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Finally, with the help of Khalid and two brave palace servants, Meghan was pulled away, while Aurélie stood there with her hair completely disheveled, half of it caught in the brooch behind her ear. Her face was red as a boiled tomato.

“This is an insult! This... this is a barbaric attack!” Aurélie shouted, pointing furiously at Meghan.

Meghan lifted her chin. “And that is what happens when you insult a woman’s dignity in front of her best friend. If you still don’t understand, I can demonstrate it one more time.”

Khalid immediately covered Meghan’s mouth. “Enough, enough, please, darling... don’t start a holy war in someone else’s garden.”

Kate nearly collapsed trying not to laugh.

Kate & Meghan: The Throne Gambit
Part 2
Two friends. Two princes. One throne. And a dangerous game that could change everything.

After surviving a series of royal misadventures, Kate and Meghan find themselves drawn deeper into a life that is anything but ordinary. In Qatar, Meghan struggles to find her place within Khalid’s royal family—while Kate arrives to make sure her best friend doesn’t completely lose her mind.

But behind the grandeur of the Monaco palace, a far more dangerous game is beginning.

Aurelie and Jules have one ambition: to claim Pierre’s throne.
And they are willing to play a game of secrets, deception, and betrayal to get it.
As the threat draws closer to the kingdom, Kate, Meghan, Pierre, and Khalid are forced to confront a question far more dangerous than whom they can trust:

Who will stand beside the throne—and who will take it?

Because in the game of power, love can be a weakness, friendship can be a weapon, and one wrong move can determine the fate of a kingdom.

The game has begun. And this time, the stakes are the crown.
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THE STORY SO FAR

Kate & Meghan: Royal Hunt

It all began with two ordinary young women and one extraordinary idea.

Kate, a brilliant and somewhat reserved college student living in Sydney, never imagined that her friendship with Meghan, her loud, fearless, and endlessly chaotic new neighbor from New York, would lead her into the world of royalty.

What started as a ridiculous joke soon became their most outrageous adventure yet: a Royal Hunt for a prince.

Their search eventually took them all the way to Monaco, where Kate and Meghan found themselves stepping into a world of royal galas, glittering palaces, high society, and secrets they never expected to uncover. Disguised as socialites, they somehow managed to get closer to royalty than they ever imagined.

But finding a prince was only the beginning.

Kate found herself drawn into a complicated romance with Pierre, while Meghan's unpredictable nature brought her closer to Khalid. What began as a reckless adventure slowly turned into something neither woman had planned for—love, friendship, and a life far beyond anything they had ever known.

Yet the royal world came with its own rules, expectations, and dangers.

Between romantic misunderstandings, royal protocols, unexpected disasters, and enough chaos to turn a fairy tale upside down, Kate and Meghan discovered that becoming part of the royal world was nothing like the stories they had imagined.

They came looking for princes.

They found love.

They found a new family.

And most importantly, they discovered that sometimes the greatest adventures begin with the most ridiculous decisions.

But their royal story was far from over.

Because the crown may shine beautifully from a distance...

but behind every throne, there is always a game waiting to be played.
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Chapter 1
Meghan’s Chaos
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Seven months after the epic, lavish royal wedding between Kate and Pierre, the Principality of Monaco was thrown into excitement once again.

This time, however, it wasn’t because Princess Kate was pregnant—although that would certainly have been monumental news—but because Meghan, Kate’s best friend and the walking embodiment of chaos, was about to marry Prince Khalid Al-Thani of Qatar.

And naturally, the wedding preparations were anything but “normal.”

Inside the private chambers of Kate and Pierre, on a quiet evening in the grand Dupont palace overlooking the Mediterranean Sea, the lights of Monaco shimmered through the tall windows of their luxurious bedroom.

Kate, dressed in lavender silk pajamas, lay across the bed while reviewing Meghan’s wedding checklist on her tablet. Pierre had just stepped out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist, his damp hair still dripping slightly. He shook his head as he watched the intense concentration on his wife’s face.

“Mon amour, you’ve been staring at that thing since this afternoon,” Pierre said as he sat on the edge of the bed. “Don’t you ever get tired?”

Kate sighed dramatically. “Pierre, we’re talking about Meghan. Her wedding is being held at Al-Wajbah Palace—a historic royal venue filled with strict protocol and guests from kingdoms all over the world. I just want to make sure everything goes smoothly.”

Pierre smiled knowingly. “Ah, but isn’t the whole point of Meghan that nothing ever goes smoothly? That’s why we love her.”

Kate finally set the tablet aside and looked at him. “That may be true. But imagine if she accidentally crashes into a Qatari Sheikh because she gets too excited dancing. Or—oh God—if she trips over the ceremonial carpet and takes the entire decoration down with her.”

Pierre burst into laughter. “If that happens, at least we’ll have a hilarious story to tell our grandchildren one day.”

Kate lightly smacked his shoulder. “This is not funny, Pierre! I promised Khalid I’d help Meghan survive this wedding with dignity. And you know perfectly well Meghan is not someone who can be... controlled.”

Pierre stretched out beside her, propping his head up on one hand. “All right then. What’s your plan?”

Kate immediately sat up straighter, her eyes lighting with determination. “First, we need to make sure she practices walking in her wedding gown. Second, we need a list of restrictions for her—things like don’t scream in the middle of the ballroom or don’t randomly hug foreign dignitaries. And third—”

Pierre interrupted with a grin. “We should prepare an emergency medical team?”

Kate glared at him. “Don’t joke! Although...” she paused thoughtfully, “having mild sedatives ready for me might not be a terrible idea.”

Pierre laughed again before pulling her gently into his arms. “Relax, darling. Meghan may be chaos incarnate, but she always makes everything unforgettable. Remember our wedding? Without Meghan’s disasters, it probably wouldn’t have been nearly as entertaining.”

Kate finally smiled. “You’re right. But still, I honestly don’t understand how Khalid remains calm through all of this.”

Pierre winked.  “Maybe he fell in love with the chaos Meghan brings. Just like I fell in love with you—even though you can be incredibly dramatic yourself.”

Kate pinched his arm. “Oh, be quiet.”

Pierre looked at her, his expression suddenly softer, more intimate. His fingers played with the strands of her hair spread across the silk pillow. “Mon amour,” he murmured, “we’ve spent the entire evening talking about Meghan. What if we talked about us for a change?”

Still scrolling through the checklist on her tablet, Kate raised an eyebrow without looking up. “Us? What, do you want to review reception protocol again?”

Pierre leaned closer, his lips brushing near her ear as he whispered teasingly, “Non. I was thinking... we’ve been married for seven months now. Don’t you think it might be time to consider... a little heir for the Kingdom of Monaco?”

The tablet slipped from Kate’s hands onto the bed.

“PIERRE!”

He laughed openly, blue eyes gleaming with mischief. “What? I’m simply following royal procedure. A prince must think about the continuation of his dynasty.”

His hand lazily traced along her shoulder. “Just imagine it—a tiny baby with your honey-brown eyes. Or perhaps cursed with this absurdly sharp nose of mine.”

Kate pinched his nose immediately, making him wince. “Stop it! We’re not ready yet. I still have Meghan’s wedding to organize, then the state visit next month, and—”

“And there will never be a perfect time,” Pierre interrupted gently, suddenly serious. His hand moved to her stomach, his warm palm resting there softly. “But I can already picture it. A stubborn little princess exactly like her mother... or a tiny prince causing chaos like Meghan.”

Kate stared at him, conflict flickering in her eyes. “But... royal protocol, Pierre. I haven’t even mastered your grandmother’s impossible table etiquette lessons yet—”

“Who cares?” Pierre shook his head, pressing his forehead against hers. “We’ll have nine months to teach you. Or better yet—we’ll let our child eat ice cream with their hands. Let the world see that our family is real, not perfect.”

The atmosphere softened instantly. Kate fought back a smile. “You really think your mother wouldn’t faint if her grandchild threw mashed potatoes during a diplomatic dinner?”

Pierre kissed the tip of her nose. “She would faint beautifully. Then wake up thanking heaven because, at last, someone brought color into this family.”

Kate laughed freely, but then her face suddenly fell in horror. “Wait—if we have a baby, I’d have to give up my favorite wine during pregnancy!”

Pierre pretended to look horrified. “Sacré bleu! That is the greatest sacrifice of all.”
With exaggerated solemnity, he grabbed a bottle of mineral water from the bedside table and placed it dramatically into Kate’s hands. “Starting tonight, I shall accompany you on your journey toward a healthier lifestyle.”
Kate immediately threw the bottle onto the pillows. “Liar. You drank champagne at breakfast last week.”

“Touché,” Pierre laughed before gently pushing Kate down onto the bed, trapping her beneath his arms. “But for the future mother of my children... I’m willing to suffer.”

Kate looked up at him, their gazes softening with quiet understanding. Slowly, she reached up and touched his cheek. “You really want this, don’t you?”

His answer came in the form of a tender kiss against her palm. “Oui. But only if you’re ready too.”

Kate took a slow breath, then a sly smile curled across her lips. “...What if we start practicing tonight? For scientific research purposes.”

Pierre let out an amused laugh and reached toward the lamp to switch off the lights.

Suddenly— The phone rang. Kate groaned softly and reached for it with half-open eyes.

Meghan’s voice exploded through the speaker at full volume. “KATE! I JUST FOUND OUT I HAVE TO WEAR A VEIL DURING THE TRADITIONAL CEREMONY! I’M GOING TO SUFFOCATE TO DEATH!”

Kate buried her face into the pillow with a muffled groan. “Pierre... please kill me.”

Beside her, Pierre had already pulled on a Monaco royal T-shirt that read Future Daddy—a ridiculous wedding gift from Meghan. Smirking, he took the phone from Kate. “Meghan? The veil is only for fifteen minutes. Kate is currently busy making a royal heir.”

A strangled gasp echoed through the line. “—WHAT?!”

Kate shot upright as if ice water had been poured over her. With the reflexes of an Olympic athlete, she snatched the phone away from Pierre. “Pierre, stop revealing our secrets!”

Trying—and failing—to sound calm, Kate spoke into the phone. “Meghan, darling, take a deep breath—”

“I CAN’T BREATHE IN A VEIL!” Meghan cried dramatically. “IT’S LIKE WEARING A GOLD-DECORATED POTATO SACK! BUT WAIT—ROYAL HEIR?!”

From behind the pillow, Pierre shouted cheerfully, “Congratulations, Auntie Meghan!”

Kate hurled a pillow straight into his face before continuing. “Meg, listen—”

But Meghan had already reached divine levels of panic. “KATE IS PREGNANT? WHY AM I HEARING THIS FROM PIERRE?! I SHOULD’VE BEEN THE FIRST TO KNOW! I’M YOUR BEST FRIEND, KATE! I PLAYED A VITAL ROLE IN THE ENTIRE WINE TERRITORY INCIDENT THAT BROUGHT YOU TWO TOGETHER!”

Kate rolled her eyes. “Meghan, I’m not pregnant. Pierre was only—”

“We’re trying!” Pierre announced between muffled laughter.

“PIERRE!!” Kate nearly crushed the phone in her hand.

Meghan’s voice suddenly dropped into scandalized dramatic whisper mode. “Oh. My. God. So this is about... practice? Kate, I had no idea you were this dedicated.”

“MEGHAN,” Kate snapped. “Focus. The veil. It’s symbolic. You only have to wear it for fifteen minutes during the welcoming procession.”

A suspicious silence. “...Are you sure this isn’t a trap?” Meghan asked cautiously. “What if they lock me inside some bridal tent like The Handmaid’s Tale: Qatar Edition?”

Pierre chimed in immediately, “If that happens, I’ll send the Monaco SWAT team to rescue you.”

Kate pinched the bridge of her nose. “No one is going to imprison you, Meg. Khalid would never allow it.”

For the first time, Meghan’s voice softened. “But... I’m scared, Kate. I’m not a princess or a noblewoman. What if they don’t accept me?”

Kate’s expression melted instantly. She knew that voice—the real Meghan hidden beneath all the chaos and comedy.

Softly, Kate replied, “Listen to me carefully, Meghan Margaretha Aniston. You are more than enough. Khalid loves you exactly as you are—messy, loud, chaotic, and wonderful. And tomorrow, when you walk down that aisle—with or without the veil—everyone will see what Khalid sees: an extraordinary woman who deserves to be loved.”

Silence lingered for a moment.

Then—A sniffle.

“I...” Meghan’s voice cracked dramatically. “I just ruined my eyelash extensions crying.”

Kate burst out laughing. “Typical Meghan.”

Suddenly, Meghan sounded energetic again. “Okay! But I still need to practice wearing the veil. I’m trying it on right now!”

“Wait, Meghan—” There was a loud rustling sound over the phone.

Then Meghan’s muffled scream echoed through the speaker.

“OH MY GOD, I’M STUCK IN THE CRYSTAL CHANDELIER—”

CRASH! The sound of shattering glass exploded in the background.

Then came Khalid’s calm, exhausted voice from somewhere far away.  “This is the third day in a row.”

Kate and Pierre slowly turned to look at each other.

Pierre sighed dramatically before glancing back at Kate with a teasing smile. “...Perhaps we should buy them property insurance as a wedding gift, oui?”

Kate let out a helpless laugh and shook her head fondly. “She’ll be fine.”

After the call ended, the grand bedroom of Kate and Pierre fell quiet once more, illuminated only by the soft glow of the bedside lamps and the glittering lights of Monaco beyond the towering windows.

Kate tossed her phone onto the bed and let out a long sigh, her face carrying a mixture of exhaustion and concern. “She really never changes, does she?” she murmured. “Even on the eve of her own wedding.”

Pierre, still lounging comfortably against the pillows, pulled Kate gently into his arms.

“That,” he said softly before kissing her forehead, “is exactly why we love her.”

Kate rested against his chest, though the worry in her eyes remained. “Pierre, I’m serious. She’s panicking over a veil. What happens tomorrow when she has to face hundreds of royal guests? Or when she accidentally says something inappropriate to a sheikh? Or—”

Pierre interrupted her gently, his fingers running through her hair. “Shhh... You think too much, mon amour.” He smiled lazily. “Meghan may be chaos wrapped in couture, but she always finds her own way. Remember our wedding? She nearly destroyed the three-tier cake, and somehow it became the most iconic moment of the entire reception.”

Kate tried to smile, but anxiety still lingered in her expression. “But this is different,” she whispered. “This is Qatar. The protocols are stricter. The expectations are higher. I don’t want her feeling like she doesn’t belong there.”

“Accepted?” Pierre finished quietly.

Kate nodded.

Pierre tilted her chin gently upward until she looked at him.

“Kate,” he said firmly, “Khalid loves her exactly as she is. Loud, dramatic, reckless, impossible. And if anyone dares to question Meghan...” A mischievous smile slowly spread across his lips. “...then they’ll have to deal with us.”

Kate looked at him, her eyes softening. “You really believe in her that much?”

Pierre gasped theatrically, placing a hand over his heart. “Of course! I’ve already ordered drones with cinematic cameras to record every catastrophic moment of her wedding. It may become the greatest royal documentary of all time.”

Kate immediately threw another pillow at him. “PIERRE! This is not funny!”

But Pierre only burst into laughter, pulling her tighter against him. “Look at you,” he teased. “You’re smiling already.”

He brushed a kiss against her temple. “Now sleep. Tomorrow we have meetings with the Greek delegation, and you’ll need your strength to survive your best friend.”

Kate finally surrendered, burying her face against his shoulder. “...Fine. But promise me one thing.”

“Anything for you.”

“When Meghan marries Khalid...” she muttered tiredly, “you are personally responsible for stopping her if she tries practicing with that veil near another crystal chandelier.”

Pierre raised one hand solemnly, as if taking a royal oath. “I swear it.” Then he grinned. “But perhaps we could record one tiny disaster? For sentimental purposes?”

Kate groaned softly, though a smile escaped her anyway. “You never change.”

Pierre switched off the lamp, leaving only moonlight slipping through the curtains. “And you love me for it.”

Somewhere far away inside Al-Wajbah Palace, the faint sound of clattering crystal and Meghan’s dramatic screaming could probably still be heard. But for tonight, Kate chose to believe everything would somehow turn out fine.

*The Next Morning — Monaco Palace

Mediterranean sunlight spilled through silk curtains, bathing the grand bedroom in warm gold.

Kate had just finished showering when several palace attendants carefully helped her into an elegant cream-colored working dress—perfect for welcoming the Greek delegation later that day.

“Your Highness, your makeup is ready,” one of the maids whispered politely, gesturing toward the vanity table.

Kate smiled faintly. “Merci, Sophie. Is Pierre ready already?”

“The Prince has been in his study for nearly an hour preparing documents for—”

Bzzzt.
Bzzzt.
Kate’s phone vibrated against the marble table. A message flashed across the screen.

Meghan:
Kate. Urgent. Open your laptop now. And don’t let Pierre see.
Kate narrowed her eyes immediately.
What has she done now?
“Sophie,” Kate sighed, “could you bring me my laptop? The pink one.”

The moment the laptop opened, a video call instantly connected.

Kate blinked.

On screen appeared Meghan... wearing a gold ceremonial veil that covered almost her entire face. Only her wide, panicked eyes were visible.

Kate immediately lowered her voice. “Meghan?! Why are you—”

“SHHHHH!” Meghan hissed dramatically through the veil. “Don’t speak so loudly! I’m secretly practicing wearing this thing alone.”

Kate pressed a hand over her mouth to stop herself from laughing. “...Why are you inside a closet?”

Meghan looked deeply offended. “Because this veil makes me look like a microwaved popcorn bag, Kate. I needed privacy for my emotional breakdown.”

Kate shook her head helplessly. “What exactly am I supposed to do from Monaco?”

Meghan leaned closer to the camera desperately. “Can you please tell Khalid this veil is a terrible idea? I would genuinely rather wear a bicycle helmet.”

From somewhere beyond the closet door, Khalid’s voice echoed through the palace halls. “Darling? Where are you?”

Meghan froze. Then she let out the exhausted sigh of a woman betrayed by fate itself.

“Oh God,” she muttered. “What fresh drama is this?”

The closet doors suddenly swung open.  And there stood Khalid. Perfectly dressed. Calm. Elegant.

Staring directly at his future wife crouched inside a closet... clutching a laptop... while wearing a royal ceremonial veil like a fugitive hiding from civilization.

Seeing Meghan’s antics, Khalid finally burst out laughing. He leaned against the wardrobe door, arms crossed over his chest, watching his fiancée crouched inside the closet like an escaped royal hostage wrapped in gold fabric.

“What exactly are you doing in there?” Khalid asked between amused chuckles.

Meghan froze for half a second before answering in the most suspiciously nervous voice imaginable. “I... hmm... am looking for inspiration for my wedding speech.”

Kate immediately pinched the bridge of her nose from the other side of the video call.

Khalid shook his head, still laughing softly. “Come out of the closet, Meghan.”

Meghan let out a defeated sigh before awkwardly climbing out while dragging the still-open laptop in her arms.

The golden veil trailed behind her like a cursed royal curtain. 

“You actually look elegant in that veil,” Khalid teased, clearly enjoying this far too much.

Meghan turned toward him with absolute offense written across her face. “Elegant? Khalid, I look like an expensive potato sack.”

The moment she stepped fully out of the closet—

CRAAAAASH!!

Everyone on the call flinched.

The gold veil had hooked itself onto an enormous eighteenth-century porcelain vase sitting on a nearby table. The vase wobbled dramatically for one horrifying second before crashing onto the marble floor in a thousand glittering pieces.

Silence.

Pure, painful silence.

Khalid slowly looked down at the shattered remains. “...An eighteenth-century antique vase,” he said flatly.

Meghan stared at the destruction with wide eyes. “...I can pay for that.”

Without another word, Khalid turned and walked away with the exhausted posture of a man questioning every life decision that had led him here.

Kate covered her face with both hands. “Meghan Margaretha Aniston—”

“IN MY DEFENSE,” Meghan interrupted loudly, “the vase attacked me first.”

The bedroom door behind Kate suddenly opened, and Pierre walked further inside carrying a cappuccino in one hand. “Mon amour, the Greek delegation will arrive in—”

His eyes landed on the laptop screen.

“Oh.” He grinned instantly. “Meghan got trapped in the veil again?”

Meghan looked genuinely embarrassed now. “Hello, Pierre... could you pretend you didn’t see this?”

Pierre sat beside Kate with far too much enthusiasm. “Absolutely not. This is historical material.” He looked toward Khalid through the screen. “Please tell me you recorded it.”

Khalid calmly returned into frame and began untangling part of the fabric wrapped around Meghan’s arm.

“Three videos since this morning,” he replied in the tone of a deeply tired man.

Kate bit the inside of her cheek to stop herself from laughing. “Meghan, listen to me carefully. I promise I’ll help you practice wearing the veil properly. But right now—”

“WAIT!” Meghan suddenly shouted. Her eyes sparkled with dangerous inspiration. “I just had a genius idea.”

Pierre immediately muttered, “That sentence has never led to peace.”

Meghan ignored him and leaned closer to the camera. “I’m going to modify the veil.”

Kate blinked slowly. “Modify... how?”

“Zippers!” Meghan declared proudly. “Or Velcro! Or hidden buttons! Or maybe magnetic clips! Imagine how fast I could escape if I panic!”

Pierre laughed so hard he nearly spilled his coffee.

“Meghan,” he said through laughter, “please don’t redesign centuries of royal tradition like it’s sportswear.”

Khalid sighed. “We’re arriving in Monaco with safety scissors at this point.”

Suddenly the screen jerked violently. A loud fabric-ripping sound echoed through the speakers.

Then Meghan screamed from somewhere off-camera. “WHY IS EVERY FABRIC IN THIS PALACE TRYING TO KILL ME?!”

The video glitched for a moment before returning.

Now Meghan appeared with messy hair, flushed cheeks, and half the veil tangled around her left ankle while Khalid crouched beside her trying to untie the disaster.

“Kate!” Meghan cried dramatically. “Forget the veil! I just found out I have to perform a traditional Qatari dance in front of hundreds of people! I SWEAR I’M GOING TO DIE!”

Kate pressed her lips together to keep from laughing. “Relax, Meg. I’m sure they’ll give you proper training.”

“They DID!” Meghan yelled. “The instructor said I dance like ‘an electrocuted goat!’”

Behind her, Khalid corrected calmly, “That’s not exactly what he said.”

Meghan pointed accusingly. “He IMPLIED it.”

Khalid folded his arms thoughtfully. “Technically, he said you move like a newborn horse learning physics.”

Kate and Pierre completely lost control laughing.

Meghan crossed her arms dramatically.  “This is serious! What if I embarrass the Qatari royal family? What if I accidentally start an international incident?!”

Pierre wiped tears from his eyes. “Meghan, as long as you don’t spill coffee on the Emir of Qatar, I think diplomacy will survive.”

Meghan suddenly went silent. “...I just remembered I almost spilled wine on the Prince of Dubai last year.”

Kate dropped her forehead against the desk. “Dear God...”

Khalid sighed with the patience of a saint. “Don’t worry. I already ordered anti-slip dance shoes for you. We’ll practice again tomorrow.”

Meghan nodded weakly. “Okay... but I need one bottle of wine before practice. For courage.”

Kate immediately shook her head. “Meg, you cannot drink before dance rehearsal.”

Meghan narrowed her eyes suspiciously. “Kate. You know me.”

Pierre lifted his cappuccino. “And that is exactly why we all love you.”

Meghan pointed triumphantly at him. “THANK YOU!”

The call abruptly disconnected again. Silence returned to the grand bedroom in Monaco.

Kate and Pierre slowly turned to look at each other.

Pierre raised the untouched cappuccino toward her.

“So...” he said with a grin, “ready to meet the Greek delegation, mon amour?”

Kate stared blankly into space for a moment before grabbing the diplomatic documents from the desk.

“I need wine,” she muttered. “Not coffee.”

Then she walked out of the room with exhausted royal dignity, leaving Pierre standing behind her still holding the cappuccino — laughing to himself as the morning chaos of Meghan somehow echoed all the way from Qatar to Monaco.
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Chapter 2
Meghan vs Traditional Dance
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Al-Wajbah Palace, Doha — Grand Ballroom Studio

Meghan stood in the center of the palace’s grand dance studio, dressed in a traditional Qatari dance costume that, in her opinion, had clearly been designed by someone who hated freedom of movement.

The layers of fabric seemed endless. The embroidered shawl trailed behind her like a royal curtain, and the elaborate headpiece felt heavy enough to qualify as a small crown.

Across from her stood Ustadh Mahmoud, the royal dance instructor famous throughout the palace for his patience.

“Very good,” he said gently. “Let us begin with the basic movement. Raise your right hand... slowly turn...”

Meghan stared at him with the expression of someone preparing for execution.

“Ustadh,” she said earnestly, trying her best to understand the instructions, “I’m convinced there’s been some kind of mistake. My arms are not supposed to bend like this. I’m pretty sure this violates the laws of physics.”

In the corner of the room, bathed in golden sunlight pouring through stained-glass windows, Khalid lounged comfortably in a red velvet chair. His expression remained characteristically neutral—the only sign of emotion being the occasional lift of his right eyebrow whenever Meghan’s movements became increasingly disastrous. A professional camera rested securely in his hands. He was documenting everything. For royal archives, of course. And absolutely not because he found it hilarious.

“I’m recording this, darling,” Khalid said casually.

Meghan shot him a glare. “Recording what? A tutorial called How to Fall Gracefully for Beginners?”

Ignoring her, Ustadh Mahmoud gestured for her to continue.

Meghan inhaled deeply. 

Slow turn. Raise hands. Elegant movement. Easy.

At least, that was the theory. With the confidence of a child learning to ride a bicycle for the first time, Meghan began her spin.

Immediately, disaster struck. Her foot caught the edge of an enormous Persian carpet worth approximately the same price as a luxury sports car. Her body lurched forward. Her arms flailed wildly. “No, no, NO—!”

In a desperate attempt to save herself, her left hand swung through the air. SLAP! The sound echoed through the ballroom. Direct hit. Her palm landed squarely across Ustadh Mahmoud’s cheek just as he was trying to catch her. The elderly instructor staggered backward. His reading glasses flew off. For a moment, complete silence filled the room.

Meghan stared in horror. “Oh my God!” She rushed toward him immediately. “Ustadh, I am so, so sorry! I was trying to save myself, but apparently my hand had its own plans!”

Ustadh Mahmoud slowly rubbed his cheek. “This is... not the worst thing that has happened.”

Meghan blinked. “It isn’t?”

The instructor sighed. “Last year, a student accidentally knocked me unconscious.”

“Oh.” A pause. “Well, that actually makes me feel slightly better.”

“Please do not.” Meghan grimaced.

After taking a moment to recover from the accidental assault, she straightened her shoulders and forced a brave smile.

“Okay,” she said. “Maybe we should start over?”

Ustadh Mahmoud nodded carefully. “Very well. We shall try again.” Then, noticing Meghan preparing herself for another attempt, he quickly added: “But perhaps... we should remove the shawl first.”

Meghan looked personally offended. “Without the shawl?” She placed a hand over her heart dramatically. “That’s like eating a burger without cheese, Ustadh. It loses its soul.”

From the corner of the room, Khalid raised his hand. “For the record, darling, you almost achieved flight a minute ago.”

“Traitor. I prefer ‘concerned future husband.’” Meghan narrowed her eyes. “Whose side are you on, exactly?”

Khalid smiled sweetly. “The side that wants to see his bride reach the wedding ceremony in one piece.”

Eventually, after an operation involving three palace attendants, the shawl was finally removed. One attendant held the stubborn fabric. Another attempted to untangle a mysterious knot that had somehow formed around Meghan’s neck. The third looked dangerously close to tears as the luxurious cloth continued moving as though it possessed a personality of its own. At last, Meghan stood free. She took a deep breath. Fresh air. Freedom. 

“Okay,” she muttered. “Without the shawl, this should be much easier.”

It was the exact kind of optimism displayed by children who believe monsters disappear when they hide under blankets. 

She prepared herself. First turn. Deep breath. Confidence.

“I can do this,” she told herself.

Two seconds later—Whoops. The exact same Persian carpet betrayed her again. Her right foot caught the edge. Her body wobbled wildly. She stumbled forward like a newborn giraffe attempting its first steps.

“This cannot be happening twice!” 

She glared at the carpet. The carpet looked innocent. Meghan was unconvinced. Finally, after surviving the first rotation, she gathered every ounce of courage she possessed. Round two. This time, the enemy was not the carpet. It was her own arm. As she spun, her left hand launched itself once again in Ustadh Mahmoud’s direction.

“Hah!” The instructor reacted with astonishing speed.

With reflexes worthy of a ninja, he ducked just in time. Meghan’s hand sliced through empty air where his face had been less than a second earlier.

“Sorry!” Meghan cried. “I swear I didn’t mean to!”

But Ustadh Mahmoud had already retreated three full steps and was now holding his notebook in front of his face like a shield. “It is quite all right, Your Highness.”

His smile remained polite. His eyes, however, suggested he was beginning to reconsider several life choices. 

From behind the camera came a suspicious choking sound. Khalid was trying—and failing—not to laugh.

Determined not to give up, Meghan gathered the last remnants of her energy for one final attempt.

This time, she spun far too fast. Like a spinning top that had just been released after years in prison.

“This is actually easy—!” The words had barely left her mouth when she began twirling completely out of control.

“STOP!! STOP!!” Ustadh Mahmoud's voice rose several octaves as he pointed frantically across the room. “That vase is older than my brother!”

Indeed, Meghan was rapidly approaching a priceless antique vase standing proudly on a marble pedestal.

Khalid, who had spent the entire lesson recording from a safe distance, finally decided intervention was necessary. With surprising speed, he sprang from his chair and caught Meghan just seconds before she collided with both the vase and several centuries of Qatari history. “I’m beginning to think we should move every breakable object out of this palace before the next lesson,” Khalid remarked, struggling to suppress his laughter.

Meghan came to an abrupt stop in his arms, her hand freezing only inches away from the antique vase. “See?” she said proudly despite looking dizzy enough to challenge gravity itself. “I’m getting better.”

Across the room, Ustadh Mahmoud had already begun searching through his bag. For antacids.

After the traditional dance lesson that had nearly claimed both a historic vase and Ustadh Mahmoud’s sanity, Meghan collapsed into a plush armchair. She looked like a soldier returning from battle. Sweat trickled down her temples despite the palace air-conditioning being powerful enough to freeze an ex-boyfriend’s heart.

Beside her, Khalid sat comfortably reviewing the footage on his camera. Every few seconds, a quiet laugh escaped him.

“Look at this part,” he said, replaying the moment Meghan nearly smacked Ustadh Mahmoud a second time.

“In slow motion it looks like a low-budget action movie.” Meghan narrowed her eyes. “Keep laughing and I’ll send videos of you snoring to the entire country of Qatar.” She grabbed a cushion and launched it directly at his face.

Before Khalid could respond, the grand doors opened. A dignified elderly woman entered the room. Her traditional robes flowed elegantly behind her, and she carried a silver tray filled with delicate porcelain teacups.

“Your Highness Meghan,” she greeted politely. “I am Hajjah Sarah, Royal Tea Ceremony Mistress.”

Meghan immediately looked suspicious. “Oh no.”

Hajjah Sarah smiled. “It is time for you to learn the Al Thani family tea ceremony.”

Meghan's shoulders sagged. “I just survived death by shawl.” She pointed dramatically toward the tray. “And now I have to fight tea?”

A mischievous smile appeared on Khalid’s face. “Relax, darling. It’s easy.”

He counted on his fingers. “Pour tea. Sip tea. Smile politely.  That’s it.”

Hajjah Sarah slowly turned toward him. “This is not a coffee shop, Prince Khalid.”

Instantly, Khalid straightened his posture like a soldier being inspected by a general.

Meghan nearly choked trying not to laugh.

Hajjah Sarah carefully placed a tiny porcelain cup before her. “Now, Your Highness, hold the cup with two fingers.”

Meghan nodded. 

“Good. Not five fingers.” Hajjah Sarah said.

Meghan froze.

“Better. And certainly not like the handle of a bucket.” Hajah Sarah said.

Meghan glanced down. She had, in fact, been holding it exactly like a bucket handle.

“Right.”

With intense concentration, she lifted the cup.

The cup wobbled. Then wobbled some more. Several drops of hot tea splashed onto her hand.

“Ow! Hot!” She immediately sucked on her finger like a child who had just encountered instant noodle soup for the first time.

Hajjah Sarah sighed. “Patience, Your Highness. This is part of the learning process.” Then she pointed toward Khalid.  “Now pour tea for Prince Khalid.”

Meghan carefully picked up the teapot. Very carefully. Extremely carefully.

Unfortunately, she made the mistake of looking directly into Khalid’s annoyingly handsome face. As a result, the tea completely missed the cup. And landed directly on his shoe.

Khalid looked down. “Well.” He nodded thoughtfully. “I’ve always wanted tea-flavored footwear.”

Meghan covered her face. “I’m sorry.” A pause. “I think I’m the Arabic version of Cinderella’s curse.”

Hajjah Sarah remained unfazed. “Very well.” She clapped her hands once. “We shall skip theory and proceed directly to practical training.” The tone suggested she had completely given up.

Two attendants entered carrying additional trays filled with teacups, silver teapots, and tiny pastries so beautiful they looked almost too perfect to eat.

Meghan stared at one. “It looks like a smiling emoji.”

“That pastry symbolizes happiness,” Hajjah Sarah explained.

“Perfect.” Meghan immediately grabbed two. “I’m taking extra happiness as insurance.”

Before anyone could stop her, she had already eaten one. Suddenly, a large man entered through the curtains. His turban was approximately the size of a travel pillow. In his arms rested a fluffy white Persian cat.

“Apologies,” he said breathlessly. “I’m late.” He lifted the cat. “I had to bring Bella. Grandmother insists she attend the tea ritual.”

Meghan blinked. “Tea.” She pointed at the cat. “...With a cat?”

Khalid chuckled. “Family tradition. Of course it is. If Bella falls asleep during the ceremony,” Khalid explained, “it means the bride has received the family’s blessing.”

Bella stared directly at Meghan. Her round eyes were filled with silent judgment. Meghan suddenly felt as though she were being interrogated by a tiny furry judge.

The ceremony resumed. Hajjah Sarah gave another signal. Meghan carefully lifted her teacup. Steady. Balanced. No spilling. No shaking. No accidental attacks on historical objects. Success.

“Yes!” Meghan whispered triumphantly.

Then—Bella sneezed. A tiny, adorable sneeze. But it was enough.

Meghan jumped. The teacup wobbled. Tea flew through the air. And landed directly on Hajjah Sarah’s robe.

Silence. Absolute silence.

Khalid stopped breathing.

Meghan froze.

Bella immediately curled into a ball and went back to sleep.

Hajjah Sarah slowly closed her eyes.

Nobody moved.

Nobody spoke.

Nobody dared.

Then something completely unexpected happened.

Hajjah Sarah laughed.

“Alhamdulillah,” Hajjah Sarah said with a chuckle as she dabbed at her robe. “It’s been a long time since someone spilled tea on me. They say it’s a sign that a guest brings blessings.”

Meghan immediately released a breath she felt she had been holding for an entire century.

“Oh my God,” she groaned. “I was this close to applying for a return visa to New York.”

Khalid rose from his chair and wrapped an arm around her shoulders.

“There you go, darling,” he said. “You’ve officially passed the tea ceremony.”

Meghan smiled in relief. “Great.”

A pause.

“Only five more rituals to go.”

Meghan froze. “Five?”

Khalid’s grin widened. “Just wait until you meet Uncle Sa’id. He loves hosting midnight card tournaments.” He nodded thoughtfully. “My favorite family tradition.”

Meghan stared at him. “You people have favorite family traditions involving sleep deprivation?”

Khalid laughed. “You haven’t heard the best part yet.”

Meghan narrowed her eyes. “There’s more?”

“He usually plays until sunrise while drinking warm goat milk and singing Indian songs from the 1990s.”

Meghan slowly turned toward the ceiling. “I think I’m going to need a vacation after my wedding.”

Laughter filled the room. Even Bella, who had just woken up, merely yawned, stretched elegantly, and promptly fell asleep again.

*Monaco — Saint Coeur Charity Foundation Hall.

Kate moved gracefully through the grand corridors of the Saint Coeur Charity Foundation in the heart of Monaco. Beside her walked Pierre, looking effortlessly perfect in a tailored gray suit and wearing the signature smile that regularly caused elderly ladies at orphanages to forget what they were talking about.

Kate greeted guests warmly as she passed. Occasionally, she stopped to bend down and speak with children gathered in a corner, busy drawing colorful pictures. For a few peaceful moments, everything appeared to be going perfectly. Then her phone vibrated inside her designer clutch.

Meghan Calling...

Kate glanced at the screen. Her eyebrows immediately rose.

Pierre noticed the name and chuckled. “Answer it.”

Kate shot him a look. “I’m working.”

Pierre shrugged. “You know as well as I do that if Meghan is calling from Qatar at this hour, the situation has already escalated to a national emergency.”

Kate sighed. “Dear God.” She closed her eyes briefly. “Please don’t let this be about another antique vase.”

Quietly excusing herself, she slipped behind a decorative palm tree that had somehow become the silent witness to most royal disasters in her life.

Then she answered.

“Hello?”

On the other end, Meghan sounded as though she had just finished running a marathon while being chased by an angry goat.

“KATE!”

Kate immediately straightened. “Meghan?”

“Oh my God, KATE!”

“What happened?”

“I NEED YOU!”

Kate’s heart nearly stopped.

“Meghan, please don’t tell me you burned down the palace kitchen.”

“It’s worse!”

Kate blinked.

“Worse?”

“I nearly forced Ustadh Mahmoud into early retirement after accidentally slapping him twice.”

Kate’s eyes widened.

“I almost destroyed a vase worth more than an apartment.”

“Oh no.”

“And I just spilled tea all over the Royal Tea Ceremony Mistress!”

Kate nearly dropped her phone.

“You’re serious?”

“I’m a tornado wearing a shawl, Kate!”

Her voice cracked dramatically.

“And I’M NOT DONE YET!”

Kate pinched the bridge of her nose.

“How is that even possible?”

“There are FIVE MORE RITUALS!”

Meghan sounded on the verge of collapse.

“Tomorrow I have to play cards with Khalid’s Uncle Sa’id!”

Kate frowned.

“That doesn’t sound so bad.”

“He plays until dawn!”

A dramatic pause.

“While drinking warm goat milk and singing Indian love songs from the nineties!”

Kate had to cover her mouth to stop herself from laughing.

Across the room, Pierre noticed her expression and immediately began pretending to cough into his hand.

“Meghan,” Kate said carefully, “it’s just a family tradition.”

“No, Kate.” Meghan sounded horrified. “This is royal MasterChef. And I’m the raw chicken.”

Kate finally laughed. “Oh, Meghan. How do these things keep happening to you? Aren’t you supposed to be learning elegance from Khalid?”

“Elegance?” Meghan scoffed. “I looked possessed during dance practice.”

A loud voice suddenly echoed in the background.

“Your Highness Meghan, Ustadh Mahmoud is waiting for the shoulder movement revision session.”

Meghan immediately shrieked. “I DON’T WANT TO SPIN ANYMORE!”

A brief struggle followed. Then she returned to the phone.

“Kate.” Her voice became unexpectedly small. “Please come here.”

Kate blinked.

“I need you.” The panic had disappeared.

Now she simply sounded exhausted. “I’m either going to die from exhaustion or become a national meme if I do this alone.”

Kate softened immediately. She glanced toward Pierre.

Pierre had already figured out exactly what Meghan was asking.

Without hesitation, he walked over and gently took the phone from Kate’s hand. “Hey, Meg.”

“Pierre!”

“Try not to give my wife a nervous breakdown from two thousand miles away.”

Meghan groaned. “No promises.”

Pierre smiled. “But don’t
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