
Prologue:







Tatiana was no ordinary girl. She was a werewolf princess. And her status, although powerful in nature, threw her at a number of hard-to-bear responsibilities. Indeed, she had to attend boring parties, entertain boring guests, and, last but not least, she was to be mated to the renowned Theodore King – or, as some called him, Theos – for the sake of an alliance with the dragons.

She begged her father not to throw her into a loveless mating. She pleaded, and cried, and screamed, but to no avail.

She remembered her mother’s softly spoken words. “There is nothing you can do, Tatiana dear. Your father’s decision is final.”  

She was getting ready for the party, where her betrothal to the famous dragon would be announced, when there was a knock on her door.

One of her servants went to get it.

A man stood at the door – a stranger she had never seen before – and he looked at her with open admiration. She took pride in the reaction she got out of the man, and wished she would enrapture Theodore King the same way – easily, effortlessly, seamlessly.

“Who might you be?” She asked softly as she came to the door.

“I am but a messenger sent by his highness, Theodore King,” he told her in response.

She raised an eyebrow at that. The renowned God of war – Theos – was not going to express his deep feelings of love towards her, when he had never even met her, was he?

After all, he, too, was being manipulated by his parents into this sham of a mating.

“The message?” She opened her hand, and the man placed a letter in her palm.

Once he took his leave, she was free to read the letter.

It was written in cursive, and the handwriting was rather neat. The message was curt, concise, and to the point:

Princess Tatiana,

I have no wish to make you my mate. You and I both should wait for the right person. 

Theodore King.

She was enraged to say the least. How presumptuous of him to think she wanted him! She had no say in the matter. She should be happy that he broke things off. But, as word travelled, she soon enough became The Scorned Princess.

Her father, furious with the dragons, declared that he would go to war to avenge his daughter’s pride.  In order to placate him, they suggested that she got mated to Theodore’s younger brother, Liam – whom she had never met either.

And this time around, her father gave her the choice to refuse.

“I will go through with this,” she said in a disdain-filled tone. “That being said, I want them to suffer the humiliation I felt. I want to be given a decade-long engagement. During this decade, we are free to do what we please, save for meeting one another.”

“As you please, Tatiana dear,” her father told her with a nod.

Her father didn’t need to know that she had every intention to refuse her mating to prince Liam once the time came.

Let the games begin, she smirked inwardly. Payback is a bitch.





Chapter 1:








Nearly six years later, Tatiana was coming to, in the hotel she was staying at in Roma. It wasn’t overly lavish, only decent instead. She was trying to keep a low profile in the city. After all, she wasn’t a public figure, and she didn’t care for the deference money could bring. 




She wanted something more authentic. And so far, she was quite pleased with her stay. 

Soon enough, she was getting ready to go sightseeing around the city. She donned a beautiful dress, pale pink in color, put on a matching scarf around her neck, and was soon heading out.

She decided to taste the delicacies a nearby cafe had to offer. She was enjoying pastries when yet another delicious smell wafted into her nostrils. It was all she could do not to growl at the potent scent – all man.

Before she had the time to rise to her feet, and start looking for the provenance of this heavenly smell, a man dropped into the chair opposite hers.

She looked into his face with open wonder and a hint of displeasure.

Where were his manners?

“Excuse my rudeness, Miss. Observing you from afar was pure torture, so I allowed myself to bother you with my presence,” he told her in a light tone.

Oh damn! What a velvety voice! She thought to herself, already half melting.

She focused on his gray eyes, and could feel any retort she might have prepared flee her at once. 

“It’s okay,” she shrugged it off as she tried hard not to inhale too much of his scent.

Another whiff, and her mind swam with the endless possibilities.

She had no doubt in her mind that this fine specimen of a man was her mate. But she couldn’t recognize his kind for a reason that was beyond her.

Was he human? Was he a fellow werewolf? Something else?

She couldn’t believe that her senses would betray her at such a crucial time.

“It is rude to stare, princess,” he then said in a teasing tone.

She stiffened slightly at the pet name. Out of all the endearments possible, he had to choose that one? Could it be that her cover was blown? She didn’t dare voice out her thoughts and merely averted her eyes with a huff.

“Aren’t you full of yourself?” She couldn’t help but tell him.

She hated his kind – tall, dark, handsome, and arrogant. She had after all bedded this kind of man. And they could become clingy way too fast to her liking.

But then again, this was her mate she was facing.

Had she been any other girl, any other she-wolf, she would have been thrilled to meet her mate. Sadly enough, she was the werewolf princess, and she had an arranged mating waiting for her in a few years.

Just the thought of being tied down to the despicable dragon known as Liam King made her want to at least enjoy this day of freedom in Roma.

He had the nerve to chuckle in response.

His chuckle did wonders to her insides, and was downright arousing. She clamped her legs shut in an effort to keep her scent of arousal from reaching him, should he be a supernatural.

Dangerous, she thought to herself as she inwardly dampened her lips.


I don’t mind a taste of danger, her wolf all but purred.


She extended a hand and said, “The name’s Amy,” that was a total lie, and if he had been a supernatural, he would have picked on her lie and called her out on it. “It is a pleasure to meet you.” 

His lips curved up into a smirk and he said, “The pleasure is all mine. The name’s Adrian.”

She could sense that something was off, but her thinking was overruled by the sparks that erupted on her skin when he touched her hand. He brought it up to his mouth and placed a soft kiss on its back.

She had to squash down the urge to moan in a wanton-like manner.


Oh, our mate is so fine, her wolf purred yet again.


She blushed to her utter and complete dismay.

She was no prude and definitely not a virgin. And yet, she was blushing like a love-struck teenager when she was anything but. She had to remind herself that she was to be tied down to one despicable Liam King, and thus she couldn’t fall for this stranger.

Besides, he seemed to be human, and was thus probably blissfully unaware of the supernatural world. And it needed to remain that way.

This connection they shared, these sparks they could both feel, this open lust dancing in their eyes… she would have to forsake it all.

She would have to sacrifice it all for peace, to ensure her people’s continuity. Another war just couldn’t and wouldn’t do. And she was sure that should the dragons get wind of her choosing this human over one of their own, they would be livid.

And Theodore King had already made it glaringly obvious that he ruled the battlefield in the war that had occurred in the 1800’s.

Now, two centuries later, she wasn’t foolish enough to believe he had grown any weaker. If he had put an end to a raging war before, she was sure he could crush most of their forces in less time than it took to say bloody war.

Dragons were ruthless… or at least, Theos was. Having never met a dragon herself, she couldn’t be so sure about them. But she was sure they weren’t like werewolves who protected one another. He had after all basically left her at the altar, uncaring of the repercussions of his actions.

“Are you okay?” Adrian asked in concern, his gray eyes slightly troubled.

“Peachy,” she told him with a small smile.

No matter what happened between her and Adrian, she had to build walls around her heart.


She needed to put a distance between them. She couldn’t allow him in. She had duties to fulfill and obligations to respect. And unlike Theos, she cared about her people’s safety. And she cared about peace. 
If she couldn’t be with Adrian because of said obligations, she shall make Liam’s life hell… but before that, she shall enjoy her last day in Roma with her fated one.






Chapter 2:







“Amy,” her fake name rolled off Adrian’s tongue like a caress. And it was all Tatiana could do not to shudder. “Where should we go?”

“Don’t you have anything better to do than following me around on this fine day?” She asked in a light teasing tone.

She did want her mate to be as enamored with her as she was with him… and yet, she couldn’t indulge in what was on offer for too long. She had but one day – one day to revel in his attention and bloom under his care. She couldn’t allow herself to fall for him. It would be dangerous, forbidden, but oh so delicious. 

“What better way to spend the day than with a beautiful woman?” Was his sweet retort.

She had to avert her eyes from him as a blush crept under her skin.


He called us beautiful, her wolf purred.


Don’t get attached, she inwardly chastised her. You know we can’t possibly break off the engagement with the dragons just for a human mate. They wouldn’t take it well. 


I can take them all, dragons and werewolves alike, if it means I can stay with him, her wolf all but growled. 


Tatiana heaved a silent sigh at that. Her wolf had obviously gotten attached already.

There had been a time when Tatiana was foolish enough to believe she could get out of her mating with Liam King when it came down to it. Nowadays, as the deadline approached, she knew that there was no escaping her fate.


How about we elope? Her wolf went on.


Tatiana had to block her wolf at that point. It pained her and her wolf both to do that, but she couldn’t allow herself to entertain such thoughts. Too much was at risk.

“A penny for your thoughts?” He asked softly, genuine concern etched on his face, a hint of curiosity in the depths of his eyes.

She couldn’t repress the urge to touch him and thus reached out for his hand and squeezed slightly.

“I’m okay,” she lied.

His smile was a shy one as he nodded at her.

They left for the museum where they stared at paintings, almost unseeingly. There was too much tension between them. It showed in her twitching hand and his stiffness.

They weren’t enjoying themselves properly, their carnal desires too much for them to handle. 

They then went to have a walk around Roma when Adrian breathed out, “I don’t want to scare you off, Amy… but I want you so much, it hurts.”

Her heart started thudding like there was no tomorrow.

Should she?

Could she?

Dare she?

“Same,” she whispered.

He turned to her, his gray eyes pools of desire, “Don’t mind if I kiss you then. I need to know how you taste.”

With that said, he dived for her lips, and claimed them in a searing kiss.

She moaned under his lips’ expert possession and his tongue’s skillful exploration, and clung to him like a vine.

When the need for air arose, he broke the kiss, and she nearly gave chase to those lips of his.

Her eyes were threatening to change as her wolf had broken free, and she had to close them for fear of exposing herself.

He cupped her face softly, lovingly, and commanded, “Look at me.”

She obliged him willingly and stared at him through hooded eyes.

He let out a groan as he looked down into her eyes, and said, “I haven’t had enough.”

“Neither have I,” she confessed breathlessly.

Then, she dampened her lips and told him crudely, “I want you in me, stuffing me with your cock until I can’t breathe or remember my name…”

He groaned again, and closed his eyes, almost as if to picture the very images she was evoking. Adrian then grabbed her hand and dragged her to a nearby hotel.

She followed him all too eagerly.

She was young – and still unbound, unmarked even. She had every right to indulge. It wasn’t as if Liam King was saving himself for her.

They stumbled into the lobby and giggled like two carefree lovebirds, when she herself was anything but. She was a werewolf princess with obligations… but she shall forget these obligations for one evening.

Adrian handled the check-in as she looked around unseeingly.

They soon got into one of the elevators, and it wasn’t long before they were in a room, ready to commemorate the day.

“I am going to brand this evening to your memory,” he let out in a strangled voice.

“Please do,” she told him breathlessly.

He claimed her lips again, seemingly as desperate for her as she was for him. He then helped her out of her dress, and she stood in front of him in her matching black underwear set.

He looked at her some more, bit on his bottom lips fiercely, almost as if to keep himself from voicing out something and then brought her body flush against his.

He hoisted her up and she wrapped her legs around him. Their lips found their way back together while she rubbed herself against him like a kitten in heat.

When they parted for air, she tried to open his shirt clumsily, only to fail miserably.

She groaned her displeasure and then with her two hands ripped it open, sending buttons flying everywhere.

“Eager, are we, princess?” He teased before claiming her lips anew.

“Very,” she let out huskily against his lips.

He then marched towards the bed, with her still wrapped around him, and then placed her on the bed. He discarded his ripped shirt on the ground and she ogled his chest, while begging her wolf not to surface, seeing as she didn’t want to scare him off.

His slacks came off next, and then his boxer, before he stood in all his naked glory before her.

She all but drooled upon seeing him already rock hard for her, and his length oozing pre-cum. She reveled in the effect she had on him.

“Like what you see?” He asked arrogantly.

“So what if I do?” She retorted in a soft tone.

“Come here, princess,” he beckoned her over, and she crawled all the way down the bed to him.

With a few swift and deft moves, he removed her underwear. And without further ado, he plunged two fingers into her.

She moaned his name, and begged him to move.

He was only too happy to oblige her, it would seem, for he didn’t hesitate. Before long, their bodies were joined in a dance as old as time.

They had sex not once, not twice, but three times before laying on the bed, one next to the other, blissfully spent.





Chapter 3:







In their aftermath bliss, Tatiana wondered out loud, “What are you?”

She had started having doubts the moment their bodies came together as one. His pace wasn’t that of a human, of that she was sure. 

He neither stiffened nor laughed it out. Instead, he told her softly, “I am not at liberty to say.”  

She sighed as her heart ached. She even wondered whether his real name was Adrian. The deceit stung more than it should… for someone who wasn’t supposed to get attached, a lie shouldn’t hurt so much. 


You lied to our mate as well, her wolf reminded her.


I couldn’t possibly tell him my real name, she replied before shutting her off.

Tatiana then turned to him and drew circles distractedly on his chest before placing soft butterfly kisses on it.

“I have one too many obligations,” she admitted in a whisper.

“Forget about them,” he prompted her, a small lopsided smile tugging at the corner of his lips.

She shook her head negatively. “I can’t.”

“Not even for a night?” He insisted softly.

And then, without allowing her the time to think about it, he took possession of her mouth. It wasn’t long before they were at it again.

When morning came, Tatiana stirred, and stretched out her sore muscles in the bed, only to realize that she was alone in said bed. She opened her eyes in alarm, and tried to sniff out her mate.

There was no trace of him in the hotel room.

It was her first time experiencing a wham-bam-thank-you-madam. And it hurt. It hurt like there was no tomorrow. She couldn’t help the tears that stung her eyes, and then fell as she showered, while trying to rub his touch and scent off her.

She had been under the shower for nearly 10 minutes, and when she emerged, there was still no trace of him. She put her clothes on in haste, and then made her exit. It was her first time walking the walk of shame in such a manner.

She had to bite on her bottom lip to contain her sobs as she left the hotel, never looking back.

She would never forgive him. And most importantly, she would never forgive Liam King. She was sure that if she hadn’t spoken – even cryptically – about her obligations, Adrian wouldn’t have left so abruptly. Nevertheless, her heart ached and longed for that handsome mate of hers.

She was sure to never forget him, to always remember his branding touch and smooth possession. No, he hadn’t been her first, but he had been her fated one… and that had to count for something.

◆◆◆

 

Liam needed time to think. He had never imagined he’d meet his mate in Roma. He had a peace treaty to uphold, an alliance to respect, and an arranged mating waiting for him. Once the remaining 4 years were up, he was to mate with the werewolf princess Tatiana. They had never even met. And at this point in time, he wouldn’t care if they never had to.

All that mattered to him was this secretive Amy. He was sure the blonde’s name wasn’t Amy – just like his wasn’t Adrian. But what was he to do? He couldn’t possibly break things off with the werewolves again. If they got wind of his choosing a common wolf over their princess, he was sure they wouldn’t be pleased.

Could the dragons afford to go on yet another war? Yes, they probably could. They would be all too eager too. But Liam was a pacifist and a diplomat at heart, contrarily to his older brother who was a better fit for the battlefield…

And thus, Liam left the hotel room discreetly, trying not to wake the beautiful sleeping blonde that now had his heart, and went out for a walk.

It was much too early for her to wake up, and that was the sole reason why he didn’t bother leaving behind a note.

He wandered around the city, his head in the clouds, his mind occupied with one too many things. He was so lost in thoughts that he didn’t notice the time passing.

By the time he was about to return to the hotel room, and have a heart-to-heart with his sweet mate, he started wondering whether leaving before dawn had been the best idea.

He might be a diplomat at heart but that didn’t make him less of an idiot at times.

As he got off the elevator, he walked with hurried steps and a heavy heart towards the hotel room, bracing himself for her outburst. He was sure that no woman would like waking up in a hotel room alone. 

But lo and behold, she wasn’t there.

She left no note. He neither knew her contact number nor her address… Hell, he didn’t even know her real name. All he had was a night to remember and a face. A beautiful heart-shaped face with blue eyes, framed with thick blond hair.

He searched around the room for any sign of something… All he found was a scarf. The scarf she had been wearing the day before.

A roar left his chest out of frustration. It was his first time being wham-bam-thank-you-madam’ed, and it stung – more than he could admit, more than he could put it in words.

After all, he hadn’t been ditched by a common girl. He had been left behind by his own fated mate.  

He was a dragon, not exactly the best species to track down someone. Even if she was his fated mate, and he could smell her from a mile away, the fact remained that he had been gone for too long, and her scent barely remained around the room.

He could do nothing but rely on fate to bring them together again.





Chapter 4:




Liam had taken to wearing the scarf left behind by his mate on his wrist. It was his pledge of loyalty towards the one woman who had his heart.


He and his brother discussed the possibility of his going back on the alliance one rainy afternoon, at the palace, where they had been reunited, because Theodore had found his mate. 
And what a sweet mate he had! Emily Nill was not only a sight for sore eyes, but also possibly the sweetest woman he had ever encountered.


Theodore, albeit not a diplomat, fished for information, and that was how Liam found himself spilling the beans. He told him all about that fateful one-night stand in Roma. But he did leave out the part of the scarf’s significance.

“I don’t believe I can carry on with this sham of an arranged mating when I should be out there looking for my fated mate,” Liam let out on a heavy sigh.

“I understand,” Theodore nodded at him. “Don’t do anything rash just yet.”

“What do you have in mind?” Liam asked, an eyebrow rising in question.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” his brother winked at him.

Liam would have never guessed his brother was foolish enough to go seek help from their cousin, David. Although he got the information he was looking for, he and Emily nearly lost their lives to that end. Indeed, David had poisoned Theodore who had gotten really sick. And Emily, his sweet mate, had been ready to forsake her own life to save him.

It was a good thing she didn’t pass away, for Liam was sure Theodore would have taken out his anger on him, for allowing her such foolishness as he put it. When they retired to the office to discuss his findings, one could say that Theodore was furious.


He banged his fist on the desk before growling at him, “I risked my life for that damned information, Liam. My mate almost lost hers to save me. And now, you’re telling me Princess Tatiana is the one you slept with four years ago?” 




Liam hung his head low in shame. “How was I supposed to recognize her? I never met her, remember?”




Theodore growled out his next words, “You really are a fool. You were all hung up over that one-night stand that you wanted to break things off with the werewolves… and we almost did – again! And now, it turns out that your one-night stand is in fact your betrothed. You do realize that this is beyond messed up, right?” 




“Hey, I basically had to replace you at the altar,” Liam couldn’t help but spit out angrily. 




“I never asked you to,” Theodore barked in an annoyed tone. “I made my choice all those years back, and I was more than willing to go to war, should her foolish father provoke me.” 




Liam shook his head negatively at that. “Well, forgive me if I didn’t want you risking your life on the battlefield again. It is an ugly place. And war changes people.” 
  


“Really now?” Theodore bit out. 




“Yes, really,” Liam said with a sigh. “Correct me if I am wrong but you became a recluse afterward.”




“I did that because I was tired of being lonely,” Theodore said, almost sounding exasperated. “I much prefer being alone out of free will, then feeling lonely even when I am in a crowd.” 
  


Theodore then didn’t give him the chance to digest that before adding almost cruelly, “You, too, have been sulking away since four years ago, much like a jilted bride.” 




“Well, I was basically thrown into an arranged mating that had all the best reasons to fail,” Liam retorted bitterly. He paused and then he added, “and then I met her four years ago. She was splendid. Our connection was out of this world…”
“Do spare me the gory details,” Theodore groaned. “I have no wish to have that kind of information.” 




“Well, imagine being wham-bam-thank-you-madam’ed by your own fated mate,” Liam forced out a laugh. 




Theodore winced at that, almost feeling for him, it would seem. “Well then, you should rejoice, brother,” he said after a while, “for your fated mate is in fact the one arranged for you.” 




“Do not even think about it,” Liam said threateningly. 




“What?” 
“Do not think about how things would have been complicated had you gone through with that arranged mating,” Liam shook his head negatively, warning his brother… but to no avail. 




“Well, it would have been easy once you two were introduced to one another at the party,” Theodore said. “I would have happily stepped back and enjoyed the show. I never cared for an arranged mating. And maybe if I hadn’t backed out of it, you would have been mated to her for nearly a decade now…” 




“You are impossible,” Liam told him as he shook his head again at him, even as a small smile came to adorn his face. 




“So, what are your plans, Liam?” Theodore asked matter-of-factly since both had cooled down. “Will you proceed with the arranged mating as if nothing had happened, or will you seek out Tatiana, and come clean about your feelings towards her?” 
  


Liam clicked his tongue in dismay “I will let things run their course. She left four years ago, claiming she had obligations. She expressed no desire to fight for me – her fated mate. I am not even sure why I told you I wished I could back out of the arranged mating, just because of that one-night stand.” 
“Because you obviously care for your mate,” Theodore shrugged. 
“Easy for you to say,” Liam taunted. “Emily is all over you and truly loves you.” 
“When you truly love someone, you don’t expect anything in return.” 
“But you do wish that your feelings get reciprocated,” Liam countered immediately, not missing a beat.


“True,” Theodore nodded at that. “Well then, all I can say, brother, is best of luck conquering your scorned princess.”


“Do not call her that,” Liam growled. 




“My bad. That was uncalled for,” Theodore conceded. “I just wish you the best of luck wooing your rightful mate.”




“Thanks,” Liam smiled at him hesitantly. 





Chapter 5:




The date of the arranged mating was growing nearer and nearer – only six weeks remained – and Tatiana started feeling caged at the ancestral werewolf castle that she once viewed as home.

Hell, she felt caged in her own skin, unable to forget the memories of that one-night stand all those years ago, and yet in a tight position because of the damned alliance with the dragons.

She remembered Adrian’s touch and shivered, almost as if it was only yesterday she was in his arms. His addictive kisses, his sweet lovemaking, his ravaging good looks… everything about him was memorable – hell, unforgettable! – and not even his leaving her at the hotel made her resent him.

She wished she could find him somehow. She wished she could move earth and heavens to find him. As it was, and because of her obligations, they stood no chance.

Did they ever stand a chance really?


We can find him. And we can be happy together too, her wolf told her once the reminiscence became too much for her to handle.


Don’t be foolish. You know we cannot risk it. Another war just won’t do, Tatiana retorted almost bitterly.

Her wolf whined and then growled out her displeasure.

Tatiana could only ignore her.

She knew the situation wasn’t a pleasant one. Quite the contrary, it was pure torture – hell incarnate. Getting mated to a dragon when her mate was out there, doing heavens only know who – that was hardly ideal!

But she’d have to live with her choice, and she was choosing her people. She was choosing to spare them the hardships of another war, and all it could entail.

She wasn’t there for the third dragon-werewolf war, but she intended to prevent the fourth one – or at least not be at the core of it if it must come to be.

Her trail of thoughts was maddening, and she couldn’t help but release a heavy sigh.

It wasn’t long before she decided to take a soothing bath. Only six weeks remained.


It’s now or never if you want to back out of the arranged mating, her wolf supplied.
 


You know how much I want that but I can’t, Tatiana responded in a sad resigned tone.

She was still in the bath, trying to enjoy it despite her depressive thoughts, when there was a sense of unease at the palace, and a powerful aura that was hard to ignore came to be.

She couldn’t help but wonder who it belonged to, but wasn’t curious enough to go seek that person out. She was much too engrossed in her thoughts when a servant entered, announcing to her that her father wanted to see her for an urgent matter.

It was then Tatiana decided to ask, “Who is visiting the palace?”

The servant raised her eyes, and as her dreamy and yet frightened gaze met Tatiana’s, this latter couldn’t help but wonder if the person was dream or nightmare material.

“It’s Theodore King,” the very name made Tatiana’s blood run cold. “And I don’t believe he’s here for a visit,” the servant went on.

What can he possibly want? After the humiliation he subjected me to, he dares to come here! She inwardly growled, but didn’t allow her annoyance to show on the surface.

Nevertheless, some of said annoyance seeped in her words when she told the servant, “Help me by setting up an outfit that’s fitting of a princess.”

The servant nodded, and Tatiana then left the bath and dried herself with slow measured movements.

What was the revered god of war, Theos, doing here in the palace? His presence and impromptu arrival didn’t bode well to her. Tatiana couldn’t help but allow a sigh out before heading to her bed chambers.

She found the most elegant and refined dress on the bed, waiting for her. It was simple and yet it screamed chic at the same time. Just her style!

Within a few minutes, she was ready to have a talk with her father and the great Theos.

She walked at an unhurried pace towards the king’s bed chambers where he awaited her presence.

As soon as her father saw her, he began without even allowing her the time to greet him properly, “Prince Theodore has made us an offer, an offer we cannot refuse.”

“I am all ears, father,” Tatiana nodded, her heart heavy, her head swimming with the possibilities and endless scenarios. 

“He said he was ready to give up the throne to his brother should the coronation ceremony take place tomorrow,” he told her, not beating around the bushes. “That would make Prince Liam king, and you his queen.”

“Tomorrow?” Tatiana gasped. “Is he insane? No. No!”

“We don’t have much of a choice,” her father said on a sigh that was as fake as his rueful smile.

“What do you mean?”

“He claims you have had an affair with someone four years ago, and that should Liam want to break things off, consequences could be dire.”


Tatiana’s heart started thudding wildly in her chest, and she closed her eyes in dismay.
They knew about Adrian. Could they – would they – hurt him? The very thought of him hurt troubled her. What a powerful bargaining chip they had!  


“Tatiana dear,” her father began in a soothing tone, mistaking the reason behind her distress, “I am sure Prince Liam has had his fair share of conquests as well, and that he won’t be resentful toward you for having an affair or two.”

She nodded stiffly at that.
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