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      “Look at how young and full of get up and go he was back then,” I say, handing my sister-in-law a framed photo from the box I’m unpacking.

      Laura laughs. “He looks exactly the same,” she says, her blue eyes admiring the college graduation photo of my brother and his roommate, Luis. Both of them are dark-haired with tan skin, and they’re captured in a moment of pure joy after shaking a bottle of champagne and letting it spray around them.

      “You would say that,” I joke, pulling out a bunch of boring legal books that are also inside the box. “You’ve still got that love bubble hanging around your head.” My brother, Mitch, and Laura are newlyweds. They just got back from their honeymoon and are moving in together, so I’m helping Laura unpack the home office.

      “You’ll be the same one day, believe me,” she says, grinning with those goo-goo eyes of hers as she traces her index finger around my brother’s face.

      “Unlikely.” I laugh, setting the books on the built-in shelving. “The guys I’ve met only like tiny little things that giggle whenever they speak. I don’t fit that category.” I indicate my plus-size figure with a flourish of my hand.

      “But you’re gorgeous, Tara,” she counters, tucking a stray lock of her blonde hair behind her ear. And it’s no surprise to hear her say that, because it’s what everyone does. When you’re a big girl, it’s like everyone around you is in denial about your size. All my life I’ve been big. It’s my normal, and at twenty-four-years-old, I’ve grown to love my body and accept my size. But when I point my size out, someone invariably tells me I’m wrong or negates it by saying, ‘but you’re beautiful/gorgeous/have a great personality’. And I have never said I wasn’t beautiful—I have long dark hair, and brown eyes with flecks of green. So, I actually quite like the woman who stares back at me from the mirror—I only ever said I was big. There’s a difference.

      I want to say these things out loud; tell anyone who’ll listen that small isn’t the standard and big is just a size. Beauty is in your heart and your personality. The rest is a judgement made by an unrealistic beauty industry that preys upon our insecurities to line their pockets. I am proud of my curves. I don't need to pretend they don’t exist.

      But I don’t say anything. I never say anything. I just let out a slow breath and straighten the books, wishing I was as brave as the voice inside my head.

      “Is this the roommate?” Laura asks, snapping me from my quiet cowardice as she sets the graduation photo on Mitch’s desk.

      “Oh yeah,” I say, moving over to where she stands. “Those two were thick as thieves during college. Luis didn’t have any family here, so he spent a lot of summers with us.”

      “What was that like? He’s pretty easy on the eyes,” she says, tapping me gently with her elbow. She’s a total sweetheart, and I feel bad for getting worked up over the plus-size but beautiful comment from before. It’s not her fault she was blessed with skinny-genes and doesn’t get how insulting that kind of comment is. At the end of the day, she’s beautiful because she’s kind and tries really hard to embrace my family as her own—even though none of us can figure out how she managed to fall for my goofy big brother in the first place. She must be a saint is all I’m saying.

      “Yeah, he’s a total babe,” I reply, remembering how speechless I was the first time Mitch brought Luis home. I was twelve and just figuring out that I liked boys, so when this Adonis came to spend the Christmas break at our place, I had no clue what to do or say. I became a red-faced mute. “I was so awkward around him in the beginning.”

      “I would have been too. I wish I could’ve met him, but Mitch said he couldn’t get here in time for the wedding—some family business to attend to.”

      “Well, he was an interesting one.” I laugh to myself as memories flash in my mind. “He was probably stuck in Spain ruling his kingdom.”

      “His kingdom?” Laura laughs.

      “Mitch never told you? The two of them used to try to convince me that Luis was the prince of some tiny country near Spain.”

      “And you didn’t believe them?”

      I let out an amused burst of air. “Would you? Out of all the colleges in America, a Spanish prince chooses Aiken? It’s ranked one of the worst in the whole country.”

      “That does sound a little far-fetched. But it’s a shame they don’t see each other anymore,” she muses. “They look so close here.”

      “I agree,” I say, smiling as I look at the photo of the two of them, remembering summers swimming in the lake, squealing and laughing. “I think it’s just that college finished, and their lives began. Luis couldn’t stay forever.”

      “That’s sad. I’ve heard a lot of good stories about Luis, and I think Mitch misses their friendship a lot.”

      “Well,” I say, twisting my mouth to the side as an idea forms. “If you have the address from the wedding invite, Mitch is turning thirty this year. Maybe Luis will have time to get here for that?”

      “Yes!” Her eyes go wide, and I know she’s thinking the same as me. “I would love to reunite them. Wait here.” She runs from the room and comes back with a slightly torn envelop from the RSVP notice with Luis’s neat handwriting on the back of it. Strange that I still recognize it after all these years. “Do you think he’ll come? I mean, since he didn’t come to the wedding.”

      “We can only ask,” I say, sliding the envelop into my back pocket. “And offer to pay his airfare, of course.”

      “Oh, do you think that’s why he didn’t come?”

      “Probably. He studied ancient history or politics or something. So, he’s probably some stuffy professor earning a pittance. I’ve got some savings. I don’t mind spending it on my big bro getting to rekindle his ultimate bromance with Luis.”

      “You really don’t believe the prince story, huh?”

      “No way.” I wave it off. “Besides his good looks, there is nothing princely about him.”
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      "Your mail, sire." The valet places a silver tray with neatly arranged envelopes on top of it. "Shall I open them for you?”

      Leafing through, I'm about to hand the tray back so he can do just that, but a postage mark from Aiken, South Carolina catches my eye. "Ah, no. I'll see to this myself. Thankyou."

      He bows then retreats to the edge of the room. In my world this is considered being ‘left alone’. Even when I take a leak, they follow me and guard the door. Cause my dick is gonna turn into a python and choke me. The degree to which I’m watched is exhausting. And as we move closer to the date of my coronation, the eyes on my every move seem to multiply daily. I miss those carefree days of my college years when I could be as rowdy as I liked, go where I liked, and spend time with the people I liked. It seems like a lifetime ago.

      Picking up my letter opener, I slice through the seal with an eagerness I haven’t felt in months. Mitch will be married by now; I couldn't get a break in my duties to travel back for it. I hate that I didn’t get to stand up there with my best friend and watch him exchange vows with the woman he loves. But duty trumps desire, as my mother always says. And while I understand the privilege that comes with my position in life, I do struggle with the lack of freedom. Especially when it means my heart is still living in the United States, beating inside the chest of a beautiful curvaceous woman who will forever be off limits to me—the woman who wrote me this letter. Tara.

      Not only is she my best friend’s sister, but she’s also lacking nobility. And once the crown duties are accepted, mixing with the common folk is forbidden in my kingdom. Birthrights can really suck sometimes.

      Recognizing her penmanship, my fingers dive into the envelope before my brain even commands them to. I pull out the folded sheet of paper, hungry for the words it contains. I inhale its scent, remembering her thick black hair and the way it shines in the light when it’s freshly washed. I remember her laughter and the way she always thought my stories about kings, queens and castles were lies. Still, she ate them all up, listening in wrapt attention. I would go out of my way to entertain her, just to watch the way her eyes sparkled with amusement. What I wouldn’t give for just one more summer with her and Mitch.

      Unfortunately, I don’t have that kind of time. There are precisely three months until my coronation. I’ll be crowned king and be expected to marry the daughter of some duke who could likely be some kind of distant cousin which really bothers me. The nobility in most other countries have been able to marry for love for decades now, but in Reinqueno, we’re still forced into ‘maintaining the bloodline’. Something needs to change.

      Opening the letter, my eyes scan her neatly written words, a smile spreading over my face with each word read. However, when I reach the sentence, ‘Now, don’t be proud because I know how expensive international travel can be, which is why I’m going to pay for your ticket,’ I have to bite my knuckle to avoid laughing out loud. She still doesn’t believe me. After all these years, she still hasn’t figured out that I was telling the truth.

      Pulling a sheet from the top of my stack royal stationary, I pick up my pen and compose a letter of my own in response to Tara’s invitation to Mitch’s surprise birthday party next month.

      ‘Dear Ms. MacCallum,

      His royal highness, Prince Luis of the kingdom of Reinqueno wishes to inform you that he will be honored to attend Mitchell MacCallum’s thirtieth birthday celebrations…’

      I press my teeth into my bottom lip to keep my grin from turning into a laugh as I continue writing. My mother is going to lose her mind when she finds out I’m doing this, but I missed the wedding, I don’t want to miss this party too. It could be the last time I get to see the people I considered my family during the four years I studied in the U.S. I’m going to give Reinqueno the rest of my life. The least they can afford me is a few days.

      And one final chance to see Tara…
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      “Dear Ms. MacCallum,” I start, reading from the letter written on a very fancy-looking royal letterhead—that is really taking this whole ‘I’m a prince in a tiny kingdom’ thing too far, if you ask me—while Laura sits across from me in a coffee shop downtown. “His royal highness, Prince Luis of the kingdom of Reinqueno wishes to inform you that he will be honored to attend Mitchell MacCallum’s thirtieth birthday celebrations next month. He is however, under royal guard at all times and will require the guest list and location (please include a floor plan with clearly labeled entry and exit points) to be emailed forthwith to his security team at SecurityTeamLuis@ReinquenoPalace.com. Only then will the official acceptance of your invitation be handed down. Yours in anticipation of a fabulous time, Prince Luis. P.S thank you for the offer to pay my airfare. However, I think I’ll be more comfortable in my family’s jet.”

      “You have to give the guy credit.” Laura grins, picking up a pack of sugar and tearing it open. “He’s sticking to his story.”

      “Extravagantly.” I push the letter across the table to show her. “Look at the gold embossing. He’s going too far.” I pick up my coffee and take a mouthful while Laura stirs her sugar with one hand and holds the letter in the other, studying it with a creased brow.

      “Have you ever looked this Reinqueno place up?” she asks.

      I shake my head as I take the letter back. “He’s probably set up a website and a Wiki page for it by now. I mean, I sent an email to that address and got a response. So, if he’s willing to go to that much trouble…” I laugh as I fold the letter up and set it on the table, remembering how I sent a crude drawing of house with stick figures standing out the front of it with ‘Dear Prince of Bullshit’ in the subject line. The response came back saying ‘Thank you. The prince shall see you at the party.’ I don’t know when the man is going to give up the charade, but at least his sense of humor is intact. “And you know, I get that he’s just trying to have some fun, but I was a kid when he told me those stories. Now I’m twenty-four and I don’t have the patience for this stuff.”

      Laura is smiling into her phone and I’m starting to think she isn’t listening to me until she says, “I don’t know, Tara. He looks like a bonafide prince to me.” Flipping her phone around, she presents me with an article from the Daily Mail that says ‘Bad Boy Prince in trouble again’ with a picture of Luis holding his hand up to the camera to shield his face from the flashes.

      “What?” My heart jolts in my chest at the sight of him. It’s been eight years since I saw him last and my body still reacts the same. It’s crazy because he’s way older than I am, so he probably only ever saw me as his best friend’s kid sister. Plus, he drove me crazy with his stories, so he was classified pretty high on the ‘People I find annoying’ list. But there’s always been something. Something about the way he smiled, or maybe it was the way his brown eyes glittered when he was telling one of his stories. Or maybe it was just him… Whatever it was, Luis Rivera set my blood on fire—even if he is completely full of shit. “I cannot believe he’s gone this far.” I snatch the phone from Laura’s hand and gape at the article. The Daily Mail is hardly the most reputable paper on the planet, but this is going too far.

      “Tara, honey. I don’t think this is a prank,” Laura says, laughter in her voice as she leans over my shoulder and taps at the screen.

      “I was reading that.”

      “I know. But you’ll want to read all of this too. Look; there are a good twenty million results in Google for him. Image upon image of him in his family regalia, and of course, there’s this.” She taps on the map icon and it opens up, highlighting the location of Reinqueno on the globe. “I don’t think he hacked google maps to put there, honey. I think he’s telling the truth.”

      “But…but,” I stammer, my head spinning as the reality of this sinks in. Luis is a prince. A real life-pinch-him-in-the-arm-and-he’ll-squeal prince. Holy crap. I know a prince.

      And I sent an email to palace security calling him the Prince of Bullshit! Kill me now!

      “Do you…do you know that this means?” I gasp.

      Laura nods, laughing a hearty laugh. “That a prince is coming to Mitch’s thirtieth birthday party.”

      “No. It means I’ve committed treason. I called a prince a liar for years.”

      Her laughter deepens. “I don’t think that’s how it works, Tara. I’m sure Luis just thought it was funny.”

      “Why did I never google him? I could have saved myself from looking foolish a thousand times over.”

      “Maybe because you didn’t really want to know. Wouldn’t it have felt weird to spend your summers with some guy who’s a legit prince? This way, it was just a bit of fun between you all and he got to feel like a regular person.”

      “Wait.” I narrow my eyes as I watch her sipping her coffee, calm as can be. “Did you know?”

      “That Luis is a real prince?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Of course I did. I’m married to Mitch. He told me all about him months ago.”

      “And you didn’t think to tell me before I wrote to the guy and insinuated he was poor.” Not to mention insulting him via email.

      She giggles. “I gave you the envelop from his RSVP letter. The stamp and the postmark are from Reinqueno. His face was on that stamp.”

      My mouth falls open. “I feel like suck a fucking idiot.”
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      “I can’t let you leave,” Mother says, her arms folded as she stands in my doorway watching me pack. “Your country needs you.”

      “It’s only a few days, mother. Reinqueno will survive. Especially since they have their stunningly talented and witty queen to guide them.”

      “Flattery will do you no good, Luis. You’re about to step up and claim the throne. Leaving the country for a…a party in America is hardly becoming of a soon-to-be king. Sometimes I question your father’s wisdom for sending you to that place.”

      “He did it so I’d have an understanding of what a normal life feels like.” Zipping up my luggage, I let out a sigh before I turn to her and place my hands on her upper arms. “One last time, mother. I just want to go and see my friends—the people who opened their home and spent family holidays with me for four years—one last time. Surely you can afford me that.”

      She juts her chin and tightens the line of her lips. “I don’t like it. But I can’t stop you.”

      “I know, Mama.” I lean in and press a gentle kiss to her forehead. My mother is a tiny woman, the top of her head barely reaching over the shoulder of my six-foot-five frame. When my father was alive, he’d comment that she was lucky her hair was fiery red, or we’d lose her in a crowd. “But I need this. I need to say one last goodbye.”

      “And you’ll take your equerry?”

      “His name is Charles, and of course he’ll be there. He’s always there,” I say, my gaze sliding to the edge of the room where Charles stands ramrod straight, pretending he isn’t listening. “I can’t scratch my dick without that man bearing witness.”

      Mama gasps and slaps me on the chest. “That kind of talk is hardly befitting a king!”

      “Lucky I’m not a king yet,” I say with a laugh as I catch her hand then hold it to my chest. “I’ll be back before you know it.”

      She lets out a heavy sigh. “One moment late and I’ll send the Royal Guard.”

      “Agreed.”

      “Then have fun, my son. Have as much fun as you can. Then say goodbye to that life forever. You won’t be able to do this again. Kings don’t jet off to South Carolina for parties.”

      “I know, mama,” I say, my voice strained as my chest tightens. Knowing this is my last chance is something I’m only too aware of.

      One last time…
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      “You OK there?” Laura asks as I pace around the room, muttering to myself as I triple check that everything is perfect for the party.

      “The guests will be here soon,” I force out. There’s a ball of nerves sitting right in the center of my chest and I’m struggling to stop myself from panicking. A prince is coming to a Mitch’s surprise party and these paper decorations are a joke compared to what he’s used to. He’s spent the last eight years training to take the crown from his late father—I should know, I googled the absolute crap out of him since I realized all of his stories were real. Luis attends balls and events, and all those other fancy things that royalty does. I mean, he spends time on his yacht for crying out loud. He’s going to take one look at this place and declare it ‘quaint’ which is just a fancy way of saying something is way below the standard, but we’re giving you points for trying.

      “And everything looks perfect, Tara. You’ve gone above and beyond. Mitch is going to love it.”

      “Huh?” I look up from where I’m rearranging plates and see the worried smile on her face.

      “Mitch is going to love it,” she repeats. “Remember him? The guy who this party is for?”

      “Of course.” I place my hand against my forehead. “I know this is for him. It’s the whole point of it. I’m just…”

      “Really nervous about seeing Luis again?”

      “Yes,” I say on an exhale. “I also think I have hives now.” I lift the bodice of my dress and try to get some air on my skin. “I also think I’m pretty close to hyperventilating.”

      “Oh dear.” She rushes over to me and helps me sit down before she grabs a bottle of water and tells me to drink. “Luis might be a prince, but at the heart of it, he’s still just a man. He’s Mitch’s best friend. He’s that guy who teased you as a girl. Sure, he’s a prince too. But he was always a prince, Tara.”

      “But he wasn’t to me,” I argue, struggling so hard with this information. It’s like I don’t even know him anymore and the Luis from my memory is all wrong. I don’t know how to deal with a prince at a party. Do I curtsey? Do I address him as Prince Luis, or Your Royal Highness? Crap. I’m screwed.

      “Then pretend it isn’t true. Treat him the same way you always have. I’m sure he’d really appreciate that. Mitch says he prefers to be treated just like everyone else. I think that’s why he liked you guys so much.”

      Pressing my lips together, I nod and concentrate on calming my breathing. “I’ll try,” I say just as the doorbell rings.

      “Good,” she says, patting my leg. “Because you’re out of freak out time. Our guests are here, and Mitch is on his way back from the office as we speak.”
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      “Are we going in, sire?” Charles asks after I’ve pulled up outside Mitch’s house and just sat here still gripping the steering wheel.

      “Soon.” I’m watching the front door open and close as guests stream inside. I’m catching glimpses of Tara in between them all. She seems happy, and she’s grown into the most beautiful woman. I always knew she would, but even at this distance, I can see she’s far exceeded my expectations. Her raven hair is long and flowing, her lips soft pillows in the center of a heart-shaped face. And her body…those curves are to die for—luscious, heavy breasts, hips for days. I have to mentally keep my dick in check so I don’t tent my pants while some other guy is sitting next to me. All I want to do is claim her. But I know I shouldn’t. Maybe coming here was a bad idea…

      “As you wish,” Charles says, adjusting the tie he insisted on wearing to a house party. I’m dressed in black pants and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to my elbows and the top two buttons undone. Charles has the whole three-piece suit going on and he’s going to make us stick out like a sore thumb.

      “Oh, for crying out loud,” I say, reaching across the console and taking a hold of his tie.

      “What are you doing?” He fights me as I pull it loose and drag it over his head.

      “You’re not wearing that in there,” I say, tossing it into the backseat of the rental.

      “B-but.”

      “That’s an order. You may be here to babysit me, Charles. But I’m still your boss.”

      “Your mother is my boss, actually,” he mutters.

      “And if you want to be pedantic, I can make sure I never become your boss.”

      “You wouldn’t.”

      “Fire you when I become king?” I lift my brow and meet his eyes. “I don’t want to, Charlie, because I’ve kinda grown used to you. But if you mess this last slice of freedom up for me, I will. We’re going in there as two regular people. So no stuffy suits, and no calling me ‘sire’. Tonight, we’re bros.” I pat him on the chest in a friendly manner and he frowns.

      “Bros, sire?”

      I frown at him and he apologizes. “Yes. You know, like mates—comrades.”

      “That’s highly irregular behavior for—”

      “Just do it. Pretend. Please. These people aren’t going to hurt me in any way. Mitch is the only person who knows who I really am. His sister thinks I made the whole Prince of Reinqueno up and has never been convinced otherwise. I actually RSVP’d with a security request on the Palace letterhead, and she sent me back a child-like drawing and called me the ‘Prince of Bullshit’.” I chuckle at the memory; thankful I’d set up a separate email address that only I had access to. “So I don’t think you’ll be needed in your usual capacity. Try to have a good time—relax a little.”

      “I’ll make an attempt, but I’m still here to do a job. Your safety is of the utmost importance.”

      “Hmm.” I study him with his military posture and sharp assessing eyes and make an executive decision. “On second thoughts, you can wait in the car. Secure the place from here.”

      “Sire, I’m to keep you in sight at all times.”

      I place my hand on the door handle. “I’ll be sure to stand by the window so you can see me.” Getting out of the car, I hit the button on the remote twice so it deadlocks the car. Even from the inside, he can’t open it.

      Charles pulls at the handle and I can hear a muffled yell as he demands that I let him out. I cross the street, holding my hands out on either side of my head as I shrug. “I’m sorry, old friend, I can’t hear you,” I say, chuckling to myself as I toss the keys in the air then pocket them while I walk away. Free at last.
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      I wipe my clammy hands against the fabric of my dress. It’s pink and flowy and I feel a bit like a princess in it, which really only reminds me of the fact that I’m expecting a prince to show up. Every time the doorbell goes, I about jump out of my skin racing to get it. But as the time Mitch is due to arrive gets close, I’m starting to wonder if Luis’s attendance was just a joke in response to my obvious stupidity. I’m still dying with embarrassment over this.

      “Mitch will be here any minute,” Laura says to everyone after she’s gotten their attention. “So, I want us all to be ready.” She holds her finger up to her lips and smiles. “Mitch thinks we’re going out to dinner with his sister and parents. So he’ll be expecting to rush in and get ready to go back out.”

      A quiet murmur flows through the room as everyone groups together at the far end of it and I dim the lights. Laura checks her watch then moves to the door and places her hand on the handle.

      “I hear footsteps,” she stage whispers, signaling for everyone to get down. They do, and as the footsteps drawer closer, Laura pulls open the door and everyone jumps out and yells, “Surprise!” while I flick the lights back up.

      “Same hair. Wrong guy.” Luis says in the doorway with a massive grin on his face. His eyes immediately find mine while my heart jumps up and lodges itself in my throat. Holy fuck. He’s even hotter than he was before. My uterus aches from wanting his babies.

      A disappointed groan ripples through the gathering as Luis greets Laura then makes his way over to me. Our eyes are locked and my skin is getting really hot. I think my dress is too tight and possibly my panties have caught on fire. “Tara.” He takes my hands and smiles as his gaze travels the length of my body. “It’s been so long. You’re all grown up now.”

      “Y-yes. Ah, th-thank you, your-uh-royal highness.” I drop into a curtsy or a bow. Or maybe I just stutter up and down like a wildly incompetent idiot. But in the moment, the sparkle disappears from Luis’s eyes as his mouth forms an O at the exact same time as Mitch walks in and says, “What’s going on here?” and everyone freaks and yells ‘surprise’ all over the place. It’s crazy and noisy, but it’s the perfect excuse to pull my hands from Luis’s grip and make my mortified escape.

      What the hell is wrong with me? I’m back to being that speechless awkward twelve-year-old who couldn’t string a sentence together around him. Over the years, I got over that and gave him all the sass I had in me. But this new—well, old—development has me out of sorts.

      “Happy birthday, big brother!” I say, holding my arms wide as I make my way to Mitch and hug him tight.

      He’s laughing and looking around the room before turning his attention to Laura and myself. “You two did all this?” he asks. “I had no clue.”

      “There’s more.” Laura beams and Mitch’s hazel eyes get wider.

      “More?”

      “Yeah,” I say, sounding a little breathless. “Luis is here.” I step to the side and watch as Mitch’s already smiling face finds the ability to grin even harder. The two men embrace like long-lost brothers, and Laura loops her arm in mine, taking in the scene.

      “This is a wonderful thing you did,” she says. “What was it like for you? I saw you seemed a little nervous over there.”

      “Oh god. I want to die of embarrassment right now,” I say. “I don’t know how to act around him anymore. But I’m happy for this.” I nod towards Mitch and Luis, talking to each other animatedly as Mitch introduces him to the rest of his friends and extended family. “This is precisely what getting Luis here was all about.”

      “Maybe when the excitement calms down, you’ll get a chance to talk to him too?”

      I bounce my shoulders then shake my head. “I think I’ve embarrassed myself enough for one day. I’ll just stay out of the way. Tonight is all about Mitch.”
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      Being back in the U.S feels a lot like coming back home. At Mitch’s party, there’s no stifled speech or big decisions to be made. I don’t have to watch what I say or how much I drink or eat. There’s no dignitary to schmooze. There’s no noble to impress. This is just a gathering of people who care about each other. And it’s everything I’m missing in my life. It’s going to be hard to go back to Reinqueno in a couple of days. Especially since Tara is going out of her way to avoid me. I’d really hoped to spend some time with her tonight, but she keeps finding reasons to occupy herself elsewhere. She was so awkward when I got here, and if that weird ‘your royal highness’ bow/squat/curtsy thing she did is anything to go by, she’s discovered Reinqueno is a legitimate country, and I’m a legitimate prince. It’s a shame, because I did so enjoy our banter from before. I liked that I could sit down and tell her the honest truth and she’d laugh and think it was all lies. Somehow, her reaction from back then has managed to keep me grounded all these years. Because if my real-life stories sounded like a fairytale to an American girl, then I was truly a very privileged person. I needed to remember that.

      Catching sight of her from across the room, I spot her saying something to Mitch’s wife, Laura before they embrace and Tara slips out the front door. She’s leaving?

      Making a quick exit of my own, I find her unlocking a little bubble-shaped VW and break into a sprint after her. I’m not letting her get away without at least having one conversation with me.

      “Tara!”

      She pops her head up at the sound of my voice then seems to speed up her movement, getting into her car and fumbling with the key. I reach the passenger side just as she starts the engine and jump in next to her.

      “Why are you running from me?”

      “I’m not,” she says in an obvious lie. “I’m just tired and I want to go home.”

      “Don’t lie to me, Tara. It may have been eight years since I saw you last, but I still know you. You’re avoiding me.”

      “Eight years is a long time, Luis. We aren’t kids anymore and you’re, well, you’re about to a king.”

      I let out my breath. “You finally believe me, huh?”

      “Laura showed me all the news articles and where Reinqueno is on the map.”

      “And you’re weirded out by that?” I tilt my head a little, trying to catch her eye. I’m rewarded by the softness of her green-flecked gaze when she turns to face me.

      “I’m embarrassed. All these years, I’ve been making a fool out of myself. You’ve probably been laughing your ass off at me. I mean, I offered to pay your airfare and called you the Prince of Bullshit in an email to your security team.”

      “To be fair, I set up a separate email address specifically for you to send that. I had a feeling that whatever you sent through would likely be flagged by the royal guard and they wouldn’t let me out of the country.”

      “I must be a huge joke to you then.”

      I reach across and take her hand in mine. “No, querida. I don’t think you’re a joke.”

      Her breath sucks in as I lift her hand and press a soft kiss against her knuckles. The simple connection causes a flood of need to course through my body and it takes a hell of a lot of self-restraint to stop myself from growling and dragging her into the backseat to have my way with her—not that we’d fit in the backseat of her tiny car. But you catch my drift.

      “Luis,” she whispers, and even through her hand I can feel that she’s trembling. “What was that?”

      “I don’t know.” Forcing myself to let go of her soft hand, I straighten myself in my seat and take a calming inhale before I run a hand down my face. “But I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.”

      “I don't mind.” The way she looks at me, she’s begging me to do so much more than kiss her hand. And god, I want to give in to her. I want to give her the world. I want to promise her a life. But I don’t have the capacity to follow through with those promises. And I hate that.

      I offer her the ghost of a smile as I wage war with what I know I should do and what I want to do. “Do you think...” I glance over my shoulder to where Charles is still locked inside the rental. He looks furious and is making hand signals at me that basically say he’s going to kill me when he gets out of that car.

      “Do I think?” She swallows, the air between us full of tension.

      I lick my lips. “Can we get out of here?”

      “Where do you want to go?”

      “Remember the cabin we used to spend the summer in?”

      “That’s over an hour’s drive.”

      “Good. It’ll give us the chance to talk again. Like we used to. Please?”

      “All right,” she says, her voice sexy and breathy as she takes a hold of the steering wheel and pulls out into the street. My eyes drop down to where the hem of her dress has slid up and I can see the silky softness of her thighs. I’m desperate to find my way between them, to have this woman as mine. Even though it can only be temporary.

      Unless I never go back.
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      “I’m sorry for calling you the prince of bullshit,” I say after a few blocks of silence. Being around him feels so strange now. Not because he’s royalty, though. Ever since he pressed those full, smooth lips against my hand, I’ve been unable to think of anything but. One tiny action made everything change. Suddenly, there’s the possibility of something. I don’t know what, but whatever it is, I want it. It could be a night. It could be forever. But when the one man you’ve always longed for notices you, you don’t ask too many questions. You just dive in, and take and give, and hope that whatever it is will be enough to fill the emptiness in your heart.

      He laughs and rubs a hand over the slight beard he’s sporting. It’s new. And I like it on him. I wonder if it’s his version of a disguise? “It was the funniest thing that’s happened to me in a long time,” he says. “You can call me the Prince of Bullshit whenever you like, querida. It reminds me I’m just a man.”

      And what a man he is.

      “And I’m sorry I never believed you. It just seemed so far-fetched that a prince was in my home.”

      “There’s nothing to be sorry for, querida. I enjoyed our conversations. I’ve missed the way you used put me in my place. Spending those years as a part of your family made me a better man, and I’ll be a better king as a result.”

      “I read that your father passed away recently. I’m sorry to hear that.”

      “Thank you. He was a good man, and he believed that sending me away for college would broaden by worldview, which it did. But it also gave me a longing that my life in the palace can never fulfill.”

      “What’s that?”

      “You.”

      My heart thuds so loud that he probably hears the echo through my chest. “You long for me?” I ask, glancing at him before returning my eyes to the road. “In what way? I mean, I think I understand in what way, but I need to hear you say it because no one has ever said something like that to me before, and I need to be sure that what I think you mean is actually what you mean so I don’t embarrass myself by supposing.”

      When I look at him again, he’s smiling like I just said the funniest thing.

      “Why are you smiling like that?” I ask.

      “Because,  querida, you’re exactly as I remember you.”

      “What does querida mean? You keep calling me that.”

      “It’s a term of endearment. Like, darling or sweetheart or love. I call you querida because that’s who you are to me. And if I were any other man than the man I am, I’d take you home and keep you there as my own.”

      It’s getting hard to breathe. “What are you saying, Luis? I know I may sound stupid asking this, but I need you to spell it out. Are you saying you want me but you can’t have me? Or are you saying you intend to take me, but can’t keep me? Because if we have to choose one, I vote for the latter.”

      He closes his eyes and rests his head against the headrest. “I vote for the option where we go to the cabin and hope nobody ever comes looking for us.”

      “But they will come looking.”

      He opens his eyes and turns towards me. “Yes. But that’s not something I can think about. I want you to pretend we’re the same people we were that last summer when everything changed. Forget I’m a prince. Forget about our limited time. Just look on me as a man.”

      “What do you mean by changed?”

      “I saw you as a woman for the first time. You’ve been in my mind and my heart ever since.”

      “I didn’t know you felt that way. You didn’t act on it.”

      “You’re Mitch’s little sister. And I was leaving. I couldn’t.”

      “I’m still his little sister, and you still have to leave. Why is it different now?”

      “Because we’re running out of time. In my country, the king can’t marry outside nobility. Once I take the throne, I won’t have the freedoms I do now. I won’t be your Prince of Bullshit anymore.”

      I press my lips into a solemn smile. I know he’s trying to lighten the mood, but I’m not sure how to respond to this information. He’s telling me he wants me while also dealing a critical blow to any ideas I might have had for a happily ever after. Sometimes life isn’t fair.

      “Well,” I say finally. “I suppose you’ll be the king of bullshit instead.”

      He chuckles and looks out the window. “You’re probably right. It feels like bullshit at the moment.”

      “I’m sorry,” I say, because there isn’t really anything else to say. I’m sorry for him and I’m sorry for me. This doesn’t feel fair.

      “Me too. It’s not lost on me how selfish I’m being by coming here and doing this to you.”

      “No,” I say straight away. “I don’t think it’s selfish. I understand why you’re here, and why you’re doing this. But I do have to ask you something.”

      “Anything.”

      “Is there someone else?”

      “What?”

      “Waiting for you in Reinquero. If we go to the cabin and I, uh, give myself to you, will I be—”

      “No!” he blurts. “No. There’s no one else. I assure you. There’s never been anyone else.”

      “Really? The news articles made it look like you—”

      “I haven’t.”

      “Wow. So this is…something new to us both then?”

      “Yes.”
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      When we pull up outside the cabin, it’s late and the world around us is quiet. We get out of Tara’s car and I take her hand as we look at the shadowed structure before us, my heart pounds with anticipation, and I imagine hers is doing the same.

      “Is it just like you remember it?” Tara asks.

      I give her hand a squeeze. “It’s better.”

      She smiles then I tug her arm gently and lead her to the front door. “Is the key still in the flowerpot?”

      “Sure is.”

      I release her hand and retrieve the key, unlocking the door and flipping on the light to illuminate the inside of the house. My amassed memories of this place hit me full force and I feel like I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.

      Tara makes a move to step inside, but I stop her by placing my hands on her hips. “Wait. There’s something I need to say first.”

      “What’s that?” She smiles up at me, and her gaze and expression is so full of trust and love. I lift my hand and brush my fingers along her cheek.

      “If I had my way, I’d marry you before we did this. But since we can’t do that in the traditional sense, I wanted to know if you’d marry me with your heart.”

      “Yes,” she whispers. “In my heart, I’ll marry you, and I’ll stay married to you. I’ve never been interested in anyone else.”

      I lift my other hand and cradle her face, leaning down so that my forehead rests against hers. “It’s the same for me. When I take you inside and we exchange our precious gifts, I’ll make you mine. In return, my heart, mind and body will be yours. I will never take another.”

      “But aren’t you expected to—”

      I place my thumb against her lips to silence her words. I don’t want to hear them. “I won’t be taking a queen, querida. You are my queen. There can’t be anyone else.” I move my thumb over the soft surface of her lips, my dick going hard when she whimpers at the movement. I feel her tongue snake out and slip my thumb between her lips, groaning as she sucks on it and swirls her tongue around the tip of it. “Querida,” I whisper as I pull my thumb free then bring my mouth to hers. “I was made to love only you.”

      “Luis.”

      When our mouths connect, fireworks explode behind my eyes and a carnal need takes control. My fingers dive into the dark depths of her hair, tugging back until her head is at the perfect angle for me to kiss her like a man starved. And I am starved. I dreamed of having her like this more times than I can count. Now that it’s really happening, I don’t think I could control myself if I wanted to.

      Releasing her hair, I slide my hands down her curves until I’m gripping her ass and lifting her so she wraps her legs around me. “I must have you, Tara. I need you to be mine.”

      “Then take me, Luis. Take me inside and show me what you want.”

      I’m so desperate for her that we practically fall through the front door. I kick it closed then press her up against it, kissing her with a ravenous need, my cock throbbing with its desire to break free from my pants and get inside her.

      With clumsy fingers, we push at each other’s clothes. She unbuttons my shirt, her hands searching for skin while I pull the strap of her dress down her arm and run my teeth along her shoulder, my tongue tasting her skin. She moans then tugs at my shirt, causing at least two buttons to hit the floor.

      “I’ll fix those.” She giggles, and I set her on the floor, finding the zipper in her dress and dragging it down the center of her back.

      “I’ll buy a new one,” I say, splaying my fingers against the soft skin of her back. She feels amazing under my touch, and I want nothing more than to explore every inch of her while I pound her sweet little cunt until she can’t take any more.

      “Better if you just quit wearing one,” she says, running her fingers between the muscles on my chest. I pull her against me, pressing my arousal against her stomach.

      “Now, there’s an idea,” I say, pushing her dress to the floor. I step back, hungry eyes taking in her overflowing breasts and soft curves. I’m in awe of her.

      “We can turn the light off,” she says, and when I meet her eyes, I see that she’s withdrawn into herself slightly. I can’t have my beauty thinking for a second that she’s anything but perfect.

      “No, querida. I want to see you. You are beautiful and perfect.” I lower my head and press a soft kiss to the swell of each breast. “I love everything about you.”

      “I love you too,” she says.

      “Yeah?” I look into her eyes and smile, those simple words filling my heart up more than I thought possible.

      She nods. “Take me to bed, Luis.”
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      Hand in hand, he leads me into the room he used to occupy when we were young. His eyes shift to look over my shoulder at the bed awaiting us. “Are you nervous?” I ask, licking my lips as I push his shirt the rest of the way down his arms. My god, he’s beautiful. I have a moment wondering if I’m looking at an apparition instead of the real thing. I imagined what it would be like to be in this position, giving myself to him in the most precious way, many times before. I’m not sure this is real.

      “A little,” he admits pressing kisses against my skin. “You?”

      I nod. “I’m worried I’m going to be bad at it.”

      “We can figure it out together,” he says, kissing me again. I love the way his mouth feels against mine. The way his tongue slides past my lips and explores my mouth, as if it’s performing a dance with my tongue and my teeth, setting my entire body on fire and causing my insides the throb with need.

      I allow my hands to venture south, pausing at his belt, working the buckle open. “Tell me what to do,” I whisper, undoing his button and then his zip and sliding my fingers under the waistband of his boxer briefs.

      “I think you’re doing it,” he gasps, his voice wavering as I boldly wrap my hand around his shaft, noting how large it feels in my hand and how the length of it matches the rest of him.

      “Is this OK?”

      “Yes.” He hisses and moans softly as my lips brush across his chest and up his neck, my hand moving back and forth along his shaft. Something about knowing that I’m the only woman who’s ever touched him like this has me feeling bolder than I knew I could be.

      Lowering to my knees, I release his length then take him into my mouth, my tongue tasting the saltiness at the tip. I hum, the aching in my own sex growing in intensity as I suck and swirl, loving the appreciative noises that keep flowing from within his chest. The sounds of his moans, the knowledge that he’s coming undone because of my touch doing things to me. It makes me feel powerful, wanton, desirable.

      “Querida,” he gasps, his hands going to my hair, gripping a little tighter as he fucks my mouth. Then he growls and fists my hair, stopping my movement before tilting my head upwards so I meet his eyes. “Get on the bed.”

      The command causes my insides to clench and I do as he asks, walking backwards with my eyes locked with his. I’m getting off on the desire I see in his. He wants me. I want him. And that’s the only thing that matters in this moment.

      As I rest back onto the soft mattress, he climbs over me like a predator and his prey. “I am desperate to take you,” he whispers, teasing my mouth with his lips. “I want to bury my bare cock deep inside you, fill your womb with my seed and never leave your side.” His wishes and words fill my heart. Then he kisses me with an intense force, moaning into my mouth as his tongue probes.

      “You can take whatever you want from me,” I say as he slides down my body, pulling at the cups of my bra, tugging them downward before palming my breasts. His fingers find my already erect nipples and squeeze before he takes one in his mouth and sucks back, hard. My back arches and I wrap my legs around him.

      “Oh, I intend to,” he says, shifting back so he can hook his fingers into the black lace of my panties. Then he pulls them down my legs, freeing my body of the material. He hums lightly, sliding his fingers through the curls on my mound before he reaches up to the space between my breasts, pressing his fingertips against my skin and dragging them back down, over my stomach until he’s pushing my thighs open and gazing upon my center. “You are exquisite, querida.” He kneels between my thighs, his naked arousal standing to attention as he holds it in his other hand, ready to push it inside me.

      “Take me. Please, Luis. I’m aching for you.”

      He groans. “I love hearing you beg for me.”

      “Please.” My insides pulse with anticipation and I open my legs wider for him, moaning as his tip pushes into my opening.

      “Oh God. You feel amazing.” He hisses through his teeth as he inches his way in. “Are you OK?”

      “I’m OK,” I assure him, willing my body to relax as I stretch around his girth. My body was made to accept him, and while it burns a little the deeper he slides inside me, it also feels good, right, and like we were created specifically for this moment. It’s almost magical.

      “I don’t want to hurt you, querida. Let me try something to make you feel good.” He pulls back out and I whimper at the loss. But I gasp with pleasure when he takes the tip of his dick and uses it to tease me. Back and forth he moves, sliding between my entrance and my clit then back down again. It makes my eyes roll back into my head.

      “Oh Luis. That feels amazing.”

      “Yeah? It’s nice for me too.”

      “I’m getting really warm. I think something is going to happen.” I push up on my elbows to watch the display, my teeth pressing into my lip as my insides tighten then intensify before they burst. “Holy shit!” The moment my hips buck, Luis thrusts inside me, breaking past my barrier so fast that I barely feel the break. My climax keeps going as he pumps back and forth, our bodies slapping, hips grinding, nails digging into flesh.

      “You’re mine now, querida. This pussy, this body, your womb; it’s all mine. I don’t know how, but I’ll find a way to keep you. I can’t give this up. I can’t…” He drives his hips in deep and I feel him shudder as his seed spurts into my depths, filling me and joining us completely. I’m his now.

      “I love you, Luis,” I whisper as we breathe hard in our tangled mess.

      “I love you too, Tara, my querida. And now that I’ve had you, I don’t think I can ever let you go. We’ll work this out, OK? I’ll find a way.”

      I nod as his hand caresses the side of my face before he kisses me with intensity and passion. I never thought the fantasy I had of Luis and I together would ever become a reality. But here I am in his arms, sharing a bed while hiding from the world and making plans for a forever. I want it all to be exactly as we want. But even I know that in the real world, duty and desire rarely mix.
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      When I open my eyes, the sun is streaming in through the window. Tara sleeps peacefully beside me, and I’m overwhelmed with feeling for her. I don’t know how I ever thought I could come back here and have only a handful of moments with her. One night was never going to be enough. Being with her has only increased my desire, turning it into a raging bonfire that will never be put out. Now I have to figure out how to keep her.

      She stirs, her eyes fluttering open before a smile curves her lips and she stretches her arms above her head. “Good morning, my love,” she says.

      “Good morning, querida.” I lean in and press my lips to hers, sucking lightly on her lower lip. “How do you feel this morning? Not too sore, I hope.” The exploration of each other’s bodies took us into the early hours of the morning before we finally fell asleep exhausted.

      “I’m OK. A little sore, but I’ll be fine.”

      “I’m glad.” I slide my hand down the side of her body and pull her close against me. “Because I’d like to feast on you before I take you somewhere to feed you breakfast. I can’t imagine there’s much here in the way of food.”

      “Maybe some beans or soup in the cupboard,” she says.

      “I’m thinking waffles at that café in town. Is it still there?”

      “Yeah. It’s still there.”

      “And eggs. I’d like eggs and bacon and waffles and syrup.”

      “Someone worked up an appetite.”

      “Hmm, and I intend to work up some more,” I say, diving under the blankets to the tune of her giggling, along with a pounding on the door. We both freeze.

      “Fuck.”

      “I’ll answer it.” Tara scrambles from the bed and finds her underwear. “I can tell them you aren’t here.”

      She’s out the door before I can stop her, pulling on her dress then pulling open the door. “Mitch.” The pitch of her voice rises as footfalls stomp over the hardwood floor.

      “Where the hell is he?” Mitch demands. I manage to get my pants on mere milliseconds before he bursts through the bedroom door. “You’re fucking my sister?”

      “It’s not like that, Mitch,” I say, holding up my hands. His whole head is red with fury, and I’m pretty sure I’m about to get myself a broken nose.

      “So you didn’t run out from my party to bring my sister out here and fuck her before you back and settle into life as a king?”

      “No. I mean, yes, but not exactly like that. I love her, Mitch. I don’t know how I’m going to make it work, but I can’t walk away from her. She’s the only woman I can think about.”

      “If you fucked her, you damn well better make it right. She’s a good girl, Luis. She deserves a good man.”

      “I’ll be that for her, Mitch. You have my word. I’ll worship the very ground she walks on.”

      “How?”

      “What?”

      “How are you going to do that? Are you taking her back to Reinqueno? Giving up your throne to stay here? What?”

      “I…”

      “You don’t know, do you?”

      “I’ll figure it out.”

      “Well, buddy, you've got about five seconds to make a decision, because I didn’t come up here alone.”

      “What?” I look over his shoulder and find Charles storming into the cabin with several members of the royal guard hot on his heels. “Holy fuck.”

      “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize what was going on between you was serious.”

      “It’s all right,” I say. “I’ll figure this out.”

      “Sire,” Charles says, his jaw tight as he takes in the scene before him. “You’re required to come with me.”

      “No, Charles. I’m staying here.”

      “You’re refusing to leave?” His brow lifts as he meets my eyes with a cold stare.

      “I am. I want to stay with the people who make me happy.” I make eye contact with Tara and somehow, I fall a little harder for her.

      “Very well,” he says, nodding to the men he brought with him. Suddenly, they’re on me, grabbing my arms and holding them behind my back, forcing me towards the door.

      “What the hell?” I yell.

      “The queen has authorized me to use whatever force is necessary to get you home, sire,” Charles says, nodding politely at a freaked out Mitch and Tara.

      “Luis!” Tara shouts. “Leave him alone. You’re hurting him.”

      “It’s OK, querida,” I say, my heart aching as I watch the tears stream down her face. “I said I’ll find a way, and I will. Wait for me. I’ll come for you.”

      “Luis! No!” she cries, chasing us out as they drag me to a waiting vehicle. “Let him go!”

      “Wait for me. Say you’ll wait for me,” I yell.

      “I will,” she cries. “I promise.”

      And as they force me into the car, the last thing I see is Tara crying in the arms of her brother. It breaks my heart.

      “I’ll find a way,” I say before I collapse against the seat, looking around the car and committing the faces of each man to memory. “Consider your days numbered, gentleman.”

      “We’re just doing our job, sire,” one of them says.

      “And I was just trying to live my life.”

      “Your life is in Reinqueno,” Charles says from the drivers' seat. “Your people need you.”

      “My mother is perfectly capable of running the country herself.”

      “No, sire,” Charles says, meeting my eyes through the rearview mirror. “She’s not.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Your mother isn’t well.”
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      Months go by but it feels like years. The only contact I have from Luis is via a secret email address that only we know about, but even those are sporadic. Life at the palace has been chaotic for him during his mother’s treatment and the need for him to step up and sit on the throne. He’s desperate to come back to me, and I’m desperate to go to him. But there are roadblocks and red tape that we can’t seem to find our way around. There’s more, but I don’t want to add to his burdens since I know he’s caught between a rock and a hard place. But as I feel the tiny flutters in my belly, I’m happy that I get to have a small piece of him growing inside me.

      Mitch tells me I should let Luis know about the baby, but if Luis knew, the depth of his sorrow would only increase, and he’s doing the best he can. I miss him, but that stupid antiquated law is standing in our way. Duty to his people trumps our desire to be together. It’s sad. But it’s our reality until things change.
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      “You know, sire,” Charles says as he rides beside me in the back of the car during an official visit to our neighboring country. I’m to meet the duke and pretend I’m enjoying his company for the sake of trade relations. I hate this more with every passing day. I can barely eat. I can barely sleep. And I don’t think I’m the best king my country has seen. I’m trying, but I think I’m a pretty distracted and subpar one because I’m heartsick. I can’t stop thinking about the Tara and the life I wanted for myself. But my mother has been ill, and the country needs me to step up, so I need to find a way out of this funk to be the man I need to be. But it’s heart. My body might be here, but my heart is miles away. “I’m not sure if you’ve considered this, but seeing as though you’re the king now, you do have certain powers. Rewriting outdated laws is one of them.”

      “Yes. I have thought of that. But I’d need council approval to get those amendments through. I couldn’t even fire you without their say so.” I fold my arms in front of me. The longer I go without seeing Tara, the more crotchety I become.

      Charles has the hide to chuckle. “For that, I’m grateful. But you do have to understand, sire, I was just doing my job, just like I am now. Your kingdom needs a leader, and my role here is to help you be the best king you can be. And if you’d like, I can help you convince enough council members to help you change that law.”

      “You’d do that for me? I’ve been an asshole to you for months.”

      Charles shrugs. “Heartache changes a man, and since I was partly responsible for causing that heartache, I’d like to play my part in making it right.”
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      Going through my emails after I arrive at work, I sit at my desk and wonder how I’m supposed to get through another day in this state of waiting. It’s like my life hit pause when Luis was dragged out of that cabin, and now I’m stuck here, counting the seconds while wishing I was anywhere but here.

      Maybe I should just go to Reinqueno and turn up at the palace, claiming to have the prince’s, I mean, the king’s unborn child in my belly? It’d cause a massive scandal, but it also might force the monarchy to do something.

      Ugh. I feel all wrong inside. I’m not good at keeping secrets, and this one is getting bigger every day. What if I can’t get to him in time? What if I have to go through having this baby without him? I’d thought waiting would be beneficial, but as I’m nearing the end of my fifth month, I’m starting to this that I did this all wrong and that Mitch was right (actually, Mitch was livid when he found out and demanded that we tell Luis and force him to marry me for the sake of my honor. Laura and I convinced him that it isn’t 1953, so eventually he calmed down) but I can’t let this go any longer.

      Tapping on my computer, I pull up a new email window and begin to compose my message. I get as far as ‘My dearest Luis’ before my internal line rings.

      “Tara MacCallum,” I say into the handset.

      “There’s a delivery for you, Ms. MacCallum. Would you like me to send it in?”

      “Uh, of course. Yes, please,” I say, putting down the phone and looking to the door. I’ve never had a delivery to the office before, so my eager heart is desperate to know if this is the one thing I’ve been truly waiting for.

      I’m expecting a bike messenger, but when a man wearing a suit with a special kind of regalia on it fills my doorway, my eyes flood with tears. “Is this from who I think it’s from?”

      “Yes, my lady,” he says with a bow as he hands me a fancy-looking envelope then steps back.

      My heart beats double-time as I slip my finger beneath the seal, and I hear murmurs from around the office as they wonder out loud what’s going on. Someone thinks it’s a singing telegram, and another thinks I’m under arrest. Both of them couldn’t be more wrong.

      “To my future Queen,

      You are cordially invited to the thirtieth birthday celebration for his royal highness, King Luis of Reinqueno. Should you be unprepared to travel at such short notice, I’d like to offer my private jet (since international travel is expensive and all—now, don’t be proud) for your traveling comfort.

      Please rise from wherever you’re seated and follow the member of my royal guard. His name is Frank and he’ll escort you until you are returned safely to my arms (and my bed).

      There’s only you, querida. I found a way.

      Yours always,

      Luis x”

      I’m crying by the time I finish reading his letter, but I’m also smiling because he’s funny and charming, and even more, he’s mine.

      “Take me to him,” I say to Frank, who nods and gestures for me to walk ahead of him. The murmurs through the office increase as I make my way to the door, the guess that I’m being arrested gaining strength by the second. I stop before we make it to the door.

      “I’m going to marry my king!” I call out, not even caring that I sound like a crazy woman, because it’s the truth. I’m running away to be with my king, and I’m never coming back.
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      I check my watch for the thousandth time, knowing the plane is getting near. It’s been too long without and I wonder how I survived the years before I claimed her as my own. For years, they newspapers reported that I partied hard and caused trouble when I was out on the town—a rowdy lad, they called me. But I was never interested in the women they linked me with because the only person I craved was out of my reach. I would have remained a celibate king who never produced an heir if I’d been unable to find a way to have Tara become my queen. But now that moment is here, and it won’t be long until the wife of my heart is also married to me legally, sitting beside me as I rule what will be our kingdom.

      “Here they come, sire.” Charles points to the sky, and I see the jet coming in the make it’s landing. There’s precious cargo on board, and I get a burst of excited nerves knowing I’m about to see her, touch her, take her. Again, and again, and again.

      I may have to declare today ‘Stay in bed and fuck’ day. Actually, let’s make it a week.

      The skid of rubber hitting asphalt has my heart leaping in my chest, and before I know it, the jet is coming to a stop and the door is opening. I see Frank first, then I see her. My Tara.

      “Querida.”

      In a very un-kingly-like move, I break into a run and meet her at the bottom of the stairs, capturing her in my arms before she’s had the chance to step off the stairs, spinning her around.

      “Oh Luis, Luis, Luis,” she cries, wrapping her arms around me and hugging me just as tight. “I’ve missed you.”

      “No more than I’ve missed you, querida,” I say as I press my lips to hers and kiss her like my life depends on it.

      Photos are being taken because when a king is out in public, the public takes notice, so we have ourselves quite the audience. But I don’t care because right now, my life is perfect. I have my kingdom and I have my love.

      Releasing Tara, I set her gently on ground then lower to my knee. If the papers are going to print a photo of us, I’d like it to be this.

      “What are you doing?” she asks, her hands touching her face because she knows exactly what I’m doing when I reach into my pocket and produce a velvet box.

      “I love you more than life itself, querida, and I don’t want to wait another moment to make this official. Will you marry me?”

      “Of course,” she squeals, wrapping her arms around my neck as she presses kisses all over my face. I barely get the ring on her finger in all the movement, but when I do, I stand and hold her arm above our heads and the gathered crowd cheers. Seems the people of Reinqueno were just as keen to see their king break tradition as I was to remove the rule enforcing it.

      “Wow,” Tara breathes. “That’s quite the gathering.”

      “You’ll be their queen soon. They wanted to meet you.”

      “How do you think they’ll feel when they meet their new prince?”

      “I think they’ll be ecstatic. So perhaps we should get busy making one,” I tease, pulling her tight against my body as we walk towards the main building.

      “We already did,” she says, and I stop in my tracks, turning to her in amazement.

      “You mean?” I look from her face to her belly, noticing a slight roundness there that wasn’t there before.

      “We made a baby boy.” She nods, and I’m on my knees again, hugging her to me as I press my face against her stomach, joyful in the wondrous news.

      “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

      “Because you were under enough stress. And I trusted you’d make this happen in time.”

      “This is the greatest gift a man could ever know.”

      “And you are my greatest gift,” she says, touching my face. I stand and kiss her again. Our audience is going nuts, but I’m in a world of my own, reveling in the fact that I currently have everything I ever wanted—my kingdom, my love, and now, I also have my own family. Life doesn’t get any better than this.
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        Five years later

      

      

      

      Adjusting to life in Reinqueno was both hard and easy. I wanted for nothing, and I got to see Luis every day. But there were certain protocols I had to learn, and I missed my family quite a lot. But after traveling to our little kingdom for Luis’s and my wedding, they all fell in love with the place. My parents decided to retire here, and Mitch and Laura decided to relocate. Mitch works in the palace as a legal representative of the crown, and Laura runs a little bistro that sells American style food that is so successful, people from all over the country come to the capital to taste her wares.

      Our tiny prince was born a few months after our nuptials, and he’s been the light of our lives ever since. Luis dotes on him and makes time every day to set aside his kingly duties and do something fun with him. Now I have two rowdy boys in my life, but I wouldn’t have it any other way. Luis, despite the demands of his job, has never lost his love of a good time, or that cheeky glint that’s always in his eye. His desire for me has only increased over the years, and I have to hope that it’s always like this between us. Living a life in the public eye is hard, but when we’re in the privacy of our own quarters, there’s nothing but love and joy.

      “Querida, we have returned,” Luis booms as he bursts through the door with our little prince in his wake. We named him George after Luis’s father, so when he becomes king, he’ll be the second of that name.

      “Mama!” George flings his five-year-old body at me and I happily catch him up and spin him around.

      “How was swimming at the beach with your papa?”

      “So fun,” he says. “We made a giant sandcastle and then papa let me bury him and came out of the sand like a monster. Rar!”

      “Rar!” Luis returns, chuckling as the nanny comes into the room and takes George so he can go and have a bath.

      “Sounds like you two had fun,” I say as Luis wraps his arms around me and presses his lips against mine. “And you smell like the sea.”

      “And you smell like tea and…” He sniffs the air. “Sweet cookies, or perhaps cake… How did your afternoon with my mother go?”

      “It was nice, actually. We spoke to the press about body positivity then visited the site of the new animal shelter we’re building while we took tea. It was all very dignified. I like your mom, and she’s been a big help spreading my message to young women out there.” The queen mother went into remission just in time for our wedding and has a new lease on life. She’s making it her mission to give every animal in the kingdom a home, and she believes that all women should be proud of their size—whether big, or small. I admire her a lot.

      “That’s good. She likes you too.”

      “After five years, I’d hope so.”

      He chuckles then leans in and presses a kiss to the tip of my nose. “Care to join me in the shower?”

      “Oh, my king, I’d love to join you in the shower. Can I rub soap all over your muscles?”

      “You can rub soap wherever you like, my queen.” He grins as he pushes his hips against me and shows me exactly how much he wants me. My body responds immediately, and I wonder if we’ll ever stop needing each other the way we do. I sincerely hope not. It took so long for us to find each other, but it was a love worth waiting for. I have a feeling that Luis and I will stay this way forever—totally enamored, totally obsessed, totally in love while we hold hands and rule the kingdom of Reinqueno as King and Queen. Happily ever after.
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      To discover more quick and dirty insta-love reads by Megan Wade. Sign up for her newsletter: https://www.subscribepage.com/meganwade

      Follow her on Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/meganwadeauthor/

      Join her Sweeties group: https://www.facebook.com/groups/959211654464973

      

      Her next story,  Naughty Prince, is coming soon…
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      Naughty Prince: a BBW Romance

      It’s been years since I’ve had a vacation. So when I win a radio competition to visit some tiny European country I’ve never heard of, I jump at the chance and drag my best friend along for the ride.

      When we arrive, it’s like stepping back in time. There’s cobblestones in the roads and even a castle on the hill. The locals say the royal family who live in that castle are all crotchety curmudgeons who are completely out of touch with their people.

      Except for the prince.

      By all accounts, Prince Lucas likes to sneak out and mingle with the people. They say he’s a naughty boy, which makes my friend and I decide to make it our mission to find him. We even enlist an local guy to help us out.

      This local is so incredibly handsome that It doesn’t take long before I forget all about the prince and focus on the tall, blond man in front of me who seems to love my curves enough to claim them for his own.

      When the royal guard bursts in on us…well…’claiming’ each other, you can probably guess who that ‘local’ guy turns out to be.

      Prince Lucas really is a very naughty prince. And I, well, I’m smitten. But my time is this country is almost up.

      I don’t know how this is going to work out.

      

      Warning: this quick read contains over-the-top declarations, insta-love and molten hot moments between a curvy girl and a naughty prince who wants nothing more than to claim some royal curves as his own.

      Publication Date: January 30, 2019

      Preorder Naughty Prince HERE
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