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After successfully conceiving with her beloved Prince Robert, life as a pregnant royal wasn’t all it’s cracked up to be for Princess Anna, especially with her husband away on a military tour. But just as Anna started to feel the pressure of carrying the heir to the throne with the world watching, Robert returned and swept her off to a private cabin where their love — and lovemaking — led to the birth of a healthy baby boy. They called him Richard. This is what happened next.

For the full story, look for MAKING THE ROYAL BABY, PART ONE: THE CONCEPTION & MAKING THE ROYAL BABY, PART TWO: THE DELIVERY!

Some days were easier than others.

I felt guilty about the bad days. I had enough perspective to stand apart from myself, to take a step back and examine my life through a more objective set of eyes, and I knew — how could I not know? — the life Robert and I had was such a blessed life.

We had so many things. Virtually limitless resources. People who would serve us at any hour of the day. We had our crowns, and all the power they entailed. 

More important than any of those things, however, was us. We had us. Robert had me, and I had Robert. And together we had Richard. Our baby. Our child. Our legacy. An everyday symbol of our love.

He was perfect.

That counted for a lot. But despite that, there were days when it all just felt so overwhelming. Living our lives in the spotlight meant needing to play defence constantly. Every time I stepped out the door the eyes of the world were upon me — and on Richard.

Some days I just wanted to get away. It was as if I was constantly being tested to see how much I could take — to see how far I would bend without breaking.

Six months after we welcomed Richard into the world, I almost went too far.

It was a ridiculous avalanche of a day. The kind where bad things pile up, one after the other, so unrelenting that you can’t help but throw your hands up and wonder what you did to deserve all of this all at once.

A hard day. A long day.

It started with our face on the cover of a ridiculous tabloid rag, some paparazzi shot of the two of us from before we were even married. A terrible photo taken as we rushed out of a restaurant toward a waiting towncar. The picture was bad. The headline was worse. “ANNA’S TORRID AFFAIR: Royal baby fathered by another man!”

I was usually so good at ignoring these things, but one of the palace cleaning staff had dropped the newspaper from her bag. I couldn’t avert my eyes.

Robert didn’t even blink when I mentioned it. He just wrapped me in his arms and kissed me on the forehead. What else could he do? 

I wished we could spend the day together, but he was due to attend an anti-poverty conference and bring remarks from the crown. I liked that he took such responsibility for such things.

After Robert left, I tried to shake things off by taking Richard for a stroll around the palace grounds. Taking him out onto the streets in his pram — like my mother did with me and my sister — was, of course, virtually impossible. I required an armed escort even inside the relative security of the gates — to walk outside of them, I needed several of them.

So I walked the well-kept pathways. And with the sun out and Richard in his carriage gurgling away, for a brief moment I was happy, even if the large stone walls in the distance were always in view.

But the happiness was fleeting, as suddenly one of the security guards tailing us blew a sharp whistle, and in an instant Richard and I were being rushed inside as a phalanx of royal guards ran toward the perimeter of the palace.

“What the bloody hell is going on?” I barked, loudly and crudely, forgetting for a second that I wasn’t really allowed to speak like that. It wasn’t proper.

“I apologize, your highness,” said the head guard as he pointed us to the safety of the palace antechamber and bolted the door behind us. “This is out of an abundance of caution, I assure you, but we received reports of a bomb threat against the palace today. In consultation with the Queen, we have decided to restrict access while we investigate.”

Richard was crying. Palace guards continued to stream past us, some of them in riot gear, their boots banging the ground.

“Again? Goodness,” I said, composing myself. I picked up Richard from his carriage and held his tiny body against me.

“I’m afraid so, your highness,” said the security guard as his radio crackled away with reports of guards checking in from locations all over the palace. “On orders, we’re going to ask that you and the young prince refrain from accessing the grounds until further notice.”

I felt like the walls were closing in on us even further. Not only could I not venture onto the streets with our son, now we were confined to our home. I sighed, giving myself a moment to gather together the perspective that had allowed me to weather this kind of thing so many times before.

“What about the send-off?” I asked the guard. “Richard and I are scheduled to join the Prince at the airport in an hour.”

Robert’s mother was leaving for her annual tour of the overseas colonies. Robert, Richard and I were supposed to be there to say goodbye as she boarded the royal jet plane. 

But with the new security concerns, I wasn’t sure they’d want us to all be at an event together. It’s so morbid and so terrible to think about, but when the security alert is turned up the guards try to make sure multiple heirs to the throne aren’t in the same place.

Such was our reality.

Thankfully, after a long huddle outside the doors — Richard and I played peek-a-boo as we waited, the baby thankfully calm after all the excitement — it was decided that Richard and I should go to the airport. We would ride in the back of a bulletproof SUV, part of a convoy of several identical bulletproof SUVs. 

I understood the circumstances, but I’d never not feel guilty about that kind of extravagance. 

I dressed in a simple light blue dress. My stylist told me it would play well on the fashion blogs, whatever that meant. Lately, nearly every outfit I wore seemed to lead to gossip about whether I was pregnant again. I wasn’t. The thought of bringing another child into this chaotic life just felt too overwhelming. Anyway, the stylist thought it best for me to wear simple clothing — the kind of thing that made it clear I wasn’t trying to hide anything. Another choice being made for me.

I felt as if storm clouds were following me, but I couldn’t help but smile once our convoy rolled onto the tarmac, and I saw Robert, standing there beside the plane. Just a few feet away, a gaggle of reporters and photographers behind a security line snapped photos with machine gun rapidity. 

I ignored them. Robert looked perfect dressed in a crisp grey suit. Next to him, his mother was draped in a long flowing dress, her crown perched on her grey hair.

It had always been hard for me to get close to Robert’s mother. She was a product of her reign, so proper and hardened by the decades she had endured in the role. Sometimes I think of how lonely she must feel, with no one — not even her children — who really understood what it’s like to wield such power and influence. 

But the Queen had softened a bit since Richard’s birth. She was never able to hide her smiles when she saw her grandson.

Her eyes lit up when Richard and I emerged from the SUV. Robert leaned in and kissed my cheek, as his mother scooped our baby up in her arms, and held him close.

“Sorry we’re late,” I said to my husband. “Busy morning.”

“I heard,” sighed Robert. “All of that security nastiness. I hope it wasn’t too trying.”

I threaded my fingers through his, careful not to show too much emotion in front of the clicking cameras. “It’s all okay now,” I said, smiling at my husband.

“Where’s your brother?” asked the Queen as she deposited Richard back in my arms. 

“Gerald, to no one’s surprise, couldn’t make it,” said Robert with a scowl on his face. His younger brother was always skipping out on these kinds of formal events. He was probably still in bed.

The Queen didn’t let any semblance of emotion cross over her face. She only nodded, then turned again to Richard and gently kissed his forehead.

We said goodbye in an exaggerated manner, making sure to turn and give good photo opportunities to the assembled media. Part of the job. Then the Queen boarded the plane, the pilot helping her up the jetway steps.

Robert and I waved as the jet began to taxi down the runway. 

“God, I need a drink,” whispered Robert as we stood side-by-side. I fought to keep myself from breaking out in laughter.

“Me too,” I whispered back. “This day really couldn’t get any worse.”

I should have realized as I said it. Words like that can only tempt fate. Because no sooner had they passed over my lips than a gust of wind from the jet engine on the runway ripped past us. It came with such force and no warning. I had no time to hold down the hem of my dress.

Instead I could only gasp as the cool air brushed my bare legs, exposing my panties to the entire assembled media behind us. Robert quickly realized what had happened and helped to cover me, but I knew it was too late. In that split second, a million camera shutters had closed. 

My ass would be on the cover of every tabloid on earth tomorrow.

That wasn’t all. Richard, as if on cue, gurgled and coughed in my arms, looked up at me with tired eyes, then promptly proceeded to spit up all over my dress. 

“Richard!” I exclaimed. Then he started to cry. And not a whimpering cry, either — our child was wailing, making such an ungodly noise that he drowned out the sound of his grandmother’s departing jet.

More cameras clicked. Thousands of them. Click-click-click. We had given them material for weeks. Some of the photographers even laughed as they snapped away. We were exhibits to them. Entertainment.

Robert turned to one of the publicists standing nearby. “Can you get us out of here? NOW? Please?” he said tersely. 

His hand gripped mine tightly as I held Richard against my chest. I admired my husband’s seemingly unending ability to remain calm, but I could feel even he was feeling frustrated in that moment.

They found us an empty airport lounge inside the terminal. Robert tended to Richard as I wiped the spit-up off my dress. We would have to wait before we could return home. A new dress was being brought for me — the last thing I needed was a paparazzi shot of a stained dress — and the SUV convoy needed to be refuelled. 

What a long, strange day. And it wasn’t even close to over.

Things were about to get stranger.
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“AREN’T YOU TWO A SIGHT?” came a familiar voice from the entrance to the airport lounge. “Not looking exactly royal, are we?”

Gerald stood near the glass door, wearing a rumpled suit, the top buttons of his dress shirt undone. It looked like something he had put on the night before and never taken off.

“We could say the same about you, brother,” said Robert, as he continued to fuss over Richard. Neither of us had expected to see Gerald at all today, so it was curious that we had encountered him here, of all places.

“You’re late, by the way,” said Robert. “Mum’s plane already left.”

“Oh,” said Gerald. “Was that today?”

“It was. She would have liked you to be here. I texted you about it this morning.”

“Ah, well, that explains that. Apparently a bunch of phones belonging to the family have been hacked. They made me give mine up. It’s probably being crushed into a very small cube right about now.”

I gave up on trying to remove the spit-up from my dress. “A phone hacking? Again?” I asked. It felt like it was only last month that we had to switch over to new phones after the last security breach.

“Yes, love, again,” replied Gerald, stepping into the room and taking a seat beside me on the lounge seats. “And again and again and again, probably. Such is the glamorous life of a royal.” 

“What are you doing here, Gerald?” asked Robert, ignoring his brother’s sarcasm. “If you weren’t coming for the send-off, why are you at the airport?”

“What else does one do at the airport, brother? I’m here to take a trip. You’re not the only humanitarian in the family. I’m taking a small team to a tropical island where we will be providing support to the local villagers.”

“Right,” I said, drawing out the word. “And by support you mean you’ll be buying them drinks and taking them to bed, right?”

Gerald smiled a broad smile. “I can only hope, dear sister-in-law. I am, after all, still a young man.”

“Enough,” said Robert, putting Richard into his carriage. “It’s been a long day for us. And for you, from the looks of it. Enjoy your trip, Gerald.”

“The two of you should try it sometime,” said Gerald, unmoved by his brother’s attempt to end the conversation. “I know you just look at me like some careless lout, but this isn’t about partying. It’s not. It’s about... living a different kind of life. It’s about escape. On this island, no one knows me. They don’t get the TV. They don’t get the tabloids. I can walk the beaches and step into a pub and no one knows who I am.”

The more rational part of me knew that I shouldn’t take any time to consider Gerald’s words, but after the day I had just lived through, I couldn’t help but be drawn to them.

“No one?” I asked.

Gerald looked at me with more sincerity in his eyes than I normally see. “No one, Anna
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Part Three: The Reign
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