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For every woman who was told she wasn’t enough. You always were.
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A Royal Scandal. A Fake Marriage. A Love Neither Expected.

Isabella Clarke’s life turns upside down when she’s summoned to a palace and forced to marry the cold, commanding Crown Prince of Arvenia. What begins as a political alliance quickly blurs into something dangerously real.

But behind palace walls, secrets lurk—some that could tear them apart.

Will their love survive lies, betrayal, and the weight of a crown?

Fans of enemies-to-lovers, royal romance, and slow-burn tension will devour this irresistible fairytale with a modern twist.
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Chapter 1: The Summons

Isabella Clarke was knee-deep in coffee grinds when her world turned upside down.

“Excuse me, Miss Clarke?” The voice was clipped and British. She looked up, swatting a curl out of her face. The door of the café was framed by two men. Dapper in their tailored black suits, they were out of place in Camden Market, out of place for a shot of espresso.

“We need you to come with us. Now.”

She blinked. “I’m sorry—”

“We’re serious. A car will be here in ten minutes.”

She shook her head, dumbfounded. “I don’t understand. You’re not from the rent service, are you? Because if you are you’ve got the wrong barista.”

“We are not from the rent service, ma’am. The Kingdom of Arvenia would like you to accompany us to the royal palace. You are to be debriefed posthaste on a matter of national urgency.”

Isabella snorted. “The Kingdom of what?”

They did not smile.

“You have ten minutes to pack your belongings. A car is on its way.”

Ten minutes later, she was being driven through London in the backseat of a blacked-out Mercedes with a diplomatic crest on the hood. In her lap was the cream envelope that still hadn’t been opened, the seal still intact. A golden crest pressed into it. Her phone buzzed in her lap, a constant stream of texts from her manager, her cousin Liv, and a voicemail from her landlord—but she didn’t touch it.

“What the fuck is happening?”

The man beside her, who had introduced himself as Director Wynn, of the Arvenian Royal Guard, didn’t look at her. “All will be explained when you are safely within the embassy.”

“I’m not getting married or recruited by MI6 am I?”

He cracked the barest twitch at the corner of his mouth. “Not MI6.”

The embassy was less shaken, stirred, and more medieval monarchy—golden halls, pristine marble floors, and attendants who didn’t bat an eyelash when Isabella stormed through the entrance in her coffee-stained jeans and Led Zeppelin shirt.

They guided her into a private room. On a heavy oak table was a large file and two glasses of water. Wynn motioned for her to sit down.

“You have been brought here because of a treaty,” he began. “Signed over two hundred years ago between your forefathers and the Crown of Arvenia.”

“My what?”

Wynn opened the file. Inside were photocopies of old parchment documents and a family tree that traced back, somehow, impossibly, to her grandmother’s line.
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