Anise
If I knew that becoming the maid of honor for the daughter of a renowned Earl would be this hectic, I would have never agreed to the proposal. Though, Raeen was my best friend and had been living in the Americas since birth, her family was persistent on giving her the proper Royal Grecian Style wedding. Even if that meant flying her entire bridal party out to Estros month prior for preparations. I was hesitant at first. My first doubt was how unprepared I was with being away in another country for that long. My second, was leaving behind my quint apartment in the heart of Mildosa. But, after an incredibly easy consideration and a painful breakup, I booked the first flight out of the United States.
The first few days of my arrival was calm and less of a frenzy. Raeen continued to enjoy her time back home while showing her fiancé as much as she could about her culture. I was the first of the bridal party arrive, so I had the liberty of enjoying the palace alone and in solace. The “Maid of Honor” name came with great perks, like a personal driver, a curated menu for each time of day, and my own suite with a full living room. If it wasn’t for this amazing wedding and my best friend, it would be impossible for such luxuries to be had. By the end of the third day, the entire bridal party had arrived. This consisted of Me, my adopted sister, Rubina, and Rae’s “Royal Cousin” Ophelia, who makes it apparent to mention she is “Lady Ophelia” in every conversation she has. Though her persona was very elegant and classy, her personality was rigid and cold. She hated that Raeen had “commoners” as part of her wedding and demanded that she be placed as maid of honor. Raeen would dismiss her every chance she could, as she didn’t view herself as royalty. 
And when the tenth night came, so did the excitement of the wedding. With twenty days until the big day, news had spread throughout the outlets about “The Wedding of the Millenia” and how Raeen was the first to get married of the Endeis Royal Family. And I, “commoner” from Mildosa had a front row seat to it all.
“Anise, do you mind zipping me up?” Rubina called from the other side of the room. She stood in front of a full body mirror as she struggled with the back of her gown. I was adjacent, shifting through the dresses that were provide to us by the palace’s tailor. Rubina was dressed in a cobalt silk gown that gathered at her feet. The color of the dress contrasted with the rosiness of her cheeks and her olive skin. Her dark hair assembled into a curly updo as coils framed her face. I was awe-struck while peering at her through the mirror. “It’s ages since I seen you dress-up like this. It’s nice.” Her smile perked as she noticed me within the mirror. “It’s a slight contrast to my usual pant suits and tight buns, but it’s nice to get out of my comfort zone and wear something more…” her voice trialed off as she admired the dress more. “flowy”
I let out a laugh while grabbing the zipper of her dress. She unnecessarily sucked in a breath as I pulled the zipper up her back. “There, now you look like a “Cinderella” beauty.” I smiled before returning to the other part of the room. “Speaking of ‘Cinderella’, when will I see you transform? You’ve been in sweatpants and tee-shirts for the past few days. I’m afraid the guards are going to mistake you as a commoner.” I shot her a glaring look. “You’re starting to sound like Ophelia.” I muttered. Clarie let out a giggle as I continued.
“And, I enjoy wearing comfortable clothes, especially while on vacation. It isn’t often that I don’t have to worry about my appearance or how the media will perceive me.” 
“I guess you are right, you’ve only been out of the spotlight for as long as we’ve been away”
I let out a huff of air “Which is the perfect time for someone in the media to make up a bullshit headline about ‘how I’m not accustomed to the lifestyle enough to dress myself confidently’.” I mocked.
“Or just long enough that people forget and move on to the next story.” Her arms wrapped around my shoulders as she gave them a tight squeeze 
	She could be right, however, knowing how the media loves to eat up women like me, I doubt it. Being the adopted daughter of a billionaire comes with both good perks, and bad ones. Having the media find out that I wasn’t biologically a Lycian and was still able to spend their fortune wasn’t a news story that I wanted to be apart of. Especially one week before I planned to leave for Raeen’s wedding. Luckly, my father was able to disperse the fire before it caught wind. And I separate from my ex for telling the media of my illegitimate status and rid myself of all social media before flying out here. 	Comment by Taihlyr Warren: It was her ex boyfriend who leaked her illegitmate status to the public. Ophelia finds out about this status and tries to frame Anise. Spreads that she only likes the love interests because of his money and that she is a poor woman from the streets and lies about her being a rich person. 
“Don’t worry, I am sure this whole thing will blow over after this month is over. Now, let’s enjoy our time here in Estros.” She picked up a champagne flute from the side table and handed it to me. I rolled my eyes and took as sip as she directed her attention to the gowns that were displayed. “Oh, Anise. These are magnificent. That tailor will give us a run for our money if we are not careful,” she giggled through her flute as another sip touched her lips.
“I still haven’t decided which one to wear. I don’t want to stand out too much. Raeen is living her royal princess fantasy, and I don’t want to take that away from her” I placed my hand on a nude-tone dress. “Perhaps I can wear something to blend into the walls.” The words came out more of a mutter than a sentence.
“Perhaps not!” Rubina placed her glass on table with a hard thud, directing my attention to her. “You are in the beautiful Grecian city of Estros, at a very attractive and expensive wedding for your best friend and you’re thinking about ‘blending to the walls’? Raeen will be a royal princess but you are her maid of honor that deserves attention as well. Okay?” Her voice was firm and her eyes tight to mine. The passion from her voice matches the look that framed her face. She believed her words and expected me to do so as well. “You should begin your hair and makeup by one of the lady maids. I’ll choose the dress for you.” 
Before I could interject, I was pushed out of the suite by Rubina’s small figure. I had no choice but to request to be “ballroom” ready by the lady maid as Rubina worked her fashion magic on the gowns. As I sat in the chair, I was turned away from the mirror while three ladies worked on my hair and two gently caressed my face. This was more Rubina’s comfort zone more than mine as she is the leading fashion and makeup designer in the world. Traveling to almost twenty-five different countries a year, her fashion and makeup brand was tailored to women of all sizes, shapes and ethnic backgrounds. She made a staple for herself outside of our father’s name, title and money. Her as my inspiration continued when she begged for me to be apart of her brand. I managed every store on the east coast of the US and was branded as the CFO of her company. It was a title that I knew I didn’t deserve, but took it with gratefulness as she has given me more than I deserve.
“Like beauty, you will stand out among the bride, Miss Lycia.” The maid’s strong Grecian accent brought a smile to my lips. I gave her a nod before turning to face the mirror. Beauty was an understatement as to the work these women did. I was unrecognizable through the traditional Estros’ makeup and hair style. Subtle glow of eyeshadow highlighted the high and low points of my eyes, my lips and cheeks matched to compliment my brown skin with hues of rose and peach. They gathered my hair into an updo similar to Rubina. Though, my coils were a bit tighter than hers and covered most of my forehead. I thank the ladies for a beautiful job before making my way back to the room.
I was greeted by Rubina standing at the door with a smile plastered on her face. Her smile grew even wider when she saw my appearance. Her hands reached out as she caressed my face and hair with delicate hands. “I haven’t seen you this dressed up since my wedding.” Her voice was soft, as if going louder would threaten her tears. “And I selected the perfect dress. I didn’t want you to outshine the bride, but with Grecian traditions, that is impossible as she will shine like a diamond. Since you are her right hand woman and Maid of Honor, I think you should shine too.” She escorted us back to where the gowns laid, but only one was on display. Before I could admire it, I was forced to put it on so she could see her “entire vision” come to life.

Standing in the same mirror as Rubina, more tears threaten to spill from her eyes. With an emerald, green silk fabric, the dressed caressed the curvature of my body. Upon the silk, diamonds and emeralds created a shimmering effect that reflected the sun off of the mirror. Black lace carved my bosom out of the top creating an illusion of curve. “If anyone’s a princess, it will be you. I’m sure you are going to catch the eye of every single prince outside those doors.” A giggle escaped her lips as I shot her a glaring look. I ran my hands over the gems of the dress before glancing at her through the mirror. “Even though a prince will be nice, there is no way a Grecian man can work with my life in the US.” Rubina eyes rolled, letting out a sigh as she continued to admire me. “Nevertheless, it doesn’t hurt to have a summer fling while we are away on holiday.” 
And she was right, we only have twenty more days until the wedding with five days after to celebrate, so if I did my math correctly, I would be able to enjoy lots of sex and dates before I depart back to America. It seems like a win-win situation and could help me forget about my tragic life I had waiting for me back home. 

The evening had approached quicker than expected but exceeded far past our expectations. The grand living room was transformed with Raeen’s wedding colors as the peaking natural light reflected the diamonds that covered the ceiling. When Rubina and I arrived, only a few guests were taking their greeting upon the Duke and Dutchess. Raeen stood next to her parents as guest greet her and her fiancé as well. A glance from Raeen brought a smile to my face as she notice her traditional attire upon our frames. Rubina and I took our place next to the snack table while other guest made their way into the room. Rubina had only one agenda and that was to get as drink as much Grecian wine she could get her hands up until the day of the wedding. She started her first three glasses while getting ready for the evening and I watched as she picked up the fourth.
“Rubi, you have plenty of time to taste all their wines. Not to mention, we are literally going on a vineyard in two days.”
“Oh, baby sister. This is my vacation away from my children, my husband, and my job. I plan to spend as much time with a bottle of wine as I can” She whined as she chugged the rest of her glass and handed it to the table tender. “Come on big boy, fill it up.” She giggled.
“I don’t blame you, however, I don’t want you to do something terrible that could cause you to be the face of a scandal.” I grabbed a glass from beside her then turned to face the room. 
Rubina placed a hand on her chest, pretending to be upset. “Why is everything about the media or a scandal? I promise you, everything will be just fine. Okay?” She copied my body language while leaning against the pedestal next to us. “You need to drink more wine to get you relax” she caressed my shoulders and gave them a great squeeze. “I’m trying too.” I giggle.
“You both look stunning! I really hoped that our tailor and hairdressers would take great care of you both” Raeen perky energy became infectious as she gathered us into a hug. Her embrace was tight as her perfume of water lilies filled my nose and easied my comfort. “relax”
“Your tailor and maid here just enough, thank you.” I smiled while pulling away and touching my hair.
“I agree, these gowns are amazing. I might have to take some designs back home with me.” Rubina swayed her dress back and fourth.
“Oh, please do! I would love to see traditional Grecian outfits on the runway under your name, Rubi.” Another embrace was given by Raeen.
“How are you doing though? Is being back home everything you dreamed of?” I asked once they pulled apart.
“I’d like to say so. Do you think the décor is a bit much? I told my parents to set a budget, but they insist on ‘going above and beyond’ for their only daughter.” 
“As a Countess, I believe this is the perfect touch for you. Plus, you deserve it after living like a commoner for all these years.” I smirked.
“My cousin has gotten to you with that statement, huh?” Her smile dropped from her face.
 “I don’t pay her any mind,” Rubina nodded in agreement while sipping her drink.
“Well, good. Because this month is about celebrating my love for Francisco, speaking of which. I feel bad. I’m sort of used to the royal treatment but he is not…” her voice trailed off as her gaze went to her fiancé.
Francisco stood beside her parents with a half-smile as he followed their lips closely. Raeen noted that he was having trouble understanding her parents native accent, their royal way of life and how different her culture was compared to his Italian one. As if he knew we were staring, his head snap to us. His smile grew wider as he waved at Raeen. She gave him a wave back before blowing a kiss. He caught the kiss and pressed it against his lips. 
“You two are too sweet for your own good.” I scoffed playfully while taking a laugh sip of my drink.
Raeen let out a cheerful giggle while Rubina audiably scoffed.
“Ignore her, Rae. Anise has a stick up her ass when it comes to finding love or a summer fling.”
“Rightfully so, we know what happened last time I gave in to the male gaze.” I spoke into my wine glass. 
“Well,” Raeen smirked as she picked up a butter knife from the snack table. “I hear by declare that drink as much wine as it takes to get you out of your shell for the evening.” With each word, she placed the butter knife on either side of my shoulder. Rubina pulls Raeen into wine-giggling hug as they mocked the previous motioned done by Raeen. “I swear, it works sometimes.” Raeen managed to get though her giggles and laughs. I watched and admired how carefree and joyous they were. They lit up every room the entered, and declared looks from every eyes that set upon them. Yet, they never noticed any of it. Instead, they were in their own little bubble, while I wade there with them. Enjoying the moment and laughter they always brought.
“I’m going to find my fiancé before he gets eaten alive by my parents. Ladies, find me during dinner.” She cursy her way out of the conversation. Rubi and I mocked the cursy as much as we can as she trailed off laughing.
I watched as she found Francisco and instantly greeted him with a kiss. They way their eyes lit up when finding each other was something I longed for. I once thought I found it, but it was a young, naitve kind of love that we both knew it wouldn’t work. Yet, it was great to feel that weightlessness for even just a moment. I see that Raeen found that with Fran, and I am evermore grateful to be apart of it.
“I don’t know about you, but I plan to mingle my way around this stale room until dinner time.” Rubi stated though drunken burps. “Mingle? I mentioned that I wanted to blend into the walls.” I muttered into my glass. “Yes, you have stated that. However, as the maid of honor, you have to talk with Raeen’s guess and Francisco’s groomsmen.” Rubi handed me another glass of champagne before pulling me towards a group of women around the age of her, slightly older who wore the same traditional dresses that we wore. Once we appeared, their eyes widen in awe as they admired my appearance from the tips of my curls to the black hem lace of my dress. “And who might you be?” One lady spoke with a Grecian accent. Her hand reached to grasp mine. I shook it with a cursy and a small smile. “This is my lovely sister Anise.” Rubi stole the words from my mouth as I straighten to a stand. 
“And you’re both the American girls that are part of the wedding party?” Another lady spoke as she peered over her lace fan.
Rubi and I exchanged questioning looks before hesitantly nodding. 
“And are you able to bare children?” Fan lady spoke.
Rubi let out a exaspered laugh as she gripped the inner corner of my arm.
“My ladies, if you would excuse me. I think I’ve had too much to drink. Ani, do you mind escorting me across the room?”
I nodded with a slight cursy before shuffling back to the snack table. “Nice save.” I smirked trying to hold in a laugh. “I am not in the mood for a ‘you’ll bare great children for my son’ talk right now. I have thousands year old wine coursing through my veins.” My laugh was uncontrollable while I held onto her shoulder.
“Why not? Those are the best kind of talks when at a pre-wedding party.” A figured appeared next to us while we held onto each other through laughter. 
“Are you joking? Next, they might expect me to catch the bouquet at the reception and present it to their son.” I giggled through tearful eyes.
“At that point, they will already have your wedding details in order before you can leave your hotel room.” His words increased our laughter causing a few people around us to glance in our direction. The wine was starting to relax my body more, yet I still notice the stares. As our laughter died down, I straighten our bodies and fix my dress to come accustuom to my body once again.
“For your tears,” the figured stated as he handed me his hankiershif. I dabbed my face and eyes with the soft cloth of silk. As it brushed acrossed my face, the scent of the amber and cedar engulfed my nose. I found myself inhaling the familiar scent. The warmth of the cedar engraved from a memory of Autumn where the leaves were crunching below and the cool breeze would hit my face. I pulled the fabric down to see the initals of [insert here] engraved on the white cloth. The wide eyes of Rubi were filled with shock, curiosity and self-righteous. I too found myself shock that I was completely inhaling this stranger’s handkerchief right in front of him. My hands dropped to my side while the cloth gripped in my hands.
“Anise.” My name on his lips still sounded the same way it did the last time I saw him. Firm, sweet and to the point.
“Augustine” it was barely audble, almost like a breath being taken.
“I think I am going to help myself to the dessert table on the other side of the room.” Rubi smirked. “In the meantime, here is a glass of wine for the both of you.” A glass of white was placed in my hand while a glass of red was placed in his. She tapped the edge of the glasses together and as we took a sip, his eyes never left mine. Before I could interject, Rubi’s heels carrying her away from the conversation.
I let out a breath, gripping my wine glass so tight it could burst. I found myself turning away from him as I fidget different cheese onto my plate. 
“You and I both know how bad cheese is for you, Anise.” His voice caressed my eyes like silk on a cool evening night. 
“Yet, here I am about to indulge in…” I took a quick glance at the cheese I was placing. 
“[insert cheese name]”? He finishes for me with a smirk playing at his lips.
“Percisely. Now, if you will excuse me, I would like to find my sister.” I held my head high and began my stroll away from him, but he caught my arm before I could move.
“I would love to hear all about your cheese and how you like them.” His smile was infectious and I hated how I succumbed to it. 
“You and I both know cheese is terrible for me.” I let out a slight laugh while fumbling with a cube.
His laugh followed mine as he released my elbow. It could have been the wine or how intoxicating he made me, but his touch was slightly slower as his finger lingered on my skin, trailing along my forearm before releasing. 
“What are you doing here, August?” My glance met his eyes. A shade of green that always told thousands of truths and only one lie.
“Well, I heard your laugh from the groomsmen’s table and instantly knew that you were here.”
I swallowed back any liquid that remained in my cup as I tried to suppress the dryness in my throat.
“And of course you’re the best man for Francisco.” I cleared my throat trying to find the correct pitch to speak to him in.
“You wouldn’t expect anything less?” His smiled showed his perfectly straight teeth.
God, I hate how perfect his smile was.
“And I must say, seeing you dressed in the Grecian style is…”
“Let me stop you right there, [Insert name here]. I can already see what they are trying to do. They knew that I am recently single, and needed a vacation, and a summer fling. So, they decided to bring you along for the ride and try to see if we can pick up from where we left off and quite frankly, I don’t think it is going to work.”
He blankly stares his gorgeous eyes at me before letting out a pride sneer.
“Anise, this isn’t a ruse to try and get us back together. We are part of the groom and bridal party, so we will be spending a lot of time together. And as you’ve heard, I am betrothed. I was trying to be friendly and make my presence known.” His smile is the same, untethered and unbroken. 
My smile dropped slightly as I gripped my plate so tight my knuckles went white.
I let out a breathy laugh, “Of course. Excuse my state. I’ve had a few glasses of wine, thanks to my sister.” I took the last sip of my wine before placing it on the table near us.
“Yes, we both know how wine can affect you.” He mocked.
My mouth dropped open, playfully.
“Okay, but both know how whiskey gets you.” I smirked as I pointed at his midriff.
He lets out a belly laugh, and I followed with many giggle as I tried to cover my laugh.
As my giggle dies down, I watched as he laughed more. The way his eyes crinkle at the corners, how his mouth would open slightly, and his cheek would indent on the sides.
“I better find my sister. It’s going to be dinner soon and she’s probably drunk off her ass.” 
He calmed his laughter and straightened his jacket back to normal. “I’m sure I’ll be seeing you soon, Anise.” 
I smirked at his words. “Thank you for not making things awkward after I did.” I hid my laugh once again.
He grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand away from my face. “I will accept your apology, but you have to stop trying to hid your smile from me.” 
I swallowed at his words, my smile slightly dropping from my face.
“Whomever you are marrying, is truly lucky to have you, Augustine”
“We will see, Anise”
