abaya. A silk cord was tied around her ankles with about
a foot of slack to allow her to walk. Her hands were similarly
bond. The women pulled and pushed her toward a tub in
the middle of the tent. She was undressed and helped into
the warm water. The water was scented with oils of clove and
cinnamon. It felt great to relax in the warm, scented water
after the camel ride. Madison washed as best she could with
her bindings. Then instructed by gesture to step out onto a
soft chamois, the women dried her. She was lain on a rug and
the women painted a waxy substance all over her. Madison
knew they were preparing her for the removal of her body
hair. This was part of the Arab tradition for a woman to be
presented to a man.
When they finished, Madison was dressed in an ivory
silk gown. She was led to a different tent where a feast was
prepared. There were only women inside and a celebration
was beginning. The cords were removed so she was free
to move around the tent. Madison was beginning to feel
comfortable with all these strange women. She had an
idea what was happening. A young woman brought her a
plate of food. She motioned for Madison to sit on the silk
pillows arranged on the floor. The woman looked familiar
but Madison could not place where she knew her from.
All the women spoke Arabic as they sat around Madison.
They laughed and gestured. Madison knew the joke was on
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her. One older woman with long grey hair reached over to
touch Madison’s short red hair. The old woman shook her
head and remarked something in Arabic. The other women
laughed.
Madison watched everything going on around her.
There were no men inside, however, she saw feet outside
the front entrance. She assumed men guarded it. There was
also an opening at the rear of the tent. This appeared to be
unguarded.
Madison ate the roasted lamb and several of the delicate
pastries handed to her. They handed Madison a silver cup.
Inside was a wonderful tasting fruit juice. The young woman
who guarded her walked away, leaving her alone. She looked
around the tent. No one was paying attention to her so she rose
and walked toward the rear entrance. It was time to see if this
was Saleem’s idea of a fantasy or a real abduction. Something
seemed to call to her outside. She walked out the opening and
saw the tent was next to a small lake surrounded by oasis.
The moon rose and shed its light onto the lake. The night
was warm. Stars twinkled above. Madison walked along a
path beside the water. In the deep darkness ahead of her she
thought she saw movement. She stopped to watch the dark
area to see what had drawn her attention. There was a trace
of a familiar scent on the air. She walked forward toward the
dark shape.
As she stepped around a large tree, the moonlight fell
upon the shape of a man leaning against it. The man reached
out and grabbed her hand. He pulled her to him. The scent
she recognized was her prince, Saleem. She embraced him.
Finally, her beloved prince had found her. He kissed her.
“I asked the Jinn to bring you outside. I see it worked,”
he whispered to her.
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“I felt something calling to me. It is the only language I
seemed to understand this night. But a Jinn? I hear they may
obey initially but can turn on the person who asks favors of
them.”
“The Jinn speak the language of love and romance,” he
said to her. “Sorry you are dealing with the language barrier
inside but this is a good Jinn. They are all enjoying your
wedding feast, Princess. You shouldn’t be out here with me.
But I couldn’t help myself. I missed you these last few days.
In a few more hours we will no longer be separated. A’isha is
taking good care of you is she not?”
“I thought I recognized the young woman but couldn’t
figure out how I knew her. She’s your daughter, A’isha.”
“You Skype’d with her several times on the computer so I
thought you would recognize her and feel more comfortable.
Everyone else is an aunt or cousin. They are talking about us
behind our backs, no doubt. I hope they are having a good
time at our expense. Now, go back inside and enjoy the rest
of the celebration. I will come for you soon. There is more to
the men’s part of the celebration. I should let you know the
men sometimes celebrate with guns so don’t think a war is
erupting outside.”
Madison snickered. “I’ve seen that part of the men’s
celebration in a Youtube video, men having fun shooting
guns in the air. Just remember, what goes up must come
down. Stay safe and come to me in one piece.”
“I have been to many weddings and never taken a
bullet at one yet,” he laughed. “Go back to your feast, my
love. You don’t want to be missed or the Jinn may turn
against us.” He gave her a quick kiss and pushed her back
to the path. Madison happily went back to her wedding
celebration.
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Chapter 1

P

rincess Madison Kelly Al Abdullah. Wow! What a year.
What started out as a fairy tale romance was now a
marriage to Prince Charming. Her Prince Charming, her
husband, Prince Saleem Al Abdullah. Saleem was a member
of the Saudi Royal Family; one of about ten thousand
members, she knew.
Saleem was a Saudi, however, he grew up in England as
the son of a diplomat to Great Britain. His British mother
was a distant relative to the Queen of England. Saleem spoke
with a wonderful British accent. He could make women
swoon when he imitated Sean Connery. He was devilishly
good looking with a tall athletic body. In his fifties, his hair
showed a hint of grey. His Arab heritage was evident in the
mustache and thin line of close-cropped beard along the jaw
line.
Madison Kelly was medium height, red haired, with
brilliant blue eyes. Being fifty something meant the red in
her hair was by choice. She was of Irish and Italian bloodlines
with skin that held a tan nearly year round. Madison never
had children as she preferred four-legged children to two.
Her horse was her child. She kept in shape by training and
showing her horse in the Olympic discipline of dressage.
Madison was a widow when they met. She never
thought she would have a second chance at love. Well,
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second chance at love though third time married. The first
time, she was just eighteen. She was too young and it was
definitely not love. The marriage ended after just seven
months of physical and mental abuse. She was beaten
severely enough to be hospitalized and the police called to
her aid. A benevolent female detective took Madison to
a shelter for battered women where she got her life back
together. With the help of Madison’s aunt, Angie, Madison
divorced and never looked back. Madison went to the
police academy because of that wonderful detective who
helped her. Madison wanted to help other women get out
of abusive relationships, learn to protect themselves, and
become independent self-reliant individuals. She could do
that as a police officer. She became independent and selfreliant. Now thirty years later she was living life with a real
prince, of all things.
Saleem was a businessman. He owned businesses and real
estate around the world. He had married in Saudi Arabia in
his early twenties; an arranged marriage as was the custom
in his country. The young woman was not as compatible as
he had hoped but she bore three sons and a daughter. He,
however, lived a playboy lifestyle when outside Saudi Arabia.
After years of his philandering and a baby scandal, his Saudi
wife demanded a divorce. Saleem gladly gave it to her. For
the last twenty years he had traveled the world and built his
business, staying away from commitment and relationship
entanglements. He was not looking for a relationship when
he started communicating with Madison. Little did he realize
when he contacted her it would become a relationship and
marriage to his soul mate. The Jinn of the Arabian Desert
somehow called these two together and Allah willed for them
to become man and wife.
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Madison and Saleem began their relationship online.
After months of emails, text messages, and Skype they finally
met in person. Their whirlwind romance took them from
Knoxville, Tennessee to Saudi Arabia. Being a very romantic
man, Saleem was Prince Charming and Madison felt like
Cinderella. Now married to her prince, they had come to
live in America.
Madison and Saleem settled in Madison’s lakeside villa
on Norris Lake just north of Knoxville. They also owned
a high rise office and residential building in downtown
Knoxville overlooking the Tennessee River. Saleem’s oil
company occupied the top floor of the building as well as
providing a residence called the Penthouse. They used it
when they wanted to stay in the city but mostly it was for out
of town guests. Presently, one of Saleem’s sons, Faaris, was
living there as the company prepared for the new fracking
process they would use in the North Dakota oil fields.
Madison was wrapped in Saleem’s arms as they sat on the
back porch of the villa overlooking the lake. It was fall and
the leaves on the ground crunched when walking in the yard.
There was a nip to the air as they sat on the glider snuggled
under a blanket. A new chapter of life was about to begin.
Madison wondered what awaited them as they forged a new
life together.
Madison sighed as she snuggled close. “Are you content,
my dear princess?” Saleem asked as he kissed the top of her
head.
“I was just thinking how much has happened this past
year. I never thought when you first contacted me this was
how life would be. I’ve had some wild fantasies over the years
but real life is turning out to be so much better,” Madison
answered.
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“I certainly did not plan a year such as this, and you know
how I like everything well planned.”
“Saudi men do plan everything and attempt to keep
things running smoothly. I am learning the culture. With
all your Western living you haven’t lost any of your heritage.
I must admit, I rather like you taking charge. The feminist
part of me is ashamed to admit that.”
“I’m glad you do not mind letting me guide us forward.
You must also admit I make life an adventure.”
“You do that. Never in my wildest imagination would I have
allowed myself to be abducted, hauled on a camel like a sack of
treasure, and then given a wedding only a princess could have.”
“Those are the perks of marrying me. I never wanted to
take that step again until I met you.”
“You have a golden tongue. I just hope the romance
never wears off.”
“It won’t as long as you keep that loving look in your
eyes. I like that look. I will endeavor to stay your romantic
prince.”
“Hmm, what could you possibly do to top our trip to
Saudi Arabia?”
“I’ll have to think about that but it will be good, I promise.
For now we need to plan the winter season in Florida for you
and your horse. I think we should rent or buy a place to
live while we are there. I know you usually live in the living
quarters of the horse trailer but I think we should be in a
house. I talked to Gunther when we were at the last horse
show. He gave me some good ideas. You are lucky to have a
riding instructor who watches out for you and is not afraid
to let me know how I should care for you.”
Madison laughed. She had trained with Gunther Mueller
for many years. He was like a father to her on some levels as
4
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she lost both parents a long time ago in a car crash. The fact
that he knew Saleem as a young man was just icing on the
cake. “He will keep you on your toes when it comes to me.
I’m sure he gave you ideas where to look for a house while
there.”
“He did. He knows the area well. Do you trust me to find
the right place for us or do you want to do it?”
“Well, since you and I have the same ideas about homes I
trust you will find the most perfect place. If it is anything like
your English cottage in Surrey, it will be perfect.”
“You liked it there didn’t you? That house is like this villa
on the lake. Yes, we have similar tastes in homes. I thought
we might want a bit of property so we could have a guest
house and room for my polo ponies.”
“What! You want a huge estate? It’s not something I ever
thought about. I was happy living in the horse trailer. But
if your children and grandchildren want to visit, I guess we
need more room. I’m slowly getting used to having a big
family around.”
“Mother may want to come visit also. I think she should
come to the warmer climate for a few months. Since Father’s
death I don’t want her alone. Florida would be warmer for
her than England. She likes you best of the daughters-in-law,
you know.”
“Well I don’t know about that but I really enjoy being
with her. She is a wonderful lady. I think I might relax my
horse riding this winter and spend time with your family
when they come to visit. It will be fun and I can play polo
with you.”
“Oh, no, Gunther gave me an ear full about ruining your
dressage seat by letting you play polo. And my knee still hurts
from when you ran down the ball the last time we played.
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You play too rough.” Saleem rubbed his knee where Madison
had slammed her horse into his while trying to take a hard
shot during a game they had enjoyed in England. Madison
played to win at everything in life.
Madison laughed at him. “Yeah, Gunther gave me grief
about that too. But I like polo. I guess I will just be relegated
to the sidelines watching you. You are happy watching me
show dressage so I will be happy watching you play polo.”
“As it should be. We are too competitive to ride against
each other. Then you are fine with my finding property in
Florida?”
“Yes, my love. You haven’t missed yet.”
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