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Books By Eden Finley


Xander


The slap of the tabloid hitting the coffee table echoed around the formal sitting area of my sister’s suite. Her room was hideous and looked like a leprechaun had vomited gold everywhere. It was positively ghastly through hungover eyes.

Annie summoned me to her quarters at the butt crack of eleven thirty this morning. I would have called her a monster if I wasn’t in enough trouble already.

“Really, Alexander? Care to explain this?” Her dark hair sat in perfect ringlets, cascading down her perfectly made-up face that was marred by an un-royal-like scowl.

I grabbed the rag magazine and flipped through it. “Your guess is as good as mine. Who on earth makes magazines anymore? It’s a mystery to me too.”

“Front page, smartass.”

Prince Uncharming’s Drunken Antics.

“Same old, same old,” I said. “I do love this subtitle though. ‘A timeline of the royal’s rapid descent.’ Descent into where exactly? If the tabloids believe I’m going to hell for my drunkenness, we better hope they never find out about what happens behind closed doors. Am I right?”

“Xander,” my sister said on a sigh. “I’ve been gone a whole month, and this is what I come home to? Straight back into lecturing you about your public image? This behaviour isn’t princely.”

“My public image is how it has always been. The palace should be proud I’m consistent. That’s better than being an erratic royal.”

“When are you going to grow up?”

I stare at my Rolex. “About half past never.”

“You’re lucky the rules changed right before I was born. If they hadn’t, you’d be first in line and never get to have any fun.”

“God, if I had to live that life, I’d need a lot of whiskey. And men. Lots and lots of men.”

“You may be able to party hard, little brother, but you think the world won’t care if they find out you’re …”

I leaned closer to her and whispered, “Bisexual?” I gasped. “Are royals allowed to say that word?”

“You think Grandfather will allow you to marry a guy?”

“If the bill passes, same-sex marriage will be legal in Ashwick by the end of the year.”

“I don’t think that law will apply to royalty.”

“Damn. Maybe my wife will let me have a guy on the side every now and then.” A lot of royalty had affairs. From what I’d heard, it was common. “Hey, you think Grandfather has mistresses?”

Annie screwed up her face. “You’re disgusting. He loves Nanna.”

“If you say so. I don’t think that man is capable of loving anything.”

“Seriously, watch them when they’re alone. She’s the only one he gives affection to, and he only does it when he thinks no one’s watching. Kings must not show emotion. He’s a strong leader and can’t seem weak.”

“Do you think Dad will become a dick when he takes the crown?” I asked.

“Daddy?” Pfft, Daddy. She always was a Daddy’s girl. “No way. He doesn’t have a dickish bone in his body.”

That was true.

When my first bodyguard outed me after walking in on me and my roommate, Carl, at school, I expected the same yelling I got from Grandfather to come from Dad. Instead, he’d put his hand on my shoulder, squeezed reassuringly, and said, “Don’t let your granddad find out about the next guy.” Mum leaned in and whispered Carl was batting above his average by being with me and I could’ve done better. She’d said if I was going to be with a guy, I should’ve made it worth it. I’d tried not to snort.

But neither of them yelled at me to stop the debauchery like Grandfather did. Nor did they say I was disgusting, a disgrace, or that I was going to hell. Dad simply told me to be sneakier about it, and Mum told me I could find a hotter guy.

I got the impression had we been a regular family with a normal life my parents would’ve encouraged it.

Maybe in another lifetime.

“How was all the politicking?” I asked. My sister had just come back from a tour overseas, meeting with all the important people of the world.

“I’m going to be the best queen ever. All the boring, stuffy leaders loved me. They think I’m an innocent princess. I’ll have them eating out of the palm of my hand in no time.”

“Let’s hope you don’t end up beheaded like the last famous Queen Anne.”

“Jealous?” she mocked. She knew I hated all this royal bullshit.

“So, so jealous.” I swallowed hard and tried to pluck up the courage to ask her for a favour. She was my sister, and I loved her, but what I had to ask went against palace rules, and she was always a stickler for those. “Hey, you know how I’m your adorable little brother and you’d do anything for me?”

“Mm-hmm …”

Wow, hard to miss the suspicion in that. I’d be offended if didn’t have every right to be wary. “Are you available to go to this shindig for me that Mum and Dad are dragging me to this week?”

“What is it?”

“You know, pose for the camera, talk to people about how great being a royal is. Easy. Then some showboating motorcade and then home. You could do it in your sleep.”

“Why don’t you want to go?”

I ran a hand through my dark hair. “Carl messaged. He’s in the country for some work meeting before he runs back to … wherever it is he moved to after school.”

“Sounds like true love,” she quipped.

“Nope. It sounds like getting laid.”

Her lips pulled into a thin line. “What would you do without me?”

“You’ll do it?” At her nod, my face lit up. “You’re the best sister ever.”

[image: ]


“I love NDAs,” I panted as Carl and I collapsed on his bed. The rough stubble of a man’s mouth was the biggest turn-on, and Carl had great stubble. My lips were swollen in the best possible way.

He had his own villa along the coastline of Ashwick, and the sound of ocean meeting cliff mixed with our heavy breaths.

We were a small European nation—about the same size as Luxembourg but with a fifth of the population. Carl grew up here but always travelled for business. He was rarely ever here, so we needed to make the most of the time we had.

Since I knocked on his door a few hours ago, it’d been nothing but blowjobs, fucking, and showering. Rinse and repeat. We were both sweaty messes, and I was on the verge of being spent. My muscles ached.

“Non-disclosure agreements make things more fun,” Carl said. He rolled on top of me and attacked my mouth, ready for yet another round.

I gripped his short black hair and pulled tight, taking back the control he was trying to steal, but before I could get into the kiss, the dreaded ringtone I loathed blared through Carl’s apartment.

“Damn it.” I slammed my head back on the pillow.

Darth Vader’s theme “The Imperial March” continued to ring.

“Your Highness, don’t answer it. I’m only in town for one night.”

If the ringtone hadn’t killed my orgasmic buzz, reminding me of my title would’ve done it. “Sorry, you know what that ringtone means.”

“Total boner killer. Got it.”

I reached for my pants on the floor to find my phone. A tortured “Fuck me” fell from my mouth at what was on my screen.

“That was the point,” Carl said dryly. “Guessing your grandfather has other ideas.”

Missed call (3): His Royal Dickness. King of Asswick.

“Did my phone go off earlier?” How did I miss three calls?

“Maybe when we were in the shower?” Carl climbed out of bed and headed for the bathroom. My eyes followed his skinny ass as he went. He wasn’t my usual type of guy. Apart from stubble, the thing I loved most on a man was muscles. But Carl was convenient, and it was slim pickings for a bisexual royal.

I’d known Carl since our parents shipped us both off to boarding school in England. We referred to our hook-ups in the beginning as last resort fucking, seeing as we went to an all-boys school, but it became an awakening for both of us. He realised he loved cock, and I learned I didn’t discriminate between sexes. How un-noble of us both. Carl was an earl or some shit, which made us perfect for each other—in the whole, meaningless hook-up with no risk of the tabloids finding out kind of way.

There was a bang on Carl’s bedroom door followed by Roman’s voice. “Prince Alexander?”

The king was probably freaking out about me not answering my phone, and I wouldn’t have put it past him to call my security detail.

I slipped on my jeans, sans underwear, and let Roman in. There had been countless bodyguards before Roman. He was the first one not to go running to Granddaddy about my extracurricular activities. I figured it was because he was the youngest bodyguard I’d been assigned and he wasn’t as uptight as the others. He didn’t give a shit who I spent my time with, so long as I didn’t slip my security detail to do it.

“Roman Elliot, my big, strong protector. Finally taking me up on my offer to join us?” I taunted. Roman was straight, but that didn’t stop me from hoping he’d say yes. Just once. He was my type of guy. His muscular frame filled out his suit perfectly, making him look like the poster boy for the royal guard. I’d always wanted to see what was under the jacket, shirt, and tie. I was sure I could get him to agree to a three-way with a girl and me, but it hadn’t happened yet.

He usually laughed off my antics, but tonight he remained stoic. “Prince Alexander—”

“What’s got Grandfather’s dick in a twist this time?”

Roman’s face paled, and he ran a muscular hand through his golden caramel-coloured hair. “Uh, sir—”

“Sir? Shit just got real. Did someone kick the bucket? Please let it be the old dude.” My joking tone made Roman flinch. “Fuck, what is it?”

Roman cleared his throat. “Where, uh, is your … uh, friend?”

“Bathroom, why? Anything you say, he can’t repeat.”

“That’s not why I’m asking.” With precision and purposeful movements of a trained soldier, Roman headed for the bathroom and knocked. “Carl? You might need to be here for this. The prince is going to need you.”

I stumbled back towards the crumpled sheets on the bed. It smelled of sex and irresponsibility. “Just tell me.”

Instead, Roman grabbed the remote from the nightstand and turned the TV on.

On screen, a reporter stood in front of the obnoxiously royal palace. Even the gates were made of gold, for crying out loud. The woman’s blonde hair had been haphazardly thrown into a bun, and her makeup was minimal—as if there wasn’t enough time to make her pretty enough for TV.

“Again, it has been confirmed. Christian and Prudence Holbrook, Crown Prince and Princess of Ashwick, along with their daughter, Princess Anne, were in the motorcade attacked by extremists.” She went on to say something about retaliation for signing an ally deal with another country, but it was all ringing in my ears. “We’re waiting for a statement from the royal family, and we will keep you updated as the story progresses throughout the night.”

Carl, at some point, had emerged from the bathroom and sat on the bed next to me, but I was too numb to notice. “You need to call your grandfather back,” he said and rubbed a soothing hand over my back.

Carl and I weren’t a touchy-feely kind of couple. We were the true meaning of fuck buddies, so his hand provided no comfort. Roman’s touch would be more soothing, but the guy had a thing about personal space. He didn’t like me in his.

I shook my head. I couldn’t call my grandfather.

Roman lowered himself to his knees in front of me. “Sir.”

I stared right through him.

“Prince Alexander,” he tried again.

Was this what going catatonic was like? I couldn’t form words.

Roman cupped my head and forced me to look at him. “Xander.”

That brought me out of my trance. I’d asked him repeatedly over the last two years to call me Xander, but he always refused to.

“Where’s my family?” I croaked.

“I’m so sorry.” Tears welled in Roman’s eyes. The news wasn’t going to be anything good when a man who was paid to remain emotionless was on the brink of tears. “We need to get you to the palace.”

Protocol was to tell the royal family of a death before alerting the media or the rest of parliament. If they needed me at the palace …

“Who? Which one? I can’t … I have to know now.”

Roman shared a look with Carl before his brown eyes met mine and softened in sympathy. “All of them, sir. As of tonight, you’re the crown prince of Ashwick.”

Well, fuck.


Roman


The prince was dreaming again. Or remembering, maybe. He was awake, but everything was going in one ear and out the other. He wasn’t responding to his name, and his gaze wandered around the ornate royal offices as if seeing them for the first time. Xander may have been in here countless times before, but he now looked at them as if realising they were the four walls he’d have to see day in and day out in his future.

The king was in his nineties but looked like he’d already died ten years ago. Tabloids had been theorising for years it was time for him to abdicate or die. Now that Prince Christian was dead, I assumed it pushed back the king’s retirement or death a few years. I wouldn’t put it past Edmund to be stubborn enough to refuse to die and have God listen to him. Prince Alexander was only twenty-four and in no way groomed to take over the throne. There had been two in line ahead of him, and that number was only going to grow when his sister got married and had kids. He wasn’t born for the crown.

“For Pete’s sake, boy,” King Edmund grumbled.

I hated the way he talked to Xander—always belittling him, putting him down, and implying he was weak because he enjoyed the company of men. He constantly asked me if I’d taken Xander to see Carl or any of his other “friends.” I never told the king the truth about Xander’s life because I knew what it would mean for me. It was the same as the three guys before me. They got a buttload of money to sign an NDA—on top of the one they signed when they started working for the palace—and then they’d disappear with their buckets of cash. I would never do that to Xander.

I’d been in love with him ever since I was assigned his detail, but could I tell him that? Hell no. Even if he’d throw me a bone, I still had to work for him. It was why I tried to keep him at arm’s length and refused to let myself call him Xander to his face. I couldn’t get too close. Getting comfortable and used to being around him wasn’t a good idea because one day I wouldn’t work for the palace anymore and I’d never see him again. A commoner didn’t call up the Prince of Ashwick and say “Wanna catch up?” And as far as I knew, Xander didn’t know I was into guys. He’d joked about joining him, and God knew how close I’d come to taking him up on the offer, but I preferred to keep him in the dark about my orientation. Too complicated otherwise, and I didn’t do complicated.

My life was about order.

I joined the military straight out of high school and became a member of the royal guard as soon as it was offered to me. Xander was my first and only charge, and I wasn’t going to fuck it up.

Edmund slammed a giant stack of papers down on his office desk, making Alexander snap out of what was most likely a memory of his parents or sister.

Since it happened, Xander hadn’t shaved, he’d barely eaten anything, and he definitely hadn’t showered. It’d only been a week, but according to the king, that was a week too long to grieve the loss of his family.

“You need to pull yourself together,” Edmund said. “I’ve given you your space, but now you need to get to work. The funerals are in three days. You need to get a suit tailored, get a haircut, and for God’s sake, shave that fuzz off your face.”

Personally, I thought the dark scruff was hot. I was no king though.

“Yes, Grandfather,” Xander said in a monotone voice.

“And while you’re here”—the king turned to me—“you’ve been reassigned.”

Even though I was expecting it, my gut churned. There were more experienced, more important people in the royal guard for the crown prince than me. On the day of the attacks, Xander’s parents were in one car, his sister in another. They only had their drivers and one bodyguard with them. The remainder of the security team were in the car behind—the one that wasn’t bombed.

The news kept showing the same reel on a loop. Members of the royal guard scrambled to get to the burning cars, but both of them were totalled. No survivors. The third car up front was also hit, but it wasn’t carrying anyone important. It was a decoy.

I couldn’t stand to watch it anymore. It was supposed to be Xander and me in that second car. We were both supposed to be dead. It wasn’t healthy for him to sit and watch the same news footage over and over again, but any time I tried to reach for the remote to turn it off, Xander threatened me. I had to admit, some of the things he came up with were inventive. Stabbing me in the eye with a hot iron poker from the fireplace was a good one.

My reassignment had been coming the minute we found out Xander was no longer just a prince. I tried to come up with ways to keep me with him, but none would be approved by the palace.

“Roman has been my bodyguard for two years,” Xander said. “We work well together.”

“He drives you to where you have sex with men, you mean,” King Edmund said. His tone, so matter-of-fact, was nothing compared to the glare he gave me. “Don’t think I don’t know what goes on with you. That has to stop, and your next bodyguard will be under strict instructions not to allow it. If you’re going to be king and my successor, you will not indulge in that sort of behaviour ever again.”

I remained silent, even though I wanted to pummel my king. It was my job to serve my country and the royal family, not beat them to a bloody pulp.

“I don’t want a new bodyguard,” Alexander protested. “And doesn’t the crown prince have more than one? Why is Roman getting reassigned completely?”

“This isn’t your decision,” the king fired back.

“With all due respect, Your Majesty.” I stepped forward and bowed, all the while clearing my throat to get rid of the annoying rasp in my voice. “Will you give me until after the funerals to finish out my detail with the prince?”

It was a long shot, but I had to try. Xander would have no one he trusted with him when he had to say goodbye to his family, and I couldn’t do it to him. I couldn’t bear the thought of him being alone.

“You will be in attendance,” Edmund said. “Your new detail is Princess Henrietta.”

Hmm, Xander’s cousin and now third in line to the throne. A bratty teenager. Great.

“Roman is too good for her,” Xander said under his breath.

A swell of pride made my chest puff out.

“End of discussion. Your detail ends effective immediately.” We were both dismissed.

I followed Xander out and watched as he took the first deep breath I’d seen him take all week.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“Nothing for you to be sorry about, sir.”

“Fuck, can you call me Xander now I’m not going to be your charge?”

“I think that might be worse now, Your Highness. I am just a servant, and you are my crown prince.” I needed to put distance between us. This was always going to happen. I would've liked to have served longer with Xander, but the attacks changed all that. I was already too close—too emotionally involved.

A look of hurt flashed across Xander’s face. “After two years, I hoped I would be more than that to you, but clearly you never removed that stick from your ass. I guess we’re done here.”

I was supposed to call after him, chase after him … do something. Instead, I stood and watched as the only man I’d ever loved walked away.

And thanks to royal decree, there wasn’t anything I could do about it.
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The funerals were as brutal for me as they were for Xander. For the past two years, I had to sit back and watch, listen, and overhear every single sordid detail of Xander’s life—which included overhearing him have sex with anyone who wasn’t me. All of that was nothing compared to having to watch him break down during the processional. I couldn’t go to him, reach for him; I couldn’t even fucking talk to him.

I had to stand at my post and try not to shed the tears that threatened to overcome me.

Xander didn’t stop walking, but he may as well have. His steps were sluggish—almost drunk-like. The tabloids tomorrow would say he was wasted, that wouldn’t be anything new for Xander, but deep down I knew it was because he was doing everything he could to remain standing.

His parents and sister, while royal, were the most down to earth members of the royal family. His mother made sure they did everyday things that the rest of the royals didn’t—like unpack their own bags after a trip or clean up their own rooms when they were kids.

Part of my job was to blend into the background and not converse with the prince, but Xander was always lonely, even if he was surrounded by a handful of people nearly twenty-four hours a day.

I wasn’t supposed to do it, but I became his friend. He’d talk to me as if I was one of his mates, but I still tried to keep a professional distance. Finding that balance between bodyguard and friend was hard, but considering I was the only bodyguard he’d never skipped out on, I liked to think I was good—no, great—at my job.

My hands itched to get to Xander. I wanted to wrap him in a death-grip hug until he believed everything was going to get better. I wouldn’t have cared if my heart was broken when he inevitably walked away; I wanted to be there for him.

The only chance I had all day to approach him was when Princess Henrietta approached her cousin to pay her respects.

Bryant, Xander’s new head security detail, stood by him and gave me a nod in acknowledgement.

Henrietta and Xander hugged, but Xander’s eyes didn’t leave me the entire time.

Clearing my throat, I stepped closer and bowed. “I’m sorry for your loss, sir.”

It was shallow and had no meaning. He would’ve heard those words a thousand times today and every day since his family’s death. He scowled at me, and I knew I’d screwed up. He wanted his friend, not his servant.

His eyes glossed over, and he was vacant. He’d checked out. I was losing the man I loved all over again, because the carefree prince was gone and replaced with someone as cold as his grandfather.


Delia


ONE YEAR LATER

“Looks like the prince is at it again,” Lady Bitchface, as I called her, said. Her real name was Beatrice McIntyre, and she was all plastic and fake in every way—even her blonde hair which she claimed was natural. Everyone knew she had cosmetic work done, but good luck trying to find the doctor who would admit to performing the surgeries. “That’s his fifth scotch.”

My eyes gravitated towards the disturbingly handsome prince across the room. His dark hair was impeccable as it always was these days, and his clean-shaven face showed off the trademark cleft chin all the royals possessed.

“Counting the prince’s alcohol intake, Beatrice?” I asked, purposefully keeping my tone light and unjudgmental—unlike my thoughts. “Is this a prince specific thing or would you be interested to know that this is my fifth chardonnay?” It was my actually my seventh, but Judgy McBitchface was frowning upon the prince’s five drinks.

“Where do you put all those calories?” Beatrice whined.

“I have an excellent personal trainer.” My over the top fake smile I always possessed at these things didn’t waver. Neither did my ever so present calm and dignified tone. My parents—Lord and Lady of where-the-fuck-ever—raised me “right.” I could handle myself in whichever manner the moment called for.

If I were to ever land in an Ashwick tabloid, it would be because of an accidental nipple slip in what would otherwise be considered an extremely conservative dress. It would not be because I gave a blowjob to the Duke of Bolingham in a public restroom. Although, that was definitely fun.

I was always careful with my exploits, probably more so than the prince. I’d heard countless stories of what he got up to, and I’d wanted to party with him for a long time, but I only recently returned to my homeland for good. I’d been back and forth the last few years between here and England where I went to school.

Up until a year ago, His Royal Highness was splashed all over the tabloids for being the bad boy of royalty. Britain’s Prince Harry had nothing on Prince Alexander. Harry’s naked Vegas shenanigans? Alexander’s idea. Now all I saw were articles about how well he had settled after the death of his family and that the reality of his responsibilities must have made the prince grow out of the wild ways he was accused of.

I wasn’t convinced. Deep down, he was still the way he always was. Up for fun. Watching his depressing mood from across the room, I took it upon myself to bring the fun back out of him.

Lady Davenport, a gorgeous brunette who spat venom, stepped up beside Beatrice. “How many drinks do you think it’ll take for him to be sloppy drunk enough to forget a condom but not so much he won’t be able to get it up?”

“Get over it, already, Natalie,” Beatrice said. “How many times have you tried to bed him this year alone?”

“They’ll be putting pressure on him to find a wife soon.” Natalie scanned the room. “We should start a pool on who’ll get the honours.”

Beatrice grinned. “Or at least who’ll get the honours of finally getting him into bed. He’s turned into a monk. I remember when he used to be fun.”

“If you will excuse me,” I said politely to the brainless, horrible women I had to put up with at these types of events.

“Going to run off and tell on us?” Natalie asked.

“Goody-two-shoes,” Beatrice muttered.

“No, ladies,” I said with a diplomatic smile. “I haven’t seen the prince since before the attack. I’m going to go pay my respects.”

Both of them bowed their heads in guilt. Good.

The fact Prince Alexander made eye contact with me as I approached and didn’t hold it for more than a second should have offended me. The brief look of “Oh, God, not another one” was enough for me to know he hated these events as much as I did. He’d dismissed countless women already during the night.

Had he looked eight inches south of my eyes and managed to pull his gaze away after only a second, well, that would be another issue.

When I approached, I bent at the knees and lowered my head in the traditional curtsey. “Your Highness.”

Alexander took my hand and bowed. “Lady Hillington. It seems I have not seen you at one of these events in some time.”

It was hard not to laugh. His formal speech sounded ridiculously forced. He hadn’t yet mastered the art of making bullshit sound real.

“I was finishing my university degree abroad. I’m home for the summer while I figure out what I want to do with my life.”

“Got any ideas?” Prince Alexander took a sip of the amber liquid swirling in his glass.

I stepped forward and lowered my voice. “For the rest of my life? No. But I hoped my immediate future might include my legs wrapped around your head.”

Luckily, the spray of scotch that came out of Prince Alexander’s mouth missed me when he turned his head at the last second. His eyes scanned the room, no doubt at the people giving him strange looks. It was a blessing the press wasn’t allowed inside at these events. A shot of the crown prince spitting out his drink would be worth the price of a high-rise apartment in the city.

I blinked up at him, innocent as a lamb. “Too forward? The way I figure it, Your Highness, is you haven’t had a decent fuck since …” I couldn’t say since his parents died; what a mood killer. I found a more appropriate way to word it. “Since your grandfather told you to stop dicking around.”

Alexander’s lips twitched upwards. “Do you really think the king of Ashwick would use the word dicking?”

“Did you think Lady Cordelia Hillington would ever offer to wrap her legs around your head?”

“No. I most certainly did not.”

“You’re an amateur, sir, if you don’t mind me saying so. You don’t think there are a million eyes on you right now?”

“Ashwick only has a populous of one hundred thousand. Even if the whole country was in this room right now, you’re about nine hundred thousand pairs of eyes short.”

“The eyes that are on you are counting your drinks and watching your every move. They see when you have that disinterested look in your eye and the sorrow you feel every time someone mentions your loss. There’s talk of bets on how drunk you will get before you leave. I see someone in need of escape. Being perfect is hard, but it’s an image I have built. You could learn from me.”

“Please don’t take offence to this, Lady Hillington—”

“If we’re going to be fucking, the least you could do is call me Delia.”

His smile widened, and I scored a sight of dimples. “That’s the thing, Lady Hillington, you’re not the first woman to throw herself at me.”

“Or the first man, I’m sure.”

He cocked his eyebrow.

“Wait. That sounded like I said I was a man.”

Prince Alexander chuckled. “My point is, now that I am the crown prince, dicking around—as you put it—is no longer permitted.”

“Is that your rule or the palace’s?”

“Both. I’m not looking to be tied down to someone who is a crown chaser.”

“I can assure you, Prince Alexander, I am no crown chaser. I am as bored shitless as you are right now, and I thought we could have some fun.” I tilted my head. “I heard you used to be great at slipping your security detail.”

His eyes locked with mine, and I knew I had him.


Xander


Who would’ve thought Lady Hillington was a spitfire. Under her ugly dresses lay a minx waiting to be released, and she hid it on purpose. That was the hottest thing I’d heard in a long time.

Had someone asked me fifteen minutes ago to describe Cordelia, I would’ve said beautiful but as boring and snooty as all the other noblemen’s daughters. Her blonde hair, while curled and styled tonight, was usually in a messy bun. She dressed like a librarian. Right now, in a deep emerald gown with a plunging neckline, along with the words she was saying, she couldn’t be anything further than the pure and innocent image in my head.

I didn’t know fuck was in her vocabulary, let alone used as a verb.

She had better be able to walk the walk after the dirty talk her mouth spewed. My bedroom would have been quicker to get to, but there were too many eyes on us and the idea of slipping my security detail sounded fun. I hadn’t had fun in a year.

“Do you know where the west entrance to the palace is?” I asked quietly.

“The one not open to the public, right?” Cordelia whispered conspiratorially.

I nodded. “Do you have a car?”

“I have a driver.”

“Will he—”

“Iron-clad NDAs. My family has taken a page out of the palace’s book. He won’t see you get in the car.”

My gaze raked over her. Fuck, she was beautiful. Her blue eyes were piercing and shining with mischief. “Meet me at the west side parking lot in fifteen minutes.”

I didn’t need to look back as I made my way to the exit to know she was smiling triumphantly.

The head of security my grandfather assigned me last year was a total hardass, so of course, he anticipated my exit before I took it.

“Bryant.” I nodded to him as I passed.

He never responded. At least when Roman was with me, he acknowledged my presence. I was royalty; I was supposed to ignore my servants, not the other way around. But no, Grandfather stuck me with the drill sergeant who only took orders from above me.

I missed Roman. He was more than my bodyguard. Until he threw my title in my face, he was my friend. I was an idiot for thinking he saw me as more than a job. Just like everybody around me saw me as a job or someone they could get something from. A title. Prestige. A meeting with the king.

Most likely, Delia was after something too, but my dick hadn’t been used in a year, so it didn’t care, and neither did I.

Most women who offered themselves to me had a glimmer of hope in their eye. They made it clear they’d spread their legs, so long as they had a promise at a shot at the title of queen.

I didn’t know why I wanted Delia and not the countless women who’d tried to bed me in the last year. Perhaps it was her not so subtle, no bullshit approach. I had no reason to believe she wasn’t a crown chaser like she claimed, but my gut told me she wasn’t lying.

Bryant followed me all the way to my chambers and stayed outside my door as if I were a teenager who planned to sneak out.

Hmm, guess he had a point to be suspicious considering I was heading for the hidden passageway in the back of my closet.

Narnia, here I come.

They probably shouldn’t have shown it to me when I moved into the palace not long after my family died.

In comparison to the palace, Holbrook Manor where I grew up with my parents and sister was small. Mum didn’t want to raise us in the palace. She wanted us to have as normal an upbringing as possible, so that meant being banished to live in the fifty-thousand-square-foot mansion. Poor us.

But now Holbrook Manor was full of memories I couldn’t bear, and Grandfather insisted I became one with the title I inherited, which meant living at the palace.

Knowing my luck, Bryant would have someone stationed on the other side of the secret passage.

I didn’t bother changing out of my tux, even though it would have been the smart idea. For all I cared, I’d fuck Delia in her car and then walk back through the palace gates.

I dumped my phone on my bed and headed for my closet. The wall in the back was a false front. One press and the thing clicked open.

Darkness swallowed me as I followed the emergency strip lighting on the ground, guiding me in the right direction. I didn’t bring my phone on purpose. Bryant the Tyrant would track me down before any fun could happen.

The adrenaline hit I’d missed welcomed me back with a twinge of nostalgia. The old days of sneaking out, getting photographed in a club, and then being splashed all over the news made me miss the days of being yelled at for being irresponsible. Now I was yelled at for pissing off members of parliament with my liberal thinking.

When I reached the end of the passageway, I held my breath and opened the door to the conservatory on the east wing of the building.

No security waiting for me. Thank God.

There was security on the grounds though. A flashlight shone through the glass doors as a man in tactical gear and his German Shepherd strolled past.

I threw myself on the floor, underneath an old grand piano. Probably should have taken up Delia’s offer on a night an event wasn’t being held at the palace.

With the watchman gone, now was as good a chance as any to get to the hedges that lined the fence. I army crawled my way to the door and thought: If the paparazzi could see me now. Headlines would read: Crown Prince, Crawling His Way to a Random Fuck.

The things I do for my dick.

One more glance outside showed the coast was clear. It wasn’t far across the yard from this patio. I could make it.

The door barely made a sound as I snuck through, and as soon as my polished shoes hit the grass, I ran.

My heart sped up and so did my speed as a loud “Hey!” was yelled from behind me.

“Farrrk.” I kept running.

“Stop where you are! Put your hands up.”

Shit, they didn’t know it was me. Most likely, I had a gun trained on my head right now.

I reached the hedges that covered the brick wall fence. As I turned towards the two guys after me, with their flashlights in hand and guns pointed at my face, I threw up my hands in surrender.

“Good evening, boys. I don’t think King Edmund would be too happy to hear you pointed a gun at the crown prince’s head.”

“Y-your Highness,” one stammered and lowered his gun. “What are you doing out here?”

The other holstered his gun.

“Tell Bryant I’ll be home soon, will you?” I didn’t give them a chance to respond before turning on my heel.

Even though it’d been years since I last scaled this wall, my muscle memory kicked in, and with two short steps up the wall, I threw myself over the eight-foot brick monstrosity.

My feet landed with a thud.

I half-expected one of the security guys to follow me, but they didn’t. Damn. One of them—if not both—would be fired in the morning.

Sorry, guys.

A black town car idled on the road, and I hoped to God it was Delia’s.

When I climbed in and met her smug face, it took everything in me not to attack her mouth and ravish her on the spot.

Eh, screw it.

I leaned over the seat and brought my lips to hers. A woman’s mouth was always softer compared to a man’s, but that didn’t stop the surprise at how delicate Delia’s lips were. She opened for me, and instead of diving in like my instincts wanted me to, I found myself cherishing her with my tongue, slowly teasing hers.

The kiss that I thought was going to be molten and needy happened to be sweeter than I expected. That didn’t stop me from panting when I pulled away from her.

This girl knocked me on my ass with a mere promise of dirty things and one kiss.

“Step on it,” I croaked. We needed to put distance between me and the palace. Pronto.

“Was beginning to think you’d lost your touch,” she taunted. “Have trouble getting away from your babysitters?”

“You dare mock your prince?”

“Where we’re going, there is no royalty.”

“Where are we going?”

Delia reached for something under her seat and pulled out two masks. “Somewhere neither of us will be recognised.”

My cock twitched in approval.


Roman


Ididn’t know what was worse: working security detail for the bratty princess or my new detail where I had to wear a mask and stand around Mystique—the high-end sex club with the stupidest fucking name.

The fact I had to think which was worse showed how much I needed to get laid.

Usually, I didn’t mind this gig. It was a hell of a lot quieter than watching over a seventeen-year-old who constantly shouted and whined about having bodyguards around her. Suck it up, Princess. Ever since the assassination of the crown prince and princesses, the rules for the royal family had changed.

Her twenty-two-year-old brother, Quincy—Quin to everyone and everything except on his royal letterhead and birth certificate—was second in line to the throne and had more bodyguards than her, but that was an issue in itself because it meant me and my partner, Brad, found ourselves at this highly anonymous club nearly every weekend.

Don’t mind me, folks. I just have to make sure you don’t use your naked bodies to kill my royal charge. Carry on.

Even the smoothest of people couldn’t pull that off without looking like a creeper.

Although it wasn’t said aloud, my assignment changed due to the fact I was able to hide Xander’s sexuality for so long. They could trust me to keep my mouth shut about Quin and his sexual exploits.

Brad approached my side. “The royal prick is otherwise engaged in a private room.”

“Bloody hell,” I muttered. “What part of not leaving our sight does he not understand? He’s already in enough trouble for blowing off the palace charity event tonight.”

“He said he was sick of us perving on him. As if we got off watching him fuck flat-chested girls.”

God, Brad was a dick. Actually, so was Quin. They were matched perfectly to work alongside each other.

“You want to take lead while I find some pussy?” he asked.

“You’re on duty.”

“You know we’ll be here for hours. One of us may as well enjoy ourselves. I figure you never indulge—”

My backhand flew to his chest to get him to shut up because I was positive my eyes were creating an illusion of their own making.

“Do you know them?” Brad tipped his chin in the direction of the couple who’d walked through the entrance.

Yes. He should’ve too if he were any good at his job.

Maybe it was that I’d spent every single day for two years with the guy. Maybe it was that I had the delusion of once being in love with him. But I knew that gait, that hair, those shoulders. He might’ve been wearing a black mask that covered the top half of his face, but I knew his body. I knew it as if I’d been intimate with the man, when the closest I’d ever come was overhearing him have sex with others in the room next to mine.

God knew how many times I’d close my eyes and wish it were me he was fucking.

My eyes scanned the rest of the dark club looking for his security detail and came up empty.

Prince Alexander was alone. Well, not entirely. An elegant woman in a deep green dress was on his arm. She looked familiar, but with a white mask covering her eyes, I couldn’t pinpoint her. I doubted she was one of the prince’s regulars, though. The women he slept with were rarely elegant and would not be considered noble. He only slept with people he knew weren’t after wife status. Even though he was never in contention for the throne, the palace had to approve the spouses of the first six in line. None of his consorts would have fit the bill.

This woman though. She carried herself with grace, and everything about her was dignified.

Where the fuck were his bodyguards?

Brad’s hand waved in front of my face. “You still with me? Hello?”

“Sorry. I thought I saw someone I knew.”

“Awkward,” he sang.

“Right. Hey, can you go stand by Quin’s room? I have to check something out.”

“Go for it.” Brad’s condescending tone pissed me off. I was a member of the royal guard and needed to make sure Prince Alexander was safe. I wasn’t going to join in on whatever they were doing there.

That was the story I’d stick to.

The couple grabbed a drink from the bar and then headed in my direction. His arm wrapped around her waist, and she giggled at something he whispered in her ear. My throat dried, and my body froze. I held my breath until they passed me, entering the sheer curtain that led to a not-so-private room.

I knew what was in there—Quin had forced us in there numerous times, and it was way too tempting to follow.

The bodyguard in me told me to make him safe. The man in me wanted to go in there and become the someone he’d need protection from.

My feet and dick weren’t as conflicted as my head. They carried me into what I called the Voyeur Room. I was sure it had some other shitty name like Fantasy Fuckstead or whatever, but it was essentially a room where only sheer curtains covered your view from all the sex. Each bed had its own curtain. Some couples left their nook wide open for others to watch, and some left a stool outside, which encouraged people to come closer. I’d seen a guy get in on the action after watching from the stool and being invited to join.

They always had to be invited. That was a rule here. Consent came before coming. On our first time here, I joked that should be their motto. Our attendant wasn’t impressed.

In the two years I worked for Xander, he’d never had a threesome. Therefore, I told myself I could safely cross that curtain because there’d be no chair in front of their bed. No way. I could go in there and watch—the point of the room—and make sure no one tried to assassinate him.

Because extremists totally hang out in clubs like this.

I told my conscience to shut up and made my way into the room.

Fuck. There was a chair. And a guy eyeing it.

Oh, hell no.

My possessive and protective instincts kicked in before my head could rationalise and tell me to back off.

My stride was borderline desperate as I headed for the seat, but when I knew I was safely going to beat the other guy to it, I slowed down and tried to compose myself.

I slid into the seat with ease and leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees.

Xander and his date didn’t notice me. They were too busy kissing. Lying on their sides, they were wrapped up in each other and not paying any attention to me. I was okay with that, but my cock had other ideas.

The woman’s silk dress pulled tight against her ass when Xander grabbed a handful. I groaned. I didn’t know what I was jealous of—his hand or her ass. The girl was hot, no doubt about that.

I must’ve been louder than I realised because they stopped and lifted their heads in my direction.

Sweat dripped down my neck as I wondered if Xander would recognise me. My mask only covered my eyes, unlike his which covered half his face. Granted, I’d cut my hair and bulked out a bit this last year, but it wasn’t as if I’d gone through an entire transformation. Turned out sexual frustration and babysitting bratty royals was a great incentive to hit the gym.

The blonde giggled against Xander’s chest. “I told you it was a good idea to put the chair out.” She slowly sat up and drank me in. “Which one of us do you like?”

She was forward, I’d give her that.

My eyes went to Xander and then back to her. The complete honest answer would be him. It wasn’t that I didn’t find the woman attractive, but I’d wanted the man in front of me for the entire two years I worked for him and resisted every temptation. This was my only chance to have him. If I was going to take it. Which I wasn’t. Because that’d be a stupid idea. I was still part of the royal guard, whether I was assigned to him or not.

“Both,” I choked out. Shit, that wasn’t the answer I should’ve given. I needed to walk away.

Xander gave a lazy smile. “My type of guy.”

“You have no idea,” I muttered.

The woman held out her hand for me to take. “You can call me D. He’s Z.”

I tried to place her—who she was. A Lady D-something didn’t ring familiar. Then again, his name started with an X, not a Z. Maybe she did the same. Maybe now wasn’t the time to care. I took her hand. “I guess you can call me R, then.”

“Argh? Like a pirate?” Xander chuckled.

“I’d offer to wear an eye patch if it got you off, but my mask would be in the way.”

His gaze raked over me and burned with lust.

D tried to pull me forward, but I held still. “Is this a formal invitation to join you guys? Don’t want to break the rules.”

She stepped towards me and pushed her petite body against me. “This is our formal invitation.” Her hand wrapped around my neck and brought my mouth to hers.

Her lips were parted, ready for me, and she shivered when my tongue pushed inside. For all her forwardness and aggression, her kiss was tender. Tentative.

I pulled her hard against me and loved the squeak of surprise that escaped her. Her mouth became more frantic, and shit, how long had it been since I’d kissed someone?

For the last three years, I’d been all about work. I rarely got time off. There were hook-ups in between there somewhere, but I struggled to remember any of their names—or their faces—with this girl’s tongue in my mouth.

This was wrong, and I needed to pull away, but when Xander said, “You two are hot together,” I couldn’t stop.

D broke the kiss and laced her fingers with mine, dragging me towards their bed. She pushed me down next to Xander and then dragged the chair back inside the little nook. She closed our curtain, and while the sheerness of the material didn’t block out much, it was private enough for me.

Instead of joining us on the bed, D took the seat.

There was a moment of awkwardness where she stared at us and us at her, none of us saying or doing anything.

She rolled her eyes. “Are you two going to entertain me or not?”

I couldn’t help laughing because she either didn’t know who Xander was or didn’t give a shit he was royalty. He’d get off on that.

All traces of humour faded when Xander moved closer, and his lips grazed my neck. My cock went from a semi to an iron spike trying to break through my zipper. I tilted my head, giving him more access.

Xander’s lips were on me. That thought somehow made my brain short-circuit. As many times as I’d fantasised about this, I didn’t think it’d actually happen.

He moved upwards, and I turned my head to claim his mouth. He kissed nothing like his date. Where she was soft but needy, he was fiery and dominant. My imagination couldn’t have conjured up kisses so perfect. Two opposites who could each make me feel alive.

This last year, I pushed myself in the gym to the point of pain, because it was the only thing that reminded me I was still here. I didn’t die in the attacks like I should have. I might’ve lost the most important person to me—even if he wasn’t one of the people who died—but I was alive. That had to count for something.

I realised now that what I’d been doing these last twelve months wasn’t living. It was existing. This, where I was right now, was living. It was fleeting, I knew that, but I’d do anything in my power to make it last as long as possible.

When dreams came true, there was supposed to be a moment of disappointment. Expectations ruined everything, but as my tongue stroked against Xander’s, I realised my fantasies were dimmed by misconceptions. I knew he’d be domineering with his take charge attitude he exuded, but his mouth gave as well as took.

I rolled us over so I was on top of him, refusing to break contact. His fingers worked the buttons of my shirt as I wrestled with my jacket. Once Xander had my shirt undone, he slipped it off my shoulders, and his hand trailed down my chest to the hard muscles of my stomach.

He stared down between us at my abs. “Fuck, you’re ripped.”

“Problem?” Since when did he have an issue with muscles?

“God, no.” Xander’s hand travelled down my back and gripped my ass to pull me tighter against him.

He was hard under me, and grinding against him brought me to the edge. I had to back off.

Kneeling between his legs, I straightened and reached for his cock, stroking it on top of his tight pants. I loved the view of him breathing hard and struggling to keep his eyes open. I swore I could hear the quiet muttering of counting coming from him, too.

Redness flushed his cheeks and neck, burning its way down his chest. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and if I didn’t stop, the sight of him unravelling under my hand could be enough to make me come without even touching my dick.

My hands yanked his already loose bowtie from around his neck, and I got to work on his shirt. Kissing my way down his chest as I undid his buttons, I slid off the small bed and onto my knees.

“I want my mouth on you,” I rasped.

“Fuck yes,” he breathed and reached for a condom on the bedside table.

“Safety first,” I quipped. I didn’t want anything between us. I wanted my mouth wrapped around his bare cock. He’d been tested—I’d been there for his doctor’s appointments—and I was all right to go, but this was a sex club, and he obviously had no idea who I was. An STD scandal was the last thing Xander needed to explain to the king and queen. There was the urge to reveal myself, but I worried he’d reject me if he found out it was me. And I needed this. Now I’d decided to do it, there was no turning back. I needed to fuck him out of my system, because I wasn’t moving on, even a year after leaving his detail. I thought I was over it, but with one kiss, I was back to pining—burning—for him.

I worked Xander’s belt and zipper, pulling his pants down to his ankles. He was going commando which didn’t shock me in the least. Giving him a hard pump, I reached for the condom with the Mystique logo on the foil packet.

Nice party favours.

Once I had him sheathed, I couldn’t hold off. I sucked him into my mouth and took him deep.

Even though it was a flavoured condom, the medicinal taste was still there. It wasn’t ideal, but it was the only way he’d let me do this, so I took it.

A feminine moan from behind me urged me on.

“Like what you see?” Xander asked D.

She didn’t answer, and I couldn’t look behind me because I was too busy trying to get Xander off, but I assumed she nodded because Xander chuckled.

“I need your mouth on mine, babe,” Xander panted.

The chair squeaked across the floor when she stood. The fabric of her dress rustled, and the bed dipped as she climbed on next to him.

I peered up at them and watched as they made out. His hand cupped her face, and there was tenderness between them but heat as well. The woman could kiss, and I’d love to put her mouth to good use.

Maybe later.

His hand went to her breast, and the whimper she let out went straight to my dick. Xander’s hips rolled, forcing me to take him deeper, and I realised I’d become sloppy in my job. It was difficult not to lose myself watching them together.

My focus went back to what I was doing, but I couldn’t resist glancing up at them again. D was on her back, and Xander moved the skirt of her dress up around her waist, giving me the perfect line of vision. His fingers teased her clit, but he was refusing to go further, and she grunted in frustration. He whispered, “Beg for it.”

She tsked him. “You need to learn something, Z. I don’t beg. Ever. And I promise I can hold out longer than you.”

“Challenge accepted.”

I couldn’t take it and pulled off Xander’s cock. “I’m not above begging, and I need to see you touch her. Please.”

“I like a man who asks nicely,” Xander said. Xander watched me as he slipped a finger inside her.

D threw her head back and arched off the bed, but Xander’s blue eyes were still on me, challenging me.

I didn’t break eye contact as I lowered my head and my tongue licked along the length of his shaft. I teased his head, sucking the tip into my mouth. My hand pumped the base of him and then trailed down. His balls tightened as I ran my hand over them. When my pinkie finger moved even farther, a strangled sound came from his throat.

His hand left D and fisted in my hair. “If you do that, this will all be over. I don’t want it to end yet.”

I wanted him to come. I wanted to be the one to drive him to that point.

“D, I need you,” he said.

Mildly disappointed, I sat back on my heels and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

D climbed off the bed and approached me. “I only have one rule, boys. No DP on the first date. I’m a lady.”

Xander snorted.

I stood and turned her around so her back hit my front, and she could no doubt feel my erection against her ass.

“No problem, sweetheart.” I kissed my way up her neck. “I’m happy to watch. But how about we make him beg for it now.”

“Oh, so you’re an evil motherfucker,” Xander said, but his smile let me know he wasn’t really mad.

D rested her head back on my shoulder as my hands roamed all over her, from her breasts, down her stomach, and back up again. My lips explored her neck, but my eyes stayed on Xander. I unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, leaving her in just her bra.

Evidently, rich people didn’t wear underwear.

Xander toed off his shoes, socks, and pants, but he still wore his shirt unbuttoned. His long, toned body taunted me on a good day. Right now, it tortured me. Xander’s hand wrapped around his cock, and the sight was my undoing.

“I could do this all night.” He took a long, slow pull.

“Fuck, honey, he’s stubborn, isn’t he?” My words made Xander grin.

“Z always gets what he wants,” she said.

His smile stayed in place but only I knew it was now forced. What she said wasn’t true at all. You’d think being royalty, he could have whatever he wanted, but it didn’t work like that.

“She’s right,” he lied. “So send our girl over here.”

Our girl. I liked that way more than I should have. After I walked out of here, I’d have to pretend this never happened. Since the funerals, I’d seen Xander only twice—both at family events where I was responsible for one of his cousins. I’d watched him as he worked the room, but we didn’t talk. I was no longer his bodyguard; he had no reason to talk to me. The fact he was calling D ours, as if we shared something, yeah, I was screwed. I’d spent this year trying to forget about him, and now I’d be jerking off at this memory for years to come.

Instead of going to Xander when I released her, D turned towards me and wrapped her arms around my neck. “There’s no reason you should miss out.” She kissed me harder than she did before, and I pulled her close.

Hands came in between us. I opened my eyes to find Xander behind D, staring at us while we kissed. His hand found mine and passed me a condom. He went to pull away, but I couldn’t resist taking advantage of him being right there. I broke the kiss with D and cupped the back of Xander’s neck, bringing his mouth to mine.

Fuck, I could’ve kissed him forever.

With D sandwiched between us, she rocked her hips against us both.

Xander chuckled and pulled away. “Someone’s impatient.” He sat on the edge of the bed, wrapped his arm around D’s waist, and brought her down on his cock. Embracing her from behind, he moved his hand between her legs. She arched into him, and I couldn’t help leaning forward to remove her bra and take a tight nipple into my mouth. Dual moans filled my ears as they watched what I was doing.

“So beautiful,” I murmured and moved over to the other one.

Her hands reached for my belt and zipper.

“I’m not going to last long,” I said, straightening up. My poor cock had been ignored until now, and it was way too excited.

“You won’t be the only one,” Xander said.

The minute I put on the condom and D’s lips wrapped around me, I almost exploded. My hand weaved into her long blonde hair and gripped tight.

Her mouth was warm and powerful, and my balls drew up tight way too soon. With my hand fisted in her hair, I took control, making sure to take my time moving in and out of her vacuum of a mouth.

“So hot,” Xander said and lay on his back.

D rode him, leaning forward and gripping my hips for leverage. She took me deep and tongued the sensitive underside of my cock.

“Fuck,” I hissed.

D’s hips rolled and she rocked back and forth over Xander. I couldn’t stop the moan as she worked me over, and I had to grit my teeth and breathe through my nose to hold onto the last shred of control I had.

When D quivered, and Xander grunted, I was too close to the edge.

My eyes found Xander’s. Even with the mask obscuring half his face, I could tell this was the happiest he’d been in the last year. Gone was his pain, the pressure of obligations, and he was letting himself go. He’d never know it was me giving him this, but seeing him carefree for the first time in a long while was worth it.

“I need to come,” Xander said.

“Thank God,” I said.

D hummed around my cock in agreement, and I could no longer hold back. My spine tingled as I thrust into her mouth harder, fucking her face with abandon, until I convulsed into her mouth.

The orgasm ripped through me, tearing a part of my soul. Because the second I stopped shuddering, I knew this whole thing would be over. D stayed with me until I stilled. When I pulled out, she let out a breathy “Oh, shit” and increased her speed as she rode Xander. Her hands kept a hold of my hips to steady herself.

As I watched them together, my spent cock stirred again, but the unease in my gut and the guilt made it deflate just as quickly.

I was wrong to take this from Xander when he didn’t know it was me doing it.

When they both fell apart only moments later, Xander sat up and held D through climax. I stumbled backwards until I hit the stool and collapsed onto it.

“That was—” I was going to say great, which was both the truth and a lie wrapped up in one, but my gaze caught on someone outside the Voyeur Room. “Shit!” I stood in a hurry, ditched the condom in the trash can provided, tucked everything away, and then zipped up my pants. My co-worker and my charge—Xander’s cousin—were back in the bar area, and they were scanning the room looking for me.

“Shit?” The prince laughed. “Fuck you very much.”

I ran a hand through my hair. “Sorry. Not what I mean. That was great, but I gotta go.”

“He’s Cinderella-ing us,” D said.

“Did I miss the part of that story where they had a three-way?” Xander asked. “I would’ve paid more attention had I known.”

“I think we should be offended,” D said.

My fingers fumbled with the buttons on my shirt, so I left it undone. Stepping forward, I leaned down and kissed her. I put in as much effort as I could muster, but after coming so hard, I didn’t have much left. “Nothing to be offended about.” I moved on to Xander and made sure to savour the last kiss I’d ever give him. I let him take control and didn’t ever want to pull away, but I had to. “Thank you for making me feel worthy of a king,” I whispered.

Xander sucked in a sharp breath.

I had to get out of there. Fast. I was two seconds away from exposing who I was. Without a last look—I couldn’t bear it—I grabbed my jacket from beside the bed and ran back out to meet Brad and Quin.

“Well, look at you,” Prince Quin taunted. “Mr. Uptight got laid. ’Bout fucking time.”

“Do you think they have an extra ball gag around here somewhere?” I grumbled.

Brad laughed. “What’d you do?”

I shook my head and stormed towards the exit. “Something stupid.”

“What’s the rush?” Prince Quin called after me. “Going to turn into a pumpkin?”

Do not flip off your boss. Do not flip off your boss.


Delia


Iwoke feeling thoroughly fucked—always a good start to the morning. What made it better was waking on the softest bed I’d ever slept in, in a room bigger than my entire apartment, and next to a guy who was hotter than sin. But also the future king of my country. That was the only downer.

“You stayed.” Alexander’s voice was croaky from sleep.

I rolled over to face him. “I tried to sneak out at four a.m. and got lost.”

He cracked a wide smile, but I wasn’t joking. I needed to escape—that was my usual MO—but for some reason, Xander made me press mute on the little voice inside my head telling me I didn’t belong here. This could never be my life, no matter how much fun I had last night.

After our mystery man left us at the club, Alexander asked me to come back to the palace for another round. As it turned out, he wasn’t above begging, and I loved every second of it. I had refused until he promised I could witness a tongue lashing from the royal guard.

I thought it would be fun, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. It wasn’t his security detail trying to rip him a new one; it was his grandfather. I stood in front of the king of Ashwick while he scolded Alexander as if he were a child.

The king looked prepared to abdicate Alexander’s throne for him and pass the duty off to the next in line, but when I stepped forward and said the prince wanted to take me on a proper date and court me, the king backed down. For a brief moment, he even looked pleased.

Yup, I lied to a freaking king. I was going to hell, but I was probably already on that guest list before last night anyway.

Alexander’s lips traced my skin, from my neck down to my naked breasts and then back up until they finally found my lips.

Last night was so much more than I expected. I’d heard rumours about Prince Alexander, but I wasn’t sure I believed them until I saw them with my own eyes.

He was into males and females, and seeing him with another man did things to me. Having two guys was new. I’d done the threesome thing before with a guy and another girl, but I wasn’t into girl-on-girl. I did that to fulfil the guy’s fantasy, not mine. Last night, that was all for me—and Alexander, evidently. I wanted more, but it wasn’t going to happen again. I wasn’t going to allow myself to get attached to someone I couldn’t have, and as I stated last night, I was no crown chaser.

“I should go,” I murmured against his lips.

“You can’t.” He climbed on top of me, pinning me to the bed. His hard length pressed against me.

I bit my lip to hold in a moan. “Haven’t you had enough?”

“Of you? Never.”

“Well, sorry to burst your bubble, Your Highness—”

“We’ve fucked. Repeatedly. You get to call me Xander.”

“Xander.” That felt weird rolling off my tongue. “I have to go.”

“No. You have to stay.”

“I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t belong here.” I wasn’t trying to be a spoiled brat. I was stating an ugly truth.

“I want to marry you.”

A weird ringing screech echoed in my ear. I think it was my brain freaking out—like there was a miniature me in my head screaming to run away. “Aaaand we’ve moved into crazy town. You need sleep, Your Royal Highness.”

“Stop throwing my title at me, and calm the farm while you’re at it. After one night, I’m not declaring my undying love for you, but here’s the deal: I need my grandfather off my back, and you’re an awesome girl with all the qualities of a queen. You dress and act like a librarian to the public but swear like a sailor between the sheets. There’s no doubt that I’m smitten with you, Lady Hillington, but love? Fuck that. I don’t have it in me to do that, but I do need a wife. Someone who understands who I am, and—”

“Will invite guys into the bedroom every now and then?”

“And can give me new experiences without judging. Last night was the first three-way I’ve ever had—”

“Bullshit.” That wasn’t possible. He was a prince. He could have whatever and whoever he wanted.

“Truth. And you gave it to me because somehow, at that stuffy charity ball the palace threw last night, you saw through the front I’ve been putting up for over a year. You saw I needed an escape, and you gave it to me. After only one night, you understand me more than most of the people in this palace and don’t judge me for it.”

“I can’t become the queen of Ashwick.”

“Okay, fine. You need convincing. Convincing, I can do.” He leaned down, claiming my mouth.

I allowed myself ten seconds of pleasure before forcing myself to pull back. “That’s really good convincing, but the palace will never approve of me. You think last night was my first night of shenanigans? I’m a party girl, Xander—the exact definition of a spoiled socialite. I’m too unimportant and too careful to get caught by the tabloids, but there’s no way I could become queen without my past coming to bite you and the royal family in its ass. Right now, I’m a no one, so my actions don’t matter to the public, but put me in the spotlight, shit is going to come out about me.”

“We can claim it’s all untrue and sue anyone who tries to state otherwise. Unless there’s proof. Is there a sex tape?”

I laugh. “No. Never been that stupid.”

“How many other threesomes have you had?”

“Do you really need to know that?”

“Nope, but I want to know. Watching you suck that guy’s cock while you rode me was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Now who’s the sailor.” My attempt at deflecting didn’t work.

“Admit it. That guy was hot.”

“Super hot.”

“Soooo, what are you doing for the summer?” he asked. His sudden change in topic confused me.

“I haven’t decided yet.”

“What are you doing for the summer?” he asked again, slower this time.

“You? Is that the answer you’re looking for?”

“Ding, ding, ding. You’re moving in here. We’re officially courting, as you told my grandfather last night, and there’s definitely going to be a lot of fucking.”

“I thought you said you weren’t looking for a crown chaser?”

“You’re not a crown chaser. You don’t even want to do this.”

“I don’t know if I can do this.”

I loved that he wasn’t offended. The glimmer in his eye suggested he took it more as a challenge than a rejection.

“All the other eligible women are vanilla,” he said. “They moan at the right time, pretend to enjoy themselves, fake it, and say everything is great when they’re closing their eyes and imagining a tiara on their head.”

I’d lost count of how many times we’d had sex in the last twelve hours, but each time was different. Different position, different speeds, and different levels of intimacy. How a woman would have to fake anything with him was beyond me.

I didn’t know if I’d survive a summer with him. After one night, I worried he and our Cinderella man ruined me for all other men. It was supposed to be a night of careless fun. Not—

Xander brought his mouth to mine and kissed me softly. “What do you say?” he whispered.

I was so going to cave. “Fuck.”

“I love that word coming from your mouth. I’m still not used to it. I have a whole summer to get you to agree to be my queen.”

“I’m down with all the sex, but I’m telling you this won’t go anywhere. You need to be prepared for your family to give a big fat no when you ask them if you can marry me.”

He rolled off me and pulled me close, kissing the top of my head. “Trust me, beautiful, you come from a good family, and you have a vagina; Grandfather will accept you.”

“High standards, he has there.”

“Well, when your crown prince is queer, I’m pretty sure the royal family will settle for anyone without a dick.”

“They all know?” I didn’t know why I thought it was a huge secret when I’d heard rumours of it myself.

He huffed a humourless laugh. “Yeah. They all know. If Grandfather found out what happened last night, I’d be disowned for sure. When …” He paused and swallowed hard.

“When my family died, he said no more men. Only women.”

“Can a royal be disowned?” I asked.

“Grandfather would make it happen.”

“Why?”

“When I was third in line to the throne and never supposed to take over, they were willing to overlook it. Future king is another story.”

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

“What do you have to be sorry about? My grandfather’s the one who’s a dick.”

“I’m sorry you have to go through that, I mean. You’d think this day and age—”

“You forget I’m royal. We were born from God and live by tradition.”

I’d said last night that Xander got everything he wanted. I thought being royalty, a spoiled life was a given. In the harsh light of an exorbitantly decorated palace bedroom, I realised Xander’s four walls may as well have been a prison cell. His whole life was about pretending to be something he wasn’t. If I couldn’t give him anything else, I wanted to give him three months of being himself.

“There’s only one thing that’d make this summer perfect,” I said.

“What’s that?”

“We need to find our Cinderella.”

Xander smiled. “I’m two steps ahead of you.”


Xander


“Thank you for making me feel worthy of a king.”

Fucking Roman. I knew the guy was familiar. Hell, as soon as I saw him, I thought Hey, he looks a lot like Roman, but two things had my mind telling me it wasn’t him.

One: the guy was insanely ripped. Roman was always bulky, but the guy last night was insane.

Two: it couldn’t have been Roman. He made it perfectly clear he wanted nothing to do with me when he spat my title at me. And, in the years he worked for me, he never once showed an interest in more. I thought he was straight, for fuck’s sake. Had I known he was my way inclined, I wouldn’t have had to leave the palace at all. The two of us wouldn’t have left my bedroom.

With one sentence, he had me overanalysing our whole relationship. When I first heard the words, I thought we’d been found out. I thought some random guy knew it was me, and he was going to out me to the tabloids.

I’d frozen in panic, and when I finally shook it off and followed him with my gaze, I saw him approach my cousin in a mask that did nothing to hide his identity.

Idiot. The palace would kill Quin if it got out he went to those clubs. Then again, I was there. Hi, Xander, meet your inner hypocrite.

If Roman thought he’d get away with giving me a blowjob and then walking away, he had another thing coming. It was Roman. I’d always thought he was hot, but I only ever joked around with him, knowing the answer would always be no because he was straight. Straight, straight, straight. Right?

Now that I had him once, I wasn’t going to let it go. No fucking way. And with Delia on board to give me the summer, I had big plans. Which was why as soon as Delia left the palace to go home, I made my way to my grandfather’s office. I stared at the door, trying to build enough courage to knock.

My phone vibrated in my pocket, and I was silently relieved for the excuse to delay talking to Grandfather. But when I looked at the screen, all that relief was gone.

Carl.

“Not answering that.” I hit decline. It buzzed a second later.

Carl:

Ignoring me?

“Yup.” I had been for a year. “Stop calling, asshole,” I mumbled.

“Alexander?” Nanna.

I jumped from fright and shoved my phone in my pocket. Turning on my heel, I bowed formally. “Grandmother.”

For an old broad, she’d aged well. Her greying hair was pulled back into a bun, without a single strand out of place. Her blue eyes that resembled mine still sparkled with youth. My queen looked around the empty hall and leaned in and whispered, “Are we being watched?”

“No, Nanna.”

“Ah. You need something. Why else would you be pulling the formal card?”

“A man can’t come and see his grandfather for no other reason than to say hello?”

“A man can. A prince—particularly this prince—cannot.”

“What’s the protocol for having a guest stay at the palace?” I asked.

“Well, you know the first question he’s going to ask is—”

“It’s a woman.”

“Serious or a toy?”

“Nanna!”

“Just a question.”

“I want her to be serious, but she’s told me I have my work cut out for me.”

My grandmother smiled. “I like her. Would she be eligible to be queen?”

“It’s Cordelia Hillington.”

She pursed her lips. “The Hillingtons are a prestigious family. Although, I hope you don’t mind me saying this, dear, but …”

Had Delia’s reputation already preceded her?

“She seems nice. Maybe a little boring. For you, I mean. It makes me wonder what you’re up to.”

Hmm, a half-truth. I was up to something, but Delia was far from boring. The fact Nanna wasn’t aware of her supposed scandalous past made Delia perfect for me.

“I’m guessing you heard I slipped my security detail last night?” I looked at my shoes.

“Mm-hmm.”

“It was with her. So, she can’t be too boring if she’s willing to help me commit treason against my own crown.”

Funniest thing I’d seen all year was my almost ninety-year-old grandmother rolling her eyes at me. “Don’t be so dramatic.”

“Do you think he’ll approve it?”

“Let me handle it.”

“Really?” I always wondered how my grandmother—who was always sweet to me—could’ve loved a man like my grandfather. Then again, they were royal; they probably didn’t love each other. It was most likely an arranged marriage like the one I was trying to set up with Delia.

My sister told me Grandfather treated his wife differently than the rest of us, but I had yet to see it. Annie tended to see a lot of things that weren’t there though. She was an optimist and took positives away from an undesirable fact. My grandfather was an asshole. Plain and simple. Being king didn’t mean he had to be an emotional robot. It didn’t mean his bigotry was okay.

“One condition,” my grandmother said. “You come and have tea with me in my office.”

“You drive a hard bargain, young lady.”

If only I knew how hard a bargain it was. She walked me into her office and had barely placed the tea in front of me when the questions began.

“How have you been?”

“Well,” I stupidly said.

“Is that why you’re drunk a lot, you’ve lost weight, and there are bags under your eyes?”

I couldn’t tell her the bags under my eyes were from no sleep because I spent the entire night fucking Delia. “Who says I’m drunk a lot?”

She cocked her head at me with a derisive “please” look. Was my security detail working as spies? Wouldn’t surprise me.

“I may drink … occasionally.”

“The anniversary of the attack is coming up fast.”

“Sorry, Nanna, I thought you brought me in here to talk about Delia. I won’t … I can’t talk about them.”

“You have to.”

I shook my head. “No. I don’t have to.”

“I know you were supposed to be with them that night. Not your sister.”

An inappropriate laugh escaped. “She covered for me because Carl was in town.” I told my eyes to stop watering, but they didn’t. “I was literally having sex with a man when my family burned to death. Grandfather signed on to be an ally with a country which was notorious for pissing people off, but sure, Annie’s death was my fault because of the company I kept. That’s what he thinks, right?”

“Oh, hon—”

“Had it been me in that car and not Annie, she’d still be here, and she’d be the one taking the crown. Not me. That’s what he wanted. It’s probably what everyone wanted.” I ran my hands over my hair. “Fuck, most days it’s what I want. I’d trade places with my sister in a heartbeat.”

“Alexander.” Her tone wasn’t quite scolding, but it wasn’t sympathetic either.

I figured she was admonishing me for swearing. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to say fuck. Uh … or again. Sorry.”

“That’s not it. You need to talk about them. You need to let go.”

I scoffed. “I thought kings didn’t cry or show weakness.”

“Well, lucky for you, you’re still a prince.”

I slunk down in my seat but refused to give Grandmother eye contact.

“Your sister’s death was in no way your fault.”

“Tell your husband that. Grandfather’s always seen me as a complication and a pain to the PR department, and now I’m going to be his successor.”

She sighed. “He blames himself and takes it out on you. If he believes it wasn’t the alliance deal that brought terrorists to our country, he can live with his decisions. It’s not easy being king.”

“So, he lets his abomination of a grandson take the fall. Nice.”

“You weren’t the only person to lose someone.” For a queen, her raised voice was the equivalent of being yelled at. “You might’ve lost your parents and your sister, but we lost our son and grandchild. The country lost their future leaders.”

“Yeah, and now they’re stuck with me.”

“You have the ability to lead, and I know you could do it well—you could be great, even—but not if you don’t let go of what happened to us. This last year, you’ve drowned yourself in booze.”

“That’s because I wasn’t allowed to drown myself in men.”

Nanna flinched. “Alexander, please.”

Was I unfair? Probably. But I’d spent the last year being thrown into my dad’s role when it should’ve been my sister. Each time I had to address parliament, I asked myself what Annie would’ve done and tried to make it look like I knew what the hell I was doing. I was supposed to have the awesome, carefree life where I’d fulfil my royal duty by doing publicity stunts like charity work and parades. I couldn’t take charge of the entire country. For someone who was never meant for this life, it was too overwhelming.

“I didn’t mean to throw that in your face,” I mumbled. I was no better than Grandfather. Taking out my anger on the wrong person wasn’t the answer. Grandmother was Switzerland when it came to my sexuality. She never admonished me for it, but she wasn’t supporting it either. To her, it was as if it didn’t exist at all, and I let her live in ignorance because it was better than having her take Grandfather’s side.

Nanna sighed again. I wondered if all her grandchildren gave her breathing difficulties or if that was a Prince Alexander specialty. “Do you think Cordelia Hillington will be enough for you?”

“Do I have another choice?” I asked. “She’s fun and eligible. I want to spend the summer with her to make sure it would work.”

“Can you see yourself falling in love with her is what I’m really asking.”

I told Delia this morning that I wouldn’t—couldn’t—fall in love. The truth was, I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to go through the type of loss I’d been through this last year. Delia was wild, she seemed nice, and she was open to what I wanted in life. Last night was the first time in over a year I felt something other than pain. Even though I didn’t want to fall for her, I could see myself doing it.

“Yes, I could fall for her, but that’s not really the point, is it? I have to end up with a nobleman’s daughter no matter what, and I want her. It’s not like I’m allowed to choose a bride off the street or someone I meet in a bar in Australia like Frederick.”

“Then we best get Cordelia’s summer stay organised. She will accompany you on your royal duties, and—”

“Wait, we’d have to go public right away?”

“What, you want her chained up in the palace and kept a dirty little secret? You’re dating, correct?”

Well, fucking to be exact. I couldn’t say that to my grandmother. “Yes. I’m just not sure how comfortable she would be with going public so early.”

“She’ll have to get used to it if she’s going to be queen.”

“That’s a big if. Like I said, she told me I have my work cut out for me.”

“Does she think she’s too good for the crown?” Nanna asked.

“I believe it’s the opposite. She doesn’t believe she could live up to you.” Nothing wrong with a little brown nosing.

“I shall work on her. Leave me to the details. You can go now. I have work to do.”

I stood. “Thank you. Oh, one last thing. She’ll need security detail. I want Roman on her.” In more ways than one. “He’s the only bodyguard I’ve ever truly trusted, and Delia deserves the best.”

Nanna’s eyes narrowed, searching for the hidden meaning behind my demand for Roman, but I held stoic. Roman was a great bodyguard, and she and the king couldn’t dispute that. He should’ve remained on my detail a year ago, but because he didn’t have many years’ experience, they believed I needed someone better. There was no one better than Roman.

“I will make it happen.”

I tried to hide my triumphant grin. “You’re the best, Nanna.”


Roman


Since taking over Quin’s detail, I’d resided with him at Holbrook Manor where I used to guard Xander. It was weird being there without Xander, and often Quin would do something that reminded me so much of him. It tore my mending heart back open a fraction. I thought I was over him, or at least close to it. Then that night in the club shattered any progress I’d gained since Xander’s eyes turned cold at his family’s funeral.

Now that I had my orders to head to the palace for a new assignment, I was in the middle of packing and had turned my bedroom upside down trying to find my missing horseshoe cufflink.

The sole one I could find mocked me, as if it knew where its mate was. Deep down, I knew where it was too, but I wasn’t willing to accept defeat. I knew exactly when I lost it, and I’d been putting off searching for it, but now I was forced to. I wouldn’t be back to Holbrook Manor for a while—if at all—and Quin’s new secondary detail would move in here.

Losing the only thing left of my father was going to kill me. They were the most expensive thing I owned, but the money was the least of my worries. When my father died, his bitch of a wife took everything: my inheritance, Dad’s house, the car—everything. Not that we were well off, but she contested the will, and thanks to a stupid loophole in the law where she proved she was financially dependent on Dad, she got everything so she could maintain the lifestyle in which he provided her. All she gave me were these white-gold cufflinks with glass horseshoes in the middle. Had she known inside the glass were real diamonds worth about five thousand dollars, I was sure she would’ve kept them too. She probably assumed the sparkly bits inside the glass were cubic zirconia. That didn’t take away from the fact they were a family heirloom, for fuck’s sake, and I’d lost one. In a sex club.

Yeah, Dad, I bet you’re proud of me right now.

Brad knocked on my door and let himself in. “Damn, I just heard. Another new assignment?”

“The joys of being a public servant. You have to do whatever the palace tells you to,” I said absently, while trying to rack my brain about where else the cufflink could be.

“Who you going to be watching now?”

I shrugged. “Some nobleman’s daughter who’s staying at the palace for the summer. Cordelia … someone. They didn’t give me a reason why she needed a tail.” All they’d said was the king specifically asked for me. I couldn’t say no, even though I wanted to. Going back to the palace meant I was going to see Xander a lot more.

“Hillington?” Brad whistled. “I bet they’re trying to force a love connection. She has future queen written all over her.”

My brow furrowed. “How so?”

“Boring as fuck. There are rumours she’s a kinky minx underneath her clothes, but I don’t believe it. One look at her and I can tell it’s bullshit.”

“Oh?” If this was a forced setup by the palace for Xander, he wasn’t going to be happy about it.

“Yeah, I have a sixth sense for these things.”

My gaze snapped to his. “You have a sixth sense for knowing if someone is kinky or not just by looking at them?”

“It’s a gift,” Brad said.

“Right. Well, uh, I’m gonna head off now. I’ll leave you to your … uh, gift.”

“Remember not to screw the job.”

“A boring socialite will be easy to watch over compared to Quin and Henrietta.”

Brad laughed. “That’s not what I said.”

“Huh? Oh. Don’t screw her. Right. I’ll try to keep it in my pants.” Like that was going to be an issue. If I didn’t cave in the two years I worked for Xander, I wasn’t going to be tempted by an uppity rich girl.

On my way to the palace, my mind drifted to what type of girl the palace had picked for Xander. I’d always seen him with more women than men, but that was because he couldn’t have random, anonymous hook-ups with men. NDAs were a must with guys. Girls, not so much. It wasn’t ideal when a story leaked to the press about a woman and Xander, but part of me wondered if the palace leaked those stories themselves—anything to keep the press away from Xander’s bigger secrets.

Pulling into the royal gates, I waved my credentials at my co-workers who knew who I was anyway, but it was protocol.

I parked in the staff parking lot and went straight to the room I was told my charge was staying in. Apparently, there was an outing today with the prince, and I had to shadow her.

Bryant, the guy who replaced me as Xander’s head detail, stood outside Cordelia’s door. “He’s in there with her. Told me to send you in as soon as you arrived.”

“Thanks.” I figured they were drinking tea in the sitting area of the suite.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

My eyes found Xander’s firm—and very naked—ass first. My brain tried to catch up to what I was seeing, but it’d been short-circuited by feminine moans … recognisable ones.

D’s legs were wrapped around Xander’s waist as he thrust into her over and over again. His muscles flexed with every move.

Damn, the palace had thick walls. D was loud. I should’ve been able to hear her from the hallway. Her long blonde hair was splayed across the pillow, and the look of lust on her face made my cock stand to attention. Then her eyes met mine and widened in shock. Or maybe it was recognition.

Shit. I cleared my throat. “I’ll be waiting outside.”

“Roman, wait,” Xander said. He climbed off the bed and stood there only wearing a smirk. I forced myself to keep eye contact with him and not what was going on down south. “Care to join us?”

I choked on a laugh. “Aaand I’m back. Like old times, huh? I’ll be outside when you’re done.”

“No, wait—”

But I didn’t. I had to get out of there before I repeated the same mistake I did last week. As soon as I hit the hallway, I wanted to bend at the waist and suck in a deep breath, but Bryant was there looking at me with a suspicious frown on his face, so I remained upright but struggling to breathe.

“He … uh, was occupied.”

Bryant’s eyebrows shot up in surprise.

I shrugged it off. “Nothing like some hazing to welcome me back.”

Bryant glanced at the carved wooden doors of Cordelia’s bedroom and then back at me. Stepping forward, he lowered his voice and said, “How did you do this job for two years? Seriously.”

“What do you mean?” Xander was the easiest job I’d had since joining the royal guard.

“He drinks so much at functions I’ve had to carry him out before. He’s determined to piss off the king, and that reflects badly on us because we let it get that far. His attitude is always surly, he pushes boundaries … he skipped out on us last week. Anything could’ve happened to him, and he doesn’t care. I almost got fired over that stunt. So, please, tell me how you—a twenty-seven-year-old rookie—got him to behave.”

“It’s not hard. Treat him like a human instead of a prince. Let him be himself. Rein him in if he’s determined to do something dangerous, but for fuck’s sake, he’s not a pet.”

“Let him put himself in danger? After his parents and sister were assassinated?”

I shook my head. “Xander never did anything reckless when I worked for him. He never slipped detail, he didn’t go anywhere high risk, and you know why? Because I respected him enough to let him do his own thing. If he wanted to go visit his … friends, I let him. You’re his bodyguard, not his keeper.”

“That was before he was the crown prince. Things are different now.”

“Then he’s going to give you nothing but trouble.”


Delia


Isat up in bed and covered myself with the sheet. “Was that—”

“Our Cinderella? Yup.” Xander’s face was smug.

“You knew the whole time he was your security detail?” I slipped out of bed and started dressing.

“Where are you going? We’re not done yet.”

“We’re going to be late for your public appearance. Shouldn’t have let you come near me in the first place.” As soon as I let him into my room earlier, his mouth was on mine, and there was something about Xander that made my responsible side forget it existed. Just because I played hard didn’t mean I wasn’t smart about it. Usually. Having sex with His Royal Highness with the door unlocked wasn’t smart. If it hadn’t been our Cinderella, it could’ve been anyone.

I ran my hands through my hair which was now tangled with I-just-got-fucked curls. “Oooh, your grandmother is going to have me beheaded. My hair’s a mess. Definitely not publicity op ready.” I pulled it into my usual messy bun.

“So, we’ll be late. My plan was to spend the next hour in bed. The three of us. Also, Nanna hasn’t ordered a beheading in at least two years. I think you’re safe.”

“Right. About that—uh, Cinderella. Why didn’t you tell me you knew who he was?”

“I didn’t. At least, not the other night. He was my bodyguard for two years before I became the crown prince. I hadn’t seen him in over a year, he was wearing a mask, and he’s bulked out since I last saw him. It wasn’t until he walked away that it clicked.”

I turned to face him, but he was still naked, so I had to turn back again or getting dressed wouldn’t be happening. “You know, most girls would be pissed to have you spring another guy on her like that. I wasn’t expecting it.”

Footsteps came closer, and he wrapped his arms around me from behind. His still hard dick pressed against my back. “You’re not like most girls, and I know you loved it. I almost came when you first spotted him. You got this hot and sexy look in your eye, and your pussy clenched around my cock so tight.”

I pulled away from him, needing distance from his wandering hands and his words because we were already late. “What were you expecting? That he’d jump in? It’s clear he didn’t want you to know who he was the other night.”

“I figured now he’d had a taste of us, he wouldn’t have been able to refuse. He’s stubborn, that’s for sure.”

I shook my head. “Men. You’re completely clueless. He probably thinks his job’s in jeopardy. When you asked him to join, he said like old times. Meaning, you’d asked him before?”

“To be fair, this was the first time I was serious. I spent two years thinking he was straight. It was a running joke between us.”

“Okay, so he probably thinks you were joking again. He might not realise we know it was him the other night. You don’t just spring that shit on a guy. You don’t let your crazy show so soon.”

“Then what do you suggest?” he asked.

“Let me handle it. Right now, you need to get dressed.” I slipped my crumpled—but properly conservative—dress over my head. It was royal blue, past the knee, and had a V-neck that showed off some cleavage but was still appropriate.

“Fine,” he huffed, “but I’m blaming my blue balls on you for the rest of the day.”

With a demure smile, I approached and gave him a soft kiss. “I’ll make it up to you later. Maybe on my knees.”

Xander groaned. “Did I mention I hate you right now?”

“Good. Angry sex is hot.”

“Then let’s get started.” He reached for my dress.

“Later. We have to go. And while you dress, you need to tell me everything you know about Cinderella so I’ll know how to approach him without freaking him out.”
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Sitting in the back of an armoured SUV with Roman by my side, I kept my public personality on display. My legs were crossed at the ankle, my hands in my lap, and a shy smile on my face.

As suspected, someone with a curling iron attacked me before they let me leave the palace, so my hair was down and perfectly styled. I needed to look queen-approved for Xander’s and my first official outing.

My stomach fluttered with nerves. Not because of the publicity op—I’d done things like this before but on a much smaller scale. It was nerve-wracking to wonder if tomorrow all my deepest secrets would be revealed in the press. By agreeing to be Xander’s companion for the summer, my whole life was going to be under the microscope. Hell, they’d probably dig up things about me I didn’t even know. I wasn’t looking forward to that part.

“So, what’s protocol when we get there?” I asked. “I stick to your side like glue?”

Roman refused to look at me when he answered. “Uh, no, you’ll be by the prince’s side, and we’ll be in the background. When he’s not with you, myself or one of your other assigned detail will be with you.”

“I guess I have a lot to learn.”

“How long have you and the prince been dating?”

“This is our first official date.”

“What was—” He slammed his mouth shut. Was he about to out himself and ask about the other night?

“What was?” I prompted.

“Nothing. Sorry you couldn’t ride with the prince. New protocol.”

“To split people up?”

Roman cleared his throat. “Usually, couples aren’t split, but, uh, yeah. Since last year …”

His awkwardness was strangely adorable. I liked my men confident like Xander, but there was something charming about a muscled meathead stuttering for words. I didn’t know if it was because of the ugliness of our conversation topic or because he was trying to forget walking in on Xander and me earlier.

“I’m sorry,” I said, my voice low and innocent. “About what happened in my room. We, uh, got a bit carried away and didn’t realise the time.”

“It’s all right, miss. Not the first time I’ve walked in on Xander. He should learn to lock doors.”

Miss. Hmm. Nope, didn’t like that. “You can call me Delia.”

He cracked a smile. “Of course. Delia. With a D.”

“Is there a reason you’re so interested in the initial of my nickname?” Maybe if I gave a little push, he’d admit to being in that club with us.

Roman eyed me warily before shaking his head. “Nope. I was going to ask how the prince is doing, but I guess you wouldn’t know if you haven’t spent much time with him.”

“How he’s doing?”

“I was with him when … when he found out about his family, and he took it really hard. A week later, I was reassigned. I wondered about him, is all.”

“What’s Xander like?” I asked. “I only know what I’ve seen in tabloids and heard from other women Xander would call crown chasers.”

“You’d know him better than me,” Roman said. “We weren’t close when I worked for him. It’s the royal guards’ job to be invisible.” He was so lying. His words may have come out nonchalant, but his stiff shoulders said otherwise.

“But you spent nearly every day with the man for two years. You must know something. I’ve known him personally for about a week.”

Roman stared out the window as he talked. “He hates his title being used as a weapon against him, so if you get mad at him, don’t call him Your Highness or Prince Alexander. If he’s doing something he loves like target shooting, playing soccer, or polo, he hates being reminded of his royal status. Those rare moments of normalcy are all he gets. The rest is obligation to his country. He’s always dreamed of a normal life, but responsibility was instilled in him from birth. He might not have been in contention for the crown originally, but he’s always played an important part in his family. He loved his parents, adored his sister, and he hates his grandfather. He will take the crown because it’s what his family would have wanted, but this last year, I’ve often wondered if he’s freaking out about the whole thing.”

“Holy motherfucking shit,” I whispered.

The car swerved, and the bodyguard in the front passenger seat snorted. That was a usual reaction for anyone hearing me swear for the first time. No one ever expected it.

“What?” Roman asked.

“I was thinking you’d tell me more along the lines like his favourite colour is blue, but you went deep.”

Roman tried to hide a smile, while the guards up front went back to pretending they weren’t eavesdropping.

Roman just played his hand. He was totally in love with Xander. It made sense. Xander said Roman was standoffish when he worked his detail. If I had to be close to the guy I was falling for without being able to touch him for two years, I’d be irritable too. Wearing that mask at the club was his excuse to go for what he’d wanted all that time but couldn’t have.

“It’s obvious you care about your job, and you must be good at it to be that observant,” I said. “I can see why Xander told me he’d never escape your detail. You don’t need to worry about me; I’ve already been warned to play nice with you. Apparently, the king wasn’t too happy to learn I was an accomplice to the prince losing his handlers last week.”

“Impressive feat.” Roman smiled.

“I’ll make sure to keep you on your toes.” The statement, while innocent enough for those in the front, made Roman’s eyes spark with heat. Or perhaps it was fear.

Maybe I needed to tell Xander to let Roman off the hook and pretend our night together didn’t happen. If the king were to find out what we got up to, Roman would lose his job. Both he and Xander stood to lose something if word got out. I was all about the partying and having fun but not at the cost of taking away something that was obviously important to Roman. Xander said his grandfather would somehow disown him, but I doubted that was true. A forceful abdication of the throne would’ve been more likely, and from what Roman just said, Xander might’ve preferred that.

“I promise I won’t cause you any trouble,” I said, trying to reassure him.

Roman huffed a sad laugh and mumbled, “You already are.”


Xander


“My queen,” I whispered as I helped Delia out of the back of her car. As soon as she was on her feet, I had to let go. Royals didn’t show affection in public.

The awaiting media was across the street in a cordoned off area, and the clicking of cameras tried to deafen us, even from the other side of the road.

“Don’t make me roll my eyes with all those cameras over there.” Her skill at hardly moving her lips while talking through a smile was impressive.

“You know that’s what these reporters are currently tweeting. Prince Alexander on a date can only mean we’re completely head over heels in love.”

Delia scanned the area, disguising her suspicious glare towards the reporters as a doe-eyed socialite not used to media attention. “Remember these vultures are lip readers,” she said, her smile still in place. “You don’t want to make them go into a frenzy.”

“A frenzy could be fun.”

“If you want to give your grandfather a heart attack,” she said.

“Major downfall to that plan would be having to take over. I’m nowhere near ready for that.”

“And now that you’ve possibly given them a scoop, how about you escort me to whatever this is.”

I led the way towards the old castle that sat on the grounds of the capital city’s botanical gardens. “It’s a library opening. Thought I’d take you to your homeland.”

“A library?” she whispered.

“You know, because you dress like a librarian.”

Delia shook her head. “No, I mean, why is there a library opening? You know they got eBooks now, right?”

“It’s more like a library re-opening, though it never closed. It’s a long story. I’ll explain inside.”

“Granddad’s got you working on the important stuff, huh?”

Delia had no idea. This was my own project, but I wasn’t going to tell her that. I’d let her believe I was on the positive image PR trail. Future king kissing orphans and whatnot.

“We won’t be here long. There’s more media inside for a press conference. I’ll give a speech, answer some questions, and then we’ll get out of here.” I leaned in. “Go back to bed.”

“If you’re trying to make me blush, it won’t work.”

I forgot my girl’s innocent image was all for show. And as I thought about what else was mine, my eyes went to Roman who was trailing us. His taut muscles filled out his suit, and his natural swagger could make a prince drool. I gave him a nod and turned to Delia. “I’m going to leave you in the hands of Roman now.”

The exterior was lined with the royal guard, and inside, the invited media were already in their seats waiting for me. They were lucky they only had to wait forty minutes. If it were up to me, we would’ve been a lot later.

Trisha, the head of PR for the palace, greeted me off to the side and gave me the rundown of how it would go even though I’d already been briefed on it yesterday.

As I took to the podium, I gazed over at Delia and Roman. My hand twitched, wanting to reach into my pocket and fidget with the cufflink I found on the ground at the club after Roman left. For the past week, it had sat in my pocket, reminding me of possibly the best night of my life.

At that club, with those masks on, it wasn’t Prince Alexander, Lady Cordelia Hillington, and Roman Elliot, the bodyguard. I was just Xander, living without obligation, without expectation, and hooking up with two people I found devastatingly attractive. It didn’t matter their gender or their social status. They were my escape from the one thing that had weighed me down my whole life.

I knew the cufflink was Roman’s—he’d told me the story of his dad when he was my guard—and I planned to give it back to him at the right moment. I was going to make Roman crack; he’d be with us again, but as someone in the audience cleared their throat, I realised now wasn’t the time to figure out how to get him to agree to being with Delia and me. I needed to focus on my speech.

I addressed the room, talked about the importance of all citizens deserving the best education no matter their intelligence level or financial status. I introduced them to the University of Ashwick’s new program where it turned the city library into a community centre where students would give their time to tutor elementary and high school students. All of this didn’t bother me because I was passionate about the project.

What did bother me was when it got to the question and answer portion and not one of them was about the community centre.

“This is your first time addressing the media as crown prince of Ashwick. Why now?” the first reporter asked. I made a mental note to cross him off any future invite lists. Dictatorish? Maybe. Did I care? Not one bit.

It was true I hadn’t done any interviews in the last year. If it wasn’t Grandfather and Nanna addressing the media, it was Trisha who had spoken for the royal family in regards to the attack and the loss of the crown prince and princess.

I cleared my throat and spoke with conviction. “This project was dear to my sister’s heart. It’s important to me that this succeeds and the children—the future of this country—get the best education available.”

“The Twittersphere is blowing up with rumours of a royal wedding,” a woman said.

I snickered. “Let me guess, ever since I assisted Lady Hillington out of a car about … oh, twenty minutes ago?” My face lost its smile. “You know the royal family doesn’t talk about matters of a personal nature, so I don’t have to answer you, but what I will tell you is that I asked Lady Hillington to accompany me here because she’s as passionate about this project as I am. She loves libraries.”

My eyes found hers, and she was trying not to laugh. Mocking her or not, I was trying to bring the focus back to the reason we were there.

“Prince Alexander,” the next one said and stood. It was a young guy in a suit, and I hated to stereotype, but with one look, I knew he was gayer than a pride parade with exploding glitter cannons.

“Yes? What was your question?”

“Do you have an opinion on parliament’s decision this morning to repeal the equality rights bill that was put forward in regards to legalising same-sex marriage?”

What. The. Fuck.

The wind knocked out of me. My mouth dried, and my throat constricted. Was I shocked by parliament’s action? No. Taken off guard? Yes.

Trisha stepped forward to intervene, but I put my hand out to stop her. I knew I’d get in trouble for what I was about to say, but at that moment, I was willing to take the consequences. “I cannot speak on behalf of my grandfather or the royal family, but I believe love is love, and if parliament repeals this bill, it will be an injustice to not only the LGBTQ community but their allies as well. Statistics show one in ten people identify as lesbian, gay, bisexual, trans, or any other label under the LGBTQ umbrella. Quick maths suggests that’s ten thousand people in our country who the government won’t give the basic right of allowing them to express their love for someone else. And that, to me, is wrong.”

“And why are you so passionate about LGBTQ rights?” the same guy asked.

My heart sank, but I recovered as best as I could. “As I said, one in ten. Chances are every single person knows someone from the LGBTQ community. They deserve the same rights as anyone else. Now we’re done here. Thank you all for coming out.” I winced. God, wrong choice of words, idiot.

Trisha quickly took my spot at the podium as I walked out. Questions were being fired at her a lot faster than they were at me.

I tried to think of a way to retract everything I’d said, but there was nothing to do now.

When I reached Delia, I grabbed her hand and interlaced our fingers; protocol, be damned. A royal holding someone’s hand in public was the equivalent of normal people having sex.

Once outside, the cameras across the street started clicking again, so I gave them a few shots and then forced myself to let her hand go. I walked her to her SUV, but instead of putting her in it and following Bryant to my car, I jumped in after her.

Roman climbed in the other side, squishing Delia in between us. I would’ve made a joke about it being an omen, but I could barely catch my breath.

“Your Highness,” Roman started.

I put up my finger for him to stop and loosened my tie with my other hand. “I fucked up.”

“Can you give the prince a minute?” Roman asked the security guys up front. Without a word, the two hopped out.

Delia put her hand on my back, trying to soothe me. “You didn’t say anything wrong.”

“If it came from any other royal, you’d be right,” Roman said. “He stated it wasn’t the view of the palace and that it was his own opinion, but the fact it’s Alexander … There have always been rumours about his sexuality.”

My eyes found his. “How pissed is the king going to be?”

“Depends.”

“On?” I asked.

“How the media spins it.”

“Fuck,” I grunted and kicked the seat in front of me. “I shouldn’t have touched that question with a ten-foot pole. I thought it was a political question, and I felt bad about what parliament was doing to that kid, who was so obviously gay. I …” I sighed. “I just wanted him to know I didn’t agree with it. Then he goes and asks why. Motherfucker. Walked right into it.”

“We should get you back to the palace to do damage control,” Roman said.

“Great. Can’t wait.”


Roman


Delia’s eyes followed me as I paced Xander’s suite. They burned into me. I wanted to tell her to knock it off, but I couldn’t be rude to my charge. Well, I could, but I didn’t want to be a dick.

All day, I tried getting the image of her lips around my cock out of my head. I told myself to forget how hot her kisses were. But no matter how much I stared at her ugly blue dress, which covered up everything I wanted to see again, all I could imagine were her sexy curves moving over Xander while she sucked me off.

I should’ve left. We were in the safety of the palace walls now, so she didn’t need me tailing her. I already suspected they knew it was me they hooked up with last week, so there was another reason for me to leave. Instead, I kept pacing the room.

Xander had royally fucked up—pun intended. He answered a question he didn’t need to and walked into a trap by doing so. The palace had spent a ridiculous amount of resources trying to keep his orientation a secret. I didn’t think it was right he had to hide who he was, but from a political standpoint, it was understandable. Ashwick was a small country, and most of its residents were from an older generation. Most kids went off to university and college abroad. Some returned, but a lot didn’t. Politically speaking, taking a side—any side—on this issue would alienate a section of constituents.

The biggest disappointment for Xander would be that the library wouldn’t be a blip in the news. It’d all be speculation of why Xander wanted same-sex marriage legalised and who Delia was. Was she his beard? His lover? His what? Xander’s sister wanted to run with this community project, and with a few measly sentences, Xander went and shifted the focus to him. Unintentionally, but that wouldn’t matter to Xander. Right now, he’d be sitting at his grandfather’s desk, accepting his reprimand because he believed he deserved it.

“So,” Delia said, “are you going to tell me how long you’ve been in love with Xander?”

I almost tripped over my own feet. “Come again?”

“That’s what he said.” She smiled. I did not. “Sorry. Bad joke. Doesn’t change the fact you’re in love with him.”

“I didn’t realise Xander was dating a crazy person. Good to know.”

Delia snorted. I went back to pacing.

“Roman?” she asked quietly.

The air thickened, and so did my cock, at the rasp of her voice. I couldn’t deal with this right now.

Xander saved me by storming in. He pulled up short at me standing in his room.

“How did it go?” I asked and shoved my hands in my pockets.

“Trisha did her magic,” he said, his voice flat. “Headlines should read tomorrow that I’m an important ally to the LGBTQ community.”

“That’s good news,” Delia said.

“Yup.” Xander undid his tie and dropped it to the floor, and then shucked off his jacket.

“Something else happened,” I said. He was too agitated for that to be all.

“What the kid said is true. Parliament is trying to scrap the bill.”

“Okaaay,” I said. “That’s bad but not unexpected. They’ve been pulling this shit for years over the equality bill.”

“My grandfather was the one who wanted to put a stop to it,” he yelled. His hands fisted at his sides. “I also no longer have a public opinion on the issue and must not open my mouth at public appearances anymore without being scripted or have a no comment answer ready.”

“That’s bullshit,” Delia said.

“No, hon,” Xander said, “it’s fucking politics.”

The room silenced. “I … uh, should go,” I said. “I just wanted to know how it went with the king.” Which was stupid because that wasn’t my job. I needed to get out of there.

As I passed Xander on the way to the door, he reached out and grabbed my arm. “You don’t have to go.”

I shrugged him off. “Yeah, I do. I’m her bodyguard, and right now she doesn’t need guarding.”

Xander smirked, his playful façade back in place to cover the hurt in his eyes. “Maybe she needs protecting from me.”

“I’m not in the mood for your games, Your High—”

“Don’t,” Xander snapped.

“I need to leave,” I said.

“Why?”

“Why do you think?” I yelled and then corrected myself. “Sorry, Prince Alexan—”

“Would you cut it with that bullshit?” he yelled back.

“No. You are my prince, and I am your servant. Therefore, we need boundaries.”

“Oh, so sucking my cock isn’t crossing a boundary?”

I forced my face to remain passive. “Don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Xander stepped closer. “You know exactly what I’m talking about, Cinderella.” Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out my missing cufflink and held it up.

Relief flashed through me, but it was short-lived. I could no longer hide the truth. He knew it was me at Mystique that night.

A defeated sigh lodged in my throat. “That was …” I didn’t know what it was.

“I believe you called it great last week,” Xander said.

“Xander,” Delia said and made her way over to us. She linked her arm with his. “Maybe you should let him go.”

“No,” Xander said. “He needs to tell me what the fuck happened the other night and why he’s gone all sketchy.”

“It was a mistake. You’d slipped your security detail, and I was checking on you.” It sounded lame, even as it came out of my mouth.

“Pretty thorough check-up,” Xander quipped. “Thought I was hiding my security detail in my clothes, so you had to take them off?”

“Xander,” Delia tried again.

“I want to know why you’re running away,” he said to me.

“Because I’m about to do something stupid. Again.”

I hated the effect Xander had on me. I always had. It was why I’d kept my distance when I worked for him and why I never gave into temptation. Now my strength to fight his draw was on the verge of non-existent.

“Do something stupid,” Xander encouraged.

I pulled away and headed for the door, the cufflink in Xander’s hand all but forgotten. “I can’t.”

I just needed out; I needed air and to breathe and to stop the ache of longing in my chest that was only worse now than ever before.

“Roman,” Xander called after me, but my feet kept moving.

As I made my escape and the door was closing behind me, Delia’s voice cut through the air. “Let him go, Xander.”

Part of me was appreciative she made him let me walk away. The other part wondered if she did it for herself, not for me, and that made my stomach lurch. No matter how many times I told myself I couldn’t have him—them—the thought of her wanting only Xander made disappointment sit heavy on my chest.


Delia


Xander ran his hands through his dark hair. “I don’t get it. I really don’t understand.”

I wrapped my arms around his waist. “Come to bed. I’ll make you forget about him.” Because he needed to. It wasn’t my place to tell Xander to wake up and realise his ex-bodyguard was in love with him, and as much as I wanted more of last week—all three of us together—it was unfair to ask Roman to put his heart on the line like that when we all knew it would be temporary.

Xander was under the impression I was going to become queen, but after news got out about my life, the king and queen would axe that idea. The only good thing about Xander’s mishap with the media today was they most likely weren’t going to dig into my business yet.

Xander’s arms snaked around me. “I love the way your brain works, but I’m not in the mood.” He kissed my nose and then flopped down on his four-post bed.

I crawled my way up next to him, not caring about getting crinkles in my dress again. “Can I ask you something?”

“The point of you staying this summer is to get to know me, so shoot.”

“What happened when you worked out it was Roman we’d hooked up with?”

“What do you mean?”

“Were you angry he didn’t tell you who he was at first? Were you excited? Did you immediately want more?”

Xander’s brow creased in thought. “I was confused. I’d been with the guy for two years. He had this standoffish vibe a lot of the time, but he’s the only person I’ve ever called a true friend. At least, I thought he was. When he was reassigned, he flat out said to my face I was nothing but his crown prince. He’s only ever called me Xander once—when he told me my parents and sister were dead.”

“And why do you think he’d do that? Do you know I’ve heard him call you Xander at least six times today?”

He pulled back and stared at me through narrow eyes. “What’s your point?”

“I’m trying to get you to really think why Roman is reluctant for a repeat. I’ll give you the obvious answer which he keeps throwing in your face. He’s a member of the royal guard, and by fooling around with you, he’s putting his livelihood in danger. The other night was anonymous. Now, it’s real. It’s different with me because I have nothing to lose by being with you.”

He scoffed. “Wow, way to make me feel wanted.”

I ran my hand down his chest. “Not what I meant. There’s no risk for me. Chances are, after this summer, I’ll be heading back abroad—”

“Nope. You’ll be agreeing to take my hand in marriage.”

“Okay, before you go getting carried away with that, remember the king and queen have to approve of me first. I’m leaving nothing behind by being with you. I’m not risking anything. And unlike the crown chasers you hate so much, I won’t lie and manipulate you to hold onto the possibility of becoming queen. Should this work out—which, FYI, it won’t—but should it, I will accept the honour of being queen and take my duties seriously. It wasn’t the reason I approached you that night. Far from it. But my parents raised me for this shit, and I know I could do it—”

Dimples appeared in his cheeks. “First royal words of advice, queens don’t say shit.”

“Pretty sure they don’t have threesomes either, but the public won’t know about that. My point, if you’d stop rudely interrupting, is if I’m with you, we’d be working towards something, right? The future of our country and the royal family. What would Roman be working towards? Unemployment and a broken heart.”

Xander shook his head. “I would never jeopardise his job like that. I’d never fire him because I fucked him.”

“You wouldn’t, but your grandfather would.”

“Okay, you have a point there, but that’s easily avoided. I’ll give him my word we keep sex and his job separate. I don’t believe for a second he’d be risking a broken heart.” He lowered his voice. “I sometimes wonder if he has a heart. You should’ve seen the way he turned on me when he was reassigned. One day he was there for me, and the next day I was just a job to him. It’s why I don’t understand what happened the other night.”

Men could be so blind. “Do you want Roman for sex or for more than that? What is your plan here?”

“My original plan was to get laid. A lot. But this last week … the thought of us …” He ran a nervous hand through his hair. “I didn’t think it’d ever be possible, you know? To get what I’ve fantasised about?”

“So, you want this as a permanent arrangement? I don’t see how that’d work.”

“I don’t either. All I know is when I saw you two standing together at the press conference, I wanted to claim you both.”

What Xander was asking was impossible—at least in the long-term—but that didn’t stop me from wanting to give it to him. “All right then.” I went to get out of bed when he grabbed my wrist and pulled me back against him.

“Where are you going? I thought we were going to have sex.”

“I thought you weren’t in the mood? Besides, I have a bodyguard to woo.”

Xander grinned at me. “I believe in you. I’ll take a nap, so I have energy for all the fucking the three of us will get up to later.”

“Sorry to disappoint, but it’ll most likely be you and your hand for the night. If you want this to happen, we may have to play the slow game.”

“I’ve never been good at slow.”

“Clearly. You asked me to be your queen after one night together.”

“I’d blame coming so hard numerous times that night for my lack of sanity, but I can’t because it’s the smartest decision I’ve made since becoming the crown prince.” He cupped my face and brought my lips to his. His mouth moved against mine before his tongue forced my lips to part.

Warmth pooled in my stomach and lower. “You don’t play fair,” I moaned.

His fingers trailed down my side, and tingles wracked my entire body.

“I should go,” I tried to say. Pretty sure it came out “Iflaomighaad.”

“I’ll be super quick, I promise.”

I burst out laughing. “Real romantic.”

Xander rolled us over, so I was pinned beneath him. “I never claimed to be the romantic type. I just need you; want to be inside you. You don’t even have to take off your ugly dress.”

Romance could bite the big one for all I cared. When Xander could almost make me come by grinding against me, yeah, I didn’t need flowers and whispered sweet nothings. My hips started moving of their own accord as pleasure thrummed through my veins.

Before it got really good though, Xander reached between us to undo his belt and pants. “Yup. You’re definitely the smartest decision I’ve made.” He rose up, shoved his pants down his thick thighs, and gripped his hard cock, pumping twice. “Roll over. I wanna see that ass while I fuck you.”

I shuddered in anticipation. “Yep, definitely no Prince Charming here.”

When I moved onto my stomach and stuck my ass in the air, Xander lifted my dress over my back and groaned. “Fucking hell,” he grunted. “I’ve never seen anything more perfect than your pussy.”

“Are you going to do something about it or just stare at it?” I quipped.

Xander laughed. “If I didn’t have bigger plans for you right now, I’d shut you up by forcing you to deepthroat my cock.”

“There wouldn’t be any forcing about it.” I looked over my shoulder at him and winked.

Xander shook his head and grinned. “You’re going to be the death of me, I swear.”

I pushed my ass out farther, rubbing my ready and waiting core against his dick.

“You ready for me?”

“Definitely.” I could feel wetness practically dripping out of me. I needed him. It didn’t take much for Xander to get me to breaking point.

Without any more delay, Xander thrust inside. His moan was long and loud while I let out a grunt. His hands dug into my hips, holding me in place. I stretched around him, adjusting to his size. I might not have been completely ready, but I welcomed the sting—the fullness. I wanted more.

“You know what I can’t wait for?” Xander gritted out while pulling back out of me slowly. When he thrust back in, hard, I gasped.

“What?”

One of his hands left me, and I heard a popping noise. When a wet finger toyed around my puckered ass, I cursed. Just the idea of it almost made me fall apart.

“I can’t wait for Roman and I to share you. Me, here”—Xander picked up his pace, thrusting in and out of me—“and Roman here.” His finger breached my hole and I cried out.

“More,” I begged.

“More?” he asked, his tone amused. “You’re going to have to work for more. Get Roman to agree to doing this with us.”

“I will,” I promised. “Just … fuck … I need … I need—”

Xander added a second finger—stretching, massaging—while he fucked me with no rhythm or finesse anymore. His hips rolled, hitting me at a different angle, and my inner muscles clenched.

“Come, Delia. Come apart.”

I was so close, my hips bucked, and the sound of skin slapping skin filled the room.

“What if I do this?” he said softly. With his free hand, his fingers came down between my legs and teased my clit.

“Fuck!” I trembled at the lightest touch, unravelling before him and losing all control. My body contracted. And then again. And again, and again, and again.

Xander thrust once. Twice. On the third time, he stilled, grunting quietly as he convulsed inside me, spilling his seed.

When we both collapsed on the bed, him on his back and me on my stomach, he threw his arm over his eyes and grinned.

“It’s only going to get better,” he said with the confidence of a king.

“Fuck, yeah, it will.”

Xander chuckled. “That mouth will get you in trouble one day when you’re queen.”

I held in a sigh. He still didn’t get it. I wasn’t going to be queen. I’d have to come clean sooner or later, but I didn’t want this to end just yet.

“Don’t clean up,” he said. “I want you smelling like me while you’re with him.”

Goddamn, if that didn’t make me ready for another round. I felt owned. Cherished. All from a man who was going to rule a freaking country one day.

This was so going to blow up in my face.
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Ten minutes after I recovered from our afternoon tryst, I slipped my shoes back on, tied my hair back in a messy bun, and headed for Xander’s bedroom door. He was still in bed with a satisfied look on his face.

“Do I have any ground rules in trying to get Roman to join us?” I asked.

His smile fell as he sat up. “Like what?”

“Sex. Kissing. Anything. If you’re not comfortable with me doing any of that without you there, you need to tell me.” Not that I thought any of that would happen. Roman was in love with Xander, not me.

Xander opened his mouth to say something but then it shut again.

“You can say no. This isn’t a test. If you want this—the three of us—there’s going to be a lot of rules we’d have to work out.”

“I don’t know. I mean, the thought of you two going at it without me sucks, but you and I just had sex, so is that being hypocritical?”

“You and I are … courting, if you want to use that word. Right now, Roman claims he doesn’t want to be involved in that. I don’t think anything is going to happen, but I need lines to be drawn so I know not to cross them.”

“I won’t be mad if you hook up, but if you do, you have to give me all the dirty details.”

I hadn’t known Xander long, but I already knew that was a typical Xander answer. “Will do. And while you’ve got some time, why don’t you give more thought to why Roman is acting the way he is. I think the reason is blaringly obvious, but you’re both too blind to see it.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he called after me as I left the room. I didn’t answer him.

The first thing I had to do before going to find Roman was change into comfortable clothes, so I headed for my bedroom. However, when I reached the thick wooden double doors, Roman was already standing there.

With his hands in his pocket, his head down, he looked nauseated. “How did you know?”

“That you’re in love with Xander?”

He averted his gaze.

“It’s in the way you talk about him. The affliction and longing in your voice is hard to miss.”

“You didn’t tell … I mean, have you …”

“It’s not my place to tell him. It’s yours. Did you want to come in,”—I pointed to my room—“have tea, and talk about it?”

Without a word, he followed me inside. My suite was insane, to say the least—bigger than my own apartment. A four-post bed like in Xander’s room took up little space. I had my own sitting area with a fireplace, for crying out loud.

I called on the internal phone for someone to send up some tea and scones, and when my eyes found Roman’s again, he was watching my every move.

“What they’re saying is true, isn’t it?” he asked.

“And what is it that ‘they’re’ saying?”

“You’re going to be queen.”

“That’s what Xander wants. He wants a lot of things that aren’t possibilities.”

“Why isn’t it a possibility?”

“Okay, if we’re going to do this, we need something less formal than tea. And I need to get out of this dress. Can you get them to bring up some liquor too, while I go get changed?”

“I’m technically still on the job, D. I can’t drink.”

A smile slowly spread across my face.

“What are you smiling at?”

“You called me D. I liked it,” I whispered. I reached for the hem of my dress, but before I could lift it over my head, Roman’s voice stopped me.

“What are you doing?”

“You and I are going to bond. Feel free to look away, but I need to get into something more comfortable.”

His mouth opened to protest, but I cut him off.

“Before you go jumping to conclusions, I literally mean something comfortable like yoga pants and a tank top.”

“Oh. Okay.”

I didn’t check to see if he was watching me as I changed, but I knew he was. The muffled groan was a dead giveaway.

“Are you ready for some serious bonding?” I asked when the tea arrived.

“Bring it,” he said with an easy smile.

I took my seat on the couch, curled my feet up beside me, and nursed my cup in my hands. Roman sat across from me.

“Xander has this crazy idea that he can have his cake and eat it too,” I said.

“Are you the cake in this scenario, or am I?”

I took a sip of tea. “We both are.”

“A polyamorous crown prince. The king would have a coronary.”

“That could be fun to watch.”

Roman scoffed. “You and Xander are a match made in heaven.”

“No. We really aren’t. And once the palace finds out the truth …”

“What truth?”

Was I really about to confess all to a guy I didn’t know? Then again, there was a lot of stupid things I did with guys I didn’t know. “I let Xander believe the reason the palace won’t accept me is because I’m a socialite who’s done some … morally questionable things in the past.”

“Like had a three-way at an anonymous sex club where you need to be a member to have been able to set foot in there? Yeah, I was wondering about that. I take it Xander was your plus one?”

“Wasn’t my first time there,” I admitted. “But like Xander said, the palace could easily cover that up. My membership isn’t under my real name. If people were to come forward claiming they’d been with me or seen me there, it would be easy to say it was slanderous lies and sue them for defamation. There’s no proof of me doing all those things. There is, however, proof I’m not eligible for the crown.”

“What proof?”

I huffed a sad laugh. “You know why I think I’ve connected to Xander so easily? It’s because I know what it’s like to be the big family secret. Xander’s forced to hide his sexuality. I’m forced to hide who I am.”

“You’re confusing me.”

I sat forward and put my tea on the coffee table. “When I was thirteen, I was on the family’s country estate riding my bike. I wasn’t watching where I was going, and one of the groundskeepers didn’t see me. He was on our industrial-size lawn mower.”

“Shit.”

“The scars are faded now, but you can still see the worst one.” I bent my arm and ran my finger from my shoulder to my elbow. “It’s faint, but it’s still there.”

“I’m confused. You’re ineligible because you fell off a bike?”

“I lost a lot of blood, and by the time I got to the hospital, I needed a blood transfusion. They had some that was a match, but they asked my parents to donate in case I needed more.”

“Uh-oh.”

“Turns out Mum and Dad’s combination of blood couldn’t have produced me. My blood type is A negative, but Mum and Dad both have O blood types. It’s not possible.”

“You’re not a true Hillington,” Roman said.

“I’m ineligible because I’m not a nobleman’s daughter.”

“Do you know who your real dad is?”

I laughed because it was all so ironic. “The groundskeeper who ran me over.” My laugh turned hysterical now because no matter how many times I thought of that story, I still found it hilarious that the man found out he had a daughter by almost killing her.

“Where is he now?”

“Don’t know. He was fired after that. Disappeared. My parents stayed together even when the news of the affair came to light—”

“Lords don’t get divorced,” Roman said.

“I suspect my father … er, my stepfather? I don’t know what he is. The man who raised me paid the man off, no doubt.”

“And Xander doesn’t know this?”

I shook my head. “He’ll find out soon enough. As much as I want to be what he wants me to be, the palace won’t accept it.”

Roman leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Can I ask what you’re doing here then? Why put through Xander falling for you if you’re going to leave him?”

“Xander won’t fall for me. He can’t when …” When he’s in love with you, you idiot. Though, I suspected Xander didn’t even know it at that point.

“When what?”

“The night after we … after the club, he told me he couldn’t fall in love. He said he’s incapable of it.”

“That’s Xander though. Doesn’t mean he’s not capable. It means he doesn’t want to. I think you should tell him the truth.”

“I could say the same to you,” I said. “You should tell Xander you want to be with him.”

“You don’t think I’ve thought about it?” he snapped. “I never thought I’d have the chance to be with him, and even if I did, I knew it would be temporary. The country won’t accept a future king who’s in a same-sex relationship. And no way would I ask him to abdicate. Duty to our country comes before our wants. It was the way he was raised and the way I was trained in the military. So why would I tell him when we know it’ll end?”

Welcome to my life. “Because one day he will run this country, and he’ll be miserable the whole time doing it. Doesn’t he deserve to experience something for himself before he gives it all up to serve his crown? That’s why I agreed to be with him this summer.”

“I can’t do that. It’s hard enough trying to forget our night together. A whole summer? I don’t care if it’s selfish, I can’t do that to myself.”

“I understand.” More than he knew. Part of me had already fallen for Xander. I wanted to give him everything he wanted. I felt it was my duty to make my future king happy. But when this was over, I still had a life out there. He didn’t. Putting him above myself was my only priority. When it ended, I could deal with it then. Until I was given my marching orders from the king or queen, I’d give anything Xander asked for. I wished I could give him Roman too, but I could also see where Roman was coming from. Our fling would break him, and Xander wouldn’t want that. “I guess I figured if we can’t be together in the long run, we should have fun and make the most of what we have now.”

“Have you ever been in love?” Roman asked. He knew the answer to that before he’d asked it. The pain on his face let me know exactly what he was thinking. “Because I can tell you now, being around someone you can’t have is torture. Living without them completely like I have this last year? I honestly don’t know how I’ve survived it. And now, being back in the palace, I have to sit back and watch as he falls for you—someone who’s perfect for him—and there isn’t anything I can do about it.”

The door to my bedroom burst open, and Xander stormed in, glaring at Roman. “You’re in love with me?”

Oooh, shit.


Xander


Delia was right. I was so fucking blind. In my whole life, I’d probably had one other light-bulb moment, where everything suddenly made sense, and I realised I was a dumbass for not knowing sooner.

The first time wasn’t nearly as momentous as this. No, realising that will.i.am from Black Eyed Peas was will.i.am because it spelled William, wasn’t as life changing as finding out the only person you’d ever cared for outside your family was in love with you.

“You’re in love with me?” I repeated, quieter this time.

Roman stared, wide-eyed, and then glared at Delia. “You said you didn’t—”

She threw a hand up in surrender. “I never told him anything. I told him to work it out himself.”

“You knew?” I asked her.

Roman stood from the couch. “Well, I guess I’m going to go quit my job now.”

“No fucking way,” I said and blocked his path to the door.

“We’re not doing this,” Roman said. “I’m leaving.”

Why was he determined to run away from me? “Don’t walk out on me again. Please.”

That stopped Roman short. I didn’t know what it was about these two, but they both brought out my urge to beg.

“I was reassigned. I didn’t walk out on you.” His voice had an odd quality to it. It had an edge of irritation but mostly held reassurance.

“Felt like it to me. I didn’t understand it until today. I thought we were friends. You’re the best bodyguard I’ve ever had because you listened to me. You talked to me. You didn’t treat me like a job. Then when you were reassigned, bam, I found out how you really felt. I was an assignment to you.”

“That’s not it.”

“I know that now. You call me by my title to piss me off and keep me away. You know it’s the one thing I can’t stand, and when Delia told me you call me Xander all the time not to my face, I had to wonder why.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Roman said. “This isn’t going to work. You think we can fool around without the palace knowing?”

“I don’t want to fool around.” I wasn’t shocked by my words. Everything changed that night at the club when I realised it was Roman. “I want more than that.” My eyes went to Delia. “With both of you.”

Roman folded his arms across his chest. “And how do you propose that would work?”

“To the public, Delia will be my wife, and you’ll be our bodyguard.”

Roman looked at Delia. “You going to tell him, or should I?”

“Tell me what?”

Delia refused to look at me.

“She’s ineligible for the crown. Her father isn’t Lord Hillington but a commoner. Like me.”

“Delia?”

“It’s true,” Delia whispered.

“Why didn’t you—” I sighed. “You’ve been trying to tell me this whole time.” I ran my hand through my hair. “Fuck it, I don’t care.”

“The king and queen will,” Roman pointed out. “And you can’t keep it from them. The future queen will be heavily vetted. They’ll find out one way or another.”

I made my way to the couch and slumped down next to Delia. “This is fucked.”

“I’m sorry,” Delia whispered. “I thought I could give you what you wanted, even if it was only for a little while.”

“Did you get him to agree yet?” I already knew the answer but thought I’d ask anyway.

“No. Like you said, he’s stubborn.”

“He’s still standing right here,” Roman said.

“He’s scared he’s going to get hurt when he’ll inevitably be forced to walk away,” Delia said, ignoring him.

“Jesus H. Christ,” Roman mumbled.

I put my arm around Delia and pulled her into me. “Should we tell him I don’t ever want to hurt him? That this last year has been miserable without him by my side? That I may’ve been a blind moron for not seeing what was in front of me that whole time, and that I was always thankful for his friendship?” My eyes found his, and they were burning into me. I kept our gaze but still spoke as if I was talking to Delia, when we all knew I wasn’t. “Should I tell him that had I known how he felt, I never would’ve taunted him by asking to join me on my sexcapades but dragged him to my room where I could have him all to myself?”

Roman grunted.

“Or, maybe I should tell him that I won’t let him go now that I’m so close to having him.”

Delia and I stared at Roman, who was flitting his attention between both of us. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Delia had a wicked grin on her face.

“I think we’re breaking him,” she whispered.

“I hate both of you.” Roman started moving, but instead of going towards the door like I expected him to, he charged over to us. He dropped to his knees in front of the couch and without warning took my mouth with his.

His kiss was unapologetic, and I let him have it. I let him take what he wanted from me because I was willing to give him anything. The fantasy of doing this was something I’d thought about for the entire two years he worked for me. It didn’t compare to the reality of having him this close to me. Inside me. He got under my skin and into my head. I wanted this man with me, by my side, and I never wanted it to end.

Slowly, I removed my arm from around Delia to run my hand through Roman’s blondish hair.

Delia shuffled on the couch next to me, and I assumed she was moving closer, but when I opened my eyes, I realised she was trying to slink away.

I yanked her back. “Where do you think you’re going?”

“You two have this covered, so, uh—”

Roman cut me off from stopping her. “No.” He reached for her and cupped the side of her face. “You and Xander are a package deal. I’m the intruder here.”

“Neither of you are intruding,” I said. “I want all of us. Together. We’ll work out the rules later. Right now, I need one of you to kiss me.”

They both smiled and leaned in.

“Better yet, how about you two kiss.” I pushed their heads together a little too hard.

“Ow,” Roman complained and rubbed his forehead where they headbutted.

“Sorry,” I said. “Still wanna watch you two, though.”

Roman and Delia stared awkwardly at each other. I should’ve asked what they’d been talking about all afternoon, but at that moment, I didn’t care. I was going to make both of them mine.

“You do realise you’ve kissed before? Amongst other things.”

“True,” Delia said. “I should be able to kiss you without feeling awkward.”

Roman laughed. “It’s a little weird though, right? If it’s not just hooking up—”

My phone started vibrating in my pocket. “Shit. Hold that thought.” It was my grandfather. “I have to go see what the king wants. While I’m gone, you two should … I don’t know, get comfortable.”

“Are you telling us to fuck?” Roman asked.

“If it’ll make you less weird with each other, yeah.”
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It felt like hours later when I dragged myself back to Delia’s room. I checked my watch and realised it was hours. It was nearing one a.m.

Grandfather kept going on and on and on about this new piece of legislation I’d need to address parliament about. It was boring environmental shit. We worked through dinner, and he reminded me numerous times I couldn’t screw this one up like I screwed up at the library.

The new legislation was a bullshit piece of paper declaring the need to reduce deforestation in our small country. Our carbon footprint was minimal compared to others, but even though nearly all housing ran on solar and we had windmills generating electricity, that wasn’t good enough for the environmentalists. We needed more land, more infrastructure, but without ruining the forest. Waah, waah, waah.

I should’ve gone back to my own room. Roman would’ve gone home by now, and Delia would be asleep, but I was so sick of being alone.

This past year, I had no one.

I tiptoed my way into Delia’s bedroom and froze at the sight of Delia and Roman in bed together. Still in their clothes, bedside light on, Roman spooned Delia from behind. Both dead to the world.

Where there should’ve been jealousy—that they’d been together while I was gone—I was grateful that they had each other while I had to work. Being a future king, I’d spend a lot of time away from my wife. We might’ve been in the same palace, but royal duties outweighed quality time with family. It was that way growing up with Dad as the heir apparent.

I took my tie and jacket off when a piece of paper on the bedside table caught my eye.

The Rules.

	Thou shalt say “thou shalt” when reciting the rules. Because it’s funny.

	Delia should never think she’s funny.

	Thou shalt not tell Delia she isn’t funny. That may result in Roman not getting any. From me her anyway.

	Thou shalt write “thou shalt” under duress to say thou shalt try to hold jealous tendencies aside when it comes to the prince. He wants both of us and we need to figure out a way to handle that.

	Thou shalt call the prince Xander. He hates being referred to by his title. A smart man told me that once.

	Roman is that smart man. Thou shalt listen to him more often. Like when he says this is going to end in heartache.

	Thou shalt be positive.

	I think we’ve lost the point of the rules.

	Kiss me.



I snorted. They were ridiculous, but they were mine. Or would be. I just had to find a way to make the truth of Delia’s origin go away.

Roman was still wary, and he had every right to be. I wished I could’ve made his doubts go away, but he was a realist. If someone found out about us, there’d be a shit storm. Not only within the palace but within the entire country.

I was asking them to live their entire lives in secret. Up until this moment, I didn’t realise the weight of that.

Roman cracked one eye open. “What time is it?” he whispered. Delia didn’t stir.

“It’s late,” I whispered back and held up the sheet of paper. “I see you two were productive.”

He smiled. “I like her. A lot.”

“Did you two …”

Roman shook his head. “We were waiting for you.”

“Sorry it took so long.”

“What was it?”

I waved him off. “Legislative crap.”

“Is that the official term?”

When I laughed, Delia whimpered and then let out a pig-like noise. It made me laugh harder. Roman tried to contain his chuckle, but his shoulders shook.

“Shhh.” I put my finger over my mouth. “Before we wake her up.”

“I should go,” Roman said, but Delia rolled in his arms and threw a leg over him. “Or not. I’m trapped now.”

“Stay.” I dropped my trousers and shirt to the floor with the rest of my clothes and got into bed in my boxer briefs.

Delia’s body was warm against mine as I slid in behind her. She was wrapped around Roman, and I around her. I’d never felt more at home in the palace. It might not have been normal to some, but to me, nothing could have fit better.

I’d never allowed myself the possibility of having more than one person in my bed at a time, even though the majority of my fantasies involved that. It wasn’t possible. And now, being so close to something I’d always wanted, I didn’t want to let it go. It might’ve been unfair to Roman and Delia, but it was the only thing in my life that was for me, and as selfish as it was, I didn’t want to let it go. Since the terrorist attack, it had been nothing but working to serve my country and be the king everyone would be proud of. What I had with Roman and Delia could’ve been the only way to keep me sane. It wasn’t a usual situation, but neither was being a future king.

“Roman?” I whispered.

“Yeah?”

“I’m going to make it work.”

“I believe you.”


Roman


Iwoke to a hard body pressed against me and a rough mouth on mine.

“Mm, that’s one way to be woken up,” I murmured.

Xander rolled on top of me, and I leaned up to kiss him again. My hand cupped his face as I pulled him closer.

“Is this really happening?” I asked, still half asleep. “I had many dreams over the last three years that started out like this.”

Xander laughed. “And how did they end?”

“With lots of tissues.” My eyes cracked open. “Where’s Delia?”

“Shower. I couldn’t wait for her to get back.”

“This is why you need more than one person in your bed. You’re impatient.”

“There’s enough awesome in me to be shared around,” Xander said and then attacked my mouth again.

My hips bucked off the bed, my cock seeking friction against his.

“I love that I can do this now,” Xander said, breathlessly. “If I’d known it was a possibility, I would’ve pushed harder to win you over instead of joked around with you.”

I still couldn’t believe this was happening. The man I’d pined for, lived for, would die for. “Xander,” I breathed.

“Fuck, I could come from hearing that alone.”

I couldn’t help laughing. “Man gets off to the sound of his own name. Shocking.”

He stilled on top of me. “Don’t you get it? It’s because it came from the one person I’ve always wanted to accept me for the real me.”

“I’ve always accepted you, Xander. Always …” I desperately wanted to say I’d always loved him, but we weren’t there yet. Loving him from afar was one thing. Him on top of me like this, actually pursuing whatever the fuck we were pursuing … it was different. I cleared my throat and whispered, “Always will.”

The knock at the bedroom door startled us apart. Xander stared at the bathroom door where the shower was still going and then back to where the knock came.

“Alexander?”

Our eyes widened at his grandfather’s voice. Xander nudged me, and I dove off the bed. I hit the ground with a thud.

“Fuck.” I grunted.

“Alexander?” the king tried again.

Xander scrambled out of bed and found his trousers from yesterday. When he answered the door, he was breathless. “Grandfather.”

The king pushed his way into the room. If I was caught in here, I was fired. Or worse.

“I figured you’d be here,” the king said. “Something’s come up, and I need you to go on this overseas tour for me.”

“What? When?”

“Tonight. Six days in France, meeting with the president.”

“Why can’t you go?”

“Your grandmother put her foot down,” King Edmund grumbled. “My blood pressure is up.”

I tried not to laugh at the big, bad king who didn’t take shit from anyone having to stay home because his wife told him to.

“Okay, fine,” Xander said. “What do we have to do?”

“We?”

“Delia’s coming with me.”

“This isn’t a holiday, boy. She stays here. She’s more than welcome to stay in the palace, but this is a work trip, and you are not an official couple yet. It would be inappropriate for her to accompany you overseas. Dress and then come to my office, and I’ll brief you on the itinerary and what not to do while you’re gone.”

“Sounds fun,” Xander quipped.

As soon as the king was gone, I climbed to my feet. “That was close.”

“I don’t want to go to fucking France.”

“What’s this about France?” Delia asked from the bathroom doorway.

“I’ll be there for the next six days,” Xander said. His eyes roamed over her only wearing a towel and lit with heat.

“Xander, there’s no time,” I said. “You have to go pack … well, order your servants to pack, and then be in the royal offices before the king comes looking for you again.”

“Fine.” He approached Delia and wrapped his arms around her back. “You two play nice while I’m gone.” He kissed her softly, and his hand travelled down to her ass and gave a pinch.

Delia playfully slapped him with a laugh, and I couldn’t help trying to dissect and analyse their dynamic.

They were obviously comfortable with each other already, which was rare for Xander. He’d always been suspicious of people—of what they wanted from him—and while it was obvious to me that Delia didn’t want anything, I found it fascinating that he trusted her immediately. It made me want to know more about her.

I hadn’t seen him this relaxed since before the attacks, and that was all thanks to Delia. It made me appreciative of her, but I’d be lying if it didn’t also make me jealous.

Working out how the three of us were going to do this would be difficult. I wasn’t normally a jealous guy, but I’d never felt this way about anyone else other than Xander. My mind was open, but my heart was struggling to keep up with my head.

“Got to go,” Xander said. “I’ll see you guys in a week.”

When he left, I turned to Delia. “What are we going to do now?”

Delia waggled her eyebrows. “I can think of a few things.”
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“When you said you could think of a few things, I didn’t think you meant this,” I complained as I followed Delia into another store. I hated fucking shopping.

“I figured we have to get to know each other because let’s face it, this situation is weird.”

“Little bit.”

We moved around clothing racks, and she pulled out a black silk blouse. “What do you think?”

“I think you’re asking the wrong guy. I’m not the shopping type of queer.”

She laughed. “Fair enough. Okay, first question. When did you realise you were bi?”

I rubbed the back of my neck. “Straight to it, huh? It was high school. My stepmother caught me making out with a guy and kicked me out when I was seventeen.”

“Your … stepmother?” She bit her lip as if she was trying not to laugh.

“Yes, my stepmother,” I said in a defeated tone. I knew where she was going with this.

“Please tell me you have two horrid stepsisters too?”

“Ha, I don’t. So there.” I folded my arms across my chest.

There was a pause as she assessed me. I was determined not to give anything away. “They’re brothers, aren’t they?” she asked.

I sighed. “Yes, I have two stepbrothers who are complete wankers. But that doesn’t mean I’m Cinderella.”

“Whatever you say, Cinderella.”

“Stop calling me that.” And shit, that reminded me, Xander still had my cufflink.

“Just call me your fairy godmother. With me, you and Xander can get what you’ve always wanted—each other.”

“You’re forgetting a major difference in that story to ours.”

She cocked an eyebrow.

“They had a happy ending. Do you honestly think the crown-fucking-prince of Ashwick could become king with two lovers?”

“If we were committed, it could work. I know if the palace allowed it, I’d make an awesome queen, but if you two ever wanted it to be just you two, I’d understand—I’d still take the crown so you two could be together. Seriously, my panties practically melt off me when the two of you are staring at each other from across the room.”

A passer-by snorted. Hopefully she didn’t recognise Delia.

“Maybe we should keep it down,” I whispered.

She leaned forward, her elbows resting on the clothes rack. “You called yourself the intruder, but it’s not hard to figure out it’s me. I’ll be honest with you. I’ve had three-ways in the past at the club. Always with another female and a male. It was fine for what it was, but I wasn’t overly into them. When you took that chair in front of us that night, excitement I hadn’t felt … well, ever, took over me. I’d originally approached Xander because he looked depressed as hell, and I wanted some fun.”

“Sounds about right,” I murmured. “Granted I haven’t seen a lot of him this past year, but when I did, he never looked happy.”

“Normally, after a night at the club, I’d never see my hook-up ever again. In fact, I had every intention of ditching Xander there that night as soon as it was over. But when he asked me back to the palace, something inside me wouldn’t allow me to say no.”

“Why not?”

“I tried to tell myself that it was because he seemed vulnerable—like I was doing him a favour—but the truth is, I wanted more. Of both of you. We didn’t know who you were, so I settled for him. Then, when he asked me to marry him the next morning, I told him he was insane. But again, something inside me said I could do it. I wanted to see where this could go. I love being with Xander. When he’s not worried about becoming king, he’s fun and sexy, and so frickin’ hilarious. I like to think I’m the one who brings that out in him.”

“You are,” I admitted with no hesitance. He was different around Delia, but in a good way.

“I know there’s a ninety percent chance we don’t have a future …” She shrugged. “But I can’t bring myself to walk away from him. We were cut from the same cloth. We understand each other.”

“So, you’re in this for him? Not the crown?”

“I’d be offended if I didn’t know you were coming from a good place. The crown is the only thing working against Xander when it comes to me.”

“Okay, so you’re into having two guys at once, but are you sure you’re ready for it to be a permanent thing?” I asked. “That’s what Xander’s asking from us.”

“Are you trying to scare me off because you want him all to yourself?”

Is that what I’m doing? “I don’t know. Maybe? I may not have ever considered a relationship with two people before, but I’m open to the idea. My issue is with figuring out how it’s going to work. It’s not going to if you’re only half in or I keep getting jealous.”

“Well, I want this, and I think jealousy is a natural feeling to have, but you’re going to have to work on it because it won’t be good in the long run if you don’t know how to deal with it.”

“I want to work on it.”

“Well, you and I are the weak links here, right? Xander and I may not have had any deep and meaningful conversations yet, but we have that connection. You and I have scorching chemistry with him, but we hardly know anything about each other. Maybe we should spend the next few days changing that or figuring out our dynamic. Being in a relationship with Xander doesn’t mean we have to force something between us if it’s not there. Polyamory doesn’t have to be all or nothing. We could share him without being with each other if that’s what it comes down to. We need to figure it out between us. Just you and me.”

“You’re suggesting we date while Xander’s away?”

“Exactly.”
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It took all of a few days to work out sharing Xander with Delia would never work. I wanted her almost as much as I wanted him, and we were working on the emotional connection. If nothing else, I already saw her like a best friend. We’d stay in her room talking and laughing, and when it was just us, the rest of the word didn’t exist. She wasn’t in contention for a crown, and I wasn’t paid to watch over her. Another good thing was our bonding didn’t revolve around Xander. We were making our own bond, and I knew that would be necessary if we were going to make our relationship with Xander work.

Xander had been gone three days so far, which was both good and bad. It gave us time to work shit out, but the bad side was we both felt it was wrong to do anything past kissing, and it was getting harder to restrain myself around her.

Roman:

Our girl is torturing me.

That was an understatement. As part of my royal guard duty, I had to escort her to a luncheon, and the whole country club was buzzing with royal wedding fever. The possible future queen sat at a table a few feet away from me while I tried to be invisible pressed against a wall.

Instead of answering everyone’s questions about her relationship with the prince, she was teasing me by eating things. And drinking things. With her lips, damn it! I’d never taken much notice of them before today. You know, except when she was sucking me off.

I groaned. Fuck, I was horny. Even her ugly polka-dot dress made me want her. I knew what was underneath, so it didn’t matter how she covered it up.

She was an awesome girl—laid-back and non-judgemental like the other girls in her social circle. She wasn’t how I imagined a lord’s daughter to be.

The amount of women I’d wanted to punch today for bitching about her was getting to me. I didn’t expect my protective and possessive side to come out so soon with her.

All these women thought she was too innocent and pure and boring; nothing like the type of girl Xander went for. It was a testament to Delia’s façade that these women had no idea what she was truly like. She was fun, bubbly—always laughing, always joking. Her laugh was infectious.

My phone vibrated in my pocket.

Xander:

Fuck her and get it over with, man.

Roman:

It feels wrong to be with her without you.

Xander:

You’re going to have to get used to it because I’m going to be busy a lot when I’m king.

Roman:

Touché

Xander:

Take photos.

Roman:

Bad idea, dude.

Xander:

No faces. Please? I’m dying over here.

Roman:

With France being a third-world country and all?

Xander:

Doesn’t matter how beautiful a place is when the only place I want to be is locked in a bedroom with two certain people.

Roman:

Are you sure it’s okay to go for it while you’re not here?

Xander:

I wouldn’t say so otherwise. Do you find it weird I’ve been with D without you?

Roman:

No.

Xander:

Ask D if she cares. I bet she won’t. Go for it. And seriously, pics or it didn’t happen. I’ll see you in three days.

Three more days? I couldn’t wait that long.

“Whatcha doin’?” a woman’s voice said beside me.

I startled and shoved my phone in my suit pocket. The attire was the only thing I hated about being part of the royal guard. Give me tactical wear over suits any day. “My job,” I said.

“Right. You’re here protecting the prince’s girlfriend, right?”

I stiffened and eyed the woman from head to toe. Her black, conservative dress could’ve meant she was a socialite or a reporter. Her blonde hair was down and styled, but that didn’t help me differentiate between the two possibilities. “Are you a reporter?”

“God no. I’m Beatrice. Cordelia and I go way back. We went to finishing school together.”

Of course, you did. I didn’t know what to say or what she wanted, but I couldn’t be rude. “Oh, right. Okay.” That seemed as good a choice of words as any.

“So, she really is his girlfriend?”

“That’s a question for Lady Hillington herself. Or Prince Alexander.”

Beatrice placed her hand on my forearm, her blood-red nails digging into my suit jacket. “But you’re her bodyguard, aren’t you?”

“Yes. Why?”

I was saved when the most beautiful girl in the world appeared at my side. “Roman? I need to go to the bathroom.”

“You’re so much of a princess you can’t pee alone?” Beatrice asked.

“Not a princess yet,” Delia singsonged and walked off.

“Sorry, duty calls.” I declawed my arm from her clutches and followed Delia.

She was waiting for me outside the restroom. “You should go in first. Make sure there isn’t anyone in there waiting to attack.”

“Are we talking terrorists or more bitchy women?”

She visibly deflated. “At this point, I think I’d rather the terrorists.” She stepped forward and whispered. “They’re terrible, aren’t they? They think I don’t know they’re all bitching behind my back? Why do people suddenly think I’m deaf?”

I wanted to reach out and touch her—soothe her—but I couldn’t. We would never be able to be seen together in public. “I’ll check the bathroom and be right out.”

As soon as I stepped over the threshold though, Delia’s petite body ran into the back of me.

“There’s no one in here. I’ve been keeping track of everyone coming and going,” she whispered.

I stared at her over my shoulder and watched as she flicked the lock. “What are you doing?”

“You seriously have to stop eye-fucking me out there.”

I choked on a laugh. “I can’t help it.”

Delia stepped forward. “Then do something about it.”

I hesitated.

She pulled her phone out of her small purse. “Go on. Read the message.”

Xander:

Go fuck our boy. He needs it. He may need some convincing though.

“He knows you better than you’d think.”

I stepped closer to her. “I want to. Fuck, I want to.”

“I want you as well.”

“Are you sure? You don’t have to, I mean.”

She averted her gaze. “We need this. We need to know that we could be together for each other and not just for Xander.”

And we were done with the convincing portion of the day. I almost bowled her over with how fast I charged her.

She laughed but corrected her footing just in time for my mouth to devour hers.


Delia


The prince’s hands were soft—pampered—but Roman had callused fingers from working out. There was no way he had biceps that large without hitting the gym on a daily basis. And as his hands moved over me, those rough fingers made my skin break out in goose bumps. Pleasure hummed through me everywhere he touched. His mouth worshiped me.

His jacket was already discarded, and my fingers made quick work of his shirt buttons. As soon as the last one was popped, he let his shirt fall to the dirty floor. He gripped my hips and lifted me, carrying me to the nearby row of sinks and sitting me on the bench.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said, running my hands over his broad shoulders and hard torso. I realised how idiotic I sounded, but in my defence, it was if his body was sculpted from marble … but with a tan. Damn.

“Back at ya, babe.” He dived back in, his body against mine as I wrapped my legs around his back. His mouth kissed the fuck outta me, and a hard bulge moved against my core.

“Clothes,” I choked out. “Need them gone.”

“In a hurry to get this over with?” He laughed. Taking a step back, he undid his suit pants and shoved them down his thighs to his ankles, along with his underwear.

“Need you,” I panted.

“Your turn.” His hand slid under the skirt of my dress and up my thigh until he reached where my panty line should’ve been. “No underwear? Are you trying to kill me?”

I leaned in and whispered in his ear. “You know why these functions are so fun? Because everyone out there would never imagine a girl like me was going commando while planning to seduce her bodyguard in the bathroom.”

“Fuck, that’s hot.”

He sank to his knees, and I ached for him—for his mouth. So, what did he do? Fucking teased me with it. His tongue was feathery light, and his touch even more so as he mercilessly trailed his mouth up my inner thigh. My hips rocked, trying to get him to bury his face where I wanted it.

He chuckled against my skin.

“Xander was right. You’re an evil fucker. We’re on a time crunch here.”

That made him laugh harder, and his shoulders shook in between my legs. He lifted his head and watched me as two of his long fingers slowly entered me. “As I recall, someone claimed she never begged. That true?”

Ah, shit.

“Because by the strangled noise you’re making, honey, I think I’m about three seconds away from hearing the word please fall from your lips.” His fingers continued to torture me.

I hated begging but hated the need for release more. It usually took a lot longer for a guy to get me to that point. I counted to four to prove a point. “Please.”

Roman smirked. “You counted to four just to be stubborn, didn’t you?”

“Not at all,” I lied.

“Liar.” He finally put me out of my sweet misery when his mouth landed on me, and his fingers picked up their pace.

I hoped the walls of the bathroom were as thick as the castle’s, or I was sure everyone could’ve heard the moan that ripped from me.

“Need to be quiet,” Roman whispered.

I had to bite my lip to stifle my moans, but Roman didn’t stay with me for long.

“Hang on, baby. Not going to let you come until I’m inside you, and I need a condom.”

I reached for him. “No, you don’t. Xander made me get tested before I came to stay. And I have an IUD. Palace didn’t want a surprise future king or queen from a summer romp.”

“I’ve been tested,” he said.

“I trust you.”

Roman’s eyes softened. His large hands pulled me forward and off the bench until my feet hit the ground. “Turn around.”

I did as he said. “Mm, I like bossy Roman.”

“Better hold on, sweetheart.”

My fingers gripped the edge of the bench.

His body covered mine, and his hard cock dug into my back. Lips landed on the back of my neck, and his hot breath warmed my skin. “This is going to be hard and fast. You ready for that?”

“Yes,” I hissed.

One hand trailed down my front and up my skirt. Fingers massaged my clit, while the weight from my back disappeared as he straightened up behind me. He lined up his cock and thrust inside. “Fuuuuck.”

I agreed with the sentiment in the form of a gasp. He was fully seated but unmoving.

“Thought this was going to be fast,” I taunted.

“It will be if I move right now.”

I laughed.

“Fuck, laughing isn’t helping, sweetheart.”

“How about this?” I asked and rocked my hips back.

He groaned. “You’re as evil as me.”

“But it’s fun.”

“Yeah, it is.” Roman moved inside me. His grip on my hips hardened to the point of pain, but I welcomed it. “I can’t wait to share you with Xander.”

The thought of Xander joining us made my inner muscles clench in arousal.

“Or maybe you’d rather watch Xander do me.”

That image was almost too much. “You’d let him do that?” I asked in between panting.

“It’s Xander. I’d let him do anything.” Roman started a punishing pace, and my body started trembling. “Goddamn, you feel good.”

“What about him? Would he let you do that to him?”

“Xander doesn’t do that.”

“How do you know?”

“I had to listen to Xander have sex for two years. Pretty easy to work it out when it was always the other guys begging him to go harder.”

“Fuck, Roman.” I couldn’t hold out anymore.

“You close, baby?” His fingers pinched my clit, sending me over the edge. My knuckles turned white from gripping the bench too hard, but it gave me the right leverage to take Roman pounding into me from behind.

It didn’t take long for him to lose his rhythm and shudder his release inside me.

His head dropped between my shoulder blades as he tried to catch his breath. “I needed that. You’ve been driving me crazy for days.”

“Glad I could help, but we should get back out there. God forbid one of these ladies need the bathroom.”

As if on cue, someone tried to open the door.

Roman pulled out of me, making quick work of putting his clothes back on. I only needed to straighten my dress and use the paper towels to clean up a bit.

“Can we please go back to the palace as soon as possible?” he asked. “Knowing you’re walking around out there without underwear is going to open you up to an assassination attempt because there’s no fucking way I’ll be able to concentrate on my job.”

“Deal. I want round two.” I laughed at the tortured sound that escaped Roman. But my smile fell when I ran into Beatrice when I unlocked the bathroom door.

The evil glint in her eye let me know nothing good would come from her catching me in the bathroom with Roman. “Slumming it, future queen?”

I scoffed. “Roman was helping me with my heel. The strap broke.”

“Right,” she said and glanced down at my feet. “I believe that as much as Prince Alexander being interested in someone like you. So, what’s the deal? Are you his beard? Are the rumours about him true?”

Roman’s domineering presence came behind me. I didn’t have to turn to know he was there. “I can assure you Prince Alexander is smitten with Lady Hillington. So much so my job has been threatened if anything happens to her. Which includes being ambushed by jealous women.”

Beatrice’s mouth dropped open.

“Now, if you’ll excuse us, Lady Hillington needs to go back to the palace. Her shoe broke.”

Beatrice’s eyes fell to Roman’s shirt. “You missed a button.” She pushed past us and entered the bathroom.

Roman leaned in. “Her word against ours, hon. No need to panic.”

I nodded and headed for the exit.
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“It’ll be fine,” Roman said on the drive back to the palace. “She’s a ditzy socialite who wants the crown. But we, uh, probably shouldn’t let ourselves do that again. In public, I mean.”

“I know. That’s not why I’m quiet.”

“Then what is it?”

“I wanted to tell her she was right. About us.”

Roman’s lips pulled into a tight line. “That’ll never be able to happen, D. It’s one of the reasons I didn’t want to start this. I was worried about having to be in the closet for the rest of my life. It’s not like I can take you to the pub with my friends and be all ‘Oh, by the way, I’m in a relationship with the future king and queen of Ashwick.’”

Xander and I were assholes. “I never thought about that. Xander probably hasn’t either. I think he’s got tunnel vision when it comes us. He’s so desperate to get what he wants, he’s overlooking the issues outside the palace.”

“I never said I wasn’t willing to do it,” Roman said. “If I thought I couldn’t handle it, I wouldn’t have agreed to it. What we could have is enough for me. For me to serve on the royal guard and be with two people I care about? To watch as those two people shape the future of our country? Yeah, I think it’d be worth not being publicly recognised.”

“How patriotic of you.”

“I was in the military and am now in the elite royal guard. I live and die for my country.”

“I still want to poke Beatrice’s eyes out and tell her to back off for talking to you.”

Roman’s lips twitched. “That’s the reason behind the bathroom romp? Jealousy?”

“My whole life, I’ve felt like I didn’t belong, you know? I don’t know if it has to do with the fact my real father was a farmer or that my parents were both distant to me growing up. That only got worse as I got older—especially when my father found out I wasn’t his. I pretended to be someone else for so long I didn’t know who I truly was anymore. I was a robot. I put on proper dresses and behaved appropriately. And then—”

“One day you snapped and started going to sex clubs and blowing dukes in bathrooms?”

I gasped. “You know about that?”

“It’s true? Holy shit!” Roman laughed. “It was a rumour I heard, but I didn’t realise the girl in question was you. I used it as an example of the shit you must’ve got up to when you hit your rebellious phase.”

“Even through that phase, though, I still felt like I was pretending. Like I didn’t belong. I can play the sex vixen, and I can play the innocent librarian type as Xander calls it. I’ve been lost my whole life and have no direction. Yet, the only thing that makes sense to me is something that isn’t considered normal. Being with you and Xander … it’s—”

“Just because it’s not common doesn’t make it wrong.”

“Others won’t see it that way if it got out, which is why it sucks I couldn’t tell Beatrice where to shove it today.”

“Question,” Roman said, pulling into the palace gates. He showed his credentials and then turned to me. “If you could do anything in the world, what would it be? You can’t tell me you have your heart set on being queen.”

I stared out the windshield as I truly thought about what I wanted. I had no clue. “Like everything else, being queen is something I know I’d be able to do. Put on another mask, another façade, and do my job.”

“If you’re into wearing masks, you could become a superhero. Although, that would mean you’d have to start wearing underwear. So that’s probably out.”

“Definitely. I’d have to wear them on the outside of my clothes, and I don’t know if I could pull off that look. Plus, I did ballet as a child. Tights are harder to get into than it looks.”

“Okay, so no superheroing. Do you have any hobbies?”

I shrugged. “I like painting and took a few art classes at university, but it’s not like you can make a living doing that. I want to help people, but short of donating a shit ton of cash to charities, I don’t know how. I want to contribute to society.”

The car pulled into the parking lot at the palace, and Roman killed the engine. I liked that he didn’t drop me off at the entrance with others to guard me while he parked the car. He was doing that thing where he treated me as an equal instead of his charge, and I could see why Xander revelled in it.

“Well, I still think Xander will find a way to make you queen,” he said. “What better way to contribute than helping shape the future of an entire country? The world’s your oyster and all that shit.” He opened his arms wide.

“How profound. I’ll only do it if you agree to be my permanent bodyguard.”

“Under one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“No more masks. Not with me, and not with Xander.”

I leaned across the console and met his lips with my own. The kiss was brief—two seconds, tops. “I haven’t had to wear a mask for you yet … oh, wait, except for the sex one when I first met you. But that was an actual mask, and I think you were more meaning metaphorically, and—”

“D?”

“Hmm?”

“You’re cute when you ramble.”

“Sorry.”


Xander


Carl:

Rumour has you floating around in Paris. I’m in town. Want to catch up later tonight?

Reading between the lines, I knew he really meant want to fuck?

Xander:

I have a tight schedule. Sorry.

My phone vibrated with an incoming call. It was him. He probably didn’t buy my bullshit excuse because I always tried to make time for him when I could. He didn’t understand it would never happen again. I hadn’t been with him since that night when everything went to shit, and I’d been purposefully ignoring him since then. Finally relenting, I hit answer. “Hey.”

“Been a long while since you responded to me. I figured I’d better call to make sure it was you. If you weren’t all over the news, I thought you might’ve died.” Great choice of words, Carl. His voice was deep and familiar, and hearing it transported me back to last year when I was running around being the typical playboy prince the news made me out to be. I was no longer that guy. I hadn’t been that guy for a long time.

“Uh, yeah. Sorry about that.”

“So, your tight schedule doesn’t have anything to do with a certain blonde the tabloids are declaring as the future queen of Ashwick?”

Even if Delia wasn’t in the picture, I was done with Carl. Last time I was with him, it got my sister killed. At least Delia gave me an excuse. “Yeah, actually, it does. We’re together.”

Carl scoffed. “But she’s so—”

“Amazing, beautiful, funny. Take your pick.”

“Right. But can she give you everything you want?” He lowered his voice. “And you know what I mean by that.”

You have no idea. “Let’s just say we have that covered.”

“So that’s that then.” The comment, while flippant, had an undertone of irritation.

“It’s been that for the past year. Why do you think I haven’t responded to any of your messages?”

“You were grieving. I figured you needed space. Are you really going to throw away eight years together for—”

“It was eight years of casual hook-ups whenever you were in the country. It’s not like we were together for real or that we’re friends. We never had a future.”

“That’s all I was to you?”

Uh, yeah. “I’m sorry.”

“Fucking really? That’s how it’s going to be?”

I sighed. It wasn’t Carl’s fault I couldn’t be with him again, but that didn’t stop me from blaming our situation for what happened. I needed to let him down gently. “Did you really think the crown prince of Ashwick would be allowed to have a guy on the side? We were done the minute that title was given to me.”

He was silent for a beat before his agitated voice said, “Right. Okay then.” And then he hung up. Great. Nice knowing you.

I went to throw my phone on my hotel bed, but the screen flashed with a notification. It was a message from Roman. A picture message. Delia wasn’t identifiable as she had her hair covering her face, but it was definitely a photo of her on her knees with her lips wrapped around Roman’s cock. Goddamn it.

Xander:

Okay, photos were a bad idea. Especially when I have another meeting I need to be at in ten minutes. Nothing like scaring world leaders with a hard-on.

Roman:

We miss you.

Xander:

Coming home in two more days. What’s the fastest you reckon I could jerk off?

Roman:

If I was there, I bet I could get you there with minutes to spare. D says she could get you there faster.

Xander:

We’ll have to test that theory when I get back.

Roman:

Challenge accepted.
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Two days felt like another week had passed, and by the time I’d landed, got back to the palace, and debriefed Grandfather on the trip, it was the middle of the night.

Expecting to crawl into bed with an asleep Delia and hopefully also Roman, I almost stumbled over my damn feet when I walked into Delia’s room to find them in front of the fireplace.

Naked.

Delia straddled Roman’s lap, rolling her delicate hips. He sat up, wrapped his arms around her, and fused his mouth to her breast.

She threw her head back, her long hair falling over her back and landing near her tight little ass. Her feminine moan knocked any tiredness out of me.

“Well, this is a nice welcome home party,” I said dryly.

They both lifted their heads and smiled.

“Thought you’d like it,” Roman said.

“Going to join us?” Delia breathed.

As much as my cock begged me to join in, the whole trip had me wiped. “I think I might enjoy watching instead.” I loosened my tie and stalked towards them, sitting my ass on the loveseat by the fireplace. “Carry on. Pretend I’m not even here.”

Roman leaned in and kissed Delia’s shoulder. “Guess we better give him a show.” Lying back, Roman gripped Delia’s hips in his giant hands and controlled her movements as she rode him.

The sight was mouth-watering, and I let out a groan. Roman chuckled, and it sent a jolt down my spine. My dick begged to come out and play, weeping precum in my pants to let me know it was ready.

Tiredness was suddenly lost to horniness, and I couldn’t resist unzipping my pants and reaching for my cock. The first touch was conflicting—satisfying yet nowhere near enough. The urge to join Delia and Roman was almost too much, but they locked eyes with each other when he cupped her face and his thumb stroked her cheek. While I was gone, they’d developed intimacy that I wasn’t a part of. Somewhere deep inside, it stung a little, but I knew it was because this was new. In the long run, it’d be better for them to bond on their own—just like I needed to bond with each of them separately. Plus, watching how tender he was with her made my cock harder. We shared something precious, and I would do anything to make her ours.

I lazily stroked myself, just enough to take the edge of desperation off but not enough to come.

Delia’s hips increased their pace, and so did her breathing. It was if I could feel her on my cock, doing that to me instead of him. I was connected to both of them, even though we weren’t touching.

“That’s it, baby,” Roman whispered. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sound of his deep voice coaxing Delia to orgasm.

My hand sped up and gripped tighter, slicking precum down my shaft. Delia started her I’m-so-close moans, bringing me closer to the edge.

I thought she was going to fall first, but Roman surprised me by shouting out and shuddering beneath her. The sight of him coming undone made me swell with pride—as if I was the one who did it to him—and when Delia fell apart moments later, I was way too distracted to make myself come.

I watched them breathing heavy and smiling, coming down from their high, and I loved every second of it. But there was something in the back of my mind being drowned out by the endorphins and happiness. It sounded like my sister’s voice telling me it was unfair of me to put two amazing people in the position I’d forced them into.

Granted, I didn’t know Delia well yet, but I loved everything I did know about her. And Roman … he was the perfect guy for me. He was my best friend first—my only real friend. He did things for me out of the goodness of his heart, not because he wanted something from me.

“Need some help?” Delia asked, rising from the floor.

I looked down at my flagging erection in my hand, but it chubbed back up at the sight of Delia swaying her sultry curves towards me. Her tits bounced as she moved, and my mouth went dry.

My eyes found Roman, who was still trying to recover on the floor next to the fireplace. “You okay, man?” I asked.

He waved me off, breathlessly.

“Did you try to kill him?” I asked Delia.

“She almost succeeded” came from his strained voice.

Delia smiled and reached for my hand, pulling it away from my cock. Straddling me, she lowered herself onto me. She was warm and wet with Roman’s come, and it made any self-restraint falter.

“Goddamn it.” I threw my head back and gripped her waist hard, forcing her to move over me.

Logic and courtesy told me to slow down—that she could get another orgasm out of this—but there was no way. Her tiny body took my punishing pace, and just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, she clenched her inner muscles and practically strangled my cock.

I came so hard I saw stars. Every little spasm of her pussy drew out more cum.

My hands went slack, and I melted into the couch. With my eyes closed, I breathed heavy, and I could’ve fallen asleep right then and there.

Soft lips touched mine, and I had to force myself to return Delia’s kiss. She’d fucked me until I was boneless.

She laughed softly. “I think someone’s tired.”

Then her body was gone, and large hands were pulling me off the couch and undoing my shirt.

I didn’t realise I hadn’t gotten fully undressed yet.

Together, Roman and Delia shed my clothes and pulled me towards the bed. I moved in a half-awake state, too sated and exhausted for anything else.

Roman got into bed behind me, his dick nestling against my ass, and Delia curled into me as I lay on my side.

“Welcome home, babe,” Roman whispered in my ear.

I found myself smiling. “You called me babe.”

“Don’t like it?”

“I love it. Relationship Roman is awesome. So much better than standoffish, straight Roman.”

“You do realise I was never straight, right? I put that barrier up because I had to push you away.”

“Why?”

“Do you really want to open that can of worms tonight?” Delia asked.

“No,” we both said in unison.

“Get some sleep,” Delia said. “We have a big week coming up.”

“We do?” I asked.

Roman sighed. “It’s the anniversary …”

Realisation dawned. “Of my parents and Annie.”

Fuck.


Roman


Apress conference had been planned for the anniversary of the royals’ deaths. It was a large event, which meant all hands on deck when it came to security. Because of this, I was sent home for a two-day break. I’d been pulling overtime with Delia, but it wasn’t as if I was on duty that whole time. I couldn’t tell my bosses that though.

My studio apartment in the city was bare and small. I was rarely ever home—my contracts had been live-in with my charges until Delia. It was truly the apartment of a poor person. There were no furnishings apart from a bed and a dresser. I didn’t even have a TV.

Coming home to the depressing state of my private life really made me question what I was doing with Delia and Xander. I didn’t belong in that world. I wasn’t royal. I was a commoner—a public servant. While Delia didn’t have noble blood, she was raised for princess life.

A knock on the door brought me out of my dangerous thoughts. I couldn’t let doubt seep in. I couldn’t go into this relationship thinking it wasn’t going to work or it wouldn’t. Xander was determined to find a way, and I wanted to believe him. I wanted a future with him and Delia. I’d never wanted anything more in my life.

My old royal guard partner, Brad, stood at the entrance when I opened the door. “I’ve fucked up.”

I stepped back. “How did you know where I lived? Or that I was here?”

“I swung by the palace only to find out you’d been dismissed for two days. Also, we’re the royal guard, dude. We have endless resources to track people down.”

Opening the door wider, I let him into my shoebox apartment.

He whistled. “Fuck, man, how do you live here?”

I sighed. “What do you want? How have you fucked up?”

“You know how Prince Quin drags us to that stupid club every other week? There … was this girl.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “If you tell me she was underage, a prostitute, or a reporter and it’s all about to come out in a tabloid, I may kill you before the palace gets to you first.”

“No, no, no. Nothing like that. We’re not talking treason … oh shit, I don’t think?”

“What are you rambling about?”

“You got some alcohol?” Brad’s eyes darted around the small apartment.

“Sure.” I went to my kitchenette and pulled out Ashwick’s specialty scotch from the cupboard, but as I reached for glasses, Brad grabbed the bottle off the counter and swigged it.

“Classy,” I mocked.

“I had sex with Quin. Wait … no—”

“You what?”

“That came out wrong. I didn’t have sex with him. I had sex … with a girl, while he was having sex with her also.”

The tips of my ears burned. I averted my gaze and cleared my throat. “And you’re freaking out because you’re straight and had a three-way with another guy?”

“No. Quin and I never touched.” He took another swig. “Okay, in that situation, there’s going to be like grazing against each other and shit, but I mean we didn’t purposefully touch each other. I don’t swing your way.”

“My way?” No one at work was aware of my sexuality … that I knew of.

Brad rolled his eyes. “Please. I’ve caught you numerous times checking out my ass, but I’ve also seen you hit on a woman at the gym. I figured …” He shrugged. And yeah, I liked to stare at his ass—it was a nice ass—but my expression at him knowing I did it must’ve been stricken, because he added, “I’m cool with it, but I’m trying to clarify what happened between me and Quin. It was all about the girl—whoever she was—and it’ll never happen again, but what does that mean for my job? Like, I’ve fucked up here, haven’t I?”

“Umm …” It would’ve been hypocritical of me to say yes while I still carried on my relationship with the crown prince … and his girlfriend. “Who knows about it?”

“Quin, the chick, and you.”

Something sits wrong in my gut. Sure, Brad and I worked together for a few months, but I didn’t think we were like friends or anything. If we were, I was totally a shitty friend. “Don’t tell anyone else, and you’re all good.”

Brad’s eyes narrow. “Why are you being cool about this? You’re supposed to yell at me and whip me into shape.”

“Huh?”

“You’re a stickler for the rules. I came here to hear a voice of reason.”

“Oh. Okay. In that case, you’re an idiot, you crossed a line, and if it gets out, you’ll lose your job. So shut your mouth, put your head down, and don’t have another threesome with your charge.” Now if only I could’ve had that pep talk with myself.

Fuck, what am I doing? This had the potential to not only end in heartache but divide an entire nation. A polyamorous king …

“Okay, now you’re white as a sheet,” Brad said, and then his eyes widened. I could practically see the gears working in his mind and the exact moment he worked everything out. “Holy shit, you’re fucking the Hillington woman. And she’s with Xander, who’s bi too, and—”

“How do you know that?”

“Please, there have always been rumours, talks within the royal guard … it’s probably the worst-kept secret in the palace. Although, you sticking it to them both is pretty huge, so I think that’ll take over soon enough.”

“Way to make me feel worse, Brad.”

“I don’t get it. Why would you jeopardise your career for a quick fuck? I’d expect it from me, but not you. You’re a lifer. You’re all about the job.”

I snatched the bottle out of his hands and took a long pull. “It’s not a quick fuck. We’re … together.”

“You and Xander? Like, is Cordelia a beard?”

“No”—another pull of scotch—“Xander, Delia, and me … we’re a couple. Err … triple?”

“A throuple?”

I shrugged. “A whatever. The three of us want to be together.”

“For how long?”

“For as long as it works. Xander’s talking forever.”

“And you’re stupid enough to believe that?”

I flinched.

“I’m not trying to be a dick, and I’m not judging your lifestyle. Sex with more than one person at a time I can understand, but having a relationship where you have two people to satisfy emotionally? Good luck to you, brother.”

His words made more doubt creep in.

Brad’s expression softened. “Look, if you’re up for it, who am I to say it won’t work. Maybe if you were all normal, a permanent three-way could work out, but you’re a commoner, trying to be with the future king and queen of Ashwick. There’s something majorly wrong with that picture.”

He wasn’t saying anything I didn’t already know, but I was so head over heels in love with Xander I was willing to believe we could make it in the long run. I was falling for Delia, too. The week we had alone together sealed our bond, and now Xander was back, it was better than ever. But Brad had a point, and it was my biggest fear too. I didn’t belong in their world.

“Dude, I’m sorry,” Brad said. “You look like I just slaughtered a kitten, but it had to be said. I don’t want to see you fuck up your life, because when this blows up, you’ll be back here in this really shitty apartment while they still live in the palace.”

“Fuck you, my apartment’s not shitty.” I glanced around the small space and realised I was lying my ass off. It wasn’t just shitty—it was depressing.

“That’s what you got from what I said? You’re going to end up jobless and alone if you keep doing what you’re doing. And I thought I’d fucked up. Geez.”

“I’m in love with him. Have been since I worked for him. I want to love her too. The idea of being with both of them—”

Brad threw his hands up in the air. “Your choice. I’ll be there to buy you a beer or ten when your world comes crashing down.”

“Thanks,” I mumble.

He grabbed the bottle of scotch back off me and lifted it to his mouth. “Cheers.”


Delia


“We’re horny,” Xander complained.

I waved my hand between him and Roman on the couch as I continued to pace. “Help yourselves.” Now that Roman was back from his forced two days off, they were both eager to get me into bed. Xander and Roman were phenomenal lovers on their own, but together … I didn’t think there was a word to describe how explosive it was. They sat in just their underwear, all manly sculptured muscles as far as my eyes could see, but I was too stressed to think about sex.

“You’re not going to join us?” Roman asked.

“Isn’t the point of a poly relationship so that if one person’s not in the mood, there’s still another person right there who can do it?” My attitude was shitty, but I had to talk to them both about something, and I wasn’t sure how to bring it up.

Xander frowns. “Umm, no, that’s not actually the point of what we’re doing.”

“It’s not?” Roman asked. There was no humour in it. It was a genuine, perplexed question.

Xander stood from the couch faster than The Flash could even pull off. The tips of his ears turned pink, and he wore an unprincely scowl. “You think I only want you two for sex?”

Roman and I locked eyes, confusion warring in our mirrored expressions.

Xander turned to Roman. “You, you jackass, know every single thing there is to know about me, this fucked-up royal family I was born into, and extremely intimate details of my life, and you want me anyway. You’re not just my physical security, but whenever shit goes wrong, I want you there.” Xander breathed heavy, getting more and more worked up. “I was grateful you were the one to tell me my family were dead, because I could handle it coming from you. When you told me everything was going to be okay, I believed you. For so long I joked about you joining in on my sexcapades, but they were never really jokes. I wanted just one time where I could touch you the way I wanted and love you the way I’d fantasised about.”

Roman sat there, eyes wide and speechless.

Then Xander turned his rant onto me. “And you. You made me smile, laugh, and have fun for the first time in over a year. Your no bullshit attitude is one of the many reasons I’m falling in love with you. Each of you give me something different.” He pointed to me. “No nonsense or drama.” Then he pointed to Roman. “Unconditional love with no judgement. At least … that’s how I thought it was. You guys thought what? That I wanted to keep you both as sex toys? You know what, I’m so pissed right now I don’t even want to have sex. With either of you.”

Xander stomped towards the door, but Roman called out, “Dude, you can’t go out there in your underwear. They all know we’re in here. That’ll be a great way to tell everyone we’re fuck—umm, together.”

Good move on rephrasing that, Roman.

Xander froze with his hand on the door and sighed.

“Xander,” Roman said and rose slowly from the couch, “you kinda gotta see it from our perspective. You don’t talk about real feelings, and after one night together, you declared you wanted the two of us forever. What were we supposed to think when you pushed us into getting to know each other and have sex so you could get what you want? You know I’d do anything for you, because I’m hopelessly—some would argue pathetically—in love with you, but you haven’t exactly given us reason to believe you don’t want anything more than a queen in your bed and a bodyguard to fuck.”

Xander spun around to face us. “If you thought I was only using you for sex, why did you agree to it?”

“I was desperate for any scraps you’d give me,” Roman whispered.

“Yeah, that’s pretty pathetic sounding,” I said. Out loud. Oops.

Roman chuckled. “You know, you don’t have to be no nonsense all the time, Miss Sensitivity.”

“Sorry. I’m stressed. I have an even worse filter when I can’t think properly. I’ve even avoided going out when I’m pissed off so I never risk breaking my noble composure.”

“Why are you so stressed out?” Xander asked.

“My … My …” I began to hyperventilate.

“Breathe,” Roman soothed.

Suddenly the air was no longer charged with anger but concern for me. Both guys approached and sandwiched me between them.

“My parents called and demanded I break it off with Xander,” I mumbled into Roman’s chest.

Xander’s arms tensed behind me. “They what?”

“They’re worried it’ll all get out—that I’m not who everyone thinks I am. I’m not fit to be queen, and I’ll bring shame on the family when our secret is splashed all over the tabloids.”

“And we thought the king and queen would be the obstacle,” Roman said.

“It’s probably time to talk to them about it,” Xander said. “I’m surprised they haven’t brought it up yet.”

“Exactly,” I said. “So, this whole argument could be moot. I’m going to be banished from the palace any day.”

“So much for not being dramatic,” Roman mumbled.

“I’ll talk to Grandfather tomorrow,” Xander said.

“And if he says I’m ineligible?”

“Then we work something out,” Xander said. “I don’t want to lose either of you.”

It was the first time since we started this that I had a flicker of hope. I wanted this to work in the long-term. Xander said he was falling for me, and I knew I was falling for both of them.


Xander


Roman had a briefing with his superiors, so I spent the afternoon making Delia forget about her stupid parents and reassuring her with my hands, my mouth, and my cock that we’d find a way. Once Roman came back, we reassured him a little too.

Now they were both passed out in bed, and I couldn’t sleep, so I made my way to Grandfather’s office with the intention of addressing the Delia issue. I knew he’d still be awake—he usually didn’t leave the office until nine or ten p.m., but when I got there, the king decided to drop a bombshell on me.

“I was about to summon you. An anonymous source claims to have been Crown Prince Alexander’s gay lover for years. The palace was given advanced warning of the headlines going out tomorrow.”

My stomach lurched. All these years of covering it up, only to be outed by a jilted ex?

Motherfucking Carl.

I gritted my teeth. “He had an NDA.”

“Anonymous source. We can’t prove who it was,” Grandfather said.

“There’s only one I was with for that long.” I waited for the yelling—the lecturing—but it didn’t come. There wasn’t time when we had to do damage control.

“Well, we can’t admit that to the public now, can we?”

“Then what’s the point of having an NDA in the first place if we can’t do anything about it when it’s breached?”

“The best way to make this go away is to cover it up. Is Cordelia ready to become queen? Your engagement’s being pushed up.”

I swallowed hard. “Uh … there’s something you need to know about her.”

“Her biological father was a farmer, not Lord Hillington. We know. The man died a few years ago of a heart attack, and the medical records have been lost.”

“Lost?”

Grandfather nodded. “Lost. Which makes her eligible. You’ll announce your engagement tomorrow.”

“Just like that? Cover up the past? An entire life?” I didn’t know why I was surprised, but it was scary how easily my grandfather could make things disappear. Like my sexuality for one. “You don’t think announcing my engagement so soon will look like we’re overcompensating? If we ignore it, it’ll go away. This isn’t the first time rumours have spread about me.”

“Hmm, and you’d think you would’ve learned your lesson by now.”

I knew where this was headed, and I needed to avoid it. “Tell me what I need to do.”

“You’re going to give the anniversary speech at the memorial, reflecting back on the attacks and the loss of the future king and queens of Ashwick. After that, you’ll announce your engagement and spout about how your parents would’ve adored the love of your life. Who’s a woman.”

My hearth thundered in my chest. “I … I can’t do that. Announce the engagement, fine, but I’m not giving a speech about my parents.”

“This isn’t a negotiation. If you’re ready for the crown, you’ll do it. We need to appear strong and unemotional.” Sure, because talking about my family being killed while remaining unemotional will be a walk in the park. “We miss Prince Christian and Princesses Prudence and Anne, but we’re recovering and our alliances remain solid. We’re thriving so much that you’ve found love and are getting married. You will deny these accusations”—he pointed to the newspaper on his desk—“and you will be believable. I don’t want to put you in front of a camera, but it will look weak if the PR department does it for you. End of discussion.”

The elation I should have felt thanks to Delia’s issue being dealt with wasn’t present. All that sat in the pit of my stomach was dread.

Once dismissed and in a haze, my feet led me the opposite way to Delia’s room, and I ended up in the kitchen raiding the liquor cupboard.

I downed two shots of scotch immediately.

Grandfather thought it was no big deal for me to stand in front of the media—the whole country—and deny who I was. He wanted me to talk about my family as if the country lost more than I did. I lost my mother, father, and sister; they left me alone in the world.

Another two shots went down my throat.

Was this where it started with my grandfather? Did he sit on a stool in the kitchen and drink away his feelings until he became the cold, heartless asshole that he was? Was I destined to become him?

This last year, I tried to see what Annie saw in that man, but I just couldn’t find it.

Ugh. I should stop drinking. That didn’t stop me from taking one last swig.

I refused to become him.

Stumbling my way through the empty halls of the palace, I tried to be quiet when I reached Delia’s room.

My hand went to the doorhandle, but I didn’t open the door. Not yet. I needed to compose myself in case they’d woken and found me gone.

Should’ve brought the bottle of scotch.

When I finally opened the door, it didn’t matter how much composing I did because they were still both asleep.

I didn’t want to disturb them, so I went and sat on the couch by the fireplace which wasn’t lit. Didn’t stop me from absently staring into the dark abyss and seeing my future.

Rustling of bed sheets and clothes sounded behind me, yet I couldn’t bring myself to look.

Roman appeared in my peripheral, wearing only sweats. “You’re back.” Guess he noticed I was missing after all.

Normally, I’d have a hard time averting my gaze from a shirtless Roman. Definitely didn’t have that problem now. “Didn’t mean to wake you.” I looked back at Delia who was still sound asleep. “She sleeps like the dead, huh?”

“And she snores occasionally.” Roman sat beside me. “What’s with smelling like a scotch factory?”

“My grandfather. What else?” My voice cracked. I closed my eyes because I refused to cry in front of Roman.

“What happened?”

“The king wants me to give a speech. Oh, and announce my engagement. One good bit of news in a bucket of shit—Delia’s past has been covered up. But mine has been unleashed. Carl fucking outed me.”

Roman blinked. And then blinked some more. “Well, shit. Never did like him. I think he knew I had a thing for you. Would always make sure to be extra loud about how much he worshiped your cock. Fucker.”

“Carl is a non-issue now. This press conference, however … I think Grandfather’s testing me after botching the last one. He said I have to be unemotional as I talk about my parents and Annie.”

“Yeah, okay, like that’s a possibility.”

“That’s what I said.”

Roman wrapped his arm around my shoulder and brought me down so my head rested on his chest. “What are you going to do?”

“I don’t have a choice,” I whispered.

“Sorry, babe. That sucks.”

“Do you think Delia’s ready to marry me?” I asked.

“I dunno. But she’ll do it for you anyway.”

This whole thing felt wrong. She wasn’t marrying me because she loved me. Maybe one day she would—we were heading in that direction—but what if she resented me for forcing her into a marriage? It’s not like the king of Ashwick got divorced. If he did, he’d have to step down beforehand. “God, what are we doing? I should let you two run far away from me. I’m forcing you into this shitty life where we have to hide.”

“We’re not going anywhere. Especially me.”

“Maybe I should abdicate. I don’t want the crown that bad.” I didn’t want it at all.

“Yes, you do,” he said.

“I’m taking it out of obligation to my parents. I owe it to them. To Annie. I don’t want to have to lie every single day or be scared someone’s going to take my crown because a tabloid gets wind of our relationship. I want to live with you and Delia without this damn pressure weighing me down. I thought I could do it all—be king and have you guys on the side—but the media is going to be ruthless now that Carl outed me. Anonymously, of course, so we can’t do anything about it.”

Roman’s arms tightened around me. “Anonymously call up the tabloid and out Carl.”

“Nah, I don’t want to stoop to his level. If he ever decides to come out of the closet, he should have the right to be the one to do it. Even if he is a dick.”

His lips touched the top of my head. “You’re a better man than I am. Look, if you don’t want the crown, don’t take it. But don’t abdicate for us. Delia and I had this very conversation a few days ago. I’m happy to live in the shadows for you two. You and my country are worth the sacrifice.”

I sat up. “I don’t want you to have to sacrifice anything,” I hissed. “I don’t want her to sacrifice anything either.”

“But you think you should? This is a two-way—hmm, three-way street? That phrase doesn’t quite work with us, does it?”

I laughed. “I guess not.”

“Don’t make any rash decisions tonight. Just get through the memorial. Announce the engagement, talk about your family, and then we’ll sort the rest out later.”

I nodded.

“Let’s go to bed.” Roman pulled me up off the couch and kissed me softly. I tried to deepen it, but he pulled back. “Dude, you need to brush your teeth.”

My head fell to his shoulder. “Too fucking exhausted.”

“Then let’s go crash.” Roman interlocked his fingers with mine and dragged me towards the bed.

Delia had somehow moved in her sleep and was lying diagonally across the bed.

Roman sighed. “She does that.”

“Yeah, she’s a bed hog.”

“We’re gonna need a bigger bed.”
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Sweat dripped off my forehead, and not just because it was hot as balls out here. The memorial was held on the palace grounds in the private gardens, and the invited media stared at me from their chairs, awaiting my address. It was like watching a flock of vultures circling their prey. My tie felt tight and my throat felt thick. Forget swallowing when my mouth was drier than a desert.

I took two steps towards the stage when Trisha, the PR lady, pulled me back.

“Mayday,” she whispered.

“What’s going on?”

She handed me her phone, and there on some gossip rag site was a photo of Delia and Roman kissing in one of the royal guards’ SUVs. Looked like it was in the parking lot of the palace.

“Shit,” I muttered.

In light of recent claims where a man exposed his alleged affair with the crown prince, photos of his rumoured queen-to-be have surfaced of her and her royal guard in a compromising position.

A source says they’re helping to cover up Prince Alexander’s true sexuality and were also seen at a charity luncheon together earlier in the week.

My eyes found Grandfather’s in the front row. His ever-present scowl was on his face, so that wasn’t anything new, but I doubted he knew about this yet. I was still breathing, for one.

“Should we get the king?” I asked.

“No,” Trisha whispered. “It’s too late for that. The press will swarm. Do as we already had planned. Talk about your family, the loss, the attack, but do not mention any upcoming nuptials. Ignore the questions at the end in regards to anything but the memorial.”

“Okay.”

“We can’t keep them waiting.”

I spared a glance in the direction of Roman and Delia. Roman furrowed his brow and mouthed “Are you okay?”

I wanted to go to them and explain, but there was no time and it’d make everything worse.

My hands trembled as I took to the podium. I had point cards in front of me—Grandfather never believed in using teleprompters—but the words on the paper were all a blur. “Prince Christian and Princess Prudence were national treasures. Their work with countless charities and programs that serve this country were notable.” As I started to rattle off the many foundations my parents founded, I realised I was reading their resumes at a memorial service of their lives. My unemotional speech was cold and empty, just like Grandfather wanted.

I looked out at the sea of people who wanted a scoop. They weren’t here for this. They already knew what my parents had accomplished. They didn’t need to be reminded.

My gaze went to Delia and Roman again, and that nagging voice that belonged to my annoyingly smart sister rang out. I needed to let them off the hook. Outside of the palace, they could’ve had a normal life with each other. A normal life with me wasn’t an option. As king, I’d have to be careful of what I said and did every single day. I’d been selfish in thinking we had a happy future together. What we really had was a recipe for disaster and heartache. Roman was right.

In that moment, I couldn’t think of anything more important than the two people who were willing to give up their own freedom for me.

The thought of abdicating right there and then made me want to scream it out loud and run away, but I couldn’t do that. I needed to take my rightful place and honour my parents.

I refused to be the guy to force Delia and Roman to live my life, and standing here, looking out at each and every reporter who wanted to dissect my life and my sexuality, I saw my future. No way did I want to expose Roman and Delia to the same crap.

With resolve, I placed the note cards on the podium and steeled myself for what I had to do. “You know, my whole life has been lessons upon lessons of how to act, what to say, and what to do. I stand here as your crown prince reciting words that were written for me. I’ve often been told royals can’t show weakness. We’re a classy, dignified bunch, and we need to remain composed at all times.”

I barked out a laugh. “Oh boy, if you guys could’ve seen some of the yelling matches my parents had at home when my sister and I were kids …” I cleared my throat at the shocked gasp in the audience. Royals never talked about their home life. “My parents loved each other, there was no doubt about that, but their views on parenting were greatly different.

“Dad wanted Annie and me to be like him. Strong, confident, and royal. I think it’s easy to forget that we’re people too. I was warned before getting up here today that if I talked about my parents and sister and showed too much emotion, this would have people perceive me as a weak leader. As a citizen of Ashwick, I’d prefer my leader to have a heart. Compassion. Empathy. These were all traits I inherited from my mother—the strongest woman I’ve ever known.”

I looked at my grandmother in the front row. “Sorry, Nanna. You’re a close second, I promise.”

The reporters laughed, and Nanna wore a small smile. Next to her, my grandfather did not. Surprise, surprise. He was probably pissed I’d addressed the queen so casually in public. That was a big royal no-no.

“My point here is, being royal sometimes means I’m not supposed to act like a normal human. I love my country, I love my people, but more importantly, I love my family. I miss them. Every day. But I can’t keep pretending to be something I’m not just to honour their legacy.” I glanced at the sky. “I’m sorry, Mum and Dad.”

Murmurs broke out.

I blew out a loud breath. “There has always been rumours about me. I drink too much, I party too hard, I prefer the company of men … I could go on. There’s been rumours about everything. Recently, my relationship with Cordelia Hillington has been put under a microscope.”

My eyes found hers again, and she gave me an encouraging nod. I was supposed to announce our engagement, and instead, I was publicly breaking up with her.

A whole new level of assholedom had been achieved.

“The truth is …” I put my hand in my pocket, even though it would be assessed and dissected by body language experts in the media later. But I needed a piece of Roman. I’d taken up the habit of carrying his cufflink around with me at all times. I needed to give it back, but I didn’t want to.

I rubbed over the platinum metal and then held it tight in my hand.

“The truth is Delia and I are just friends. She’s my best friend, and that won’t change, but she will never become the queen of Ashwick. Who I spend my time with romantically shouldn’t be a concern to the public. I wasn’t born to lead; I inherited my position. My number one priority will always be this country and my people. I don’t have the focus right now to learn how to rule while also fall in love with someone. One day, I will meet my queen, and we will fulfil our royal duties of producing heirs. But right now, my focus is on becoming the king my parents would want me to be. If I can strive to be half the leader my sister would’ve made, the country will be in great shape. I’m taking this chance to address the entire nation and make a vow. I take my role as heir apparent seriously, and I promise to become the best damned king I can be. I pledge myself to you.”

An eerie silence fell over the crowd, and my face began to heat. There was too much scrutiny—too much judging. I had to hold strong. How could I be king if I couldn’t even handle a stare down with the press? I didn’t dare glance in Delia’s and Roman’s direction. I couldn’t.

I went for a joke to break the tension.

“And I promise I’ll try not to say ‘damned’ in my next speech.”

I got a few laughs, but I’d changed the entire tone of the conference with my vow.

Everyone was looking at me how they looked at my grandfather.

I’d taken my place, accepted it, and crushed my heart and soul in the process.


Roman


Delia and I watched as Xander left the podium and walked in the opposite direction to us.

“What the fuck just happened?” Delia whispered, her composed persona slipping for a millisecond.

“I think … I think he just broke up us. He’s choosing his crown.”

“Wrong. He broke up with me. Not you.”

I wanted to wrap her in my arms and prove to her that she and I had become a package deal, just as much as Xander and I were or she and Xander. But we were in public. Even if Xander just told the world there was nothing between him and Delia, I was still unfit to be by her side. She was a nobleman’s daughter, and I was a servant.

“Something else is going on,” I murmured. There had to be.

I knew Xander was freaking out about this press conference, but everything was all set to announce their engagement. The look he gave me before he took to the podium should’ve tipped me off that something wasn’t right. I thought it was nerves about his family, but then … shit, his drunken ramblings from the other night came back to me. He was setting us free.

I blew out a loud breath. “He thinks we deserve better. He’s pulling the martyr card.”

Before we could chase him and tell him how much of an idiot he was, Trisha approached us.

“You’re both probably confused, but maybe this will explain a few things.” She held out her cell phone with an image of Delia and me in the car.

“Shit,” I hissed.

Trisha turned to Delia. “The prince would like to see you in your chambers. He has a meeting with the king but will be up shortly.”

I went to follow Delia, but Trisha stopped us both from leaving.

“Roman, you have a meeting with the head of the royal guard.” Her words were sympathetic, as if giving a cancer patient a terminal prognosis.

I was fired. So fired. There was photographic evidence that I’d crossed a line with my charge. I was well and truly fucked.

When Trisha walked away, my heart hammered in my ears.

I forced myself to keep composure. “D, you find out what Xander wanted to achieve out of this. I assume I won’t be welcome back in the palace after today. I’ll swing by your place tonight.”

Her brow furrowed in an adorable way. “How do you know where I live?”

“Royal guard, sweetheart.” I stepped closer to her. “No matter what happens with Xander, I’m still here for you, okay? I get the feeling we’re both in the same boat right now.”

Delia nodded, and all I wanted to do was comfort her and draw her in close.

One of my co-workers approached, assigned the with job of escorting Delia back to her room.

I took a deep breath and prepared myself to be chewed out by my boss. Brad appeared at my side, and he didn’t need to say anything for me to know it was his job to escort me to where my ass would be handed to me. I wanted to ask where Quin was, but he no doubt had others to look after him like Delia did.

As our feet took us across the palace grounds, I swore I could hear an almost silent death march following us. Brad’s continued silence didn’t help.

Simon—head of the royal guard—was behind his desk with his fingers steepled below his chin when we entered the office. Bryant was there too, and he gestured for me to sit. Fucking great.

I had to let them do all the talking first and try to figure out just how much he knew. However, Simon cut right to the chase.

“Have you had inappropriate relations with Cordelia Hillington while on the clock?”

I shifted in my seat and cleared my throat. “Define inappropriate …”

Fuck, now I was in deep shit. He’d ask if I’ve had sex with her, which I have. Countless times.

“You know exactly what it means. You stay past your shifts, you’ve been seen coming and going from Cordelia’s private bedroom, and there’s a photo of you kissing in a tabloid, for goodness’ sake.”

“The kiss was a peck. She was going through a hard time, I gave her advice, and she was thanking me.” Totally not lying.

Simon groaned. “Don’t make me say it …” He sighed. “Have you had sex with Cordelia Hillington? Yes or no. That’s all you have to say.”

I couldn’t lie and turn my back on Delia after what Xander just did to us. It wasn’t entirely clear that he did end it, but it sounded pretty final to me. Maybe I was reading into it, but I knew the man better than anyone else in the world. That wasn’t him pledging himself to his country. That was him, shutting us out. I wasn’t going to do the same to Delia. No fucking way. “Yes,” I whispered.

“Damn it,” Simon muttered. “You’re no longer a member of the royal guard, and Brad will escort you off the premises. Turn in your ID and weapon, and any other belongings you have in the palace will be boxed and shipped to you.”

Simon’s tone had turned cold. I knew I fucked up, and I knew this was a risk when I started up with Delia and Xander, but now that it was happening, and I was losing everything, I couldn’t breathe.

“You’re one of the best guys I have, and you go and fuck it up?” Simon must’ve been super pissed to start dropping F-bombs.

“I know it’s no consolation, but it wasn’t just goofing around. I tried to resist—I take my job seriously—but … we fell in l—”

Simon shook his head. “You’ve blown your whole career. You realise that? And for what? Someone you could never have a future with. Up until this morning she was going to be the next queen of Ashwick. Now, because you can’t keep it in your pants, the prince has called it all off.”

Brad and I shared a glance before I hung my head. Guess a glowing reference was out of the question. My boss blamed me for single-handedly ruining the future monarchy.

“You’re dismissed,” Simon said.

Without another word, I stood and did as I was told, leaving my gun and ID on Simon’s desk. I managed to hold my head high as I left the room, and Brad followed me. He stayed silent until we were at least out of the royal offices. When he went to open his mouth, I cut him off.

“No need for I told you so.”

“Wasn’t going to say a thing. Not about that anyway. How about that beer I offered?”

“I need to get to Delia’s.”

“She’s with the prince. Who knows how long they’ll be.”

I took a deep breath because he was right. “One drink won’t hurt. Might settle the adrenaline from being fired.” I stalled in my footsteps as the truth out loud sounded way worse than in my head. “Fuck. I’m unemployed. What the hell am I supposed to do with my life?”

“I’m guessing you still don’t want to be told I told you so …”

“Please tell me you haven’t fucked up again, because I can warn you now—this is your future if you get into bed with a prince.”

Brad shook his head. “Nope. Quin and I act as if it never happened. It’s understood it was a one-time thing.”

“Good.”

“What do you think Xander and Delia are going to do?” Brad asked.

“Oh, she was ready to tear him apart when he publicly announced she was nothing to him. I have no doubt he’s being yelled at right now.”

Poor Xander. I would not want to be on the receiving end of Delia’s wrath. Granted, I’d never seen her lose her cool, but she had that fire in her that could bring a man to his knees.


Delia


It wasn’t the first time since I started seeing Xander that I was thankful for the walls being thick. I’d probably be charged with treason with how loud I was yelling at him. “You did this for us? Are you fucking kidding me?”

“You deserve better than this life.”

“Yes, I hear that a lot about being a queen—that women deserve better than being treated like one.”

“You know what I mean. The constant scrutiny, the press attacking you, people thinking it’s okay to trash you on social media just because you’re a public figure. Have you seen the article that outed you and Roman? I have. It’s not pretty. Because you were rumoured to be with me, you’ve been labelled the slut of Ashwick, and Roman’s been reduced to a boy toy. You both deserve more than me.”

“You’re damn right we do. Yet we chose you anyway.”

Xander’s eyes widened before he schooled his features. “Well, then I guess we’re done here, because I’m not letting you choose me.”

“You would rather claim a crown you don’t want over two people who lo … lov …”

“Can’t even say the words, huh, Delia? You don’t love me. We were a fling.”

I knew his words were lies to push me away. They had to be. When I was with him and Roman, everything fit. Now we were broken jigsaw puzzle pieces, and it was all Xander’s fault.

“What about Roman?” I asked. “He won’t survive losing you.”

“He still has you.”

“I’m not the one he’s madly in love with.”

“He has strong feelings for you. I’ve seen it. You two don’t need me. You can go live normal, happy lives. You’re commoners, so go be … common.”

The desire to tell my future king to fuck off was strong, but I held back. “And you?”

“I am a servant to my crown, and I will honour my vow and legacy.”

I shook my head. “Might need to practice that speech a little more until it’s believable, Your Highness.”

I couldn’t be there anymore. He’d chosen his path, and he’d chosen wrong.

Before I could leave, Xander said, “Wait.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out something silver. “Will you give this to Roman for me?” When he passed me the cufflink, I had the urge to throw it in his face and tell him to grow the balls to give it to him himself. With a deep breath, I handed it back more diplomatically.

“I refuse to do your dirty work for you.”

It was impossible not to be angry and hurt, but at the same time, I couldn’t help feeling sorry for Xander because he had a point. Roman and I would have lives outside the palace, and Prince Alexander Henry Frederick Edmund Holbrook really was a servant to his crown.
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I half-expected Roman to be waiting outside my apartment when I got there, but when he wasn’t, I figured he was still at the palace dealing with his boss.

The empty space of my expensive two-bedroom flat didn’t feel like home. It never had. It was filled with furniture and trimmings chosen by my mother’s designer, and it had none of my personality.

Now it was even lonelier. It was empty and meaningless like the rest of my life was before Xander and Roman.

A few hours ago, I was preparing to become queen of a freaking country. Now what?

A thump came from the front door and then a thud. A voice I didn’t recognise hissed “For fuck’s sake, man. Get up.”

When I threw my door open, Roman fell backwards into the apartment at my feet.

“I think this belongs to you,” Roman’s friend said.

Roman grinned up at me. “Hey, babe.”

My eyes found the other royal guard. “Please tell me you took him out for celebratory drinks because his boss didn’t give a shit we were fucking.”

All I got in return was a slight shake of his head.

“Fired?” I whispered.

The guy nodded.

Roman crawled his way over to me and held onto my leg.

“Umm. Good luck with that,” his friend said and pointed to a very drunk Roman.

“Yeah. Thanks.”

He turned to leave but hesitated. “Don’t …umm … Try not to give him any more bad news tonight.”

Roman scoffed and murmured, “She’s going to break my heart.”

“Not if I can help it,” I said.

“Xander broke up with us.”

“Yeah … he’s been saying that. A lot.” His friend bowed. “Forgive me, Lady Hillington. I’m Brad.”

“No need to bow now,” I said.

“Ah.” Realisation crossed Brad’s face. “I’ve been telling him not to jump to conclusions, but I’m guessing that means he’s right?”

Roman’s head lifted from my leg. I ran my hand through his hair and nodded, unable to find the right words that would break his heart.

“What are the odds of being charged with treason if I punch out my future king?” Brad asked.

Roman laughed and staggered to his feet. I wrapped my arms around his waist to try to help him stay upright, but Roman was about twice the width of Xander and was a sturdy fucker.

“You’re a good friend, Brad, but don’t go to prison for us,” Roman slurred.

“Brad, could you maybe help?” I asked.

He chuckled. “Sure thing.”

We managed to get Roman to my bedroom, but he was too heavy to put to bed properly. One leg ended up hanging off the side, but he was out like a light already.

On the way back to the front door, Brad spun on his heel to face me. “Are you going to break his heart? I don’t really know how being in a relationship with three people works. If one bows out, do all three of you break up, or—”

“I’ve never done this before, so I don’t know either.”

“Just … don’t do it tonight. He lost his job and Xander in the same night.”

I forced a smile. “I won’t.”

Exhaustion hit between saying goodbye to Brad at the door and reaching my bedroom. Almost becoming royalty and being broken up with in one day was taxing.

As soon as I climbed into bed, Roman stirred and rolled over to face me. A large arm came over me, and then his leg, and I couldn’t help chuckling.

He, however, let out a loud sigh. “What do we do now?” he whispered.

“Sleep. We’ll talk in the morning.”

“I can’t lose you too.”

“You won’t.” The promise slid off my tongue easily. I just wished I knew if I was telling the truth or not.
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I woke to the sound of my coffee machine whirring in the kitchen and the sweet scent of heaven in a cup wafting to my nose.

Dragging myself out of the empty bed, I caught a glimpse of my birds’ nest of blonde hair as I passed the dresser on the way to the magic elixir called caffeine.

Melodramatic maybe, but after yesterday, I was a fucking zombie.

Roman, on the other hand, didn’t have my issues. Shirtless and only wearing his suit pants, he made me forget all about the coffee.

“Please don’t tell me you’re one of those people who don’t get hangovers,” I said.

He turned and leaned against the bench with a forced smile. “Guilty. My metabolism burns everything fast.”

“I hate you,” I murmured.

“But I’m cute, right?”

Our whole conversation was stiff, and we both knew it. Without waiting for my answer, he slid a mug over to me and sipped from his own.

As I stared at him over the rim of my cup, I couldn’t help softening at the vulnerability in his downcast eyes. Roman expressed everything through those brown orbs. All the heartache of the previous day, the loss of Xander and his job, and they had questions in them too.

We’d known each other a total of a few weeks, but I was certain Roman belonged in my life. In what capacity, I wasn’t entirely sure, but there was no way I was going to abandon him.

I placed my coffee on the bench and approached him. My arms were tentative as they snaked around his back, and he hesitated for a second before returning the hug. I buried my head in his chest, and he kissed the top of my hair.

“What do we do?” he asked, just like he had last night. “Do we try to make it work just you and me? Do we try to find a third? I don’t know how these things usually go, but I got used to the idea of being with both of you. It might not be conventional, but it made sense to me. But then the thought of trying to replace him …” He shook his head.

I sighed. “I guess we should see what it’s like to be a couple. We owe it to Xander to try. The reason he let us go was because he wants us to have a normal life, so we should give him that, at least.”

“He wants us to be with other people,” Roman muttered. “I think that hurts worse than breaking up with us.”

“If you want out, just say it, Roman. We’re still building our own rules here.”

“I don’t know what I want, but I meant it when I said last night I don’t want to lose you too. I can’t.”

His lips landed on my forehead and then my cheek. When our mouths met, my nipples tightened and my body responded accordingly. His moan caused tingles of arousal below my waist and had me pulling Roman’s hips closer so I could grind against the hardening length in his pants. But no matter how turned on we both were, it was obvious we both felt something missing.


Xander


A FEW MONTHS LATER

“Ireally don’t care, Grandmother. You pick one.”

“You speak as if I’m picking out china patterns.”

We were going around in circles, and I had a headache. I stared out of the royal offices into the courtyard where one of the maid’s kids hopped about from one stone bench to the other.

I envied that kid. Even if he fell and broke his neck right now, he’d be in a better position than me.

Aww, poor little prince.

Gah. Even my conscience thought I was a spoiled brat.

“I care about this about the same amount as china patterns,” I said.

“One of these women is going to be your wife. You should get a say in who you share a bed with.”

I snorted. “You’re right. I should.” But that wasn’t an option.

“Why are you being such a stubborn mule about this? Ever since you broke off your two-second engagement to Lady Hillington, you’ve been a bigger grump than usual.”

Gee, can’t think of why, Grandmother. “Why are you complaining? I broke up with Delia to take my rightful place as king. I’ve been doing my duties, learning how to be the best leader I can be. I’ve had my head down and done nothing but work—which is what Grandfather wanted of me. Yet, you people still complain.”

“This is about Lady Hillington and your bodyguard.”

“Of course, it is.” Only, not for the reasons she was thinking. She was under the impression my heartache was caused by Delia’s betrayal of being caught with Roman.

“Well, if I had bodyguards who looked like him, I suppose I would’ve had more affairs.”

“Nanna!”

She shrugged. “That man is fine. As I’m sure you’re aware considering your torrid relationship with both of them.”

The blood drained from my face. “You … you know.”

“I wasn’t born yesterday.” She stood from her desk and made her way over to me.

I turned back to the window again, awaiting the lecture I knew was coming. Trying to remain stoic, however, proved more difficult. Even though it was spur of the moment to cut both Roman and Delia loose, it killed me to do it. They were everything I ever wanted, but I couldn’t have them. Not if I were to take the crown.

“Why did you end it with them?” Nanna asked.

I stared at her as if she’d grown two heads. “That’s what you ask?”

“Alexander, we may be royal, but we’re still human. I accepted a long time ago that you were different.”

I went to open my mouth to protest, but she cut me off.

“I do not mean that in a condescending way. Different isn’t any worse or better. It’s just … different. The majority of people only find love with one person. You found it with two.”

“Exactly. The majority of my constituents will see their king as some deviant if word got out because what we have is different to what they’re used to.”

“So, don’t let word get out. You really think this palace has been scandal free over the years? Do you know your uncle is a crossdresser?”

My eyes widened. “Which uncle?”

She leaned in and whispered, “I’ll never tell.”

I bet it was Quin and Henrietta’s dad. He had killer legs and said he shaved them when he was a swimmer, but even after he stopped competitive swimming, he never stopped shaving. I could totally see him in a dress. But it didn’t matter what he did in his spare time, because he would never be king. He was a divorcee which meant he was immediately ineligible by our laws.

“Us royals know how to keep things under wraps,” Nanna said. “And when anything makes it to the news, it’s easy to squash. Unless there’s photographic evidence, but even then, our people find a way to put a spin on it.”

“I don’t want to put a spin on us. And I won’t have them living a lie for me. Being in the closet is hard enough. I’m not going to drag two people I care about in there with me. They deserve better.”

Nanna pursed her lips. “They deserve better than the man they love abandoning them because of his obligation is to his country, when there are ways he could have both.”

“I don’t want both,” I muttered.

“Then you made the wrong choice when you pledged your allegiance to your crown instead of your heart.”

My head pounded. “I chose the right thing—the noble and honourable thing. It’s what Mum and Dad would’ve wanted.”

She shook her head. “It’s what you think your Mum and Dad would’ve wanted, when all they really wanted was for their kids to be happy. Especially you.” Nanna blinked away what looked to be a tear, but I had to be wrong. Queens didn’t cry. “Your sister was born for this life. She loved it. You … I’m afraid you might’ve inherited my family’s hesitance when it came to politics.”

My brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

“Come sit. We’ll have some tea.” She gestured to her informal sitting area in the corner of her office. Informal wasn’t exactly the way I would describe it when the settees cost more than the average house in Ashwick.

They were also as uncomfortable as fuck, but I wasn’t going to complain. I’d never heard Nanna talk so candidly before. I always admired her, and if she was telling me I made a mistake, I had to listen.

“Things were done a lot differently back when your grandfather and I were courting, and most families would have jumped at the chance to have their daughter married off to a future king. My mother and father were honoured, as they should have been, and they were of royal descent themselves. Long distant relatives of the Denmark royals. They knew our match up was probably inevitable, but they weren’t the type of parents to force anything on their children. They wanted us to make our own life choices.”

“Really?” I smiled. I figured she didn’t have a choice in marrying Grandfather—that it was arranged.

“The only time I ever saw them disappointed in me was the day I told them I was going to accept your grandfather’s proposal.”

“Why did they hate Grandfather so much?”

Nanna merely stared at me with this derisive look on her face. Right. Grandfather was an asshole. How could I forget.

“He always treated me with kindness and respect, and I know it’s hard to believe, but I really do love that man, and he has always loved me. Doesn’t mean there haven’t been hard times. There were affairs—”

I screwed up my face. “Don’t need to know that, Nanna.”

“My parents tried to save me from the heartache of being a royal where this kind of thing was common. I have no doubt that when you become king, you will be tempted by those around you, and whoever you choose as your wife will have to be okay with that.”

“With Delia and Roman, there would be no temptation. They’re everything I want.”

“Then, my boy, you have another decision to make. Seeing as you refuse to let them love you as a king, you have to decide whether or not your crown is worth losing them.”

It wasn’t. I already knew that, but I couldn’t abdicate. I realised that while giving my speech at my parents’ memorial service. Mum and Dad were willing to sacrifice their lives to rule, and now it was my responsibility.

“I can’t let my parents or my country down.”

That look? The one Nanna said her own parents gave her when she chose the crown? I imagined it was eerily similar to the look she gave me.

“Guess we need to find you a wife then.”
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“Oh my God, I feel like I’m at a meat market,” I mumbled.

“And you’re the prime rib?” Bryant asked from beside me.

Yet another ball. Yet another extravagant affair for me to parade my eligible ass around.

“They all have crowns in their eyes.”

“I believe that’s the reflection of the twinkly lights, sir.”

I burst into laughter. One thing about breaking up with Delia and Roman, Bryant the Tyrant had actually become bearable. Nice even. I didn’t know if he took a page out of Roman’s book and decided to treat me as an equal instead an object he was to protect or maybe he just felt so incredibly sorry for me because my girlfriend left me for “the help,” but I was thankful for the change in behaviour.

Christmas at the palace always looked like fairy lights had made babies and then exploded everywhere, but it was even worse this year. I was to announce my engagement to one of these vultures on New Year’s, which meant I had a mere few weeks to find someone I could tolerate for the rest of my life.

No pressure.

“Incoming,” Bryant whispered.

I tried to keep my face passive as Beatrice McIntyre approached. As a potential wife, she would’ve been perfect, but it was no secret around the palace that she had been the anonymous source in outing Roman and Delia.

“How much trouble will I be in if I order your guys to escort her off the premises?” I asked out the side of my mouth.

“Not wise,” Bryant said. “Her family is one of the most prominent in the country.”

“I know, I know.”

She was upon us, and I plastered on a fake smile as she took my hand and curtseyed.

“Lady McIntyre, you look positively bitchy tonight.” Both our eyes widened at my slip. Bryant made a choking sound.

“W-what?” she asked with an embarrassed giggle.

“I said you look beautiful tonight.” Well, that was what I was trying to say, anyway.

“Oh.” She blushed, but I didn’t know if it was from the compliment or seeing through my bullshit. “Thank you, Your Highness.”

I wasn’t convinced she didn’t hear me the first time, and Bryant gave me a look that said damage control was needed.

“Care to dance, Beatrice?”

Her eyes lit up at the use of her informal name. “Of course, Your—”

“Call me Xander.” I forced another smile and turned to Bryant who gave me a nod of approval.

But as we reached the dance floor, the most beautiful woman in the most beautiful dress sauntered into the ballroom.

Her blonde hair was in a tight bun, and her blue eyes shone even across the room. Without being able to resist, I glanced at the man on her arm, but my face fell when I realised it wasn’t Roman. It was some lord or duke, or I don’t know. I forgot the man’s name.

“Xander?” Beatrice asked. I’d stopped midway to the dance floor. I stared down at her and then back at Delia.

Delia’s eyes locked on mine, and her smile which lit up the damn room when she entered had been replaced by a scowl. Her gaze travelled down my arm which was linked with Beatrice’s.

“Sorry, Lady McIntyre, I have to talk with someone.”

“She’ll only cheat on you again, Xander.”

I gritted my teeth. I’d never hated the name Xander more in my life. I hated it coming from this woman’s mouth. She was more noble than either Delia or Roman, but all I saw was trash. I turned to her. “But according to the tabloids, you were the one who told them I was gay and she was my beard, so I’m failing to see why her cheating on me should be an issue. Excuse me.”

I didn’t give her a chance to respond before I turned my back and approached Delia and her date.

“Your Highness,” she said in a smug voice. She curtseyed, but halfway through, I grabbed her hand and dragged her away. I muttered a brief “Excuse us” to her date and left the ballroom, taking her up to my quarters with Bryant hot on our heels.

Only when we were behind closed doors did I let her go. “Care to explain why you’re here without Roman?”

“Care to explain why you’re being a royal dick?” Delia rubbed her wrist where I gripped her, and my anger dissipated. My cock also hardened, because stupid me had always loved how she didn’t treat me like royalty and told me how she really felt. Even if it was calling me a dick.

“Did I hurt you?” I asked softly and stepped forward.

“No. But you’re still a dick.”

“I’m still your crown prince.” I tried to scowl, but I knew I didn’t pull it off when Delia smiled.

“You love it when I call you names.”

“I do,” I whispered. “Where’s Roman?”

She shrugged. “On a date too.”

I stumbled back. “You … you’re not together?”

“No, we are. We, umm, we’re actually living together. His lease was up, so he moved into my second bedroom.”

My brow scrunched in confusion. “Second bedroom?”

Delia dragged me over to the sitting area of my suite and sat me down on the love seat. When she grabbed my hands and held them softly, I knew she wasn’t going to tell me anything good.

“There’s something you don’t understand about Roman and me. What we have is special, and so hard to define, but we’re not enough for each other. It took us two weeks to work that out. When we’re together on our own, it’s explosive and passionate, and when we’re just hanging out, it’s as if we’re the best of friends. But it takes something more than that for a relationship to work. We’re trying to find that with other people who will accept what we have, but none of them compare to you, Xander. None of them understand us like you do. No one gets that we need each other but also need more.”

My breath got stuck in my throat.

“Roman doesn’t know I’m here tonight. I had to force him on his date with a guy I know, but he had to be out of the apartment for me to get ready to come here and plead our case. He needs you. I need you. And I think you need us too. We’d rather have you and have to live in secret than live without you knowing the only thing holding us back from being amazing is the fact both our hearts belong to another as well as each other. You broke up with us to save us, but all you did was rip us apart even more. We don’t need saving, Xander. We need you. I’d feel the exact same way about Roman if he was the one to leave. The reason we work is because the three of us together makes us complete.”

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breathe.

The two people I cared about most needed me, and I threw them away.

I did it for them. I thought they’d be better as a normal couple, doing regular things. But what we had wasn’t normal by society’s standards, which meant we would never have a normal life no matter what we did.

Nanna was right when she said I’d chosen wrong.

Delia took my shock as a rejection, and I couldn’t even get my bearings before she’d whispered, “Think about it,” kissed me on the forehead, and silently left.

I was taking the crown for people who were already dead and I couldn’t disappoint anymore instead of choosing two people who were still alive and in pain because of my abandonment.

I stared up at the ceiling and muttered an apology to my parents for still letting them down. My party image might have cleaned up over the last year, but my unprincely attitude had not.
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Another day, another press conference, but this was going to be the press conference of my life. The day after the Christmas ball, I marched into Grandfather’s office and told him that the country wasn’t ready for a bisexual king and that I was abdicating my right to the throne.

His response was “I know.”

“How? I only decided last night.”

“Your grandmother bet me that you wouldn’t go through with it.” He reached into his desk and pulled out a sheet of paper. “Your speech for the press. But don’t think for one second you’ll parade you and your … lifestyle in public. It’s just not how it’s done.”

It never occurred to me that what I had with Delia and Roman wasn’t too different from what my grandparents had. They might not have had two people at once, but they did have a polyamorous dynamic. Consensual non-monogamy. From the sound of it, Nanna knew about Grandfather’s affairs and was okay with it. They had their own set of rules they lived by, just as Delia and Roman and I would.

“Never in public,” I agreed, “but I want more freedoms. That’s why I’m abdicating.”

“You will get them. No one will care in a year or two what the once supposed to be king is up to. They will be too busy watching the next in line struggle to take the crown. I don’t know what I did to be burdened with such incompetent heirs, but trust me when I say the policies will change from now on. All royal family will be obligated to learn how to lead.”

My eyes narrowed. “Why will Quin struggle?”

“Like you, he was not raised for this life. He is too wild and careless.”

I was a dick for throwing my cousin under the bus, but no way was I turning back now. I couldn’t. Not when I was so close to being free.

That was how I ended up here, reading yet another speech written out for me. I wanted to tell Grandfather to go fuck himself and that I was going to say whatever I wanted to, but the fact he let me give everything up without a fight meant he was doing me a huge favour. He might’ve been relieved because he never thought I was fit to lead, but abdicating my right to the throne will be dissected for years to come. It would be written in history books and generations upon generations of Ashwickians would read about the almost king who loved more than one gender.

I was making history and taking a step to a brighter future.

And that was the best thing I could do as a royal.

I was done denying who I was—who I was born to be.


Roman


My phone rang, and Brad’s number lit up the screen, but I couldn’t reach it from my spot on the couch. Delia was snuggled into my side and using my chest as a pillow. We moved as one so I could lean half off the couch. By the time we managed to get the phone, we were both laughing and panting. It probably would’ve been less effort to get up.

When I answered the phone, I didn’t even get a hello from Brad.

“Turn on the TV.”

“What, why?” I asked.

“Just do it. They’re about to go live, and he asked me to call you when it was the right time.”

“Can we not play the pronoun game?”

“Prince Alexander, dumbass.”

I sat up and almost knocked Delia off my lap. “Which channel?”

“All of them.”

A special news bulletin flashed across the screen, and the news anchor announced they were waiting to go live from inside the palace.

Speculation of Xander announcing his engagement was the media’s guess, but if Brad had called me so I could watch that, he was an asshole.

“What do you think is going on?” Delia asked and bit her lip.

“Have no idea.”

Xander appeared on screen looking nervous and pale. His hands shook as he took to the podium and welcomed the media. Then he stared right into the camera, and I felt that stare all over me. Like it was for me. For us.

“I know you are all expecting me to stand here and introduce you to my future wife today, but that’s not going to happen. I’m here today to address those rumours. You know the ones. The truth is …” Xander swallowed hard and stared down at his notes. “The shocking news is not that your crown prince is gay, but that he is bisexual.”

I expected more gasps from the press, more of an outrage, but an eerie silence fell in the pressroom. Photos weren’t even being taken.

“I have had relationships with both men and women in the past, and I’m not ashamed by this. Love is love, and I believe you can’t help who you fall for. I’m attracted to more than one gender. This doesn’t make me weak. It’s just part of who I am. Not as a prince. Not as the future king. But as a regular human being.”

That’s what made the reporters snap back into professional mode. Xander tried not to wince as flashes went off in his eyes.

Delia sat up in a rush. “Is he doing what I think he’s doing?”

“He just came out to the entire nation.” I threw my legs over the side of the couch and sat next to her, my hand gripping her thigh tighter than normal.

She laid her hand on top.

Xander continued. “In an idealistic world that I hope we can become one day, a bisexual royal wouldn’t make the news purely for the fact he was with a man. Hell, pick up a history book; I’m not the only one out there. But out of respect for the rest of the royal family and the crown, I must step back. I cannot lead when my heart is somewhere else.”

A reporter started to ask a question, but Xander held his hand up to stop them.

“I won’t be answering any questions here today. Annie once asked me if I thought my country would accept who I was, and it wasn’t until I pledged my vow to you a few short months ago that I realised it doesn’t matter what the rest of the world thinks of me. A lot of people see being royal as glamourous, and people out there would do anything to be a part of it. And don’t get me wrong, it is an honour to stand here in my position, but that does not come without sacrifice. My mother, father, and sister sacrificed their lives. I was willing to sacrifice love. But after a long talk with Her Majesty the Queen, we both agreed that I would not be able to lead my people if I were to be deceiving them while I reigned.”

“Holy shit, he’s doing it,” Delia said breathlessly.

“I, Prince Alexander Henry Frederick Edmund Holbrook, renounce my rights to the throne of Ashwick. As of this moment, Quincy Adam Christian George Holbrook is the crown prince and your future king.”

“I told him he couldn’t do that,” I mumbled.

Delia wrapped her arms around my neck and climbed into my lap. “Don’t you get it? He did it for us.”

“Does he really think it’ll be different? The media will still follow us. We still won’t be able to go public with our relationship.”

“We wouldn’t be able to do that with Xander no matter what. Royals aren’t affectionate in public. There are royal guidelines we will have to follow, but isn’t he worth it? I thought this is what you wanted.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What did you do?”

“I talked to him. That’s all. We both know we need him.”

I hated she was right. “I do love you, Delia.”

She smiled. “I know. I love you too. But it’s not the same without him. This was the only way for all of us to get what we want.”

“He’s giving up so much for us.” It was a risk I never wanted him to take. What if it didn’t work out? The odds were against us.

“So are we. Our right to a private life, for one.”

Xander started talking again, silencing our conversation. “I’m going to leave you in the capable hands of Trisha now. Go easy on her, please, I just made her job ten times harder than it needs to be.”

Before Xander could leave the stage, a question was shouted at him.

“Are you saying that a bisexual prince is not fit to reign?”

Xander quickly marched back to the podium, and the PR lady stepped aside. “Do not get me wrong. I am not saying that someone who identifies as LGBTQ cannot reign or should not. I’m saying that this bisexual prince is unable to reign because my heart is elsewhere. Taking this step will bring the world closer to acceptance, but I was not born for this life. My sister was an amazing woman who would’ve done wonders for this country. If I were to take the crown, I would be sitting on my throne wishing I was somewhere else, and you, my people, deserve more than that. I accept myself, my parents and sister accepted who I have always been, and that’s enough for me. I have no doubt they are looking down right now with pride. I hope everyone else out there who identifies as LGBTQ is able to find the same acceptance in their lives. Be who you are, love who you want, and don’t let others take that away from you.”

Xander took off, leaving the stage to Trisha. She would’ve been a beautiful woman if her permanent scowl didn’t make her so terrifying.

“What do we do now?” Delia asked. “We have to go to him or—”

There was a knock on the door, and even though Delia was half dressed, she raced towards it. It couldn’t have been Xander—the press conference was live.

“Lady Hillington. Mr. Elliot.” Royal guard stepped into the apartment.

“Mr. Elliot?” I asked. “Come on, Bill, you know who I am.”

“That was before. Prince Alexander asks that you come with us.” Bill averted his eyes. “Uh, after you get dressed.”

I stared down at my boxer briefs. Oops. “Sure. Be right out.”

Even though I’d moved in with D, and we were sharing a bed, all of my belongings were in the spare bedroom. She went into her room, and I went into mine. When I came out in jeans and a T-shirt and Delia was in one of her royal outing appropriate dresses, I stalled.

“I think I’m underdressed,” I said.

“It’s fine,” Bill said. “You’re only going to the country estate.”

“Should I dress down?” Delia asked.

“No,” I said. “You’re perfect.” I approached and kissed her cheek. “Xander will think so too.”

Delia could barely contain her happiness on the way to the car, but I still had doubts. Just because he abdicated, that didn’t mean there was a future for us. Maybe it was as he said—that he didn’t want to lead while deceiving people. Maybe it had nothing to do with us.

But Delia said she’d spoken to him.

She pulled me in close. “Hey, it’s all going to work out. He’ll make sure of it.”

I didn’t know why I was scared. Maybe it was that if we let him back in he had another chance to walk away. If we were found out by the press, we’d be scrutinized more than ever before. After the photo of Delia and me was leaked, we were all over the rag sites. The heiress and the servant boy. Add a prince into the mix? It was a lot of pressure. Maybe too much.

Doubt grew with each kilometre the car drove, but when we turned into the long drive of the royal family’s cottage estate and Xander was standing by the entrance with Bryant next to him, all the hesitance left me.

With one look, I was completely his again.

Damn it.

Delia reached over and laced her fingers with mine. Next to me was the dream—the perfect girl. In front of me was the fantasy—everything I’d ever desired.

Could a poor servant boy get everything he wanted?

Delia didn’t show a shred of evidence that she had any doubt. As soon as Bill opened her door for her, she ran for Xander, and he caught her as she wrapped her legs around his waist and attacked his mouth.

I hung back, my hands in my jeans pockets. My hesitance came from anger sitting on my chest. Anger I didn’t realise was there until now. He left us. Delia got an explanation, but I got fired. Xander didn’t even try to talk to me. He walked away, and even though I knew why he did it, he didn’t have the decency to tell me himself.

When he and Delia finished their greeting, Xander’s eyes caught mine as he lowered her to her feet.

“Roman.” His tone was full of anguish and longing, and I could hear the underlying apology, but it wasn’t enough. “Come here, babe.”

I hated that my feet moved immediately, like they were attuned to him—trained to obey his orders. When they got to him, though, my arms betrayed me as they wrapped around him. He held on to me tight, as if he was scared if he let go I’d run away.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered into my neck. “So sorry.”

“I know you are.”

“I couldn’t face you. It was too hard.”

“I know that too,” I murmured.

“I love you, Roman. I think I always have.”

My breath caught. Xander lowered himself to one knee, and my heart pounded. “W-what are you doing?” I asked.

He reached for Delia’s hand and brought her to stand next to me. “I kneel here not as a prince but as a man pledging his life to two people who mean more than a crown. I promise to be the man you need, not what my country needs. Whatever the media throws at us, we’ll face together—no matter what. I know I’m asking for a big sacrifice of both of you, so I will understand if you turn me away like I did to you. I shouldn’t have done that. I royally fucked up—pun intended—and I want you both to forgive me.” Xander reached into his pocket, but before either of us could freak out, he pulled out a cufflink. My cufflink. “Please tell me you want to spend your lives with me.”

I went to open my mouth, to say yes, to yell at him, to cry, I wasn’t entirely sure. I needed time to compose myself. “Proposing with a cufflink, really?”

Xander grinned. “Would you prefer a glass slipper, Cinderellliot? Get it? Because your last name’s Elliot.”

“It’s not funny if you have to explain it,” Delia said.

I stared at her and then back at Xander. “Yes” was on the tip of my tongue, but I couldn’t get it out.

Bryant cut me off, with a finger to his ear. “Sir, there have been paparazzi spotted high on the hill with long-scope cameras.”

“So it starts,” Xander mumbled. “Let’s take this inside.” He stood and strode in ahead of us.

I’d been to the cottage once before, back when I was working Xander’s security detail. They called it a cottage; I called it a mini-mansion. Commoners who hadn’t seen the inside of the royal palace would call it a monstrosity.

The rock facade on the outside complemented the wooden beamed roof of the veranda, giving the house a ski chalet vibe. It would be an awesome sight during winter when snow covered the grounds.

“Home sweet home,” Xander said to Delia. “This is where my parents would take us when they were sick of being royalty. It’s the one place I was allowed to be a normal kid. It’s where I want us to live.”

Delia and I shared a glance. He was really serious about this. I wrapped my arm around her and kissed the top of her head—a silent question. She peered up at me with her blue eyes which were shining in happiness.

We were all in.

The cottage was well kept for a property that wasn’t frequented. Housekeepers no doubt were responsible for the upkeep. It opened to the comfortable, warm living room which was more homely than the palace but still extravagantly royal.

“What do you think?” Xander asked.

“What a dump,” Delia said.

Xander’s half-smile was damn near intoxicating. “You two still haven’t given me an answer.”

“Where’s the bedroom?” I asked.

Xander cocked his eyebrow. “Is that an official yes?”

“I can’t speak for D, but from me it’s an official fuck yes.”

“Seconded,” Delia said.

“Now, where’s the bedroom?” I asked again and headed for the hallway, and two sets of feet scrambled after me.

I went to turn left at the end of the hall, but Xander stopped me. “That’s the way to the master, and there’s no way I’m fucking in my parents’ bed. The layout is mirrored, so there’s another master suite at the other end of the house.”

“Right it is,” I said and reached behind me to drag Delia by the hand.

As soon as we crossed the threshold to the suite, I spun and had my mouth on hers. The three of us hadn’t been together in too long.

“You two get started,” Xander said. “I’m going to check my old room for lube.”

I groaned into Delia’s mouth. “You ready for us, baby?”

She peered up at me with widened eyes but nodded.

Cupping her face, I kissed her softly. “You know you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, right?’

“I … uh—”

“Found some.” Xander strode into the room but paused when he saw the hesitance in Delia’s eyes. “What’s up?”

“I, umm,” Delia started. “Okay, so—”

“Someone’s a little nervous about having us both at the same time,” I said.

Xander grinned. “Is that so?”


Delia


My skin heated as my cheeks no doubt turned red. “I want to. But it’s the one thing I’ve never done. Both at one time, I mean.”

The guys were still smiling at me.

“Stop judging me!”

Great, now they laughed.

Xander stepped behind me and pressed against me. “Not judging but loving the appearance of your innocent librarian personality.”

I rolled my eyes. “Here he goes with the librarian crap again.”

Roman moved closer, so I was sandwiched in between them. “I reckon we should get her some sexy glasses,” he said to Xander.

Xander’s lips skimmed my shoulder as he murmured, “Definitely. And, D? We don’t have to do anything you’re not ready to. We have forever to play with.”

“Forever,” Roman said.

Their mouths met, and they squished me in tighter. They were both hard, one cock pressing into my stomach and the other against the cleft of my ass. I bit my lip and tried to hold in a moan, but it came out as a squeak. Then mouths and hands were all over me.

Roman palmed my breasts through the material of my dress. “Well, this has to go.” Xander raised my arms as Roman lifted it over my head. “Seriously, Xander, you’re a prince. You think you could buy her some fucking underwear?”

“I don’t like visible panty lines,” I complained.

“VPL is a serious issue, Roman,” Xander mocked. “My sister used to complain about it all the time.” He laughed and then went quiet and took a step back. It was as if the mention of his sister sobered him.

I turned in Roman’s arms to face Xander. “You okay?”

He smiled. “I am. I just realised that was the first time I’ve laughed about her since it happened. That’s a good sign, right?”

“Really good.”

Stepping forward, he pulled my chin up, and his mouth came down on mine. The kiss reminded me of our first kiss in the back of my town car. I’d planned to kiss him hot and heavy and blow his mind, but instead, something inside me knew he needed tender. He needed to be shown he was worthy of more.

Roman came behind me, his lips landing on the back of my neck while his fingers worked the clasp of my bra.

“Why am I the only one naked?” I asked.

“On it,” Roman said. He struggled with his T-shirt and threw it across the room so fast it was comical.

“Get on the bed, D,” Xander said.

I lay back, my hair spread out on the pillow and my legs wide. My two guys stood at the foot of the bed, their eyes roaming over me.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” Xander said as he undressed.

“Let me help,” Roman said and reached for Xander’s belt.

“If you insist.” Xander let his hands drop to his sides.

Roman closed the gap between them and kissed Xander’s neck. Xander’s head fell back as Roman continued to tackle the belt and zipper.

I loved watching them together. They were rougher with each other than with me. Roman’s passion and love for Xander was obvious in the way he touched him and kissed him.

Their mouths and hands explored each other, and the masculine groans made the need within me grow, but I could wait. My turn would come.

I was the newbie in this relationship. Though Roman technically joined Xander and me, and now Xander was joining me and Roman, they had a two-year long courtship—even if neither of them realised what it was.

Being with them had been the only time it felt right with someone. My wild nights at Mystique were time fillers, and so were my boring dates with dignitaries and noblemen. I wasn’t restless with Xander and Roman. They were the only ones I wanted more than one night with.

I couldn’t hold in my moan when Roman freed Xander’s cock and stroked him. Xander’s breath was uneven and ragged. Roman tried to sink to his knees, but Xander stopped him.

“Do that and I won’t recover. I’m on the edge and have been horny for months.”

Roman chuckled. “I guess I’ll have to use my talents on our girl.”

“Or, I have a better idea,” Xander said. He leaned in and whispered something in Roman’s ear.

“Are you sure?” Roman asked.

“There hasn’t been anyone I trust as much as you,” he said.

Roman stood stunned while Xander lost his shirt completely, stepped out of his pants, and stalked towards me on the bed.

I squirmed as his mouth ran up my thigh, and as he got closer to my core, I shivered in anticipation. Instead of giving me what I wanted, he kept making his way up my body.

“Fucking tease,” I complained.

His mouth landed on mine, and his tongue forced its way inside. Not that it met much resistance.

His cock ground against me, as his lips moved to my cheek and then down my neck. “Mmm, I’ve missed you guys.” He took my breasts in his hands.

“Are you talking to Roman and me or my boobs?”

“All of the above.” Xander’s mouth clamped down on one of my nipples, and a shriek escaped me when his teeth grazed my skin.

His hand trailed down my stomach. “You going to be ready for me, D?”

I nodded, unable to construct proper words with my tongue.

He groaned as his fingers entered me. “So ready.” A whimper escaped me when his fingers left me, but they were soon replaced by his cock lining up at my entrance and slowly inching in. “Here’s the deal, baby. You’re going to have to distract me for a bit, ’kay?”

I didn’t know what he meant until I felt the bed dip as Roman climbed in behind Xander.

“I can stop at any time,” Roman said.

I heard the cap of the bottle of lube open, and the thought of Roman taking Xander while he was inside me made heat flood my body.

“I’m good,” Xander croaked, but he stilled. His brow furrowed as Roman prepped him, and his skin flushed.

“Kiss me,” I said.

His mouth met mine, but he was too focused on what Roman was doing. His tongue was lazy and his attention elsewhere.

“Xander, relax,” Roman said.

“Easier said than done,” he gritted out. “It’s been a long time since I tried this.”

“I can stop,” Roman said.

“No!” Xander cried out. “Just give me a sec.”

I cupped his face and forced him to look down at me. “Focus on me,” I whispered. My hands trailed down to his shoulders. “You’re all tense.”

“I’m trying not to crush you.”

“Crush me,” I said. “I can take your weight.”

He lowered himself on top of me, trying to keep his weight on one elbow as he propped himself up. I kissed his skin, his neck, his chest—anywhere my mouth could reach. The tightness in him loosened but only for a second before he cursed under his breath. His cock, which had been softening inside me, jerked.

“That’s it,” Roman encouraged.

Xander kissed me again. His tongue worked with mine, then fought for dominance, and then went back to being playful. He took his time, savouring me, loving me. Slowly, his hips started moving.

Xander muttered something unintelligible. It sounded like “fuck me” but came out more “fulmblingjin.” His head fell to the crook of my shoulder, but his hips kept moving, slowly picking up pace.

I wanted to watch what Roman was doing to him, but the sensation of Xander moving inside me made me close my eyes and arch my back. My body craved more.

“Ready, babe?” Roman asked.

Xander grunted.

“I think that was a yes,” I said.

“Fuck yes,” Xander said.

More weight shifted on top of me. There was a brief moment where Xander stilled above me again, but he took a deep breath and then kissed me hard.

Roman groaned and then moved inside Xander, setting off a chain reaction where Xander moved inside of me.

“Fuck,” Xander said. “I don’t think I’ll survive this.”

“Want me to stop?” Roman asked.

“Hell no,” Xander and I said in unison.

“But there’s a good chance I may pass out from it feeling way too fucking good,” Xander said.

“More?” Roman asked.

“Definitely,” Xander said.

Each move Roman made, Xander thrust into me. We moved as one, and it heightened everything. My body burned, and my mind clouded over as all I could focus on was the two men I was falling for.

This was our future. All of us together.

Maybe that should’ve freaked me out. It would be frowned upon. Others might not be able to understand three people could bond the way a couple did, but I could. And all that mattered was that I was where I wanted to be, and Xander and Roman wanted me. All the rest was just noise.

“Faster,” Xander grumbled.

“If I go any faster, I’m gonna come,” Roman said.

I clenched down on Xander’s cock. “I can come fast.”

“Fuck, so can I,” Xander said.

Roman gradually increased his pace, and sweat dripped down his forehead as he tried to hold on to his control, but it was slipping. His rhythm began to falter when my orgasm hit and I cried out.

Xander and Roman came together, and we became a ball of tense limbs and trembling bodies.

For a brief second, I feared I was about to get crushed to death if Roman put his weight on us, but at the same time, I would’ve been okay to go in that moment.

My muscles were achy, my whole body sated.

Luckily Roman collapsed beside us, while Xander fell on top of me.

“I could definitely get used to this,” Xander said.

“Good,” Roman said, his voice breathless. “Because after what you did today, there’s going to be a whole lot more.”


Xander


“Uh, sir?” Bryant said, entering the kitchen area where I was cooking Roman and Delia breakfast.

Yup, the prince was cooking. Badly. I wondered if my grandparents would let me keep my personal chefs now I wasn’t in line for the crown. I’d had them since I was born, and my only regret by abdicating was the possibility of having to fend for myself in the real world of eggs. How the fuck did people not get chunks of shell in there?

“What’s up?” I asked Bryant.

“Your grandmother is ten minutes out.”

I dropped the pan on the floor with a loud clang, narrowly missing burning the shit out of my feet.

“Sorry. Should’ve broken that to you gentler, right?”

“What was that crash?” Roman asked, rounding the corner. He was only wearing his suit pants from yesterday. “Aww, babe, are you trying to cook?” He kissed my cheek and then bent down to pick up the pan.

“My grandmother’s on her way here.”

Another crash when he dropped it this time. “Is she an off with their heads type of queen?” he asked.

“You and Delia are obsessed with beheadings. My nanna is nowhere near as bad as my grandfather.”

“What are you two doing out here?” Delia appeared, wearing my dress shirt and nothing else.

“U-uh … umm …” Bryant stuttered.

Roman folded his arms across his chest, and I dove in front of Delia to cover her up.

“Geez, possessive much?” Delia said and stepped around me. “Where’s the coffee? And why are there eggs on the floor?”

“Bryant, how about you go wait for the queen outside?” Roman said.

“The queen is coming?” Delia asked, her eyes wide. “I look horrible!” Coffee forgotten, she bolted back to the bedroom.

“Is she being serious?” Bryant asked. “Has she looked in a mirror?”

“Out,” Roman said.

“What he said,” I agreed.

Bryant grimaced. “So, you guys can share her, but I can’t even look? Some double standard that is.”

“Can I check out your wife?” Roman asked.

“You could, but she’s butt ugly.” Bryant turned on his heel and walked out the front.

“Well, that sounds like a marriage made in heaven,” I said.

“Why do you think your grandmother’s coming?”

“Ooh, maybe they found a way to legally disown me, and she’ll kick us out. How many rooms is Delia’s apartment?”

“Two.”

“Farrrk.”

“It’ll be fine,” Roman said. “Whatever it is, we’ll get through it together. Even if it means you have to become a commoner like the two people you’ve chosen to spend your life with. We can teach you how to cut coupons and save on insurance.”

When he put it that way, it didn’t seem so scary. “Can’t wait,” I whispered and pressed against him. My mouth melded to his, and Roman’s arms wrapped around my back as he moaned. To think I could’ve had this for the two years we were together. If only I wasn’t blind to Roman’s feelings. He could’ve said something, damn it, but I understood why he didn’t. He wasn’t to know I’d feel the same or that I wouldn’t fire him.

A throat cleared, and I figured it was Delia, so I didn’t pull away. If anything, I kissed our man harder, just for her.

“Okay, we get it, you’re bisexual.”

My grandmother. Shit. Roman and I jumped apart. “Nanna. I didn’t hear you come in.”

“Clearly,” she said dryly. My nanna—the smartass of Ashwick. “We have business to discuss.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Beheadings?”

She smiled at how scared I was of her. “As fun as that would be, it’s not a great idea when you’re nationally revered. Heck, internationally now, thanks to yesterday.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“I don’t want to know what you’ve been doing to have been blind to the chaos you’ve set in motion. Where’s the third one of you?”

“D?” I called out.

“I’ll be out in a minute!” she yelled back in a scolding manner.

Nanna laughed. “She would have made a wonderful queen.”

“I’m, uh, going to go put on a shirt,” Roman said and disappeared down the hallway.

“Have a seat,” Nanna said. She sat at the head of the dining table, and I took the chair closest to her. “Your dad would be proud of you for your bravery—facing something that opens you up to a lot of scrutiny. So would your mum and sister.”

“Thank you,” I whispered. “How’s Grandfather taking the backlash?”

Nanna waved me off. “We were prepared, and the reception has been better than we had planned for. There’s some nastiness, but we were expecting that. And then photos of you this morning appeared where it looks like you’re proposing to both a man and woman, but luckily, the pictures were grainy enough for us to deny it was you.”

Phew.

“We’re going to have to deal with those rumours constantly, but you’re also going to have to be more careful when you’re in public.”

“We will,” I promise.

“Now. Down to business. Just because you’ve given away the throne, that doesn’t mean you’re not royalty anymore. And with how the nation has responded, it might be a while before you three can get comfortable. That’s why I’m here. This involves all of you, so come sit down.” She turned to Delia and Roman who were hovering in the entryway to the dining room.

Did this woman have eyes in the back of her head?

Delia took the seat next to me, and Roman took the one opposite.

“Here’s the deal,” Nanna said to me and Delia. “You two will still eventually wed, when you’re ready.” She turned to Roman. “You are being reassigned.”

“I’m being reinstated?” Roman asked.

Nanna smiled. “Not exactly. You can no long be part of the royal guard who swear to protect the royal family. Being with Xander and Cordelia is a conflict of interest. Your abilities to protect them will be compromised by your personal feelings for them.”

“I understand,” Roman said.

“However, there is nothing to stop you from being a valet, and we already have your perfect charge.”

“V-Valet?” Roman stuttered. “Like dressing royalty?”

“That’s the traditional role. We’re thinking more along the lines of … a personal assistant who keeps certain behaviours under wraps.”

“I don’t understand, Your Majesty.”

“Quin, Roman.” Nanna looked to me. “You didn’t pick this one for his brains, did you?”

Delia and I scowled, but Roman let out a surprising laugh.

“You are to watch over Quin and talk sense into that boy when he wants to do stupid things. While you were guarding him, we had no idea about the sex clubs and partying he got up to. That’s all recently come to light, and now he’s the next king, you need to work the magic you’ve done with him before. And with Xander. You hid Xander’s affairs for two years. The royal family needs you.”

“I’ll do it. No question,” Roman said.

It wasn’t his dream job of serving in the royal guard, but he was an important person to the royals, and he was going to be the future king’s valet. I was beyond ecstatic for him.

Nanna addressed Delia and me next. “Now you’re not going to be king and queen, and word is out, the palace wants to embrace your sexuality and put a positive, supporting spin on it,” Nanna said. “We cannot, however, have you fighting for the sanctity of marriage when you don’t believe in the vows yourself.”

“That’s not true,” I said. “I’m in a committed relationship. It just happens to be with two people.”

“I’m not here to get into this debate with you, Alexander. Think of the public reaction. Right now, they’re encouraging you. How do you think the media will portray Cordelia and Roman if word got out?”

“She’s right,” Roman said. “I told you Delia and I are fine with whatever we have to do. As long as we’re together, I don’t care if I have to pretend not to be in love with you in public. And you know what people will say about Delia. They’ll see her with two guys and she’ll automatically be labelled a slut, even though you and I are in this just as much as she is. What we have isn’t the perceived norm, so there’s many who won’t understand it.”

“It’s wrong though,” I mumbled.

“We have to pick our battles,” Delia said. “This way, we can be together without the pressure.”

“Right,” Nanna said. “And here’s the bottom line. The palace is setting up a foundation which you two will front,” she said to Delia and me. “It’s to give aid to those who don’t have supportive networks in their life. It’ll be a shelter of sorts for the LGBTQ community. It will be your jobs to check on it, visit, and be the faces of it.”

“It’s right up your alley,” Roman said to Delia. “Helping people without wearing underwear on the outside of your clothes.”

“Okay, I feel like I’m missing something,” I said.

“It’s perfect,” Delia said. “Definitely something I want to do.”

“Cordelia, you will need to shadow me two to three days a week after you get engaged. You’re not becoming queen anymore, but you will still be classed as royalty when you wed Alexander. You will still be a princess.”

Delia nodded.

“I think that’s about everything I had to say,” Nanna said, standing. “I’ll see you two in the royal offices next week, and we’ll get started on this project. Roman, I’ll see you when you report for duty with Quin.”

Nanna made her way to the front door where her own security detail stood, but she turned at the last second. “Oh, one last thing. If there’s to be children in this relationship, they will be raised as royals. They will be princes and princesses. Therefore, we don’t expect any of them to have brown eyes. Understand what I’m saying?”

Roman smirked, and I could read his mind as clear as day. Guess I’m sticking to anal then.

When we didn’t reply, Nanna nodded. “Now, this fairy godmother has to get going back to her palace.”

I tried not to laugh. “Thank you, Nanna. For making this happen.” When she made her way outside, I turned to both of them.

“We got off light,” Roman said.

“I don’t know about that,” Delia said. “It feels like Xander abdicated for no reason. We still have to deny our relationship, and Xander and I will still have to follow royal bylaws.”

“Not all fairy tales can end with an easy happily ever after,” I said. “Reality needs compromise.”

“The rest of the world doesn’t have to know everything about our lives,” Roman said.

“No one’s going to contest paternity if we have kids with brown eyes,” I said.

Roman laughed. “You didn’t pay attention in school, did you? Two blue-eyed people can’t make a baby with brown eyes. If any of our kids have brown eyes, everyone will know they aren’t royal.”

“There’s a certain royal from you know where, and everyone says his ginger hair couldn’t be hereditary. No one’s giving him a paternity test,” I said.

Roman shrugged. “It’s not a big deal to me. When you start trying for kids, I can use protection whenever I’m with Delia. And if you do have kids, they’ll be as much mine as they are yours.”

“So, we’re really doing this, huh?” Delia asked.

Roman and I boxed Delia in between us. “You’re not ever going to get away,” I murmured.

Delia smiled. “That sounds a little kidnappery.”

Roman laughed. “True. But he can get away with it because he’s a prince.”

Delia pursed her lips. “So, if Xander’s Prince Charming and Roman’s Cinderella, the queen is our fairy godmother, what does that make me?”

Roman and I didn’t miss a beat as we answered at the same time. “Ours.”


Thank you!



Thank you for reading Unprincely. Please consider taking the time to leave a review on Amazon and Goodreads. I use reviews to let me know whether a series is worth continuing or not, and I appreciate every one of them. For instance, if you want to see more from these royals, please let me know!

If you’d like to stay up to date with these characters—or any others from Eden Finley—and find out what’s going on with them, you can join my reader group on Facebook here: https://www.facebook.com/groups/1901150070202571/
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