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Chapter One

Iain
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I relaxed into the plush leather seat of the limousine that drove me from the private airport to our home. The distance was short enough that I could walk but, safety first, as my omega dad always said. 

“Happy to be home?” Jerome asked. He was one of the newer security guards, I hadn’t met him before today. The two guards who had returned home from Esmour with me had been picked up at the airport by their families. Parents who were so excited for their arrival that they waited on the tarmac for them. 

I had been met by a huge stretch limo and a single photographer meant to capture my return for the newspapers and online media. I doubted the story would garner many hits. No family waited anxiously for me to arrive home. 

“Yeah, I am,” I said. It had been over a year since I’d set foot in my home country of Swena. After spending a year in Esmour, helping build and set up schools for an underdeveloped country I was ready to see my family again. Though, it didn’t appear that they were as excited to see me. 

For the past year it had been just me, two bodyguards, and a whole village of people who’d had no idea that I was a prince. 

It’d been easy for me to forget that I was one as well. Being the only omega in a five-child family, and the youngest at that, I was easily forgotten. I had been left out of several tabloid printings over the years. Which didn’t bother me most of the time. The press pretty much left me alone. Being forgotten about does have its advantages. My brothers, especially the oldest and the heir apparent Cort, didn’t have the same luxury. 

“Your fathers want to meet with you as soon as we arrive home,” Jerome said.  

I nodded my head. I had spoken to them just a few hours ago to let them know I was almost home. They had been distracted by royal wedding planning, and my homecoming felt like more a nuisance than anything else. 

I sighed and stared out the window at the streets of the capital city of Swena. Shop windows were filled with royal wedding specials and merchandise. I bit back a grin. I bet Cort was loving all of the attention–not.  

My eldest brother Cort Sentjohn Genthner, the heir apparent to the kingdom was set to wed an omega prince from the neighboring country of Asach. It was an arranged marriage, born out of a treaty nearly twenty years ago. Cort’s marriage would be one of convenience rather than love. Cort assured me and the family that he was fine with it, that it was his duty to the crown, but I had my doubts. 

I couldn’t imagine not pursuing my own desire because our titles wouldn’t allow it. Being last born did have its advantages: I could marry whoever I wanted. 

Immediately my mind pulled up an image of Xavier Alington, second lieutenant of the Royal Guard. Although, it had been a year since I’d last seen him, perhaps he was a first lieutenant now. I’d once heard him say that his biggest goal in life was to be head of the Royal Guard. It was a prestigious position, and I could see it happening. 

Of course, he hadn’t said that to me. I’d just overheard it one time at an event. Xavier was never assigned to my detail. His skills were too sharp to be wasted on the youngest brother. But for a time, he was assigned to my twin, who was an alpha and a member of the King’s council, and I’d gotten to spend time with him. Not that he’d noticed. 

My infatuation with Xavier needed to stop. Now that I was home again, and for the foreseeable future, I needed to avoid him. It would not do well for a prince to have a crush on a bodyguard, and if anyone found out, he’d likely not be promoted ever again. Though he had done nothing to fuel my crush. The man hadn’t ever even looked at me. I just managed to get all starry eyed when he was around. 

When we arrived at the palace, nothing had changed from the last time I’d seen it. The sight took my breath away, just as it had since I was a young child. The castle had stood for hundreds of years, renovated and kept in pristine condition. It was magnificent. A tribute to our nation of Swena. 

Stepping inside was like walking back into my childhood. Although the place was a bustle of activity, which was new. Our staff ran in every direction, none paused long enough to glance at me. I was invisible, which was how it normally was. 

“What's going on?” I asked Beatrice, the head management for the household. She stood, clipboard in hand, checking things off as people hustled around her. 

“Preparations for the royal wedding.”

“That's weeks away,” I said. 

“Yes, and the preparations have been going on for way longer than that. Plus, with the new royal baby—” 

I raised an eyebrow. “Baby?” 

She raised a brow and gave me a wide smile. “Surely you know of your brother's child?” 

Clearly I needed to be caught up.

“Iain!” My alpha father's voice boomed down the stairs. He held out his arms in a grand gesture. “It's so good to see you.” 

Beatrice put a hand on my shoulder. “Welcome home, Your Highness. Do come see me when you get settled. We had chef put together some of your favorites. We even managed to get those chocolate truffles you’re so fond of.”

“Thank you.” I smiled and put my hand over hers. My heart leapt in my chest. I realized just then how much I’d missed this. The palace, the people that cared about me, my dads, my brothers. Everyone. In the year that I had been gone I hadn’t missed them when I was busy working each and every day to meet our objectives, but being here now, it was as if every ounce of longing hit me at once. I raced up the stairs, in a very unprincely manner. 

My omega father laughed as I threw myself into my alpha father's arms. He wore a suit that, prior to my assault, had been pressed perfectly. 

“I missed you,” I said. I took a deep breath, inhaling the cologne he still used. Some things never changed. 

“We missed you, son. It's good to have you home. We wish we could stay to chat and catch up on everything, but we have to get going. We are off to meet with the catering team about the engagement dinner.” The king had his arms around me, he rubbed my back like he had done many times when I was a young child.  

“Sure, of course.” I stepped back, out of  his arms. I was a grown man after all, not a young boy. 

“We’re so proud of you, son,” my omega father said and wrapped an arm around me. “You accomplished so much on your trip.”  

I grinned, the words filling me with pride. “Thanks.” 

Reluctantly, I stepped back even farther to allow them to pass down the stairs. An attendee of my father’s stepped forward and straightened their suits. 

“Set up a meeting for tomorrow, please. We need to discuss a few things,” my alpha father said. 

I nodded. “Of course. Is there anything I need to prepare for?” 

“No, go on and get settled. We will schedule a dinner to celebrate your return and we can all catch up then.”  

After they left it seemed as if the bustle of activity slowed down. “Well, I guess I can go to my room, then?” I looked to Jerome. “I still have a room, right?” 

He handed me one of my smaller bags. “We'll have your luggage delivered there, sir.” 

“Thank you,” I said. 

I took the three flights to my room, which was actually a suite of rooms, or at least it had been the last time I’d been there. I had no reason to think otherwise, but I also had no reason to think my brother had a baby while I was gone. What else had I missed and how much had changed since I’d been away? If there had been a way for me to stay better updated, I would have. But the entire time I was away, I’d only called home once a month when we went to the larger village for supplies. Even then, the communication had been hit or miss. 

In the hallway, I met my twin brother. 

“Iain! Is it really you?” he asked. “Or am I looking in a mirror?” 

I grinned. Even though my twin was an alpha, we were identical in looks. He had slightly more muscle mass than I did likely due to the fact that I'd been living off not the best food for the past year. 

“It's really me.” I hugged him, taking a moment to squeeze him tight and draw in his scent. 

“What is this about a baby?” I asked. 

“Oh, you're never going to believe it. Augustus ran off to America and got married. He had a baby with an American named Wendell.” 

“What?” Of all the news, that was not what I’d expected to hear. “Honestly, I assumed you or Erich had knocked up some omega.” 

Kalwin put a hand to his chest. “How dare you. I’m smarter than that. Anyway, the dads did it to themselves. They enforced the law. You know what I’m talking about. The law.” 

I raised a brow. The law was well known to all of us. It stated that in order to keep our titles, the princes all had to be married by their thirtieth birthday. We never expected them to actually enforce it. “Oh really, how will that affect us? Erich’s next then, yes?” 

“He is. We’ve got several years before I'm going to worry about any of that. But just so you know, now that Cort is getting married, they're insisting on all of us settling down. If I were you, I’d steer clear of any meetings with them. And do not attend dinners if you can avoid them, that is when they pounce. So many questions.” Kalwin shook his head. “When are you going to settle down, Kalwin? Why haven’t you found a nice omega to court, Kalwin? Who was that omega that snuck out of your room in the middle of the night Kalwin? It’s awful.” 

I choked back a laugh. Clearly, Kalwin was taking the settling down idea seriously. “They want me to set up a meeting with them for tomorrow.” 

“Skip it,” Kalwin said. “If you do go, just tell them you are still finding yourself. It’s worked for me for all these years. It's good to see you, brother. I really missed you.” 

“I missed you, too. I appreciated your letters.” Each month there was a stack of mail for me at the village where we picked up supplies. It was as if Kalwin sat down each night and wrote me a little something. 

“Hey, man. It's the least I could do. It looked like you had a really good time and did some good work.” 

“I did,” I said. “I'm happy to be home though.” 

“We're happy to have you. Now go take a shower, we can catch up later. You’ve got some stink on you.” 

I laughed. “Thanks.” 


Chapter Two

Xavier
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The ticking of the clock radiated throughout the room. I held back a sigh and forced my eyes to stay open. I was coming off a long shift of preparation and planning for all the royal family to be under one roof. As second in command of the Royal Guard, I took my responsibility of the royal family’s safety seriously. As their family expanded, my job got harder. 

The only thing that stood between me and a full day off was this meeting.

We sat in our lavish conference room. The mahogany table had a person at every seat, as well as some of the staff standing against the wall. Each of us had the binder in front of us that outlined all the protocols we put in place in anticipation of the royal wedding. 

Max, our chief of security, in charge of coordinating schedules, droned on and on about things we already knew, plans we had already put in place. It was important, and most days I appreciated the reminder regarding our protocols, but today I just wanted to go to my room and crash for a few hours. 

“As of fourteen hundred hours, the entire royal family is under this roof and I expect them to remain safe, happy, and healthy the entire time.” 

I perked up with that, sitting up straighter in my seat. Prince Iain was here now? He was the last of the siblings to arrive home. I hadn't realized it happening that soon. I snuck a glance out the window across the courtyard and looked three floors up to the window of his bedroom, a bedroom that had remained empty and quiet for nearly a year now while he was on his trip to Esmour. As if by magic the light flickered on. I leaned forward, my eyes locked on the window. Maybe I could just catch a—

There was a nudge on my shoulder. “Pay attention, man,” Nicolas said. He was my closest friend on the guard and one who knew better than anyone how much I was dreading, and anticipating, Prince Iain’s return.  

I turned my attention back to the boss. 

“Xavier, I know you are coming off a long shift. I want you to be back on duty tomorrow morning, though.” 

“Sir, I was hoping—” 

“I know you need more time, but Prince Iain’s security detail is not the size I want it to be. His guards that returned home with him need time to recuperate and spend time with family.” 

“Of course, sir.” I'd be stuck on duty then because I didn't have a family. Hopefully, I wouldn't be assigned to the young prince specifically. Maybe I’d just manage his schedule and assign individuals as needed. The omega had just returned home from Esmour after a year abroad, surely he just wanted to stay home and relax? It wasn’t like he was going to go out and socialize, right? 

“Ooh,” Nicolas whispered to me. “Looks like you're going to be watching Loverboy.” 

“Cut it out,” I growled. 

He nudged my shoulder again, only this time he was indicating toward the window. “Oh, there he is.”

I should have stopped myself from looking. I should have been stronger, but I wasn’t. My head turned, my gaze seeking the man who haunted my dreams despite my best attempts to keep him out of them. I wanted to catch a glimpse of him. How had he changed in the past year? 

Prince Kalwin, despite their similar looks, did nothing to me on an intimate level. Prince Iain shouldn’t have either, but ever since the first moment I’d seen him he’d stirred up feelings in me that I should never have had for a member of the royal family. There he was. An exact copy of his twin, Kalwin, who I’d been assigned to guard numerous times, but there were slight differences.

Iain had a tiny scar above his left eyebrow, where he had been hit with a swing as a teenager. He’d been playing with a group of young kids that were visiting the palace. I had been assigned to that event, and I’d been there as Iain had nearly been knocked out by the wayward swing. He’d laughed it off, but inside I was a mess. No matter how small the injury, it killed me to see Iain hurt. 

With Prince Iain out of the country for the past year it had been easy to hide my infatuation with him. I didn't admit it to anyone, but Nicolas, who had been with me since the academy, ribbed me about it enough that I knew he knew. 

There was something about this omega. I wanted to protect him. Not because it was my job, but because it was something he wanted me to do, expected of me as… what? His alpha? That could never happen. 

The shades on Prince Iain’s windows were pulled closed and I turned my attention back to my boss. 

Things had to be professional between me and the prince, just like the relationship I had with his brothers. The prince had no reason to look my way, had never looked my way as far as I could tell, and I never gave him a second glance, at least not when anyone was around to see it. 

Professionalism was key, and I wasn't going to break the rules by fraternizing with my charge. No matter how tempted I was. 


Chapter Three

Iain
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Some of my omega friends enjoyed their heats. They'd find another omega, or a beta to hunker down with for the weekend and have a grand time. But not me. I dreaded them. My first one hit when I was seventeen, I was a late-bloomer apparently, and since then I had never enjoyed the twice-yearly occurrence. 

So, when my heat came on suddenly only hours after arriving home as I was sitting in my room beginning to unpack, I groaned in dismay. I wanted to flop on the floor and have a fit like a toddler, thanks to the hormones raging through my system. 

I knew it was due to the travel, my circadian rhythms were messed up and causing my body to do wonky things. 

At least now, I’d get it out of the way and I didn't have to worry about disrupting any of the pre-wedding ceremonies that were happening. Not like the time I had gone into heat when I was nineteen years old and had to bow out of a state dinner. I couldn't even remember the dignitary that I had offended with my absence. 

My fathers hadn't even given me my itinerary for this weekend, so it wasn't as if I would be missing anything. The friends and organizations I wanted to check up on would have to wait a few days, and my parents had enough to keep them busy, they wouldn’t mind delaying our meeting for a few days. So, instead, I let the heat take over my body, the longer I resisted it, the more awful it would be. 

Sure, I could call on someone to help out. But I'd never shared my heat with anyone, and I wasn't going to start now. I sent a quick text to my dad and oddly enough, my twin brother to let them know that I would be in my room for the next forty-eight hours, or maybe less if I was lucky. 

They understood. It was an omega’s life after all. 

My brother sent back the pukey emoji face, but then quickly responded that he'd send up cake and ice cream later. I had to laugh. It was appreciated. 

I drew a bath, slipped out of my clothes, and just let myself be overtaken with heat and desire. My hole slickened, smoothing the way for an alpha cock that would never arrive. My dick became impossibly hard. I gripped the base and stroked, closing my eyes as I worked my own cock like I had done hundreds of times before. 

Visions of my dream alpha flashed through my mind. Broad shoulders, wide chest with a smattering of dark hair, firm pecks, abs that went forever and ended with that delicious line that practically drew an arrow right down to his nether regions. 

I groaned as I stroked myself and sunk down into the water, letting the bubbles surround me. I could just picture him, my perfect alpha. 

My picture somehow always turned into the same man, which is why I never concentrated on his face. Xavier. I hadn’t seen him since I’d arrived, hadn’t heard if he was still around. But I was thinking about him right now. He didn't need to know I fantasized about him during my heats. He didn't even know I existed. 

I was just about to come, moaning Xavier's name when a shrill siren pierced through the air. 

I jumped out of the tub, splashing water behind me. I grabbed the towel from the hook and raced through my bedroom and into the sitting area. My dick was still hard, my hole leaking slick. Shudders racked my body, but still the siren shirked through the air.  

The door to my suite burst open. “What the fuck?” I shouted, holding the towel in front of my body. My cock had deflated but heat still prickled under my skin. 

One of the alpha bodyguards stood in my doorway, his eyes locked on mine. His nostrils flared as his back stiffened. 

Fuck. My pheromones had to be all over the place and from the looks of it, this alpha wasn’t the type that could handle himself in a room with an omega in heat. 

“What are you doing in here? You need to leave.” I began to back away, resisting the urge to run. 

“There's been a breach of the property. It's protocol.” He shook his head as if my stench offended him. “You and all of the royal family members need to be in your rooms.”

“I am in my room! Get out!” I clutched the towel. Did I have anything I could use as a weapon if this alpha didn’t get himself under control? Who the hell would I call for help? 

“It’s protocol for a guard to be in your room. You can’t be out of sight.” His breath came in heavy pants and I realized then that he was losing his battle for control.  

“Absolutely not,” I said. “You need to leave.” If an alpha couldn't control himself around an omega in heat, bad things could happen, which is why we often secluded ourselves during our heats. One would think that the alphas in the bodyguard group would be stronger than this, but apparently not this one.

“I can’t—” He covered his face with his hands, his body tensed like he was fighting within himself. The siren screeched at regular intervals, even if I screamed, no one would hear. 

I grabbed for the vase that sat on the table next to the couch. It was a gift years ago from another omega prince for my twentieth birthday. It had sentimental value, and it was a priceless piece of art, but I wouldn’t hesitate to smash it over this alpha’s head if I needed to. 

“You need to get a grip on yourself and leave,” I said. 

The alpha took a step forward and I prepared myself for the fight to come, but suddenly he was ripped from the room and the door closed. 

Xavier flipped the lock and turned to me. His eyes flashed with anger and something that I didn’t recognize. “Are you okay?” he asked. 

I nodded. “Are you—do you—I’m kind of in the middle of something here…”

His jaw tensed, a muscle ticked. “I’m under control. But you need to be within my sight.” 

The impossibility of the situation nearly had me buckling at the knees. My dick was hard enough to pound nails. It hurt. Pain radiated from my groin. If I didn’t fill my ass with something soon I was going to come unglued. 

“I have to—” 

“I know, Iain, I know. But there is an intruder on the property. Inside the palace. I can’t let you alone. You need to be protected.” 

I clutched tighter at the towel. “An intruder? Someone got inside?” 

He nodded.

That was new. We’d had close calls before, but never an intruder inside the building. 

“Go to your bedroom, keep the door open. I will stay here and guard the entrance.” Xavier’s gaze roved the room, likely scanning for any threat that could be looming in the shadows. But I was alone. With Xavier.

He was still here. Still employed as a palace guard. Just where I’d left him.  

Fuck. My suite was larger than the average bedroom, but it wasn’t large enough that he wouldn’t hear everything I did to myself in the other room.

“You’ll be able to—”

“I can control myself, Iain. You are safe with me.” 

My body trembled as a heat spread through me from his words. My name on his lips, sans my royal title. It was an aphrodisiac like I’d never encountered before. I knew he told the truth. He would maintain control no matter what I did in the other room, no matter how loud my shouts of pleasure got, no matter how thick the air was with my heat. He could handle it. 

“What if I can’t?” 

He blinked at me, shock registering on his face in an almost funny way. “Pardon?”

“My heat would go by a lot faster if I shared it with an alpha. If we’re stuck with each other for the next few hours, we could—” 

“Iain, you don’t—”

My body shuddered as my name slid past his lips again. I’d never heard him say it. It was always “Your Highness.” I was never Iain to him, but I wanted to be. 

I dropped the towel, my cock jutted out from my body. Hard as stone and leaking cum. 

Xavier’s eyes widened. He put a hand to his ear, listening. Someone must be communicating via the radio. “Yes, Prince Iain is secure. I have eyes on him and won’t be leaving this room until we get the all clear.” 

I held my breath. Did that mean he was going to reject me or…

“Use my cellphone for communication from now on. I’m taking my earpiece out.” 

He removed the small device and set it on the table, then set his phone next to it. “Iain, do you know what you’re asking of me?” 

I nodded. “I do.”

“I have control right now, Iain, but if we start this, I don’t know if we can stop.”

“I trust you. And I won’t want to stop.” 

 


Chapter Four

Xavier
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My body made the decision for me. My dick hardened the moment I walked into Prince Iain’s room. With his scent all around me, heat or not, I wanted him. 

I should have left with the other bodyguard, the one I’d had to throw out of the room. I’d see to it that he was sent back to training or jail. Though he hadn’t hurt the prince, there had been fear in Iain’s eyes when I’d come into the room and stopped the guard from doing something incredibly horrific.

Protocol dictated when there was an intruder in the palace, an extremely rare occurrence, each member of the royal family needed to be within sight of their guard at all times. I’d been on my way to Iain’s room when the alarm sounded. I’d meant to welcome him home and explain about the change in security detail, instead the alarm had rung and I’d caught his current guard just before the unthinkable could occur.  

If I had been just a few minutes later… I shuddered as what could have happened to my prince ran through my mind. 

Iain moaned as he stroked his cock. “Please, Xavier. I’m struggling here.”

I removed my shirt and my earpiece, dropping both to the floor. 

Iain groaned in what sounded like relief. “Thank the gods, I need you.”

I knew he meant an alpha, and not just me specifically, but I liked hearing that it was me that he wanted. 

I closed the distance between us and stood in front of him. His skin held droplets of water from his bath, and his eyes were droopy with desire. His body radiated heat. I stroked my fingers down his cheek, searching his gaze for any reluctance in my touch. If he flinched away, I’d leave. He had to want this, want me, before I was going any further. 

He leaned into the touch, his eyes fluttering. “Xavier, please. Take me to bed.”

No sweeter words had ever hit my ears. It was every fantasy brought to life. “Glady, Your Highness.”

He moaned. “Please just call me Iain.”

“Iain,” I breathed. 

I swept him into my arms, and he wrapped his arms around my neck as I carried him to his bedroom. I placed him on the king-sized bed overtop the comforter. On the night stand was an assortment of dildos and a large bottle of lube and a single condom. 

Iain flushed. “I was getting ready to, ummm…”

I grinned. “You won’t need those right now, but maybe later.”

Iain’s usually shy gaze melted away and it was filled with lust. “I’d rather have your cock than any of those toys any day.”

My cock, which was already hard, went to full mast in a matter of seconds. It strained against my pants and I removed them. I stood in front of the bed, fully naked, my gaze roving over the fully naked prince splayed out for me.  

He stroked himself and spread his legs while I climbed onto the bed and nestled between his legs. 

“Are you absolutely sure, Iain? I can stop.” 

“Please don’t. We haven’t even started.” He gripped my neck and pulled me down. His lips crashed against mine in a bruising kiss. Despite his forcefulness, there was a hesitation in his movements, like he hadn’t had a lot of kisses before and wasn’t sure what to do. Was it possible that my prince was untouched? 

I took over. Moving my lips over his, coaxing his mouth open so I could get a taste of him. Meanwhile, my hand felt its way down his body, over his smooth abs and hips until I found his balls. I cradled them in my hand and he hissed. His hips bucked. 

I touched a finger to his hole and he moaned. 

“Please, yes, please.” Iain arched his back. 

I kissed his neck, sucked the skin over his collar bone into my mouth. He tasted of cherries and champagne. His was forbidden fruit. A member of the royal family, a man I had sworn under oath to protect with my life. Thank the gods he didn’t wish for me to stop, I couldn’t have at that moment. 

I’d never let my fantasies go too far whenever I let myself think of Iain as a man. I’d dreamt of a kiss, of a touch, but never his taste or the sounds he might make if I were ever able to get him underneath me. But now I experienced it all.

Iain’s fingertips clutched at my back as I pressed a finger into his tight hole. The slick his body created while deep in the throes of his heat helped ease the way. We wouldn’t even need the lube he had ready for use. 

I scissored my fingers to make room for more, he’d need to be stretched to make room for my cock. 

His body took me easily. 

“Fuck me, please Xavier. I need your cock.”

I kissed his neck and chuckled against his skin. “Such naughty words for the young prince,” I said. 

His eyes blazed with desire and a touch of anger. “I know what I want, Xavier. Give it to me.”

All teasing left my mind. I grabbed a condom from the night stand and sheathed my cock.  Hopefully, he had more than just the one, because we were going to need them. 

I lined my cock to his hole and held his hips steady as I buried myself in his depths. I almost wished that I could capture this moment forever, in something other than my memories. I wanted to relive it forever. I’d need my memories to keep me warm in the dungeon after his fathers found out I’d spent Iain’s heat with him. 

Iain’s body took me easily. His hips bucked and jumped, pulling my cock in deeper with each movement. 

“So full,” he breathed. His eyes open, watching me. “Fuck me, Xavier. Move!”

His wish was my command. I’d never deny my prince his needs. I gripped his hips as I slammed into him, slow at first but increasing my speed with each movement. 

I’d never shared a heat with an omega before. I knew being with an alpha was the quickest way to alleviate the discomfort that came with a heat.

He took everything I gave and gave it right back. 

His channel gripped my cock, milking my release from me. It was coming quicker than I wanted. We wouldn’t be able to savor this if I popped too fast. “Oh fuck, Iain! Need to slow down. Too fast.”

“Don’t stop! Fuck, this feels so good. I need it, Xavier. Harder!”

He pumped his dick between us, precum beaded at the tip. I wanted to taste it, but if I did I’d be done for sure. 

Iain’s back arched. “Oh fuck, right there. More! More!” he shouted at me as I thrust into him. His legs clamped around me until my hips could barely move, but I still pumped into him. 

When he came, it was like an explosion between us. His cock erupted with ropey white spurts of cum that didn’t quit. I followed soon after, filling his hole. 

His legs locked around me and I held myself above him with shaky arms. He trailed a hand down my back. 

“That was amazing,” he said. His voice sounded far away and I was just impressed he could make words. I opened my mouth to say something, but all that came out was a moan. 

It took a moment, but I caught my breath and removed my dick from his body. I removed the protection, tossed it in the wastebasket in the bathroom. While I was in there, I checked the temp of the bath water, it was still warm. I returned to my prince and scooped him into my arms.  

His cock was already hard again. “Need you,” he said. He pressed his lips to my neck, his tongue touching my skin. 

I shuddered, my own dick thickening also. 

“I know, love. But I think we ought to enjoy this bath you had drawn.”

I lowered us into the water and Iain relaxed against me, his back against my chest. His body rumbled as he let out a breathy moan. 

Later we would have to talk, figure out what this meant and how we would deal with the repercussions, but right now I had my omega in my arms and I wanted to savor the moment as long as I could. 

 

 


Chapter Five

Iain
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It was warm. So incredibly warm. More than what was normal for my room at the palace. 

I knew I was in the palace, because nowhere else would I have a blanket this thick. But there was more than a blanket weighing me down at the moment. 

An arm was slung over my hips and I was completely naked. I never slept naked. 

I shifted and a soreness radiated through my body. 

Then it all came crashing back to me. My heat. The bodyguard. Xavier. 

Oh holy fish sticks, I’d spent the night with Xavier, my dream alpha. The man I’d been in love with for forever. A man I’d went to Esmour to avoid. Well, that wasn’t fair. I’d had many reasons for going to Esmour and avoiding my crush on Xavier was one of the smaller ones. 

“Your Highness?” Xavier’s voice was rough from sleep. He lifted his head up and I couldn’t help but grin. 

I’d never seen him disheveled or even partially undressed. He was always in a suit and most of the time he had sunglasses on. But now, his hair was pointing every which way, his jaw rough with facial hair, and his eyes clouded with exhaustion. 

Had I done that to him? I tried to count in my head the number of times we’d had sex but I lost count after three. 

“I think it was five,” he said. 

My eyes widened. “How did—”

He chuckled. “You were ticking them off on your hand.”

“Oh,” I said and my cheeks flushed. 

His eyes narrowed. “Is your heat finished? You still feel warm.” 

He pressed a hand to my forehead and I moaned against his touch. I’d thought my heat was about done, but it was as if his touch ignited a fire in me. My cock thickened and grew hard. My hole slickened. It wasn’t over, but it was on its way out. I could likely manage without an alpha now. 

“I think I can manage on my own. If you need to… um…”

Xavier cupped my cheek in his hand, his thumb grazing my bottom lip. He pressed his lips to mine and I melted against him. “I always see a job to the end, Iain. I’d never leave this half-finished.” He sighed. “But, unfortunately, I’m not sure I can move right now.”

I bit my lip and averted my gaze. “Can I…”

I pushed at his shoulder until he was flat on his back, then I crawled until I straddled him. His dick was hard already, mine was too. He used his hands to guide himself to my hole and push his way in. 

I sank down inch by glorious inch. My head thrown back as my body was filled with my alpha. 

Xavier gripped my hips, his fingertips digging into my skin. “Oh baby,” he moaned. “God, you’re beautiful like this. All mine.”

“Yes, yours,” I agreed. 

I moved, slowly at first, unsure of how or what I was doing. All that mattered was that it felt good. I ground my hips and gyrated to a rhythm, riding my alpha into the throes of passion. 

“Iain, I won’t last long.”

“Don’t hold back,” I said. I gripped my cock and pumped. Stroking myself as I rocked. 

“Can’t baby, not with you.”

I held his gaze as I moved. Twelve hours ago, I was a blushing virgin who’d barely looked in his direction despite the intense crush I had on him. Now, I held his gaze as he bucked in place. 

I knew a moment before it happened. I saw his release build in his eyes as he let loose inside of me. I followed soon after, cum raining down on his chest, marking him as mine. He was my alpha in that moment, in my heart. Always.  

He rolled us over until I was underneath him and kissed me. I opened for him, reveling in his taste. I feared I’d never get another moment like this. I held him tight as the heat left my body. It was truly over now. We would have to move and get up eventually, but for now, I stayed. I stroked his back as my eyes fluttered closed and I let sleep take me once again. 

 


Chapter Six

Xavier
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I woke up and the shock of what had transpired between Prince Iain and I seeped in slowly. I didn’t even allow myself a moment to enjoy the omega snuggled against me and the way his breath tickled my chest each time he breathed. His scent surrounded me, but it was muted now that his heat had passed. It was no less enticing though. Prince Iain was and always would be my kryptonite. 

How had I let things go so far? I couldn’t bring myself to regret a single moment of it. Iain was amazing. He always had been. 

Being with him was everything I had ever dreamed it would be. A memory that I would cherish for a lifetime. But a memory it would have to remain. There would be no repeats of the last night.  

I got out of bed and stood at the foot of it to watch my prince sleep. He was curled against the pillow I had been using. The heat flush that covered his cheeks and neck just hours earlier was gone.  

I put on my clothes and snuck out into the hallway, making my way quickly to my own quarters. The palace was quiet this time of day, but of course I was on camera and I passed several of my colleagues as they stood guard outside of the royal family’s rooms. None gave any indication if they knew what I’d done last night. And how would they know? I was assigned to guard Prince Iain and I most certainly hadn’t let him out of my sight. 

I showered and got dressed in my uniform. I knew exactly what I had to do, but I wasn't looking forward to it. 

The king would have to accept my resignation. I'd broken protocol. I’d slept with his youngest son. His only omega son. I wouldn’t blame him if he threw me in the dungeon. We were under strict orders never to get involved with the royal family in any way, shape, or form. Our job was to protect the family, not befriend them. Being that the entire Royal Guard was alphas, we were also under strict orders not to get involved with the royal family’s only omega son. 

I made my way to the king's office. I didn’t know if he was available, it was likely that he wasn’t considering he was the king of a country. The man was busy. But damnit, this was important. I wasn’t going to let the king find out about me and Prince Iain through the grapevine. I knew there would be whispers and rumors, there were no secrets in the palace.

It had been an entire day since I’d entered Prince Iain’s room and not come up for air. Perhaps his majesty already knew.  

I took a deep breath as I knocked. Brom, the king’s personal guard opened the door.

“Xavier, we’ve been expecting you,” Brom said. He was younger than me, and hadn’t been on the guard as long. He was chosen as the king’s personal guard because he was damn good at his job and his size and the level of intimidation it tended to provoke.  

“Oh, I,” I cleared my throat, determined not to waiver. I wasn’t ashamed of being with Prince Iain, but I did need to be honest about it. “I need to have a discussion with His Majesty.” They were expecting me? Shit. I was headed to the dungeon for sure. My only regret would be not telling Iain, not kissing him goodbye before I left this morning. 

“Sure, if I can just have a moment,” Brom said and he closed the door. I waited there for five minutes. A few times I heard an odd clank of metal. Handcuffs? Chains meant to keep me bound in a jail cell? 

Finally, the door opened. It was the king himself. 

“Your Majesty.” I bowed.  

“Xavier, come on in. This is about Iain, yes?” 

I thanked my years of training that I was able to keep my face from displaying the turmoil that boiled inside me. I nodded. 

“Come on in.” 

I followed the king into his office. He sat down behind his grand desk. Next to him sat his omega, Neale Steinhauer Genthner, the king’s consort. He and Iain resembled each other very much. 

“I sent Brom away,” the king said. “I knew that Iain was in his room experiencing his heat when the alarm sounded yesterday. I was told you were the bodyguard closest and that you had to remove his other guard from the room?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.” 

The king nodded. “I understand that Iain was not hurt during the exchange, but I can only imagine how scared he must have been. That guard has been removed from the grounds and will be undergoing therapy to work on his control. At this time, we do not plan to reinstate him with the Guard, however if you believe he isn’t a threat to our son or anyone else, we can be persuaded.” 

That was good news. “No Your Majesty, you made the correct call.” 

“You have been in Iain’s room for the past day, correct?” 

I nodded. This conversation was not going the way I’d expected. I wished I’d been more prepared. What had I come here to confess? 

“And how did that go?” The king stared me down. He leaned forward on his desk, hands folded in front of him.  

“Sir—we—the prince and I—” 

He held up a hand. “That tells me everything I need to know.” 

His consort took a deep breath. “Is our son all right?” 

“I—yes he is.” I looked between the two of them and it was almost as if I was a school-aged boy again in the principal’s office. “I didn't—it was—I mean—” Fuck, I couldn’t talk. 

“We’re not worried that you harmed him in anyway. We know you are an honorable man and that whatever happened between you two was consensual. We didn't fear for a moment that you would do anything to harm him.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I wouldn’t ever let anything happen to Prince Iain. Or anyone in the family. It is my job to keep you all protected.” For however long that may be. The king didn’t seem angry with me, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t in trouble or that I wouldn’t be fired.  

“So, you and Iain, hmm? That is an exciting new development. I’ve always suspected he had a crush on you, but don’t tell him we knew. See, honey, we'll get these kids married off one by one.” The king grinned as he looked over at his husband. 

I raised an eyebrow. “Married?” 

The king narrowed his eyes at me. “Well, what was your plan? To quit your job and leave our son?” 

I stared at the king, open mouthed, unable to make words. That had been my plan. I hadn’t thought far beyond that. I didn’t want to leave Iain, but surely he would never be allowed to be with the likes of me? I was a common bodyguard; he was a prince.  

“We'll have an additional guard assigned to him, but being in a relationship with a bodyguard is not a terrible idea. It will be good for Iain to have someone,” Neale said. 

“I am not of any sort of noble birth.” It was a lame excuse, an extremely outdated one, but it was the first I came up with. I was making a mess of this. I should have talked with Iain before going to his fathers. Now the two of us were practically engaged.  

“Please, that is hardly of any concern,” the king said. “Neither is Wendell. We don't love him any less. We're not snobby.” 

“No, of course not. Your Majesty, I didn't mean that.” 

“You do want to be with our son, right?” Neale asked, concern filled his eyes. And though I’d never seen the king’s consort angry ever in my career at the palace, I knew in that moment that he wouldn’t tolerate anyone toying his child’s emotions. 

We had that in common. I wouldn’t allow Iain to be hurt in any way either. He was mine to protect, mine to love.  

The immediate answer was yes, I cared deeply for Prince Iain, but a marriage so soon? Was that the answer?  “I was going to resign, sir.” 

“Iain deserves more than a one-night stand,” the king said. His hands balled into fists. 

“I agree—" 

The door opened and somebody came in. “Your Majesty, you're needed for a press briefing. They would like to know about the alarm yesterday. And also, we have the wedding meeting in five minutes.” 

“Of course,” the king stood, and I stood along with him. “I expect you will make this right, Xavier. Until then, we will hold off your resignation. We'll have all of your on duty time assigned to Iain from now on. Dismissed.” 

I bowed and left the room. 

 


Chapter Seven

Iain
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I wasn't surprised when I woke up the next day and the bed was empty. I shouldn't have been. I expected it. He was a guard who got caught up in the moment and I was a prince who should have known better than to get involved. But I was incredibly grateful for the experience and deliciously sore. 

What would happen now? 

Would we just go on like nothing happened? I had no way of knowing who Xavier was usually scheduled to guard, or if he was even assigned to a member of the royal family. Maybe he had moved up the ranks and did more of the coordination work for the palace. 

Would Xavier quit his job because he’d technically broken the rules? I hoped that wouldn’t be the case. 

I didn't want that to be my fault. 

We could just go on like nothing happened. Pretend that we’d spent the night locked in my room avoiding whoever had broken in. I assumed the situation hadn’t been that serious in the end since we hadn’t been escorted to a more secure location. 

No one had to know what had transpired between me and Xavier. 

I didn't have time to worry about it though. I had plans for the day. I grabbed my phone and sent out a few text messages to some key people to see what I could help with for the day. I had a lot to catch up on and there wasn’t a moment to lose. I was already a day behind schedule. My meeting with my fathers had been pushed back a couple more days, since they were up to their necks in wedding planning and my unexpected heat had thrown a wrench into things. I needed to get back to a regular schedule and resume the activities that had kept me busy before leaving for Esmour. 

My friend got back to me right away, letting me know that she would be waiting for me at Haven House, a group home located in the city. Apparently, it was the perfect day to visit, because they had an outing planned with the younger kids. 

The group home housed the children that were currently in the Swena foster care system but had not been placed with a family. These were kids that were abandoned at birth or whose parents had lost their parental rights. It was a cause near and dear to my heart, which was how I met and become friends with Cheryl, who managed the home. 

I got dressed and left my room. Jerome was there, having returned from his few days off with his family. 

“You could have taken more time,” I said without preamble. 

He shrugged. “I can only take so much time with my mom asking me when I'm going to settle down and find a nice omega and start giving her grandkids.” 

I laughed. “She didn’t waste any time starting up that conversation.”

“It was literally this first thing she said to me, right after, ‘Jerome, you’re too skinny.’” 

I grinned. I’d met Jerome’s mother on a few occasions and loved her dearly. She just wanted the best for her son. “That's what happens when you’re the oldest. When you’re the last born, like me, no one pays any attention.”

Jerome laughed. “I try to redirect the conversation to my brother, but she always tells me he has plenty of time before he needs to settle down. And he’s only a year younger than me.”

“See. The youngest get the most leeway.”

He shook his head, then straitened as if he just realized we were home now and we had to act more formal. “Where to Iain?” he asked. “Whoops, I mean, where to, Your Highness?”

I groaned. “Please. I'm not going to expect any of that from you or anyone on my team.” 

“It's the reality of where we are,” he said. He kept his back straight, truly assuming the stance of a bodyguard. My stomach dropped. I’d forgotten that we weren’t supposed to be friends.  

“Yeah, but I make the rules, and I think we’ll stick with you all calling me Iain.”

“Whatever you say, Your Highness.” 

I shot him a look. “We are heading to the group home. From there Tiffany says they are going on an outing.” 

“What does that mean, exactly? I’ll need to have clearance, and back up in case we’re going someplace crowded.” 

“I have no idea.”

“Iain, I really should know all of the places we plan on going today, so we can prepare and have our security team ready before we arrive. It should be fine today, but in the future—”

I held up a hand. “I know. But I’m already behind on what I wanted to accomplish since being home. Let’s go, and I’m sure it will be fine. The press hardly took note of me arriving back to Swena, I doubt they will show up at Haven House.”

“Your Highness! Prince Iain.” 

We both turned around to find Xavier hustling down the hallway. He wore a fresh uniform: a black suit along with an earpiece.  

“What are you doing here?” I asked. I shot a glance at Jerome. He stood at attention, losing his relaxed demeanor he usually had with me. Xavier was his superior and it was frowned upon for the guards to get too friendly with the family, though I preferred it. 

“I have been assigned to you for the foreseeable future,” Xavier said. He kept his face blank, not looking at me with the flush of desire he had just twenty four hours ago. 

Good for him for being able to turn it off.  

My eyebrows shot up. “Pardon me, what now?”

“You are my responsibility. I’ll be taking over as your security detail. Today, tomorrow, the next day.” He said it so casually, as if that wasn’t a huge deal at all. 

I shook my head. “No. You've never been assigned to me before. Why now?” I looked to Jerome for help, but he looked straight forward as if he wasn’t a part of the conversation. He’d gone into full bodyguard mode rather than friend mode. “I'm going to be late if we don't leave now. Why don’t you stay here, and we’ll figure this out later?”

“No. Jerome and I will handle your security detail today. Then we’ll work on having your schedule planned out in advance.”

Anger brewed within me. “I’ve never—”

“You do now,” Xavier said. “Personally, I’ve always felt that you didn’t have enough attention paid to your security and now you will. Like the rest of the royal family, your schedule will be planned in advance and you’ll have a team of two assigned to you at all times.” 

My jaw dropped. I didn't want to have this conversation and I wasn't prepared for it. “I’ll discuss this with the king after Jerome and I return from Haven House.” 

“Have we closed the streets to the location and alerted neighboring businesses that we’ll be in the area?” he asked Jerome, not me, which only irritated me more.

I rolled my eyes. “Please, I'm the youngest royal son, not the heir apparent and certainly not the king. We can just go. We’ll drive in normal cars like normal people. There is no need to disrupt the lives of Swena’s citizens just because I have a meeting.”

“I don't think that's the best idea,” Xavier said without hesitation before turning his gaze back to Jerome. 

“I don't think you have a choice,” I said. “I'm leaving now.” I stamped my foot for good measure. I had been a prince all my life, but I’d never thrown a fit like I was now. Shame filled me for my behavior, but dammit, I was not backing down. 

Xavier took a deep breath. “Fine. But from now on we follow protocol.”

I wanted to scream. I hadn’t been following protocol for several years now, long before I had left the country. The Royal Guard had never taken much interest in what me or my detail did. So why now? Was it due to the royal wedding or because of what had happened between us? I couldn't believe that just twenty hours earlier, we had been together, joined in the most intimate way, and now we were arguing over my schedule and what I was allowed to do. 

I knew Xavier was a stickler for the rules, but this was my life. “Fine,” I said. “We'll talk about it tomorrow. I plan on discussing this matter with the king before it goes any further.” My father would be on Xavier’s side. My security detail, or lack thereof, was a direct result of being the forgotten prince, and nothing to do with my fathers’ approval of the lack of security. 

“I've already run everything by them. They're on my side,” Xavier said. “I’ve filled them in on the details.” 

My blood ran cold. So he’d gone straight from my bed to my father’s office? My stomach knotted as the knowledge of his betrayal sunk in. What had he told them? I felt as if I’d taken a sucker punch to the gut.

Fuck.  

***

The drive to Haven House was short and though I didn’t wish to say much, I wasn’t about to let Xavier’s presence force me into silence. Instead I inquired about Jerome’s mother and how she had faired in the past year while we’d been gone. I pretended that Xavier wasn’t there and didn’t even look in his direction.

Once we arrived at Haven House, we went into the back entrance. No media had been alerted that I would be there. Not that it would have mattered anyways. The lot of them were all at the palace, hoping to get a glimpse of Wendell, my new brother-in-law, and the newborn baby. Or perhaps they were hoping to see Cort with his betrothed. Though I had yet to see the two of them together, and I doubted the press had either. 

My friend Cheryl squealed when she saw me and leapt into my arms giving me a big hug. 

“It's been too long!” she said. 

I laughed. “You know I wanted to be gone for several years. I settled on just a year because I knew I would miss you all too much.”

“You couldn’t stay away from us!” She slapped my chest playfully. “You would never leave us for that long.” 

I loved being around Cheryl because she treated me like a normal, everyday person. She put me to work and made me pull my weight. She knew I wasn’t just here for a photo opportunity.

“It was tempting,” I said. “But you're right, I did miss you.” 

“Hi Jerome,” she gave him a hug as well. He had been my security detail for several years now, and he and Cheryl had spent a lot of time together over those years. 

She stuck her hand out to Xavier. “I don't believe we've met.” 

He looked at her hand but didn't shake it. As my guard, he was technically supposed to be a fly on the wall, not the center of attention. Over the years, Cheryl had simply put whatever entourage I had with me to work, because as a charitable organization she always had more work than volunteers to do it all. 

“Xavier Pierce,” he said. “Can you tell me where we'll be located today and what security measures you have in place for while the prince is here? The prince’s safety is my utmost priority and unfortunately, it seems as if this outing wasn’t planned in advance.” 

Her eyebrows raised and she looked at me. 

I shrugged. 

“Well, we plan on hanging out with the preschoolers. We’ll be reading books and playing with blocks. You’re welcome to wait outside and guard the door.” She crossed her arms. 

I snorted. “Xavier, this is my home away from home. We do not now, and never have, followed exact protocol for my security. I am sure you noticed the lack of press following my movements. Being the forgotten prince has its perks. Please. Stand down. We’re here to have fun.” I patted his shoulder, which was a mistake. It didn’t take long for the heat of his body to radiate through my arm and I remembered just how broad his shoulders were, even without the jacket on. Despite my irritation at the man, he was still one hell of a specimen. And the man I’d lost my virginity to twenty four hours ago. 

Xavier’s jaw set, but he nodded. “As long as we don’t stay for too long.” 

“Actually we planned on taking all of the kids to the museum,” Cheryl chimed in. “I know that Iain will want to go. His favorite exhibits are here.”

“Really? The dinosaurs are back?”

“Yes. Even the T-rex is on loan from the Americas.” 

I pumped my fist in the air. “Yes!”

Xavier blinked at me like he didn't recognize me. 

“What?” I said. “I wanted to be an archaeologist when I was a kid, dinosaurs are my absolute favorite. Do they have the woolly mammoth, too?” I bounced on my toes as I waited for Cheryl’s response. 

Cheryl shook her head. “The prehistoric exhibit is coming in two weeks, so you'll have to come back.” 

“Sweet. We’ll put in on my schedule.” I snuck a glance at Xavier. The guy had to think I was some sort of idiot, which was embarrassing considering the time we’d spent together, but he was biting back a smile. It was almost as if he was biting the inside of his cheek so he wouldn't fully show his expressions. He was probably used to the boring schedules that Erich and Cort had, with their board meetings and diplomatic get-togethers with heads-of-state. 

I got to do fun events with children. 

“Well, we better get started. The kids are excited to go. We have the whole place to ourselves, until noon,” Cheryl said.  

“Perfect,” I said. “Let me know whatever I can do to help.” 

“You'll just be another set of eyes today because you know how they get when they are out of this place.” 

“I'm excited to see them,” I said. I always loved this part of my gig, spending time with kids and Cheryl. Being able to share fun adventures with the kids who might not typically get to do all the fun things. 

We approached the pre-school room door and even with it closed, I could hear the rambunctious screaming of four and five-year-olds. 

“Let’s do this,” I said with a grin. I glanced at Xavier. He sucked in a breath and rolled his shoulders back. I ignored what that did to my insides and followed Cheryl into the classroom. 

 


Chapter Eight

Xavier
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I was tired. Bone-weary, can’t-take-another-step tired. I hadn’t been this exhausted since my bodyguard training. I had been guarding the royal family for years, planning their outings, researching the safest, most secure ways to keep them from those that meant them harm. I had followed the princes to board meetings, state dinners, baseball games, soccer games, and various charity events, but never had I participated in an outing like this one.  

Only ten children had gone to the museum, but they were energetic and they hung on Iain like he was the center of their world. I couldn't believe the camaraderie they had. He had never met these kids before, but they loved him. And they played with him like he was the best thing since sliced bread. One little girl hadn’t let go of his hand the entire time we were there.

She had one hand in his, the other hand held a raggedy teddy-bear. Iain kept close to her, all the while managing the other kids with practiced ease. Meanwhile, I wasn’t even sure where to look. Thankfully, we were the only people at the museum. 

I watched him with awe as he played with the kids. It made guarding him difficult. Not because I couldn't protect him, but because I wanted to be a part of this event instead of an observer. My job was to not get involved but Prince Iain already had me wrapped around his finger. I wanted to laugh with him when he played with the kids. I wanted to join in on their games and help Iain wrangle these adorable little creatures. The omega had a knack for dealing with kids and it made my heart squeeze as I watched him. 

But I wasn't able to be anything other than his bodyguard. At least not today. We couldn’t be a thing. He was a prince, and I was not suitable for him. Even with his parent’s blessing and the knowledge that we’d likely be getting married I knew that I would never be their first choice for Iain. 

It was late by the time we arrived back to the palace. Standard protocol was that each member of the royal family had two guards assigned to them when they left the premises, and one guard while they were inside the palace. 

“Xavier,” Prince Iain said. “Jerome can handle it from here. I am sure you have other things to do.”

“Actually,” I said. I bit back a smile. My omega wanted to be rid of me, well that wasn’t going to happen. His safety was my top priority, and my orders came from higher than him. “I will be taking over. Jerome, feel free to have the night off.” 

Jerome looked from me to the prince, not sure who to listen to. But I was his superior, so I won out. 

Prince Iain’s jaw clenched and he breathed out through his nose. “Fine. Thank you, Jerome. I will see you soon.”

He nodded and left. 

“When exactly are you off duty?” Iain asked me after Jerome walked away. His voice was sharp, his irritation bleeding through. 

“I live here in the palace, I technically am never off duty. But my next break doesn't start for another twelve hours if that's what you're asking.” 

Prince Iain stopped walking and faced me. We stood in the middle of the hallway, I was too close to him, but I didn’t care. I wanted to be close enough to get his scent. 

“Xavier, why are you doing this? If this is because we—”

“It’s not,” I said before he could finish. “You and I need to talk about the last few days, and what’s going to happen—"

A round of laughter stopped us in our tracks as his Prince Gus, his omega Wendell, Prince Erich, and Prince Kalwin came walking down the hallway. 

I took a step back, keeping the appropriate distance between myself and Iain. 

“Iain! You have returned. We're about to go shoot some pool, come with us?” Erich said just before giving his brother a hug. 

“Sure,” Iain said. He looked at me. “Surely if I'm with them in the billiards room, you do not need to be so close. I will be just fine on my own.”

I shook my head. “That won't be happening. We will finish our discussion later.” 

Prince Iain narrowed his eyes. “I think you are forgetting which one of us is in charge around here. You do not have a claim over me, Xavier.” 

“What's going on?” Kalwin asked. He looped his arm around Iain’s shoulder. Kalwin narrowed his eyes at me as if he was going to extract an explanation from me.  

“Nothing,” Iain said and he smiled at his brother. “Let’s go play. Wendell, I’ll take the baby if you’d like your arms free.”

Wendell grinned and loosened the strap on the baby carrier he had on his chest. “Please,” he said. “I haven’t put him down all day. He seems to only sleep on me or another omega. Not even Gus can keep him settled for long.”

“I’m trying,” Gus whined. 

“I know sweetheart.” Wendell put a hand on his shoulder. 

“C’mon Xavier, you can play. We’ll guard the door,” Kalwin said with a laugh. 

I had no choice but to follow. Given the amount of royal family members that we had in the room, there were two guards stationed outside the door and myself in the room with the family. 

Cort was already in the room when we arrived. He held a set of darts in his hand. 

“About time you all showed up. I was about to start a game by myself.”

Erich let out a hearty laugh. “Go ahead, you’ll still lose.”

Cort smiled when he saw Iain. “Brother! It is good to see you.” He walked over and gave Iain a long hug. It was different to see the brothers all together and cozy like this. When their parents weren’t around it was like they were a normal, everyday family. 

“Hi Cort, I haven’t seen your fiancé around. Are you hiding him from the family?” Iain chided. 

It was a stark contrast between the daggers he glared at me, to the smiles and teasing he directed at his brothers. I wanted that. I wanted the smiles and teasing. And more. Fuck. I’d messed this up so badly I was afraid there was no fixing it. 

The heir apparent rolled his eyes, an action I’d never seen from him in all the years I’d been on the guard. “He will be around soon. Once we’re married we’ll be allowed to be in the same room without a chaperone.”

Iain’s eyes widened. “You two still have to have a chaperone? Have you gotten to spend any time with him during the wedding planning?”

Cort shook his head. “I can honestly say I have seen and talked with you more times this year than I have my intended.”

Iain made a face. “Eek. Good luck with that.” 

“Yeah. Enough of that though. I want to hear everything about your trip.”

Iain’s face lit up with joy, making me wish I’d had a chance to ask him about Esmour, but we hadn’t really had any time together where we weren’t in bed or sniping at one another. 

At least I got to sit here and watch him tell his brothers about it. I could at least pretend he and I were having a conversation and no one else was in the room. 

 


Chapter Nine

Iain
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I couldn't believe the amount of fun that I had hanging with my brothers again. It was amazing how we shed our princely personas, and just became brothers when we were hanging out together. 

Even Cort, with his overly princely attitude, had let his hair down tonight. And having Xavier there... it was almost as if he was one of the group, like he was… what? My partner? My husband? 

Yeah, right. 

I hadn’t expected the man to profess his love to me after spending my heat together. I honestly expected him to pretend like it had never happened, but this following my every move and not letting me out of his sight? I wasn’t prepared for that. I hadn’t had a spare moment to myself to just sit and think, to process what all had occurred. 

I’d shared my heat with a man who captured my attention years ago and hadn’t let go since. It was a mistake, or at least if felt like one. It should have been one, but I didn’t regret it. I never wanted to forget what it felt like to have Xavier fill me up and bring me to release. It had been magic, but it had complicated things. 

The man had ethics that were a mile long and wouldn’t dream of mixing his job with pleasure. He wasn’t mine, and never would be.

Besides, I was sure that there were omegas outside the palace lining up to be his. Why go for the one that came with so much extra baggage? 

We walked back to my room, Xavier had his hand on the small of my back. That was not a thing that the bodyguards did. My brothers’ guards never touched them unless it was necessary. 

Did he do that with his other charges when he was guarding them? I didn’t even know who he had been assigned to lately. It didn't matter. I liked it. 

“What do you do with your time off?” I asked.  

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Well, I know you're one of the few guards that actually lives in the palace and has his own room.” 

“Right.” 

“Do you keep an apartment or house in the city? Do you have an omega out there?” 

He raised a brow and looked at me. “Are you asking if I have a boyfriend?”

“Or a fiancé or husband. I don't know your life.” I shrugged one shoulder as if his answer didn’t bother me. 

“Is that they type of man you think I am? Do you think that I would have been with you just yesterday if that were the case?” 

I blinked, forcing my face to remain emotionless. It was not an easy feat. “Like I said, I don't know your life.” 

Xavier chuckled. “No, I have no one. In fact, besides running to the city for groceries or whatever, I rarely leave the palace.” 

“Really? Why?” 

Xavier shrugged. “I know it's not really my home, but it is sort of my home.” 

“Well of course it is,” I said. “You live here.” 

“Yes, but it's also my job, and I shouldn't let the two of those intertwine.”

A rock formed in my gut. “Right. Not like you did yesterday?”

He grimaced and nodded. “Exactly. Speaking of that, I really think we ought to talk.” 

We were outside the door to my suite now, and we stopped. I turned to face him, determined to keep my head held high even though I was ready to break at any moment. He wouldn’t get to see me cry.

He’d tell me it had been a mistake, and it couldn’t happen again. Or he’d tell me he wanted to resign his position. Either way, I had to remain calm and keep my emotions in check.  

“Here in the hall or would you like to come inside?” Never in my life had I imagined saying those words to an alpha, and most certainly not adding the little half smile at the end. But this was Xavier, a man I had wanted far longer than I cared to recognize. A man whose presence had chased me all the way to Esmour and hadn't let go. 

“I think it's best if I stay out here. But you and I really do need to talk.” 

The rejection hurt, but I tried to hide it. “Can it wait till morning?” I said. “I'm a little tired.” 

Xavier nodded. “Sure, but first thing—” 

“Ah, there you are.” 

Xavier jumped back at the sound of my father's voice. It was hard for me to remember sometimes that while I saw the king as my dad, to everyone else he was the king.

 Xavier gave a slight bow. “Your Majesties,” he said. 

My dads were returning home from some event. They both wore tuxes. My alpha father's tie was undone, their security detail trailed behind them. 

“It appears as if the two of you had a chance to talk. That is fantastic,” the king said.  

My eyebrows shot up and I looked between Xavier and my dads. 

“Talk about what?” I said. “We're just returning home from playing games with everyone in the billiards room.” I narrowed my eyes as I looked at Xavier. Surely he hadn't…. He wouldn't meet my gaze. I knew he’d met with my dads earlier, but he hadn’t told them that we…

Xavier cleared his throat. “We have not had a chance to talk yet. We had a busy day.” 

“Of course,” my omega father said. He turned to me. “Next week when you go back to Haven House, I'd like to go with you. Admittedly, I have not spent a lot of time there since you have been away and I miss it.” 

I smiled. “I would like that,” I said. 

My omega father smiled. “After we can sit down and talk about the plans for the wedding.” 

My brow knitted in confusion. “I received the pamphlet with all the information. And the whole binder about the schedule, the agenda, what I'm supposed to wear, and when I have my fittings scheduled. Is there something else we need to discuss?” 

“No, not Cort’s wedding. Yours.” 

“My what now?” I said. I glanced at Xavier as my stomach dropped. What had he done? He stared at his feet, instead of keeping his back straight and gaze forward like normal.

“Your and Xavier’s,” my dad continued. “Now, I assume if I know you well enough, that you'll want small and simple. But of course, if you'd rather have something more lavish we can go with that as well.” 

“I… I…” My mind raced and it was as if the world spun around me. 

Xavier rubbed the back of his head with his hand, finally looking at me. “It's the simplest solution. And after yesterday….”

“Wait. You want to get married simply because we had sex?” I practically shouted, not caring which staff members overhead the discussion, apparently our relationship was all over the castle already. “Do you marry everyone you have sex with?” 

“Iain! For goodness sakes!” My omega father put a hand to his chest like what I’d said was scandalous. 

My alpha father cleared his throat. “We think this would be for the best, for both of you, if we kept the scandal quiet—” 

“Scandal? Hardly,” I scoffed. “No one pays attention to the youngest prince. The press doesn’t care about my sex life.” Or lack thereof. 

My father ignored me, proving my point. “This way, Xavier can continue his position in the Royal Guard. He'll be assigned to your detail all the time, of course.” 

Right. Nothing like being thrown right back into having my life planned out for me. This was the exact reason that I had left for Esmour in the first place. If I was going to be ignored as the fifth child couldn't I at least make my own decisions? 

I took a deep breath. My heart hardening. I may have had feelings for Xavier that I dare say bordered on love, but right now I wanted to forget he ever existed. “Well, I see everything's been decided. I'm so happy that you all informed me. Perhaps soon you can let me know the date so that I don't arrive late for my own wedding.” 

“Iain, don't be like this. It's best for everyone if this situation just gets resolved,” the king stated. His tone told me I wasn’t permitted to argue. I didn’t have the energy to anyway. 

“No,” I said. “It’s what’s best for the crown.” I put my hand on the doorknob, inches away from escape. 

“Iain,” Xavier said. 

I faced him. “Can you think of a reason for us to get married? Besides the crown and this odd notion that we need to cover up this scandal. Any reason at all?” 

Xavier opened his mouth, then closed it. He tore his gaze away from me and shook his head.

That was all I needed to know. “I'm tired. I'm going to bed. Goodnight Your Majesties.” I gave a quick bow and pushed my way into my room. 

I didn’t have a lot of time, nor did I have a plan, but one way or another, I was escaping this palace. Tonight. 

As a member of the royal family I had been pushed to do things I didn’t enjoy many times over the years. All for the sake of the crown, for the country, never taking into consideration what I wanted. 

That was fine for somethings, I could put my own needs aside. But not for this. I was not marrying a man that didn’t love me, didn’t chose me. Not for the crown. 

 


Chapter Ten

Xavier
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Much to my surprise, Prince Iain canceled all his public appearances for the following week. He didn’t have many, but I was surprised that he didn't plan on at least following up on some of his charity organizations that he worked with, or at least getting together with friends. He had been away for a significant amount of time; didn’t he want to catch up with those he hadn’t seen? 

Having nothing on his calendar made things easy for me. Though I was sad for him that he was holed up in his room. I wanted to talk with him, but what could I say? 

I’m sorry your dads want us to get married? Was it so terrible that he had to marry me? Surely, he could do better, but I wasn’t a terrible catch. 

We’d enjoyed our time together while he was in heat. We made the decision to be together, and now the king wanted us to remain together to avoid a scandal. What choice did I have?

I decided to throw myself into my work to give Iain time to himself. With nothing on Iain’s schedule I was able to attend all the meetings to close out and transfer my duties regarding the royal wedding to other members of the guard. I wasn't as sad to see the work go as I thought I would be. 

When I had been assigned to head up the security for the royal wedding, I had been ecstatic, proud of myself for coming that far in my career in such a short amount of time and being that vital to the royal family. But now, I had a different purpose. One that involved Iain and never leaving his side. 

It may not have been a fairytale romance, but we would make the most of it and I would be a good husband to him. 

Still, there was a lot of work to do before I could devote my time to him completely. It was three full days before I finally knocked on his door. I had kept in touch with the guards assigned to his door. From what they could tell me, he only left his room for meals. I didn’t like the idea of him sulking. I hoped he and I would be able to talk this through and figure out what it was about the situation that bothered him so much.

I knocked again and waited, then knocked again after standing there for a minute. I cleared my throat. “Iain?” 

Saying his name without a title attached to it was odd, but I should get used to it. I kind of liked the way it felt on my tongue. 

I knocked again. “Iain, may I please come in?” 

I wasn't about to go in without being invited, but technically I had the authority. All it would take was one turn of the knob, and I could push my way in. But that would be an invasion of his privacy. I wanted him to want to let me in. 

“Finally got a free moment to come around?”

I turned and was startled for a moment to find Prince Kalwin in front of me. An exact copy of my omega, only slightly different. The way he was dressed just then, I could have sworn he was Iain. But I knew better. 

Iain’s eyes had more fire in them than Kalwin’s.

Prince Kalwin wore a T-shirt and jeans that belonged to his brother, which threw me off even more. Why was he wearing his brother’s clothes? Anxiety prickled at my skin. I narrowed my eyes. “Your Highness, how may I help you?” 

“Ah, so you do know it is me.” He grinned. 

I raised a brow. “What do you mean?” 

“See, even though we are older now and the Royal Guard has been on to us for years, Iain and I can still fool a few of you. You just have to know which ones.” 

My heart kicked up a notch and my stomach lurched. “Fool who? When? Why?” The words spilled from me as a dozen scenarios played in my mind, all of them awful.

“You know, you really should have talked to Iain first, before going to our dads.” 

“Where is Iain?” I asked. 

“Sure, marriage to avoid a scandal sounds like a great idea, but did it ever occur to you to ask your omega how he felt?” The prince crossed his arms over his chest and stared down at me. I was taller than him, but it was as if I shrunk under his gaze. 

“I think that is between Iain and myself. Perhaps you can tell me where he is.”

Prince Kalwin shrugged. “I don't know man. He has a three day head start on you. He could be anywhere. His suite, the city, or maybe back in Esmour.”

Never before had I wanted to lay hands on a member of the royal family. As far as bodyguard duty goes, they were easy clients. They understood what was safe and what wasn't. They behaved respectfully, not like billionaire playboy celebrities or spoiled brats. They were low-key, humble, and very down-to-earth. But right now, I was ready to throw down with the prince in front of me. 

“Easy there alpha,” Prince Kalwin chuckled. I wanted to knock his teeth in. “Iain is perfectly safe. But he needed a break. So, I made sure he got it.”

“Where is he?” I said again. 

“I will not be disclosing that information. But I do have a number you can call. I am not giving it to you and I am not going to let you see what it is, but I can dial it for you. Besides, he will not answer a phone call from someone that is not me right now anyway.” 

“How did you get him out of the palace?” I asked. 

“Who says he is out of the palace?” Prince Kalwin’s grin spread across his smug face. 

“How did you trick the guards into thinking he was here? I've been getting reports that he has been in his room for the past several days.”

“That old trick? We have had that mastered for years. You think this is the first time we’ve snuck around? Listen, man, I wouldn’t be telling you all this right now if I didn’t think you actually cared about my brother. You’re just too dumb to say it out loud.” 

I've been called names but never by the royal family, not like this. Anger boiled inside me and I balled my fists. I wasn’t about to hit one of the princes, was I? That would get me thrown in the dungeon for sure. I took in a deep breath and unclenched my fists. I needed to find Iain, talk to him, and attacking his brother wasn’t going to make that happen. 

“Listen, we are going about this all wrong,” Prince Kalwin said. “Don’t think of me as a prince right now, all right?”

“You are a prince, Kalwin. Iain is too.”

“Yeah well, fuck protocol right now. I am talking to you as a brother to your omega. Do you care about him? Do you want to be with him? Or are you just trying to cover the royal asses, avoid scandal, and keep any drama out of the press?” 

I groaned. I didn’t want to discuss this with him, not now. Not ever. This was a discussion I needed to have with my omega. To think that he could be anywhere right now, alone, unsafe without me to guard him left a hollow feeling inside of me. 

“If you want to talk to him, you have to answer my questions.”

“Prince Kalwin, if Iain is not here, and the Royal Guard doesn’t know where he is, he could be in danger.” 

“He is not in any danger. Trust me. Do you care about him as more than just a prince because it’s your job? Do you care about him as an omega, your omega?”

“Yes,” I said without thinking. Iain was mine; I was his. It happened fast, but I wasn’t going to deny it. Letting the politics of royal life get in the way of the trust was a mistake, and if I could just talk to him, I could tell him that. “He means the world to me.”

Prince Kalwin eyed me carefully, but I wasn’t about to wither beneath his gaze this time. “I believe you,” he said. “You do not need to be professing your love to me. I’m the wrong twin.” He handed me a cell phone. “Here, call the number on the screen. Just know that the number will change as soon as you hang up the phone.”

I hit send on the phone and held it to my ear. It rang twice before my omega’s voice answered. 

“Hello?” 

“Where are you?” I said. 

Prince Kalwin slapped a hand on his forehead. He walked a few steps away, shaking his head as he gave us our space.

“Goddammit. Kalwin wasn’t supposed to give you my number already. It's only been three days.” 

“Where are you?” I asked again because the words I wanted to say were not coming. I was just happy to hear his voice. I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed the sound of it in the past few days. 

“I’m perfectly fine and perfectly safe. I just needed space.” 

“You need to come to your senses,” I countered.

“And I need to come up with a logical argument as to why I do not need to get married to the only alpha who has ever shared a heat with me. That one might take some convincing of my dads, so it will take some time.”

“We can talk about this. I—” 

“Xavier, there is nothing to talk about. You were very clear that you wanted to do this for royal reasons, to keep everything neat and tidy and perfect. Well, guess what? I have been away from the royal family for over a year and they survived just fine without me. I could stay exactly where I am and my dads would not notice. My brothers know where I am and they know I am safe. That is all that matters. I'll find a way to get us out of this situation and then I can go back to doing the things I enjoy and you can either get a new job or stay at your post. I don't have a preference.”

“Iain, please. I need to see you. I need to know that you're okay.” I clamored for control of myself, but instead my eyes watered. If I didn’t find out his location, then I’d lose him. I had no way of knowing when he would come back. 

Iain let out a long sigh, his voice hitched when he spoke again, like he was holding back tears. “I promise that I am fine. I'm not dumb enough to put myself in danger.” 

“Please Iain, I really think—” The phone clicked. Had he hung up? I pulled the phone away from my ear in time to see the call clear away. He had hung up on me. 

“I’m telling your dads,” I said to Kalwin. 

Kalwin shrugged. “They just left for some diplomatic travel, they'll be gone for ten days. Do you want to tell them that you lost one of their sons? And that you don't know where he is? That will be a big waste in royal money to have them come all the way home. Not to mention it will look bad to cancel all those events. The press will have a field day.”

I growled. Fuck him for being right. I didn’t necessarily care about the press, or the money, but I knew that Iain would not want me to alarm his parents. He wanted space, and if I called the king, Iain would never get space again. 

“How about you try to resolve this a different way?” he suggested. 

“How? You have to tell me where he is.”

Kalwin shook his head. “I will tell you where he is, when he tells me that he wants you to know where he is.”


Chapter Eleven

Iain
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I put down the phone and pressed the end call button, thankful that I had been able to keep my voice even as I spoke to Xavier for the first time in three days. I shouldn't have been as hurt as I was that he hadn't noticed my absence. My brother and I were no strangers to playing the switcheroo game. As identical twins, it came easy for us. We'd never let it go on this long before, but it wasn’t as if it was hard to do. Kalwin just had to show up at my room, pretend to be me coming in with a meal and leave later as himself. I expected it to be a day or less before the guards took note, but somehow Kalwin had kept up the charade for three. 

It helped that Jerome was on vacation and not assigned to me, and that Xavier was too busy to pay attention. 

When I had gone to Kalwin for help after realizing I was going to be trapped in a loveless marriage because of my stupid royal duty, I hadn’t expected that he would actually help me to escape. 

Turns out my brother had his own secrets. 

The apartment in the city where I was currently staying was one of them. It was fully furnished and decorated quite nicely. The place was perfect for me to hide away, and if I put a baseball cap and sunglasses on, I could even go downstairs to the coffee shop. I had groceries delivered on the first day and had been set since. 

Eventually, I would have to return to the palace, return to my responsibilities as a royal son, and also take care of that other thing that weighed heavily on me. 

My gaze landed on the stick I had been holding in my hand when the phone rang. Two blue lines had indicated what I had already begun to suspect. I was pregnant.

When I had included a few pregnancy tests in my first grocery order, I hadn’t expected one to turn up positive so soon, but the ones designed for omegas were incredibly accurate.  

Of course I was pregnant. I'd gone into heat, I'd spent that heat with an alpha, one that I cared for deeply. And now the two of us were going to have a baby. 

I took a deep breath, in through my nose and out through my mouth as I counted and hoped to calm the nerves that radiated throughout my body. I was electrified with anxiety and it took all I had to keep my hands from shaking. 

I didn't want to get married out of necessity for the crown. But for a child? Maybe it wasn't a terrible idea. We had to at least figure out how to co-parent successfully. A child born out of wedlock would be devastating to my family. I didn’t think a loveless marriage was the answer, but I didn’t want that stigma on my child. If Xavier and I didn’t marry, our child would have the legitimacy of their birth questioned at every turn. Headlines would haunt them at every turn and they would grow up followed by the press. I would no longer be the forgotten prince, and my child would suffer the consequences.  

No, I did not want that. 

I blinked back tears. This was a bed of my own making, Xavier had helped too, and now the two of us had to lie in it. I wouldn't let my child be punished for something I had done. I had to go back and get this thing straightened out. 

But first, maybe I would spend some time all by myself. It wasn't as if the media paid any attention to me. They hadn’t noticed my absence and my parents were gone on a trip for ten days. The baby wouldn’t be here for nine more months. I had time. 

I sunk into the overstuffed sofa that my brother had in the sitting room. Was this secondhand? It was worn from use, but amazingly comfortable. How much time did he spend here? Did I even know him? 

The couch was comfortable. That's what I knew. 

I wished things could have been different and Xavier and I could have explored a relationship differently. He had some feelings for me, even if they were mostly lust. Every once in a while, I saw the interest in his eyes. But I didn’t think it was ever going to get past that into something more. It was never going to be love. 

Not like what I had for him. 

Still, we were adults. We had a child to think about. And he was already on board with being married because my parents were essentially forcing him into it. So, that wouldn’t come as a surprise.

I picked up my phone and dialed Cheryl’s number. The only other friend I had to talk to was Jerome or my brothers, and they would give me the advice based on what was best for the crown. At least Cheryl didn’t have royal protocol mucking up her view. 

She answered quickly. “Hey Iain! How are you?”

I smiled, instantly feeling better. “Good, mostly…”

“Ooof, you don’t sound good honey. What’s going on?”

“Not sure where to start.” I laid back on the couch and stared at the ceiling. “You know the guard that came with me the other day? Well, apparently, since he and I shared my heat, that means we have to get married.”

“Oh damn. I was not expecting that.”

“Yeah. It’s… a lot.”

“You like him though. Or you would have never shared your heat with him. I saw the way he looked at you.”

I ran a hand through my hair. “I’m not sure about that.”

“Oh, it’s there. You just didn’t let yourself see it. Have you had a chance to talk to him alone? Without your parents or brothers or anyone trying to foist all that royal-ness in the way?” 

I grimaced. “Not really. I sort of took off. Kalwin has an apartment in the city for reasons I’m not sure of, and I’m hanging out there.”

“Well that’s not a bad thing, sweetie. Clear your head, but sooner or later you have to talk to him. You can’t make life choices in a vacuum. Give him a chance to explain his side. And if his side is all royal protocol and no common sense, well then maybe we can hide you away somewhere.”

I chuckled. “Thanks Cheryl. I appreciate that.”

We talked for a while longer, switching the topic to Haven House and the needs they still had. It was nice to bury myself in plans for that instead of wallowing in my own problems. This situation wasn’t going to resolve itself today. I just needed time, and a little bit of luck. Maybe Cheryl saw something I didn’t. Perhaps if I did sit down and talk with Xavier, I might be surprised. 

He couldn’t have faked the desire in his eyes when we were together during my heat. That wasn’t just lust. It was real and magical. I just needed to know if it was forever. 

 

 

 

 


Chapter Twelve

Xavier

[image: ]

I roamed the halls of the palace after my conversation with Iain. Kalwin refused to tell me where he was so I was left to my own devices. I could call the king but keeping it out of the press would be impossible and if I wanted to stay in Iain’s good graces, that was not the way to do it. 

So I walked. Deep in thought and with a heavy heart. I never should have run from his bed. I should have stayed and told him how I felt about him, instead I’d run to the king and backed Iain into a corner with this talk of marriage. 

I approached the billiard’s room. Prince Cort’s guard stood at the door. I nodded as I passed, then stopped. 

Cort was alone in the room. I stepped inside. “Your Majesty, may I have a word?”

Cort put down the book he held. He raised a brow as he looked at me. His lips curled into a slow smile. “Finally realized that Iain gave you the slip, huh?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.” I bowed. 

“Sit,” he said. 

“I’m surprised that you approve of this, Your Majesty.”

“Stop with the formalities. It’s Cort to my family, and most likely you will fall under that category soon.”

“I have my doubts.” 

He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “I know Iain is safe. I will not tell you where he went. My brother is not the dramatic type, so when he and Kalwin pulled the ol’ switcheroo, I knew it was serious.”

“You’ve spoken with him?”

Cort nodded. “He didn’t give me any details. He’s never been one to share his personal affairs with many besides Kalwin. I just assumed his abrupt departure had to do with you.”

“Unfortunately, yes, it does.”

“I trust this will all be straightened out soon, yes? Otherwise I will need to craft some excuses to tell my parents. I can only hold them off for so long.”

I stiffened. I wanted to promise that it would all be resolved tomorrow, but I could not. “I’m not sure.”

“My parents have good intentions. Like the mess with Gus. They wanted to see him married, they want grandchildren like many other parents of grown children. They just seem to go about it the wrong way sometimes. And they worry about Iain and they do love him very much. They’ve never quite known what to do with him, and since omegas cannot hold a position as an advisor to the king, they have let his talents and passion for our country go to waste. I don’t intend to make that mistake. One of my first initiatives will be to bring our protocols into the 21st century. And, if I have my way, Iain will be one of my top advisors, just don’t tell Iain that yet.”

“Of course.” I wasn’t sure what there was for me to say. Cort was correct, his parents were out of date in a lot of their thinking and they didn’t pay near enough attention to their youngest son, but I couldn’t speak ill of my king. 

“Bring him home, Xavier. Whatever the two of you need to do, I will help with. I do have quite a bit of pull around here. You have time since your charge is nowhere around and you can’t be assigned elsewhere without explaining why you aren’t guarding Iain. I trust that the two of you can work this out between yourselves, but if necessary I can always mediate.” He grinned and his eyes sparkled with mischief. 

I’d never gotten a chance to get to know the future king other than on a profession level, now I got the feeling there was a lot more to him than met the eye. 

“Of course, Your Majesty. I will.”   

***

It took me five days. Five miserable days of searching. But it was worth it when I opened that door and Iain’s eyes went wide. 

“Xavier. How in the hell did you find me?” 

I grinned. “It's complicated. And honestly, I'm just shocked that it worked.” 

His shoulders slumped in defeat and he peeked his head out to look down the hall. “Is it just you?”

“Just me,” I said. “No one else at the palace knows I am here. And your location is still safe from  your parents.”

He nodded. “Come in,” he said, and he pulled the door open. 

I stepped into the small apartment, a far cry from the suite of rooms he had at the palace, but likely it was a step up from the accommodations he’d had while in Esmour. I wondered which of those locations he preferred? That was a topic we'd explore another day. 

“Going somewhere?” I said, indicating to the suitcase next to the couch. 

The apartment was absolutely pristine as if he was—“Are you running? Where are you going? I'll follow you. And I will find you, Iain.” 

Iain rolled his eyes. “Don't be so dramatic. I was coming back to the palace. I’ve had enough time to think and make sense of things. Besides, I have the rehearsal of the rehearsal for the royal wedding next month, and God knows there have been a million changes I haven't been made aware of yet.” 

“Do all of your brothers know where you are?” 

Iain nodded. “They respected my decision to take some space.” 

I nodded. “I understand wanting to have time to yourself.” 

“Oh really, Xavier? You understand what it's like to be the forgotten prince of the royal family?” Iain didn’t give me a chance to respond. He headed toward the kitchen. “Would you like some coffee?” 

I shook my head. “Good, because I'm actually all out. I packed up all the food.”

I leaned against the sofa, unsure of where to stand or what to do. It was odd to be so out of sorts in front of Iain. I’d spend so much time the past few days thinking of what I was going to say to him, and now that I was here, and he stood in front of me, my mind was blank. 

“Do you want me to take you back to the palace?” 

Iain shook his head. “No. Maybe? I hadn’t really thought about what it would look like for me to just show up.”

I shrugged. “Walk in the front door, I guess.”

“How did you find me?”

I grinned. “That took some doing. I knew you had to still be in the city, because getting one of the princes on a plane would have been one hell of a feat. It took some time, but I went through a lot of Kalwin’s tabloid shots of him out in the city. He goes to the coffee place downstairs quite a bit. So I thought maybe he had a place here in this building.” 

“How'd you get the room number?” 

I ran a hand through my hair. “I didn't. I was here yesterday, knocking on doors.” 

Iain’s jaw dropped. “Knocking?” 

“Yeah, I did the first two floors and then had to leave before I was escorted out. I came back today. I've been up and down the hallway once already. Did the left side, then the right.” 

A smile tugged at Iain's lips. “Very good detective work.” 

I grinned. “Well, it worked out in my favor. Though, I was sure I’d be escorted off the premises sooner or later.” 

“You could have just waited for me to come back.” 

“I was worried that you weren't going to.”

Iain sighed. “I wasn't going to leave my family.”

“I didn’t think that, Iain. Not for a moment. I knew you needed space, and I wanted to give that to you. But I also know that I need to speak with you, without the distractions around. Alpha to omega.”


Chapter Thirteen

Iain
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The fact that he was here, in front of me still hadn’t set in. I was just about to leave, to crawl my way back to the palace and start my new journey in whatever role a newly married omega prince had. 

“So, what’s next Xavier? Are you going to take me back to the palace where we'll begin planning our extravagant, over-the-top, way-too-expensive wedding? Even if we keep it small, you know my parents will make a show of it. And it will have to be last minute of course, because we can’t let anything about our relationship get to the press, and we wouldn’t want to overshadow the real royal wedding, since that one's not too far away.” I slumped back against the sofa because it was clear we weren't leaving right away. And dammit if I really didn't want to. It was nice to spend time with Xavier away from the palace and away from all the distractions. 

He looked nice here, at home. It fit him. He’d taken off his leather jacket and placed it over the back of the sofa. 

“I messed up,” he said. He sat down across from me and leaned on his elbows on his knees. 

I raised a brow. I had expected a lecture, but this was a nice surprise. “Go on.” 

“The one rule the royal guard has, the one that we swear never to break.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, sleeping with your one of the royal family. To be fair, you were also protecting me from being taken against my will by the other guard, so… it cancels out, I guess.” 

“No, not that. I mean, yes, I did stop that from happening. But to be honest, sleeping with the royal family isn't the one rule.” 

I snorted. “I should hope not. I would hope you guys have several rules for how to behave yourselves while protecting the royal family.” 

Xavier shot me a look and I clamped my mouth shut. 

“We do but sleeping with the royal family isn't uncommon. I mean, not in your generation, of course. But you do know the story of your great-great-great grandfather and his guard, right?”

“Yes, of course. Although, we all had to learn that one in secret. It isn’t exactly written down on the family tree or talked about in Royal Family 101. We don't talk about great granddad in his transgressions with the alpha of the guard.”

“The king’s consort and the head of the royal guard had quite the family together,” Xavier said.

I remembered the story fondly, though it had to have caused quite a scandal at the time or maybe extra-marital affairs were normal back then. And this particular one was more of a love story than a torrid affair. 

“Yes, es, they did.” His line still continued today. The king at the time, granted a title to his husband's illegitimate children. The family chose to stay out of the limelight, but we did see them at royal events, including Cort’s upcoming wedding. 

“So, what?” I said. 

“While it is most certainly a fire-able offense, it is not the rule that I broke.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

“I broke the rule when I fell in love with you.”

I sucked in a breath, not believing the words that had just hit my ears. “Xavier,” I said. “You don't have—”

“I'm not making it up, Iain.” 

I shuddered when I heard my first name on his lips. His voice was gruff and low, giving me no reason to believe that he was lying. 

“I'm not just saying that to sway you one way or another, towards marriage or away from it. I know getting married will make your parents happy and avoid whatever scandal they think will come of us being together. I am more interested in what you want. You, Iain Neale Genthner. What do you want as a man, as an omega? Not as a prince. Would you take me as your alpha?”

“Yes,” I breathed. 

Xavier was by my side in an instant, pulling me into his arms. He cupped my cheek, brushing away the tears that had formed in the corner of my eyes. 

“I want you,” I said. “Everything else can fade away. I just want you.” 

He grinned. “You and I could live in this apartment forever if that was what you wanted.” 

“That sounds great,” I said. I sucked in a deep breath and let out slowly. “But I can't run from my title.” 

He shook his head. “No, I suppose not.” 

“And there's something else you should know…” 

His brow furrowed. He pulled me into his lap and I snuggled against him. In his arms was my happy place. I felt comfort and calm for the first time since seeing the lines on the test a few days ago. 

“What is it, my prince? Whatever it is, we'll take care of it together.”

I laughed. “Funny you should phrase it that way. I'm really hoping I can hold you to that. I'm pregnant.” 

Xavier's eyes went wide. “Really? For real? I know that… Wow,” he said. His gaze lingered on my belly. The whites of his eyes so visible as he continued to stare.

I rolled my eyes. “You can't see anything yet. It's extremely early.” 

Still, he put his hand there. “Our child. Wow.”

“My parents are going to have a hey-day over this,” I said and I wiped at my nose with my sleeve. 

“Your parents? We're not even thinking about them right now. This is just you and me, Iain. Nothing else matters. I know they mean well, but—”

“They miss the mark sometimes. Most of the time,” I said. They wanted our lives to fit in a royal box, with no room for what we wanted or needed.  

“I had a chance to speak with Cort while you were away.” 

“Cort? You’re on a first name basis with the heir apparent?” 

“I guess so,” Xavier said. “He told me that since we're going to be brothers and I could call him Cort.”

“Brothers, huh?” I said. “Feel free to call him a royal pain in the ass then.”

Xavier smiled. “Well, I'm not going to get quite that familiar with him.” 

“Yes,” I said. 

Xavier raised an eyebrow. “Yes, what?” 

“Yes, I'll marry you.” I laid my head on his chest, the heat of his body warming me. His arms held me around my hips. “I don't want the huge event. Just my brothers and our friends. I mean, I only have like two friends. Do you have any friends?” 

Xavier laughed. “I have a few. Luckily, all of them are in the guard. So that takes care of security.” 

I laughed and buried my face in his chest, inhaling his alpha scent. It sent calming waves through me and my body relaxed. “We're really doing this?” 

“We really are. And your brother will support us in whatever fashion we want. Large or small. On palace grounds or off. He said he would take care of it.” 

“So he is serious about bringing the royal protocols into the 21st century?” I knew Cort had ambitions to do that but hadn’t had a chance to speak with him about it since I’d returned home from Esmour. Too much had happened. 

“He absolutely is. It's time he started speaking with your parents about it. And he feels that this is his opportunity.” 

“Well, in that case, I'm more than happy to help. Anything that will make our child's life a little easier. And my nephew’s as well.”

Xavier placed his forehead against mine and trailed his fingers down my cheek. “I missed you, omega.”

I chuckled. “Were you a little bored without me to guard?”

“I was sad because you weren’t there to hold. Frustrated because you weren’t there for me to grovel to. Terrified that I’d ruined the best thing that had ever happened to me. I love you,” Xavier said. 

My insides turned all gushy, my heart beating wildly. This was the moment I’d wanted the morning I’d woken up from my heat. The cuddles, the declaration of love, the promises of forever. “I love you, too. Let’s go home.”

 


Chapter Fourteen

Iain
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Walking into the palace was surreal. I went in through the employee entrance with Xavier since he was the one driving. When we went inside, we passed the security desk. Margaret, the receptionist, and administrative assistant to the head of security blinked at me. 

“Your Highness,” she said quickly as she stood to bow. Confusion flashed across her face, but she kept her composure. 

I smiled and bowed back. “Hi Margaret. It’s great to see you again.” 

She looked down at her monitors. “Yes, Your Highness. Welcome home. But you’re… You're in your room right now?” 

I peered over to see what she was looking at. It was the hallway outside my room, the camera focused on my door where a guard stood outside.

“Yes, and that's exactly where I'm going to go.” I winked at her. 

She looked over to Xavier.

He shrugged. “Don't ask.” 

“Can you tell me where my brothers are?” I asked her. It would save us hunting them all down or sending out a mass text. It was evening in the palace and as far as I knew, they were all home but that didn't mean they weren't scattered throughout the place. 

“Actually, they're all in the billiards room. Looks like they're getting into the game cabinet.” 

“Perfect,” I said. “I assume you’re off the clock?” I asked Xavier. 

He grinned and nodded. “Pretty sure that's a permanent state for me now.” 

I laughed. “Oh, you'll find out just what it's like to be part of this family. You're never off the clock.”

“Maybe we can get a body double for me, like you have with Kalwin?” 

My eyes widened. “That's brilliant. We could hide away anywhere.” 

I laced my fingers into his as we walked out of the security office and into the main lobby of the palace. 

This was our showroom. It served no functional purpose, but to be a backdrop for photo opportunities and the occasional palace tour. It was odd to walk through the palace like this, hand in hand with my boyfriend, fiancé, baby daddy, as the Americans would say. He was all of those things and so much more. 

We walked together, up the stairs and down the hall to the billiards room. We passed many of the staff members, some of who didn’t give us a second glance. But I did catch a few knowing looks. It didn’t surprise me that the grapevine was full of rumors about me and Xavier. I wasn’t bothered by it though.  

Laughter filtered out of the doors of the billiards room. Xavier nodded to the security guard standing at the entrance. The man gave no indication that he noticed our interlaced hands and he didn’t act surprised to see Xavier with me on a less than professional capacity. Had Xavier’s team been informed? I knew he’d begun the transition of the royal wedding planning, but how much did the security detail know about us? 

Probably a lot. Secrets were hard to keep in the palace. The maids knew everything. 

Then again, Kalwin and I had fooled the entire security when we’d switched placed. 

Kalwin whistled as we walked in the room. “Well lookee what the cat dragged in here! Looks like we're going to have some real news to share here real soon.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, more than you realize.” 

He narrowed his eyes. “What does that mean exactly?” 

I shook my head. “Not now.”

“I trust the two of you got everything straightened out?” Cort asked with a raised eyebrow. 

“Yes, we did.” 

I sat down on the sofa across from Kalwin. Gus was there as well. He had the baby strapped to his chest, fast asleep and Wendell’s eyes were drifting closed as well. 

“Fantastic,” Cort said. “Now we just have to deal with our parents.” He had a handful of darts in his hand and he tossed one at the wall towards the board. It hit nowhere near the center. 

Erich plucked it off the board. “You’re terrible at this game. We'll never be able to show our face against Asach in the games if you keep this up.” 

“That's a good thing. The royal family isn't allowed to partake in the games,” Cort said. 

Erich clapped back. “You can change that. You'll be king.” 

It was hard to imagine, but he was right. In a few weeks’ time Cort would be married to Asach’s prince, then, a few months after that his coronation would take place. 

“I have a lot of things to change. Most of them are way ahead of the royal family’s ability to partake in the games as far as priority,” Cort said. 

“Oh, really?” I leaned forward. Xavier had his arm around my shoulder. I took it as a good sign that he was comfortable around my brothers, enough so that he and I could be honest about our relationship. “And you think our dads will allow your changes?” 

We were lucky that the silly marriage rule they enforced on Gus didn’t apply to the rest of us yet. Erich had a few years before he met the cutoff, and Kalwin even longer. Gus had to get married to Wendell when he did because of some archaic rule my parents insisted he follow, else they’d strip him of his title. They were lucky that hadn’t completely backfired and he ended up married to a crazy person. 

He was lucky in that he had found Wendell. But it had come down to the final wire. They could have just as easily had Gus’s titled dissolved and him stripped of his royal responsibilities.

And me. I loved Xavier and he loved me. But what if Xavier had not stopped that alpha from taking my heat for himself? Then where would we be? In the same boat, but I would be married to a monster.

“They mean well,” Cort said. “But they're getting ridiculous. And it seems to only get worse. I think perhaps the five of us just have a lot more outside influence than they ever did. We know what it's like in other places. We know that other families, royal or not, are not subject to the rules that we are.” 

“You're getting the brunt of it, Cort,” Gus said. “Marrying a man that you've been engaged to since you were, what? Fifteen?”

Cort shook his head. “I was ten when the treaty was signed. That was when Thomas was born.” 

“That's crazy.” 

Cort snorted, a very un-princelike action and it startled me. Even Xavier jumped. 

“You're telling me.” He turned to face me and Xavier, handing the darts to Erich. “So, the two of you, it's official now?” 

I looked at Xavier. He pulled me close, until my head rested on his shoulder.  

“I mean, it's official in that we're together and our dads are going to insist that we get married right away. And honestly, we will because—” 

“Oh my goodness, you're pregnant!” Wendell said. 

My eyes widened. 

“Sorry!” He put a hand over his mouth. “I didn't mean to spill the beans, but I just put two and two together. That's great.” 

“It is.” I grinned. “We're very happy.”

Cort put a hand on my shoulder. “I’m really happy for you, Iain. You’re going to be a great dad.”

“Thanks.”

“And don’t worry, I’ll be sure to build in plenty of family leave time in the advisor position I have for you.”

I pursed my lips, tilting my head in question. “Advisor position. Omegas can’t be advisors to the king.”

Cort scoffed. “Sure, during Dad’s reign. But I’ll take over soon and I have a large set of changes already drafted and waiting for my signature.”

“That’s never been done before,” I argued. It would be an opportunity of a lifetime. My brothers all served as advisors to the king in one capacity or another. Gus headed up the entire Health services sector of Swena. 

“Yes, I know. That is what I’m aiming for. The position is yours if you want it. We can work out details later.”

“What would I do?”

Cort grinned. “What you do best, look after the less fortunate citizens of Swena, those that need it. Make sure they’re never forgotten.”

Hope bloomed in my chest. I’d always sought work outside the palace because of the no omega policy, but now… now the future opened up for me and I could do so much more with the power of the palace behind me. 

 

 


Chapter Fifteen

Xavier
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That night I stayed in Iain’s room. It made sense, being that we were betrothed officially. Not to mention, we were having a child together. 

But still, it was odd not leaving his room to return to my own quarters, which reminded me… The next day we would have to clean mine out. His parents wouldn't have any issues with me moving in with him now that things were official. Of course, we'd have to have some sort of royal announcement, I was sure of it. Still, there was no way I was letting go of my omega. 

He came out of the bathroom after brushing his teeth and smiled at me as I lay on the bed. There sure would be some perks to being a part of the royal family. This ginormous bed for one. I hadn't taken time to appreciate it while I had shared Iain’s heat with him. 

“Are you sure about this?” Iain asked as he climbed in next to me. 

I pulled the covers over him and spooned against him, his back to my chest, my arm around his waist. “Sure about what?” I asked. 

He rolled over so that we were face to face. “Being a part of the royal family. You were very quiet tonight.”

I grinned. “I’m so used to keeping quiet in those situations, it may take me time to get used to being on the other side.”

“Wendell had some shocks to his system based on what I've heard from Kalwin. It’s a huge transition into this life.”

“Well, I know pretty much everything there is to know about the royal family and the protocols you follow and the things that are expected of you. Including the schedules you maintain, since I had a hand in orchestrating them.” 

“It will be different though, now you'll be part of the gossip. Your whole life will be dissected.”

“Even though I'm marrying the forgotten prince?” 

He slapped my chest. “Yes. I can't imagine being any of my brothers. Especially Cort. The press know his every move. He'd never be able to pull off a stunt like Kalwin and I did. Even Kalwin wouldn't be able to hide like I did in plain sight for that long.” 

“I get the vibe that Kalwin's done that a time or two,” I said. 

“Still. Are you sure you want this life?” 

“I would take any life as long as it’s with you,” I said and I kissed him. 

“You won't be able to leave the palace whenever you want. You'll have your own guard assigned to you. No more nights on the town.” 

I chuckled. “The other night, at the apartment with you. That was the first time I had gone outside the palace at night in over a year, not on detail. And that was when I was the designated driver for my brother's stag party. I love you and I want this life with you, and with our child. No matter what it is, I will be by your side through all of it. If you want to take the position that your brother is offering, I will support you.” 

Iain bit his lip and wouldn’t quite meet my eyes. 

I tucked a finger under his chin and forced him to look at me. “I support you no matter what.” 

“It would be a lot, though. With a new baby. Right?” Iain’s brow furrowed. 

“It's what you're passionate about. And I'll be with you every step of the way. Helping in whatever way I can. I can be a stay at home dad, essentially, if that's what it takes.” 

“I do want to take that position. I have so many ideas for what we can do, outreach programs we can institute. But I want to be a part of my child's life. I don't want him or her being raised by nannies like I was.” 

“Then we will be together. You and I will make it work. Instead of hiring nannies, we’ll hire assistants for your job. People you trust to do the things you want. If you need to take our child to work with you every day, we can make that happen. We will make it work, Iain.”

 Iain grinned and relaxed into me. “Yeah, I think we will.”

Exhaustion seeped into my bones and I sunk closer to sleep. I hadn’t slept much at all since my omega was away. With my omega in my arms, my body relaxed and my mind was finally able to rest. With the future we had laid out before us, we would need it. 

 


Chapter Sixteen

Iain
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Being a prince had its perks. I had multiple tuxedos in my closet, and for an occasion such as my wedding day, I could just go into my closet and pick which one I wanted to wear and bam, my whole outfit for the day was decided. 

“What time do my parents arrive?” I asked Xavier. 

Picking a day was easy. We wanted my parents at our small, incredibly informal wedding but we didn’t necessarily want them stressing about it or all the protocols we were breaking, so we decided on getting married the moment they arrived. 

“In two hours. At precisely three forty-two.” Xavier still laid in bed. While my parents were out of the country and our relationship still so new, Xavier and I had spent a lot of time inside the palace and as such, he had been on a mini-vacation since arriving home.

Turned out my future husband didn’t mind lounging in bed until mid-day, as long as I stayed there with him. 

I’d just gotten out of the shower and I wore a towel around my waist as I stared at the tux hanging on the door of my closet. 

“Care to share your thoughts, love?” he asked. 

“It’s happening. Today. For real.”

He got off the bed and stood behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist and burying his nose into my neck. “Yes, it is.” 

“And tomorrow, we get to start an even bigger adventure.”

He chuckled. “Bigger than a new marriage, and a baby on the way?” His hands rested on my flat abdomen like they so often did. 

“Well, maybe not bigger, but at least comparable,” I said. We had spent the last few days brainstorming some of the initiatives we wanted to start once we were an official state department. Already we had identified some areas of need that could be rectified simply with some organization and oversight. 

I reached my hand up and touched the back of Xavier’s neck, guiding his mouth to mine. 

“I’m just so happy,” I said. 

“Me too, love. Me too.”

“Do you think my parents will be upset with us?”

Xavier spun me around. He kept his arms around me and his hands made their way to my butt. “For planning a royal wedding without their permission? Oh yeah, they are going to be super pissed.”

I groaned and buried my head in his chest. “Then why did you agree to this?”

Xavier’s chest shook as he laughed. “Because it made you happy and it is what you wanted. Plus they are going to forgive you as soon as you tell them we’re having a child. You’ve seen how they adore Wendell and Gus’s child.”

“It’s true. We do have a great bargaining chip.”

“Yes, a royal bargaining chip.”

I looked up at Xavier, the love he had for me shone in his eyes, then they clouded with desire. 

“So, two hours until they arrive?” I asked.

Xavier nodded. 

“What should we do to pass the time?” I dropped to my knees, surprising both Xavier and myself. 

I pulled his zipper down slowly. His cock grew thicker until it strained against his underwear. I pulled down his pants and it sprang free. Not wanting to let my courage wane before I even got started, I swallowed him down in one fell swoop. 

He moaned and his hips jerked forward. I licked along his shaft, cradling his balls in my hand. 

Xavier threaded his fingers in my hair as he held my head. “Oh my prince, you never cease to amaze me.”

I hummed as my lips locked around his and I hollowed out my cheeks as I bobbed up and down along the length of him. ‘

“I’m going to come,” he shouted. He tugged at my hair, but I wasn’t letting any of his release go to waste. I doubled my efforts and within seconds his cum shot down my throat and I swallowed every last drop of him. 

When he was finished, I sat back on my heels and stared up at him. “Shall we go get married?”

He grinned. “Yes, we shall.”
***

There were two ways the wedding could have gone: my parents would either love that we took care of everything and all they had to do was preside over the event and smile for the camera, or they would lose their damn minds and have Xavier banished to the dungeon. 

Being that I was carrying their second grandchild, I doubted they would put up too much of a fuss, but it was still a risk. 

We only had four days to orchestrate the event and we had to keep quiet about it. We only included the staff members that we trusted the most to keep things discreet.

Luckily, we kept things incredibly simple. We all had tuxes, Cort was legally allowed to declare us married due to some old law that didn’t make a lot of sense, but it was legal, so I didn’t care. 

Cort was the one to greet my parents and usher them to their rooms to get dressed. My omega dad came to my room ten minutes before the ceremony was supposed to start. 

“Oh, Iain,” he said as he looked me up and down. 

I bit my lip. “Are you mad?”

He shook his head, tears forming in his eyes. “Not at all. Although, one of you boys is going to have to let me plan a proper wedding soon.” 

I snorted. “Is Cort’s not a proper wedding?”

My dad waved a hand in the air. “Psh, that wedding is all protocol and zero fun. Between balancing traditions between two countries and working hard on not offending anyone or leaving anyone out, it’s been a nightmare at best. Enough of that though, today is your day, Iain. You look positively radiant. I’m happy that you and Xavier have worked things out.”

“Yes, we did. I love him.”

My dad grinned. “I’m glad. He feels the same. I saw him briefly before coming to see you. Your father is speaking to him right now.”

I groaned. “He isn’t being weird is he? I don’t want Xavier running scared.”

“Oh, don’t worry.” My dad lifted his arm and I linked my arm into his. “I’m sure your father is being perfectly reasonable. Now, let’s go. We don’t want to be late.”

Despite the rush and the lack of a large crowd, the wedding itself was a beautiful set up. 

My father met us at the top of the stairwell. He grinned when he saw me and pulled me into a hug. “You always do keep us on our toes, Iain.”

“Someone has to, I suppose.”

“This is what you want, yes?” my father asked.

I nodded. “More than anything.”

He cupped my cheek. “Let’s get to it then.”

My dads walked me down the stairwell to the makeshift alter we had put together in the throne room. It was another room in the palace that was largely for show, only used on rare occasions. 

Xavier stood with his friend next to him. Kalwin stood up for me as my best man. And Cort stood ready to perform the ceremony. 

I kept my eyes locked on Xavier’s as I walked to greet him. My fathers kissed my cheek and gave me a hug before sitting down. 

“Hi,” I said when I finally stood in front of Xavier. 

“Hi,” he said. 

There was a pause and Cort cleared his throat. “Well, now that we’ve gotten the pleasantries out of the way.”

The small crowd around us chuckled. My brothers were all here, and Wendell with the baby. My friend Cheryl, as well as Jerome sat behind them. A large portion of the royal guard stood watch, both in support of Xavier and as part of the job since the entire royal family was all in one place. 

“Today we are gathered in the great hall of the royal palace. A place where kings and consorts of the past who have loved this country have made decisions and changed history. They blazed the path to the future, making our country what it is today.

“Today, we make history in another way, but no less significant.

“Iain and Xavier, though born of different backgrounds, love each other with all that they are and all that they will be, and both have paid great service to their country.

“I will be proud to be their king, and I know that together they will be stronger, and will make Swena a better place to be.

“Iain, do you take this man as your lawfully wedded husband, to love and to cherish to the end of your days?” 

“I do,” I said, not blinking or looking away from my soon-to-be-husband.

“Xavier, do you take this prince as your lawfully wedding husband, to love and to cherish to the end of your days?”

“I do,” Xavier said without hesitation.

My stomach did a little flip and it was all I could do not to bound and jump for joy.

“Then, by the power vested in me as heir apparent of Swena, I now pronounce you husbands. You may kiss and seal your union.”

I met Xavier halfway, his lips descending on mine, his hand holding my neck. 

Cheers and applause sounded around us, 

Xavier rested his forehead against mine. “We did it, my prince. We are married.”

I grinned. “We did. There’s no getting rid of me now,” I said. 

He laughed. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

 


Epilogue

Xavier

Eight and Half Months Later
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I closed down my laptop and filed it away in my desk, locking the drawer. I had expected to be done with the Guard once Iain and I were married, but alas, the Guard was not done with me. 

Though I wasn’t assigned to protect the royal family anymore, and I actually had my own guard detail when Iain and I made public appearances, I was offered a role working on schedule coordination and training within the Royal Guard. Iain was more than happy to have me do something besides follow him around all day, so I accepted. 

As of two minutes ago though, I was on paternity leave. 

Iain’s due date was today and he was more than ready. 

The only reason I hadn’t started my leave earlier was because he didn’t like having me around. I liked to tend to his every need when I was near him, but he called it hovering and as the days got longer and his stomach larger, he begged me to stay away. 

My phone let out a loud ring just as I reached my office door. “Hello?” I answered. 

“Come to the birthing suite.” Iain’s voice was strained and there was a lot of background noise. 

“Right now? You’re having the baby right now?” 

“Yes. My water broke when I tried to get off the couch. And now we have to get a new couch. There was so much. No one told me how much there would be.” His voice turned into more of a wail. “Xavier. Get here now!”

“I’m on my way. Don’t—don’t have the baby without me.”

I stuffed my phone in my pocket and took off. The birthing suite was on the first floor, in the east wing. The opposite of where I was now in the palace. Generally, one didn’t ever run through the palace, unless there was an emergency. Though, I supposed I should get a pass this time, because it was an emergency to me. I was not missing my child’s birth. 

I made it there in record time. I only knocked over one person, after that I shouted for everyone to move out of my way. 

I burst into the room, searching for my omega. “Iain?”

Iain lay on the bed, that while it was a hospital bed, didn’t look anything like one. The room itself looked like any other room in the palace, but there was a monitor and IV hooked up to my omega, and a doctor in a white coat at his side. 

“How are you? Do you hurt?”

He grimaced and held his protruding stomach. “Only when there’s a contraction. Which is like, ever thirty seconds now.”

“Thirty seconds!”

The doctor chuckled. “That’s a slight exaggeration, but it is a good thing you’re here, he is progressing very fast.”

“Is that bad?” I stood next to the bed and gripped my omega’s hand. I brought his knuckles to my lips and kissed them. 

“No, it is all perfectly normal. I’m going to gather the nursing staff and alert his majesties that we’ll be moving into active labor soon.”

“Who’s this ‘we’? I’m the only one pushing out a baby today!” Iain clamped a hand over his mouth. “Sorry! I’m not usually so—” He let out a screech as his grip tightened on my hand.

The doctor left the room quickly. 

“Just breath, love. Our child will be here soon and the hard part is almost over.”

He smiled at me through the tears that pooled in the corner of his eyes. Sweat beaded on his forehead. “We’re going to be dads. The past nine month… it went by so quick. Are we prepared for this? Are we sure we know what we’re doing?”

I brushed his sweat off his forehead and met his gaze. “Of course we don’t know what we’re doing. No parents know, not on the first day. But together, we can handle it. I love you my prince. You’re going to make an amazing dad.”

He lifted his head and kissed me quickly. “Thank you, Xavier. You always know just what to say.” His grip tightened again and he arched off the bed. “Oh shit! This is a big one.”

The doctor entered the room trailed by several nurses and a photographer. 

“All right then, shall we?”

“Please! Fuck! Get this baby out! And please don’t tell the press I swore in the delivery room! Gawd, I was going to have it way more together than this.”

The nurse patted his shoulder. “Don’t you worry, Your Highness, Wendell cursed quite a bit when it was his turn. And I have it on good authority that your omega father said his fair share of bad words while in this room.”

Iain sighed. “Oh, thank goodness.”

I kissed his forehead. “Let’s meet our child.”

***

In the end, Iain said a lot more than just the F word. He was respectful to our nurse and doctor, but that didn’t stop him from shouting out curses that made me blush. 

But it was all worth it. Even he said so, right before he passed out from exhaustion. He took one long look at our daughter and held her for a moment before his eyes drifted closed and he fell right to sleep. 

It scared the hell out of me, but the doctor assured me it was normal. 

I held our daughter in my arms, pacing the hospital room for the past hour while Iain slept. 

It wasn’t protocol, but I wasn’t allowing the king or Iain’s brothers into the room until Iain got his rest and a better look at his daughter. He deserved that at least. 

“Xavier?” Iain called out. 

“I’m here,” I said. I pulled the rocking chair over until it was next to the bed.

“Did I fall asleep?”

“Yes.” 

“Where’s—”

“She’s here,” I said. I transferred her to Iain’s waiting arms. “This is your daughter. She is quiet as a mouse, but I’m sure she’ll make her voice heard when she needs something. 

Our daughter was wrapped in the royal colors of Swena, a deep maroon blanket with gold satin trim. Her eyes opened wide as Iain held her. 

“She recognizes her daddy,” I said. 

“Yeah,” Iain cooed. “Aren’t you an amazing princess, already?”

I kissed Ian’s forehead, watching him as he watched our daughter. “You’re amazing, my prince,” I said. 

He snuggled against me. “You’re pretty amazing yourself, love.”
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