
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Dorji is the crown prince of Bhutan, a tiny Buddhist kingdom high up in the Himalayas. He lives a life of responsibility and rules, especially with his coronation fast approaching.

	Michael is an American botanist working for the royal family after a very public scandal forced him to leave his country. He’s drawn to the handsome royal, but he knows that any interaction between them would lead to yet another life-derailing scandal. The two men come from different worlds, and even though the attraction between them is palpable, they can never give in to their feelings.

	During a royal visit to their national park, Prince Dorji’s bitchy fiancée, Karma, gets lost, and Dorji has to team up with Michael to find her. In the process, sparks fly between the two men. This sweet, comedic romance follows the two as they trek through the most beautiful country on Earth, all while a humbled and embarrassed Karma develops an unexpected side-romance of her own. But as the dangers worsen and the reality of their impossible situation begins to sink in, will Dorji and Michael accept that their love is stronger than the forces keeping them apart?
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	Prince Dorji Wangchuck, heir to the throne of Bhutan, stood in front of a brand-new orphanage. The grand opening sign fluttered in the wind behind him. This was one of his favorite parts of the job—being amongst the people, bringing attention to worthy causes. He’d already given the welcome speech—not his favorite part—which meant that the rest of his time here left him free to play with the kids.

	Sure, he still wore his crown and official robe, but in moments like these, he could forget that he was the future leader of an entire country and just... enjoy life.

	His fiancée, Karma, joined him from the limo. She was tall and gorgeous, especially in the ceremonial gown. She wasn’t part of the royal family yet, but she’d been betrothed to Dorji long enough to learn how to carry herself like a queen. Upon her own request, everyone called her Princess Karma, even though she wouldn’t be the actual princess until their wedding day in three months.

	She patted a little boy on the head. “Aren’t you adorable?” When she approached the prince, she whispered to him, “I’ve brought the photographers. Let’s get this over with.”

	On cue, a line of photographers appeared from God-knew-where and started to click away. The royal prince and his soon-to-be wife posed with a handful of adorable children. Dorji’s face was starting to hurt from all the smiling. He scooped up one of the smallest kids, a boy still in diapers, and let the kid touch his red and orange crown.

	Once he set the boy down, Karma whispered into his ear, “These brats are filthy. Must they touch us so much?”

	“They’re orphans,” Dorji whispered back.

	“Yes, but do they have to be so... desperate for adult attention?”

	He’d had this conversation with her before. He wanted to say, Yes, they need attention. They’re freaking orphans. He couldn’t, of course. Instead, he told her, “Just ten more minutes, dear.”

	Dorji and Karma had been officially engaged for the last six months, but they’d been betrothed since they were both nine. Karma was the only daughter of Bhutan’s first prime minister, an extremely popular political figure. Despite the betrothal, they’d never really spent any time together until the official engagement last winter. Before that, they would get together during holy days for photo sessions, but otherwise, they lived their own lives. Dorji had dated around—both male and female—and overall tried to keep a low profile.

	Then the courtship...

	Then the engagement...

	Within the last half year, everything had changed so much. Now, Dorji spent much of his day keeping up appearances, trying his best to match pace with his future wife. If only he’d known, as a nine-year-old, that this pretty girl would grow up to be the politically savvy, high-maintenance knock-out that she’d become.

	Every time they’d appear together in public events—just like this one—she knew all the right things to do in front of the cameras. Once they married this summer, Dorji knew Karma would be an ideal addition to the royal family. Of course that assumed he could survive her behind-the-scenes tantrums.

	A girl of about twelve walked out of the crowd. She held her hands behind her back and fidgeted nervously. “Your majesties?” she whispered. “We have a song for you.”

	Dorji glanced at his fiancée, who was very covertly rolling her eyes.

	“Wonderful!” she squealed.

	The girl sang the first few lines.

	“The sky was bluer.

	The air was honey fresh.

	When our prince fell in love.

	With a girl from the South.”

	Then the rest of the children joined in.

	“He saw her dark eyes.

	And he said I will marry her.

	On that beautiful day.”

	Dorji recognized the song instantly. Bhutan didn’t have Billboard charts like the Western countries, but if it did, this song would have been number one for months. It was the officially commissioned engagement song, and its lyrics were all about how Dorji and Karma met. If he went to any of the karaoke bars in Thimphu, the nation’s capital, he’d hear drunken men and women singing the song several times a night. Royal Love Story. That was the title. That and the song from Titanic were the two songs that everyone in Bhutan knew by heart.

	The children finished the last refrain.

	“The prince is in love.

	The prince is in love.

	Their union brings prosperity to us all.”

	They dragged out the last few words into a big finish.

	Karma smiled perfectly. She wiped at her dry eyes. She really was playing the part.

	The children bowed, and Karma burst into enthusiastic applause. Dorji had zoned out for a second, so Karma nudged him with her elbow. He started clapping, too.

	“You all have such beautiful voices,” Karma said. “And the words to that song always touch my heart.” She wiped her eyes again.

	Dorji, who had heard the song at least a hundred times in the last few months, forced a smile and said, “Well done, my children. I can think of no better way to end this joyous day.”

	The children bowed again.

	Dorji gave everyone a traditional blessing, which was basically a fifteen-second chant and some hand gestures.

	The crowd dispersed.

	“Wasn’t that beautiful?” Karma told him. Then, once they were far enough away, she added, “I need a freaking shower.”

	They got back in the limo for the ten-minute ride back to the palace. Once the windows were rolled up and the vehicle was on its way, Karma said, “Please tell me this is the last thing we have to do this week. I haven’t had a spa day in ages.”

	“Let me check the calendar.” He pulled out his phone and started scrolling through his appointments. This was just a stalling tactic, though, because he knew that they were scheduled for an appearance at the opening of a new national park project just north of the capital.

	They arrived at the back of the palace, and their driver ushered them inside. After a bit of crowd-waving, they walked through the grand entrance and into one of the long halls. Like much of the royal complex in Thimphu, the main palace was decorated with ravens of every size and shape. They were the national bird of Bhutan and served as the official symbol of the royal family.

	“Well?” Karma asked.

	“Actually, there’s the new forestry program in Jigme Dorji National Park.”

	“Well, shit,” she muttered.

	Just then, they passed by a group of tourists gathered in one of the side rooms along the hallway. The tourists were taking photos of some of the cabinets when one of them spotted the royal couple. Everyone turned to look.

	Karma laughed loudly and elbowed Dorji in the side. “You are so bad!” she said. She turned to the tour group. “If you only knew the kind of jokes your soon-to-be-king tells his fiancée.”

	The group burst into laughter.

	As always, Karma was doing what she did best, humanizing them in the eyes of the public. Dorji laughed along, waiting for Karma to do her million-dollar wave-and-smile combo. When she was finished, they kept walking. A little further down the hall, Karma pulled out a tiny bottle of waterless soap to wash off the last of the orphan smell.

	Someone ran toward them. His quick steps echoed down the hall. Dorji turned around first, just in time to see one of his father’s messengers reach them. “Your majesties,” he said between breaths, “the king wishes to discuss your new wedding budget.”

	“New wedding budget?” Dorji asked.

	“Yes,” Karma said while smelling her hands. “I’ve... expanded things.”

	He didn’t like the sound of that. Expanded things was Karma-talk for, well... for adding at least ten million Bhutanese ngultrums to the already over-inflated budget. Their tax money had much better uses than wedding snacks and decorative flowers. One of her expansions would probably add up to at least two new orphanages. Maybe three. Maybe a petting zoo.

	The messenger bowed once and then hurried off, leaving the royal couple some privacy to finish their argument.

	“And you didn’t tell me?” he asked.

	Karma smiled at him, the same smile she used at the orphanage. “It’s just silly bridal things,” she said. “I figured it wouldn’t concern you.”

	The tour group had now entered the hallway. Dorji could see them approaching. They were too far away to hear his words, but they could still see the royals. He struggled to make everything look completely normal. “If it’s a matter that concerns my father, then it concerns me, as well,” he said.

	This wasn’t just a fact. It might as well be a motto for his entire life. He was the king’s only son, the heir to the Bhutanese throne, and every single thing he did was in service to his country. He couldn’t travel the world unless he was negotiating trade deals with other world leaders. He couldn’t enjoy the forests that crisscrossed all of Bhutan unless he was announcing tourism projects or environmental initiatives. Hell, he couldn’t even choose his future wife—or husband—because he’d been betrothed since he was a preteen.

	He had no idea what wedding changes were proposed, but he knew that he would deal with them the best way he could. This wedding wasn’t for him, after all. It was for the country.

	“Come,” he said.

	The king’s office was at the end of the hallway, but Dorji knew he wouldn’t find anyone there. His father was most likely in the back courtyard, fiddling with his favorite possession in the entire world—his bicycle.

	The palace opened up into a wide, enclosed garden with two gazebos, at least a dozen benches, and his father, who—surprise, surprise—was working on his bicycle. King Khesar Wangchuck wore jeans and a blue t-shirt. If his face wasn’t on all the money in the country, no one would be able to guess that he was the king.

	He hadn’t always been this way. For most of Dorji’s life, his father had been the paragon of kingly duty. He wore the ceremonial robes. He greeted people with the correct formalities. Things changed once Dorji got engaged and started taking over more and more of the royal responsibilities. Now, with the wedding and the coronation fast approaching, the king had basically come down with what Western high-schoolers would call senioritis.

	Karma greeted him with the traditional bow and prayer. She was very good at such formalities.

	The king hugged them both. “My son. And my beautiful new daughter.”

	“Your majesty,” Karma said. “We were told you had questions about the royal wedding.”

	“Yes.” Even though the king was answering her questions, he was looking straight at Dorji. Dorji was the decision-maker, after all. “Your new additions sound particularly extravagant.” He waited for his son to answer.

	Dorji, who had no idea what sorts of changes his fiancée had made, asked, “What specific additions are the most... unnecessary?”

	“The swans. And all the silk.”

	Dorji opened his mouth to respond, but Karma cut him off. “I understand. You see, your son and I wanted to impress the Scandinavian royals who recently RSVPed in the affirmative. I looked into their wedding rituals and...”

	She kept talking. It sounded like she had anticipated the king’s concerns and practiced her answers in front of a mirror. She was known to do that.

	Dorji tried to listen, he really did, but something was distracting him.

	Not something. Someone. His name was Michael O’Rae, and he was an American botanist who worked with the royal parks department. He was crouched down on the
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