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Rosa Corretti cannot forget the one unguarded night she spent with Kulal, when she buried her disgrace
beneath the seductive sighs of passion. Now this hard, demanding sheikh wants to control her!
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The bottle was cold, but not nearly as cold as the ice around her heart. Rosa lifted the champagne to her lips
and drank another mouthful as shetried to dull the pain. She wanted to wake up and find that the past few
days hadn't happened. She wanted to be the person she thought she'd always been. And she wanted that
towering man on the other side of the nightclub to stop watching her with that dark and unsettling stare of
his.

The flashing lights and loud music were making her feel giddy—or maybe that was just the champagne she'd
been glugging from the moment she'd walked in. She wasn't really used to the sharp, bubbly flavour and she
didn't really like it—mainly because she'd been brought up on the wines of Sicily which were rich and warm
and red. Or at least, she'd been allowed the occasional half-glassful, topped up with water—watched over by
the fiercely protective eyes of her two brothers.

Except that they were not really her brothers, were they? From now on, she had to start thinking of them as
her half-brothers.

Rosa gripped the neck of the bottle, a shudder running down her spine as she forced herself to confront the
unbelievable truth. That nothing was as it seemed, nor ever would be again. The discovery had been brutal
and she'd found out in the worst possible way that she'd been living alie al her life.

And she was nothing but a fake.
"Mademoiselle? You are ready?

Wordlessly, Rosa nodded as the nightclub attendant gestured towards the podium on which various women
had been attempting to pole dance all evening. It would be fair to say that most of them had been making an
absolute hash of it, despite the fact that they were slim and blonde and incredibly fit. But then, all the women
on this part of the French Rivieralooked like that. Rosa was the one who stood out like a sore thumb with
her mahogany hair, olive skin and the generous curves—which were currently spilling out of her brand-new
crimson dress.

She placed one leg rather unsteadily on the podium, wondering if she would be able to dance in the kind of
heels she wouldn't have dared wear back home in her native Sicily. But who cared if she stumbled? And who
cared if her dress was the shortest thing she'd ever worn? Not her. Tonight she was going to shrug off the old
Rosa, who had cared so much about appearances and doing the right thing. Tonight she was going to
embrace a brand-new Rosa—one who had grown a tougher skin so that nobody could hurt her ever again. On
this privileged strip of French coastline known as the Cote d'Azur, she would emerge from her protective



shell into a glittering and unrecognisable creature—and her transformation would be compl ete.

She took another slug of champagne and put the bottle down, but as she stepped up onto the podium, she
found her gaze locked with the man on the other side of the club—the one with the dark hair and the
powerful body. He was still watching her—and something in the speculative amusement which glittered in
the depths of his eyes made Rosa's stomach perform an odd kind of flip. Hadn't anyone ever taught him that
it was rude to stare like that? And even more rude to ignore that poor woman who was practically draping
herself over him.

The music began as Rosa gripped the pole, thrusting her pelvis towards it, the way she'd watched the others
do. She'd never even seen a pol e dance before tonight—nor would she ever have dared enter a competition
for enthusiastic amateurs. But shock could make a person behave in away which was completely out of
character.

Snaking one leg around the slippery pole, she began to move. She could feel the smooth, cold metal diding
against her bare thigh. The alcohol was relaxing her and the hypnotic beat of the music began to suck her in.
And suddenly it was easy. Easy to lose herself in the sensua sway of the music and forget about her own
particular heartache. Her movements seemed instinctive—as if she had been born to dance thisway. Asif
rubbing her body against a static piece of metal was the only way to go. Closing her eyes, sheraised her leg
even higher and tipped her head back, so that she could feel her long hair brushing against the floor. She
began to grind her hipsin slow and sensuous circles against the pole and, inexplicably, could feel the slow
burning heat of excitement deep in her groin.

Through her dreamy reverie she could hear other sounds. A loud, whooping noise as she dlid up and down in
time to the music. The unrestrained clamour of male voices shouting enthusiastically as she clutched the pole
and writhed againgt it. But Rosa didn't care who was shouting—she just kept her eyestightly closed and gave
the dance everything she'd got. It was the most cathartic thing she'd ever done and it wasn't until the music
had stopped that she opened her eyesto find that alarge crowd of men had gathered at the front of the stage
to watch her.

For amoment she blinked at them, feeling like a prize exhibit being paraded in aforeign zoo. She found
herself expecting to see the furious faces of her brothers.

Correction. Her half-brothers—but they were hundreds of miles away.

She straightened up and flicked her gaze over the assembled men, wondering how she was going to be able
to make her way through them without pushing. Lots of them had their shirts open to the waist and their
chests looked all sweaty. She didn't want to touch them. She shuddered. She didn't want anything to do with
them. All she wanted was another drink, because the aching in her heart was starting to return and a drink
seemed the only way to numb it. She bent to pick up the bottle, when she felt the whisper of fingertips on her
arm and, straightening up, she found herself staring into the blackest pair of eyes she had ever seen.

It was the man from the opposite side of the club. The one who'd been staring at her. Who up until ten
minutes ago had been the object of some beautiful woman's attention. She tried to focus her gaze to look at
him properly, and as hisimage blurred and then sharpened again, she thought that she'd never seen a man
like this before. Standing up close to his hard body and staring up into his hawk-nosed face, Rosa could
suddenly understand why that woman had been draping herself all over him. He seemed larger than life—as
if he was composed of some dark, elemental force which dominated the entire room. His black eyes
glittered—as if afire was smouldering behind those long lashes—and his lips were full and sensual.



But he frowned as he glanced at the clamouring throng of men. 'Y ou look to me like someone in urgent need
of rescuing,' he said, in an exotic accent she didn't recognise.

The old Rosa might have been intimidated by such a man—that's if she had ever been allowed to get within
six feet of him by her overprotective family. But this new and tipsy Rosawas fegling no such thing as
intimidation. Instead she looked into his eyes and felt an undeniable excitement—as if she had just found
something she hadn't expected to find. Something she hadn't even realised she'd been looking for. '‘And
you'rejust the one to do it, | suppose?

'I'm the perfect candidate for any kind of rescue mission, my beauty. Be assured of that.’

Trying to dampen down the excitement which was fizzing through her veins, she looked around her in mock
surprise. 'But | can't see your white horse anywhere.'

"That's because | always ride ablack stallion, although never in France. He's big and he's powerful and he's
not particularly partial to nightclubs.' His eyes were gleaming as they gazed at her. 'Unlike awoman who
doesn't seem to realise what havoc she was creating when she performed that incredibly sexy dance afew
moments ago and nearly had the whole place in meltdown.’

Rosa's smile became alittle glassy, aware that the level of flirtation was escalating by the second. And she
was feeling more than alittle daunted by it because this kind of thing was way outside her experience. Even
during her university days in Palermo, the men she'd fancied had steered clear of her when they'd discovered
who she was. Because what man in their right mind would get involved with a Corretti woman, a woman
they wouldn't dare touch for fear that one of her brothers or cousins would come after them?

She'd never met anyone who hadn't been intimidated by the reputation of her powerful family and she
wouldn't have been alowed anywhere near aman like this. A man who was sizzling out so much sex appeal
that she wondered if her fingers might burn if she reached out and touched him.

She knew that the sensible thing to do would be to turn around and walk away. To go back to the hotel she'd
booked into and sleep off the champagne. She would wake up in the morning—probably with a splitting
headache—and decide what she was going to do with the rest of her life.

But Rosawasn't feeling sensible. She was feeling...defiant. Because defiance was easier to deal with than
heartbreak and loneliness, wasn't it? Defiance made you feel aive, instead of flat and empty and wondering
just where your life was going. 'l don't want to be rescued,’ she said, atouch petulantly as she took another
swig of champagne. 'l want to dance.'

'Now that," he said steadily as he removed the bottle from her hand and handed it to someone standing
nearby, who accepted it without comment, ‘can also be arranged.'

He took her hand and led her towards the dance floor and Rosa was aware of a sudden and heady sense of
danger as hetook her into his arms and the music began to throb out a sultry beat. He was so tall, she
thought—taller than any other man she'd ever seen. And his body felt so strong. She licked her dry lips. A
woman wouldn't stand a chance against aman like this. The thought thrilled her, rather than scared her as she
knew it should have done. 'l don't even know your name," she shouted.

"That's because | haven't told you.'



'And are you going to tell me?
'I might—if you're very good.'
Recklesdly, she said, 'And if I'm not?

Hedidn't miss a beat. 'In that case, | will definitely tell you—because there is nothing | like better than a
woman who isn't good. My nameisKulal.'

She tried saying it. Rounding her lips she sounded out the first syllable and then, letting her tongue touch the
upper palate, she murmured the second. 'Ku-1al.'

'Mmm. | like the way you say it. It sounds very sexy on your lips.'
Rosa giggled. 'Stop it!"

With a sudden hard beat of lust, Kulal pulled her closer and felt her melt against him, asif she'd been waiting
all night to have him do that. And wasn't it like that for him? Hadn't his senses been ignited from the moment
he'd set eyes on her and seen those soft lips parting with alook of innocent wonder, which certainly didn't
match the sinful splendour of her voluptuous body? He could feel the way her breasts were pushing against
his chest and he sucked in a breath of longing as he dipped his mouth to her ear. 'Now let's seeif you can
dance aswell on the floor as you did on the podium, shall we, my beauty?

The dlick words which flowed from his lips were warning Rosa to be careful. Because there was a reason for
the expression 'paying' someone a compliment—her ruthless family had taught her that. Y ou told a woman
she was pretty and she would put out for you—wasn't that how it worked? Hadn't she grown up watching the
male members of her family as they'd put their own heartless seduction campaignsinto action? Men like this
wanted only one thing from awoman like her and she'd been brought up to guard her honour and integrity.
But that was before the world had changed. Before the values she'd held so dear had been held up as shallow
and worthless.

So she pushed away her doubts and instead glanced up at him, batting him a coquettish ook she hadn't even
realised had been in her repertoire until now. 'Y ou're going to mark me out of ten, are you?

'If you want." His hands tightened around her waist.

'‘But | warn you in advance that | can be avery harsh judge.’

The words came out almost before she realised she'd said them. 'I'll take therisk,’ she said.

'Good.' Hislips nuzzled against her neck. 'l like awoman who takes risks.'

Rosa could feel the whisper of his mouth on her bare neck and she closed her eyes with pleasure. This
was...bliss. His arms had tightened around her and she realised that dancing with him was different to
dancing with anyone else. He seemed to be making up the rules as he went along, compl etely ignoring the
rhythm of the music and moving them around as if this was a slow waltz instead of a vaguely jumpy beat.

And she was letting him. Why wouldn't she let him? Why, he could carry on doing that all night, he was so
good at it.



'Do you like that? he queried softly as the palms of his hands skated possessively over the curve of her
bottom.

Her sudden, heady sense of freedom and the sensation of listening to her body's desires made Rosa bold and
she didn't shrink away from the way he was pulling her even closer. 'Yes!'

'l thought so. | likeit too. | like it very much.'

Kulal closed his eyes as he felt her fingertips move to his shoulders. He could feel the brush of her silken
hair against his cheek and the wave of desire which swept over him was so strong that he was filled with an
unbearable need to touch her more intimately.

But even though he'd always been known as a mould-breaking prince, Kulal respected his position enough
not to throw hisroyal role into jeopardy. Dancing with awoman who was clearly an exhibitionist was one
thing, but making love to her in a public place was quite another. So that even though they were shielded by
the bobbing crowds around them and even though the flashing lights obscured most of their movements, he
did not do what he wanted to do. Which was to play with the tips of her breasts through the thin satin of her
mini-dress. Or to slide his hand up her thigh and touch the undoubtedly moist heat which would be searing
its way through her panties.

That'sif she was wearing any.
He swallowed, wondering if she could feel the sudden jerk of his erection.

Users Review
From reader reviews:
Noah Cale:

Why don't make it to be your habit? Right now, try to prepare your time to do the important act, like looking
for your favorite publication and reading a e-book. Beside you can solve your short lived problem; you can
add your knowledge by the book entitled A Whisper of Disgrace (Sicily's Corretti Dynasty Book 5). Try to
make the book A Whisper of Disgrace (Sicily's Corretti Dynasty Book 5) as your pal. It means that it can for
being your friend when you really feel alone and beside that of course make you smarter than previoudly.
Yeah, it isvery fortuned for you personally. The book makes you much more confidence because you can
know anything by the book. So , let's make new experience in addition to knowledge with this book.

Marie Guinn:

The event that you get from A Whisper of Disgrace (Sicily's Corretti Dynasty Book 5) isamore deep you
rooting the information that hide into the words the more you get enthusiastic about reading it. It does not
mean that this book is hard to understand but A Whisper of Disgrace (Sicily's Corretti Dynasty Book 5)
giving you enjoyment feeling of reading. The copy writer conveys their point in a number of way that can be
understood by anyone who read it because the author of this book is well-known enough. This kind of book
also makes your vocabulary increase well. That makes it easy to understand then can go together with you,
both in printed or e-book style are available. We highly recommend you for having this kind of A Whisper of
Disgrace (Sicily's Corretti Dynasty Book 5) instantly.



Colin Rousey:

This A Whisper of Disgrace (Sicily's Corretti Dynasty Book 5) is completely new way for you who has
attention to look for some information given it relief your hunger of information. Getting deeper you into it
getting knowledge more you know otherwise you who still having little digest in reading this A Whisper of
Disgrace (Sicily's Corretti Dynasty Book 5) can be the light food for yourself because the information inside
this particular book is easy to get by anyone. These books produce itself in the form that is reachable by
anyone, sure | mean in the e-book form. People who think that in guide form make them feel tired even dizzy
thisreserveisthe answer. So thereis no in reading a book especially this one. Y ou can find what you are
looking for. It should be here for anyone. So , don't miss the item! Just read this e-book variety for your
better life in addition to knowledge.

Cheryl Crockett:

In this erawhich isthe greater particular person or who has ability in doing something more are more
precious than other. Do you want to become among it? It is just simple method to have that. What you need
to doisjust spending your time little but quite enough to enjoy alook at some books. On the list of booksin
the top collection in your reading list will be A Whisper of Disgrace (Sicily's Corretti Dynasty Book 5). This
book which is qualified as The Hungry Hills can get you closer in getting precious person. By looking
upwards and review this book you can get many advantages.
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