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Tears of a Princess

In the golden sands of 1920s Arabia, three bold American women share
not only a name—but a husband: the charming Sultan of Rakal Al Sulem.

With the stolen ‘Pearl of the Desert’ in hand, Sheik Rushdi al-Khalaf leads a
rising tide of rebellion toward the capital, intent on toppling the Sultan. As
whispers of war spread across the sands, The Three Tiffanys must outwit the
would-be usurper before his march turns into a revolution—and their love into
legend lost.

vy

“These must be the ruins of the Al-Sahra Palace,” J. Tiffany Noore says,
moving amongst the remainders of a once proud building. The story about ‘The
Pearl of the Desert’ sent The Three Tiffanys into the desert to find it. Home to
Princess Laila, the pearl could be here as well. A cool breeze in the cavern
indicates there is water nearby: the Safa oasis. They smelled it outside as well.
The spring must be down here.

The building was large. It will take some time to search through it all. Tiffany
Walker turns to J, and asks if the Tale has more details? “The princess wept. Her
tears transformed into the ‘Pearl of the Desert.”” J remembers. “It’s possibly in
her room?”

Before they go further inside, Tiffany Takei recommends filling their
canteens. The source is clear and calmly rippling. Laughing, W sheds her
clothes and jumps in. T is always amazed at her free spirit. J splashes in after
the blonde. T needs some more time to undress, overcoming her bashfulness.
The water is cool, stiffening her nipples. They exchange some playful sprays
and splatters before finishing their task and continuing their search.

Outside, Sheik Rushdi al-Halaf joins his spymaster. “Well done, Rayyit. Once
I have the pearl and the sultan’s throne, you may ask for anything you want.”

The silent spy only nods in gratitude.

Rushdi can taste his new power. He already has a list of women who will join
his harem. Dafhi, his seeress, is at the top. He could take her now, but her

powers depend on her purity. He ordered his vizier to find a replacement for her.



Smiling, he licks his lips. Both the seeress and his astrologer, the pompous
Suraq, confirmed the success of the American women.

After what seems like hours, T finds what was Princess Laila’s bedroom.
Their methodical search discovers a jewel box. W opens it and gasps. The pearl
is tear shaped and has a golden sheen. This is a natural pearl that took hundreds
of years to form. Truly ‘The Pearl of the Desert.’

When they appear, the Tiffanys are dragged out, and held prisoner. Rushdi
approaches with a smile.

“What do you want?”” W sneers.

The sheik slaps her away. “Give me the pearl and you may live.”

A trickle of blood appearing in the corner of her mouth, her eyes motion to
her left pocket.

Rushdi takes his time rummaging in her pocket. His other hand roams over
her crotch and her boob. He gives it a squeeze. He thinks these foreigners are
despicable, but he enjoys their female form. Pulling out his hand, he holds up a
beautiful round pearl. He grins. “Kill them.”

J Tiffany kicks the sheiks hand, sending the pearl flying. In the commotion
that follows, The Three Tiffanys dash back into the cavern, heading for the ruins
to hide.

After his men find the pearl, Rushdi orders the opening shut. His men’s rock
pile darkens the cave inside.

Before all light disappears, The Three Tiffanys find their way back to the
source. T said it was better to stay near water. The women stay silent until they
are sure Rushdi and his men are gone. There are no more sounds near the
entrance. The darkness is complete, and cold.

“OK,” W suggests, “let’s see if we can open up the cave again.”

“Don’t!” T holds her back. The rocks are stacked from the outside. If we
remove them from the inside, they will all roll over us. Unless one is prepared
to die trying, we shouldn’t do that.”

“But there’s no other way.” J also adds that all their food, warm clothes and
other supplies are outside.

“Listen,” W’s voice is commanding, “we have to get out of here, and that

opening is our only way. I’ll remove the rocks. Maybe it won’t be so bad.”



“No way! It was my silly story that got us into this mess.” J frowns. “I’ll do
it.” She starts moving towards the entrance, but W tackles her.

“J! Stop!”

“What!”

“I’m not going to let you do it...”

“Well, I’m not going to let you do it either.”

T holds her hands over her ears. “Please stop fighting. It’s not helping. Let’s
think this through.”

The other two Tiffanys concede, but each is already planning to go to the
opening when the others are sleeping.

After a few moments of silence, Tiffany Takei sighs. “Right. There are two
possibilities: we go out the way we came in, or there is another exit.”

W and J agree with her.

The first possibility is that we somehow guide the movements from the
rocks.”

“How do we do that?” J. Tiffany wonders.

“By using big blocks from the ruin to form some kind of wall.”

“You mean the really heavy ones?” Tiffany Walker dismisses the idea.

“These are the only solutions, W.”

“Suppose we do get out, then what? It took us eight days to get here. It will
be at least twice as long if we have to walk. We’ll have no water, no food.
There’s no way we can survive the trip back.” Besides the cave, Tiffany
Walker’s voice is cold.

“We can’t wait here.” J says. “T’s plan with the blocks is the only one that
makes sense. Before we worry about getting home, we have to get out first.”

“J..”

“T, I think I remember seeing some blocks further to my left. Let’s take a
look.”

“J!' We can’t move them. We’re wasting our time.”

“Then find another exit.” J. Tiffany taps T on the arm.

W ughs. She follows them towards the building. From there, she’ll start
looking through the ruins. On the upside, it’s so dark that she’ll be able to see



any light from the outside easily. Forcing her memory to recall, she heads into
the old palace.

T and J find a big block. It’s too heavy to lift.

“We need a pulley,” the engineer says and starts stripping. “Give me your
clothes, I’ll need them to make a kind of rope.”

J. Tiffany hears T slip out of her clothes. “Are you naked yet?”

“Yes. Why?”

J gives T’s boobs a good squeeze.

vy

“My people, behold the Pearl of the Desert, a jewel of our ancestors’ legends,
now returned to us as a sign of divine favor. For generations, it has been said
that he who holds this pearl holds the destiny of our lands in his hands,” Rushdi
holds up the pearl for the crowd to see. “Today, it is with humility and
unwavering conviction that I stand before you, chosen by fate to usher in a new
era of prosperity and justice.”

The people gathered in front of his palace cheer him on.

He continues softly. “Sultan Farouz ignores the traditions that make us great.”

Everyone holds their breath, anticipating the challenge their sheik will make.

“In my heart, I know that we are destined for greatness beyond Farouz’s rule.
Together, we’ll rebuild the greatness of our forebears and create a kingdom that
will be remembered for generations to come. Let this pearl be a beacon of hope,
a testament to our rightful claim over these lands. Rise, my people, for the dawn
of a new reign is upon us! Together, we shall usher in an age of prosperity,
under a ruler who walks among you. Follow me to the capital to retake what is
ours.”

Rushdi orders his guards to keep their distance as he moves through the
crowd. They all want to admire the pearl. As quick as the blink of an eye, a
whisper spreads that it is indeed wondrous, and shines like a rainbow. There is
no doubt it is the true pearl of ancient tales.

From a distance, one of Farouz’s agents witnesses the Sheik Rushdi’s speech.
There are at least six towns and villages before reaching the capital. The march
will grow. How will Farouz be able to hold them all back from storming the

Sultanate’s palace? His pigeon sends a message.



vy

Tiffany Walker returns from her search for another exit. Instead of that, she
found some torches. She’s surprised to find both J and T naked and sweaty. If
she didn’t know better, she’d think they were having some fun. The big blocks
and their slide tracks show they’ve been busy.

They’ve managed to make a row of them. Will it be enough to safely redirect
the rocks blocking the opening? W realizes they don’t have a choice. She didn’t
find another exit. She’s still worried about what to do if they manage to come
out of the cavern. It’s a long way home.

vy

After five days, Rushdi’s march has gathered thousands. Farouz’s agent looks
upon it with great worry. His pigeons haven’t brought back instructions for him,
other than to keep observing. It will be impossible to manage the crowds
arriving in the capital. What is the sultan up to?

The blocks did their work. The Tiffanys left the cavern safely, carrying as
much water as they could, and returned to their previous site. They had tears in
their eyes when they found Farouz waiting. Rushdi’s march tipped him off they
were in trouble. He’s relieved they are alive.

vy

J Tiffany’s pussy feels snug and warm around Farouz’s cock, her tits soft and
firm in his hands. He loves watching her find that best spot to enflame her
passion. As always, that position for her did wonders for him as well. If she
continues like this, he’ll fill her a second time. But she stops. The look she gives
him is almost ferocious with lust. J is the only woman he’s ever had who
frightens him with it—but in a good way. She turns around, presenting her full,
rounded ass cheeks. Hurrying to his knees behind her, Farouz pushes his stiff
member inside. Her pussy is slick with her wetness. Her scent narrows his focus
on just one thing. With all his remaining pent up blissful energy, he bangs deep
into her. The slap-slap of his thrusts on her skin only encourages him further.

“Yes, my Sultan, yesss,” J groans.

Farouz crosses his eyes. He feels his load explode out of his balls with fierce

intent, and storm in her pussy, splashing against her trembling vaginal walls.



J stretches her neck backwards as her orgasm thunders through her and makes
her nipples pop. She slumps down, loving how he feels on top of her.

Ever since he found them in the desert, he’s kept them close and screwed
them every chance he got. He won’t lose them again. His other wives are more
jealous of his Three Tiffanys than before. His mother already arranged a
schedule so that he spends more time with them as well. However, other
important matters call. Rushdi gathers crowds everywhere he goes. A lot of
people are convinced by the Pearl of the Desert. Fortunately, there are also those
who see Rushdi as the foul would-be usurper he is. His cold-hearted reputation
does not work in his favor. Farouz’s spies tell him Rushdi’s march is growing
after each village. His military officers want to disperse it by force. But that is
exactly what Rushdi wants. That will show the people that their sultan is a cruel
ruler. Farouz needs patience, tact and his Three Tiffanys for this.

vy

Sheik Rushdi al-Kalaf’s throat is sore from his speeches to all the stupid
villagers. How easy do they lap up his words. What he would really like is to
lap up Dafni’s sweet juices to soothe his aches, yes both of them: his larynx is
one, his constant stiff cock is the other. Just a week or two and both the
sultanate and the delightful seeress will be his. His spies inform him that Farouz
is panicking. It won’t take long before troops move on the people. Then Rushdi
can show them the true heart of their sultan, encouraging the angry villagers to
fight. His first day in the palace, his seeress’ throat will also ache—from his
hard prick deep down it. Dafni will be the first of many new wives to receive
his sultan seed. Rushdi is not sure what to do about the lovely Three Tiffanys?
He thinks he’ll fuck them before he kills them.

vy

“No sign of the sultan’s troops yet, O Sheik,” Rayyit informs Rushdi, “but
our source inside the palace tells us the generals are preparing an assault on the
march.”

“Good.” Once Farouz’s soldiers fire on the peasants, they will see Rushdi as
their true ruler. He must stay patient. First, he will ask for a beautiful wife or

daughter to volunteer for a night with him. He’s amazed at how many husbands



offer them up. All hoping to curry favor, of course. Well, it depends on how soft
their lips are around his cock. The march to power makes him constantly hard.

Outside, The Three Tiffanys hide among the followers. They have to keep
their faces down to avoid being recognized. They pointed this out to Farouz,
suggesting sending someone else. The poor soul doesn’t trust anyone else right
now. There is a spy in the palace—maybe more. They approach the sheik’s
tents, but the guards will stop them if they go further. They decide to wait until
sunset. That shouldn’t be too long.

At dusk, three men play simple, merry tunes using oud (lute), mizmar (double
clarinet) and rigq (small tambourine). This is their chance. Tiffany Walker and J.
Tiffany Noore dance near the guards, catching their attention, while Tiffany
Takei sneaks behind the tent. She holds her breath when she hears Rushdi
speak. By his voice, she can tell he’s impatient. A pompous man predicts a great
victory. The sheik grunts. It sounds like appeased approval. A woman’s voice,
wise and warm, cautions him not to celebrate too soon. Her cards warn of
duplicity. Tiffany T rolls her eyes. She never understood people’s need for
superstition. However, she is very much aware of the power it can have over
them. After all, Rushdi has not one but two mystic advisors. T thinks he prefers
it if they agree. She wonders who the sheik will pick. No one is saying anything.
‘Have they finished already?’ Then, a fourth soft voice speaks.

“Qur spy inside hasn’t informed me of any kind of ruse. That doesn’t mean
there isn’t one.”

“Agh, can none of you give me a straight answer?!” Rushdi exclaims.

T heard that there is only one spy in the palace. He or she isn’t that close to
Farouz to know about their real plans: still a large pool of suspects.

“Find out more from your man,” Rushdi orders.

‘Aman,’ T has another important tidbit.

“For now, we continue with the plan. We have the pearl; we have the people...
And we have our own surprise,” Rushdi concludes.

He dismisses his advisors and claps his hands. T hears a woman’s voice ask
how she can be of service. “Disrobe, my dear, then service this!”

T hears clothes swish to the ground. A few moments later, a gagging sound

comes from the tent. T quickly finds her way back to the other Tiffanys. They



agree they need to stay and find out more about the surprise Rushdi mentioned.
How to proceed?

Tiffany Takei lingers behind Rushdi’s tent a bit longer, not sure it’s safe to
leave yet. She dislikes hearing the unpleasant sounds of Sheik Rushdi’s forceful
lovemaking with some unsuspecting woman. Who said “Everything in the
world is about sex, except sex. Sex is about power?” She startles when the sheik
shouts “Get out! Get out!” T thinks she hears him kick the woman out of bed.

“Get the seeress! Get her here immediately!”

J. Tiffany pointed out how Rushdi looked at the mystical advisor. It’s obvious
who will be the next victim in his bed. ‘Unless...” T hurries back to the other two
Tiffanys. They notice how alarmed T is. “What did you hear?”

“That has to wait. We need to save Rushdi’s seeress.”

“Why?” Tiffany Walker asks matter-of-factly.

“The sheik is going to assault her! We have to save her!”

“Why?”

Tiffany Takei is horrified. “How can you say that! You didn’t hear what |
heard.”

“Look T, I’'m sorry, but we have a mission. We can’t jeopardize it by saving
some woman.” As she speaks the words, W realizes why they should save the
seeress. “Sorry! You’re right, of course. OK. This is what we’re going to do.”

Jand T didn’t like her idea at all. Too risky. W challenged them to present
another plan they could do immediately. They saw how two guards marched off
to find the seeress. It wouldn’t take them long to bring her back.

“Maybe we shouldn’t try to save her, like you said,” T said softly.

“But if we do,” J looked at W, “she will help us deal with Sheik Rushdi.”

Tiffany Walker nodded. Her eyes filled with worry, T ultimately did so as
well.

Allowing her blonde hair to peek out from under her veil, W walks to the
edge of the square. Hiding her face, J walks towards a boy. She gives him a few
coins and points out Tiffany W for him. The boy runs to the guards outside
Rushdi’s tent and shows them W’s blonde hair. The guards rush inside, then
back outside. Now, four guards move towards the American woman. J and T

sneak behind Rushdi’s tent, just in time.



Dafni should have known she ran out of time. A real seeress would have. The
worst part is that she had an escape plan in place for a few weeks. It’s too late
for that now. The thought of Rushdi’s hands on her makes her skin crawl. His
cruel reputation adds to her disgust. She kneels in front of him as he dismisses
her escort. Lecherous is the only word that describes his smile. His greedy eyes
announce that he’s about to release the bulge under his robe. Looking down, she
sees the hem part. His naked feet shuffle towards her. Dafni closes her eyes.

Everything happens fast. Rushdi tumbles over her. Two arms pick her up and
pull her through a cut in the tent. She’s disoriented whizzing through the streets.
When they stop, three women remove their headscarves. ‘The sultan’s wives!’

“Tell us about Rushdi’s surprise,” the blonde asks.

vy

His hands on her hips, Farouz delights in how Tiffany Walker’s boobs bounce
following her movements on his cock. Then he watches them jiggle when W
grinds her squishing pussy on him. With a hot smile, she lifts her hands behind
her back, pushing her tits forward for him to admire. She’s had men between her
legs before, of course, but they all got this stupid look. Farouz is the only man
who stays handsome and interested. He even moves with her in rhythm. That
sends all the right kinds of shivers inside and makes her nipples harder. He
cocks an eyebrow. Then he sits upright to run his tongue over her little pink
pebbles. His three-day-beard is rough and sexy against her boob. She folds his
head into her arms, pressing him against her chest. W increases her pace now.
When he manages to look up at her with sparkling eyes, it’s done. Those shivers
are now roars of the big O trembling from her toes, to her pussy, to her nipples,
and on the back of her head. W gurgles through her pleasure. When his jizz
splashing into her, spurt after spurt, his stiff rod pulsing, her orgasm rekindles.
She squeezes her tits. His hand folds over her giving that extra hint of passion,
before she trembles into nothingness. When Tiffany W blinks her blue eyes
open in his, Farouz falls in love all over again. Her sleepy smile accentuates
that.

His American wives came through again by bringing the seeress. The sultan
still isn’t sure he can trust Rushdi’s close confidant, but her gratefulness did

reveal the spy in the palace. Being but a man, Farouz noticed Dafni’s slender



body and mystical henna decorations. If all ends well, he may take her as his
advisor. Or maybe his harem? The mystic also revealed Rushdi’s expectation
that the sultan would send his army to disperse the marching crowd. This would
certainly turn the people against their true ruler. Farouz is glad he didn’t follow
the advice of his military, or he may have walked right into this trap. Somehow,
he still thinks there is something missing. This can’t be the big surprise Rushdi
is preparing. Tiffany Walker agrees. It was discussing the different possibilities
that made one thing led to the other. Her kisses were enough to inspire his
passion, but not a solution. Maybe the two other Tiffanys came up with
something. Usually, they don’t like to brainstorm the same way W does. J is
dreamier, T is more rational. Tiffany Walker has a streetwise ruthless edge that
makes her perfect to discuss powerplay with him. His mother is a bit better at it.
Her lips around his cock also prove she is the adventuress. It hardens under her
wet kisses. Farouz catches his breath, when she strokes the underside of his
balls.

The door bangs open. The two Tiffanys rush in. Ignoring the intimate scene, J
tells them the real pearl was stolen.

vy

The robbery of the true ‘Pearl of the Desert’ is a huge blow. How could
Rushdi have known about it? They already caught the spy in the palace. It can
only mean there is another undiscovered one still in place. Either the sheik’s
seeress Dafni didn’t know, or she lied to them.

vy

Dafni kneels before Farouz, bent over with her arms extended forward and
her head on the floor. She didn’t know about the swapping of the pearl, but in
her advice to Rushdi, she suggested she did because it was possible. It seems
fate caught up with her again. Can she save herself? “Maybe the ‘Pearl of the
Desert’ was stolen by a thief, and not a spy?”

“That is very well possible,” Tiffany Takei concurs, “and more probable. But
we have to be sure.”

“Rise, o seeress,” Farouz’s kind voice says.

‘He’s taken in by my curves.” Dafni hopes this will spare her life. Looking

into his eyes, however, Dafni knows that it will not.



“You will give me Rayyit,” the sultan’s flat voice says. Looking up, “My
beautiful wives, my wise mother, please help the seeress devise a plan for this.”
Farouz enjoys the rounding of her ass, of course, but he’s no fool.

vy

“No way this will work!” J. Tiffany can’t believe the others take this plan
seriously.

“It’s a simple plan. Those are often the best,” Zarina answers. As mother of
the sultan, she has seen many complex constructs go wrong.

“Rayyit won’t trust her. She escaped,” J insists.

“No,” Dafni states, “I was abducted.”

J frowns, knowing this is true, but she still has a bad feeling about letting
Rushdi’s confidant meet with the spy master alone.

Tiffany Walker reads her mind. “It’s not great, but unless we can come up
with something else, we take it to Farouz.”

J nods. “OK, but let’s bring my camera and Marek.”

Dafni doesn’t know what this means, and it looks like the others don’t either.
W wants to ask, but J holds up her hand. “I’ll explain later.”

Eight pair of eyes turn to the seeress, then they agree. “A secret weapon,”
Zarina smiles.

vy

Marek is amazed at the zoom function on the camera. It’s as if he’s standing
next to Dafni and Rayyit. Only he’s not. His brother taught him how to lip-read.
That helped him survive in an otherwise silent world. He conveys the
conversation to The Most Beautiful Three Tiffanys.

Dafhni tells the spy master how the sultan abducted her, and how they want
her to recruit Rayyit as well. Her pleading about how Rushdi is a cruel and
untrustworthy master isn’t enough. He takes into account that this is a trap, but
his men found no evidence of surveillance. He doesn’t understand the question
about the fake pearl.

On cue, three arrows pierce the heart of his men, and two hit the ground in
front of his feet. He looks up at the seeress. Holding her hand up, she blows a
powder in his face. His vision blurs, his knees weaken. Then darkness.

vy



Dafni didn’t expect to end up in a cell like Rayyit. The sultan surprises her
again. She had hoped her figure, and her success would get her a reprieve. But
more than that, it’s amazing how much he relies on The Three Tiffanys. Using
the lipreader and camera’s zoom was inspired. Oddly enough, the seeress is
curious about who stole the ‘Pearl of the Desert’ as well. ‘Hmph, some
seeress...’

vy

“Rayyit didn’t know anything about the pearl being stolen,” Tiffany Takei
explains methodically. “The confusion on his face was real. Rushdi doesn’t have
the pearl.”

“Then who does?” asks J. “Everyone in the palace is a suspect.”

“Maybe,” Tiffany Walker wonders, “but they needed access to the pearl and
only guards and the treasurer have that.”

“Yes,” T continues, “And we know it was stolen in the past three days. That
gives us our suspect pool.”

J is not happy. “We don’t have time. Rushdi arrives in two days. If Farouz
can’t show the real pearl, there will be a civil war!”

Tiffany W agrees. “The thief can keep it, but that’s not likely.”

“They could have stolen it for someone else, but no one knew about it,” T
continues.

“That means they are going to sell it...” J Tiffany concludes. Both she and T
turn to look at W.

Rolling her eyes, “Yes, I still have contacts in the black pearl market from
back when I was in the business,” W confesses.

J hides a small smile. ‘Business may be a too polite word.’

vy

“Go away! I can’t be seen with you. Everyone knows you’re the sultan’s
wife.”

“Kai, I need your help,” W thumps down a pouch, followed by the clinking
sound of coins settling.

Kai the Orient hesitates. Most people think his nickname has to do with his
Japanese descent. W knows better. In the trade, it refers to the play of colors in a

pearl.



“I will listen, but I won’t promise.”

W quickly explains the situation. Kai grins. He’s sure the pearl will be offered
to Saam, his competitor. That’s the only one who would even consider dealing
with such a rare pearl.

vy

J. Tiffany has her camera set up watching over Saam’s place of business.
After using it last time, the sultan’s guards love it. Not only does it enhance the
view, like binoculars, but it also films the damning evidence.

They are ten film reels in, when they spot a nervous boy. T recognizes him as
one of the water boys from the palace. The guards move in quickly. W has a
bitter-sweet taste in her mouth. Kai is happy to take out his competition, but
how is this boy involved?

“No one notices the water boy,” T considers. It’s a perfect disguise for a thief.

vy

Again, Farouz is impressed by his Three Tiffanys. The ‘Pearl of the Desert’ is
back! ‘Let Rushdi come.” What will cause him a sleepless night is what to do
with the boy. He was hoping to get a measly 100 dinars for the pearl, so that he
could fetch a medicine man for his mother.

vy

The Fayyum gates of the capital are grand. They were built after the victory
of the battle of the Oasis. Sheik Rushdi al-Halaf smiles at his approach. How
fitting that the name of the capital will be Farouz’s undoing: Bahr al-Durr, Sea
of Pearls. A sense of power swells his chest. It pushes away a ping of doubt at
both Dafni and Rayyit’s capture. Rushdi is irked that he wasn’t able to deflower
her. But Rayyit is privy to his innermost secrets. What if he has told Farouz
about them? No matter. His military commanders are on full alert in case there’s
a trap. What worries him most is why the sultan hasn’t sent the army to stop the
oncoming March of the Pearl—a fancy name one of the town criers called
Rushdi and his followers. It caught on quickly. The sheik hoped for an attack, if
only to prove Farouz as a harsh and cruel ruler. Farouz has to react!

The sultan has to steady his military commanders. The threat of a riot is real.

This will be the true test of his leadership. Nothing he did helped him prepare



for this. The wisdom and love of his Three Tiffanys and his mother are his only
guide now.

The crowd below his balcony gathered awaiting an important announcement.
They cheer him on, even more so when his mother and three American wives
join him. How quickly these women earned the affection of his people. Farouz
wave. “My friends, join me in welcoming Sheik al-Halaf.”

Rushdi can’t believe what is happening. The sultan and the crowd are
cheering him on. Don’t they know what he’s here to do? Maybe the sultan is
surrendering to him? Maybe the March of the Pearl has shown him Rushdi’s
power? Could the cub finally recognize his betters? It’s possible.

“Qasis’s greetings to you, Sheik Rushdi.” Farouz smiles.

Rushdi is in no mood for pleasantries. “I’ve come for your throne, Farouz!”

His marchers cheer, Farouz’s crowd is stunned silent.

“I have the ‘Pearl of the Desert.’ This entitles me to the city of the Pearl.”
Rushdi holds it up. His followers cheer. The other crowd starts murmuring.

“I’ve come to relieve the sultanate of your cruel and unfair rule!”

“How do I know it’s the true ‘Pearl of the Desert?’”

“Look at its beauty. Look at how it shines, like a rainbow over the oasis. Just
like my rule will be.”

“It is truly wondrous. But doesn’t the tale say the pearl came from the tears of
Princess Laila, the desert’s luminous moon whose beauty is like the first blush
of dawn?”

“Yes! Do you surrender?”

“Shouldn’t it be tear shaped... like this one?” Farouz holds up the real ‘Pearl
of the Desert’.

vy

Farouz is joined by The Three Tiffanys and Dafni. He will reward them for a
well-sprung trap. In the end, Rushdi’s followers turned against him. There are
stories about men being torn apart by an angry crowd. The sultan shakes his
head and turns to the beauties lying on his bed.

THE END
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