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      “You don’t just walk into a prince role. No one does.”

      “Well, I did,” Nate said with a shrug. He couldn’t keep the smile off his face. He found himself gazing at the fan-made poster of Prince Valor, sword in hand, staring down a dragon.

      He checked the time on his phone and winced. They needed to get going in the next couple of minutes if he was going to be on time.

      Behind him, his best friend, Charlie, shook his head. “You’re leading some kind of charmed life. That or you did a favor for the casting director.”

      Charlie and Nate had gone through school together. Charlie had always been taller than Nate right up to his final growth spurt in their senior year. Now he could look him in the eye. In high school, Charlie’s red hair had been a marker of shame - and the reason Charlie said he never had a date - but Ed Sheeran had somehow made it cool recently, and the color highlighted his sparkling green eyes. Charlie was sitting on the old couch; the one Nate had owned since he moved out of his college dorm. Nate wondered if he should replace that thing once his first paycheck came in - he didn’t have any furniture that wasn’t thrifted or a hand me down.

      “It’s nothing like that.” Nate rolled his eyes. “Besides, you know the whole park is squeaky clean. I have to sign a whole lot of papers about what I can and can’t do as Prince Valor.”

      “Of course! You don’t want anything inappropriate to happen on your watch.”

      Nate shuddered bodily at the thought. “You’re right there.’

      “But I guess there’s a likeness, so I can see how they wanted you to be Valor.” Charlie squinted at Nate. Uncomfortable under the scrutiny, Nate renewed his search for his newly issued Fairyland staff identification card.

      “You really think so?” Nate hated sounding so needy, but he was a bundle of nerves, and he needed the reassurance.

      “Yeah, you have those giant cartoon eyes, and you’re all dark and handsome like he is,” Charlie said.

      Nate turned to look in the mirror. He could usually only see his faults. Like how he couldn’t grow a proper beard, or his dry skin or the acne that he sometimes had over his forehead even though he wasn’t a teenager anymore.

      In the Fairyland cartoons Nate had watched growing up, Prince Valor was a tall, slim, muscular hero. He didn’t get too much screen time in the movie he appeared in – it was really about Princess Patience – but he did rescue her from a dragon in a badass fight scene.

      His own face wasn’t as smooth as the cartoon character’s, and he wasn’t sure he had the right cheekbones. But his eyes were brown, and his hair was black. His skin was the right tone, a warm brown inherited from his Jamaican mother’s side, and his jaw was okay.

      “You have to be close shaved,” Charlie said. “No five o’clock shadow.”

      “No concerns there,” Nate turned to Charlie. “But we are in danger of running late. Can you please help me look for my ID?”

      “If you’d just keep this place tidier, maybe you wouldn’t lose things so much,” Charlie grumbled. He stood and laughed, brandishing the card. “Ha – would you look at that – I was sitting on it!”

      “Urgh, you’re the worst.” Nate held his hand out, bouncing on his toes a little. He slipped the lanyard around his neck so he couldn’t lose it again.

      “I’m the best, and you know it.” Charlie winked one of his green eyes.

      For a while, Nate had thought he had a crush on Charlie. But in the end, it had just been teen hormones, some confusion about coming out, and Charlie being his closest friend. There was no sexual chemistry between them.

      It was Charlie’s referral that had gotten Nate the audition in the first place. Charlie worked at Fairyland as well, in food preparation and counter service at one of the many restaurants.

      Nate felt about to explode with nervous energy, so he rushed about cleaning up a few of the fast food wrappers and discarded soda cans that littered his apartment, stuffing them into a garbage bag. Then he looked around the room for something else to fix, biting his lip.

      Charlie’s expression softened. “Hey, dude, don’t be nervous. Everything’s gonna be fine.”

      Charlie put his hand on Nate’s shoulder and rubbed it gently. “They won’t even have you be Prince Valor today, anyway. They’ll just show you the ropes, maybe get you to go along as a handler so you can see the others in action.”

      “Yeah, you’re probably right.” Nate stuffed the collected trash into the bin and straightened up, dusting off his hands. “We should go.”

      “Got your house keys?” Charlie asked, moving towards the door.

      “Yep.”

      “Got your phone?”

      Nate patted his pocket. “Yep.”

      “Well, Let’s go then. And on the way, you can thank me for keeping your life in order.” Charlie spun his keys on his finger. They left the building and climbed into Charlie’s rustbucket of a hatchback.

      Nate licked his lips. He tapped his fingers on the armrest as Charlie drove. His stomach felt fluttery and tense at the same time.  More than anything, he wanted to do well at this job.

      As a kid, he’d adored the Fairyland movies: Princess Patience’s Challenge, Princess Honesty and the Witch, the ones with the fairies in them. Well, all of them. He could remember each of the five times his mother had taken him to the park clearer than even his first day of school.

      The first time he’d visited the park, he was six years old. His sister, Natasha, was eight. She was taller, so she could go on more of the rides, which had seemed terribly unfair. Nate had loved the spinning lily pads in the Enchanted Forest. He’d met Princess Honesty and Prince Valor. He’d eaten cotton candy and a hotdog. He’d ridden the kiddy coaster so many times that he’d worn himself out. He couldn’t remember the fireworks show, but in the photos showed he was there, asleep in his mother’s arms, clutching a stuffed unicorn.

      He still had that first souvenir. Treasure the Unicorn had ignited his love for Fairyland merchandise. Now he was going to work there, he was even going to work alongside the person who played Treasure the Unicorn. Maybe he’d have to cover for Treasure the Unicorn? He didn’t much like the idea of that hot fursuit in the summer.

      Charlie shut off the engine and slapped the wheel, jarring Nate out of his reverie.

      “Here we are,” Charlie said. “Ready or not.”

      Nate briefly felt like he was going to vomit, but he clenched his teeth. He wasn’t going to back out just because he was nervous.

      Charlie took him in through the staff door. People were already queuing at the main gates, despite the park not opening for an hour. They went through the security checks and then to the head office to sign Nate in officially. There, Charlie handed him off to a serious-but-handsome staff member.

      “Nate, meet Lennon. Lennon’s going to guide you as you settle in and answer any questions. Lennon, this is Nathaniel. Don’t let his good looks fool you, he’s very nervous.”

      “Am not.” Nate held out his hand to shake Lennon’s. “Call me Nate. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Lennon.”

      “Welcome.  Don’t worry, you have nothing to be nervous about.” Lennon smiled warmly and shook Nate’s hand, a firm grip but not painfully so.

      “I’d better get going to the Forest Kitchen, have a great day. See you at the gate at five.” Charlie gave him a grin and a wink and was gone. Nate swallowed and looked at Lennon.

      Lennon had long brown hair pulled back in a ponytail and a friendly smile.

      “Wow,” said Lennon. “I can see why they cast you as Prince Valor.”

      “Oh, um… Thanks.” Nate could feel warmth in his cheeks.

      “Come on, let’s get to the dressing rooms.”

      It was almost eerie walking through the park when it was deserted. The only people Nate saw were janitors, food and drink staff like Charlie and people like Lennon who were official Park Helpers – the name the Fairyland Corporation gave to the people who hosted events, greeted guests and accompanied all the characters in costume. Nate had initially applied for one of those jobs, but the interviewer had taken his photo and recommended him for character auditions instead.

      “My pronouns are they and them, I’m non-binary. What are yours?”

      “He and him,” Nate said. “That’s cool that you can be out about it here. You kind of hear stories about the park being pretty old fashioned.”

      “It’s not as bad as the rumors make out,” Lennon waved at a security guard, who eyed Nate but didn’t interrupt. “Like, sure, maybe when it first opened no one could’ve been gay or trans or whatever, but there was a big Human Resources overhaul a decade ago. The managers are cool now. They have to be, or else they could be up for a discrimination lawsuit.”

      “That’s awesome.” Nate instantly felt some of his nervousness fade away. He wasn’t sure if he’d have to be in the closet while he worked here, something he hadn’t done for years.

      “Because it’s your first day, you won’t be Prince Valor right out of the box. So if you’re nervous about that, you can relax.”

      Nate breathed out, feeling his shoulders slump and a few of the butterflies in his stomach evaporate. The idea that he’d be thrown in the deep end and be a subpar Prince Valor was horrible. He hated the thought of kids coming to see the character and getting some tongue-tied, nervous newbie.

      “You’ll have to do costume fittings and training sessions with one of the other princes, and then a trial run before you go out into the park. I’ll introduce you to the people you’ll be working closest with. You’ll always be shifted on with the same Princess Patience, and you’ll often be working with the same Prince Justice and Princess Honesty, too.” Lennon rattled off as they led him through the park. Nate tried not to get distracted by looking at the eerily empty streets.

      “Got it,” Nate said.

      “Rapport between cast members is how we build the Fairyland magic – the visitors can see the honesty in your connection. Not Princess Honesty, the actual honesty.”

      Nate laughed. “That makes sense.”

      “You got the contract with all the rules and stuff in it, right?”

      “Yeah,” Nate said. He had to do his best to make a good impression on the other staff working as characters. He felt out of his depth with the Fairyland stuff, but at least he knew how to make friends.

      “I’ll have to go over it again with you verbally, then we take a copy of the contract and file it. But generally the only really big rule you have to stick to is to never break character. They don’t care if you swear or fart or go around with no shirt on behind the scenes, but when you’re out here as Prince Valor? You are Prince Valor. You speak politely, you’re respectful and courteous, and you have no bodily functions. If you need to burp? You swallow it. Got it?”

      “I got it.” Nate chuckled. None of this was a surprise. The princes and princesses of Fairyland were paragons. Too nice to be real. They were named after virtues after all, and the park took that very seriously.

      “And about Princess Patience,” Lennon continued as they led him through the Enchanted Forest and down the side of the Haunted Tree ride. They opened a gate that said ‘staff only’, and Nate felt a little thrill. Here was a part of the park he’d never been allowed access to before.

      “You’ll have to look after her. You can very low-key flirt with the visitors, but only the women. And keep it so squeaky-clean they can’t tell if you’re actually flirting or just being a charming prince.”

      “Do the visitors ever flirt with the characters?” Nate asked.

      “Oh stars, yes, they’re terrible! They will hold onto you for photos, and their hands will wander. They’ll touch your butt if they think they can get away with it. They’ll kiss your cheek – do not kiss them back. Tell them your heart belongs to Princess Patience, and they’ll swoon. Did you get that? Play up your devotion. Offer Patience your arm any time you’re walking somewhere together. Being madly in love with her will protect you from them.”

      Nate didn’t realize that he had been holding his breath through that whole speech. He breathed out noisily. He’d never imagined the chaste prince would be fending off sexual harassment, but in a way it also made sense. People were obsessed with this park, with these characters. Nate was practically one of them. Sure, he’d read (and even written) some Prince and Princess fanfiction, but he’d always thought of that as separate to the actual people who worked in the park.

      “If they get too handsy or actually are groping you, let me know. You can wave or beckon me,” Lennon said. “We can get security and toss people out of the park. We want you to be safe, so don’t be shy about telling me.”

      “Thanks,” Nate said. He felt a little better.

      Lennon slowed as they reached a building butting up against the side of the Haunted Tree ride. The building’s wall was painted the same green as the trees planted around it. There were a couple of windows and a blank door with nothing but an electronic lock on it. Lennon swiped their staff ID over it and the door opened.

      “Does my staff ID do that, too?” Nate asked.

      “Mm-hmm, they have digital tags,” Lennon said. They held the door open and gestured for him to enter.

      Inside was a long room with some snack and drink vending machines against the wall. There was a large window behind the machines, revealing a view of the backlot.  There were a few chairs along the long wall, a table with a coffee machine on it, two doors with crowns painted on them. At the other end there was another door with the word ‘Office’ painted on it.

      “We call this room the airlock,” Lennon said.

      A man wearing a polo shirt that read Security on the back was the only person inside. He looked like he’d been in the military, from his short tidy hair and the upright posture. He turned from the coffee machine and looked them both over.

      “Hey, Cody, this is Nathaniel, he’s our new Prince Valor.”

      Nate held a hand out to Cody. “You can call me Nate,” he said. Cody took his hand firmly and shook it. The strength in that handshake matched with Nate’s impression of him as ex-military.

      Cody’s shoulders seemed to suggest he could scoop Nate up and carry him princess style with little effort. He had piercing eyes, but his smile changed his face from intimidating to friendly. Even so, he was still somewhat terrifying. He had an aura about him, the aura of ‘could kick your ass before you raised your fists.’

      “Welcome aboard. Don’t let Dash put you off, he got up on the wrong side of the castle today.”

      Nate was relieved when Cody let go of his hand. He’d started to feel his finger bones grinding together. He tried to shake his fingers out subtly.

      “Who’s Dash?”

      Lennon rolled their eyes and huffed out their breath. “You’ll be working with him.”

      Lennon led Nate to one of the doors with a little crown painted on it. Inside was a green-room with rows of lockers, racks of costumes, private changing stalls and a row of makeup stations. The stations were like something out of a theatre, chairs at counters with little drawers and mirrors circled with light bulbs.

      “This… is Dashiel,” Lennon said. They led Nate to the most gorgeous man he’d ever seen. He’d been sitting at a station, but he stood and walked over at Lennon’s words. He was tall, his eyes blazing blue, with a thick crown of golden blond hair, waved to perfection. He wasn’t just playing Prince Justice. He was Prince Justice. His cheekbones could cut glass, and his jawline was strong but not too big. He could have stepped directly out of the pages of the Princess Honesty book.

      “You’re… perfect,” Nate breathed. His mouth had gone dry.

      “What was that?” Dashiel had a distinct air of irritation about him, very unlike the warm manner Prince Justice had in the cartoons.

      “Dash, this is Nate,” Lennon said quickly. They shot Nate a knowing smile and faintly shook their head.

      “I’m the new Prince Valor,” he said. He held his hand out, and Dashiel glanced down at it.

      Nate’s heart dropped. He hadn’t even realized his heart had been soaring, but the thrill of meeting the living embodiment of Prince Justice would do that to him, he guessed. But he wasn’t acting like he’d expect Prince Justice to act.

      “I’m, um, pleased to meet you?’ Nate’s hand was still sticking out, so he ran it through his hair.

      “Is he going to be out there today?” Dashiel ignored Nate, speaking straight to Lennon.

      “Yes, as a handler,” Lennon said. “Learning the ropes. He’ll need some training, and Wardrobe needs time to get his costume fitted. Today he’s shadowing and signing his basic human rights away.”

      Lennon gave Nate a friendly wink.

      Dashiel raised an eyebrow and looked Nate up and down. It felt like a stringent evaluation – not just of his body and looks, but of his personal integrity. And somehow, he already felt he was failing.

      “So, this is the guy’s changing room,” Lennon said, breaking the silence. “The women, the princesses mostly, get ready next door.” Lennon pointed at the wall.

      “The other room with the crown on the door,” Nate said.

      “Right. And obviously, no going in there unless you’re invited. No peeking at the girls getting changed, don’t be gross.”

      Nate nodded and felt his gaze drawn from Lennon’s face to Dashiel.

      Dashiel had moved back to the chair he’d been sitting on when they walked in. The station he sat at had a couple of photos arranged neatly around the outside of it, and there were some cosmetics in careful order in front of him. As he picked up a cup of coffee, he looked over and Nate quickly looked away again.

      Lennon cleared his throat. “I’m sure you saw this in your pack, and it should go without saying, but there’s a ‘not in the park’ rule.”

      “Uhm, not in the park?” Nate asked.

      “Don’t screw the crew, tickle the talent, waltz with your workmates. Don’t date or fool around with anyone who works here. It’s too risky, and if anyone found out, it could mean termination. Like, no more job.” Lennon looked between Nate and Dashiel.

      Nate’s stomach twisted unexpectedly.

      From the cool way in which Dashiel was acting, it wasn’t as if he had any hope of action. But Nate’s heart or some other parts of him had gotten their hopes up from the moment they’d seen him.

      “Yeah, okay, that… umm, that makes sense,” he said. He felt like he’d said the same few words of agreement all morning, over and over to Lennon.

      “So, even though Ariana is basically a supermodel, no falling in love with her. It’s just play acting, got it? No real emotions,” Lennon said.

      “There’s no danger of that,” Nate said, confidently, making a joke of it. “Because I’m really gay. Like, so gay.”

      From his seat nearby, Dashiel coughed into his coffee and had to dab himself dry with a paper towel.

      Lennon raised their eyebrows and stifled a smile by biting their lip.

      “Well that makes it easier for both of you, I guess. And Dash is impossible to work with, so no danger of falling in love there.” They raised their voice for this last bit and Dashiel coughed again.

      “Do you mind? I’m trying to prepare,” Dashiel said. “So if you’re done outing me to the newbie.”

      Nate did a double take. Dashiel was gay too? Fuck.

      “Yeah, no danger at all,” Nate said, quickly. He felt lightheaded, but that was probably just from the excitement of the day.

      “Come on.” Lennon took Nate to the rack of costumes and pulled out a coat hanger with something Nate recognized instantly. Prince Valor’s signature outfit. “How about we do the fun stuff and get you properly fitted before we do the paperwork? Once you’ve had the costume on, I know you won’t do a runner.”

      “Oh, there’s no chance of that,” Nate said.

      “Even after an encounter with Dash?” Lennon raised an eyebrow. “You must really want this job.”

      “I really do.” He reached out to touch the soft brocade fabric of the tunic. The detailing was incredible, it took his breath away.

      Prince Valor’s costume was gorgeous. Fitted soft grey pants, a white shirt and a shiny brocade vest over the top. Nate was in love.

      “Oh, you have to meet the geniuses in Wardrobe,” Lennon said. They took him out the back door of the changing room, across a little stretch of backlot to a huge building stuffed with fabric, costumes, sewing machines and people.

      He hoped his disastrous first meeting with Dashiel wasn’t going to repeat itself with the Wardrobe crew. He tried to pull himself together so he could make a good impression. What was he going to look like in that gorgeous costume? He could hardly wait to find out.
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      Dash peered into the mirror, trying to decide if he needed another layer of foundation. The sun was dazzling but the makeup had a good sunscreen in it. You couldn’t be too careful after all – no one wanted to see a sunburned prince.

      New-guy Nate and Lennon had just left, and with their exit, the awkward feelings that had stifled all the air in the room had gone too. He looked at himself in the mirror and shook his head. It was one hundred percent not going to happen.

      You will not get a crush on the new Prince Valor. No way. Absolutely out of the question. Not for all the hummus in California. Dash stared himself down in the mirror.

      Besides, he didn’t get crushes. He had one-night stands and even those were rare enough. He couldn’t risk dating. What if someone leaked photos of him kissing a guy and linked him to Prince Justice? It was okay if the staff knew he was gay, but if someone put photos of Justice online, kissing men? Well, there were plenty of parents who’d suddenly stop coming to Fairyland, that was for sure.

      Not to mention that dating would distract him from the job. He’d tried to date early on, soon after he’d first become Prince Justice, but it was a disaster. His boyfriend wanted him to spend almost all his time with him, and he didn’t sleep well with someone else in his bed, and then he wasn’t as good on the job.

      And nothing was worth losing this job. Even the thought of it set his heart racing and he had a wave of concern. What can I do better? How can I keep this job?

      He’d worked too hard for too long to get this role, and no one was going to take it away from him now. Not if he had any say in the matter.

      Dash had started in the Fairyland Summer Camp intern program. He’d stayed squeaky clean through the three-month internship. While his fellow interns were smoking, drinking or sneaking out to go to clubs, he’d had a rigorous routine: review what he’d learned that day, record his reflections in a journal and in bed by nine thirty. Lights out at ten and a full night’s sleep. He’d wake up early each day so he could be prompt and reliable for each day’s work.

      The work hadn’t been glamorous, but he’d put effort into it. Whether it was litter patrol around the park, ticket booth duty or cleaning the bathrooms, he did it to the best of his ability. He hadn’t complained, he’d just got through it. He’d kept his goal in mind.

      He lived and breathed Fairyland and dreamed of being a prince, someday.

      Once the internship was finished, his manager called him into the office. They said he’d been a good, hard worker and he was offered a job as a park greeter. He’d spent long days standing in one spot and saying good morning, good afternoon and good evening a hundred times an hour. It had been challenging, but he’d stayed on his feet even when they ached and burned in the sun. He’d stayed cheerful, and he gave every visitor a winning smile. He’d worked hard at it, and again dedication was noticed.

      His supervisor got him a promotion to tour guide, and he worked hard to get a high feedback rating from the visitors on his tours. The people he took on tours in those days were rich visitors who had paid a hefty fee to have a private guide. The tour included skipping queues and a catered lunch. Dash had taken them to some approved behind the scenes spots and regaled them with stories about the park’s early days, and the genius of Dracine Jones.

      His reviews and ratings were soon all nines and tens out of ten. Soon enough, people started to return and ask for him specifically.

      After he had turned twenty-four and worked out religiously for a year, he auditioned for a character role. Prince Justice.

      He hadn’t got it on his first audition. They’d cast someone with more muscles than him. So he’d continued his workouts, pushing himself to lift more weights each day, even if his day had been exhausting. He stayed positive even on the days when he’d had to escort a large, whiny family through the drizzling rain, tried to get them excited about trivia. He had never had to pretend enthusiasm when he told the bored, tired tourists the importance of the values and virtues personified by the characters in the stories and how it could inspire people to change their lives, or the world.

      Dash shook his head and refocused. He always got distracted when he thought of Dracine Jones and her big dream.

      The man who had got the Justice role after Dash’s first audition only lasted ten months before quitting. By then, Dash had been ready. He’d aced the next audition and gotten the part. He’d been Prince Justice for almost three years now, and he was well aware that once he passed thirty they’d start looking for a younger man. But for now, he was determined to enjoy his golden years – and he had at least three more to go.

      He scowled at himself in the mirror. In waltzed Nate, who hadn’t been through the intern program. Dash knew he hadn’t, because he’d never seen him working as a greeter or around the park or as a janitor.

      Being Prince Justice was the best thing he’d ever achieved. He loved everything about the job. He loved meeting little kids, especially the make a wish ones. He loved seeing the way their eyes lit up when he met with them. The smiles in the photos they took together.

      He loved meeting the older fans too; the ones who came in every week, who showed him new items in the Justice collections or wanted new and interesting selfies with him. The ones who asked him to flex his bicep or play around with poses.

      Whenever he had an interaction like that, he knew he’d made someone’s day better. Maybe even their lives. He loved that he was making the world a little more magical. He always slept better on those nights, satisfied and happy.

      That was what drove him, and that was why he took his job seriously. That was why he couldn’t mess it up for some cute guy. And yeah, Nate was cute. Those eyes - so bright. And his shy little ‘please like me’ smile.

      He did look like the cartoon prince, and Dash knew if he was good in the role, he’d make Valor just as popular as Justice. The last Valor hadn’t been nearly as good as Dash was, no threat at all.

      Maybe between them and the princesses they could do something really amazing. Maybe even show the managers and decision-makers that it was time for a live-action version of the princess stories, starring himself and the others.

      He rolled his eyes at himself. Now he was just getting silly. There was no talk about new movies – he was letting his imagination run away with him.

      He checked himself in the mirror again and smiled. Perfect.

      He stood up, ensuring the costume was perfectly in place and went to the airlock to wait for the first encounter.

      As he stepped out, Neve and Greer were emerging from the women’s changing room. Greer played Princess Honesty and Neve was her handler. He’d always thought ‘handler’ was a weird term, but they didn’t have a better one. Chaperone? Nah, that was even worse.

      “Morning, Dash,” Greer said, giving him a finger wave. He moved in for a quick hello hug. Greer was his closest friend in the park. It made sense that they were that close, given they were almost always working together.

      “We’ve got a new Valor,” he said, as he let her go.

      “I heard!” Greer replied. She flicked the long auburn locks of her Princess Honesty wig back over her shoulder. “Right off the street too.”

      “Right off the street?” Dash asked.

      “First audition,” Greer said. He got the idea this irked her as much as it did him.

      “Well, he does know someone in food services,” Neve said. “So he was referred. Have you seen him? He looks so–”

      “–Right for the part,” Dash cut in. He’d been sure she’d say handsome and he didn’t want to hear that.

      “Ari will be so glad about not going solo anymore,” Greer said. She gave Dash a sharp look for interrupting Neve.

      “There’s talk of changing up the parade, maybe adding some more floats or highlighting more characters,” Neve said. She eyed Dash. She had to know this was big news, and yet she was saying it like it was nothing.

      “You mean increasing certain character’s roles?” Greer said.

      “Yeah, that’s the rumor. I think it means a lot of people will be watching the new Prince Valor. And you two, over the next couple of weeks. I mean, it is just a rumor though.”

      “But… Nate’s never done a job like this before,” Dash said, surprised.

      The idea that there was a chance of a promotion or some kind of improved role in the parade was the best news he’d heard in a while. It meant more time that Prince Justice could be winning over fans, more attention from the higher ups. But he couldn’t enjoy it, because it wasn’t just on offer to him. Apparently a newbie with no experience would also be up for consideration? It was laughable!

      Dash scoffed. “He probably thinks it’s an easy job, too – just standing around and waving to the crowds. My money’s on him not lasting more than a week.”

      “Dash–” Neve warned, but Dash wasn’t done making his point.

      “I mean it,” He continued, gesturing with one hand. “This is a tough job, and he’s probably going to burn out or run away like the last guy did. I mean, he’s clearly got no idea what he’s doing and, honestly? I hope he fails sooner rather than later. For all of our sakes. I hate when these things drag out.”

      Dash heard someone clearing their throat behind him and turned to see Lennon and Nate standing in the doorway to the prince’s changing room.

      Dash startled and looked down, folding his arms to cover his reaction. He really hadn’t meant to be overheard. But it was too late now. He mostly meant what he’d said, hadn’t he? And if there was going to be any extra roles for princes, it should go to him. He’d earned it.

      “If you’re quite done,” Lennon said. “Nate’s going to act as a handler today. Give him some time to learn the schedule. He’ll mostly be following me around.”

      “Oh, so you’ll be with us all day? Excellent!” Greer  floated forward in full Princess Honesty mode. All charm, she shook his hand. He smiled back at her, looking a little dazed.

      Dash was on fire with shame. The idea that he’d been badmouthing Nate on his first day, and he’d overheard it. It was so unchivalrous, and although he knew Justice was a part, he generally tried to be noble like him if he could. Besides, he was gazing at Greer as if she were a cartoon come to life, and that was pretty damn adorable.

      “Yes, I’m Nathaniel. Nate,” he said. “Pleased to meet you.”

      “In civvies, I’m Greer,” she said. “But I’m Princess Honesty the rest of the time. You, me, Dash and Ari will have shifts together – as long as you get approved, that is. Almost like double dates!” She giggled and Dash tried not to visibly bristle.

      She was trying to smooth things over, but she was also clearly enjoying that Dash had been caught out like he was.

      “Come on then,” Neve said. She shot a quelling glare at Dash. “It’s almost time for your appearance at the Reflecting Lake.”

      Dash cleared his throat out of habit. Nate looked over, as if he expected him to say something. Dash met caught the look of hurt in his eyes before he quickly looked away.

      Better he stays away from me than has an awkward crush, Dash thought to himself. He adjusted his costume one more time and cleared his throat. He had to get back into the right frame of mind for Justice, but he was feeling too many things. He had to get on top of that, and fast.

    

  


OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rival-princes-ebook.jpg
a fairyland romance

V
f

JAXON RNIGHT






