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The morning trumpets are calling out to The Breeding Amusement Park telling everyone the princesses are in. This park is built on one thing only. The guests impregnating us. It’s already been two weeks since I’ve arrived and this place is already becoming a second home. We get better living arrangements than I could ever afford. It surely won’t be long until I am plump with a stranger’s seed, and all day I get to pretend I’m a princess. The Park goes beyond expectations to make every fantasy and service to the guests. And I get to reap the benefits of it.

My fingers slide in my hair fixing my own gold tiara and make my way to the so-called tower. It’s a real room at the top of the tower of the castle. I’ve never actually done this scenario before, but they made us learn it all. The sleeping princess is locked in her room is the base. The guests have different options for how they want to play. That’s the part of the princess charm. It’s all about being who could want.

“Your highness.” The handler bows handing me a tiny cup with something smells horrendous in it.

For a split second, I stare at it. I’ve never had something like this in the scenario. The handler shoves the cup in my hand, and I take it. The bitterness hits the back of my throat. With a nod, the handler opens the huge wooden door. As soon as I step in, the heavy metal hinges creak, sealing me with my fate.

Nerves roll my stomach with excitement. Everything I do from now on is for the guest. My obedience will ensure my fertile womb is bred well. 

The small screen hidden on the top of the room chimes. A little notification for the staff only. Scenario: Goodnight flashes. Goodnight? I search my mind deep into my training. It’s the sleeping princess. But the classic, a woman locked in a deep slumber waiting to be free. Or in this case used, bred and then freed if the guest decides.

I lay on the bed and tug on the skirt of my dress to make it perfect. It’s all about the details. I guess that’s what the pill is for. My eyes are heavy, and a light tiredness is crawling in the back of my brain. Sleeping potion for the sleeping princess. That’s nice. 

It’s not long until I’m in a strange fog. It’s like I’m dancing between awake and asleep. I’m aware of everything but numb to it. This is so much better than acting. Maybe I could just lay here until my guest comes and soak in the nap. Why would the girls complain about this?

A happiness drifts over my mind. After a while, the heavy wooden door barges open. In my state I’m frozen, forced to watch the man out of the corner of my eye through my semi closed eyelids. The guest is dressed in a beautiful satin cape and a crown on his head. For a moment, I actually let myself believe that he’s a prince. It’s something no one really discusses. But as much as the guests enjoy the role playing we do too. And right now, I’m a sleeping princess waiting.

The man sweeps his way to the edge of the bed. “Princess,” he whispers, dragging a finger across my lips.  

He swallows hard, and despite my inability to move all the hair on the back of my neck stands to its ends. 

“How I longed to be with you, my fair maiden.”

Fuck, this guy is good. 

“The curse that is on this kingdom is broken by a kiss. A true love kiss.”

Butterflies roll in my stomach. 

His warm fingers stroke my cheek, and he leans down. Our lips brush achingly close together. “A kiss and you will awaken. You will be free.”
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