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Morning begins before the sun. It always does. My valet knocks twice before entering, his movements quiet and rehearsed. I sit at the edge of the bed, already awake, already tired. The sheets beside me are smooth and untouched; my wife has been sleeping in her own chambers again. No one mentions it.

By seven, I’m dressed and seated in the private dining room. She joins me precisely on time—perfect posture, immaculate hair, the kind of composure that has become both her shield and mine. We exchange pleasantries over tea and toast, as if reading from the same invisible script.

“Another long day,” she says, spreading marmalade with mechanical care.

“They all are,” I reply.

We discuss the minister’s proposal for agricultural reform, a state visit from the Northern Provinces, and the possibility of a new charity initiative bearing our names. Not once do we look at each other for more than a few seconds. The conversation ends when her secretary arrives with a folder, and I feel almost relieved.

The rest of the morning blurs into ceremony. Meetings. Briefings. Smiles. A constant hum of people who depend on me to appear effortless. Cameras click, hands shake, promises are made that I know will be rewritten before nightfall.

At midday, I visit a children’s hospital. It’s supposed to be inspiring. Instead, I catch sight of myself in a mirror near the exit—a man in a suit, smiling for a cause he barely understands. The children’s laughter follows me out to the car, echoing louder than the praise of my advisors.

By afternoon, I’m back in the council chamber. My wife is there too, across the table, her attention fixed on her notes. When she speaks, it’s with grace and authority, the kind that reminds everyone why the world adores her. I almost admire it. Almost.

When the meeting ends, she glances my way, a polite curve of her lips that looks like affection to anyone watching. “Dinner tonight?” she asks.

“Of course,” I answer.

The words taste like duty.

Evening arrives with a steady drizzle, the kind that turns the palace windows into mirrors. We dine together again, a small performance for the staff. The conversation is about weather patterns, charity events, the Prime Minister’s latest speech. Her laughter is soft, practiced, perfect. I wonder when I last made her truly laugh.

Afterward, she excuses herself for correspondence, and I linger in the empty hall. The guards bow as I pass. They know where I’m going, though no one dares to say it. My personal security detail has already been briefed—the alternate route, the unmarked car, the service entrance.

Every step feels both reckless and inevitable.

Outside, the city hums beneath a low ceiling of clouds and heavy rain. The palace fades behind me, its lights soft and distant. 

The car glides through the city like a secret. Even with the tinted windows and the quiet hum of the engine, I feel exposed—as though the very air knows where I’m going and why.

His name isn’t one that ever appears in official records. To the world, he doesn’t exist. To me, he’s going to be the only person who ever made me feel seen. He’s careful, discreet, everything this life requires him to be.

I told myself this will be the only time. It won’t be. I know that in the future I’m going to find excuses to leave the palace—inspections, late-night meetings, the sort of obligations that no one questions when you wear a crown.

But it isn’t duty that pulls me from my wife’s side tonight. It’s longing.

I’ve always known what I am. Even as a boy, before titles and ceremonies, I understood that my heart moved differently. I noticed the way men carried themselves, the ease in their laughter, the quiet confidence that drew my eyes when it shouldn’t have. I learned to hide it early, the way one learns to breathe quietly in a room full of listening ears.

Royal life has no room for deviation. My marriage was arranged before I was old enough to know what love truly was. My wife and I perform our duties with grace, and perhaps that’s enough for the world—but not for me.

He is going to be my escape. Not from her, but from the version of myself that smiles for cameras and signs decrees. With him, I’m not a prince or a symbol. I’m just a man allowed to want something genuine, even if it must stay hidden.

My private secretary arranged the meeting. He’s been with me since I was a boy—has seen me stumble through duty and learn the language of restraint. He knows my habits, my tempers, my silences. He knows the kind of loneliness that comes with being watched and never truly seen. So when he suggests a “private engagement” outside the palace schedule, I understand without asking. It’s how he has always protected me—by pretending not to know what he already does.

The plan is simple, discreet. A royal suite at the Royal Astoria under an assumed diplomatic booking. The curtains drawn, the staff briefed to silence, the guards told only what they need to know. My secretary doesn’t offer details, and I don’t request them. There are no names, no explanations—just an understanding that this is something I need.

As the hotel nears, my pulse steadies. I tell myself this is foolish, dangerous, impossible. And yet, I keep going. Because wanting to be with him feels like the only honest thing I’ve done in years.

The rain has stopped by the time park at the back entrance of the Royal Astoria. I thank the driver and step out into the cool night air, heart steady, face unreadable.

The back kitchen door opens ahead of me, scurrying me secretly to my suite, and the world I’m supposed to live in disappears.

***
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The heavy doors of the royal suite close behind me with a soft, final thud, and I exhale, the weight of my crown lifting from my shoulders, if only for an hour. The silence that follows is opulent, broken only by the faint click of the lock engaging. I turn slowly, my heart pounding in my chest, and there he is—standing across the room, his presence a beacon in the dimly lit chamber. The air feels thick, charged with anticipation, as if every molecule is waiting for us to move. His eyes, dark and knowing, meet mine, and in that moment, I see no judgment, only desire. Raw, unfiltered desire that mirrors my own. He’s not here for the prince; he’s here for the man. The thought sends a shiver down my spine, a mix of relief and arousal.
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