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It sucks having
one of the most recognized faces on the planet.

Born into
European royalty, I am the oldest of three sons of the reigning
king and queen. My whole life was mapped out while I was still
shitting in my silk diapers. I try to never contemplate how much
more I would like my life if I had a shred of freedom; freedom is a
pipe dream.

People envy me.
I see it in their faces. What they don’t know is that I envy them
even more. I wish I could throw on a t-shirt and go to the market
to pick up a pack of smokes without being mobbed. Even smoking the
occasional cig lands me on the front page of the tabloids if I’m
not careful. Forget about going to a club or wandering the shops -
that’s impossible without a plan of attack that rivals anything Sun
Tzu had to coordinate.

Don’t get me
started on dating. The list of approved women I can see socially
disgusts me - not one of them would know a good time if it slapped
them upside their perfectly coiffed heads. The last approved date I
went on was with a woman so boring I wanted to stab my eyeballs out
with toothpicks by the end of the night. Never mind that she only
let me kiss her hand, getting laid was out of the question. I went
home that night and jerked off to the first half-decent porn video
I could find.

Sex is rarely
an issue. When I’m horny, my security team sneak in a girl. While
that serves its purpose, I would prefer to get a girl on my own.
Most guys go to the pub when they’re itching for pussy and want to
score. Doing that isn’t an option for me. Well, not usually, but I
have figured out a way to make it happen.

The idea came
to me when I was 15. I was playing fetch with our pet, a Shetland
sheepdog, in our eight-acre backyard. I threw the ball harder than
I meant to and it sailed over the 10-foot high fence that circled
our property. The pup plastered himself against the fence, whining
for his favorite ball that lay mere feet away. I was desperate to
put Russell out of his misery.

Spotting the
garden shed, I didn’t ponder what I did next. With the skills that
most 15-year-old boys have, I climbed onto the roof of the shed and
grabbed a hold of a tree branch. I shimmied to the other side of
the tree and over to the other side of the fence. I dropped to the
ground and threw the ball over the fence to an ecstatic pup. I
scaled the tree again, dropped back onto the roof of the garden
shed, and resumed our game of fetch. It wasn’t until I was in bed
that night that it hit me that I’d left the royal grounds and no
one had known.

A month passed
before I “escaped” again, that time venturing a few blocks away
before someone recognized me. The strange old dude tried to snatch
me and I almost crapped my pants when I realized how vulnerable I
was. I ran back to the safety of the royal palace as fast as my
stick legs could move.

Before sneaking
out again, I prepared myself so I would never be recognized. I had
my voice coach show me a few tricks to speak differently so no one
would be able to pinpoint how they knew my voice. I had my mum’s
makeup lady show me how to thicken my eyebrows with a pencil and
add powder to my nose so it looked longer than it was. That,
combined with a few drawn on freckles that look more like moles,
changed my face enough so no one would associate me with the prince
that I was. When I added a ball cap to cover up my lengthy
forehead, I was incognito.

My swagger,
another distinguishing trait, was easily solved with a pair of
sneakers, one that had a built-in lift. The shoes caused me to walk
like I had a sore hip but that was better than my normal trademark
gait.

The only
remaining issue was a scar on my chest from when I’d had surgery as
a child. Everyone in the world knew about it. Luckily, most ladies
were fine having sex with the lights out and most women spent more
time squeezing my ass than rubbing my chest. And when it was a
quickie, no one went near the scar.
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