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ONCE UPON A TIME, ANTHONY Tanaka was drinking his coffee when a beautiful princess fell on his lap.

Like, literally.

“What the...?” He stared at the woman. Where the hell had she come from? He looked up at the ceiling, which was still intact and didn’t have a human-shaped hole. Was he dreaming? He pinched himself. No, this was real. His eyes returned to the woman. She was gorgeous. She had long hair like gold and sparkling blue eyes, but despite her coloring, her features were Asian like his. She wore an elegant white gown and a diamond tiara, looking like a princess out of a fairytale.

“Are you my prince?” she asked.

He was tempted to say, For you, baby, I’ll be anything. Instead, he said, “Uh, I’m an accountant.”

She knitted her brow. “An accountant?”

Did she not know what an accountant was? “I help people with their taxes,” he said.

“What are taxes?”

Okay, either she was not the sharpest tool in the shed or she was definitely not from around here. “Never mind,” he said. “What’s your name?”

“Lisassa.”

He blinked. Yeah, she was definitely not from around here. “Hi...Lisassa.” He didn’t think he totally messed up the pronunciation. “I’m Anthony Tanaka.” 

“Anthony Tanaka.” She said his name perfectly, almost singing it. Then she asked, “Oh, do you have wood in your pocket?”

His face turned hot. Goddamn it, he had gotten an erection. From the innocent look on her face, he knew that she was referring to literal wood and had no clue that he was seriously aroused. “Er, yes, that is wood in my pocket,” he said. He should have suggested that she sit on a chair and not on his lap, but to be honest, he was enjoying having her sit on him. Perhaps enjoying it a little too much.

“Hmm, the witch told me I was supposed to meet my prince here,” she said. “But you’re an accountant, not a prince.” She stood up, and he instantly longed for the feeling of her body. “I guess I should go look for my prince.”

Impulsively, he seized her wrist, causing her to widen her eyes. He didn’t want her to leave. And she was so innocent and did not know what taxes were. If he let her go out into the world by herself, who knew what would happen to her? He told himself that he was just thinking about her safety and that he was certainly not acting out of a selfish desire to keep her close to him. “You should stay here,” he said. Then he lied, “I’ll help you look for your prince.” He had absolutely zero intention of surrendering her to some royal prick. 

Her blue eyes sparkled even more. “Really?”

No. “Yes.”

Her stomach growled, and a cute-as-hell flush swept over her face. 

“Do you want something to eat?” he asked. 

Her blush darkening, she said, “If you wouldn’t mind.”

I’ll be willing to give you anything, princess. Why did that crazy thought enter his head? He just met this woman, who was potentially an escapee from a mental asylum. But she seemed harmless, though her beauty didn’t exactly make him an objective observer. He opened the fridge, hoping he had some real food in there; he tended to order meals on Postmates instead of shopping for groceries. Luckily, he had some apples and stuff for a sandwich. “Do you like turkey?” he asked.

“Yes.”

As he made her a turkey sandwich, he asked, “So where are you from, Lisassa?”

“I’m from the kingdom of Evershine.”

Evershine? He would have to Google that later. He doubted he would find anything though.

“Where are we?” she asked.

“Cleveland, Ohio.”

“Cleveland...Where can I find the prince of Cleveland?”

“Uh, Cleveland doesn’t have a prince.”

“Then who rules over Cleveland?”

Good question. Anthony tried to remember the mayor’s name but could only come up with a vague picture of an old white man. Note to self—learn more about local politics. “I actually don’t know.”

She rubbed the side of her head. “I don’t understand. The witch told me that her spell would take me to the prince.”

He frowned. In fairytales, witches were never benevolent beings. “Maybe the witch played a trick on you.”

She mirrored his frown. “I hope not. She seemed so kind. She told me she wanted to take me to the prince to repay me for helping her with her garden.” Then she added, “But she did tell me she was a witch in training...”

Ah, so the witch wasn’t evil. She was just incompetent. He would be lying if he said he wasn’t a little—okay, a lot—grateful for the witch’s incompetence. If the witch’s spell had worked as intended, Lisassa would be swooning into the arms of a prince instead of sitting in his kitchen. Taking him by surprise, sharp envy stabbed him at the idea of some royal prick sweeping her off her feet. 
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