
  
    [image: Her Royal Highness]
  


  
    
      Her Royal Highness

      
        THE ROYALS

        BOOK FOUR

      

    

    
      
        C. R. RILEY

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2021 by C. R. Riley

      All rights reserved.

      The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

      No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of C. R. Riley.

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: Hermosa Islas]
      

    

  


  
    
      This book is dedicated to all the moms out there raising amazing families. It is hard work and each one of you deserves an award. Keep doing what you’re doing and enjoy each day because before you know it, those babies will be grown.
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      Her Royal Highness mentions a stalker, which I understand may be a subject some of you would rather avoid. It doesn’t focus on the stalker's acts or mention details, but a great deal of the book is tracking down this person. I wanted to warn anyone, just in case.

      

      Reader Discretion is advised.
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      13 years earlier

      I’m not sure how we got here, but I cannot for the life of me seem to care.

      I must admit I’m surprised to find the Captain of the King’s Guard, Sir Edward Perez, standing at my door, soaked to the bone by the rain. It appears he’s been out here for a while debating on whether he should or shouldn’t be banging on it at this hour.

      While he works for the Royal family, I am no longer considered his concern. My ex-husband made that clear the day I walked out of his office with the intent to leave him. He voiced it loudly to anyone listening. The only guard willing to stand up to him was Edward. He put himself between the King and myself when he was certain harm would come my way.

      It wasn’t a new reaction for him. He’d been placing himself between us for several years when life with the king got messy. Made it his responsibility to ensure I stayed safe while he sat and talked with me. All while I did my best to cope with living a life full of lies.

      This man and I had become friends, but only friends. Even though there may have been an attraction, one neither of us would dare act on or admit, friends were all we could ever be. His loyalty, after I walked away from that life, remained with the King. I’ve not seen or spoken to him without others present since that day. Our encounters were always focused on matters regarding the children, the heirs to the kingdom’s precious throne.

      I’m not sure what is going on or why seeing him standing there feels oddly familiar. And for the life of me, I cannot seem to care why that may be. It isn’t as if I am doing anything wrong anchored in this spot admiring him. I am no longer a married woman. Haven’t been for three years now. I can admire whoever I wish to without guilt.

      This man is available, as far as I know. A single man, married to the job he does, opting to pass on ever having a wife and children. A few rumors are floating around as to why that may be, but one cannot always believe what others presume they know. No one can possibly know what we ourselves have never acted on or admitted. After I left the palace, nothing ever went anywhere, our friendship even seemed to fade. And had there been anything more, it seems logical to expect his intentions would be revealed before now. More logical for him to keep the lines of communication open at least, instead of remaining silent.

      So why is he here? Why are we staring at each other, afraid that if we move or speak something will spark the desire energizing the air?

      There can be only one explanation on why he made the trip and I begin to panic. “Is there an issue with the children?” I hold my breath while I wait for him to respond.

      Sir Edward shakes his head fervently as his grip tightens on his wool trench coat. “I’m not here because of the children.”

      Relief washes over me as I take a step back and motion for him to enter. Once he is inside, I close the door and linger there for him to explain further.

      “I probably shouldn’t be here.” Edward pauses and looks anywhere but at me. “In fact, I should go.” Conflict overtakes him, making him appear unsure about his decision to show up unannounced to my home in Prieto. “This was a mistake. Have a nice evening, Angela.”

      Before Edward can open the door and escape with such a horrible explanation, I block it with my body. He drove all this way, stood in the rain for what looks like hours. Therefore, I plan on finding out why. “What was a mistake?”

      He shivers, his soaked clothes visibly the source. Not even a man with his physique can fight the chill in his state of saturation. He may be strong and healthy, but he will not remain that way if he doesn’t dry himself before bolting.

      “You’re cold and wet. At least dry off before leaving. We cannot have the Captain catching a cold.” I lift my hands and place them on his shoulders to help remove his coat.

      Edward immediately grips my wrists to halt my movement. It is then our eyes lock. For the first time since we’ve known each other, I allow myself to get caught up in them. His handsome green-hued eyes set my entire body on fire like never before. It’s so overwhelming I almost don’t hear his next comment.

      “Fuck me.”

      As the phrase stumbles from his lips, I shiver, but not because I’m chilly. While I know he is not actually asking me to do just that—even understand his words are a slip of tongue that happens when you find yourself in a curious situation—it is as if my mind envisions the act and reacts. Realization washes over me on why we never once took the time to get caught staring or touching longer than those quick, brief moments.

      I’m no saint, not by a long shot. King Ramon and I fell into bed months before we ever became engaged. I wasn’t even a virgin when that happened, I lost mine before I set foot on Hermosa Islas soil at age sixteen. I understood my fate was to become the future queen to a country and man I knew nothing about. Before I promised my life and soul to such an existence, I decided I was going to allow myself to live a bit first.

      I find myself speaking my next words as I grasp how long it’s been since I’ve been allowed to really live. “Yes, please.”

      The shock in his eyes has me snickering like some silly schoolgirl. “Did you not mean that literally? Because that would be a shame since you drove all this way to do just that. I am certain I’d very much enjoy being fucked by a man like you.” I’m not even sure how I mustered the boldness to speak, but I’m not sorry.

      If the response in Edward’s gaze reveals the truth, I’m almost positive I am about to get just that and possibly more. He blinks several times as the lines in his face harden. I’m not sure if he is surprised by what I expressed I would like him to do, or more to do with me doing something so unladylike with a man who just showed up in the manner he did.

      It is out of character for me to jump so quickly into bed with a man. However, for some unknown reason whatever is transpiring between us advises me I should act. I know him better than I have any other man, trust him even. So, while I would not do this with just any chap, falling into whatever this is with Edward seems almost natural. Like fate.

      “Are you okay?” I act braver than I feel when he simply stands there instead of responding.

      Edward growls as he takes a slow step toward me, my wrists still in his hands. “Do not tease me. You have no idea how long I’ve thought about you like that. If my King knew, he’d have taken my head a very long time ago.”

      “Which one?” I snicker, completely flabbergasted by the words leaving my mouth. My eyes travel to the large outline behind his trousers all on their own. I do not know what has come over me, but I revel in the feeling of being so bold and free.

      He releases me to pace down the lengthy entrance of my home. Only to stop when he is thirty strides away and turns to face me again. There is no denying he is a man fighting with himself and his desires. “This is wrong. I shouldn’t be here.”

      Almost four years have passed since I fled the palace with him by my side. He insisted on escorting me because he didn’t believe I’d be safe until I was off the premises. It was him who drove me and my children to De la Pena Citadel, then made sure we were secured and protected before he headed back.

      I’ve often wondered why when he left that day it felt like the end of our friendship. Sir Edward had been an ear I could count on when frustration set in. Sat with me the night I’d blown up and made a wreck of the dinner dishes. He always found a way to be there when my husband was screwing it all up, not once caring how his behavior affected me. It was comforting to believe I had one friend who offered me support and understood why I eventually walked away.

      How had I not caught on to the reason why that might be, until now? Why had I been so blind to this man? How had I never seen what I am seeing now and not acted on it? I’d been so imprisoned in my inadequate life with a husband who never saw me, I had overlooked the one man who likely didn’t want to see me but had anyway. Duty over desire had kept him from revealing his true self to me, protecting both of us until this moment.

      When I begin to move, he speaks again. “He will not allow this to happen. Even now, he will discover a course to put a stop to this. My life could be in immense danger should I dare to do all those things I’ve dared to dream of doing. You deserve a man who can…”

      Despite the fact he is a foot taller than me, double my size all the way around, I almost knock him off his feet when I practically jump him. It takes all his strength to keep himself steady until he can locate the closest wall and trap me against it. Tugging on his wet clothing, I strip him of them as fast as they will fall.

      “You reminded me of an anjo the first time I saw you stroll into the garden,” he whispers in my ear before he nips my neck. “A fallen beauty who stole my breath away.”

      His words barely make it through the fog that clouds my mind, but I remember that day as well. Ramon moved us into the palace two days prior to him taking the throne. Our boys were six and three. They needed to run off some energy and my husband was becoming impatient. I’d taken them to the garden to do just that, all while providing him the space he required to keep the peace.

      An hour later Edward had been sent to retrieve us. What he came upon when he found us was me and my sons splashing around in one of the many fountains, laughing, enjoying life the way boys were meant to. He’d watched until I’d noticed him. I had blushed at how crazy we must have looked. I was soaked from head to toe, my cotton dress clinging to me. The boys were no better.

      It was the expression on Edward’s face that sent a warm intense fire down my spine. My husband never looked amused when he discovered me playing with his heirs. He always wanted them to be proper unadventurous children who snubbed all those beneath them. I, however, desired to teach them the joys life could bring, even if it meant I’d have to suffer a scolding and lecture for letting them act like little boys. Edward had regarded us as if he was really seeing me, and I hadn’t been seen in almost ten years.

      I grab his face and force him to look at me again now. “For that long?”

      I swear the man blushes. “It was when I first took notice. I never allowed myself to give it much thought. You were my Queen, my King’s wife. When he began embarrassing you by his actions, not appreciating what he had been blessed with, that is when I couldn’t help thinking on how I would.”

      My lips find his again, and I whisper, “I am not his any longer, Eddie.” I use a name I’ve heard a few of those closest to him use, wanting to make this more intimate.

      A sadness washes over his face. “But my loyalty will forever remain with him, the realm, until his time ends. Which means I cannot really be with you because it would…”

      “Then have this night with me. Show me what it could have been like had we been handed a different set of cards when we entered this world. Make me yours for a night and remember this night to get you through all the others. I know I will forever relive it for as long as I live.”

      He does just that. Not only for the night, but we spend the entire weekend together. We soak it all in and pretend no one will ever find out or be allowed to take this away from us. But when the day for him to depart comes, it turns out to be harder than either of us imagined. Tears are shed as a finality of what can never be settles in, making me wish for things that are beyond even my reach.

      Edward is a man who places his loyalty above all else. A moment of weakness prompted him to my door. But it will not keep him there. Therefore, I’ll be forced to deal with it. I vow to forge ahead the best I can. Promise to do what I need to do to get over the man who could have brought me happiness for longer than one weekend. I hate myself for not realizing how hard moving forward was going to be after experiencing something I will never get to have again. I chose the game we played and now I have to live with my choices.
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      Present Day

      I’ve sat in this spot for the past three years and watched the CCTV similar to how a stalker might. No matter what I am doing, at seven-forty every morning, I make my way to the room where we go over surveillance tapes, and then I wait.

      While waiting, I do what needs to be done. I often review surveillance videos my staff has flagged. Today I pull up last night’s videos of Castile Vicente, the home of Her Royal Highness, Angela Iglesias. She moved there shortly after Prince Esteban and Princess Winfred purchased their family home. Until then, her residence was within these walls where I could keep better watch over her and Princess Gabriela. Meaning I didn’t wonder what she was up to or who stopped by to visit. I only needed to check the log sheets. I could still do that I guess, but instead I choose to watch.

      I keep an eye on the clock while I survey the front gate to her home. Stop it when a car pulls up around seven so I can get a closer inspection of the license plate. My blood boils when I recognize it instantly. I know it well. It’s the same fucking car that has been showing up to her place frequently for several months. I fast forward and wait to see when it leaves, nearly coming unglued when the timestamp reads midnight and nothing. It isn’t until fifteen minutes after two that the car finally departs, and I want to punch something. My mind is going completely haywire deliberating on why this person stayed so late, envisioning all the activities that went on behind closed doors.

      My arm buzzes, alerting me of the time. Automatically my eyes find the correct screen as a black Escalade pulls up and is waved through. It continues to the side entrance where the guards are waiting to escort the King’s Advisor to her office so she can start her day. I watch until she is inside, knowing very soon she will pass by these offices.

      Like I have done every day since her return, I slip on my suit jacket, straighten my tie, and run my right hand through my hair. I gather my clipboard, pen, and my empty coffee mug. Then I step out the moment they are approaching so I can appreciate her with my own eyes and not through a camera’s unclear pixels.

      She presents the loveliest vision, as always. Dressed in her pantsuit, the navy blue one that hugs her curvy form. Today she opted for a sweater with a high neck, concealing it from my view. My mind starts to wonder if there is a reason for her choice in sweaters. Her long black hair hangs effortlessly down her back, exactly the way I believe it should be. She’s not paying attention; it seems she’s more interested in something on her phone.

      I realize I shouldn’t do what I am about to do. That this is childish and petty, and I’m a grown man who should act like one. But after what I discovered only moments earlier, accompanied by her unusual behavior of not watching where she is going, only encourages me.

      I step out just as she walks by, causing her to run smack into me, sending her phone flying and then sliding across the marble palace floors. The scents of jasmine and honey hit me hard and nearly have me forgetting myself.

      I reach out to steady her. “Good morning.”

      It is as if she doesn’t even take notice of my solid frame, instead more concerned with the phone she was gawking at. Even starts to reach for it when one of the guards with her goes to hand it back.

      But I am way quicker than her. Snag it first and then glance down, only to discover it locked. Not a problem for me. I unlock it with ease and am now the one staring, powerless to look away from the image displayed.

      “Do you mind?” Angela reaches for it again, unable to retrieve it when I shove it in the inside pocket of my suit jacket.

      I turn to the men escorting her and give my orders that will not be questioned. “Escort her to her office…”

      “My phone, Sir Edward.” Angela presents her hand as if expecting me to oblige her.

      “Will be returned to you shortly. I require a cup of coffee first. And then it seems you and I need to discuss what is going on.” My feet are moving to take me to the lounge just across from us. “I will allow you fifteen minutes to prepare yourself.”

      Her back straightens. I do not miss the stubborn nature she often displays when pushed. It alerts me I am going to need to cool my jets before I do something stupid. I know she would not appreciate it if I handle this how I’d like. Our relationship has a long way to go before I can ask her what she would prefer, me bending over the desk and fucking her until I felt better or me spanking her arse for not sharing with me she had a problem. I’m not a man who enjoys the latter, not really, but I might enjoy spanking and fucking her all at the same time.

      I am fuming. At least now I see why she was unable to take her eyes off her screen. I nearly swallowed my tongue at the sight of her naked climbing out of the natural hot spring pool. Thankfully, it was the back of her and most of that was still immersed in the water. I only distinguish it as her because I recognized the tattoo so low on her back it usually stays hidden.

      The picturesque queen bee with colorful jewels is only a few inches in diameter, but the details are amazing. There is a Spaniard semblance to it, making it known that she never planned to lose that piece of her. The crown surrounding the bee’s head is full of jewels. There are beautiful dangling gems all around. It displays an ambiance of power and prestige that cannot be denied. I recall it all very clearly. Remember the story she told me about why she got it, while I did my best to memorize the art and then show homage to it.

      “When did you get this?” I asked while kissing the tattoo slowly.

      “A week before the wedding.” Angela peeked over her shoulder at me with lazy, dreamy eyes. Light brown eyes that had rolled back in her head when she finally let go and given in to the pleasure I’d been determined to give her. “It was my gift to myself. My fate had been sealed. And while I was at peace with my final decision, knew what I was agreeing to when I accepted the ring Ramon presented me, it didn’t mean I had to conform completely. Or that I agreed to allow him to dictate what I could and couldn’t do. So, I got that to make a few matters very clear. He hated it, and that was precisely the point.”

      I do not doubt that King Ramon recognized what she was expressing. It was a fuck you to all that he thought he would take from her. It stated that Angela was still a strong Spaniard Lady, and would continue to be one. Placed there to remind him he would never take her heritage or break her spirit. It shouted that she was the queen bee, the one who would rule the hive she would be a part of. He may be King one day, but she would be Queen, and in a hive, the queen is the one who keeps the worker bees in line.

      In my eyes, it was the sexiest fucking thing I had ever seen, yet a reminder of why she and I had to end our brief affair. Her ex-husband would not take kindly to me courting what was once his, a woman far above my status as a Royal Guard. I’d have been dismissed, humiliated, and blacklisted at the very least. And while the practice of executing a man for defiling a member of the royal family was long forgotten, I did not doubt my head would end up on a proverbial chopping block.

      I need to get to the bottom of what is going on now. Figure out why someone would send her a photo like that. Gauging from her expression, as she headed down the hall, I’m concluding it was not one sent by someone she was familiar with, or if so, then it was not a welcome exchange. She appeared disturbed by it. And that bothers me. It also suggests that there may be more behind this than I know. I now must figure out exactly what, how long, and why.

      It seems my plans for the day have changed. If my suspicions are correct, everything about my schedule has likely been altered.

      I yank out her phone to look at it again. Begin flipping through this particular correspondence, an unknown number. Note that for some reason she’s not reported that this is not the first time she’s received such a message. After further investigation, it appears this has been going on for months. Granted not the same number, but the same M.O.

      Now it is me who I am angry with. If I am correct, the reason she may not have mentioned these incidents has to do with me. The tension between us since that weekend so very long ago is strong. It often is mistaken as dislike for one another, when in reality it is our attraction. An undeniable chemical reaction that if not handled correctly could explode and take out all those we have fought to protect.

      Her return to Aragon has intensified it, made it more dangerous. Put me extremely on edge. And with each passing day, each moment I do not act or attempt to clear the air, it only builds and gets worse. I felt her pushing, tempting me to interfere with her life, but so far, I’ve not taken the bait. While I’ve been willing to speak with her, work out the details surrounding her children, taken her words to heart. I’ve not dared to consider why she has come to me directly with her concerns. Why our exchanges seem to mean a great deal to her. Why when she leaves, it takes all that is inside of me to not go after her. All those years I trained myself to stay away. I realize now by doing that I’ve allowed someone else to get closer than they should have and put her in harm’s way.

      Now it is up to me to correct that. To decide if I am a man worthy of her, or a coward who is too afraid to do what he should have done the night he gave in to desire.
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      I’ve been sitting here almost an hour impatiently waiting. I cannot believe he took my phone hostage. He had no right.

      It’s infuriating how my body melts whenever he is around. There are times I wish I’d sent him away that night when he came knocking. It would have been so much easier to never have known what I was missing than to know and be unable to have it.

      I thought things might finally change after Ramon’s untimely death. I didn’t expect him to come immediately. I understood he had his hands full. Not only was he responsible for the investigation and all the inquiries about how something like that could have happened on his watch, he also held himself liable for not knowing all there was to know about Sofia and Ramon’s relationship turmoils. It was impossible to keep up with a man as promiscuous and powerful as Ramon. His private affairs only continued to grow worse after I left, and that made him careless. Which had made Edward’s job that much more challenging to keep him safe.

      Edward’s focus, in the beginning, I understood, would be on keeping the next King safe. Fix all the holes he thought needed to be fixed to ensure what was done to Ramon never happened again. And I was thankful Antonio had a man with his experience to protect him, a man determined to not let another King die while he was in charge. But it had consumed him so much he’d forgotten I was waiting. So, I continued to live my life and tried not to become bitter with each passing year.

      And when I thought our time had finally come, a night he stopped by my quarters in the palace after a long exhausting day, I’d been wrong. He’d shown up to fume about my son, who was not taking his security as seriously as Edward believed necessary. I’d sat in my living room and watched him pace the length a hundred times over, while he ranted about how many instances Antonio had broken protocol since Larkin entered the scene.

      “I’ll talk to him.” I was finally able to say those four words when he took a breath.

      “We employ these safety measures for a reason. He cannot just go off-script to chase tail.” Edward plopped down into one of the chairs and looked exhausted.

      I stood and walked over to the bar area, poured us each two fingers of bourbon, then strolled over and handed it to him. “He’s in love, not heat. You of all people should be able to see that. When has my son chased tail?”

      Edward swirled the liquid around in his glass as he studied it closely. “Touché.”

      I returned to my seat on the couch and couldn’t help but wish he’d come for other reasons. Had he shown up for those reasons, I’d have gladly helped work out all the tension he held in his shoulders. Instead, we talked about how he should approach Antonio to make him see matters through Edward’s eyes.

      I’d walked him out hours later and began to understand no matter what we felt, we were never to be. There would forever be something standing between us. His loyalties laid with his job, and I was a distraction he could not afford.

      That is the relationship we have found ourselves in these last four years. It was better than how the previous nine had been, when he barely acknowledged me. But it was also slightly more painful to be near him, knowing his programming to avoid was stronger than his desire to give in. Once seemed to be enough for him. I wasn’t sure I liked what that insinuated; how different our time together must have felt for each of us.

      It had also been the reason I kept quiet about being hassled by an unknown. The text messages were new, a much bolder way of contact than all the others. It seemed riskier, honestly, than the previous anonymous letters. Maybe not, though, since the number changed every few days. On the days I’d attempted to respond to a few, my messages quickly bounced back.

      And while I understand I should have said something to my head of security, I knew doing so would mean he’d be required to report it to Edward. The very reason I had opted to ignore it and pray it went away on its own. One year and six months later proved me to be wrong. When Edward finds out how long I’ve been keeping this quiet, heads are going to roll. Mine, along with every person responsible for my protection.

      The heat, however, should fall on my shoulders. I never once brought the seemingly normal, office-looking mail and packages that were delivered under false pretense to them. Nor had I dared to mention the flowers that were assumed to be sent by an admirer, yet held hidden messages tricky for most to decipher. The only reason I had was because whoever was determined to get under my skin granted me a key.

      Today’s message had done just that. Upset me enough I’d forgotten where I was and why it was so important not to give myself away. Now it looks like I will be required to sit down with him and explain. I had been provided ample time to come up with one hell of a story. A whole extra forty-five minutes and thirty-two seconds to fabricate a tale that was believable. But my mind has only been able to focus on the fact that someone has been watching me way closer than I’m comfortable with.

      Meaning, I’ve made an error in judgment, not reporting it the moment I realized I had a complication. The problem being a stalker. This individual appears to be growing bolder to determine how I will handle him or her.

      Yes, it could very easily be a her. This isn’t my first. I’ve had several misguided devotees over the thirty-five years I’ve been a public figure, longer maybe. I didn’t realize it back then, when I was only a teenager of sixteen, but there had been a person determined to interfere, hoping to make me look bad in Ramon’s eyes. When it didn’t work, this person backed off. It wasn’t until later I came to understand that person had been my first lurker.

      I need a drink to deal with everything weighing me down. I’m pouring myself a glass of red wine when my secretary, Rebecka, announces a visitor. I don’t bother looking up at the one knock announcing their arrival. Instead, I stare at the stem of my wineglass and follow the last few bubbles popping as the wine airs.

      When the door closes and then locks, I shiver. I’m not sure why he has locked it, but it seems he does not want someone to disturb us. As I pick up my glass, I glance up and am surprised to find someone besides Edward in my office.

      How could I have forgotten that I had a meeting with Borras Rossi? He is an Italian, the CEO of a company my son has an interest in. Since Antonio is currently out of the country with his wife and children, it is my job to speak with him to see if we can help one another out.

      Borras is a smooth, well put together man. A few nights ago, we had a nice dinner where he did his very best to persuade me we should be more than business acquaintances. I’d walked away wearing a smile, knowing I at least still had it, even if I passed on his offer. One thing I never did was get involved with married men, and this man was married.

      I reach underneath the bar and push a small button to disengage the locks. There are several of those little buttons around this room intended to keep me safe while in a private meeting. Along with a handful more that set off silent alarms should I feel like I need security to enter unannounced.

      “Drinking so early?” Borras chuckles as he strides toward me.

      “It’s been a crazy morning already.” I reach for a highball glass, drop two ice cubes into it before I pour him a splash of scotch, and slide it his way.

      “You remembered?” Borras seems pleased. “Should I take that as a sign of things to come?”

      “No,” I answer as I grab my glass and stroll over to my desk. “Take it as a gesture that I hate to drink alone. You are married, Mr. Rossi. I do not get involved with married men.”

      “If I were not married, then you’d consider it?” he replies in a confidant tone.

      I am about to acknowledge him when the sound of my door slamming stops me. If there isn’t damage to the frame, with the force it took to make such a racket, it would surprise me. Standing there, looking rather fierce, is Edward. And it seems he did not appreciate Borras’ suggestion.

      I take an exhausted breath and sit down. “Sir Edward, you are late. I am in the middle of a very important meeting with Mr. Rossi. You will need to return later when my schedule is free. You can check with Rebecka on your way out.”

      I’m not sure why I thought that would work. Perhaps because most people do not question me and follow directions when I give them.

      Edward, however, isn’t most people, which means he ignores me and addresses Borras instead. “This meeting is over. You need to go. Now.”

      I stand again rather abruptly. “That is not possible, Sir Edward. Mr. Rossi is on a limited schedule and we have business that needs to be addressed. It will only take us an hour.” I glance over at my diary displayed on my screen. “It seems I can rearrange the rest of my day to accommodate you.”

      His rich green eyes bore through me, making my skin feel hot and uncomfortable. It has been way too long since I’ve had a gentleman caller. I may need to plan a trip soon so I can rectify that.

      Edward turns
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