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Dedication

To the ones who stay up too late reading, 

who find parts of themselves in made-up worlds, 

and who know that a single sentence can change everything. 

This book is for your heart—

the messy, brave, 

beating part of you that dares to believe in stories.

Sign up for Sheri’s newsletter:

Join Here!

On the homepage, scroll down to the section titled “Join Sheri’s Mailing List”.
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    Privilege came at a price for the voluptuous Princess Evianna. Life as a royal was a lonely existence for the girl who grew up forbidden to interact with villagers. Relief from solitude and sexual frustration came in the form of fantasies she'd spun about an unknown prince who would one day rescue her from a daily requirement of AA batteries and her erotic imagination.

Cursed by a spiteful witch to remain in the form of a frog, Tad spent years banished to a brook, dodging hungry predators. Resigned to live out the remainder of his amphibious life in a cold-blooded existence, he's surprised when the visiting princess understands his croaked words.

The princess needs the frog and his sexy voice to fulfill her sexual fantasies. The frog needs the princess to break his evil curse. What could possibly go wrong?
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Chapter One
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Once upon a time, in the days when wishes still came true, there lived a beautiful, voluptuous princess. So lovely and well-endowed in fact, the King said on many occasions, “Though the sun has borne witness to many wondrous, beauteous sights, even it is astonished whenever it shines upon your face.”

And here is where our story begins...

~~**~~
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EVIANNA’s flirty blue summer dress hung limp as a flaccid phallic and stuck to the tops of her thighs. Every step her leaden feet took down the winding staircase reflected the wilted way in which she felt. Perspiration gathered in an array of sprinkles across her chest, itching its way lower in slow-moving rivulets. The beads of moisture split into two and converged in uncomfortable damp patches beneath each breast. 

Humidity of early summer hung as a thick shroud throughout her father’s castle. To catch the slightest whiffet of air, she lifted the silky rope of loosely plaited hair off her damp neck. 

The effort to find relief seemed futile. Even the lukewarm stone floor, hand-carved centuries ago from the rocks in the mountains that surrounded them, usually stayed cool. In any manner, there would be no deliverance from the sweltering heat of the day. 

However, she was well acquainted with a place that would offer this overheated princess a cool sanctuary. 

“Stu,” she called. “I’m heading out.”  

A quick hand pat at her hip confirmed the flask of blackberry brandy remained safely tucked in the deep pocket of her dress. The castle steward would no doubt be near, though she didn’t see the thin man as she crossed the grand entry and continued down the narrow hall to the informal receiving room. 

Ancient as the castle’s rock walls, she knew the old man’s sharp eyes and ears saw and heard all. Little wonder that her father, the king, considered the man his closest confidante.

“Be back in a few hours,” she announced in a loud tone, her voice echoing down the long, empty hall.

Velvet drapes, the color of a cool mountain stream, hung on either side of the massive picture window. As the focal point of her father’s favorite room, the floor-to-ceiling panorama looked out over the mysterious dark woodland beyond, which filled the scenic frame’s lower half. To the left of the forest landscape, sharp, craggy mountains rose higher than the windowpane’s field of vision allowed. Above the rough-hewn frame, a hanging blue swag nearly blended with the hue of the sky, only to be broken from its camouflage by the fluffy clouds drifting idly by. 

While Evianna drew closer to the thick-paned window and, thus, the door which led outside, conical thatched roofs in the valley north of the castle came into view. Each tapered spire of the many village homes stood as a pointed reminder of how boring living in the royal castle could be.

And lonely. 

In her youth, there had been no village children to play patty-cake with. No village boys to steal a kiss in her adolescence. No volunteers to help spin those bottles. 

Now, since she’d turned twenty-one, palace retainers and guards were all that spared her from the mind-numbing solitude of her bleak existence. She would be an old maid before her father threw a royal party, or dignitaries stopped by for a visit.

The universal and recurring theme between years past and present day became an utter state of unwelcome loneliness.

Commoners remained downhill, royalty above. It is the way it had always been. Just who made up the rotten rules, she had no idea. 

If her raging hormones had any say, every eligible bachelor in her father’s kingdom would be lined up, stripped down, and have their personal assets personally inspected.

By Princess Evianna.

Behind her, the quaint room remained empty, ensuring no meddlesome servant milled about. Like old-fashioned paparazzi of days gone by, the gossips loved nothing better than to stumble onto an innocent situation, then kick heels-to-ass for the village center to stand as town crier and spread the embellished news. 

No fucking thank you.

Polished wood gleamed from every corner. Scents of sweet beeswax coated the receiving room’s wood floors, filling her nose. Outside the chamber, beyond her sight, shoe heels beat the fast-paced rhythm of someone with somewhere to go. 

Maybe they’re headed to the village. 

Sighing, she gave a shrug.

The ancient oak door opened silently on well-oiled hinges. Evianna stepped outside but remained within the cooler shadow created by the castle turrets and closed her eyes. The fresh air was a welcomed respite. Heady scents of a thousand wild flowers assailed her senses, and she breathed deeply of the hypnotic air. 

Any sign of the breeze she longed for didn’t exist, but that did not sway her determination. After opening her eyes and taking a wishful glimpse down at the village, and the well-maintained merchant road to her right, she turned left and set out on the lightly worn foot trail.
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