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      I Want to Escape from Princess Lessons 3


      “They’re multiplying!” I blurted out as I looked at the bookshelf, now lined with books I was sure hadn’t been there before. “There are...more of Lord Clarke’s diaries!”


      Not just one, not just two, but three whole new ones.


      As I stood there gaping, Maria—arranging sweets on a tray nearby—nodded and said, “Indeed. His Highness is such a hard worker.”


      “You knew about this?!”


      “I don’t know exactly when each new one appeared, but I did notice they’ve been gradually increasing in number.”


      So he hadn’t just dumped them onto the shelf all at once? He’d been adding them one at a time? And I hadn’t noticed until now?!


      “You’ve been quite engrossed in that one lately, Your Highness,” Maria said, glancing at the book in left hand: a romance novel I’d taken from the bookshelf.


      “I-It’s not what you think, okay?! This is just...for...for reference!”


      “Ah, of course. So you can reference that for romancing the prince.”


      “No!” There Maria went again, thinking silly thoughts!


      “Oh, don’t worry. I understand.”


      “Clearly you do not! In fact, it’s patently obvious you don’t understand in the slightest!”


      “So, what are your romance prospects, you think?”


      “See! You don’t get it!” Maria was a little too fond of love stories for my tastes.


      “Oh, what’s the harm in telling me? I do love some royal gossip... I mean, royal love stories! It’s not the kind of thing you hear about every day.”


      “You just said ‘gossip.’ You just very clearly said it!”


      Maria giggled like the adorably cunning fox she was. “What other entertainment can I get working here?”


      “You can go and entertain yourself!” Instead of being satisfied living vicariously through other people’s stories, she should’ve been experiencing her own romance. Hmph.


      “Well, about that...” Maria’s expression darkened instantly. “I’ve received a few marriage proposals in the past. But I wanted to keep working for a while, so I decided to postpone my responses.”


      “And then?”


      “They were all withdrawn.”


      Ohhh. That could only have meant one thing...


      “Prince Louis did this! He’s preventing me from getting engaged! He’s awful! And a flower is only in bloom for so long...!” Maria lamented, sorrowfully pouring a cup of tea.


      I returned to my seat, romance novel in hand. “Well, even if you don’t get married, there’s always Prince Louis as insurance.”


      “What do you mean, ‘insurance’?! Are you saying it’s guaranteed I’ll end up unmarried?!”


      Instead of confirming or denying her statement, I simply smiled. I really didn’t think Prince Louis would allow Maria to marry anyone else, at least until he himself was old enough to tie the knot.


      “You should resign yourself to your fate,” I told her.


      “It’s too early for me to resign myself to anything! I still dream of a handsome nobleman!” Given the financial hardships in her past, it made sense that Maria wanted to avoid those struggles in the future.


      But of course, I hadn’t meant that she should give up on marriage entirely—just that she should accept that she probably wasn’t going to end up marrying anyone other than Prince Louis.


      “You know, Maria, a nobleman could still go bankrupt after, say, a business failure,” I pointed out. “On the other hand, a prince will always be a prince. It’s a good deal.”


      “I’m studying all sorts of things with Lady Brianna to ensure I can avoid any and all business failures! It’ll be okay! I’ll guide my future husband!”


      S-Such a strong will! Also, since when had she and Brie been studying together? And behind my back! Were they sharing tea and giggles without me?! Unfair! I wanted to join in too!


      “Bring me along next time,” I said.


      “I’ll do what I can,” Maria replied, which very much sounded like a way of saying that she would not be bringing me along.


      How awful of her! How could she?! Was it because I hadn’t been talking about Lord Clarke much as of late? Was she that curious?! Oh, fine, then! I’d just have to barge in on her and Brie’s little private tea parties!


      No sooner had I resolved to take matters into my own hands, a knock came from the door. “Yes?” I said.


      “Leticia, it’s me,” came Lord Clarke’s voice.


      “Come in,” I said, and Lord Clarke stepped into the room. “Is something the matter?”


      “There’s been a slight change of plans regarding the upcoming party,” he explained, handing me a piece of paper detailing said changes.


      “You didn’t need to deliver this personally,” I pointed out. An attendant could’ve taken care of it; there was no need for him to come all the way here.


      “No, it’s just...” Lord Clarke hesitated for a moment, then continued. “I wanted an excuse to see you, Lettie,” he admitted bashfully. I couldn’t help it—my heart skipped a beat. Maria was an adorably cunning fox, and so was my husband, apparently!


      “O-Oh. I see,” I mumbled, averting my eyes in an attempt to hide my agitation. My gaze landed on Maria, who was giving me an enthusiastic nod. Definitely a nod of the “go get him, tiger” variety—I promptly ignored her. I looked back at Lord Clarke, grateful that being distracted by Maria had helped me calm down. “Would you care for some tea, Lord Clarke?”


      “No, thank you. I sneaked away from work, you see.”


      Aw, man.


      Lord Clarke quickly handed me something.


      “What’s this?” I asked.


      “I figured you’d be interested,” he said, holding out what seemed to be a book.


      No way, I thought, staring at him as he smiled bashfully once more.


      “It’s the continuation of my diary.”


      “I am not at all interested!” I protested. I hadn’t even read the previous ones!


      “Well, just take it, okay?” He handed me the diary, then quickly left. “See you later.”


      Maria and I both looked silently at the diary in my hands for a moment.


      “You’re not taking a peek?” she asked.


      “Nope.”


      Maria’s shoulders slumped in disappointment. But I wasn’t going to look! I wasn’t about to give her any gossip material! Instead, I gingerly placed the diary next to the others.


      And then I stared at it.


      And then I picked it back up.


      “So you are going to read it,” Maria pointed out.


      “N-No!” I said quickly. “It’s just, you know, the honeymoon, it was very hectic, and I mean, I thought, ‘Oh, I would like to recall it. From another person’s perspective.’ Or something.”


      “Oh, that trip! When I couldn’t go to the hot springs! You have to take me along next time!”


      “All right, all right!”


      After dodging Maria’s persistent demands, I looked at the diary once more. The cover read, “Prince Clarke’s Diary: Honeymoon Edition.”


      ***


      I was in the courtyard when a familiar voice called my name.


      “Lettie?”


      How odd. Hadn’t he said he was going to be busy with his duties all day? He’d come in early through the secret door this morning and told me as much while I was still half asleep. It was the whole reason I’d been determined to achieve my goal today!


      No, he’d been crystal clear this morning. He had to be working right now. Yes. The voice calling out to me could be nothing but a hallucination. I was just tired, that had to be it. I was going back to my room. As quickly as humanly possible.


      “Lettie,” none other than Lord Clarke said, scruffing me as I tried to exit stage left pronto.


      “Gahhh! You are real!” I yelped.


      Alas, escaping reality was a futile endeavor. He had me in his grip. No matter how much I flailed, Lord Clarke held fast to the back of my neck with one hand. The difference in our strength was too vast; there was no way for me to break free, try as I might. I did wish he’d at least let me struggle a little, though. Considering the embarrassment of being caught in the middle of my very purposeful escape attempt, I thought I deserved to be afforded a moment to resist.


      “Lettie... Uh... I... I’m sorry I came so suddenly...” he said hesitantly, clearly feeling awkward. Which made two of us! Despite his contrition, however, he didn’t let go. He attempted an earnest smile, lowering his eyebrows slightly. “I think you’re fine as you are, you know?”


      “That’s exactly the kind of patronizing line you’d say to your inferior!” I protested. His words had hit me right in the gullet. Kindness! My one weakness!


      “I didn’t mean it that way.”


      “You did, you absolutely did! Absolutely, totally did.” I stopped trying to escape and pried his hand from my neck, then grabbed his sides firmly. “You! Don’t have! A single ounce! Of fat! On you! Just like that! How dare you!”


      “L-Lettie? Pfft... Heh! Heh heh heh!”


      “Eat this! Tickle attack!”


      “Heh! Heh heh heh! Lettie! Stop—” he tried to protest but dissolved into another fit of giggles.


      I continued to tickle him with both hands. This man, with basically no body fat. Not an exaggeration, by the way. Anyway, he was trembling and twisting.


      “Stop, Lettie, please, heh heh heh, you’re, heh, killing me...” he protested weakly.


      “Tickling isn’t lethal! And I’m the one dying! Of embarrassment!” I retorted.


      “Embarrassment isn’t lethal either... Heh heh heh, ahhh, I’m sorry, I’m sorry! I apologize! Please have mercy on me! Heh heh heh!”


      Reluctantly, I let go.


      Out of breath, Lord Clarke collapsed backward onto the courtyard. “Seriously,” he said breathlessly, “I’m a prince...so I’m not used to this at all... No one ever tickles me, so please, don’t...”


      Oh, how pathetic. But also a very pretty kind of pathetic. He had the advantage of good looks, and in contrast, I was...well... I placed a hand on my own side, and indeed, I found it quite grabbable.


      “Aaargh! I hate this stupid faaat!” I shouted.


      “L-Lettie? You’re not fat,” Lord Clarke said.


      “You don’t get to say that, Your Thinness! It just sounds backhanded!”


      “It’s not backhanded! You’re perfect as you are!”


      “You said that, and I took it to heart a little bit, and now I’ve gotten faaat!” Frustrated, I sat down and repeatedly smacked the ground. Which was basically dirt and grass, so it didn’t hurt. My heart, however, was another story. “I gained weight, but I acted like I didn’t care! I was dieting in secret so nobody would notice! Why did you come to see meee?!”


      “Well, I needed to talk to you about something...”


      “You came to laugh at me struggling with my sit-ups, didn’t you?!”


      “Lettie! Lettie, calm down!”


      “How could I possibly calm down?!” I demanded, still pounding the ground. Lord Clarke’s attempts at calming me down only made things worse, and now the soldiers and handmaidens were watching us from a distance.
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      There was only one person present who could settle this pointless struggle.


      “Enough of that irritating nonsense!”


      “Eek!” I yelped as I was forcefully pulled to my feet. Lily, who had lifted me up effortlessly, was clearly displeased. Just how strong was she to lift an entire woman off the ground like that?


      “Quit your endless whining! If you wish to lose weight, then just do it! Yes?!”


      “Oh. Yes...” Honestly, no, not “yes,” but defying Lily sounded like a bad idea at the moment, so I grudgingly nodded.


      “I apologize, Your Highness,” said Lily, who by the way was only present because she was acting as my exercise instructor. “Lady Leticia is quite sensitive at the moment. But you had some business with her, did you not?”


      “Oh! Right! Lettie!” Lord Clarke, exclaimed, having regained his composure. He took my hand and beamed. “Let’s go on our honeymoon!”


      “Huh?”


      ***


      Apparently Lord Clarke hadn’t been lying about needing to work, since he left shortly after.


      “Oh no. Ohhh no no no no. Lily. Lily!” I rambled, grabbing Lily’s shoulders like that’d help me steady my beating heart and keep it from leaping out of my chest. “I’m a newlywed!”


      “I am aware, yes,” Lily replied calmly, her expression unchanged—even though my agitation was making it difficult for me to control my grip. She was amazing! How vexing that I couldn’t control my strength!


      “Newlyweds go on honeymoons, Lily!”


      “I am aware, yes,” she repeated, using her superior strength to remove my hands from her shoulders. And was it just me, or did I feel a slight pinch as she did so? Had I imagined that? Had I actually hurt her, despite her stoicism? And could she please not pinch me? Maybe if I apologized...


      “Ow, ow, ow, ow! I’m sorry, I’m sorry! Forgive me!”


      “Oh silly me, I failed to control my strength! My sincerest apologies,” Lily said in exaggerated fashion. “I was simply acting just like a certain princess I know.”


      Hey! That was sarcasm! But I deserved it, so fine!


      “Never mind that! The honeymoon, Lily! The honeymoon!”


      “Please calm yourself.”


      “Th-Th-Th-The honeymoon! You know! The trip! With the thing! The thing, Lily!”


      “Please calm yourself.”


      “The scandalous thing, Lily!”


      “I said, calm yourself!”


      “Oh. Pardon me.” Lily’s shout had brought me back to my senses, a little. She had always been scary when she was angry, and I had learned through years of experience that if she raised her voice, it was best for me not to argue.


      “Lady Leticia, please remember that a honeymoon does not equate scandalous behavior.”


      “But the stories say—”


      “Forget the stories for now.”


      “Okay...”


      Following Lily’s sage advice, I decided to forget everything I knew about honeymoons, since apparently my knowledge was skewed. But I was so detached from everyday life, romance novels were my only references! What else was I supposed to think?


      “A honeymoon is just a trip for newlywed couples,” Lily explained.


      “But they stay under the same roof,” I pointed out.


      “You are currently living under the same roof, are you not?”


      She had a point. We stayed in separate rooms, but we did live together under the same roof in the royal palace. Along with the king, the queen, and Mathias too! That made sense. My mind was a little more at ease now. We were already living under the same roof without any issues, so clearly it would be fine!


      Wait.


      “When you say the trip is for newlywed couples, do you mean just two people?” I asked.


      “Generally speaking, couples consist of only two people,” Lily said, as though I’d just asked the world’s silliest question.


      “So it’s just us two? Lord Clarke and I?”


      “Indeed.”


      We were going on a trip, just the two of us?


      “Well, technically, guards and attendants will accompany you,” Lily added.


      “But strictly speaking, it’s just us two.”


      “Well, yes.”


      I froze. The two of us? Alone? Possibly...in the same room? The entire trip? Just us, all the time?


      “I can’t do iiit!” I shouted, and Lily covered her ears.


      ***


      “Okay, no, look, listen, this can’t be right,” Brie said suddenly, like a thought had just occurred to her. She had been silently rocking along in the impressively large royal carriage, which honestly wasn’t very like her. “Why am I coming on your honeymoon? This makes no sense!”


      “It makes perfect sense,” I retorted.


      “I’ve never heard of newlyweds bringing friends along on their honeymoon!”


      “Perhaps it’ll become a new trend.”


      “It will not!” Brie protested, standing up in her aggravation. The unsteady carriage quickly forced her to sit back down, however. “And besides, it’s not just me! What’s with all these people?! Attendants and guards should’ve been enough! I understand Maria and Lily might be needed during the trip, but still! Still! What do you need your brother for? What kind of bride brings her brother on her honeymoon? Won’t that ruin the romantic mood?! Bringing a friend is bad enough! And why is a neighboring nation’s prince here too?! This is a honeymoon, right?!”


      “It’s a Leticia-style honeymoon.”


      “Style, my a—”


      It was early morning. The birds were singing beautifully. And Brie was so full of energy at this hour! How vivacious of her.


      “Besides, I need Prince Louis,” I interrupted her. “We’ll be staying at his family’s royal palace, after all.”


      “That makes it even more inappropriate for a low-ranking noble like me to come along!” Brie said, holding her head in her hands. She was overthinking it, if you asked me.


      “No one cares that my companion is a low-ranking noble,” I insisted.


      “I don’t even have the manners for this! I can’t dine or greet people gracefully like you do!”


      “Oh, it’s fine! It’ll all work out!”


      “What you actually mean is ‘that’s a you problem,’ don’t you?!”


      Whoops. She saw right through me.


      Brie glared at me. “You come to my house out of nowhere, wake me up, make me get changed, randomly pack my things, then shove me into a carriage! Couldn’t you have given me advance warning?!”


      “You’d have run away if I had.”


      “Of course I would’ve!”


      Ah, so I had chosen the correct course of action this time. I deserved a pat in the back for my discerning judgment.


      “And, and! And what I really want to object to is,” she continued, standing up once more, “this seating arrangement!” The carriage’s movements once again proved to be too much, and Brie quickly sat back down. Would she get mad at me if I told her to just stop trying to stand?


      “What’s wrong with it?”


      “You can’t see what’s wrong with it?!” she snapped. I couldn’t help but notice Brie’s intense scowl. And also the intense swaying of her ample chest to the rhythm of the carriage’s movements. Not that I was envious or anything. Never. Anyway, Brie pointed to the two women sitting in front of us. “You’re sitting next to me, and Lily and Maria are sitting opposite us! That’s what’s wrong!”


      “It’s easier to split groups by gender,” I pointed out.


      “Ease is not a factor in deciding this!” Brie protested.


      “I like it!” Maria chimed in. “It’s like we’re having a girls’ day out.”


      “Don’t make this worse than it already is, Maria!” Brie chided.


      “I tried to stop her,” Lily pointed out.


      “Oh, Lily... You’re the only sensible one here...”


      Wait, wait. That wasn’t fair. Sure, Brie didn’t know Lily’s difficult character quite like I did, but still! Lily was not sensible! Sensible people did not pinch their mistresses’ hands.


      “You should be sitting with your new husband!” Brie said.


      “We’ll be riding together tomorrow,” I said.


      “I mean you should be riding together every day, you buffoon!”


      Wow! Rude! The trip had only just begun, yet Brie was already having a go at me. Several goes, actually. Was she going to keep this up the whole trip? She was wasting so much energy on all that yelling!


      Brie continued to complain, clearly not done ranting at me yet, and I just turned to look out the window. It was best to simply tune this out.


      ***


      “Oh, I’m exhausted...”


      Brie could not, in fact, keep it up the whole trip. Since the trip to Prince Louis’s home country, the Kingdom of Delbaran, took longer than a day, we had to stop at an inn along the way. By the time we reached the inn, Brie was swaying on her feet.


      “That’s because you’ve been yelling this whole time,” I told her. “Maybe don’t do that.”


      “And whose fault was that?!” Brie retorted. I pretended not to hear.


      This, by the by, was not the same shabby inn from the time when Prince Louis kidnapped me. On that occasion we’d been trying to take the shortest route, and we’d only had to stay at the less-than-luxurious inn due to the prince’s whims. Now this inn, meanwhile, was quite decent. This was a planned trip, after all, and we’d booked it in advance.


      I looked up at the inn and gave a nod of satisfaction. “Mm-hmm. An inn fit for a honeymoon, no doubt.”


      “You’ve been whining nonstop about this and that, but you were really looking forward to this, weren’t you?” Brie asked, poking my arm.


      How annoying! I wasn’t looking forward to the honeymoon, I was looking forward to the trip. There was a very important distinction here.


      “How are you feeling, Lettie?” Lord Clarke asked as he made his way over from his own carriage. He gave me a concerned look and put an arm around my shoulders.


      “I’m doing fine,” I replied. Sure, the carriage ride had been longer than usual, but I hadn’t gotten motion sickness, so I was feeling great.


      “You guys aren’t going to make me stand here and watch you be lovey-dovey the whole trip, right?” Brie narrowed her eyes at Lord Clarke and me. “I hate this. Just send me home.”


      Lord Clarke gave her a reassuring smile. “You’ll be compensated for the trip, and we’ll be covering all of your expenses.”


      “Oh!” she exclaimed excitedly. “Sounds like I’m getting myself a new dress as soon as we arrive at...Del-something.”


      “Delbaran, you philistine,” Nadir quietly corrected her. And with an insult thrown in too!


      “Who’s a philistine?!” Brie protested.


      “If you want to marry into money, the least you could do is learn about neighboring countries.” Vicious as ever, my brother.


      “I did not ask you for advice!”


      Brie had stopped acting all fake cutesy around Nadir recently. She’d probably realized he wasn’t going to fall for the act. But she was still hovering around him, in a sense, so perhaps she hadn’t quite given up on winning him over yet.


      Also, speaking of Del-something [sic], the prince of said country was fast asleep in Lyle’s arms. Kids could sleep anywhere, anytime—it was truly impressive.


      We went inside and were soon shown to our rooms—and they were truly what one would expect of an inn a honeymooning royal couple would stop at. Our room was about as large as my chambers back in the royal capital; a spotless chandelier hung from the ceiling, which by itself was proof of the quality of this inn. At the center were a large table and sofa, and opposite the door, a balcony. It also had an attached restroom and bath, and the beds were far superior to those at the inn I’d stayed at before.


      “I have no complaints!” I exclaimed, nodding in satisfaction.


      “Well, I have complaints!” Brie yelled loudly. “Why are you and I sharing a room on your honeymoon?!”


      “I figured it was best to separate by gender.”


      “On a honeymoon?!” Brie’s exhaustion seemed to have gone elsewhere. “You should stay with your new husband!”


      “We have adjoining rooms at the palace in Delbaran.”


      “That’s besides the point, and— Wait, you’re not staying in the same room there either?!” Truly, Brie was in top shape. “This is no honeymoon! This is just a trip! What do you think a honeymoon is for?!”


      “A trip to bring newlyweds closer together.”


      “And you’re planning to grow close at this distance?!”


      Seeing that our argument was going nowhere, she burst out of the room and knocked on the door of the neighboring room.


      “Brie, you’re disturbing the other guests,” I told her.


      “This inn’s been fully booked for us anyway!” she retorted. Had it? I didn’t know. So not only had we gotten an excellent room, we’d also booked the entire inn! How luxurious...


      “You’re still bothering people. Stop it.”


      With a furrowed brow, my brother answered the door, and Lord Clarke peeked out from behind him, asking, “What happened, Lettie?”


      “No, this wasn’t my doing,” I replied awkwardly. I had no issues here! Brie did!


      “Your Highness!” Brie exclaimed, leaning forward. “It’s your honeymoon! The royal couple should share a room!” She clenched her fists. “I will share the room with Lord Nadir!”


      “Wait, wait, wait!” I jumped in to stop her. “That was your angle?!”


      “Don’t make it sound like I’m doing something wrong! I simply think newlyweds should share a room, and if it just so happens, perchance, that one thing leads to another, it’s a bonus, that’s all!”


      “You’re a little too honest!” It was classic Brie, truthfully.


      My brother looked her up and down, then snorted. “You’re really pushing it.”


      “What’s that supposed to mean?!” Brie shouted, looking like she was about to lunge at him.


      “Stay calm, Brie! Deep breaths! In, out...”


      “That’s not the kind of pushing he was talking about!” she snapped. I was just trying to help her relax! Picky, picky. She turned to Lord Clarke and asked, “And Your Highness would want to be in the same room as Leticia, right?!”


      Lord Clarke shyly scratched his shapely cheek. “Well, I’m not quite sure about sharing a room immediately...”
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