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Chapter One 

“Dad, you’re not choosing my wife.” Adjusting his earpiece, Jonah exited the 
elevator. Fifteen minutes early for an acquisition meeting, he considered himself late. 

“You’re a lot closer to forty than thirty, people are starting to talk.” 
“I don’t care.” Artwork lined either side of the hallway. The priceless collection took 

Jonah years to build and there were more pieces to go.  
“Well, I do. Three years. Three years ago you promised to dedicate time to finding a 

wife.” 
“I’ve been busy running a multibillion-dollar corporation.” 
“I was just as busy as my father and his father before him. We’ve always had 

arranged marriages. That didn’t change when my father moved to this country. He did 
an excellent job of choosing my wife.” 

“You’re divorced.” Jonah’s grandfather had moved his wife from Morocco to the 
United States shortly after their marriage. The majority of the family remained in 
Morocco and Spain along with many of their traditions. Jonah’s selection of a wife went 
beyond tradition. As the only son, Jonah believed it was his duty to produce at least one 
heir to carry on the Tazi name. Time had slipped by too quickly for him to find a wife. A 
control freak, he hated the idea of his father choosing his wife, but he didn’t see an 
alternative.  

Attracted to the maturity of women his own age, if he waited much longer, the type 
of woman Jonah wanted wouldn’t be of childbearing age. “Fine, I’ll get married. I take it 
you have suitable options in mind?” 

“Of course I do. I’ll have your assistant set up the meetings.” 
“Speaking of meetings, I have one in thirteen minutes. We can talk later.” Jonah 

disconnected and continued along the hallway. Originally, he’d tried to acquire D. M. 
Solutions two years ago, but the owner wouldn’t consider his offer.   

He rounded the corner, then stopped in his tracks. Few people had access to his 
private floor, so seeing a woman standing dangerously close to his Auguste Rodin 
sculpture shocked him. What drew him even more than her presence were her legs. 
Quite tall himself, he rarely met a woman who reached his shoulders. He’d give his 
Rembrandt to have her legs wrapped around him as he pushed into her. 

Soon he’d be selecting a wife and other women would be off-limits. Currently a free 
man, Jonah had no intention of allowing the long-legged lovely to pass him by. 
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Without attempting to silence his Italian leather designer shoes on the black marble 
floor, he stopped a few steps to the side of the woman. There was no way she hadn’t 
heard him approach, yet she didn’t budge. 

After a few seconds, she slowly reached to touch the Rodin, then withdrew her hand. 
Smooth chocolate skin, red luscious lips, thick black hair pulled from her face into a 

French roll—alluring, yet innocent.  
She reached forward again. “Do you think they’ll call the police if I touch it?” she 

asked without looking in his direction, laughter behind her voice. 
Wishing she’d remove her sunglasses, he neared her. “Let’s touch and see.” He 

gently eased her hand onto the bronze bust of the young woman. Her skin was so soft, 
he’d guessed she lived a pampered life. 

 “Magnificent,” the woman sighed more than said. “I wish I had even a quarter of 
the artist’s talent.” 

Glad she hadn’t pulled away, he admitted, “I’ve wished for the same thing many 
times.”  

The way the young woman caressed the piece with her hands made him wish he 
were the piece of art. Her show of emotion while she explored the curves and textures of 
the bust intrigued him. He’d never seen such freedom and wondered if she were a 
screamer in bed.  

“Do you know anything about this piece?” she asked. 
He told her everything he knew about the Rodin bust. Many people recognized 

Rodin’s work without knowing the man behind it from his much-duplicated sculpture 
“The Thinker” to “The Kiss” that featured a seated, nude couple embracing while sharing 
a kiss. Jonah preferred his smaller, less-known pieces such as the busts the woman was 
so interested in. 

 She interrupted, then regaled him with information he didn’t know about Rodin. 
Part of him prayed she was one of the options his father wanted him to meet.  

“Oh, I’m being rude. I’m Isis.” She backed away from him and held out her hand. 
Incredible didn’t begin to describe her smile. Not a big fan of portraits, he’d quickly 

become one if she were the subject matter. Missing the contact they’d had, he took her 
hand into his. “Jonah, Jonah Tazi.” A quick glance at her left hand revealed no ring. 
Intelligent, single, beautiful and accustomed to being cared for equaled wife material in 
Jonah’s mind. If his father hadn’t placed Isis on the list, he’d need to make adjustments 
to the list. 

“Oh my goodness! My father, Dover Michaels, has a meeting with you. Am I making 
you late?”  

He glanced at his watch. “I still have six minutes.” He pulled out his cell phone and 
asked his assistant to apologize to Mr. Michaels because he’d be a few minutes late. 

“What are you doing?” Isis asked. “We’ve come all the way from New York for this 
meeting. You need to meet.” 

“Two minutes. You can give me two minutes. What’s your favorite form of art—not 
including music or other performance art?” 

“Sculptures.” 
“Mine, too.” They spent the next minute and fifty seconds talking about art. “I need 

to get to my meeting.” 
“I was thinking the same thing.” She looped her arm around his. “Shall we?” 



The Only Option |  Non-edited Sample | Coming Summer 2013 

The moment they entered the front office, Jenny, his assistant smiled. “I was just 
coming for you.” 

Completely confused, he hunched his shoulders. “Why?” 
She laughed. “Not you. Isis. Thank you for bringing her along.” 
Isis released his arm. “Is there somewhere I may wait for my father?” 
“You can wait out here,” Jonah said. “I need to speak with you after this meeting.” 
“Lucky me,” she said playfully. 
Man how he wished she’d remove the sunglasses. Wearing shades indoors must be 

in New York thing. 
She looked around. “Would you please take me to the seating area?” 
Brows furrowed, he motioned to the plush white loveseat and matching armchair 

across the room. “There is no separate room. You can stay out here with Jenny.” He’d 
had the front office decorated in all white and off white. Even Jenny’s desk was white. At 
first Jenny complained about working in an igloo, but she grew to love it.  

As she rose from her seat, Jenny tsked. “This way, darling.” She guided Isis to the 
seating area. “Would you rather sit on the couch or the armchair?” 

“Couch please.” 
In utter shock, Jonah stared. Why hadn’t he noticed she was blind? No wonder she 

touched the art and wore sunglasses indoors. But how had she known the art was there? 
Maybe her father had left her at the bust and instructed Jenny to retrieve her when the 
time came. With every passing second, Isis became more intriguing to him. 
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