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            THE ANTI-CINDERELLA TAKES LONDON

          

        

      

    

    
      Falling in love with a prince wasn't something I planned . . .

      When I reconnected with the first guy I ever kissed, I never dreamed I'd end up moving to England to be closer to him. But Nicky and I are in love, and living together was the next logical step. 

      If I thought dating royalty was a tough gig when I was living in the USA, I'm learning that it's even more challenging now that I'm in London. Every move I make, every word I say, is under the microscope. Becoming part of Nicky's family while staying true to who I am isn't easy. 

      Nicky makes everything worthwhile. The hours when we're alone together are paradise. And if the press and the pressure are the price I have to pay for him . . . I'll choose Nicky, every single time.

      After all, London's just another town. Right?
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        To my grandparents, whose lives and love were a constant blessing and inspiration to me;

      

      

      

      
        
        And to my much-beloved granddaughter, born during the writing of this book,

        whose arrival reminds me of the greatest truth of life:

      

      

      

      
        
        It goes on.
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            HOW LONG WILL KYRA WAIT?

          

          BY GARRETT SMITH

        

      

    

    
      If you haven’t heard of Kyra Duncan, the American who has apparently won the heart of Britain’s most dashing playboy bachelor Prince Nicholas, then you must have been living beneath a rock for the better part of a year.

      Duncan was a graduate student in Maine when she re-kindled a childhood friendship with the prince about eighteen months ago. The two dated while living on separate continents, a situation which insiders say led to their temporary split last fall.

      But by May, reporters began spotting the couple together again, both in London and in the US. Recently, following her graduation from the masters’ program at Grant College, Kyra moved to England, and we understand that she and the prince are both living in his cottage at Kensington Palace. Duncan works at Honey Bee Juices, the natural juice business founded by her grandparents, Cal and Maggie Duncan. She and Prince Nicholas are spotted occasionally, eating dinner or visiting friends around town, but there’s been no word on an engagement being announced any time soon.

      Meanwhile, sources tell us that Kyra is growing increasingly unhappy with the girlfriend role into which she’s been cast, seemingly forever. While we haven’t seen the prince with any other woman, Kyra must be wondering if he’s ever going to pop the question.

      “He wants to make sure she’s ready to stick,” confides a source close to the couple. “She freaked out and left him last year, and he knows she can’t do that again. So he’s giving her time to get used to the reality of royal life before he asks her to commit to it—and to him.”

      Another source says that Duncan’s work in sustainable agriculture is not only part of her own career, it is also a passion she shares with the prince. The two have paid private visits to several local farms which are attempting to implement the suggestions both Prince Nicholas and Miss Duncan presented them.

      But according to friends of the couple, Prince Nicholas better get ring shopping, and soon.

      “She won’t wait forever,” this friend reports. “She loves him, but she’s not going to hang around as a person without a title or a role for much longer. It’s a lot harder being the prince’s shack-up partner than it is being his fiancée or wife.”

      And apparently, it’s not only Kyra who’s getting impatient. Insiders say that the Queen and even the prince’s parents are urging him to make a decision, one way or the other.

      “They want to know whether or not this girl’s the one. The Queen, in particular, wants to see her favorite grandson happily settled—whether that’s with Kyra Duncan or with another woman.”
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      “Heading home, Kyra?” Serena Kessel turned a bright smile toward me as I passed her desk. Although it was only mid-afternoon, I was on my way out of the brand-new London offices of Honey Bee Juices.

      “Actually, I am. I know it’s early, but I’ve found that it’s—ah, easier to avoid—well, it’s better if I vary the time of day that I come and go.” I hated being so vague, but I’d learned the hard way that discretion was the better part of valor—or wisdom, in this case. Being my normal chatty self could potentially put an innocent person into a bad position if she was cornered by the press.

      “Of all people, Kyra, you certainly don’t need to explain to anyone why you’re leaving before five. No one would ever question you.” Serena didn’t sound anything but respectful and cheery, but her words struck a nerve.

      “Do you mean because my grandparents own the company? Is that why it’s okay for me to cut out early? Or is it because of who I’m . . .” I stopped abruptly. I heard the almost-shrill tone in my own voice, and I hated it. “Serena, I’m sorry. I know you didn’t—well. I’m sorry. That was uncalled for.”

      “I understand.” The woman was completely unflappable. Here I’d just insulted her, and she didn’t even lose her smile. “I only meant that you work so hard and put in so much more time than the rest of us that no one doubts your dedication.”

      “Thank you. I appreciate your understanding.” I was certain my cheeks were red with embarrassment. “That’s very kind of you.”

      “Not at all.” Serena inclined her head. “Have a lovely weekend. I’ll see you Monday?” It was more of a question than a statement.

      “Yes, of course.” I hiked the strap of my handbag more firmly onto my shoulder. “See you then.”

      My heels clicked on the gleaming tile floors as I walked out of the suite of our offices and down the hallway to the elevator. I passed a few people, some of whom greeted me with a nod and smile, and others of whom glanced at me with open curiosity. I worked hard to keep a blank but pleasant expression on my face.  The hardest thing, I was finding, was not reacting to anything or anyone around me. I thought I’d perfected that ability back in Maine, when the press had first begun following me, but it turned out to be much more challenging here in London.

      The elevator was blessedly empty, and I sagged against the wall, closing my eyes with a long sigh. But once the doors slid open, I was alert and ready again.

      “Heading out, Ms. Duncan?” Alfred, our tall and elegant doorman, smiled at me. “Anything I can do for you?”

      Alfred asked me the same question each day as I left, as if he might be able to suddenly wave a magic wand and make all of the reporters and photographers waiting for me beyond the frosted glass doors disappear. I only wished he could.

      “Thanks, Alfred. I’ll be fine.” I paused to offer him a genuine smile. “I hope you have a nice weekend.”

      “You too, Ms. Duncan.” He paused. “Keep your chin up, if you don’t mind me saying it. Everyone here thinks the world of you.”

      “Thank you.” I wished I could say something more—I could tell that Alfred, like so many of the people with whom I worked, hoped that I might relax and share a little with him. But I liked him too much to put the dear man into that position.

      So I simply gave him a wave and another smile before I braced myself for the onslaught and pushed open the door.

      The late-afternoon sun in London in November was anemic at best, but it was shining directly into my eyes, making me blink madly. And it was then the clicking began.

      “Kyra! Kyra! Look here. Kyra!”

      “Are you joining Prince Nicholas in Africa this weekend? A little pre-engagement honeymoon?”

      “Has the Queen given her approval? Have you met Her Majesty, Kyra?”

      “Give us a smile, love! One good picture, Kyra!”

      They all shouted at once, and the flashes went off, and they crowded around me. The same panic I felt every single time this happened roared to life, making me long to push them out of my way and run. Run far away and escape from their relentless questions, particularly when they were asking about matters that were tender spots just now.

      My car was parked just a few yards down the block, and with as much purpose as I could manage, I waded through the hoard of press, my lips pressed together and my jaw clenched. I didn’t make eye-contact with any of them, and I tried not to react when they shouted out my name . . . over and over again.

      Once I was finally safe in the driver’s seat, I wasted no time before I started the engine and carefully eased away from the curb. I’d learned my lesson during my first week at Honey Bee London, when, in an effort to make a fast getaway, I’d peeled out without looking over my shoulder and nearly side-swiped a passing car. That had made the newspaper and the internet rounds, with the less-charitable publications christening me ‘Krashpad Kyra’.

      Today I managed to get into my lane without any issue. By now, I could make the drive from my office to Kensington Palace with my eyes closed, and it didn’t take long before I was pulling in through the gates at a special residents-only entrance, restricted from public view. The guard waved to me, and I waved back with a quick grin.

      I always experienced an odd mix of feelings when I was back here at the Palace. There was relief, of course, because this was one place where I didn’t have to worry about photographers or reporters, provided I stuck to the more secluded sections of the grounds. But at the same time, I felt a pang of sadness, a sense of being stifled, because in all of the small island nation, this was the only place where I could relax. It felt rather like living in a zoo, I thought as I made my way slowly to the cottage that Nicky and I shared. A beautiful, historic zoo with tons of security and lots of benefits—but a zoo, nonetheless.

      Since it was Friday, there weren’t many people around the palace grounds. Most of the residents had decamped for the country either yesterday or earlier in the day; Nicky’s cousins, all of whom were ahead of him in the line of succession, owned estates outside of London, where they could indulge in fun things like hunting and riding horses. One of his sisters lived here with her husband, but they too were away now, representing the Queen on a trip to Spain.

      I let myself into the cottage and glanced around. We didn’t have a housekeeping staff, although Nicky had had a weekly housekeeper before I’d moved in, and she still came by to dust and sweep every Friday morning. But I knew that with Nicky in Africa, I could stay here in the cottage all weekend and never see another soul.

      I wasn’t sure if that idea was appealing or appalling.

      But first things first. I glanced at the clock on the wall and gave a happy little hum as I kicked off my heels and settled onto the plush loveseat, retrieving my laptop from the leather bag I’d been carrying. It was just after four here, which meant that in New Mexico, it was . . . I frowned, doing the mental math. Eight in the morning. The perfect time to call a friend.

      Within moments, I had the FaceTime app open and was waiting expectantly as the line buzzed. It stopped abruptly, and the screen was suddenly with the sleepy face of my best friend, Shelby.

      “Hey,” she croaked. “If it isn’t my favorite princess-to-be.”

      A wave of unease slid over me. “Don’t say that. Someone might hear you and think there really are plans in the works.” I paused. “As of right now, I’m still just the girl living at Kensington Palace with Prince Nicholas. His shack-up lady. The cow who’s giving him the milk for free.”

      “Oh, for God’s sake.” Shelby cleared her throat and rolled her eyes at the same time. The woman had talent. “First of all, you know you’re more than just a fling for Nicky. You’re living with him because you both decided you didn’t want to have an ocean between you—and if I remember correctly, darling friend, you’re the one who told Nicky you didn’t want to rush into anything official, since you’d never lived in the same time zone. Second, what’s this business about the cow giving away the milk? Are we living in 1955? You aren’t giving anything away—you’re having loads of hot and heavy consensual sex with the man you love.”

      “I know you’re right.” I dropped my head to the back cushion of the couch. “It’s just been a long day. A long week, actually. And all of those things I just said are shouted at me daily by the reporters who follow me around. So it’s hard not to internalize some of them.”

      “Hmmmm.” Shelby shifted her phone slightly, and I could see that she was still in bed.

      “Hey, shouldn’t you be getting ready for work?” After we’d finished our graduate program in Maine, Shelby had received and accepted an offer for an internship at a center for experimental farming in New Mexico. It was quite an honor, since each year, hundreds of applicants vied for those positions.

      “Nah, I don’t go in until noon today. I worked a late shift last night.” A shadow passed over her eyes, and I wondered if everything was as great as she’d been claiming. Before I could ask, she spoke again. “So you’re just finishing your work day, right? What do you and Prince Charming have planned for this weekend?”

      I blew out a long sigh. “Nicky’s in Africa at a conference for No Hungry Child. He won’t be back until Tuesday.”

      “And you didn’t go with him? Why not?”

      “Because he’s there in an official capacity.” I lifted one shoulder. “I can only travel with him when we’re going someplace for leisure. Like a vacation or a holiday trip. Because as I’ve been reminded more than once, I don’t have any official standing now.”

      “That’s bullshit. You’re the prince’s girlfriend. Can’t he tell them he wants to take you with him?” Shelby was bristling, ready to jump to my defense as always.

      “No. I mean, he could, I guess, but it wouldn’t make any difference. There are ways of doing things in this family, and they don’t change on a dime. We’re talking centuries of tradition.” I hesitated. “It’s not easy, though, for either of us. I spend a lot of time here at the cottage by myself.”

      “That sucks.” Shelby was still indignant, tradition be damned. “What about Nicky’s sisters? His family? Can’t you do things with them?”

      It was all so complicated, a situation mired in potential pitfalls for me, and since I barely understood all the whys and wherefores, I knew it would be difficult to explain to Shelby. “If we’re invited to dinner by his parents or Alex and Jake, his sister and brother-in-law, I can go, as long it’s just a family meal. But they don’t do that very often. Everyone’s busy with their own lives and commitments. And if it’s the larger family, with the Queen and all the aunts and uncles and cousins—then I’m not included. I can’t go with Nicky if he’s going to a party or a movie premiere or a charity benefit if he’s there in his official capacity.”

      “But if he’s going as a board member for his charities—the hungry child one and Waste Not—those you can go to with him, right?” Shelby persisted.

      “As long as it’s deemed a quiet event, like a lunch or a tea or something at a private home. It’s just the way they do things here, Shel. I’m not mad or anything—I understand it. Only, sometimes I’m a little lonely.”

      “Of course, you are.” She was quiet for a few seconds. “Have you made any friends of your own there, so you have people to hang with when Nicky’s occupied?”

      I shook my head. “No. I have a working relationship with the people at Honey Bee, but I can’t socialize with them really—not in any genuine way, because I’m constantly worried that one of them might go to the press and share something. I can’t just go to a pub and make friends, either. If I’m not here at the cottage, I’m at the Honey Bee offices. That’s my life.” To my horror, a sob caught in my throat. I backed away a little, hoping Shelby hadn’t heard it.

      But no such luck. “Kyra, that’s no way to live. You sound miserable.” Her forehead drew together. “Isn’t there anything you can do to make things better? I mean, the Royal Family can’t make you stay home alone, right? If you’re not official enough to go to public events with Nicky, then they shouldn’t have the power to force you into anything.”

      “Nobody is forcing me to do anything.” I pressed my fingers to my temples, where suddenly a headache pounded. “But would you want to go sightseeing if a throng of reporters were following you everywhere? Or if you couldn’t even run to the corner shop without being recognized and having people stare and point?” I shuddered. “Trust me. Staying here is far preferable to that.”

      “Oh, Ky.” Shelby bit her lip, her eyes worried. “This isn’t good.” She studied me through the camera. “When’s the next time you’re coming home for a visit?”

      “Two weeks.” I was so looking forward to the trip—and dreading it at the same time. “I’m spending Thanksgiving in Florida with the entire family.”

      “Florida? Don’t the Duncans usually do Thanksgiving in Maine?” Shelby had been my best friend long enough to know our traditions. “And is Nicky coming with you?

      I shook my head. “No. It’s not a holiday for him, you know, and he already had engagements for that week, so it’s just going to be me.” I swallowed over the lump of worry that had risen in my throat at the thought of leaving him behind. It was far too reminiscent of what had happened between us last year, when we’d broken up for six months. Giving myself a little shake, I went on.

      “And you’re right about Maine. Usually we do celebrate there, but this year, Honey’s been sick. She was in the hospital with pneumonia for a week in October, and the doctor advised against her traveling this winter.”

      “Wait a minute—Honey was sick—in the hospital—and you didn’t tell me?” Shelby scowled at me through the camera. “Is she okay?” Shelby adored my grandparents, who were known as Handsome and Honey by both family and friends. I’d given them those names when I was a toddler, and to their delight, the nicknames had stuck.

      “From what I hear, yes, she’s going to be fine.” I crossed my legs and shifted on the cushion of the sofa. “Believe me, I wasn’t any too happy about being all the way over here when she was sick. But my dad promised he’d keep me informed. He was concerned that if I flew to Florida, the press circus might be too disrupting for the family while they were trying to take care of her.”

      “I understand.” Shelby tilted her head, sympathy in her eyes. “Not being there must’ve been killing you. But here’s some good news—if you’re going to be in Florida for Thanksgiving, I can come see you. I’m flying home for that week, too.”

      I sat up straighter, giving a little squeal of delight. “Oh, my God! That’s awesome. If you can come over to the beach, we can have a girls’ night. Movies and wine and ice cream.” I paused. “Maybe not in that order.”

      Shelby laughed. “I’m in. I’m spending the first three days with Vivian and Charlie and the baby, and then I need to fit in a visit with the parentals and Aunt Gail. But by the weekend, I’m sure I’m going to be more than ready for some best friend time.”

      “Okay. It’s a date.” I’d been looking forward to going home for the holiday anyway, but now I was even more excited.

      “It definitely is.” She glanced at something off-camera and wrinkled her nose. “But right now, I need to get my ass in gear. I want to grab some breakfast before I go to work. So . . . we’ll text about the details, but otherwise, I’ll see you in two weeks.”

      “I can’t wait.” I frowned a little. “But Shel, is everything all right there? I feel like we talked about all my problems and you didn’t tell me how things are in New Mexico.”

      That same shadow passed over her eyes again. “It’s all good, Ky. Maybe slightly complicated, but—well, I love the work, and the people are mostly nice. I’m learning so much. I just wish . . .” Her voice trailed off. “We’ll talk at Thanksgiving, babe, and I promise, I’ll spill my guts then. You can give me wise counsel over wine.”

      “Okay. You know I’m here for you no matter what, right, Shelby?” I had a feeling that she was evading my questions. “Best friends trump everything, even Royal Family orders. That’s not going to change.”

      “Of course, it isn’t,” she returned. “I know that. Ciao for now, sweetie. And hang in there. Everything is going to work out for you and Nicky. I just know it.”

      I ended the call with a smile, but once I’d shut the computer, the silence of the cottage weighed on me even heavier, and the empty hours of the weekend stretched out before me.

      “Well, I guess it’s just me and Netflix once again,” I sighed, reaching for the television remote. “Another glamorous weekend in the life of Prince Nicky’s girlfriend.”
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      One of the benefits of living at Kensington Palace was the accessibility to beautiful gardens, offering all of the residents plenty of places to stroll when the weather was decent. Of course, in London, the lack of decent weather was the issue more often than not.

      Happily for me, during the weekend that Nicky was in Africa and I was alone, London experienced a rare bout of sunshine and slightly warmer than normal temperatures. I took advantage of the sunny daylight hours and sat outside on a bench with a book both Saturday and Sunday afternoons. It was quiet and peaceful . . . and after all of the angst I’d expressed to Shelby on Friday, I found a little bit of comfort in my solitude. Of course, I’d rather have Nicky at home with me, but over those days, I remembered that I was all right by myself now and then.

      Late on Sunday afternoon, I set up my laptop on the counter in the small kitchen and tuned in to American football. This was just one of the things I missed from my homeland: lazy Sundays when I’d hung around with friends and family, eating junk food, drinking beer and cheering on our favorite teams. Having to bring up the game on my computer and watch it that way just didn’t feel the same.

      Still, I told myself that this was a very small sacrifice to make for the far more important benefit of living with the man I loved. Now that I’d been here in London for five months, it was all too easy to forget how miserable I’d been without him during the time when we’d been broken up—and how hard it had been to live with an ocean between us even when we were in a relationship. Football or not, lonely times or not—this was the better way. I didn’t have even one doubt.

      I finished assembling my potato skins, wings and beer, carried the tray into the sitting room, and then moved the laptop onto the coffee table so I could see the game. The big screen TV on the wall stared at me blankly, and I wondered if there was some way for me to hook up the computer to that screen, so that my players weren’t tiny ant-sized men running around on a field of green. I made a mental note to ask Alex’s husband Jake about that possibility. He seemed to know his way around technology, certainly better than either Nicky or I did.

      The game on tonight was Philadelphia hosting Richmond, two teams I followed pretty closely. It was a welcome change to have something to occupy my mind. The announcers were enthusiastic about some of the young players, particularly Philadelphia’s Tate Durham. Even as firmly committed to Nicky as I was, I had to admit that Durham was a hottie—and he was damn good player, too.

      After a couple of beers and too many potato skins and wings to count, I was pleasantly drowsy and full. Snuggling down into the corner of the sofa, I wrapped myself in the soft knitted blanket Nicky kept draped over the back of the couch. This cottage was drafty more often than not, and it seemed I was always shivering, trying to keep warm.

      My eyes had just begun to droop, the droning voices of the announcers providing background noise, when I heard the rumble of a car engine in front of the house. Frowning, I wondered who might be slowing down or even stopping here. I certainly wasn’t expecting company, unless Nicky’s younger sister Daisy had decided to pop by.

      Before I could start to worry too much, the front door opened, and Nicky was there, one large bag hooked over his shoulder, a day’s worth of sexy scruff on his jaw and his eyes alight at seeing me. I tried to jump to my feet, but I was so wrapped in the blanket that I couldn’t move.

      “Look at you, all cocooned and cozy.” He dropped the bag and closed the door behind him, getting to me in two long strides. “Don’t move.”

      Within seconds, he was leaning over the couch, scooping me up, blanket and all. I shrieked with laughter when he dropped back down, both us crashing into pile.

      “What are you doing here? You weren’t supposed to be back until Tuesday.” I smoothed my fingers over his cheek and chin.

      Nicky caught my hand in his and kissed my fingertips. “I couldn’t go another day without you. The meetings ended this morning, and everything else was all parties and socializing. Schmoozing, as you call it. I decided I didn’t need any of that as much as I needed you in my arms.” He nuzzled my neck, and I shivered. “I missed you so much, Ky.”

      “I missed you, too. I’m so glad you’re home.” I twined my arms around his neck. “Was the conference good? Did you learn a lot and dazzle all of them with your impressive knowledge?”

      Nicky rolled his eyes. “I did a great deal of listening, that’s for sure. I think I picked up some new ideas. As for dazzling them, I doubt I did that, although I believe a couple were surprised that I seemed to have a decent grasp on the concept of sustainable farming.”

      “I’m sure they were blown away.” I was so giddy with joy that my man was back home with me that my heart was pounding a mile a minute. “You won’t get in trouble for leaving early, will you?”

      He laughed. “No, no one cared. I did what I was meant to do, and it didn’t matter at all that I left.” Stroking my cheek, he lowered his head until his lips touched mine softly. “I need a shower to get all the airplane crap off me, but then, all I want is you. In our bed. Naked.”

      I arched my neck. “I think we can arrange that.”

      “Hmmmm.” Nicky nibbled down the column of my neck. “Any chance you can take off tomorrow? Or even the next couple of days? I’ve got nothing on my calendar until Wednesday morning. We could drive somewhere quiet and secluded and have some time to ourselves.”

      I wrinkled my nose. “Ugh. No, I have a big meeting tomorrow afternoon—it’s been weeks in the planning, and I can’t hand it off to anyone else. I’m sorry.”

      “Ah. Okay, no, don’t apologize.” He swept my hair away from my face. “I’m the one who came back unexpectedly. I’m not going to ask you to put your work on hold, just because my own plans changed.” He grinned down at me. “But your meeting isn’t until afternoon, you said? So maybe you could go in a little late?”

      “I think that could be arranged.” I let my eyes close as I rested my forehead on his shoulder. “I’ll send an email tonight and tell everyone that I’m working at home up until I have to be there for the meeting.”

      “Excellent.” With a grunt, Nicky stood up, lifting me in his arms. “Let’s get started tonight on that work you need to do . . . between the covers.”
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        * * *

      

      “I feel so much better now.” Nicky stepped out of the bathroom that adjoined our bedroom, rubbing a towel over his short brown hair. Another pristine white towel hung low on his hips, showing off the deep V formed by his chiseled abs. When he took a step, that towel did very little to disguise the way the muscles in his supremely fine ass shifted.

      From my vantage point in the bed, where he’d dumped me unceremoniously a few minutes before, I enjoyed the show. He was, without a doubt, one of the hottest men on the face of the earth, and somehow, he belonged to me.

      “Feel free to drop the towel any time you like.” I quirked one eyebrow at him. “I’m just saying—if you feel like it’s in your way. It won’t bother me one bit.”

      “Watch it there, lady.” He shot me a look of faux outrage. “I think you’re trying to objectify me. I won’t stand for it, you know. I’m not just a piece of eye-candy for you to ogle at will.”

      “Aren’t you, though?” I squinted, not bothering to hide the way I was looking him over. “You said your calendar is empty the next few days. You could stay at home and be a house-boyfriend. When I come home from work, tired and crabby, you can meet me at the door wearing just . . .” I thought about the options for a second. “Oh, I know. Those old jeans you have—the ones that are faded nearly white and mold your ass like hands. No shirt. Just the jeans. And you can have a drink waiting, and then while I’m enjoying that, you can make me a wonderful gourmet dinner.”

      Nicky stood at the end of the bed, his smile growing wider as I spoke. When I’d finished, giggling, he shook his head and whipped off the towel, tossing the damp thing at me before he crawled across the mattress.

      “Is that your fantasy, then?” His eyes glittered as he drank me in. “Having me at your beck and call, to cook and clean and cater to your every whim?”

      I considered. “As fantasies go, that one isn’t half-bad.”

      In a flash, he’d knocked me flat on my back, my head sinking into the softness of a pillow as he held himself over me. “Is that really how you like me? Subservient and at your command?”

      Slowly, I shook my head. “No. Not really. I like you . . .” I reached up to trace his lips. “Over me like this, looking like you could eat me up.”

      “Funny, that’s just exactly what I was thinking of doing.” Lowering his body, he dipped his head to kiss me deeply. As he bracketed my head, his arms tensed, the muscles bulging. I felt cherished and loved, and with a sigh, I reached up to grip the back of his neck and hold him to me even tighter.

      With every brush of his lips, every touch of his fingertips, Nicky showed me his love. His murmurings as he stripped away my clothes and worshiped my body ignited a fire within me that flamed ever hotter.

      Cupping my breast in one hand, he pressed a reverent kiss to the turgid peak. I arched my back, urging him ever closer, threading my fingers through his hair.

      “So soft here,” he whispered. Moving to the other side, he licked around the nipple, toying with it until I moaned. “And perfect, too. You are utterly perfect, my Ky. Every single part of you makes me crazy.”

      I managed a breathless laugh, even as his fingers trailed lower, over my stomach. “I’m not even remotely perfect. But I’m glad that whatever I am is exactly what makes you crazy—because I feel the same way about you.” I slid my hand down his back to grip that perfect ass.

      “Nice how things work out.” Nicky paused to grin up at me before he slid the rest of the way down my body, nudging my legs apart.

      And after that, neither of us said much of anything that made sense for a long while.
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        * * *

      

      Maybe it was post-orgasmic euphoria—and that was the third orgasm, for those keeping track at home—but as I lay in bed with my head resting comfortably on Nicky’s chest, all of the weekend’s previous gloominess melted away. I was snuggled up with my man, who’d flown long hours home just because he missed me. What did it matter that I couldn’t traipse around town like a tourist or that I didn’t have a bunch of close friends here? As long as we were together . . . that was everything.

      “I was thinking, while I was in Africa.” Nicky’s voice was a low rumble under my ear.

      “Really? Shocking.” I snickered, pressing my face into his warm skin.

      “Very funny.” He pinched my side, making me squirm. “I was thinking about something specific. Specifically, about Thanksgiving.”

      “Were you, now?” I traced the line of his pectoral muscle, and this time, I was the one making him shiver. “And just what were you thinking about Thanksgiving?”

      “That I don’t want to be away from you again—not now, and not for that long. I did some tinkering with my schedule, and it turns out there’s nothing during that week that can’t be changed. So, if you’re amenable, I think I’ll fly to Florida with you.”

      “Amenable?” I pushed up to rest my hands on his breastbone, beaming down into his grinning face. “I’m freaking stoked!” Framing his face with my hands, I kissed him once, hard and deep. “Are you sure it’s going to be okay, though? I don’t want to mess anything up with your work or your plans. I don’t want you to get in trouble for shirking your duty.”

      “Ky, love, I’m not shirking anything. Nothing that was

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/anti-cinderella-takes-london-copy.jpg
TAWDRA KANDLE






