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Chapter 1: Geneviève




Ihave to stop myself from taking a step closer to my brother Remi when we walk into the grand dining room of the Royal Palace of Monaco. The whole Royal Family is here, including Crown Prince Gustav, Princess Jasmine, and all their grown children—or almost all of them. 

I’ve never met any of them before and I definitely have never set foot in the palace before.

“Remember what I told you,” Remi growls in my ear. “Stay close to me and don’t ever let yourself be alone with any of them. They’re snakes—every last one of them.”

I nod. My family has been going over this every ten minutes every day for weeks. I can’t count the number of times someone has warned me about how rotten the Royal Family is.

My father, three brothers, and my two cousins stand on this side of the room. I’m the only female member of the Lefebvre family present.

Plenty of women stand on the Royal Family’s side. Besides Princess Jasmine, her sister Marguerite and Jasmine’s two daughters, Simone and Emeline, stand over there with Crown Prince Gustav and his sons, Christophe, Pascal, Renáld, and Marguerite’s son and daughter, Dorian and Johanne.

The Crown Prince’s nephews, Casim and Salvatore, also stand over there with their sister Daphne. The three of them came to live at the palace after their father’s death ten years ago. 

The Crown Prince treats the three of them as his own and they are considered as much his children as his own sons and daughters.

Of course I only know all of that from the press releases—and from my family briefing me on who I would meet at this official dinner. I’ve never met any of these people before, much less stood in the same room with them.

No one moves a muscle for at least a minute when my family steps into the dining room. A matching wave of tension goes through the Royal Family on their side.

I can see their reactions written all over their faces. The Crown Prince, his sons, nephews, and even his daughters and nieces narrow their eyes at my family. There’s no love lost between their side and ours.

My father breaks the tension by stepping forward to greet the Crown Prince. My father stops in front of the Crown Prince and they clasp each other’s hands. They don’t kiss each other on the cheek nor do they hug. That would be asking too much.

“You are most welcome, my old friend,” the Crown Prince begins. “Thank you for coming to meet with us. Please—introduce us to your lovely family and let’s sit down like real people.”

My father pretends to laugh. I could cut the tension with a knife.

They separate their hands instantly and the Crown Prince waves to his wife and oldest children. “This is my wife, the Princess Jasmine.” He waves toward my father. “This is Silvain Lefebvre.” 

My father bows to Princess Jasmine, kisses her hand, and murmurs, “It’s an honor, Your Highness.”

The Crown Prince goes through the whole group and introduces Christophe as his heir. No one mentions why the Crown Prince’s second oldest son is his heir.

The Crown Prince’s oldest son isn’t here. He’s the only member of the Royal Family not present.

The Crown Prince’s children and nephews greet my father just as stiffly. Then it’s time for my father to introduce the Royal Family to all of us.

My father leads them over to us and starts the introductions with my oldest brother Raoul. Then my father introduces Remi, then my brother Marcel, and my two cousins, Gabriel and René.

My father comes to me last of all and the whole group stops in front of me. “This is my daughter, Geneviève, as I’m sure you know.”

I curtsey to the Crown Prince as politely as I can. “The honor is all mine, Your Highness,” I murmur.

He clasps my hands and lifts me to my feet. “Not at all, my dear. You are most welcome. May I introduce my son, Christophe?”

My eyes shoot to Christophe, but he’s already eyeing me with the same intense hostility radiating from the whole Royal Family.

He would be good-looking if he wasn’t one of them. His black hair and black eyes give him an exotic, elegant appearance.

His immaculate tuxedo doesn’t hurt, either. He’s almost six feet tall with a strong, athletic build and sharp, alert, flashing eyes.

His gaze flickers down to my full-length gown with the low, scoop neckline. I’m wearing a full chiffon skirt with a tight, corset top and a jeweled pendent hanging not quite all the way to my cleavage.

He takes in my whole carefully constructed appearance in one glance. I can just hear my brother Remi’s words ringing in my ears for the thousandth time.

“You want to look attractive but not slutty. You want to interest him without making it seem like you’re throwing yourself at him—or that we’re throwing you at him.”

“You are throwing me at him,” I pointed out. “I never asked for this, remember?”

I take in Christophe’s expression in one glance. He’s as displeased with this arrangement as I am. His father is probably making him go through with it to seal the peace between our families.

Neither Christophe nor I get a chance to say a word before the Crown Prince waves toward the big dining table. It’s set for all of us to sit down and have dinner.

“Let’s sit down,” the Crown Prince suggests. “I’m sure we can discuss this in a civilized manner and come to an agreement.”

Our family advances into the room and spreads around the table. My brothers and cousins get even more agitated when the palace butlers and servants try to show us to our seats.

My designated seat is in the middle of the table near Johanne, Simone, and Emeline. Remi flares up immediately. “They’re trying to separate you from us.” He gets in the butler’s face. “Put her down here with us. No, she’s not going to sit there.”

He actually takes hold of my arm and pulls me down the table. He puts me between him and Raoul—as far away as possible from the Crown Prince, my father, and of course Christophe.

The Crown Prince and the rest of the Royal Family stand and watch from their end of the table. None of them intervenes until Remi pushes me into a random chair and parks himself next to me. 

Raoul obviously wasn’t expecting this, but he sits down on my other side anyway. 

The place card in front of me says, Marcel Lefebvre, on it. Marcel sits in my old place between Simone and Emeline.

No one makes any comment about him posing a threat to them or them posing a threat to him.

The rest of both families sit down. The hostility and explosive energy pulses through the room at an epic pitch, but no one acts on it.

The Crown Prince waves my father to the chair at the Prince Gustav’s right hand. Christophe sits on his father’s other side. 

The servers start going around the room pouring drinks and passing out hors d’oeuvres to everyone. A few people start talking to each other on either side or across the table.

Marcel starts talking to both Simone and Emeline like his family and theirs never disliked each other at all. Emeline laughs at something he says.

The Crown Prince, my father, and Christophe start talking, too, but I can’t hear them over the general hubbub in the room. The clink of silverware and all the other voices drown out their conversation, but I already know what they’re talking about.

“They can’t seriously expect to just marry you off for political gain,” Remi mutters under his breath.

“Why can’t they?” I ask. “The Royal Houses of Europe have been doing the same thing for centuries—maybe even millennia. They can do the same thing now.”

“This is the twenty-first century!” he hisses. “It’s barbaric! Just look at them. The Prince’s oldest son is in hiding and wanted on criminal charges. His father disowned him and the Royal Family disavowed him. No one even knows where he is in spite of the authorities scouring the world for him.” He snorts at the Royal Family. “I’ll bet every single one of them is as rotten as he is.”

“Maybe everyone is sick and tired of this feud going on between our families,” I tell him. “Maybe it’s time to put it to rest—and what better way than for Silvain Lefebvre’s daughter to marry the Crown Prince’s son? It sounds like a fairy tale.”

“It sounds like a nightmare!” he snaps. “Don’t tell me you actually want to marry him.”

“I didn’t say I was happy about it. He looks like the biggest shark in the pond.”

Remi snorts again. Raoul overhears our conversation and chimes in, but he doesn’t turn his head. He faces straight in front of him so he doesn’t draw attention to himself. “We might be able to turn this to our advantage.”

“How?!” Remi snaps. “How does selling our sister to our worst enemy help us at all? We should be arming for war—not making peace with them.”

“We are arming for war, brother,” Raoul murmurs. “We’re sending a spy behind enemy lines to strike the enemy where it hurts.”

Remi’s head shoots up. “What?”

Raoul finally turns his head and looks down into my eyes. “You’ll be closer to Christophe than anyone. He’s the Prince’s heir. You’ll be able to hit him where it counts and strike a blow against the Prince.”

I glance down the table toward Christophe. I’m just in the middle of saying, “I don’t know about that……” when he happens to look up at me. He only makes eye contact for a split second before he looks away.

That moment sends a shiver up my spine. I don’t know anything about him, but he isn’t the kind that will be easily duped into anything. He understands this agreement as well as I do—maybe even better than I do.

His brothers and cousins don’t talk much on their side of the table—or if they do, they talk to their sisters, aunt, and female cousins.

I only have to look around me to see them all planning the same thing. The Royal Family is treating this as an act of war, too.

This arranged marriage between me and Christophe that my father and the Crown Prince are planning right now—this won’t bring peace to our families—not at all.

“This is a really terrible idea,” I murmur under my breath.

“I’ve been saying that from the beginning,” Remi snaps.

“It’s a great idea,” Raoul repeats. “We should have thought of this a long time ago, but I suppose you weren’t old enough to get married. That’s okay. We’ll just have to make the most of it now while we have the chance.”

Almost at his word, the Crown Prince stands up. That’s the signal for everyone else to do the same thing even though the servers haven’t started serving the meal yet.

The Crown Prince and my father stroll out of the dining room side by side like they’re the best of friends. Christophe follows and stays with them.

The rest of the group trails out behind those three. I would be getting lost in the shuffle, but Raoul and Remi never leave me alone for an instant. They flank me in a guarding posture to keep everyone in the Royal Family away from me, including the women.

Pascal happens to get too close to me, but anyone can see it’s completely unintentional. He’s the Crown Prince’s third son, younger than Christophe and older than Renáld.

No one considers Pascal a threat. He was born with his face badly deformed. He’s hideously ugly and always keeps to himself. He never gives interviews, never leaves the palace unless he’s going somewhere with his family, and never speaks in public.

No one knows anything about his personality. Maybe he doesn’t even have one. Everyone prefers to forget he exists. 

Remi and Raoul sure treat him as a threat. They cut between him and me, nudge him out of the way, and give him threatening looks to make him back off.

He immediately looks away from them and doesn’t say a word even to apologize before he retreats to the other side of the group.

I really wish Remi and Raoul would stop acting this way, but it doesn’t really make any difference in the end.

I’ve been expressing my doubts about this arranged marriage ever since my father first came up with the idea. No one will listen.

My two older sisters and all my other relatives think it’s high time the Lefebvre family made peace with the Royal Family of Monaco. No one can even remember how the feud started. 

I never wanted to go through with an arranged marriage in the first place, but my brothers’ comments make this sound like an even worse idea than it already was.

This is bound to end badly—and I’ll be the one caught in the middle of it.








  
  
Chapter 2: Christophe




“You aren’t really going to go through with this, are you?” my cousin Casim snaps. 

“I agree with Casim,” Salvatore adds. “This is a terrible idea. How do we know this isn’t a trick by the Lefebvre family to stab the Crown Prince in the back?”

“Try to explain that to Father,” I reply over my shoulder while I straighten my vest, tie, and shirt cuffs. “If you can convince him, more power to you.”

“You better protect yourself from her,” my other cousin Dorian points out. “They could be trying to slip her inside your room to kill you or something.”

I snort at him. “She’s half my size. I think I can handle her.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” Pascal chimes in. “Did you see the way she was looking around the table at dinner the other night? She looked as anxious about this as we are. She doesn’t want to go through with this any more than we do. Her father is making her do it.”

“I saw the same thing and I agree with you,” I tell him. “Did you see her brothers talking to her? They’re the ones we have to worry about.”

“You’re deluding yourself,” Dorian counters. “She’s one of them. She wouldn’t betray her own family—not for us, not for the Royal House, and certainly not for you. If you saw all that, then you must have seen her glaring at you. She hates you.”

I try to laugh that off. “Then we’re even because I hate her, too.” I turn around and start pulling on my jacket. “Don’t worry. I’ll keep an eye on her. Besides, I’m about to be alone with her in a closed room. If she plans to try anything, she should show it now.”

“Give her a chance, Christophe,” Pascal tells me. “Don’t automatically assume she’s hostile or dangerous. Let her show herself before you make up your mind.”

“I plan to, brother. Now please stop talking about this. I have to go.”

I straighten my jacket and adjust my appearance one last time before I walk out of the room. My brothers and cousins come with me. 

We leave the drawing room where I’ve been getting ready, pass down the long, wide, ornately tiled palace corridors, and enter a different drawing room right outside the grand palace ballroom.

Silvain Lefebvre and his family are already in there, including Silvain’s sons, Raoul, Remi, and Marcel, plus Silvain’s nephews, Gabriel and René.

My gaze snaps to Geneviève. She’s wearing a much simpler dress this time than the one she wore to the formal arrangement dinner. This one is a knee-length, green business dress with a band around the waist and a beige blazer over it.

She has a nice body. I have to give her that much. She’s a very well taken care of young lady of twenty-three.

She isn’t bad looking, either. She wore her chestnut hair flowing out across her pale shoulders the night of the dinner. It sets off her green eyes and dainty lips.

Now she wears her hair twisted up in a tasteful swooping ridge up the back of her head. She would look attractive either way if she wasn’t my family’s worst enemy.

Her eyes go cold and her walls come up when she sees me looking at her. No one has to explain any of this to her—or me.

I find myself studying her while my father and Silvain go through the usual pleasantries. I don’t need to listen to any of that.

The two of them have already decided to go through with this arranged marriage. That’s one thing you learn quickly when you grow up in the Royal Family. Never question Father’s decisions.

He’s the Crown Prince. What he says goes. Arguing about it won’t make any difference except perhaps to make it worse for the person arguing against it.

Silvain Lefebvre’s daughter is the absolute last person on Planet Earth I would ever marry. I can’t think of any good reason to bring a viper like that into the Royal Palace, but my father didn’t ask for my opinion.

He’s doing this for the good of the monarchy. That’s the only explanation. He thinks the feud between the Royal Family and the Lefebvre family is hurting the monarchy somehow.

Just don’t ask me how it’s hurting us. I don’t see that it effects the Royal Family at all, but I’m not the Crown Prince—not yet.

I guess I’ll just be one of those princes who keeps a mistress on the side. I’ll find the girl I really want to spend my time with. I’ll make public appearances with Geneviève and then I’ll just live a shadow life behind the scenes.

I wouldn’t be the first man to do it and I’m sure I won’t be the last.

It isn’t the way I want to live, though. I was raised to be a faithful father and husband to one woman—ideally the woman who would become my Crown Princess after my father dies.

It twists the knife in my guts that the title will go to one of our enemies. I’ll never be able to trust her, but I guess all of that is someone else’s decision, too.

My father waves me forward. Geneviève tells me it’s nice to see me again and holds out her hand. I kiss the back of her knuckles and tell her the pleasure is all mine. 

These formalities mean exactly nothing. Our mouths say one thing while we’re both thinking the opposite.

My father and Silvain exchange a few more meaningless pleasantries before my father says, “Let’s take a walk around the palace and leave these two to get to know each other better.”

I stay where I am and wait for everyone else to leave. At least Geneviève and I won’t have to make conversation while everyone stands around listening to every word. 

Heaven knows we’ll get scrutinized by the press every time we step outside. Everyone will examine our relationship under a microscope in search of any sign that it isn’t real.

We’ll have to get very good at acting and pretending that we’re deeply in love. I don’t look forward to that, but I’ll do it for the monarchy and the family.

I wait just long enough for the door to close behind Marcel. Then I throw myself down on the nearest couch and prop my foot on the table in front of me.

“Take a seat,” I tell her. “There’s no need to be so formal.”

She doesn’t move. Her expression turns to granite—even more than it was before. “No, thank you,” she simpers. “I’ll stand.”

My head shoots up and I stare at her. “You don’t have to like it any better than I do. You might as well sit down and make yourself comfortable until they come back.”

She still doesn’t move. She stares off in another direction.

I can’t believe what I’m seeing. Does she really plan to just ignore me and give me the silent treatment—possibly forever?

I decide to try a different approach to break the ice. “When did you graduate from university? You specialized in chemistry, didn’t you?”

She turns her head very slightly farther away. “I haven’t graduated yet.”

“Do you have another year to go? I thought you were in your third year, but I suppose I must have been mistaken.”

“I was in my third year.” 

My ears prick up. “What do you mean—you were? Did you finish your third year, Then you have one more year, don’t you?”

Her iron veneer cracks just a little bit and she looks down at her hands. “I finished my third year. My father told me not to go back.”

My mouth goes dry. “Why did he do that?” I’m not sure I want to hear the answer to this.

“He told me not to go back because of this marriage arrangement,” she blurts out. “He said it wouldn’t do any good anyway—and he’s right. It isn’t as though I would ever be able to use my degree here.”

I gape at the side of her face. She lets her guard down just for a second—just long enough for me to see how unbelievably devastated she is by this decision.

Jesus Christ! If I ever thought Silvain Lefebvre was a scumbag, I get the confirmation when I see what he’s doing to his own daughter.

Does my father know about this? Does he have a clue that Silvain is making his daughter quit school so he can finalize this marriage?

My father would never go along with that if he knew. I’m certain of it. He would delay the marriage by at least a year—at least until she finishes her degree. That’s the only decent thing to do.

He won’t do it because he doesn’t know about it. I can’t even tell him. Silvain and Geneviève would be publicly humiliated if my father delayed or backed out on the arrangement now.

I lower my voice. I hope I sound soft enough to make her realize that I know what this means. “I’m sorry,” I tell her. “I never would have agreed to this if I had known.”

Her head whips around fast. “I don’t need your pity!” she snaps. “This is an arrangement—nothing else. Don’t you dare even think it could be anything else. Do you think I give a damn what you want or whether you’re sorry? Don’t try to be nice to me. Don’t talk to me. Don’t even look at me. I never asked for this. Don’t think you’re going to swoop in and save the day with your Prince Charming act. Just leave me alone and I’ll leave you alone. Don’t make it worse than it is by trying to sugar-coat it into something else.”

She immediately looks away, but those words switch my mind off. What a heartless, unfeeling witch.

I snort again and stand up, but I don’t walk away. This is my house—not hers. I walk right up next to her so she’ll be certain to hear every word I say. I bend in low next to her face even though she’s still facing away from me.

“Don’t worry,” I hiss. “That is the last time I will ever try to be nice to you. You want to be alone? That’s exactly what you’ll get.”

I turn away and walk out of the room. I make sure to walk out calmly and I leave the doors standing wide open. My father and hers will come back and find her alone.

Heartless witch. Never again. She can take care of herself for all I care.

She’s a statue in the corner as far as I’m concerned. She’s nothing. She’s a piece of furniture. That’s all she’s good for.








  
  
Chapter 3: Geneviève




My two older sisters Marina and Cécile hover around me straightening my wedding veil. “You look beautiful,” Marina breathes and blinks tears out of her eyes. 

Fortunately, the veil hides her agonized features. I pretend to look in the mirror behind her, but I’m really just staring into space waiting for the moment of truth. I don’t want anyone being happy about this wedding.

I’ll go downstairs in a minute, get into a limo, and ride to the cathedral to marry Christophe. I’ll go through all of that while the press films and photographs the whole royal wedding.

Women and girls all over Europe will sob into their handkerchiefs and tissues because Christophe won’t be on the market anymore. No one will be able to call him the most eligible bachelor in Europe anymore.

I’m sure that won’t stop him from getting any girl he wants. The press doesn’t say anything about him playing around, but he could if he wanted to.

He’ll probably go all out and enjoy himself, now that he’s safely married. No one will expect him to do anything responsible with women ever again because he’ll already be taken—in name at least.

I don’t know why I’m even thinking this—except that I always secretly hoped I would find love and happiness with someone.

That will never happen now. What a mockery this wedding is turning into. It’s the opposite of everything a wedding should be.

I sigh and give it up. I’ve been going around and around in my mind all this time about whether I should go through with this.

It’s the morning of the wedding, so it’s too late for me to back out now. I’m already wearing my dress and waiting for the limo to come and pick me up.

My aunt Aline comes into the room. “The limo is here, darling.” She steps in front of me, cuts off my view of the mirror, and kisses me on the cheek. “I’m so happy for you. I know you’re going to make the whole family proud.”

I mumble something like, “Thank you, Auntie.” I have to go. 

Don’t ask me why all these people are acting like I’m really marrying Christophe. I can’t stand him. I hate him as much for being the guy on the other end as for being a member of the Royal Family.

That private conversation we had—the one where we were supposed to get to know each other better—that sealed the deal. Now I hate him even more.

Now he represents everything I hate about this deal. He’s the reason I had to quit school. He’s the reason I have to marry someone I don’t like or even know.

He had to rub it in my face that I had to quit school. It isn’t even that I wanted so badly to be a chemist. Some part of me always knew I wouldn’t be.

I did want to get my degree, though. Now I can’t even do that—because of him.

I hate him for trying to smooth it over and make it okay when it never can be. I hate him for realizing how upset I am about it.

Now I’ll see all of those things every time I look at him. I wish I could slap that look right off his face, but I can’t even do that.

I lift my skirts to head down the sweeping hotel stairs to the lobby. Reporters pack the place on both sides.

A blinding sea of flashes and glaring lights follows me outside. Everyone snaps pictures and runs their video cameras to film me getting into the limo.

My attendants and servants follow me and carry the train of my dress. The chauffeur opens the limo door for me to get in. Then all the attendants and servants stuff the rest of the train inside with me. 

Marina and Cécile get into the limo with me to ride to the church. My father, Raoul, Remi, and Marcel are already sitting in the seat inside the car, so we definitely can’t talk about anything now.

My father clasps my hand. “You look stunning, my dear.”

I let him kiss me on the cheek, too. At least the veil is there to stop him from touching my skin.

I shrink farther and farther away from the human race as the car glides away from the curb. I look out the window feeling…..nothing. I’m not really here. I don’t exist. 

The press photographs and films someone else—someone I don’t know and have never heard of.

Christophe will marry some unknown, nameless, faceless, cardboard cut-out princess. He’ll keep doing his thing and living his royal life over there on the other side of the country.

I’ll keep living my normal life and doing my thing. I’ll keep living so far away from him that I’m barely aware of his existence. I’ll hear about him and his new bride in the press. Other than that, he might as well be on the moon.

The limo stops in front of the cathedral. I see myself from a million miles away. I could be watching this happen in a dream for all I care.

My father kisses me again, congratulates me, and gets out of the car with my sisters and my aunt. Then Marcel gets out.

My sisters and the attendants gather around the car waiting for me to get out so they can help me with my skirts and train.

I’m just about to heave myself outside when Raoul stops me. He grabs my arm, pulls me back inside, and shoves something into my hand.

“Take this,” he whispers. “Don’t let anyone see it.”

I look down at a gun in my hand. It’s a small revolver barely big enough to fit in my palm.

I blink at it in disbelief. Is this real?

“As soon as you get into Christophe’s apartment, you can shoot him and escape through the patio doors,” Raoul goes on in a hushed murmur. “That will lead you out into the grounds. You can escape from the palace that way.”

“As soon as you leave the apartment, turn left off the balcony, throw the gun into the bushes, follow the pathway past the rose garden, and step up onto the bench against the wall,”  Remi tells me. “We’ll station our men there to meet you and drive you away from the palace. Don’t worry about anything. We’ll make sure nothing happens to you afterward. We’ll send you into hiding until this whole thing blows over.”

I can’t stop staring at the gun. They want me to shoot Christophe? Seriously?

My father startles me back to my senses by calling from outside the car. “Darling! It’s time to go!”

“I can’t do this!” I shove the gun back toward Raoul. “I can’t! It isn’t right!”

“You have to!” He pushes my hand back at me. “Hide the gun in your clothes so you have it with you when you leave the cathedral to go back to the palace. Understand? Wait until you’re alone with him and he lets his guard down. Shoot him while he’s asleep if you have to.”

My father bends down and calls through the door just then. “What’s taking so long?”

I lower my hand to the seat to hide the gun. I can’t wait any longer. 

I use that hand to scoop up my skirts. The billowing layers cover the gun and hide it from view.

I don’t want to take a gun into the cathedral when I’m supposed to be getting married. I can’t believe I’m actually holding a gun that I’m supposed to use to kill Christophe—the groom I’m about to marry.

This is a nightmare, but my nightmare becomes complete when my sisters lead me into the rectory next to the church entrance.

They start arranging and straightening my skirts and veil that may have gotten crumpled on the trip over here.

I take that moment to turn my back on my sisters and stuff the gun into my bra. It’s the only place I have left to hide it, but my tight bodice won’t let me hide it there. Everyone would be able to see it.

I make an excuse that I have to go to the bathroom. I hide the gun under my skirts again. I have to gather them up in both arms and wedge myself into the bathroom.

My sisters stand outside and wait for me to finish and wash my hands. I take a split second after I pull up my underwear to stash the gun in my garter belt. 

The garter belt is supposed to be the bride’s sexy little secret. The groom is supposed to throw her garter belt to the single male wedding guests right after she throws her bouquet. 

We definitely won’t be doing that at this wedding. I would never let Christophe get close enough to me even to see my garter belt, much less take it off.

The gun burns a hole in my skin and balances there against my thigh. The gun demands all my attention when I go back out into the main rectory room and finish getting ready for the ceremony.

My full skirts hide the gun from everyone but me. This wedding is turning into something more like a horror movie.

My father comes back and tells me it’s time. My sisters leave first. I guess they’re going through the procession of family members entering the church and taking their places near the altar.

My father takes my hand and places it on his arm. This would be one of the most meaningful moments of our relationship, but instead, it’s turning into one of the most horrific.

He’s the one doing this to me. He’s giving me in marriage to his worst enemy—and for what? What do he and Crown Prince Gustav stand to gain by this marriage? I really don’t have any answer for that.

If anything, this marriage seems to be escalating hostilities between our families instead of lessening them.








