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Chapter One 

“Who is she?” Hiroshi Yamaguchi asked his advisor, Katsuro Sato. 

Katsuro shrugged. “I don’t really know, but apparently she has some importance, by the number of people accompanying her.” 

Hiroshi supposed Katsuro was correct. Of course none of that mattered to him. He just thought she looked pretty as she walked with her people admiring the historical artifacts in his palace. 

“She stands out like a sore thumb,” Katsuro replied. 

Hiroshi nodded. It wasn’t everyday that a black American female just wandered into the royal Imperial Palace, so someone had to invite her. 

“How can you be a prince of this palace and not know such things?” Katsuro asked. 

Hiroshi shrugged. “You act like I pay attention in those boring meetings. And how am I supposed to know the names of all the people invited here? It’s bad enough they expect me to remember all the political dignitaries.” 

Katsuro looked at him and smiled. “I bet you know the names of every princess or female dignitary who has come through here.” 

“You make me sound like some kind of scoundrel.” 

“The Princess of Wales?” 
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“Sophia,” Hiroshi answered. 

“The Duchess of Austria?” 

“Armania,” Hiroshi answered. 

“The President of the United States?” 

“Elizabeth.” 

Katsuro nodded. “See.” 

“So what’s your point? Is it a bad thing to have a photographic memory?” 

“What is the name of your fiancée?” 

Hiroshi frowned. “Princess something or other.” 

Katsuro shook his head. “Horrible,” Katsuro replied. “You’ve been engaged to her since the day she was born.” 

“Which was around the last time I saw her, too.” He looked over at the woman again. Her skin was like silky chocolate, her hair thick, black, and plaited in one braid that hung down her back. The black and white skirt and white ruffled short-sleeved shirt fit her like they were designed for her. She wore black Manolo Blahnik pumps which probably cost at least a thousand dollars, and she carried a matching clutch which no doubt set her back another five hundred. She had long, shapely legs, wide hips, and a narrow waist. The rest of her wasn’t bad either. She wasn’t heavily endowed in the chest area, but it looked substantial enough. No, she wasn’t a run-of-the-mill tourist. 

Even the way she walked told of good breeding and elegance. 

“Why do I have the feeling that you are about to cause an international scandal?” Katsuro asked. 

His advisor and best friend was such a worrier. “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Hiroshi said, checking out the woman’s butt. His body tingled from head to toe. 

“You have that look in your eyes.” 

Hiroshi snapped back, giving Katsuro his full attention. “What look?” 

“That  I have to have her in my bed no matter what and whatever the cost look.” 
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Hiroshi chuckled. “You’re crazy. Why would you think something like that? Can’t a man simply admire a pretty female?” 

Katsuro turned up his nose at him. “She’s an American.” 

Hiroshi pretended shock. “I had no idea you harbored such prejudice inside of you.” 

“No, I do not. In fact, I dig the black booties, but protocol and rules dictate that you shall marry a Japanese virgin.” 

Hiroshi glared at him. 

“Don’t tell me you haven’t read the book your father gave you when you were ten about the rules of royalty and Japanese customs?” 

Hiroshi was sure the look on his face told him he hadn’t. “I’ve been busy.” 

“You’re thirty years old. Don’t you think you had some spare time in twenty years?” 

“No, not really,” Hiroshi answered. “There were tutors and governesses to contend with, and then college. Somewhere in-between I had to learn manners, how to walk and speak like a prince, and I had to practice how to be arrogant and uncaring.” 

“You have those down to a science.” 

A photographer appeared and took the young woman’s picture. 

He bowed and left as quickly as he arrived. Hiroshi watched it all with interest, especially the way she did not seem surprised or annoyed at the sudden arrival of the photographer, which meant she was used to it, or she didn’t care one way or the other. 

“Find out her name,” he said to Katsuro. 

“I knew you were going to drag me into your sordid little affair.” 

“It is not an affair. Can’t a man just be interested in another person’s life without it causing an international incident?” 

“Not when the man is you. Your poor parents are still trying to live down some of your past indiscretions,” Katsuro replied. 

Hiroshi frowned. Granted, he had caused a few mishaps in his youth on the way to manhood, but what young man hadn’t? 

“Prince Omar will never be the same after you trifled with him.” 
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“It was just a game,” Hiroshi said in defense of his past actions. 

“And what were we? Ten? It’s not like I robbed him of his virginity or anything. It was just a kiss. The fact that he prefers men to women now has nothing to do with me.” 

Katsuro looked at him questionably. “How do you know this? 

That kiss could have sent him spiraling over to the other side of the fence. Now the Mongolian Empire may never get an heir.” 

Mongolia didn’t have anything to worry about. Prince Omar swung both ways, and to be honest, Omar kissed him first. 

The doors to the palace room opened, and Hiroshi remained leaning against a white column out of sight of the woman. A bevy of his family’s people entered first, followed by his parents, the emperor and empress of Japan. 

His mother wore a stunning yellow two-piece outfit with matching pillbox hat, while his father looked dignified in a black suit and white dress shirt. He had added a red tie that completed the look. His mother looked his way once, apparently surprised to find him there with Katsuro. She didn’t react and kept right on speaking with her secretary and his father. The royal entourage was followed closely behind by reporters and cameraman, and both groups surrounded the American beauty. 

“Uh-oh,” Katsuro said. “This does not look good.” 

Hiroshi strained his ears to eavesdrop on the conversation. After a lot of formal protocol crap, his parents were finally introduced by their spokesperson. 

“Your highnesses, this is Malia Isakawa, noted relationship expert and journalist.” 

The young woman bowed respectfully. 

“It is a pleasure to host your latest endeavor,” his mother told the young woman. “I have wanted to meet you for a long time. I have read all of your books.” 

“Thank you,” Malia said in perfect Japanese. “It is truly an honor to be invited here to your beautiful country.” 
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“She speaks Japanese,” Katsuro whispered to Hiroshi. 

“Shush, I’m trying to listen.” 

“It has been a dream of mine for years, and I am grateful that you have opened your hearts and your world to me.” 

“My pleasure,” the empress said. “I do so hope you can help us with our little problem.” 

What little problem? Hiroshi wondered. 

Malia bowed again. “I will try my best.” 

The photographers snapped pictures of the event, especially when his mother dropped character and hugged Malia like they were best friends. 

The three groups moved out of the room and exited through another door. Hiroshi and Katsuro stepped out. “She’s a relationship specialist,” Katsuro said. “I wonder why your mother called her. Do you think your parents’ marriage is in trouble?” 

Hiroshi scowled at him. His parents had been married over thirty-five years. “No, why would she call in the reporters if this is so?” 

Palace royals did not air their dirty laundry in public. In fact, they hid things very well. Malia? What a beautiful name. Hawaiian, if he wasn’t mistaken. 

“Then it is what it is,” Katsuro said, walking away. “She’s just here temporarily on business.” 

Hiroshi caught up with him. “Perhaps.” He hoped Katsuro was wrong. Because his heart had been doing this funny thumping thing from the moment he laid eyes on Malia. 




* * * * 

 

Malia kicked off her shoes and plopped down in a chair in the rented hotel room in Tokyo. She’d been in Japan a total of one day and already she had met with so many people she had lost count of their names. She sighed. She guessed she should be grateful that Empress Chie had chosen her to help her with her little problem. It Smoky Red Taboo 
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had to have caused her a lot of worry that such information might get out and embarrass the royal family. So instead of complaining, she should look at it as a compliment to her professionalism to be chosen. 

She would be meeting the rest of the family later this evening at a formal party hosted by the royals. If she remembered right, the couple had three kids…two sons and a daughter, with the eldest being a male around thirty years old.  What is his name? Oh, yes, Prince Hiroshi Yamaguchi. Yes, that’s it. 

Malia rose out of the chair and walked over to her briefcase, picked it up, and carried it over to the bed. She sat down and opened the case and extracted a folder. Inside were photos and documents describing each member of the royal family she’d been given to memorize so she wouldn’t make a mistake. She lifted the photo marked Hiroshi Yamaguchi and stared down at it.  Hum, not bad. Tall, good-looking, and great hair. His body wasn’t bad either. He had broad shoulders, muscular arms, and a lean build. She’d never been interested in men outside her race, but this one had potential. She sighed again. He was engaged to Princess Rika Takaki, daughter of some friend of the family and a distant cousin. Malia took out Rika’s picture. Plain, she thought, and a little young. The two of them had been engaged since the day Rika was born eighteen years ago. Pity, Malia thought, looking down at both photos. They did not look like the perfect couple. He was much too old and experienced for an eighteen-year-old, and she had this faraway look in her eyes like she dreamed of better things than being tied down by marriage to a man she didn’t know. Malia knew that look. It meant Rika was an independent and smart young woman who wanted more out of life than being some man’s trophy wife. 

Malia extracted another photo. “Katsuro Sato, best friend and personal advisor to Prince Hiroshi.”  Cute, a couple of years younger than Hiroshi, equally tall and nicely built, but with a rounder face and more worry lines around the eyes. To her this meant that Katsuro 14 
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knew and kept a lot of secrets. She’d make it a point to talk to him and get the 411 on Prince Yamaguchi. 

Malia placed the photos back into the folder and put it back into the briefcase. She yawned. Maybe she had enough time for a nap before her escort arrived to take her to some salon to get dressed for the royal dinner. Empress Chie had set it all up to include a deep-tissue massage, manicure, pedicure, facial, and hair-styling. Malia frowned. Normally she did most of this for herself, but if the empress wanted to make her comfortable. She accepted the day of pampering with grace. 

Prince Hiroshi’s image entered her head just as she dozed off. 

Why? She did not know, but it wasn’t a bad face to see before she closed her eyes. 




* * * * 

 

“What do you mean Rika is here?” Hiroshi asked Katsuro, who lounged next to him on the patio beside the oval-shaped pool. 

“She and her family just arrived. Your mother invited them to the palace for a short visit.” 

Hiroshi raised his sunglasses. “You’re kidding, right?” 

Katsuro shook his head. “No, it’s true. You would know this if you paid attention at dinner and in meetings.” 

He didn’t have time to be chastised by Katsuro on his brain’s ability to block out such things. Up until now he looked at it as a defense mechanism. “Why would my mother do such a thing?” He reached for his glass of green tea and sipped. 

“Probably because Rika is turning eighteen.” 

“Eighteen? How can that be possible?” He thought he had more time. 

“No, she turns eighteen in two weeks, which is when both families will formally announce your engagement again,” Katsuro explained. 
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 Two weeks?  Panic and dread clutched at his heart.  I’m not ready. 

He still had so many things to do and more oats to sow. 

Katsuro chuckled. “You look like you’re thinking about fleeing the country.” 

The thought had temporarily crossed his mind a second ago. “No, I’m just in shock. Honestly, I thought I had more time.” 

“You’ve had eighteen years. Now it is time to marry Rika and produce an heir for the family.” 

 Produce an heir? Oh my word. Too much pressure. 

“It’s not like you’re stupid when it comes to sex,” Katsuro said. 

“Just don’t use a condom and allow nature to take its course.” 

 Not use a condom? He could feel the wheels turn inside his brain. 

It was unthinkable. His father had drummed safety and discretion in his head since he was ten. “There won’t be any heirs born any time soon.” 

“So you say,” Katsuro replied arrogantly. 

“Not in this case,” Hiroshi said, turning to the side of the lounge chair to face Katsuro. “My sperm, my choice.” 

“But to deny Princess Rika a child would be sacrilege and go against every rule in the book,” Katsuro argued. 

“What book?” Hiroshi asked. “Show me where it is written that I have to impregnate my spouse.” 

Katsuro mumbled something incoherent. “I can’t quote the name of the book offhand, but it is a given in any marriage.” 

“Sure. It sounds like something the elders made up, like marrying someone of my parents’ choice and not mine.” 

“But you have not seen her in nearly eighteen years. She is quite pretty.” Katsuro and Rika were from the same area and he had seen her grow up. 

“I suppose I’ll have to take your word for it,” Hiroshi said. “But that’s not a guarantee. All I can remember is that she was a squalling baby who cried throughout her christening.” 

“I’m sure she has stopped crying by now,” Katsuro told him. 
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Hiroshi frowned at him. “Why are you so insistent that I marry her? What’s in it for you?” 

“Why, nothing.” 

Hiroshi looked at him. “Come on, spill it.” 

Katsuro cleared his throat. “Your parents promised me that once you are married, then I can be free to seek a bride.” 

Hiroshi sighed.  Always an ulterior motive. “You don’t need my parents’ permission to do that. You’re a grown man.” 

“I know I don’t need their permission, but I would like their blessing. Once you are married, you’ll be too busy getting to know Rika, thus freeing time for me to pursue a bride.” 

Hiroshi smirked. “I did not know you were in such a hurry to wed.” So he couldn’t count on Katsuro’s help to get him out of his marriage to Rika, but that was okay, he had his own plans. Hiroshi rose. “Well, I guess I better go in and prepare for dinner.” 

Katsuro looked at his watch. “Yes, it is getting late.” He, too, rose, and the two friends walked back into the Imperial Palace. 
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Chapter Two 

Malia looked at herself in the mirror one last time before walking out of the dressing room in the palace. Someone would be coming for her shortly to bring her down to dinner. She wasn’t too nervous because her Japanese was adequate and her table manners were impeccable. The black dress she’d been given to wear from a Japanese designer fitted her to a tee. The hem came just above the knees with just enough flair to make it move with her when she walked. The three-inch heels brought her up to a considerable height and made her calves look muscular. 

The stylist had done amazing things to her hair, curling it delicately away from her face and leaving just a little bang showing. 

The stylist had swept the bang to the left to keep it out of her eyes. 

The rest of her hair hung to her neck in soft waves. She’d never tried anything so daring before, but she’d liked it. 

Her jewelry consisted of a pair of pearl earrings and a matching necklace given to her by her adoptive mother. Malia sighed. She missed her so much. 

Someone knocked at the door a few minutes later. Malia opened it to find a pleasant-looking Asian man around forty. He was dressed in a dark blue suit, with a fancy emblem on the pocket indicating that he was a palace employee. He stared at her for a second and then bowed. 

“My name is Aki Yomomoto, and I am to act as your guide and interpreter during your stay,” he said in English. 

Malia bowed back. “It’s nice to meet you Mr. Yomomoto,” she said in Japanese. “I hope I won’t be too much trouble.” 

“You speak Japanese?” he asked, quite surprised. 
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Malia nodded. “My adoptive parents were Japanese. The Isakawas made sure I had a well-rounded education. But I probably will need you to assist me with proper protocol and some of the other dialects that I’m not fluent in.” She stepped outside the room, closed the door, and followed him down a carpeted hall. He explained some of the events that would take place during the dinner, including the introduction of the family and its visitors before the meal is served. 

The walls were decorated with not only Japanese art but photos of the royal family as well…both present and past. 

“Is this your first trip to Japan?” Aki asked as they continued to walk and talk. 

Malia nodded. “I was supposed to come with my adoptive parents when they visited a couple of years ago, but I had to work and couldn’t take the time off. I’ve always wanted to come here to experience the culture firsthand.” 

“What did your adoptive father do for a living, if you don’t mind me asking?” 

Malia didn’t mind, and she liked talking with Aki. “He was a businessman. He ran a chain of Japanese restaurants. He and his wife couldn’t have kids, so they adopted me when I was an infant.” 

“They chose an African-American baby, odd.” 

“It was odd for me growing up in a Japanese community, but I adapted. They were very nice people and loving parents. They never made me feel different, and they allowed me to learn about both cultures.” 

Aki nodded. “You say ‘were.’ Are they deceased?” Aki asked. 

“Yes, they were killed in an automobile accident about five years ago.” 

“I’m so sorry to hear that. So what happened to the restaurants?” 

“I own them now,” Malia replied. “They taught me how to run them since I was a child. I helped out in one of the restaurants every day after school, and I learned how to prepare meals and serve tea on the weekends.” 
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“And did you enjoy it?” 

Malia smiled sheepishly. “As a child, yes, but as a teenager, no. I wanted to do things with my friends and be a typical teen. But I can look back now, thankful that the Isakawas made me work and learn the business.” 

“But you have a degree in psychology, and you’re a relationship specialist. How can you do all of this?” 

“I couldn’t decide on a major when I entered college. I already knew how to run a restaurant, so psychology was just a fall-back education in case the restaurant business went belly-up.” 

“So how do you manage to run both businesses?” Aki asked. 

“That’s easy. I hired people to manage the restaurants during the week while my practice is open. But I pitch in on the weekends, visiting all the restaurants to make sure the employees are happy and the restaurants are stocked with supplies.” 

“But that doesn’t give you much time to have a life,” Aki replied. 

“You mean dating?” 

Aki nodded. 

“No, it doesn’t. But I’m happy. In the end that’s all that matters, isn’t it?” 

Aki nodded again and stopped outside of two large white doors. 

“We are here. Don’t be nervous. You’re going to do fine.” 

“Okay,” Malia said as he opened the doors. She took a deep breath and stepped into the next chapter in her life. 




* * * * 

 

Katsuro was wrong on so many levels, Hiroshi noted after his introduction to Princess Rika Takaki. She was not the raving beauty everyone tried to make her out to be, but a short and mousy young lady with zero personality. Call him superficial, but looks did matter to him. He sighed. Why did he have to be saddled with someone who wouldn’t even look him in the eyes when they spoke? How was she 20 
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supposed to become the next empress of Japan being soft-spoken and looking at her parents every time she needed to think? That was not the type of woman he wanted to spend the rest of his life with. He needed someone spunky, fun, and mentally strong to serve at his side. 

He looked over at Rika again. Her parents had thankfully dressed her according to her age and not like a little child. She had a pretty nice body but too petite for his tastes. He didn’t want a woman who couldn’t handle him sexually in bed. Their two families talked while both of them remained rigid, occasionally smiling and nodding at each other for the sake of the photographers. 

The family rose and prepared to meet the invited guests. Rika went to join her family, and he was flanked by not only Katsuro but his younger brother Eiji, who had just returned home from the United States where he’d been attending college. He’d returned with an amazing English vocabulary and an eye for older women. At twenty-two, he fancied himself quite the ladies’ man. Hiroshi only hoped he’d at least studied while he was abroad and didn’t just hang out with his friends for four years. 

The doors to the formal dining room opened and one of the palace interpreters entered accompanied by the American psychologist, Malia Isakawa. 

Eiji whistled. “Who’s the babe with Aki?” 

Hiroshi looked down at him. “Do not address women as babes.” 

“Sorry, but look at her. She’s totally hot.” 

Hiroshi shook his head. Their ancient ancestors must be flipping in their urns to hear such street language coming from the mouth of one of their heirs. 

“Stop staring,” Katsuro whispered to him. 

But Hiroshi couldn’t help it. Malia looked so damn pretty it made his heart skip a beat and his cock heat up passionately. “Did you know she would be attending the dinner?” 

Katsuro shook his head. “No.” 

How come he didn’t believe him? 
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More eyes turned in her direction, trying to find out her identity. 

All of that was inconsequential to him. He was too busy noticing how comfortable she seemed in Aki’s company. The man held on to Malia’s hand like they were dating. 

“Do you know her?” Eiji asked. 

“No,” Hiroshi answered. “She is a friend of mother’s.” 

“When did mother get so cool?” Eiji asked as the couple continued to make their way down the receiving line. 

The procession stopped in front of the three of them, and they were introduced according to their station. 

“Ms. Isakawa, may I present Katsuro Sato, advisor to Prince Hiroshi Yamaguchi,” Aki said. 

Katsuro bowed to Malia. “It is nice to meet you, Ms. Isakawa,” he said. 

Malia bowed back at him. 

“And this is Prince Eiji Yamaguchi.” 

Eiji stepped forward, took Malia’s hand, and kissed it. 

Malia smiled. “It is nice to meet you, Prince Yamaguchi. Your mother has told me so much about you.” 

“All the truth,” Eiji said, turning on the charm and the dimples. 

“Will you be visiting Chiyoda long?” 

“About two weeks,” Malia replied. “I hope to do a lot of sightseeing while I’m here.” 

“I would be delighted to show you around.” 

“Thank you,” she said. “I will take you up on your kind offer.” 

Smart puppy, Hiroshi thought of his younger brother. He knew just the right thing to say to make Malia smile. 

“And this is Prince Hiroshi Yamaguchi, heir to the throne of Japan,” Aki told her. “Prince Yamaguchi, this is Malia Isakawa, a noted American psychologist and a very good friend of your mother.” 

Hiroshi bowed to her. “It is nice to meet you, Ms. Isakawa, and welcome to Japan.” 
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Malia curtsied. “Thank you, Prince Yamaguchi. Your mother has spoken well of you, too, but she failed to tell me how handsome the two of you are.” 

Hiroshi stared down at her. “Thank you. My mother never told me that she had an American friend. You are quite lovely.” 

Malia lifted her eyes to meet his. “Thank you. I look forward to speaking with you during the duration of my stay. I hear we have a lot in common.” 

 What? 

“She mentioned you are interested in international cuisine.” 

Hiroshi nodded. 

“I own a chain of restaurants in the United States. We must get together and compare recipes.” 

 Is she flirting with me? “It would be my pleasure. I have free rein over the palace kitchen.” 

Malia bowed to him, and Aki walked her down the aisle to meet the rest of the guests. 

“Smooth,” Eiji said to him once Malia was out of ear range. 

“You’re going to cook with her? Very romantic.” 

“I plan to do more than that with her,” Hiroshi replied, walking away from them with his hands behind his back. “I will make beautiful music with her.” 




* * * * 

 

Okay, why did she feel like she had just changed the future of Japan? Malia looked over to where Hiroshi stood. The pictures had not done him justice. The man was gorgeous and totally sexy, with his deep brooding stare and mesmerizing brown eyes. And she did not get the impression that he had any problem when it came to getting what he wanted. 

She looked around the formal dining room as Aki helped her into a seat. The place reminded her of something from a fairy tale. There Smoky Red Taboo 
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was a mixture of historical and current design with the furniture and window treatments. The wait-servants were all dressed in dark colors while the royal family wore bright-colored clothes. She would love to see them seated on their thrones in formal uniform. It was a lovely family, including the younger sister Gina, whom she met only briefly. 

She was barely seventeen and already quite a beauty. She found the younger brother Eiji quite charming and not a bit stuffy. He’d just returned from the United States, and she got the sense from Empress Chie that his parents had been quite surprised to see how much he had changed from when they sent him off to be educated. She could tell from their brief conversation that he was quite popular with the females. He did not try to hide that predator look in his eyes when they spoke. Of course he was too young for her, but she was still flattered by the attention. 

“Are you enjoying yourself?” Aki asked her. 

“Very much so,” Malia replied. “I find it all so interesting.” She spoke of the formal tea ceremony taking place in front of them. “I had to go to a lot of classes to learn how to do that.” 

“You know about this ceremony?” Aki asked, impressed. 

Malia nodded. “My mother had me competing by the time I was five. It was a pride thing. She wanted to show the other mothers in our community that I could hold my own with their daughters. I just thought it was fun.” 

“You found it fun at such a young age?” 

“Yes. What little girl doesn’t like playing with tea sets?” 

Aki chuckled. “Yes, I remember my little sister used to love to play tea.” 

“How long have you been employed with the palace?” Malia asked. 

“Since I was fifteen,” Aki replied. “I wanted to be a doctor, but when the opportunity presented itself, my parents jumped at the chance to have me accepted. I have always loved foreign languages 24 
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and was very good at them in school. I especially liked English. It is my second language.” 

“Have you ever visited the United States?” 

“Many times,” Aki replied. “I had to go with the princes when they went off to school. They didn’t speak much English, so I accompanied them as interpreter.” 

“Did you like it? I mean, America?” 

Aki nodded. “I find it a very exciting place, and I learned a lot of new things while I was there. I am especially fond of clubbing.” 

Malia chuckled. “Of all the things you could have learned. I like to go clubbing, too, when I have the time.” 

“I know of this wonderful place in Shibuya,” he replied. “I could take you there if you would like to go?” 

 My first date in Japan. “Sure, I’d love to, if you’re not too busy.” 

“I’m free tomorrow night. Normally I go with the princes when they’re not busy.” 

“They dance?” Malia asked. 

Aki nodded. “They are great dancers, especially Eiji. He’s very good with the current dance styles, while Hiroshi is more experienced in ballroom dancing.” 

Malia could just picture them at a club, exciting the women in the crowd with their good looks and regal bearings. “Then it’s a date,” 

Malia said. “I haven’t kicked up my heels in a long time.” 

“Great,” Aki replied with a warm smile. “I’ll just have to let the empress know. I don’t want her to think I’m stealing you away from her. She speaks very highly of you.” 

“She’s one of my biggest fans. Just imagine how surprised I was to learn that she was truly the empress of Japan. We speak by phone at least once a week. She is very knowledgeable about romance and human sexuality.” 

Aki chuckled. “I’ve never hear the emperor complain. I do recall that she had quite a few suitors after her hand when she was younger, but Prince Kohaku swept her off her feet.” 
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“They do look like a loving couple,” Malia said, nodding toward them. “His eyes never leave hers when she speaks.” 

“Too bad it didn’t rub off on Hiroshi,” Aki replied. “He is quite the ladies’ man, but hopefully his marriage to the princess will calm him down.” 

She doubted it. He’d been watching her since they sat down . 

 Okay, stop looking over across the table at him. Now what was she going to do? In all her years of practice, she’d never been so affected by a potential patient before. The picture she had of him did not do him justice nor did it smell like his cologne. The real thing smelt so good she could eat him right up. Malia sighed.  I better put my concentration on the meal. The server began unloading the plates from the carts and placing it before them. She recognized sashimi, raw, thinly sliced fish, and Nikujaga, a beef and potato stew flavored with sweet soy. Malia continued to eat in silence, listening to the conversation going on around her. The engaged couple wasn’t saying much to each other, which was the reason she had been asked to come to Japan. Apparently Prince Yamaguchi had relationship issues, which his mother described as noncommittal and unresponsive. Aki had hinted to that fact, too. 

She looked over at the princess and then at the prince. Of course looks had nothing to do with anything, but Princess Rika was kind of plain compared to the handsome and radiant heir to the throne. She didn’t know him well enough to judge yet, but she bet he was thinking the same thing. Another reason she bet he was having problems with the arranged marriage was Rika’s age. He was at least twelve years older than her, and other than being Japanese royalty, the two of them didn’t seem to have anything in common. 

“Do you think you can help them?” Aki asked her. 

She looked over at him. “So you’ve guessed why I’m really here?” 

Aki nodded. “You haven’t taken your eyes off of him since you met him. Are you trying to get a feel of his personality?” 
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“Yes,” Malia replied. “Does the prince know why I’m here?” 

Aki shook his head. “Goodness, no. He would have left here on the first jet. He has always been a free spirit and likes to do things his own way.” 

“They don’t seem to have anything in common,” Malia replied. 

“That’s because they haven’t seen each other since she was a baby.” 

Malia stopped eating. “You mean they’ve been engaged for eighteen years?” 

Aki nodded. 

 No wonder neither of them look happy. “They don’t know each other.” They were strangers in an arrangement made by their parents. 

If anyone needed counseling, it was the parents. What worked for them in the olden days did not necessarily work for this generation of royals. “When is the wedding supposed to take place?” 

“In a couple of months,” Aki replied. “But the engagement will be announced in two weeks.” 

“Then I have two weeks to work a miracle.” 

“Maybe we should invite them to go dancing with us tomorrow. 

Then they could spend some time in each other’s company.” 

“A splendid idea.” Then why didn’t she have a good feeling about this? 

“Do you think you can get them together in two weeks?” Aki asked. 

“I’ll see what I can do, but I can’t make any promises.” 

“Maybe the two of them will start liking each other after they spend time in each other’s company this evening. The empress has arranged some entertainment. Maybe we can get the two of them to dance.” 

“Dancing tonight?” Malia asked. No one mentioned that to her. 

Maybe she could see if Aki could actually dance before going out on a date with him. 
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“Yes. It’s nothing fancy, and it certainly doesn’t compare to clubbing.” 

Malia went back to her meal. Why did she have the feeling someone at the table’s life was about to change? 




* * * * 

 

Dinner ended, and the royalty and guests moved on to the huge ballroom located in the center of the palace. Aki escorted her there, continuing to act as tour guide, explaining and describing every picture and artifact that they passed and its significance in history. 

She found him a splendid conversationalist, and he was very humorous. They stepped inside the ballroom, and the scenery changed. The hall was beautifully decorated in royal blue and burgundy colors. The room had rows and rows of tables and chairs, and bright chandeliers hung from the ceiling. The hired band played a mixture of Japanese and Korean pop songs which the youngsters present seemed to enjoy. She, too, liked this type of music and found herself humming along to some of the songs. The music changed to something a little less contemporary that people in her age group could appreciate. 

“May I have this dance?” Aki asked. 

Malia smirked.  This is going to get interesting. She accepted his hand. 

“I don’t quite know all these newfangled dance steps, but I can manage a decent two-step,” he told her. 

“I think I can handle that.” 

Aki wrapped his arm around her waist and not demurely nor inappropriately, but like a man wanting to dance with a woman. The next thing she knew he was dancing her around the room very elegantly. They were soon joined not only by other guests but by the emperor and empress as well. She peeped over and found Prince Hiroshi and Princess Rika dancing together. Rika just looked bored 28 
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and bewildered. That might cause some problem tomorrow night at a club. If she couldn’t relax around her family, how was she going to relax in a clubbing atmosphere? 

The song ended just as Aki was called away for a phone call. He excused himself, bowed, and headed out of the ballroom. Malia headed back to her seat just as the music changed to something more current. Malia turned to find Prince Eiji Yamaguchi standing by her. 

He was younger than Hiroshi, tall, and definitely not afraid to cause a scandal. Even his choice of dress, a white suit instead of a traditional red, like the other males in the royal family, set him apart. 

“May I have this dance, Ms. Isakawa?” 

Common sense told her to say no, and say it quickly, but she was in the mood to cut a rug and to get to know the rest of the royal family in her endeavor to help Hiroshi. “Sure,” she said. What else could possibly happen by accepting, except his parents could have coronaries and ship her back to Washington? 

“This is one of my favorite groups,” he told her. B2ST was a popular Korean boy band. 

Malia also liked the group, and she followed Eiji’s dance steps as he moved to the rocking song “Beautiful.” He had some fancy moves, but she managed to keep up with him. Their efforts were rewarded by a round of applause from the other guests. 

“I think we’re a success,” he said as the song ended. Some younger girls rushed over to claim a dance with him. He bowed to her. “It was a pleasure, Ms. Isakawa.” 

Malia bowed back. “Thanks.” 

There should have been an old Japanese adage that said  only a fool asks another woman to dance in the presence of his future bride. 

Had there been, maybe Hiroshi Yamaguchi would not be standing before her about to ask her to dance to a very slow number. Of course there was a quaint American saying , never mix business with pleasure,  and the ever-popular  stay out of Mr. McGregor’s garden. 
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Maybe she could use the defense that Hiroshi wasn’t technically her patient, since he hadn’t hired her nor knew why she was in town. 

“Would you care to dance?” he asked. 

To say no would be rude. “Yes.” 

Like his younger brother, Eiji, Hiroshi also kept up with the current dances, despite what Aki said. But instead of a two-step, Hiroshi wrapped both arms around her neck for a slow drag, leaving her no choice but to wrap her arms around his waist and mold her body into his. 

“You are a very good dancer,” he told her. His accented English made her pulse race. 

“Thank you, so are you.” 

“And you’re very beautiful.” 

Malia stopped dancing to allow what he had just told her to register. “Thank you.” What else could she say? The ball was back in his court. She went back to dancing. 

“I want to get to know you better.” 

Not exactly what she expected. “I want to get to know you better, too,” she said. It came out a little more desperate-sounding than she expected. 

Her words made him hold her closer to him, and the scent of his cologne did funny things to the pit of her stomach. She regained her composure. Yes, she wanted to get to know him better but not in the way he thought. Her job was to find out what made him tick, not find out if he could scratch her itch. According to his mother, he was a very good and loving son, but he didn’t seem interested in learning or doing what was expected of him as a prince and heir to the throne, especially when it came to Princess Rika. By now he should have sought out Rika’s company and taken her on dates. That did not mean he did not like females, she discovered, because she had also heard that he had a reputation for the ladies. The fact that he was literally seducing her on the dance floor proved that he still hadn’t embraced his upcoming marriage or even given a thought to Princess Rika’s 30 
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feelings. The dance ended, and he escorted her back to her seat and left. Aki had returned and was smiling, even though the smile didn’t quite reach his eyes this time. 

“The two of you looked very good on the dance floor,” he said. 

“You guys are great dancers,” she replied. “And I can’t wait until tomorrow night. I’m flattered by all the attention and kindness you have bestowed on me.” 

“So did he try to make a date with you?” 

“No,” Malia replied. “Was he supposed to?” 

Aki chuckled. “Yes.” 

“You seem to know Prince Yamaguchi very well.” 

“Like I said earlier, I accompanied him to the United States. I know him almost as well as he knows himself. He’s had a succession of beautiful young women going in and out of his life since he reached puberty. He gets what he wants from them, and then he ends the relationship.” 

That was nice to know. She didn’t plan to become a statistic if she could help it. Besides, she was only going to be in town for a short while, and then she would be on a plane headed for home. 

“Do you think you can cure him now that you’ve talked to him? 

He can’t continue his lusty ways after marrying Princess Takaki.” 

“I believe I can,” Malia said. “But a lot of it depends on him. A person can only be helped if they believe and admit that they have a problem. It’s not like I can brainwash him and force him to become responsible. This is something he must learn on his own.” 




* * * * 

 

She was the last person he expected to see in the gardens when he decided to take a walk after all the guests had gone home. He found Malia seated in the gardens under the cherry blossom trees looking up at the night skies. She turned at the sound of his approach, rose, and bowed. She had changed into another outfit, a blouse and a skirt, with Smoky Red Taboo 
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a hem a tad bit shorter than the one on the black dress. She had great legs. “I’m sorry to disturb you,” he said. 

“You’re not disturbing me. I wasn’t tired, so I came out for a breath of fresh air.” She sighed. “It is certainly beautiful out here.” 

“It sure is,” he replied. “May I join you?” 

She pushed over and made room for him. “The stars look close enough to touch.” 

The stars in her eyes were a better sight. “Where’s Aki?” 

“In his room, I supposed. Or, that was where he was headed when he left me.” 

“Are the two of you dating?” He didn’t know why he asked, but he felt he should get it out of the way. 

“No,” she answered. “I just met him today.” 

“The two of you look comfortable in each other’s company.” 

“He’s a nice guy,” she replied. “He’s taking me clubbing tomorrow night.” 

“You like to dance?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“So do I,” he told her. “But I don’t get the chance to do it any more as much as I like to.” 

“Then why don’t you and Princess Rika join us tomorrow?” she suggested. 

Why did she have to mention the princess? “I can’t answer for her, but I would love to come with you.” 

She stared at him. “I’d like for you to come with me, too.” 

How come the way she said it changed the meaning? “Would you care to see the rest of the grounds?” 

Malia nodded. “I’d like that.” 

He rose and helped her to her feet. “How long have you and my mother been friends?” 

“A couple of years,” she said as they walked. “We met over the radio.” 
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“My mother was on the radio?” he asked as he walked her past the Seiden State Function Hall, one of the buildings on the palace grounds. 

She nodded. “I was doing an international radio show on marriages that have lasted over twenty years. I had invited listeners to call in and talk about what made their marriages so successful.” She chuckled. “I didn’t believe who she was at first, but then I began receiving correspondence from her, and before I knew it, we started talking on the telephone at least once a week. She has had a very exciting life, and she is very knowledgeable when it comes to romance.” 

He stopped walking. “My mother?” 

Malia nodded. “Why do you ask like that? She is still a woman, despite the fact that she is married and has grown kids.” 

“I supposed you’re right,” he said, starting to walk again. 

He took her by The East Gardens, where most of the administrative buildings were located. The place was literally deserted because of the late hour. He pointed. “This is the Imperial Tokagakudo Music Hall,” he told her. “I used to come here quite often as a child.” He pointed to an octahedron-shaped building. 

“Are you interested in classical music?” 

He nodded. “I wanted to be a concert musician as a child, but my father put an end to that dream. He said, ‘you are a prince of Japan, and one day you will be emperor. You cannot be a musician.’” 

“That’s a shame,” she said. “What kind of instrument do you play?” 

“Piano,” he said. “I took lessons beginning at the age of five, and studied music while in the United States.” 

“I would like to hear you play,” Malia said. 

“Really?” he asked. 

Malia nodded. 

He took her hand and led her to the door of the concert hall. 

“What are you doing?” 
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He used a key and the door opened. “You said you would like to hear me play.” He flipped on a switch, and the lights came on. “My father told me that I could not be a musician, but I still practice every chance I can.” He led her to a seat in the front and then walked up the stage steps to a baby grand piano and started to play for her. He looked down on her, still seeing the stars in her eyes as she watched him intently. She gave him a rousing round of applause when he ended his performance. He left the stage and joined her on the floor below. 

“You were fantastic,” she told him. “It’s a pity that the world cannot hear you play.” 

He led her to the door. “Yes, it is,” he said. “But it was my honor to play just for you.” 

He took her out of the concert hall and locked the place up again. 

“I think I better get you back to the palace before someone discovers that you’re missing,” he said. 

Malia nodded. “I hope to get to see the rest of the palace before I return to the United States,” she replied. 

“I will show you,” Hiroshi said. He took her hand. “But I have to ask you, why is your last name Isakawa?” 

“I was adopted by a Japanese family,” Malia explained as they walked. 

“Oh, now I understand why you speak the language so well.” 

“Is there anything else you would like to know?” 

“Yes,” he said. “Why are you really here at the palace?” 

“Because your mother thinks you need help with your relationship.” 

Hiroshi stopped walking. “She brought you all the way to Japan for that?” 

Malia nodded. “She thought I could help you with your engagement to Princess Rika.” 

“In what way?” he asked. 

“By finding out why you are so hesitant to marry.” 
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“She could have asked me,” he said. “I do not love Rika, she is too young for me, and I’d only end up hurting her in the end. I don’t want my parents to arrange a marriage for me. I want to meet and fall in love with a woman who loves me.” 

“And do you think such a woman exists?” 

Hiroshi pulled Malia into his arms. “I know she does.” He lowered his head and kissed her. Instead of fighting him, the psychologist melted into his arms and kissed him back passionately. 
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Chapter Three 

Shit, shit, shit, Malia thought to herself as she kicked off her shoes…a stunt almost impossible to do with Hiroshi’s lips glued to hers. What was she thinking, bringing the crown prince of Japan to her hotel room and sneaking him in like a common criminal? 

Hiroshi picked her up into his arms like she was a feather and carried her away from the door. 

Malia pointed toward the bedroom, and he hurriedly dashed into it. They landed on the bed, lips still locked, with tongues searching and bodies wrapped around each other. “The empress is going to have me beheaded for this.” 

“I won’t tell if you don’t.” Hiroshi’s fingers fumbled with her blouse. He unbuttoned it and buried his face into the crook of her throat and then began kissing his way down to the top of her lacy white bra. 

Malia buried her fingers into his thick black hair. God, it felt so soft. 

“I wish to see all of you,” Hiroshi said, lifting his weight from her body. 

Malia looked up at him while she sat up. She removed her blouse and then climbed off the bed to remove the rest of her clothes. 

Hiroshi sat on the side of the bed watching her. 

She wondered how many other women had stripped before him, probably thousands. But at the moment the exact number did not matter. She undid the bra and tossed it aside. Her breasts fell free for his inspection. 

Hiroshi lifted his eyes. “Nice rack.” 
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Malia smirked at him.  Where did he learn that line? She unzipped her skirt and let it slide down her hips to her feet. Malia kicked out of it, which left her standing in panties, garter belt, and hose. 

“I like a woman in garters and hose,” Hiroshi said, still watching her. “It makes her appear more feminine.” 

Malia walked over to him. “Release me.” 

Hiroshi wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her closer to the bed. He put his face against her stomach and kissed it gently. 

A thrill ran through her body all the way down to her toes. Then she felt his fingers opening the garter and removing it from around her waist without fumbling.  Damn, he knows his way around lingerie. 

She stepped back a little so he could unfasten the stays and slip the hose down her legs. The only things remaining were her lacy white panties. 

“I think I can handle these, too,” Hiroshi told her. He latched onto the waistband and slid the silky fabric down her waist and hips. 

Malia lifted her feet one at a time, and Hiroshi slipped the panties over them and brought them up to his nose and sniffed. “A real woman.” 

What did he think? 

Hiroshi tossed the panties aside and reached for her, running his hands up and down her body until he reached the V between her legs. 

He slowly worked a finger toward her vagina and then let it slip inside. 

Malia’s back arched, and she spread her legs apart and gave him free rein. 

“You’re already wet,” he replied. 

“Doesn’t take much once I’m interested,” she told him. 

Hiroshi inserted another finger and moved both of them in and out of her in a slow motion. 

Malia wiggled her hips a little as the fingers stroked her inner walls. “Oh,” she moaned. She ran her tongue around her lips. Hiroshi had thick fingers and a great technique. 
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He removed his fingers a little while later, much to her dismay. 

He took off his jacket. “On the bed,” he told her. 

Ooh, she liked a man with a domineering voice, but only when it came to sex. Malia got on the bed and faced him. Hiroshi had tossed his coat aside and was busy slipping out of his shirt. He kept his eyes glued to her the entire while. To be more exact, his eyes were glued between her legs. He dropped down to his knees and crawled over to her. 

“May I?” he asked gently parting her thighs. 

Malia nodded quickly. She liked a man with manners. 

Hiroshi kissed the insides of both of her thighs before running his tongue against her clitoris. 

Malia jumped a little, and then her body trembled as the warm tongue traced a pattern around her labia. 

Hiroshi spread her legs further apart and buried his tongue inside of her. 

Malia continued to tremble.  The man’s tongue is lethal. She gasped. “Oh, that hit the spot.” 

Hiroshi pulled her body closer to the edge of the bed and continued to make love to her with his mouth. Moments later she felt the first throes of passion as it moved over her. Both legs shook, but Hiroshi held them firmly in place. Her back arched again, and her butt lifted from the mattress. “Oh, oh, oh,” she continued to moan as the orgasm torpedoed through her body. Hiroshi did not stop tonguing her until her body stopped shuddering and her butt safely landed back down on the mattress. He lifted his head and rose over her. 

Malia sat up and pulled him to her and kissed the prince of Japan. 

She used her tongue to cleanse her moisture from his lips. Hiroshi pushed his tongue into her mouth. The action sent her back down on the mattress. She pulled him down with her. 

Hiroshi broke the passionate kiss and lifted himself from her body again so he could finish undressing. 
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Malia watched him shuck his pants and briefs and pose for her. 

Hiroshi sported what could only be described as the most majestic penis she’d ever seen. It was longer and thicker than she could ever imagine, and she felt a bit stupid thinking that he wouldn’t be so heavily endowed because he was Asian.  Fie on rumors and stereotypical data. 

Hiroshi sauntered back over to the bed. He had a magnificent body, pearly white, muscular, and hairless. He also didn’t have one ounce of fat. 

Malia parted her legs, and Hiroshi eyed her trimmed bush hungrily. 

“I will try to make this very pleasant for you,” he said to her in English. 

“Thank you,” she responded in Japanese. “You may enter.” 




* * * * 

 

Her warmth surrounded his swollen member as he guided it inside of Malia. He was a little disappointed that she wasn’t a virgin, but he supposed that was only for those wishing to be empress. Malia, from the beginning, had shown no such signs. She didn’t seem impressed by his title, or his money, and she took sheer delight in hearing him play the piano for her earlier. His father was wrong. There was more to life than money and power. 

Malia wrapped her long legs around his waist, and he sank in deeper. Her arms wove their way around his neck as he began the trek to claim her. He lifted his weight slightly and began moving in and out of her rhythmically. Malia in turn rolled her hips, offering to help and refusing to lay there like a dead fish. He sighed. Finally he had found a woman who knew her way around a man’s body. She wasn’t ashamed to take the lead either as he rolled over on his back. Malia mounted him and sank down on his cock. 
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“Oh, my beautiful one,” Hiroshi said as Malia surrounded his erection with her warmth. Their bodies met below as she rode him uninhibitedly. The cum rose to the base of his cock, but he refused to allow that to happen so soon. He wanted their time together to last because he was enjoying having sex with her too much. 

Malia slowed her movements as if she knew he was struggling not to come. She looked down at him. Her eyes had turned smoky brown, and the sight made him shudder with desire. She rewarded him with an amazing smile. 

Hiroshi took his mind off of his problem and reached for her breasts. They weren’t large, but enough to fill both his hands. He began playing with them, squeezing the nipples and drawing a circle with his finger around the areolas. Malia trembled, indicating that she was very sensitive in that area. He sat up and buried his face into one of them, taking the nipple into his mouth and sucking hard. Malia moaned, and her head went back. She did not break her concentration, though. She kept right on grinding her pelvis into his. 

He absently compared their skin color. He’d never made love to a black woman before, fearful of what others might think of him. Now he didn’t care and felt quite foolish for having judged a race just because of the color of their skin. She felt like any other woman. Hell, she felt better. She wasn’t skin and bones from dieting. She was soft and warm and sexy. He’d take that over porcelain skin any time. She was his smoky red taboo…forbidden and wild. 

“You have amazing control,” Malia said to him as she continued to make love to him. 

“No, just amazing pride,” Hiroshi replied. “I can’t let it be known that a woman has conquered me with her remarkable skill in the saddle. You have me so very close to the edge, and its taking everything within me to keep it in place.” He ran his hands over her backside and pulled her closer. “And you have a killer ass, too.” 

“Why thank you, Prince Yamaguchi,” she said with a little giggle. 

She ground her pussy against him and clenched it around his shaft. 
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“Oh my,” Hiroshi moaned. “I do believe that you are trying to love me to death.” 

She reached behind and squeezed his balls. 

Hiroshi moaned again. Her hands were so hot, and his balls were sensitive to her touch. “Keep that up and I’m not going to make it.” 

“Maybe changing positions might help,” Malia said. She crawled off of him, taking her warmth with her. Malia positioned herself on her knees, presenting that delectable backside to him. 

Hiroshi bit his bottom lip. This was so not helping matters. He moved between her thighs again. He put one hand on her hip and used the fingers on his other hand to part the lips of her cunt. He slipped back in easily because she was so wet. 

They moaned simultaneously. 

Malia backed up on him, and his dick slid in deeper. 

Hiroshi shuddered.  This is so amazingly hot and sexy. Rika’s image flashed before his eyes, and he shook it away.  Not now. Hiroshi backed up a little and then slid back inside of the moist, inviting pussy. 

Malia trembled. Could it be that she was also trying to stave off an orgasm? He’d never been with a woman who could come more than once. Maybe he should put them both out of their misery. He began humping her slowly, trying to find that G-spot to work on. Malia’s movements mocked his stroke for stroke. Their bodies shook at the same time. 

“Don’t hold back, Hiroshi,” Malia told him. 

She’d called him by his first name. Hiroshi roared inside with pride. He pulled out again, flipped Malia over on her back, and entered her. “I want to see those eyes smolder as I take you,” he told her, kissing her passionately again. He lifted her right leg and held it with the crook of his arm and then buried himself to the hilt. 

Malia’s eyes widened. “Oh, shit,” she replied. 

He felt her vagina tighten around his cock, and then it seemed to open and release like an active volcano. The tremor set him off, too. 
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His body tightened, and then the orgasm soared through him. He erupted, cum shooting out of the head of his penis with force. 

They moved together, working their hips so fast he was afraid that they would damage each other. He clutched her to him, and they melted into each other’s arms. 

Malia recovered first, planting kisses all over his face. Her insides throbbed and drained him dry. 

Hiroshi slid from on top of her and lay down on the pillow next to her. “You were magnificent,” he told her. He could barely breathe from the exertion. The rest of his body felt totally relaxed. He sighed after the glow wore off.  What am I going to do? His parents planned to announce his engagement to Rika in two weeks and Malia would be going back to the United States. Could he possibly marry a woman he wasn’t in love with and just let Malia leave? He closed his eyes. 

No, he didn’t think so. 




* * * * 

 

“Where were you last night?” Katsuro asked Hiroshi as the two friends met in the courtyard outside the palace and away from the prying ears of the household staff. 

It was a beautiful morning, and Hiroshi was already dressed in a business suit, which was so totally out of the norm for him. Usually he was still asleep and snoring peacefully until at least nine. “Out,” 

Hiroshi replied. He’d made it back to the palace very early that morning and threatened to execute the guards at the gates if they told his parents. He sighed. Imagine a grown man who couldn’t act like one. 

“Out where?” Katsuro asked curiously. “You know you’re not supposed to be out alone at night unchaperoned. What if someone had kidnapped you?” 

Sometimes Katsuro was worse than his parents. “I went for a drive. I couldn’t sleep, and I needed to get away to think.” 
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“You live in a huge palace with many rooms. You could have used any of them to be alone in to think,” Katsuro told him. “What were you thinking about?” 

They paused by a bed of stark red roses. His mother had the gardener plant them last spring, and their scent delicately filled the air. “My life,” Hiroshi said. “It is such a mess.” 

“Oh, you mean your upcoming nuptials to Rika. Listen, a lot of men get cold feet. It’s only natural.” 

“I do not have cold feet,” Hiroshi insisted. “I have dread, apprehension, and doubt.” 

“What about? Rika is a charming girl.” 

Hiroshi glared at him. “She’s a cold fish.” 

“And she’s a virgin.” 

“Who cares,” Hiroshi argued. He threw his hands up in the air. 

“I’ve bedded virgins before. It’s so overrated.” 

“And she’s a princess.” 

“She’s plain, mousy, and can’t put together an intelligent sentence,” Hiroshi told him. “I want a woman with more substance.” 

Aki walked out of the palace door just as Katsuro was about to comment. He waved to get their attention and continued over to them. 

Hiroshi frowned. Aki was the last person he wanted to see. 

Aki stopped before them and bowed. “Your Excellency. I have been searching for you. Imagine my surprise when I was told that you were already out and about.” 

“Is anything wrong?” Hiroshi asked. 

“No, I just wanted to know if you and Princess Takaki would like to go out clubbing with me tonight.” 

Hiroshi continued to frown. “Why would you want us to do something like that?” 

The men began to walk back toward the palace. 

“Well, I couldn’t help but notice that the two of you weren’t saying much to each other last night.” 
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Was everyone so anxious for him to wed? “That’s because we had nothing to say to each other. I barely know her.” 

“Exactly,” Aki said rubbing his hands together. “That’s where the idea of going to the club came from. Rika is an eighteen-year-old girl. 

Most young women her age like to dance. I thought maybe it might bring the two of you closer if you shared some type of interest.” 

“I agree,” Katsuro said. 

Hiroshi rolled his eyes at his friend.  Traitor.  Of course Katsuro would agree, since it meant that he could find a woman and get married, too. “But why clubbing? That’s something us guys do when we want to pick up women.” 

“Not this time,” Aki said. “It’s the perfect atmosphere for two people to get to know each other.” 

“But she isn’t even old enough to drink,” Hiroshi argued. 

“They serve soda,” Katsuro replied. 

Hiroshi glared at him again. If Katsuro didn’t stop being so helpful, he was going to choke him. “Thank you.” 

“You’re welcome,” Katsuro replied. 

“We’ll make a night of it,” Aki continued. “I’ll even ask her, if you’re afraid. And let’s invite Eiji, too.” 

 The royal brat, too? “Why not invite the parents while you’re at it,” Hiroshi said sarcastically. 

“Heck no,” Aki said. “They would just suck the life out of the evening.” 

Katsuro chuckled and then stopped instantly when Hiroshi looked over at him. “Okay, if it will make the two of you happy.” He sighed. 

“The things I do for my friends. I will ask Princess Rika myself.” 

Aki clapped his hands in delight. “I’ll take care of everything else,” he said. “I’ll arrange for the transportation and the guards.” 

“I’m coming,” Katsuro told them. “Save a seat in the limo for me.” 

“Okay,” Aki said happily. He entered the palace, leaving them outside. 
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“What’s up with him?” Hiroshi asked after the palace door closed. 

“He’s unbelievably happy for some reason.” 

Katsuro shrugged. “Give the man a break. Maybe he just wants to see you happy.” 

Hiroshi sighed. Going out with Rika was not going to make him happy. 




* * * * 

 

Malia reported to the empress around noon and gave report on almost everything that happened yesterday. 

“What do you think of Hiroshi?” Chie asked as they sipped tea. 

“He’s very handsome,” Malia replied. “You should be proud.” 

“And Eiji?” 

“He’s a doll,” Malia replied. “I can tell that he’s had a good time in the United States when he was supposed to be studying.” 

Chie chuckled. “Yes, that one has always been a handful. I can’t believe that he is so grown and not my baby anymore.” 

“You still have Princess Gina.” 

Chie made a face. “She’s not interested in being my baby girl either since she’s discovered the social media networks. If she doesn’t have a cell phone glued to her ear, she’s on Twitter.” 

Malia found it funny that the empress knew about Twitter. 

“That’s why I’m so anxious for Hiroshi and Rika to wed, so we can have the pitter-patter of little feet in the palace again.” 

Malia grimaced. She’d have better luck if she married Eiji off first. “Speaking of Princess Rika, what do you think about her?” 

Chie looked around the large room like she didn’t want what she was about to say overheard. “She didn’t exactly turn out the way I expected her to. She is so plain and immature.” She sighed. “Too bad you weren’t born a princess. You and Hiroshi looked so good dancing together. The two of you would make such beautiful babies.” 

“I’m also not Japanese,” Malia said. 
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“Shame on you, Malia. We’re more liberal than that.” 

Eiji walked into the room dressed casually in jeans and a sports Tshirt and wearing a cap on his head to hide his locks. 

“It’s hard to believe that he’s a crown prince of the Japanese nation,” Chie said to her. 

“But he’s so adorable,” Malia told her. 

“Why are you dressed like that?” Chie asked him once he stood before them. 

“What’s wrong with my clothes?” Eiji asked. He winked at Malia. 

“All the young men in the United States dress this way.” 

“Need I remind you that you are no longer in the United States, young man?” 

Eiji walked over and gave his mother a kiss on the cheek before moving near Malia. “But the clothes are appropriate to wear while showing an American princess around Tokyo.” He bowed before Malia. 

Chie watched her son with interest. 

“Eiji has agreed to show me around Tokyo,” Malia said, not missing the matchmaking look in the empress’s eyes. 

“You’re so special,” she said to Malia. “Why didn’t I think of that before? Every woman wants a hot young stud.” 

“Pardon me?” Eiji asked. 

“Nothing,” Chie said, smiling like a cat that ate the canary. “You better bring a belt,” she told Malia. “Just in case he steps out of line with you.” 

“Ah, Mother. I know how to show a lady a good time, and besides, we will be accompanied by guards. It’s going to be pretty hard to put my mack on her while they’re watching.” He took Malia’s hand and kissed it. 

Malia smirked.  What company did he keep in the United States? 

She hadn’t heard that term in ages. 

“Smart kid,” Chie said. “Covered all the bases, haven’t you?” 

Eiji nodded. 
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“Where will you be taking Ms. Isakawa?” 

Eiji released Malia’s hand. “I thought I might show her some of Chiyoda. It’s very nice this time of year. And Choo, if we have enough time.” 

“Sounds exciting,” Malia said, rising. 

“Just don’t let him tire you out,” Chie replied. “He has always been a bundle of energy.” 

Eiji walked over and kissed his mother on the cheek again. “But you love every part of me, and you’re still the prettiest woman in Japan.” He bowed respectfully. 

“Ah, go on with you,” Chie said blushing. “And behave yourself with Ms. Isakawa.” 

“I will,” Eiji said. He turned to Malia. “I’ll get the car ready while you change.” 

“What’s wrong with her outfit?” Chie asked “I think she looks beautiful.” 

“That is the problem,” Eiji said. “I don’t want anyone else to notice her.” 

Malia giggled. “I brought along a change of clothes. Heels are just too uncomfortable to walk in for extended periods of time.” 

“Just be careful of that one,” Chie told her jokingly. “I never remember him volunteering to take another foreign guest on a tour of Tokyo.” 

Malia shrugged again. “I’ll find out what he’s up to and get back with you.” 

“See that you do,” Chie said nodding at Malia. 

Malia bowed and left the throne room quickly. 




* * * * 

 

It only took Malia a few minutes to change. She found Eiji at the bottom of the stairwell when she left the room temporarily assigned to Smoky Red Taboo 
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her during her stay in Japan. She kept the hotel room just in case of trouble. 

“You are the only woman I know who looks good in jeans,” Eiji said, taking her hand and leading her away from the stairs. 

“Thanks,” she said to the compliment, not knowing if it was the truth or not. 

They were halfway to the door when another door off the side of the room opened. The person coming through it cleared his throat very loudly. 

Malia spun around and found Hiroshi standing behind them looking elegant in a dark blue suit, blue tie, bright white shirt and a fresh red rose in his lapel. Katsuro accompanied him. She bowed respectfully. “Prince Yamaguchi and Advisor Sato. Good afternoon.” 

Hiroshi walked around her and Eiji, checking them out. “Where are you two off to?” he asked. 

“I’m taking Malia to see Central Tokyo,” Eiji replied. 

“Ms. Isakawa,” Hiroshi corrected him. 

“I’m sorry, Ms. Isakawa. I promised that I would show her around today.” 

“That’s very nice of you to keep your word, but where are you planning to take her dressed like that?” He pointed to Eiji’s hat that he now wore with the brim turned to the back of his head. 

“Fun places,” Eiji replied. “Not some boring museums or civic centers like you love to hang out at. I have the perfect afternoon planned.” 

“I just bet you have,” Hiroshi said. He raised his eyes to Malia. 

“Would you mind turning around?” 

Malia turned around slowly. She heard three distinctive intakes of breath. “What?” she asked. 

“Nothing,” Hiroshi said, straightening the hem of his suit jacket. 

“Carry on, you two, and don’t stay out too late.” 

“And don’t get mobbed?” Katsuro added. 
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“I won’t on both accounts,” Eiji told him. He took her hand and led her out of the front door. 

“What was that all about?” Malia asked. 

“Just Hiroshi trying to be funny,” Eiji said. “He never fails to make it a point that he’s older than I am. He seems to think that being older makes him more responsible. But let me tell you, he’s no angel.” 

Malia smiled. She already knew that. 




* * * * 

 

“You took that very well,” Katsuro said as he followed Hiroshi to his office, where he’d be meeting with Rika and their mothers. 

Hiroshi figured he’d do it this way to make Rika feel more comfortable. 

“Took what?” Hiroshi asked. 

“Eiji going out on a date with Ms. Isakawa.” 

“It is not a date,” Hiroshi said. His long strides belied his words. 

“He’s simply taking her on a tour of the city.” 

“But we employ people here specifically for that task,” Katsuro said trying to keep up with him. 

“Apparently Eiji does not think they’d do a good enough job and decided to take on the mission himself. Besides, how much trouble can he get into? No one is going to recognize him in that getup. 

They’ll look like…” 

“A couple on a date,” Katsuro replied. 

“No, friends out on a tour of the city,” Hiroshi insisted. 

“About her outfit,” Katsuro began. 

Hiroshi smiled. “Most intriguing. Normally I don’t like women in pants, but on her it seems so natural.” 

“That’s because she’s has a bodacious butt,” Katsuro replied. 

“That I cannot argue.” 
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They arrived at Hiroshi’s office. Katsuro heard voices coming from inside. 

Hiroshi put his finger to his lips to halt the conversation between them. They entered bowing. 

The empress was seated next to Rika’s mother, and Rika sat in another chair against the wall by herself, toying with her cell phone. 

She stopped the moment they entered. Katsuro smiled at her. This conversation was going to be interesting, but not as interesting as the one Hiroshi planned to have with Eiji after he came back from his date with Malia Isakawa. Katsuro walked over and sat down next to Rika, while Hiroshi sat down at his desk. 

“Why have you summoned us?” his mother asked Hiroshi. “Is something wrong?” 

Hiroshi didn’t fail to see the little smile Rika rewarded Katsuro with when he sat down. Nor did he miss the smile Katsuro rewarded her back with. 

“No, nothing is wrong. I just wanted to ask Rika something, and I thought she’d feel more comfortable with you present.” 

Rika looked up, shocked. “You want to ask me something?” 

She wore a light blue skirt set and her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She still looked like a child to him, even if she was dressed like her mother. Hiroshi nodded. “How would you like to go out with me tonight?” 

The smiles on their mothers’ faces could have lit up the entire Asian continent. Rika, unfortunately, just looked petrified. 

“Let me rephrase it. A group of us have decided to go dancing in Shibuya, so you won’t have to worry about being alone with me. 

We’ll be properly chaperoned.” Why would he want a woman who didn’t want to be alone with him? Maybe their parents should have fixed her up with Eiji, since he and Rika were closer in age. 

“I’d like that,” Rika said after giving the idea considerable thought. She turned to Katsuro. “Will you be going, too?” 

 Huh, what is this? 
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“Yes,” Katsuro said. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world, and someone has to look after you.” 

Hiroshi turned his attention to Rika’s mother. “Is this acceptable to you?” He should have asked her first, since Rika was not quite eighteen yet, but he was afraid Rika might depend on her mother’s refusal as an excuse not to go. 

“It sounds like good old innocent fun,” Aimi said. “And the two of you will be there to look after Rika.” 

“And Eiji and Aki will be there, too,” Hiroshi added. 

“Aki Yomomoto is very responsible,” Chie said. “He’s a little older than they are, but he looked after the princes in the United States and did a splendid job.” 

“Fine,” Aimi said. “It’s okay with me. You kids have fun.” 

“Great,” Hiroshi said, not meaning it. “It’s settled. We’ll be leaving around nine tonight, since that’s around the time most of the clubs open. As for attire, something clubby?” 

Aimi looked at him oddly, but Rika nodded that she understood. 

Hiroshi rose. “That’s it. Thank you all for coming.” 

The three women rose, bowed, and then exited his office. Hiroshi waited until he was sure they had gone before he spoke. “That went surprisingly well.” 

Katsuro nodded in agreement. “Let’s just hope the rest of the evening turns out this way.” 




* * * * 

 

“What’s that?” Malia asked Eiji as they rode on a ferry from Tokyo Bay to Chiba. She pointed to a large object in the distance. 

“That is a steel factory,” Eiji replied, enjoying the way she got excited at the smallest things. He’d taken her to see the rest of Chiyoda first and then Choo. Now they were on their way to Chiba, where he planned to treat her to lunch. 
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The crowded ferry sailed on the water with ease. Most of the people aboard used it to get to and from work every day. Some of the farmers used it to transport their fruits, vegetables, and rice to market. 

He was glad that no one was transporting cows or oxen. He moved closer to Malia so he wouldn’t be separated from her. Except for a couple of stares, he didn’t think anyone recognized him. The stares were mostly from other men admiring Malia, who obviously didn’t see them checking her out. 

The dock appeared much too soon, calling an end to their journey. 

He was having so much fun talking to the interesting doctor. She was funny and didn’t shy away from delicate subjects…not even relationships. Most girls his age would be blushing behind their hand or a fan. And most of them were probably still virgins if they were still single. He didn’t care what tradition said. He wanted an experienced woman who knew her way around a man’s body and wasn’t afraid to experiment. 

The ferry docked, and two ferry workers jumped onto the landing and secured the boat with a long, thick rope. He and Malia filed off with the rest of the riders. They walked down a ramp and then walked outside the landing where he hailed a taxi to take them to a seaside restaurant where he’d made reservations. He helped Malia into the cab and then got comfortable next to her as the driver made his way down the crowed street. 

Eiji was glad that he had told Malia to dress down for the occasion. The waiter assigned to them took one look at her and blushed before leading them to two seats outside near the water. The tables were shielded from the sun by big umbrellas. Eiji ordered a seafood platter for them so Malia could sample a variety of local crustaceans indigenous to their area. The waiter returned about fifteen minutes later with their food, and Malia giggled. The sound did wonders for his heart but also stirred something deep inside his loins. 

Malia dug into the food, not afraid to get her hands dirty. He was in love with her before the meal ended but decided not to act upon his 52 
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impulses until they got to know each other better. He didn’t know what his family would think of him dating an American. He supposed they still wanted him to marry a princess and produce offspring with her. Apparently he was not only about to break tradition but also change history. 
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Chapter Four 

Okay, maybe she should not have eaten so much seafood, Malia reasoned as she popped two round antacid discs into a glass of water and watched it fizz. She drank it down once the fizzing stopped. Aki said that they wouldn’t be going anywhere until nine, so she had about three hours to recover. And she was glad that she made Eiji take her to her hotel room instead of back to the palace. She didn’t want to run into Hiroshi again in this condition. 

She laid down on the king-sized bed, reached for the remote control, and turned on the television. She sniffed the air. Funny, Hiroshi’s scent was still there. It wasn’t strong, but faint beneath the odor of disinfectant that the housekeepers used to clean her room. 

She sniffed the pillows. Yes, definitely Hiroshi. She sighed. So far she hadn’t gotten a damn thing accomplished except proven a few points. One, that Hiroshi did not want to marry Rika. Two, that Hiroshi would probably cheat on Rika  if  he  married  her, and three, Asian males could do it just as well as black males. 

She thought about her plans for the evening. She was going clubbing with Aki. Why did it feel like she was cheating on Hiroshi? 

It wasn’t like the two of them were dating or anything. Having sex with a man did not make them a couple. And as wonderful as it had been, he was still heir to the Japanese throne and was about to marry a princess, while she would be going back to her practice and resuming her life in Washington. 

The antacid finally started to work. Malia closed her eyes and tried to take a nap. Last night’s sexcapades with Hiroshi and today’s outing with Eiji played over and over in her head. And she could not 54 
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forget Empress Chie’s words. Yes, it would have been nice to be a princess. Then she would be stuck with deciding which prince to marry. At the moment she couldn’t make a decision between great sex or fun. She sighed. Why couldn’t she find a man that offered her both? Sleep finally overtook her. Malia yawned once and succumbed to it. 




* * * * 

 

Aki arrived at her hotel exactly at eight thirty. He called up to the room, and Malia decided to go down to meet him instead of allowing him up to her room, just in case he recognized Hiroshi’s cologne. She found him in the lobby, dressed elegantly in a brown suit and white shirt opened at the collar and tieless. 

Aki bowed as she approached. “You look so beautiful,” he told her. 

The one thing she learned in the last few days in Japan was that Asian men always knew the right thing to say to flatter her ego. “Are you sure this dress is okay?” she asked him, valuing his opinion and trying not to cause any kind of embarrassment for the royal family. 

“You look sensational,” he told her. 

She had chosen a royal blue after-five dress with a hem that came down to her thighs. The three-inch black patent-leather shoes brought her up eye to eye with Aki. She decided to wear her hair up and out of her eyes. She chose a chignon instead of a French braid and added pin curls to the side of her face to soften her look. She wore her sapphire jewelry because it went so well with the dress and just enough makeup to take the shine off her face. 

Aki took her hand and led her out of the hotel. Malia paused. She hadn’t expected a stretch black limousine with the royal family’s crest on the side to be parked at the curb. Apparently Aki wasn’t trying to travel incognito. 
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The chauffer opened the door for them. Malia fretted about flashing Aki as she got inside. If he’d seen anything, he didn’t comment or make a lewd remark. He just slid in right after her. The chauffer closed the door. The next thing she knew they were driving through the streets of Tokyo on the way to Shibuya, the entertainment district, for an evening of dinner and dancing. 

Aki took her to a wonderful Italian restaurant first. The atmosphere was cheery and friendly. The waiters were dressed in red and black vests and black pants with white long-sleeved shirts beneath their vests. The décor was old-world Italian with grapevines strung across the ceiling, soft Italian music playing from a speaker, and pictures of the restaurant owners and their families on the walls. 

The current owner was Guido Gambino, an old friend of Aki who came over to say hello once he found out that Aki had arrived. 

Everyone seemed to know Aki. They greeted him warmly and complimented him on his beautiful dining companion. Malia took it all in, pleasantly smiling but not confirming their relationship. 

The veal parmesan was tender with just the right amount of cheese and seasoning. They shared a bottle of red wine and for dessert they dined on cheesecake. Afterward they got back into the limousine and the chauffer headed for the nightclub. 

Shibuya by night was a splendid sight. People walked the streets, and there was a lot of traffic. Shibuya had everything from arcades to karaoke bars. Asian restaurants and street-side vendors lined each block. And they passed one of the biggest shopping malls she’d ever seen near the subway station. 

There were people everywhere she looked, walking in crowded groups. The chauffer had to stop the limo at several busy intersections to allow the pedestrians to cross the streets. 

Huge television screens blasted upcoming concerts and movie attractions. 

“Wow, this is fantastic,” Malia found herself saying. She’d never seen anything like this in her life and probably never would again. 
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The limo finally stopped for the last time, and the chauffer came around and opened the door for them. This time Aki got out first and assisted her. 

Malia pulled her dress down from around her hips and adjusted the hem. She accepted Aki’s arm, and they entered the club after getting the okay from the big burly Japanese bouncer who manned the door. 

The place was rocking, dimly lit, smoky, and packed with people around their ages, and surprisingly enough, not too many youngsters. 

“I arranged it that way,” Aki told her. “The royal princes and princess will be in attendance tonight, and I don’t want any trouble.” 

“Understandable,” she told him. The last thing they needed was a fight or an assassination attempt. 

The royals had already arrived. Aki waved to them and walked her over to their table. All the men rose once she approached. Princess Rika remained in her seat, looking a tad bit out of place amongst the distinguished princes and Katsuro. 

Aki helped her into a seat on the right side of Hiroshi, who looked at her questioningly. Malia tried to play it off. Aki sat down at her right and signaled for a waitress, who quickly arrived with champagne and extra glasses. Aki filled her glass and then his. Malia sipped the bubbly liquor but couldn’t help but feel eyes on her. 

The disc jockey spun a medley of popular Japanese and American pop songs with a couple of Korean tunes thrown into the mix. Aki asked her to dance when something slower played. Malia accepted gracefully just to get away from Hiroshi for a few minutes. His cologne had already worked its way through her bloodstream and had her pussy hot. 

Aki really was a good dancer, and before long, she found herself getting comfortable in his arms. The song ended much too soon, and he escorted her back toward the table. She was just about to get into her seat when Eiji asked her to dance to yet another slow number. 
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How could she refuse after he’d taken time out of his busy life to show her a good time earlier in town? 

“Why didn’t you tell me that you were accompanying Aki tonight?” Eiji asked as he slowly danced with her. 

“You didn’t ask,” Malia replied. “Plus, I didn’t know that you would be here. Aki suggested yesterday that it would be a nice way to get Prince Hiroshi and Princess Rika together.” 

“It’s not working,” Eiji told her. “He danced a couple of dances with her before you arrived, but they haven’t been doing much talking.” He paused. “Rika does seem to like talking to Katsuro, though.” 

“What?” Malia asked. She looked over toward the table, and sure enough Rika seemed deep in conversation with Katsuro. Hiroshi, on the other hand, looked miserable. 

The song ended for them, too, and a fast song came on. Hiroshi asked Rika to dance. She hesitated at first and then joined him on the dance floor. Malia slid into her seat, glad to rest her feet, and drank another glass of champagne. She and Aki talked and watched the young couple on the dance floor. 

“The princess knows the latest dances,” Malia said to Aki. 

“I figured as much. That is why I arranged this evening. I think she just acts shy around her parents. She seems to be just a normal teen, but it’s hard to act like it when the future of a country rests on her shoulders.” 

Two young women approached the table and got Katsuro and Eiji on their feet and dancing, leaving her alone with Aki. 

“Did you enjoy your outing with Prince Eiji today?” Aki asked out of the blue. 

“Yes, but I’m afraid I ate too much seafood. I had to take an antacid when I got back to my hotel room. But other than that, I enjoyed myself. He is a very good tour guide, and no one recognized him.” She giggled. “He got a big kick out of that.” 
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“I bet he did. I think he likes you,” Aki said. “I’ve never seen him so attentive to any other guests his parents have invited to the palace.” 

“He’s nice,” Malia said. “I think he just likes me because I am an American and he has embraced my culture. Besides, he seems to be very popular with the young ladies here tonight.” 

“He’s always in demand when we go clubbing,” Aki told her. 

“He’s still young and doesn’t tire as easily as the rest of us.” He paused. “Have you had a chance to talk to Prince Hiroshi yet?” 

Malia nodded. “I’m still convinced that this will be a marriage made in hell. He doesn’t love Rika, and now I believe that she might be interested in Katsuro. Look at the way she keeps peering at him while she dances with Hiroshi.” 

Aki looked toward the dance floor. “I think you’re right. I believe the two of them are from the same area of Japan.” He stuttered. “This is not good news. The empress will be so disappointed.” 

“I don’t know. I still think Hiroshi might marry her for his mother’s sake,” Malia replied. 

“But you don’t think it is a good idea?” 

“No,” Malia said. “The two of them should marry a person they fall in love with. Someone they have something in common with. 

Maybe Rika feels comfortable with Katsuro because they share the same native dialect.” 

“And what about you, Malia? Why haven’t you married?” 

Malia thought before she answered. “I’m still waiting for Mr. 

Right. But I have dated my fair share of frogs.” She sighed. “I want someone who will sweep me off my feet and make all of my dreams come true.” 

Aki chuckled good-naturedly. “You are a romantic.” 

Malia nodded. “But if it never happens, I’m still happy with my life just as it is. I get to meet a lot of interesting people, and I get to travel to the most beautiful places in the world. I just wish my parents were still alive to see this. It was their dream that I see Japan someday.” 
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“They would be very proud of you,” Aki said. “I’ve done a bit of research into your life. You have a very big following of fans that love and cherish your advice.” He lifted his glass and sipped his champagne. 

Malia blushed and looked toward the dance floor. Princess Rika was now dancing with Katsuro, and Hiroshi was headed her way. He bowed when he arrived at the table. “May I dance with Ms. Isakawa?” 

he asked Aki. 

“Sure,” Aki said. “I have to use the toilet anyway, and try not to step on her toes.” 

Malia smirked at him and came around the table and accepted Hiroshi’s hand. He motioned to the disc jockey as he led her to the floor. The music began to play and the sea of dancers parted for the eldest prince of Japan. 

“I want you so badly,” he whispered into her ear as he hugged her tightly to him. “It just pains me to see you here with Aki.” 

“But you’re here with your fiancée.” 

His body stiffened against hers for a moment. “She would rather be with Katsuro,” he admitted. “And I’m okay with that. He deserves to be happy.” 

“Oh, so you’ve noticed.” 

“I think everyone here has noticed. She talks to him and smiles for him and simply ignores me.” 

“And this hurts your princely feeling?” 

“No,” he replied. “It only proves my point. She and I do not belong together. I can’t marry her and wonder if she’ll be slipping off to meet him. And besides, you and I are a more perfect match.” 

“I am not a virgin Asian princess,” she reminded him. “I’m just Malia Isakawa, adopted daughter of a restaurateur and his wife.” 

“I don’t care that you were not born a princess,” Hiroshi told her. 

“You are worth more to me than any princess I’ve ever known.” 

Malia suspected it was the champagne talking. So what was she supposed to do now? 
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Hiroshi danced her away from the bright lights to the dark side of the room and placed a kiss against her neck. Flames heated her face. 

What if someone had seen him do that? He had to be careful. There could be spies planted everywhere. She could just see the headlines. 

 Prince Hiroshi caught kissing a foreign woman in a nightclub in Shibuya. 

“Will you meet with me tonight?” he asked as he escorted her back toward the table. 

“I don’t know,” Malia said. “What if you get caught? And besides, I came with Aki.” 

“Are you planning on spending the night with him?” 

“No, he’s really a nice guy, but I don’t feel anything for him.” 

“What about Prince Eiji? He hasn’t taken his eyes off of you since you walked in the door with Aki.” 

Malia hesitated before she answered, which made Hiroshi stop. 

“Well?” 

“No, I will not be taking Eiji to my bed either.” 

“Very well,” he said. “I will come to you later. Don’t worry about me. I won’t embarrass my family. I just need to fall asleep in your arms again.” 

Malia blushed and nodded. They made it back to the table, but she barely remembered what happened after that. 




* * * * 

 

Malia walked to the ladies room, accompanied by Princess Rika. 

After taking care of business, Malia washed her hands and prepared to leave when Rika stopped her. 

“Excuse me,” she said. “May I have a word with you?” 

“Sure,” Malia said. She’d been expecting this conversation all evening. “What would you like to discuss?” 

“Your involvement with Hiroshi.” 

Malia leaned against one of the walls. “Oh, what about it?” 
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“Do you like him?” Rika asked. She folded her arms and waited for an answer. 

“Yes,” Malia said. “What’s not to like? He’s friendly and charming and a nice dancer.” 

“That’s not what I mean.” Rika said. “Are you interested in him as a lover?” 

Malia sighed. For a church mouse, this one did not beat around the bush. 

“I don’t know. The question should be, do you?” 

“Not especially,” Rika replied. “But my parents have dragged me here, and they’re expecting me to marry him.” 

“And you disagree with their choice?” Malia asked. 

“I don’t know,” Rika said. “It’s not like I’ve dated anyone else before. I suppose he’s okay, but I barely know him.” 

“Would you like to get to know him?” Malia asked. 

“Not especially,” Rika replied. “I don’t think we have anything in common. He’s, how can I put this? Old.” 

Malia smirked. Hiroshi would simply die if he heard her say this. 

“That’s because you’re barely eighteen. So to answer your question, I don’t know if I’m interested in Hiroshi that way. You need to make this right in your own head and figure out if you like him enough to marry him and spend the rest of your  life  with  him.  This  is  a  big decision, and only you can make it.” 

“You’re right,” Rika said raising a defiant chin. “I’m not going to allow my parents to bully me into doing something I’m not ready for.” She turned to the sink and washed her hands and then dried them on a paper towel. “Please don’t mention this to anyone.” 

“I won’t,” Malia said, holding the door open for the princess. 

“The decision is yours.” 

They walked back toward the table, sat down, and ended their conversation. 
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Chapter Five 

She almost didn’t recognize Hiroshi when she opened the hotel room door to him hours later after she returned from the club. He was dressed like a commoner in jeans and a sweatshirt, and he wore a baseball cap and sandals. He looked comical and did not pull the look off well. “Get in here,” she whispered to him. “Before someone sees you in that getup.” 

Hiroshi entered, and Malia closed and locked the door. 

“What’s wrong with my outfit? It’s exactly like the one Eiji wore earlier.” 

“You’re not Eiji,” she told him. “It’s so not you. Your body is made for fine suits and luxurious robes and tuxedoes, not hip-hop fashion.” 

He strutted through the living room. “I think I look fly.” 

Malia smirked and shook her head. “What if someone recognized you? Your picture would be plastered all over the front page of the newspaper. Elegant prince Hiroshi has lost his mind.” 

Hiroshi chuckled and pulled her into his arms. “I suppose you’re right. I didn’t realize I could draw more attention to myself by dressing this way.” He lowered his head and kissed her. “But I like what you’re wearing.” 

She’d taken off the club clothes, taken a shower, and donned a sexy black negligee. 

“I’m beginning to appreciate the color black,” he said. 

“I own a red one, too,” Malia teased as he pulled her toward the bedroom. “I sleep well with the feel of soft lingerie touching my skin.” 
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“Who said anything about sleeping?” Hiroshi asked, freeing her long enough to close the bedroom door. He removed his cap from his head and tossed it on the dresser. Then he slipped the sweatshirt over his head. He didn’t even muss his hair. 

“You did earlier,” Malia said, backing away from him. “I distinctly remember you saying that you were coming over to fall asleep in my arms.” 

He stopped and began removing his shoes and pants, and then finally his briefs. “I’m not the least bit sleepy,” he said as he approached. He pushed her gently onto the bed, dropped to his knees, and pushed the silky fabric of her gown up her thighs. 

“What are you about to do?” she asked, feigning ignorance. 

He moved between her legs and kissed her on the thigh. “Make all your dreams come true.” 

Malia’s eyes widened. Thankfully he couldn’t see them. He had moved one step closer to Mr. Right with that statement…a position she wasn’t sure he was ready for. 

Hiroshi parted her legs and then lifted them. 

Malia gasped as his tongue began tracing the lips of her pussy. 

She always found cunnilingus to be one of the most romantic acts a man can perform on a woman. Without it, sex was just intercourse. 

With it, sex became a relationship that promised a future. 

The tongue darted inside her. Her back arched as Hiroshi’s warm, wet breath caressed her delicate flesh. He took his time exploring each and every inch of her until he found the right spot. Her butt shook, and her stomach muscles tightened. 

“Do you like the way that feels?” Hiroshi asked. 

“Oh yes,” Malia moaned from above him. The man did know his way around a cunt. 

He went back to work, but this time he removed his mouth and inserted a finger inside of her and moved it around. She in turn tightened her muscles and sucked the finger deeper inside. 
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“I like it when you do that,” Hiroshi said. “It shows good muscle control.” He sighed contently. “And you’re so wet and tight.” He inserted a second finger and began moving both of them in and out, simulating sex. 

Malia rotated her hips slowly, getting into the groove. 

Hiroshi swept the gown up higher, exposing more of her to him. 

He did not stop the finger probing, and he rubbed his free hand over her abdomen, sending more sensual ripples through her body. Malia squirmed. Hiroshi had her so hot. 

“Your body was made to be worshipped,” he told her as the fingers rubbed against the sides of her inner walls. “I want to cherish you.” He removed the fingers and rose to his feet. “Let me help you out of that gown.” 

Malia sat up, still in the mood. She allowed Hiroshi to remove the gown, and then he got on the bed with her and kissed her passionately. His fingers moved down and began squeezing one of her nipples. It hardened between his fingers. He lowered his head and kissed a path around the breast, teasing the nipple with his tongue while simultaneously stroking the other one. Every part of her body responded to him. Her nipples swelled, her pussy dampened, and her skin felt sensitive to his touch. He squeezed the nipple hard while sucking the other one, sending both pain and pleasure to her nervous system. 

Hiroshi lifted his head. “I would like to introduce you to the Kama Sutra.” 

Malia’s eyes widened again. That idea both intrigued and excited her. He was only what, thirty? How had he learned the delicate art of the Kama Sutra already? And who the hell taught it to him? “What do you know of the Kama Sutra?” she asked 

Hiroshi smiled down at her. “Before the night is over, I will take you to such heights you won’t ever look in the direction of another man. Would you like that?” 

“Oh yes,” Malia said, suddenly game for anything. 
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“Then get prepared to be swept off your feet.” 

It was like he’d eavesdropped on her conversation with Aki, which was impossible, because he was nowhere near them. And she knew Aki wasn’t foolish enough to repeat their conversation, since he, too, had been trying to put the moves on her. Sweeping her off her feet would definitely move him up another notch to Mr. Right. Maybe she should rethink this. 

Hiroshi flipped her over on her stomach and licked his way down her back until he reached the crack of her ass. He flicked his tongue, sending thrills through her behind. 

Uh-oh, she thought.  Too late. 




* * * * 

 

Malia sat next to Empress Chie as they had tea in the sunroom with Aimi. Princess Gina sat on the other side of her mother, and Princess Rika sat next to hers. The men had gone off somewhere, leaving them alone to chitchat. 

Princess Gina was a lovely young woman who resembled her mother in every respect. She wore a royal blue suit and matching pumps that brought out the creamy paleness of her skin. 

Princess Rika was equally coiffed in a lime green suit but with black pumps. 

Empress Chie passed around a plate of watercress sandwiches while they discussed current affairs, which Malia found utterly boring. She had trouble concentrating and blamed it all on Hiroshi, who kept her up very late last night trying to perfect a position to drive her over the edge in orgasms. 

“How was clubbing last night?” Aimi asked Rika. 

“It went quite well,” Rika said softly, shifting her eyes over to Malia. 

Malia smirked. The princess’s secret was safe with her. 

“Did Prince Hiroshi enjoy himself?” her mother asked. 
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“I suppose so,” Rika replied. “He did a lot of dancing.” 

“Hopefully with you,” her mother said. 

Rika’s head bobbed up and down. “And with her,” she said, pointing to Malia. 

Empress Chie turned to her. “You danced with Hiroshi?” 

“Yes, your highness,” Malia replied. Rika had let the cat out of the bag, so she didn’t need to lie. “He was being kind.” 

Chie chuckled. “I just bet he was.” 

“I wish I could have gone,” Gina said like a typical teenager. “I love to dance.” 

“Maybe next year,” the empress told her. 

“But I’ll be in the United States by then.” 

“Exactly,” the empress said. “Out of sight and out of mind.” 

Gina pouted. “You weren’t so strict with my brothers.” 

“That’s because boys can’t get pregnant,” Chie replied. 

Aimi chuckled. “No they can’t.” She turned her attention back to Rika. “So, did you dance with anyone else?” 

Rika did not answer at first, and, frankly, she expected the young woman to lie. “I danced a couple of times with Advisor Sato.” 

“Katsuro?” Chie asked. 

“Yes,” Rika said. “He is a very good dancer and 

conversationalist.” 

“And what was Hiroshi doing while you were dancing with Advisor Sato?” her mother asked. 

“Dancing with Ms. Isakawa or talking to her.” 

Chie looked over at her again, and Malia shrugged. Aimi also eyed her curiously. 

“And where were Aki and Eiji?” Chie asked. 

“At the table or dancing with Ms. Isakawa,” Rika replied. 

This time Gina looked over at her and smiled impishly. “Quite uncharacteristic of the men in this household to share,” she said. 

“Very,” Chie said. 
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“So what did you and Hiroshi discuss when you were together?” 

Aimi asked Rika, apparently trying to get her to say more. 

“The weather, the price of oil, and the ups and downs of the stock market.” 

Both of the older women scowled. 

“What?” Aimi asked. 

Rika nodded. “He might have mentioned how pretty I looked and then complimented me on my dancing.” 

“No marriage talk?” her mother asked. 

Rika shook her head. “No. I don’t think he wants to marry me, and, frankly, mother, I don’t think I want to marry him either.” 

Damn, Malia thought. She had not seen that coming so soon, and apparently neither had either of the mothers. 

Aimi fanned herself frantically with her hand. “I don’t understand. 

Why don’t you want to marry Prince Hiroshi?” 

“Because we have nothing in common, and I like someone else.” 

“What?” Aimi asked. “Who?” 

Rika clammed up again. 

“You better well answer me, young lady. I didn’t travel all the way here to embarrass our hosts or myself.” 

“Advisor Sato,” Rika answered. 

Gina giggled. “Katsuro? Are you serious?” 

“What’s wrong with him?” Rika asked. 

“Nothing. He’s a total babe,” Gina said. “But he’s not a prince.” 

“So what,” Rika said. “I can have any prince in the world, but what good is he if I don’t love him? I chose Katsuro. He’s sweet and kind and gets me.” 

Chie joined in the conversation. “This is a strange development.” 

She gazed over at Malia again. “What do you think of all of this?” 

“Like I told you before. You can’t force love. It’s too unpredictable.” 

“How can I tell Hiroshi? He will be heartbroken.” 
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The empress, Malia discovered, was a very good actress. Only all the recent time she had spent with the empress allowed her to see the relief on her face. 

“I will tell him,” Rika said bravely. “He will understand.” 

I bet he will, Malia said to herself. He’ll probably be dancing and shouting it from the rooftop. 

“I’m sorry,” Aimi said. “But I cannot accept this. “You and Hiroshi shall be married.” 

The look on Chie’s and Rika’s faces was priceless. Both sat there shocked. 

“What do you mean?” Rika asked. 

“Just what I said, young lady. You are going to marry Hiroshi and learn to love him.” 

Rika pouted. “You can’t force me to marry someone I do not love.” 

“Then what about Prince Eiji?” Aimi asked. “Would he be more suitable?” 

“He’s cute, but he’s more interested in her.” She pointed at Malia. 

Gina chuckled. “This gets more exciting by the minute.” 

“Shush,” Chie told her. “This is turning into a debacle. Rika will be eighteen soon. There’s a big party planned in her honor. Let her think about it before she makes a decision.” 

“You’re right,” Aimi agreed. “Let’s not rush into anything. Let her spend some time with all three men. If she still wants Katsuro, I will not stand in her way.” 

Malia smirked. Why didn’t she believe her? 
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Chapter Six 

“What do you mean that Princess Rika might want me for a husband?” Eiji asked his mother. “What happened to her engagement to Hiroshi?” 

“A temporary setback,” Chie replied. “Apparently she’s in love with Katsuro.” 

“So what does that have to do with me?” 

“Apparently her mother thinks she should have more choices.” 

“So, naturally, since I’m a prince, I get volunteered.” 

“Something like that,” Chie said. “It doesn’t mean she will necessarily choose you. All you have to do is spend some time with her. Who knows, you might come to like her.” 

Eiji stared at her. “I doubt that, but I will do as you ask.” 

Chie chuckled. “You make it sound like it’s the end of the world. 

What else do you have to do?” 

“Plenty of stuff,” Eiji said. “I was thinking about asking Ms. 

Isakawa out on a date.” 

“A date? Where?” 

“I don’t know…the the movies, or perhaps France.” 

Chie smirked. “You like her, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” Eiji answered honestly. “She’s very beautiful.” 

Chie sighed. “There is more to life than just looks.” 

“I know, but I like being in her company. She’s funny and smart.” 

“And she’s going back to the United States in a week,” Chie reminded him. 

“Maybe not,” Eiji replied. “I’m sure I can persuade her to stay.” 
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She had not expected her youngest son to feel this way toward Malia. Now she had an even bigger problem than just Rika not wanting to marry Hiroshi. Now she had to deal with both her sons vying for Malia’s hand. Hiroshi thought he had her fooled about his feelings for Malia, but she’d seen the way he looked at her whenever they were together. The little worry lines around his eyes disappeared and he smiled more than usual. “Even if she does decide to stay, no one says that she will choose you.” 

“You mean Aki?” 

Darn, she had forgotten about him. Maybe she should not have invited Malia to Japan. 

“Aki is nice, but he is too old for her. Malia needs someone to have fun with.” 

“Life is not all about fun,” Chie told her son. 

“I know that,” Eiji said. “Anyway, I will meet with Rika, but believe me, it’s never going to happen between her and me.” 

Chie nodded. “We will see. Her party is in two days. Maybe she’ll invite some pretty young women and you’ll find someone new.” 

“I don’t want anyone new,” Eiji said. “I want Malia.” 

Sure he did, but the problem with that was that Malia wanted Hiroshi. She wasn’t blind. She could see it in Malia’s eyes when she looked at Hiroshi. They smoked with desire. “Okay, we have two days. Who knows, maybe a miracle will happen.” 

Eiji bowed to his mother and prepared to leave. 

“See if you can find Katsuro and send him to me,” Chie told him. 

“Yes, mother.” 

Chie sighed. In two days she had to whip the advisor into a prince and make him fight for Rika’s hand. As for her sons, who knew? She really didn’t care which one of them ended up with Malia. All she was interested in was the pitter-patter of little feet in the palace. 




* * * * 
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Katsuro hurried through the palace, not taking the time to return the greetings from the other employees he passed. To be summoned by the empress in the middle of the day made him nervous. What could she possibly want with him? 

Katsuro stopped outside the throne-room doors and fixed his clothes before entering. His heart beat so heavily in his chest that he heard it pulse in his ears. Katsuro took two deep breaths and then turned the knob on the door. He found the empress sitting in her usual spot looking elegant and a bit pissed. 

“Come in,” she told him, sending away her secretary. “I won’t bite.” 

Katsuro bowed to the secretary as she hurried out of the room, and then he approached the throne. “Prince Eiji said you wish to speak with me.” 

Empress Chie pointed to a seat next to hers. 

Katsuro hesitated. 

“Go on,” she said. “Give it a shot.” 

Katsuro bowed and then climbed the stairs. He sat down in the emperor’s chair. 

“You look good on it,” Chie told him. “Now tell me about your infatuation with Princess Rika.” 

Katsuro coughed.  Where has this come from?  “My infatuation with Princess Rika? My lady, I do not understand.” 

“Sure you do,” Chie said. “You know Rika, the young lady you’ve known most of your life. The one who is supposed to marry my son?” 

“Oh,” Katsuro said, still not sure how to answer her. “Princess Rika is my friend, and I have only her best interest at heart.” 

Chie laughed. “I just bet you do. Now don’t play with me, do you like her?” 

Katsuro nodded. “Yes, but I would never get between her and Hiroshi. He is my best friend.” 

“Yes, yes, I know all that. And is she interested in you?” 



 72 

 Imari Jade 

“I believe so,” Katsuro answered. “But nothing inappropriate has occurred between us. Not even a kiss.” 

“Foolish boy,” Chie said. “How do you suppose you will win her hand if you don’t put forth some effort?” 

“Pardon me?” 

“I guess I have to spell it out for you,” Chie said. “Princess Rika is refusing to marry Hiroshi because she is in love with you.” 

“Oh my,” Katsuro said. “Should I be packing and leaving Japan? 

Hiroshi may be my friend, but I’m sure he will not hesitate to beat the heck out of me if he knows this.” 

“Relax. Hiroshi doesn’t care about Rika. And the only reason we’re having this conversation is because Rika’s mother still wants her to marry a prince.” 

“But I am not a prince,” Katsuro said sadly. 

“You are more of a prince than those two I gave birth to,” Chie told him. “There is more to being a prince than just good breeding. 

You know the rules better than my sons. You’re dignified, respectable, and as far as I know, you haven’t kissed any Mongolian princes.” 

Katsuro bit back a laugh. “No, none that I am aware of. So you’re telling me that you want me to pursue Princess Rika?” 

“In the worst way,” Chie told him. “You’re a nice young man, and you have served my son and my family faithfully for years. You deserved some happiness, too. And, besides, we all have something to gain from this.” 

“What’s in it for you, empress?” Katsuro bravely asked. 

“Grandchildren,” Chie answered. “Lots of them.” 

Katsuro looked at her oddly. “Which child is going to do that for you? Are you planning to marry off Princess Gina soon?” 

Chie laughed. “No. She can’t keep the telephone off her ear long enough to find a suitable mate. I’m talking about Hiroshi.” 

“I don’t understand. If I date Rika, that means he won’t have a mate.” 
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“You act like Rika and Gina are the only females in the palace. 

I’m talking about Ms. Isakawa.” 

“What? You want Hiroshi to get with Ms. Isakawa? Empress, I’m shocked.” 

Chie giggled. “You shouldn’t be. You’re his best friend. I’m sure he’s mentioned her to you.” 

“Only a couple of million times,” Katsuro replied. “But never as a possible princess for Japan. Is that wise?” 

Chie nodded. “She’s beautiful, intelligent, and has a nice body. 

She well mannered and she’s…” 

“An American,” Katsuro finished for her. 

“So what? She speaks Japanese almost as well as I do. That’s good enough for me.” 

Katsuro laughed. “Yes, I guess you’re right. So what do you want me to do?” 

“Talk with Rika and find out if you’re on the same page about what you want in the future. Tell her how you feel about her and just let nature take its course.” 

Katsuro blushed. “I hope we’re talking about kissing.” 

“She’s not yet eighteen,” Chie said. “Lay one finger on her before the two of you are married and I’ll have you tossed into the sea.” 

Katsuro rose. “A quickie wedding would be nice in this case. The sea gets very cold in the winter. Is there anything else?” 

“No, now go and win yourself a princess.” 

Katsuro hurried out of the throne room before the empress could change her mind. 




* * * * 

 

“I’ve always wanted to be in a tub surrounded by bubbles with a beautiful woman on my lap,” Hiroshi told Malia as they soaked in the tub in her hotel room. 
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“And I’ve always wanted to sit in a tub of bubbles with a handsome prince.” She leaned forward and kissed him. 

“And I’ve always wanted to make love to a beautiful woman covered in bubbles.” He pressed his face between her breasts and kissed her skin. He came up with a face full of bubbles. 

Malia chuckled, wiping the suds from his face. “You’re so silly. 

This tub is not big enough for sex.” 

“Then we shall attempt it some other time in the tub in my room at the palace.” 

“Fat chance of that happening once you marry Rika,” Malia said to test his reaction. 

Hiroshi frowned. “I am not marrying Rika.” He rose, stepping out of the tub. He reached for a towel and dried off. “You told me that she did not want to marry me.” 

Malia stepped out of the tub. Hiroshi dried her off and then let the water out of the tub. “She wants to marry Katsuro, but her mother insists that she reconsider.” 

“So not only do I have to compete with my best friend for a woman I do not love, but now I have to compete with my younger brother for her and you.” 

Malia frowned. “What do you mean by that?” 

“Don’t think I haven’t noticed the way Eiji has been puppy-dogging behind you since you arrived.” 

 Puppy-dogging? “Don’t be ridiculous. Eiji is just being kind.” 

Hiroshi chuckled sarcastically and walked out of the bathroom. 

Malia followed, checking out the royal butt. “Yes, I’m wondering how Eiji is taking the news.” She joined Hiroshi on the bed. 

“I shudder to think,” he said, flipping her over on her stomach and running his hand up and down her behind. 

“Yummy,” Malia said as one of his fingers dipped between the crack and toyed with her anus. 

“What an interesting little hole,” Hiroshi said, reaching over to the nightstand. 
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The next thing she felt was lubricant being massaged into it and the sound of a condom being opened. “Do you know what you’re doing?” 

“Yes,” Hiroshi replied matter-of-factly. He eased a finger inside of her, withdrew it, and then inserted a bigger one. 

Malia bit her bottom lip as he introduced two at one time. “Ooh, that feels simply marvelous.” 

Hiroshi chuckled. “If you think this is nice, wait until I introduce the real thing.” He removed his fingers. 

“I do not think you are going to fit,” Malia said, trying to turn over to look at him. 

Hiroshi rolled over on top of her and parted her butt cheeks. “It will fit,” he insisted. “Your body was designed to be loved by me.” 

Malia smirked. He was such a cocky prince. The smile faded as the head of his penis entered her. Her rectum burned like crazy. 

“Just relax,” he told her. 

 That is easy for him to say. He’s the one controlling the situation. 

“Ah,” Malia moaned as he continued to inch inside of her. 

Hiroshi moved inside of her, humping slowly so she could get the feel of him. 

Malia relaxed and began moving with him. 

One of Hiroshi’s fingers slipped between her legs and began strumming her clitoris. Malia tried to open her legs, and his finger slipped into her dampening pussy. 

“This is what it’s like to be loved by two men at the same time,” 

he told her. 

Malia smirked. She’d be lying if she said she’d never entertained the idea before, but Hiroshi didn’t seem like the sharing type. 

“Get that thought out of your pretty little head,” he said. “I won’t share you with anyone. Ooh, that was a close one.” He continued to hump her, but this time with more force. 

Malia chuckled. “Please don’t come yet.” 
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Hiroshi withdrew, removed the condom, and tossed it into the trash. “Yes, I already know. We’ve only just begun to tango.” He turned her over on her back. “As delightful as that felt, I still love it the old-fashioned way.” He parted her thighs and looked down. “Oh, what a beautiful sight. I can just stare at you forever.” 

“That’s not my face,” Malia reminded him. “And anyway, we don’t have forever. We have until the stroke of midnight, and then you turn back into a prince.” He pushed inside of her. “Oh, you didn’t give me time to think.” Hiroshi slid in deeper. 

“I like the element of surprise. Woman, your twat is soaking wet.” 

Malia giggled, wrapped her legs around his waist, and slid further down on him. “Natural lube,” she told him. 

Moments later, he took her over the edge. 

“Ooh, lordy. I feel it all the way down to my toes.” 

Hiroshi chuckled. “Snuck up on you, didn’t it?” 

“Yeah,” Malia answered as the orgasm zoomed through her body. 

 How can a body stand so much? 
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Chapter Seven 

They had absolutely nothing in common, Eiji noted as he shared tea with Rika the next day. All she wanted to talk about was Katsuro, and all he wanted to do was find Malia and take her away from the palace. 

“I’m sorry I’m boring you,” Rika told him. 

“You’re not boring me,” Eiji said. “But we both know we’re just wasting time. You don’t see me as a romantic interest because you’re in love with someone else.” 

“You know that?” Rika asked, blushing. 

“Yes, I think Katsuro is a fine man and will make you a good husband.” 

“But my mother…” 

“Said she would abide by your decision. So what if Katsuro is not a prince. He has princely qualities….more than either Hiroshi or me. 

He knows all the rules of proper protocol, and he’s not exactly poor.” 

“Yes, I know, and he’s also witty,” Rika said. 

Eiji made a face. He supposed Katsuro could be considered witty. 

He had to have a sense of humor to put up with Hiroshi all these years. 

“So is there someone special you like?” 

Eiji nodded. “Malia Isakawa.” 

Rika looked shocked. “But she’s too old for you.” 

“No older than Katsuro will be to you. Age is just a number. 

Malia’s fun to be with and laughs at my jokes.” 

“But she is an American and has a successful practice in the United States,” Rika added. 
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“She can move her practice,” Eiji insisted. “She doesn’t have any other family, so it should work out splendidly.” 

“Are you sure she feels the same way about you?” Rika asked. 

“No, I’m not sure, but she can grow to love me. I’m a real likeable fellow.” 

Rika laughed. “I wished I could have gotten to know you better when we were growing up. Maybe I might have fallen in love with you.” 

“Maybe,” Eiji said, trying not to make her change her mind about Katsuro. They finished up with their tea. 

“Your brother should be arriving soon,” Rika said. “And then I have to prepare for my party.” 

“That’s right. I forgot. Happy Birthday, Rika.” 

“Thank you,” Rika said. “Tomorrow I’ll be eighteen and officially an adult.” 

“Being an adult is not all it’s cracked up to be,” Eiji told her. 

“Now you’ll have to make decisions and look out for yourself.” 

“I think I can handle it,” Rika assured him. “I’ll let Hiroshi off easy, and then I’ll be dancing with Katsuro before the night ends.” 

“Perfectly understandable,” Eiji said. He rose. “But save one dance for me.” 

“I promise,” Rika said. “But you’ll be too busy fighting my friends off of you.” 

Eiji bowed and left the room. He passed Hiroshi in the hall. “Rika is expecting you.” 

“I’m on my way to see her,” Hiroshi said. “Where are you off to?” 

“To talk with mother.” 

“Is something the matter?” 

“No, I think I have to let her know how my talk went with Rika.” 

He bowed to his brother and continued toward the throne room. 




* * * * 
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“Good afternoon, Ms. Isakawa.” 

Malia looked up to find Advisor Sato walking toward her. 

“Good afternoon.” 

“Do you mind if I join you?” 

Malia pushed over and gave Katsuro a part of the bench to sit down on. 

“I’ve always liked this garden,” he told her. 

Malia smiled. She could smell a setup a mile away. “Yes, it’s very pretty and quiet here. Do you come here often?” 

“Sometimes,” he said. “When I have free time.” 

“I suppose it is hard being Prince Yamaguchi’s advisor.” 

“Yes, it is,” Katsuro said. “Since he hardly ever takes my advice.” 

“Does he know you’re out here?” 

“No, he’d kick my butt if he did. He’s busy in the palace having a conversation with Princess Rika.” 

“Oh, yes, he’s supposed to be taking her out to dinner,” Malia said. 

“You know about this?” Katsuro asked. 

“Yes, why are you surprised?” 

“Did the empress tell you?” 

“No, Hiroshi did.” 

“Well, I’ll be. I never saw that coming,” Katsuro said. 

“What? The fact that we talked, or the fact that I just called him Hiroshi?” 

“Both,” Katsuro replied. “That would mean that the two of you are…” 

“Close,” Malia finished for him. “I like to talk with him. He’s quite a character.” 

Katsuro laughed. “That he is. Tell me, did he happen to talk to you about his upcoming engagement to Princess Rika?” 

“Yes, he’s mentioned it a time or two. Has he given you any indication that he wants to marry Rika?” 
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Katsuro shook his head. “Hiroshi keeps a lot of his feelings to himself and only tells me what he thinks I should know.” 

Malia chuckled. “If he’s not shouting it from the rooftop by now, chances are he does not want to marry Rika.” 

Katsuro let out a sigh of relief. 

“But you haven’t won yet.” 

“Huh?” 

“I know that you love Rika and that she loves you, but you still have to convince her mother that you are worthy of her daughter’s hand in marriage. And Rika can still either chose Eiji or Hiroshi.” 

He sighed. “This is one of those times that I wished that I was a prince. I’ve always admired Princess Rika. She’s a fine, upstanding young lady, and I would be honored to be her husband, but she’ll never go against her mother’s wishes.” 

“Never say never,” Malia told him. “She’s a strong-willed young woman who knows what she wants out of life. She has a mind of her own. I have faith that in the end she will do the right thing.” 

“You’re very good at your job,” Katsuro told her as he rose. 

“Thanks for the advice.” 

“Anytime,” Malia said. “Being a prince is only a state of mind.” 

She looked at her watch. Time to report in to the empress. 




* * * * 

 

Chie looked up to find her youngest son headed toward her and Malia, who had been deep in conversation with her about the Rika-Hiroshi-Katsuro situation. Eiji had spent most of the morning with Rika, and from the look on his face, she could tell he wasn’t pleased about something. 

Malia stopped talking the moment she saw him, rose, and bowed respectfully to him. 

“Don’t do that,” he told her as he approached. “You are the only person I can be myself with.” 
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Malia nodded that she understood and sat down. 

“Has your visit with Princess Rika ended?” Chie asked, trying to pretend that she did not see that predatory look in her son’s eyes. 

“Yes. It has been over for a while now,” Eiji said. “She’s visiting with Hiroshi now.” 

“So how did it go?” 

“We have agreed to keep our relationship as friends,” Eiji replied. 

Chie shook her head. “Did you even try to woo her?” 

“Not really,” Eiji replied. “She does not capture my fancy that way.” 

“I swear. I have given birth to two of the most unromantic males in the world,” Chie said. She chuckled. “Did you hear what he said, Ms. Isakawa? What do you think of this one?” 

“A heart knows what it wants, and you can’t convince it otherwise,” Malia answered. 

“True,” Chie said, as she watched Eiji’s perusal of Malia. “You will be attending Rika’s birthday celebration, won’t you?” 

“Yes,” Eiji answered. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I’ve asked her to save a dance for me. But I have other plans for this afternoon. I came to see if Ms. Isakawa would one, agree to be my date for Princess Rika’s party, and two, accompany me today to a movie.” 

Chie saw shock and confusion spark in Malia’s eyes.  Imagine an interest in both sons. Chie smirked. She wouldn’t want to be in her shoes, especially since both brothers were also interested in Malia, too. 

“Sure,” Malia said. “I would be honored on both accounts.” 

Eiji bowed. “Good. The movie begins in an hour. I have reserved the palace movie theater. No one will disturb us. Please meet me there in forty-five minutes.” He bowed again and walked out of the throne room. 

“Are you sure you know what you’re doing?” Chie asked Malia. 

“No,” Malia answered honestly. “At the moment, the relationship specialist is in a quandary.” 
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“You do know that Hiroshi will throw a fit when he finds out.” 

“There is nothing wrong with a little healthy competition.” She sighed. “I just wish they weren’t brothers.” 

“And you’re only going to be here one more week,” Chie reminded her. 

“What does one wear to a royal birthday celebration?” Malia asked. 

“Something heart-stopping that will make one particular prince throw himself at your feet.” 

“A most unusual statement, empress.” 

Chie chuckled. “Yes, but most fitting for the situation.” 

“I don’t think I own anything like that.” 

“I’m way ahead of you, kiddo. You have an eight a.m. fitting with my dressmaker.” 

Malia gazed over at her. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” 

Chie nodded. “Yes, I most certainly am.” 




* * * * 

 

She did not expect a private viewing of Brent Armond’s romantic tearjerker,  Passion Flower. Eiji must have done a bit of research and found out one of her little secrets was that she loved romantic movies. 

And he had her just where he wanted her, seated next to him in a semi-darkened movie theatre, teasing her with popcorn and orange soda. 

“Are you enjoying yourself?” he asked, placing popcorn into her mouth. 

Malia nodded and chewed. Yes, she liked everything so far. Who wouldn’t like being in a movie theatre with a handsome prince and being fed popcorn while watching a romantic movie?  Oh, oh, a love scene….a very exotic love scene. Hum, I thought these types of films were outlawed in this country by censors. 

Eiji moved around uncomfortably in his seat. 
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Malia peeped over brazenly and smirked.  Not as grown as he thinks he is. 

“I had no idea the movie contained such an erotic scene,” he apologized. “I hope you’re not offended.” 

Malia raised her head from his shoulder. “Who, me? I’ve seen worse.” She smirked. She’d done worse with Hiroshi. 

Eiji leaned over and kissed her on the forehead. “Good. I wouldn’t want you to get the wrong impression of me.” 

No way that would happen. She read the signals loud and clear. 

“What, that you’re a normal, healthy young man with natural urges and desires?” 

“Yes,” Eiji replied. 

“I would think something was wrong with you if that type of scene didn’t bring out some reaction in you. It’s perfectly normal to become aroused by watching this.” 

“Not normal for me,” Eiji said. “I am a prince. I have been taught to control such animalistic feelings.” 

Malia chuckled and put her head back down on his shoulder. 

“You’re going to miss out on a lot of experiences if you do that.” She dug into the popcorn bowl and fed him one. “It’s all a part of growing up.” 

Eiji captured her fingers between his lips and gently sucked on them. 

Malia’s eyes widened, and her cheeks flushed.  So not the reaction I expected. She felt like a giddy teen girl instead of a mature young woman. 

Eiji released her fingers. “I’m afraid I couldn’t resist.” 

Malia lifted her head, and he planted a well-aimed kiss against her lips. She nearly choked on the kernel of popcorn in her mouth as she swallowed.  Whoa, major hot flash. 

Eiji’s tongue darted between her lips as he deepened the kiss. 
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 I must not surrender to the young prince. Ooh, he’s such a good kisser. She tried to break the kiss, but Eiji moved his tongue around in her mouth, teasing her. 

 Shit, I’m doomed. 

Eiji finally released her, reached into the bowl, and popped a kernel into his mouth. “This is really a good movie. I’ll have to watch it again sometime.” 

Malia regained her composure and looked up at the screen. The ending credits were rolling.  How long did that kiss last? The movie ended, and the lights automatically came on. 

“This has got to be the best date I’ve ever been on,” Eiji told her, still looking at her like the cat that’d eaten the canary. 

Malia sat up, gazing down at his lap. Yup, he still had an erection. 

“You think so?” Malia asked. “I bet you’ll have plenty of better dates in the future.” 

He looked at her with the sexiest eyes. “Only if they’re all with you.” 

Malia smiled on the outside but trembled on the inside.  Shit, he’s so serious. She faked a stretch. 

“Do you swim?” Eiji asked. 

Malia nodded. “Why?” 

Eiji rose and put his hand out to her. “Date night isn’t over. We have a nice heated pool just waiting for us.” 

“But I didn’t bring a suit,” Malia protested. 

“I am not opposed to skinny dipping,” Eiji told her as she rose. 

Malia raised an eyebrow at him. “Your mother will have me beheaded if I do something like that.” 

“We do not do things like that anymore,” Eiji said as he escorted her out of the theatre. “She will just demand that you marry me and make an honest man out of me.” 




* * * * 
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Princess Rika sat next to him in the back of the royal limousine, and for the first time since she’d been at the palace, she seemed relaxed. Their first stop was dinner at a restaurant that belonged to a friend of the family. The owner had already been alerted to their arrival, and security was in place. The chauffer drove into a parking spot, and the royal couple stepped out. Hiroshi held the door open, and Rika stepped inside. 

The steward showed them to a table, and for the first time, Hiroshi got a good look at Rika’s clothing. She wore a black skirt and a short-sleeved white blouse…an outfit that a commoner might wear on a date. This pleased him that she’d made the decision herself and had probably slipped out before her mother saw her. He had dressed down, too, for the occasion in a staid black suit minus the palace emblem that identified him as the prince. 

“This is a nice restaurant,” Rika said once they were seated and their orders taken. 

“We eat here often when we leave the palace for business. It’s private, and we don’t have to worry about the media following us.” 

“Or taking your picture, or writing scandalous stories about you,” 

Rika added with a smile. 

She wasn’t as plain as he had thought. Rika had very pretty eyes and dimples. Her hair was different, too. She wore it down and curled, and it made her look a couple of years older. The new Rika had personality, too, and didn’t appear the least bit timid. Maybe Aki was right. Maybe she couldn’t be herself around her parents. 

“Are you looking forward to your party tomorrow?” Hiroshi asked Rika as a waiter poured them red wine. He almost stopped the waiter from filling Rika’s glass but thought about it. She would be eighteen in a couple of hours, and she was probably tired of people controlling her life. 

“Yes, but I’m looking forward more to turning eighteen than the actual party,” she told him. 

“Why?” Hiroshi asked as the waiter served their food. 
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“Because I will finally be considered an adult that can make decisions. I’ve had birthday parties before.” 

The waiter departed, leaving them alone. 

“So what are your plans for the future?” Hiroshi asked as they ate their meal. 

“You mean besides getting married.” She laughed at her own joke. 

Hiroshi nodded. “Don’t tell me you’re going to be one of those brides who lounge around the palace eating bonbons and watching dramas on television all day?” 

Rika laughed. “No. Besides my charity work, I think I’d like to attend college. I’ve already applied and been accepted at a couple of universities.” 

“Here in Tokyo?” 

Rika nodded and raised her glass of wine. She sipped, made a face, and then smiled weakly. 

“It’s an acquired taste,” Hiroshi told her. “Either you get used to it or you stick to tea and soda.” 

“It’s not too bad,” Rika said. “And thank you for allowing me to taste it.” 

He cut into his steak. “You’re welcome. A young lady turning eighteen should sample adult things once in a while.” Hiroshi put the food in his mouth and chewed, well aware that she watched him from across the table. “What do you plan to major in?” 

“Pediatric medicine,” Rika replied as she ate her noodles and vegetables. “I want to work with sick children and try to give them as normal a life as possible.” 

“That is very commendable,” Hiroshi said, quite proud of her choice. “But don’t you think this will be quite difficult as empress of Japan?” 

“Maybe,” Rika said, not taking the bait. “Or maybe not. It depends on one little decision.” 

“Which is?” Hiroshi asked. 
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“Which one of you three gentlemen I desire more.” 

“Desire? What kind of word is that for an eighteen-year-old to use?” he teased. 

“Just because I’m eighteen does not mean I’m ignorant to what goes on in the world,” Rika told him. “Or in the palace. Take this evening for instance. Prince Eiji and Ms. Isakawa are enjoying a movie alone in the palace theatre.” 

Hiroshi choked on his wine. He recovered and wiped his mouth on his napkin. “Eiji is just showing her a bit of hospitality.” 

Rika smirked. “If you say so.” 

“How do you know this?” 

“Your mother told my mother, and I eavesdropped on the conversation.” 

“Have you no shame?” 

“None,” Rika replied with an impish grin. 

The teenybopper was enjoying seeing him squirm. “And have the two of them been on a date before?” 

“Only once,” Rika answered. “He took her on a tour when she first got here. I heard they had a wonderful time.” 

Hiroshi went back to his meal. He knew about that little excursion. 

“And if you think he’s not interested in her in the biblical sense, you’re mistaken,” Rika added. “I might be young, but I know what that look in his eyes means when he looks at her.” 

“What look?” Hiroshi asked. 

“You know, like he’s in love with her.” 

Hiroshi lifted his glass of wine and took a big sip. “Impossible. 

She’s too old for him.” 

“Like you’re too old for me?” 

“No, that is different. I am a man. There is nothing wrong with a man being older.” 
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Rika laughed again. “And there’s nothing wrong with him wanting a sexy older woman. He might not want a silly young girl. He might want an older woman to teach him a thing or two.” 

Hiroshi coughed and cleared his throat. “I’m sure it’s just a one-sided infatuation. Eiji has always been a little girl crazy. I’m sure he’ll be on to someone else shortly.” 

“I don’t know,” Rika said. “I think he’s in love with her. She’s beautiful, intelligent, and she has to be good in bed, since she literally wrote the book on relationships.” 

The more she spoke, the more his brow lifted. This friendship between Eiji and Malia didn’t seem like a good idea. 

“And I heard he invited her to my birthday celebration as his date. 

Now everyone will know that they are an item.” 

“You really want Katsuro, don’t you?” he asked. 

Rika nodded. 

“Consider yourself unengaged,” Hiroshi told her. 

“Thank you,” Rika said. “That is the best birthday present anyone could give me.” 

“I guess my feelings should be hurt that you chose my best friend over me,” Hiroshi said. 

“You’ll get over it,” Rika told him. “Believe me. You would not be happy with me. I’m quite the little handful when left alone.” 

“And to think I thought you were an innocent young girl holding tight to her mother’s apron strings.” 

“No way,” Rika replied. “I’ve been waiting with the scissors in hand since I turned sixteen.” 



 Smoky Red Taboo 

 89 














Chapter Eight 

Hiroshi said good-bye to Rika, walked through the palace alone, and headed toward his suite of rooms. Hs saw a light coming from the throne room and found his mother and Aimi deep in conversation when he entered. They stopped talking the moment they noticed him. 

“What are you two still doing up?” Hiroshi asked. 

His mother looked at her watch. “It’s just nine p.m. Why are you so late? I thought you took Rika out to dinner.” 

“I did, and then she wanted to see some of the town, so I had the chauffer drive us around.” 

“That means the two of you are talking,” Aimi said excitedly. 

“Yes, she is a delightful conversationalist.” He sensed that both of them would like to ask him more about their date but were holding back to respect his privacy. 

“Did Rika have a good time?” Chie asked. 

“Yes, she loved the restaurant and the tour of Tokyo University.” 

Chie frowned. “You took her to the university?” 

“She wanted to see it,” Hiroshi answered. 

“Well, I hope Eiji is having more fun than you are,” his mother said to him. 

“What do you mean?” 

“He and Malia are swimming in the pool room.” 

No wonder the two women were still up. He frowned. “Alone?” 

Aimi nodded but didn’t give him any further information. 

“Is that appropriate?” Hiroshi asked. 
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“They’re both over eighteen,” Chie answered. “The two of them seem to be getting pretty chummy. They attended a movie together this afternoon.” 

“Is that wise?” Hiroshi asked, trying to chose the correct words and not put suspicion on him. 

Chie shrugged. “Apparently Eiji thinks so.” 

Hiroshi faked a yawn. “If you ladies will excuse me, I think I’ll be turning in early. I promised Ms. Isakawa that I’d show her my culinary skills in the kitchen tomorrow, and then I have to rest up for the big birthday celebration.” He bowed and walked swiftly out of the room. 

If that idiot brother of his laid a finger on Malia, he’d behead him personally. Hiroshi quickened his steps and headed toward the pool room, passing the overnight cleaning crew and a couple of late-night guests. He bowed to them but did not entertain anyone with conversation. What was Malia thinking, agreeing to swim with Eiji? 

And what’s with the movie thing? If he didn’t know better, he’d swear that Eiji was actually in love with Malia. He frowned. Up until now he didn’t consider his younger brother as competition, but the little scamp had not only taken Malia on a date once, but twice now, which was once more than Aki and twice more than he. Damn, him and his arrogance. Maybe she agreed to go with Eiji to Rika’s party because the only time he shared with her was in the bedroom. He knew better. Women liked to be courted. 

Hiroshi reached the pool room and was stopped in his tracks by the sound of Malia’s sexy giggle. He put his hand on the knob and eased the door opened. He spotted Eiji first, standing alongside the pool clad only in a pair of red, white, and blue trunks. Where had the royal brat gotten all those muscles from, and when did he develop such an impressive chest? Could it be that Eiji had grown into manhood and he hadn’t noticed? 

Hiroshi eased into the pool room. Malia giggled again at something Eiji told her. He spotted her in the pool looking up at Eiji. 
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He gasped.  Is she naked? He couldn’t see any straps to her suit. 

Hiroshi balled his fists at his side.  Jezebel. He would behead both of them. He advanced slowly, trying to regain his composure, and eavesdropped on their conversation. They were discussing some movie they’d seen. Eiji sat down on the edge of the pool and dangled his bare feet into the water while they talked. The scene appeared too cozy for comfort. 

“You have the prettiest brown eyes,” Eiji told Malia. 

Malia giggled again like a love-struck teen. 

Eiji spotted him and hopped to his feet. “What are you doing here?” 

“Looking for you,” Hiroshi told him. “Mother sent me to get you.” He bowed. “Good evening, Ms. Isakawa.” 

“Your majesty,” Malia told him. 

“I’m kind of busy right now,” Eiji replied. 

“So I see,” Hiroshi said. “I hope I didn’t interrupt anything.” 

“Yes, you did,” Eiji said. 

“I didn’t know you could swim,” Hiroshi said to Malia, ignoring Eiji. 

“You never asked,” Malia told him. 

Hiroshi pulled his eyes away from her long enough to look around. Eiji hadn’t missed a trick. Besides the soft lighting, there was sensual music and food. The young scamp had set a tray of appetizers and champagne for them to feast on. “If I didn’t know better, I’d think the two of you are on a date.” He walked past Eiji and helped himself to a chocolate-dipped strawberry. 

“Hey, that’s for Malia,” Eiji told him. 

“She won’t miss one,” Hiroshi said as he swallowed and used the napkin to clean the chocolate from his fingers. “Besides, she’s allergic to strawberries.” He walked toward them. “Have I interrupted a romantic rendezvous between the two of you?” 

“That’s exactly what you’ve done, so if you don’t mind leaving,” 

Eiji said, sizing him up. 
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As impressive as his new body was, Eiji was still shorter and thinner than him. 

“Don’t be rude,” Hiroshi said. “Mother is looking for you. I’ll keep Ms. Isakawa company until you return.” 

“I thought you were on a date with Rika,” Eiji said as he donned his robe and sandals. 

“I’m back,” Hiroshi said. “We had a lovely evening.” 

Eiji rolled his eyes at him but was smart enough not to challenge him or ignore their mother’s summons. 

“I’ll be right back,” Eiji told Malia. He hurried out of the pool room. 

“You mother isn’t looking for him, is she?” Malia asked. 

Hiroshi shook his head. 

“Why did you lie?” 

“I had my reasons.” He bent down at the edge of the pool. “But I’m surprised at you, skinny-dipping at your age.” 

Malia raised an eyebrow. “What’s wrong with my age?” 

“Nothing, when you’re with me, but Eiji is an impressionable youth.” 

“That impressionable youth, as you call him, is quite the amazing conversationalist, and he makes me laugh.” 

“Yes, right out of your clothes,” Hiroshi said sarcastically. “What were you thinking? Or did you plan to open your thighs for him?” 

Malia smirked. “The thought had crossed my mind. He’s such a young stud. Did you get a look at his chest? Very impressive.” 

Hiroshi scowled at her. He couldn’t tell if she teased or not. “I never took you for a two-timing floozie.” 

“Ooh,” Malia said. “Such rudeness from the future emperor of Japan.” 

“I just call it like I see it,” Hiroshi shot back at her. 

Malia swam away from him, swam a lap, and then headed to the stairs. 
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Hiroshi kept his eyes on her and continued to do so, waiting to get a glimpse at that delightful chocolate body as she climbed out of the water. 

Malia continued out of the pool, walked toward him, and stopped directly in front of him. Hiroshi straightened his stance. Malia tugged at the top of her strapless bathing suit. “You should have stopped me from making a fool out of myself,” he told her. He reached out and fondled her breast through the suit. “Boy, do I feel like an idiot right about now.” 

“Jealousy is a good color for you,” Malia told him. She walked away from him, grabbed a towel, and began drying off. 

He got a delightful view of her buttocks as she dried her hair. 

Afterward she donned her robe and sandals, plucked a strawberry from the tray, and fed it to him. “What did you think was going on with me and Eiji?” 

“I thought that the two of you were having carnal relationships by the pool,” Hiroshi answered once he swallowed the strawberry. 

Malia chuckled. “Lucky for you, we weren’t.” 

“And would you have given yourself to him if I hadn’t arrived?” 

Hiroshi asked. 

Malia shrugged but didn’t answer. 

“Do not mess with me, Malia. I will not stand for this.” 

“Stand for what?” Malia asked. “We were just swimming, nothing else.” 

“He was complimenting you on your beautiful brown eyes.” 

“Well, I can’t help it if the young man finds me attractive.” 

“And you went out on a date with him this afternoon. Appalling.” 

Malia put her hands on her hips. “As friends.” She walked away from him and headed for the door. “And for the record, you don’t own me.” 

Hiroshi frowned.  Such insolence from a commoner. He took off behind her, grabbed her, and tossed her over his shoulder, wetting his suit. Hiroshi smacked her on the buttocks. “I might not own you, but I 94 
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have claimed you.” He walked through the pool-room doors with Malia protesting loudly and beating her fists against his back. Hiroshi ignored the stares from the cleaning crew, the guests, and his father, who was talking with the ambassador from Guam, and carried Malia up the stairs past the startled chambermaid and opened the door to the room Malia often used when staying at the palace. He deposited her on the bed. 

“Ouch, you big oaf,” Malia said as she landed in a very unladylike sprawl. “What do you think you’re doing? Eiji will be upset when he goes back to the pool room and finds me gone.” 

“Why are you worried about Eiji?” Hiroshi said, sitting on the bed next to her. He ran his hand up her thigh, possessively. “Do you like him?” 

“Yes,” Malia said. “He’s quite charming.” 

Hiroshi’s fingers dipped under the hem of the bathing suit and found her pussy. He’d never seen this side of Malia before. “He’s twenty-two,” he said as he pushed one of his fingers inside of her. 

Malia gasped. “And Rika is eighteen.” 

Hiroshi moved the finger in and out of her slowly. “What does that have to do with anything?” Hiroshi asked. 

Malia’s nipples budded against the swimsuit material. “Weren’t you on a date with Rika? Ooh,” she moaned. 

Hiroshi inserted a second finger, sending Malia flat on her back. 

“Yes, but I fail to see what this has to do with you and Eiji.” 

“So what you’re trying to tell me is that it’s perfectly okay for you to date an eighteen-year-old and not okay for me to date a twenty-two-year-old?” Her body trembled with each deep thrust of his fingers. 

“Yes, and besides, you know that I have been ordered to spend some time with her.” 

Malia moaned loudly. “You could have refused.” 

Hiroshi dug deeper. “No, I could not. My mother is empress of Japan. To disobey her would be disrespectful.” 
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Malia’s thighs opened wider. Hiroshi removed his fingers, got off the bed, and went down to his knees. He eased the hem of the swimsuit aside and buried his head between her legs. He felt Malia clutch the mattress as he made love to her with his tongue. Moments later she orgasmed, soaking his face. Hiroshi stood up and wiped his mouth. Malia lay panting on the mattress. She regained her composure and moved from the bed. 

“Where are you going?” Hiroshi asked. “We’re not finished.” 

“Back to the pool room. Unlike you, I don’t have to take orders from anyone.” 

Hiroshi grimaced. “Don’t.” He rose from the bed and walked over to her. “Don’t go to him,” he begged. He wrapped his arms around her. “I love you, and I’m a jealous fool.” 

Malia wiggled out of his grasp and faced him. “I know,” she said. 

“Go make this right with Eiji. It’s unfair to him to interfere in his life like this. You are the one engaged to Rika, not him. And he doesn’t know a thing about you and me.” 

“Why did you agree to be his date for Rika’s party?” 

“Because he asked me,” Malia said. “And how would it look for me to arrive with you when all of Japan knows you’re engaged to her?” 

“I don’t care what all of Japan thinks,” Hiroshi said in his own defense. 

“Apparently,” Malia said. “I think you just embarrassed both of us in front of the emperor. And you should care about what your subjects think. In less than twenty-four hours, Princess Rika will have to make a decision. If she chooses you, your mother and hers plan to formally announce your engagement. So I did the only logical thing I could think of to spare us both the humiliation.” 

Hiroshi nodded that he understood. “I will talk to Eiji. Please do not go back down to the pool room. I’ll make up some excuse and tell him that you will see him tomorrow for your date.” He cringed at the 96 

 Imari Jade 

word date. He headed toward the door. “What will happen tomorrow if Rika foolishly chooses me?” 

Malia smiled weakly. “Let’s not think of that now. I have an appointment with the dressmaker for eight in the morning, and then you and I have a date in the kitchen for nine.” 

“I am looking forward to it,” Hiroshi said. He bowed and left, feeling like his world was crumbling. Hiroshi found Eiji and explained to him that Malia had gone to bed because she was tired. 

Eiji seemed to accept this gracefully and with more maturity than he expected, and then the two of them parted company. His next stop was to find his best friend and have a long talk with him. 
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Chapter Nine 

After meeting with the dressmaker the next morning, Malia spent about two hours in the kitchen with Hiroshi, creating sinfully fattening desserts. They kept their conversation light. Neither of them mentioned anything about Rika’s upcoming decision. Aki was busy with another visitor and didn’t have time to talk to her. She supposed it was for the best. She’d never really considered him a romantic interest, and in a couple of hours she would have to make a decision. 

In her mind she knew she should just get on a plane and return to the United States and let the royals go on with their lives. But her heart wanted her to stay. 

Someone knocked on her door. Malia opened it and found one of the palace employees on the other side. “Yes, can I help you?” she asked the young man in Japanese. 

The employee bowed. “The emperor would like to see you, Ms. 

Isakawa.” 

Malia grimaced. Why did she think her little argument with Hiroshi last night would go unnoticed? “Where?” she asked. 

“The throne room,” the man told her. “Please follow me.” 

Thankfully she was still dressed appropriately to visit with the emperor. She followed the young man to the throne room. He didn’t say another word to her along the way. He just opened the door, allowed her to enter, and then left her alone with Hiroshi’s father. 

“Come forward,” the emperor said in Japanese. 

Malia walked toward him and bowed. 

Kohaku pointed to a seat next to him…the empress’s throne. 

Malia hesitated. 
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“She won’t mind,” he assured her. 

Malia walked up the stairs and sat down next to him. The chair wasn’t very comfortable. No wonder royalty from every kingdom always looked a bit stiff when photographed seated in the throne room. 

“I guess you’re wondering why I summoned you.” 

“I think I have a pretty good idea, sir. The little scene caused by Prince Yamaguchi and me last night?” 

He nodded. “A most strange spectacle and a little confusing, since the last thing I was told by my wife was that you were in the pool room with Eiji and Hiroshi was on a date with his fiancée.” 

“Well, it did start out that way, and then Hiroshi came home and came to the pool room and got the wrong idea about what was going on,” Malia told him. 

“Which was?” Kohaku asked. 

“He thought I was trying to seduce Eiji.” 

The emperor cleared his throat. “And were you?” 

Malia never really saw the resemblance between Hiroshi and his father until now. They shared the same handsome features, thick eyebrows, and mesmerizing eyes. “No.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“No. I mean, not intentionally. I like being with Eiji, and I think he’s fun, but I’m well aware that he’s younger than I am. I’m flattered and tempted, but I would never act on those impulses, especially since…” 

“Especially since what?” the emperor asked, leaning toward her. 

“Hiroshi and I are…” 

“You don’t have to continue. I get the picture.” He sat back. “This would explain his behavior last night and for the past two weeks.” He sighed. “You are aware that he’s engaged to Princess Rika.” 

“Well aware,” Malia replied. “That’s one of the reasons your wife invited me here. She wanted to find out why he didn’t want to settle down and marry Rika. And I didn’t plan for any of this to happen, but Smoky Red Taboo 
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then he played the piano for me and…” She never could quite finish a sentence while seated next to the emperor. 

“Hiroshi played the piano? When?” 

“The night Princess Rika and her family arrived. He took me on a tour of the grounds, and we ended up at the concert hall.” 

Kohaku sighed again. “I thought he gave up such ideas. He hasn’t played for anyone in years.” 

“It’s a waste of a talent,” Malia said honestly. “But I understand. 

He is a prince and can’t be a concert pianist.” 

“Are you in love with him?” 

“Yes,” Malia said without hesitation. 

Kohaku chuckled. “You know, I expected you to lie. Does he know?” 

“I don’t think so, sir.” 

“Do you know if he feels the same way about you?” 

She guessed this was the way a young man felt when being interrogated by his date’s father. “That’s hard to say. He told me he did once but that was right in the middle of…” She didn’t think anything could embarrass her, but she felt a little overwhelmed speaking about sexual intercourse with the emperor of Japan. 

“I see. This couldn’t happen at a worse time, with Princess Rika’s birthday party in a couple of hours. My wife and I are supposed to announce Hiroshi’s engagement to Rika.” 

“She doesn’t love Hiroshi,” Malia told him. “And he doesn’t love her. Rika wants to marry Katsuro.” 

“What? When did this happen? How come I’m the last to know anything that goes on in this palace?” 

Malia shrugged. Apparently Chie did not tell her husband everything. 

“What a mess. So how do Eiji and Aki fit in this equation?” 

It did make her sound like she got around. “Aki is just a friend. 

We went on one date, but that was mainly to try to get Hiroshi and 100 
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Rika together. And Eiji, well, I think he’s just infatuated with me because I’m an American and an older woman.” 

“You mean he’s in lust with you?” 

“Yes,” Malia answered. 

Kohaku chuckled again. “My word. This is the most excitement this palace has seen since Hiroshi was caught kissing a Mongolian prince.” 

“What? Hiroshi kissed a man?” 

“Nothing that you have to worry about. He was ten at the time, and as far as I know, the two of them are still just friends.” 

That was very good to know. “Now to get back to our discussion, I’m going back to the United States tomorrow. That should fix everything.” 

“Will it?” he asked. “What will it fix? You will still be in love with Hiroshi, Eiji will still be in lust with you, and Rika will still be in love with Katsuro, but married to Hiroshi. I can just see it. Hiroshi will fly to the United States to be with you occasionally. Katsuro will sneak away with Rika when Hiroshi is away, and Eiji, well, he might be the only one who walks away unscathed. I’m sure that one will just latch onto another older American woman who comes his way.” 

Malia chuckled even though the situation was far from humorous. 

“So how do we fix this, doctor?” 

“At the moment, everything depends on Princess Rika,” Malia replied. “She has the final decision. If she chooses Hiroshi tonight, I will be on a plane first thing in the morning, and he’ll never see me again.” 

“And if she chooses Katsuro?” the emperor asked. 

“I will be on a plane the first thing in the morning, and Hiroshi will never see me again.” 

“Why?” Kohaku asked. 

“Isn’t it obvious? I’m no one’s princess, and I have a life back in the United States. And because Hiroshi has never mentioned wanting a future with me.” 
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“Hum, an African-American Japanese Princess.” He laughed. 

“We’ll be the talk of the country.” 

“What’s a kingdom without a little controversy?” Malia asked. 

The emperor reached over and patted her hand. “Yes, the empress and I did set tongues wagging during our courtship, too.” He removed his hand. “I have a feeling that tonight might turn out differently than anyone expects.” 

Malia didn’t know what he meant. “Am I free to go?” 

“Yes,” Kohaku said. “And save a dance for me tonight.” 

Malia rose and bowed to him. Chie was right. The males in her family were certainly a handful. 




* * * * 

 

Apparently Empress Chie wanted to start a feud in her kingdom. 

Malia looked at herself in the mirror. She wore the gown that Chie had designed and commissioned for her. It was strapless, formfitting, and leaving very little to the imagination. A gown like this could be considered positively scandalous. Malia was supposed to meet Eiji in the ballroom at eight. She looked down at her watch…seven-fifty.  I better get a move on. Malia opened the door, stepped out, and walked downstairs. She couldn’t help but notice the stares from both men and women that she passed. Normally Aki would be on her left to escort her down, but he had a date. Good for him. He was smart enough to get out of her life before the stuff hit the fan. 

Her ears picked up the festive music, and the sounds and voices of numerous guests. Her stomach tightened. Usually she did not get nervous around crowds, but it wasn’t every day when she had two princes vying for her attention, either. Malia took a deep breath to get her rapidly beating heart to settle down. She plastered a smile on her face, and then she walked into the ballroom. 
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Men ogled her, and woman gave her the green eye of envy as Prince Eiji Yamaguchi made his way through the crowd to claim her as his date. 

“You are rocking that gown, Ms. Isakawa,” he said in accented English. 

Malia rewarded him with a smile and took the arm he extended to her. She rested her arm in the crook of his and walked alongside of him, accepting smiles and glares as they made their way to the table where the others were seated. 

The males at the table rose gallantly to their feet. She didn’t miss the look in Hiroshi’s eyes as Eiji helped her into the seat. 

“You’re the prettiest woman here,” Eiji said to her. 

“Thank you.” She looked around, not thinking it to be true. 

Princess Gina looked adorable in emerald green, and her mother wore a rich lavender-colored gown that brought out the blush in her cheeks. 

Aimi looked fashionable in basic black, and the girl of the hour looked quite pretty in pink. Rika’s hair hung down her back in curls, which made her look mature for her age. Someone had the common sense to make up her face with cosmetics appropriate for her age. 

Hiroshi sat on her left and Katsuro sat at her right. Both men wore black tuxedos like Eiji. The emperor and Rika’s father looked like distinguished gentlemen in their royal regalia. 

The party began with a pictorial tribute of the princess as a child. 

It blasted from two big screens on both sides of the room. The hired band played lively music throughout the meal. The hit of the dinner was a tiered cake that looked like a wedding cake, decorated in pink and white icing with matching roses. A wide variety of wines and liquor was served to the guests, but Malia stuck with bottled water. 

She watched Rika from across the table talking equally with both Hiroshi and Katsuro. The same thing could be said for dancing when the room was cleared of tables. Malia kept her promise and danced the first dance with the emperor, with his wife’s consent, after a reluctant Eiji released her. A young woman quickly approached and Smoky Red Taboo 
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asked him to dance. Aki’s date was an older Japanese female around his age. She appeared cultured and refined and complemented him better than she ever could. Finally Eiji got the chance to slow dance with her after the ambassador from Guam and his father again. 

“You are very popular tonight,” he said as he held her tightly. 

“Almost as popular as the birthday girl.” 

True. She noticed that Rika had come out of her shell and was kicking up her heels to both fast and slow songs. “Got to be the dress,” Malia said. 

“Yes, it’s nice,” Eiji said. “But not as nice as the woman in it.” 

“Thank you,” Malia said.   I have to put a stop to this infatuation before it’s too late. 

Eiji kissed her on the forehead. 

 Shit, it’s already too late. 

“I can’t wait for this party to end,” he told her as they danced. 

She didn’t know what his plans were for the rest of the evening after the party ended, but she had some packing to do. The song ended, and they were about to walk back to their seats when Rika walked toward them. 

“I believe you owe me a dance,” she said to Eiji. 

“But I was just about to escort Ms. Isakawa back to her seat.” 

“She owes me a dance,” Hiroshi said, coming up on the other side of them. He took her hand and led her back to the dance floor before Eiji could protest. 

Malia didn’t know which of them bribed the band, but they played a slow American ballad, and Hiroshi put his arms around her neck and pulled her close to him. 

Malia wrapped her arms around his waist and began to dance. 

“You have been driving me crazy all evening,” he whispered in her ear. “That gown can only be described as mind-blowing.” 

“Your mother had it made for me.” 
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“Ooh, remind me to thank the empress. It will give me sheer delight to strip it from your body tonight after the party comes to an end.” 

“You seem quite sure you will lose,” Malia told him. 

“It doesn’t matter,” Hiroshi said. “I do not love Rika, and I won’t marry her.” 

“But what if she chooses you?” 

“Then I will tactfully decline.” 

“You mean you will cause a commotion.” 

“The biggest,” he answered. 

“And embarrass both your families.” 

“My family is used to that by now,” Hiroshi told her. 

“You mean the kiss with the Mongolian prince?” 

“Yes,” Hiroshi replied, unembarrassed. 

“Is he here tonight?” 

Hiroshi danced her around and pointed the prince out. 

“Wow,” Malia said. “He’s quite stunning.” 

“And very much off-limits to you, Ms. Isakawa. Omar uses his looks to seduce both men and women.” 

“Your point being?” Malia teased. 

“You wound me, beautiful one. Am I not enough for you?” 

“Let’s see. Let’s subtract your enormous ego and your arrogant attitude. Yes, you’re quite enough for me.” 

He pressed her head against his chest. “And don’t think I didn’t see the kiss Eiji placed against your forehead when you danced with him.” 

“I didn’t expect that,” she replied. “I guess he’s more than a little infatuated with me.” 

“I can’t say I blame him. You’re quite a beautiful woman.” 

“Who is leaving tomorrow.” There, she said it. 

Hiroshi stopped dancing. “What?” 

“It’s time for me to go home.” 

“But?” 
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“But nothing. By this time tomorrow I will be a sweet memory to you.” 

The song ended, and Malia headed back toward her seat, and Hiroshi followed but walked past her to his seat next to Rika. 

Malia watched Rika get up and disappear out of the ballroom. 

“Take a walk with me in the gardens,” Eiji told her. 

Malia agreed. She needed some air after telling Hiroshi what she just told him. She accepted his hand, and he led her out to the gardens outside the ballroom. 

The night was surprisingly warm and pleasant. Eiji walked her out to the bench beneath the cherry blossom trees where she sat when she first talked to Hiroshi after Rika’s arrival. 

“I think Princess Rika is about to make her decision,” Eiji told her. 

“Well, shouldn’t you be inside?” Malia asked. 

“No,” he said. “I think I know how this is going to end.” 

“I’m glad you do,” Malia said. “Because I don’t have a clue.” 

“It shouldn’t matter to you,” he said to her. 

But it did. “Curious minds want to know.” 

“Or do you mean that your decision will depend on the outcome of Rika’s decision?” he asked her. 

“What decision?” Malia asked looking up at the starry sky. 

“Whether you’re going to get on the plane tomorrow morning or not?” 

“How do you know that I have plans to leave tomorrow?” 

“I’ve been counting the days since your arrival,” he told her. 

“Plus, I know someone who works for the airlines.” 

The royals had such power. “I fail to see why that should stop me.” 

“Because if Rika chooses Katsuro, Hiroshi will be free to court you.” 

Malia looked over at him. 
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“I might be young, but I’m far from stupid. I knew my brother wanted you from the moment you walked into this very ballroom two weeks ago on Aki’s arm.” 

“I’m sorry,” she replied. “I should have told you.” 

“I’m a big boy, Malia. I wouldn’t be able to sleep at night for wondering if you would sneak out of our bed to meet Hiroshi.” 

She sighed. “This is one of those times when I wish I could clone myself.” 

“But you want Hiroshi, not me.” 

“I’m afraid so. But don’t get me wrong, I was tempted, especially last night in the pool. But then I realized I couldn’t do that to you. 

You have your entire life ahead of you and so many things to see and do. In the end, I would only end of hurting you, and you would hate me for it.” 

Eiji raised her hand and kissed it. “I understand, even though I have no idea what you see in my brother. He’s undisciplined, could care less about anything or anyone other than himself, and he’s a bit of a bore.” 

“Watch it. You’re talking about the future emperor of Japan,” 

Malia teased. 

“Heaven help us,” Eiji replied good-naturedly. 

“Do you think Rika’s made her decision yet?” Malia asked nervously. 

“What do you think?” Eiji asked as he pointed toward the ballroom door. 

Malia turned to see where he pointed. Hiroshi stood in the opening, mobbed by dozens of reporters. He beckoned for her. 

“Oh shit,” Malia said. “What has he done?” 

Eiji chuckled. “I guess Rika just announced her engagement.” 

“Yeah, but to whom?” If the reporters were surrounding Hiroshi, did that mean that Rika has chosen him? 

“Is that her?” a reporter asked Hiroshi in Japanese. The mob descended into the garden. 



 Smoky Red Taboo 

 107 

Hiroshi sighed. “Yes, I’m afraid so.” 

Flashes went off in her face. “What am I going to do?” Malia asked Eiji. 

“Just smile pretty and go meet the public, Ms. Isakawa.” 

Malia rose. “I am so going to kill him.” 

The reporters mobbed her. 

“Ms. Isakawa, is it true that you are dating Prince Yamaguchi?” 

“Which Prince Yamaguchi?” Malia asked. “There are two of them, you know?” 

The reporters laughed at her joke. 

Hiroshi did not. He just walked over to her, pulled her into his arms, and planted a very passionate, unprincely kiss on her lips, further fueling the inquisitive minds of the reporters. 

“I think this is my cue to leave,” Eiji said once Hiroshi released her. 

“Coward,” Malia teased. 

“Name the first baby after me,” Eiji told her. “Chances are he’ll look just like me.” 

“What?” Hiroshi asked loudly. 

Malia shrugged. “I have no idea what he’s talking about.” 

Hiroshi kissed her on the cheek. “He’d better be joking.” 

“What happened inside?” Malia asked as the reporters continued to take their pictures. 

“Rika chose Katsuro, Aimi fainted, and I announced our engagement.” 

“Our what?” Malia asked. 

“Of course I told them that you accepted gracefully and that we are to be married as soon as my parents can arrange it. And my parents were at my side when I announced this, cheering me on.” 

 WTF? Without consulting me?  She’d at least like to be asked and have the chance to turn him down. And what happened to getting down on one knee and proposing? She felt slighted. 
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“Ms. Isakawa, how did the two of you meet?” another reporter asked. 

“His mother introduced us,” Malia told him. 

“Japan has never had an African-American princess before,” 

another one stated. “Will you be up to the task?” 

“Most certainly,” Malia answered, digging herself in deeper and kissing her life in the United States good-bye. “I realize that I have a lot to learn, but I am willing to do my best.” She bowed to them and the reporters applauded. 

After several minutes of questions on every imaginable topic, the reporters finally left them alone, and Hiroshi escorted her back into the ballroom, where they received another round of applause. She spotted Katsuro over with Rika and her family, and Aimi didn’t seem too upset to her. 

The band struck up a lively tune. 

Hiroshi bowed to her. “May I have this dance, Ms. Isakawa?” 

“Sure, why not, Prince Yamaguchi. At least you’re asking my permission this time.” 

Hiroshi smirked at her and pulled her into his arms. He wrapped his arms around her neck. “What are you upset about?” 

“A girl likes to be proposed to before her engagement is announced. You didn’t even give me a chance to turn you down.” 

Hiroshi laughed. “Exactly why I didn’t do it. My pride can only take so much with Rika rejecting me and all. When have you ever known me to do anything traditional?” he asked as he danced her around the floor. 

“Never,” Malia answered. 

“Ours is a match made in heaven. You stole my heart the moment I saw you standing in the throne room two weeks ago. I knew right then and there that you were the woman that I wanted to spend my life with.” 

Malia blushed. “You silver-tongued devil.” 
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“But if it will make you happy, I will get down on my knees and propose to you properly tonight while we’re alone in your hotel room getting busy.” 

“Ooh,” Malia replied. “You’re so damn crazy. I don’t know about this, but I have a feeling that you’re going to keep surprising me the rest of my life.” 

“I plan to sweep you off your feet, my dear, and make all your dreams come true.” Hiroshi picked her up into his arms and planted another passionate kiss against her lips. “Here’s to a lifetime of surprises.” 

The crowd roared, clapped, and shouted their names. 
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Chapter Ten 

“This champagne tastes like feet,” Hiroshi said as he sipped the liquor from her shoe. 

Malia spat milk from her mouth, very unprincess-like, from a prone position on a chaise lounge in the bedroom of their honeymoon suite in Versailles. “What do you expect? I’ve been wearing them all day.” 

Hiroshi tossed her wedding gown at her, and it landed across her face. 

Malia tossed it aside. “When did you take that thing off of me?” 

“About an hour ago,” Hiroshi confessed. “I think you were too drunk to notice at the time.” He staggered over and took the glass from her hand and put both of them on a table next to the chaise. 

“I don’t remember,” Malia confessed. “I guess I’m still excited about the wedding.” She hadn’t had any alcohol that day, but Hiroshi had been drinking and toasting since the reception a couple of hours ago. 

“Yes, we need to give up drinking. Someday we will have kids, and we have to set a good example.” 

“Speaking of which,” Malia said as she sprang to a seated position. “Excuse me.” She dashed into the bathroom and barely made it to the toilet bowl before everything she consumed at the reception came up to revisit her. “Oh, my god,” she moaned from the position on her knees. “I think I’m dying.” 

“What’s wrong with you?” Hiroshi asked as he stumbled into the bathroom. “Did you eat something that didn’t agree with you?” 
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“Yes,” Malia said as her stomach twisted and turned in agony. “I think I’ve had too much sex. I’m pregnant.” She heard something hit the floor behind her just as her stomach started to churn again. She peeped out the corner of her eye and saw Hiroshi getting up from a dead faint. She smirked though the agony. “Oh yeah, I guess I forgot to tell you that I’ve missed a couple of periods.” She crawled to her feet and flushed the toilet. 

“You what?” he asked as he watched her reach for her toothbrush. 

“Surprise,” she told him as she brushed her teeth. 

“How many did you miss?” 

“About three,” Malia answered. “I think I’ve been too busy learning how to be a princess.” She grabbed a towel and washed her face. She felt much better now that she had vomited and told Hiroshi about the baby. 

Hiroshi lowered the toilet seat and sat down. He looked surprisingly sober now. 

Malia tossed him a wet towel. 

He caught it and placed it on his face. “I’m shocked. How in the world did this happen?” 

Malia chuckled. “Take a guess.” She walked out of the bathroom and he followed. 

“Does anyone else know?” Hiroshi asked as he helped her onto the bed. 

“The doctor and a lab tech that I’ve sworn to secrecy. They didn’t want to agree at first because I cursed them both out when they gave me the news.” 

Hiroshi chuckled. “My mother is going to be so delighted. She’s always wanted a grandchild, but I thought Eiji would beat me to the maternity ward.” He climbed on the bed and rested his head on her stomach. 

“Who was that young lady I saw Eiji dancing with all evening at the reception?” Malia asked. 

“That was Tomiko Sato, Katsuro’s younger sister.” 
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“You guys do believe in keeping it in the family, don’t you?” 

Malia asked. “They looked so good together. I wonder if she is worthy of becoming his wife?” 

Hiroshi kissed her on the stomach. “Let’s not talk about Eiji right now,” he said as one of his hands moved between her legs. 

Malia gasped. “What do you want to talk about?” 

“I don’t really want to talk,” Hiroshi said as he pushed a finger inside her pussy. “I’d like to get acquainted with the little bun someone has planted in your oven.” 

Malia giggled. “Yes, Prince Yamaguchi,” she said as she spread her thighs for him. “Ooh, you’re so damn crazy.” 

 

 

THE END 
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