
The Royal Fake Fiancé

––––––––
[image: ]


Lukas Engelbrecht

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright 2025 by Lukas Engelbrecht

​​​​​​

Contents

Chapter 1: Sketches and Setbacks

Chapter 2: The Prince and the Proposal.

Chapter 3: Royal Rules and Red Lipstick.

Chapter 4: The Lie Goes Public.

Chapter 5: Tea with the Queen Mother.

Chapter 6: The Rules of Pretending.

Chapter 7: Trouble in the Headlines.

Chapter 8: The Almost Kiss.

Chapter 9: The Palace Leak.

Chapter 10: The Betrayal.

Chapter 11: The Fallout.

Chapter 12: The Crown and the Commoner.

Chapter 13: The Honeymoon Clause.

Chapter 14: The Ex-Factor.

Chapter 15: The Royal Portrait.

Chapter 16: Crowned and Cornered.

Chapter 17: The Country Question.

Chapter 18: The Queen’s Choice.

Chapter 19: The Farewell Waltz.

Chapter 20: The Real Royal Wedding.

Epilogue: One Year Later.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Sketches and Setbacks
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Rain slid down the gallery windows like the world itself was crying over her unsold paintings. Tessa Monroe stood near the back wall, arms crossed over her chest, trying to look interested in her own work. But really, she was counting how many crackers she could snag from the catering tray without looking desperate.

So far? Four. Possibly five if no one was watching.

Her third solo show had opened to the usual trickle of polite smiles, wine-swilling critics, and the one guy who kept mistaking her for a coat check attendant. Not a single painting had sold. Not one. Her rent was due next week, her power bill was overdue, and the espresso machine at the corner café had started giving her sympathetic looks.

“Interesting use of color,” said a woman in tortoiseshell glasses, staring at a canvas splashed with thick, impatient strokes. “It’s...very raw.”

“That one’s called Drowning Gracefully,” Tessa offered, straightening up.

The woman nodded slowly; lips pursed like she was chewing on the name. “Hmm.”

She walked away without another word.

Tessa exhaled, long and slow. Graceful drowning, indeed.

Behind her, someone cleared their throat.

“Tessa Monroe?”

She turned, expecting another critic with vague praise or worse, a gallery assistant asking her to clean up a spill. Instead, a tall man in a sharply tailored charcoal suit stood there, holding a black umbrella and a dry smile. His hair was slicked back, shoes polished, expression unreadable.

“I’m here on behalf of a client,” he said. “He’s interested in commissioning a series.”

Tessa blinked. “Seriously?”

“I’m rarely anything else.”

Okay then.

He handed her a card—thick, matte, embossed with nothing but a name and a phone number. No company. No title. Just:

M. Lefèvre

“He’d like to meet you. Tomorrow. The Mark Hotel. Ten a.m.”

“That’s in Manhattan.”

“Sharp as they say.” He gave her a little nod, turned, and left.

No further explanation. No details. No mention of her work, or which pieces he liked, or if he even liked art at all.

Tessa looked down at the card. M. Lefèvre. Sounded like a Bond villain.

But it also sounded like maybe, just maybe, someone who had money. And right now, she’d sell a piece to a Bond villain’s cat if it meant paying her landlord.

By the time she made it back to her apartment, her boots were soaked, her umbrella had inverted twice, and the subway had stalled between stations long enough for someone to start a violin solo and a toddler meltdown in the same five-minute stretch.

Her apartment—generously described as “bohemian” on the listing—was more like a walk-in closet with plumbing. The radiator hissed like it resented her presence. The fridge buzzed a low, threatening hum every time she walked past it.

She dropped the card on her tiny kitchen table next to a stack of unopened bills and eyed it like it might sprout legs and walk away. M. Lefèvre. It didn’t even sound real. Probably some marketing scam or weird collector who wanted her to paint his dog in a tuxedo. Or worse—nudes.

Her phone buzzed.

MOM: How was the show? Any sales?

She stared at the message for a long second, then typed: So good! People really responded to the new work.

Not a lie. Technically.

She didn’t have the energy to explain the complicated cocktail of pity and boredom in people’s eyes. Or that the highlight of the night was the mini cheese tart she’d stuffed into her purse.

Instead, she opened her laptop and Googled “M. Lefèvre The Mark Hotel.” Nothing obvious. No red flags. No headlines like Brooklyn Artist Abducted by International Collector With Foot Fetish.

At least... not yet.

The next morning, she stood outside the Mark in a clean black blazer, skinny jeans, and ankle boots that pinched her left toe. Her hair was doing that “volume but not on purpose” thing and she hadn’t managed more than half a cup of coffee before sprinting for the train.

A bellhop opened the door with a nod like she belonged there. That was new.

At the front desk, a woman in a red blazer checked her name, nodded once, and led her to a private elevator.

“Top floor,” the woman said, like that explained anything.

When the doors slid open, Tessa stepped into what she could only describe as absurd luxury. Velvet, marble, fresh flowers, and someone playing a live cello somewhere out of sight.

And there he was.

Not M. Lefèvre. But a man lounging on the edge of a cream sofa, dress shirt unbuttoned at the throat, sleeves rolled up like some kind of magazine shoot for expensive cologne.

“Miss Monroe,” he said, rising with a smile so practiced it might’ve been trademarked. “Thank you for coming.”

She blinked. “You're not M. Lefèvre.”

“No. I'm Prince Nicolas of Valmont. He works for me.”

Pause.

Silence.

Prince. As in... actual royalty?

He motioned for her to sit. “Let me explain why you’re here. I need a fiancée.”

Her brain stopped. Rebooted. Then narrowed in on one detail like it was the only thing that made sense.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “Did you just say you need a fiancée?”

“I did.” That maddening smile again. “And I’m prepared to compensate you generously if you agree to play the part.”

“You want me to pretend to be your fiancée?” she asked, just to be clear they were on the same planet.

“Yes. For three months. Public events, travel, some press appearances. In return, you’ll be paid, your art will be promoted, and we’ll both get what we want.”

She stared at him. “And what exactly do you want?”

“To not get married,” he said lightly. “To someone else.”

She should have stood up. She should have walked out, maybe thrown a cracker at his head. But her rent was late. Her life was stalling.

And here was a prince. Offering her a role in a real-life fairy tale—with a price tag.

Tessa leaned back slowly and crossed her arms. “Okay, Your Highness. Let’s talk terms.”
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Chapter 2: The Prince and the Proposal.
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Tessa hadn’t expected a prince to be charming in such a... professional way. He poured tea like he’d done it a hundred times, not a splash out of place. His smile was carefully calibrated—warm but guarded. Like he was used to giving just enough to seem approachable, without offering anything real.

They sat in silence for a moment, porcelain cups between them. She watched him with the same careful attention she gave blank canvases. Looking for cracks. Layers. Texture.

“So,” she said at last, “how does one go about hiring a fake fiancée these days? Craigslist?”

Nico’s grin flickered, just for a second, before returning to its practiced ease. “If I were looking for just anyone, perhaps. But I needed someone believable. Someone with no royal connections. Someone who knows how to perform without looking like they’re performing.”

He nodded toward the gallery brochure still sitting on the coffee table. “Your paintings were angry. Honest. A little reckless. I liked that.”

Tessa frowned. “You picked me because I’m a mess?”

“I picked you because you’re compelling. And you can lie with your whole heart. That’s what art is, isn’t it?”

She hated how right that sounded.

He leaned forward, setting down his tea. “Here’s the short version. My parents are pushing a marriage alliance with the Countess of Westfeld. Lovely woman. Impressive bloodline. About as romantic as a tax form. If I don’t appear happily engaged within the next few weeks, they’ll make it official.”

“And this is easier than just telling them no?”

“In my family,” he said, “no is a negotiation. A scandal, however—now that tends to change the game.”

Tessa raised an eyebrow. “You want me to be a scandal?”

“I want you to be convincing. A whirlwind romance. A bold, artistic American fiancée who challenges tradition.”

She exhaled slowly. “You really thought this through.”

“I had a list,” he admitted. “You were at the top. Mostly because you didn’t seem like the type to say yes.”

“I’m not.”

“But you’re considering it.”

She hated that too.

Three months of pretending to love a man who looked like a Calvin Klein billboard, in exchange for a check that could pay off her debt and fund her next two years of work? Not to mention the exposure, the travel, the access to art-world connections she couldn’t even dream of cracking...

It felt dirty. But it also felt like a door. One she hadn’t expected, and probably didn’t deserve, but one she might never see again.

“I have conditions,” she said finally.

Nico raised an eyebrow. “Naturally.”

“No kissing unless it’s in public. I pick my own clothes. I don’t wear tiaras. Ever. And if your royal granny wants me to curtsy, she’s going to be disappointed.”

He tilted his head. “Anything else?”

“I want it in writing. A contract. With a very clear end date.”

“Done.”

“And I don’t cook. Or sew. Or sing. I’m not your Hallmark fantasy.”

“I’m not looking for one,” he said. “I’m looking for a woman who’ll say something completely inappropriate at a state dinner just to make me laugh.”

That shut her up for a beat.

Because she’d done exactly that. More than once.

“You’re serious about this,” she said.

“Very.”

“And if I say no?”

He stood and straightened his cuffs. “Then I thank you for your time and walk away. But if you say yes, Miss Monroe... I promise you’ll never paint the same way again.”

She didn’t know if that was a threat or a promise.

But either way, she didn’t walk out.
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