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Rogue Royal

	Welcome to Club Royal, where your deepest desires are no longer a secret…

	 

	Douglas is the spare heir, and he chafes at the restrictions placed on his extra-curricular activities. He wants nothing more than to lose himself in someone else, but too many people are out for what they can get from him, including a membership at the exclusive and highly confidential Club Royal. 

	 

	Maverick was given the role of social media manager to Douglas as punishment for showing up his boss two years ago. Try as he might, he has not been able to get a transfer, though it could be because he is too damn good at his job. Despite being given the exclusive membership to Club Royal, he doesn’t use it…it’s just not his kind of thing.

	 

	When Douglas figures out Maverick’s weakness, he wants to be the one to teach Maverick everything, and it sends them on a journey neither had anticipated.

	 

	Can Maverick trust his body to a man who can have anyone he desires?

	 

	This book contains sensation play, BDSM scenes and D/s dynamics in all forms. It also has lots of loving, friendships, family drama and, of course, a HEA.

	 

	
Dedication

	To Renee,

	For pushing me to step outside my comfort zone 

	 

	
Author note

	If you would like to see any potential triggers for this book and any other books I’ve written, please go to this link on my website: https://elouiseeast.com/triggers 

	
Family Tree

	[image: Diagram

Description automatically generated]

	
List of characters (alphabetical order)

	Albert, cousin, Charlotte and Ernest’s child

	Alice, cousin, William and Lou’s child

	Andrew, King of England, Douglas’s father

	Arthur, cousin, John and Miranda’s child

	Bert, Maverick’s boss

	Charles, cousin, Charlotte and Ernest’s child

	Charlotte, Douglas’s aunt

	Christian, cousin, John and Miranda’s child

	Clarice, Club Royal’s receptionist

	Damon, Frederick’s best friend

	Douglas, second in line to the throne

	Eddie, submissive at Club Royal

	Elizabeth, cousin, John and Miranda’s child

	Eric, Douglas’s bodyguard

	Ernest, Charlotte’s husband

	Frederick, heir to the throne, Douglas’s brother

	Gareth, Maverick’s ex

	George, third in line to the throne, Douglas’s brother

	Harvey, working with Talon, bad guy

	Henry, cousin, Victoria and Patrick’s child

	Jeffery, Maverick’s father’s boss, Bert’s brother

	Katrina, Douglas’s best friend, Domme at another club

	Kendal, submissive at Club Royal

	Lou, William’s wife

	Louisa, Queen Consort, Douglas’s mother

	Maverick, social media manager

	Nico, Maverick’s ex

	Oliver, Club Royal bartender

	Patrick, cousin, Victoria and Patrick’s child

	Portia, Queen Louisa’s assistant

	Quinn, submissive at Club Royal

	Randall, King Andrew’s assistant

	Ronald, Maverick’s father

	Talon, bad guy

	Tex, Zara’s girlfriend

	Umar, submissive at Club Royal

	William, Douglas’s uncle

	Xan, submissive at Club Royal

	Zara, Maverick’s best friend

	 

	


Chapter 1

	Douglas

	“What in God’s name do you think you’re doing, Douglas?”

	His father’s voice echoed around the large sitting area, and Douglas kept his eyes lowered despite inwardly seething, once again, against the injustice of having his life mapped out for him and caught on camera for the entire world to scrutinise.

	“Do you have nothing to say for yourself? I’ve heard plenty from Eric.”

	His father—Andrew Alexander Charles Sutcliffe, King of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland—wouldn’t like what Douglas had to say, so he stayed silent. Eric was Douglas’s bodyguard, and Douglas had told him to always tell the truth regardless of how much trouble Douglas would get into. He didn’t want to put Eric’s job at risk for being untruthful. 

	Douglas flicked his gaze towards the other person in the room, who stood a step behind him, hands clasped around a tablet, which undoubtedly held Douglas’s transgressions. 

	“What’s the damage, Maverick?” Andrew asked.

	His mother, Louisa, reclined in an elegant antique armchair that appeared designed to be uncomfortable and unbecoming. The old-fashioned fabric, though well-maintained, was…old. It reminded Douglas of something his great-grandparents would have used. Come to think of it, it almost certainly was the same piece of furniture.

	“The media have published several photographs of His Highness in a compromising position. The focal point appears to be on who the unidentified man was and not so much on His Highness. Despite the…position of His Highness, no private areas were visible. I believe this should blow over—” Douglas couldn’t help it if a snort escaped at those words. “—within a few days due to the…regularity of the incidents.”

	Douglas clenched his jaw and fisted his hands, which were resting behind his back. He hated being the focus of their discussions, especially when they spoke as if he was not in the room. All he’d wanted was to let off a little steam somewhere other than Club Royal after the shitty week he’d experienced, but he ended up trying to help someone instead. Now, he was standing in front of his parents, being reprimanded for something he didn’t do—well, kind of. Granted, he could’ve told them the truth of what he was doing, but they wouldn’t agree with it. He was willing to take the heat of a few rumours. Didn’t stop him from moping about it like a teenager, though.

	The guy he’d tried to help had been slender and beautiful in his skinny jeans and shimmering tank top, but what had made Douglas glance twice was the makeup accentuating his features. If the guy—whose name he had no idea about—had told him he was an ethereal fairy goddess, Douglas would’ve believed it. But that wasn’t why he’d tried to help—he’d wanted to get him away from his asshole friend, who he believed had been trying to pimp the guy out. Unfortunately, as they were leaving the bar through the back alley, the guy had dropped to his knees, dragging Douglas’s waistband with him, then wrapped his shiny pink lips around Douglas’s cock. All thought had fled, especially when he’d seen the evidence the guy had left behind…and was waiting to be washed away. 

	He had never intended for the guy to do it, but he felt his dick twitch at the image of the guy on his knees, and he breathed shallowly to calm his libido. The fucking paparazzi were to blame for his leftover simmering desire. Bloody arseholes. Once he’d put the guy in a taxi home, he could’ve gone back into the bar again and found someone to help him out with his…issue.

	“Douglas, from tomorrow, you will spend every spare evening working at the club until I say otherwise.” His father sighed and shook his head. “You would’ve thought with everything we have taught you at the club, you’d know restraint. Unfortunately, it doesn’t appear to be the case. Some extra tuition may be beneficial. Go to bed, Douglas. You have duties to attend to tomorrow, and now, a new evening routine to get used to.”

	Dismissed, he pivoted and stormed away until a quieter voice brought him back.

	“Goodnight, sweetheart.” 

	He returned and kissed his mother on both cheeks, her porcelain skin cooler than usual, and inhaled her honeysuckle scent that always reminded him of his childhood. Sending her a small smile, he left the room, marching down the exquisitely and expensively decorated corridors towards his bedroom. It wasn’t often he stayed within the walls of Windsor, but, as his father had reminded him, he had appointments to uphold the following day.

	Aware of the footsteps following him, he ignored them as best he could. He would deal with “Storm Maverick” when he was safely ensconced behind closed doors.

	He slapped his hand against his door, then twisted the handle to open it, wanting nothing more than to slam it in Maverick’s face but knowing he shouldn’t. His sitting room, with a dark wooden floor, was more neutral and modern than the principal areas of the castle. His space had white, cream and brown fabrics and dark brown walls. The fireplace, although never used, was a focal point, with a large circular mirror hanging above it.

	With a sigh, he dropped into an unyielding but comfortable white sofa, repositioning the cushion to his side before crossing his legs and glaring at Maverick. The man, who had been a part of his life for the last two years, sat opposite him with a blank expression, his wavy, dirty blond hair framing his square face. Maverick crossed his ankle over his knee, supporting the tablet on his legs while he tapped on it. 

	“This is not part of my original job description, you know.”

	Maverick’s voice was low and deep, and if Douglas hadn’t seen his face, he would’ve said warm as well, but there was no emotion showing. Douglas pursed his lips and linked his fingers over his stomach while trying to stop them from trembling.

	“Being in the limelight was not optional for me. I didn’t get a job description before they gave me the job.” Douglas shrugged. “Get over it.”

	Maverick shifted his gaze to Douglas’s without lifting his head, those steel-blue eyes spearing into him as if laying all his secrets bare. It was only Douglas’s training that stopped him from recoiling from the intense stare. When Maverick lowered his gaze again, Douglas exhaled silently.

	“Tomorrow, you have three appointments arranged. The first is at ten o’clock with the children’s charity you wished to visit. You will have an hour and a half there, and we should be able to get some decent photos to mitigate the damage you have done tonight. Unless, of course, they contact us to cancel, which is highly likely.”

	Douglas stood, heat seeping into his cheeks at the possibility of his favourite charity not wanting to be associated with him. He paced in front of the marble fireplace, working off his embarrassment.

	“At one o’clock, you are to meet with the Secretary of State about your request for more information into the benefits sector.” Maverick scratched at his cheek, the continually present five o’clock shadow making the move audible, and Douglas flicked his gaze away, continuing his pacing. “Then, at seven o’clock, you are to join your parents for dinner with your brothers.”

	Douglas halted, resting his hands on his hips and staring at the ceiling. “Don’t forget my punishment. Doesn’t that need to make it onto the itinerary?” It wasn’t a question, though it came out sounding like one. He couldn’t help but snap, even when he knew it wasn’t Mav’s fault. Again, his default setting appeared to be a teenage tantrum when someone embarrassed him, which was humiliating enough. He couldn’t seem to stop it.

	Maverick was right on one front—he was doing more than his social media manager job title. Somehow, over the last two years, he had become more and more involved in the day-to-day schedule of Douglas’s life and was now in charge of his appointments as well as the social aspect of his appearances.

	“Inputting it now.” Maverick stayed silent for several seconds before standing. His unwavering personality appeared much bigger than his height and muscle mass advertised—he was four inches shorter than Douglas but the same breadth in their shoulders. “I have you starting at the club at ten o’clock.”

	“Wonderful.” Sarcasm was Douglas’s best friend. He faked a smile, which dropped quickly.

	He didn’t mind being at the club, except after the week he’d been through, but he preferred to be playing instead of “working.” By being one of the Monitors, he needed to keep an eye on everyone who played within his allocated area instead of only who he was playing with. He enjoyed watching others when they played; the ecstasy and care being given was a beauty to behold, but he preferred being part of the scene. Although Monitors could take part, Douglas refused because he didn’t want his attention to waiver from his job.

	“If there’s nothing else, I’ll leave you to your evening.”

	Maverick bowed his head and strode to the door. His dark grey trousers fitted him nicely, and the white shirt with a dark grey waistcoat left next to nothing to the imagination. Douglas wasn’t dead. He knew a gorgeous man when he saw one, and if they had been anything other than what they were, he would’ve tried flirting with him.

	“Goodnight, Maverick.”

	“Goodnight, Your Highness.”

	That was another thing about Maverick. He refused to use Douglas’s given name, speaking only his title as if he wanted the distance between them to be clear.

	Douglas threw himself on the sofa again, staring at the large circular creation on the ceiling. His mind, however, was on his father’s words. And Maverick’s. He wasn’t sure whose words cut him deeper. Needing a distraction, he rose and exited the room, dashing down the corridor to Frederick’s room. As far as he knew, his brother was staying at the castle for a few days, having his own duties to navigate. As the heir to the throne, Frederick had a lot more on his shoulders than Douglas did.

	He knocked on his brother’s door, and Frederick shouted for him to enter.

	Frederick’s sitting room was similar to Douglas’s, except he had chosen more regal-looking furniture in white and blue tones. His sofas and chairs weren’t half as comfortable as Douglas’s. 

	“To what do I owe the pleasure of your company this evening?”

	His brother was the quintessential movie star, dream man for many women out there—and men, too—with his short black hair, ice-blue eyes and barely-there stubble. To top it off, he was a genuinely pleasant person, and someone Douglas tried to emulate, though rarely succeeded.

	Douglas hugged his brother, clapping him on the back, and huffed. “Got into a bit of trouble. I’m working at the club every evening for the foreseeable future.” He reclined in one of the uncomfortable armchairs and shook his head.

	Frederick narrowed his eyes at him. “What did you do this time?”

	Douglas winced and rubbed his mouth. “I might’ve got caught with my pants down.”

	“Literally or figuratively? Why I need to ask that question is beyond me.” Frederick sat in one corner of the sofa, crossing his legs and resting his arm along the back of it.

	Douglas said nothing, which was answer enough. “They took it out of context, not that anyone cares. I wish Father wouldn’t berate me in front of people outside of the family.”

	“Most people would wish their parents wouldn’t berate them at all. You give them too many opportunities to do it. We’ve had this discussion more times than I can count.”

	“I know, but I don’t mean to. I hate being under so much scrutiny.”

	“We don’t have the luxury of hiding under the radar, Doug. Everything we do will always be open to the public. Even more, if it’s something we shouldn’t be doing.”

	He understood what he wasn’t saying. Douglas was the primary cause for concern within their family, and he had never been one to shy away from doing what he wanted. It was why they had brought Maverick onto his staff in the first place. His parents had hoped with some structure and guidance, Douglas would make better choices and could become a valuable member of their family.

	In the beginning, he had tried his hardest, but the constraints chafed uncomfortably, and before long, he had snubbed the idea, reverting to his original ways with a few additional duties. He couldn’t stop what he was doing; it was too important in his eyes. Unfortunately, Maverick had to pick up the pieces. He cared what the public had to say about him, but he refused to change who he was because of what he was.

	“Father will remove the restrictions soon, I’m sure. Keep out of trouble for the time being.”

	Douglas sighed. “I don’t do it on purpose, you know.”

	Frederick grinned. “Are you sure?”

	Douglas’s mouth twitched. “Positive.”

	“Hmm. I’ll let you believe that.” He cleared his throat. “How did Maverick take it?”

	Rolling his eyes, he wandered to the window, peeking out into the darkness. “How do you expect?”

	Frederick chuckled. “I can imagine you’re going to turn him grey before he’s forty.”

	“He’s doing more than he should be.”

	“Well, stop giving him work to do, and he won’t need to do it.”

	Douglas waved him away. “I don’t mean that. He was hired as a social media manager, but he’s overseen my schedule for the past year or more. It’s not in his job description.” And if Maverick hadn’t mentioned it off-handily earlier, Douglas would’ve never thought about it, but now that he had, he was concerned Maverick was working too hard. Though why it concerned him, Douglas had no clue.

	“Hmm. I’ll speak with Father. Hopefully, they are reimbursing him for the extra workload.” Frederick sniffed. “They should give him a medal.”

	Douglas frowned and glanced over his shoulder. “What for?”

	“Dealing with you.”

	Douglas raced across the floor and pulled Frederick into a headlock. “That’s not nice!”

	They tussled and scrapped for several long minutes, reminiscent of their early years when they had more freedom, then lay prone on the floor, breathing heavily and extremely ruffled.

	“Keep your head down, Doug. It will die down as it always does.”

	Rising to his feet, Douglas reached out a hand to help his brother. Frederick pulled him close, clasping the nape of Douglas’s neck and rested their foreheads together for a moment. Most people would see this as more affectionate than siblings usually were, but Freddie, Douglas and their younger brother, George, were extremely close and showed it in their behaviour—only in private, of course.

	“Thanks, Freddie.” Douglas placed his forefinger under Freddie’s chin and slid it forward in a move him, Freddie, George, Patrick, Henry and Christian did with each other—a reminder to keep their chin up no matter what life threw their way. They weren’t called the Scandalous Six for no reason.

	Freddie reciprocated. “Get some rest. I’ll see you for dinner tomorrow night.”

	Douglas trailed back to his rooms, his mind whirling with the many infractions the media had accused him of—most of which weren’t true. 

	Sighing, he strode into his bathroom, hardly acknowledging the tiled floors and large jacuzzi, and instead shuffled to the enormous shower at the opposite end of the room. It was the thing he loved most about his rooms at Windsor. 

	Stripping, he threw his clothes in the basket and stepped into the shower, sliding the door closed behind him. He switched it on, and hot water cascaded over him. Closing his eyes, he allowed the heat to seep into his muscles, removing the tension that had accumulated over the hours since the alleyway.

	Dropping his gaze to his cock, he saw the remnants of the lipstick, and he grew hard. He shouldn’t feel like that when the guy hadn’t known what he was doing, but Douglas was only human. Biting his bottom lip, he fisted his shaft, groaning as sparks of fire lit in his groin. He stroked his hand higher at an agonisingly slow speed, twisted under the head, swiped his thumb across his tip, then thrust his dick through the grip, twisting again at the base. This was his type of foreplay, the slow but steady climb to the brink with his knees trembling, his spine straight, and his whole body clenched in need. The demand to go faster, but the denial of the craving, shooting red hot spikes along his nerve endings.

	When his body couldn’t take any more, he closed his eyes and pictured the man on his knees, his pink lipstick smudging along Douglas’s cock as he lifted his head, and Douglas bellowed his release into the shower where the water washed away the evidence.

	He sagged against the cold tiles, panting, then cleaned and dried himself, wrapping the towel around his waist. His reflection stared back at him, accusing him. Why couldn’t he be like Freddie? Their parents didn’t care Douglas was gay, which was a blessing, but why couldn’t his life be quieter like George’s? George was younger than him by four years, but as third in line to the throne, he kept away from the limelight more than Freddie and Douglas could. He attended major events and had his own charities and duties he focused on, but mostly, he kept to himself. 

	If Douglas could have, he would’ve changed positions with George.

	He scrubbed a hand through his damp hair and sighed. Nothing would change. He needed to get over it, as he’d said to Maverick.

	Shame he couldn’t.

	****

	


Chapter 2

	Maverick

	Maverick clutched the tablet in his hand and blew out a breath, rubbing at his temple with his free hand. The room they had allocated him at Windsor was several corridors and hallways away, but his feet took him there without issue. It wasn’t often he used the room, but the king wanted Mav to be close at hand when things like this happened. Which was more often than Mav was happy about.

	He would’ve loved to return to his apartment, where he could relax and stop thinking about the bane of his existence. Being pissed off and tired was not a delightful combination, and he found himself dialling his boss, regardless of the time. If Mav had to be awake at two in the morning, then so did Bert.

	“Hello?”

	The sleep-filled voice didn’t make Mav feel bad. How could he feel bad about the person who was holding this job over his head?

	“You need to get someone else to do this fucking job, Bert. I’ve had enough.” He didn’t mince his words. There was no point. He and Bert had been on the outs from the minute Mav had set foot in the company Bert owned, but Mav made it worse by making Bert look bad at an event two years ago.

	Hence the reason he ended up babysitting Douglas fucking Sutcliffe. Oh, His Royal Highness, Douglas fucking Sutcliffe.

	“Maverick? What the hell are you doing calling me at two in the morning?”

	“Because this assignment has gone on long enough, and you know it.”

	“If you want to work for this company, Maverick, you’ll do as I say. You’re finished there when I say you’re finished. Now, get back to work.”

	The silence from the other end of the phone indicated Bert had hung up, and Mav clenched his hand around it and breathed deeply until the urge to throw the offending object had passed. Instead, he rested it on the table next to the tablet and dropped onto the sofa, staring at the chandelier—a small one, but a chandelier, nonetheless.

	He shook his head at the extravagance, but he could hardly complain when he was currently in a historic castle. Closing his eyes, he sighed, wishing there was a way out of this job, except for him to quit, which he refused to do because, despite the inconveniences and long hours, he enjoyed what he did, and he refused to mess up his dad’s job. Was it too much to ask for Douglas to calm the fuck down? Mav could do with a holiday.

	Dragging himself to the bathroom once he’d finished with his nightly pity party, he switched on the shower and undressed, wanting nothing more than to fall into bed but knowing he had several hours of work ahead of him.

	As the water pounded his muscles, leeching the tension from them, he pressed his hands against the cold tiles and lowered his head. A headache pinched at the base of his skull. The king had made his job ten times harder with the punishment he’d given Douglas. By stopping him from socialising anywhere but the club, he’d inadvertently set Douglas on a collision course with defiance once again. 

	The way Douglas pushed back sometimes came out of the blue, but mostly, Mav could intervene early enough for it not to cause more problems. Luckily for Mav, being at the club meant Douglas was confined to certain areas, and after working for the sovereigns as long as he had, Mav knew the trouble he could get into.

	The extra workload Mav would take on until the king lifted the punishment was enough to keep him busy and away from the wrong men he always seemed to pick. Earlier that night, he’d been on a date with a guy when he’d received the call to return to Windsor. In some ways, Mav was ecstatic to have escaped from the painfully dull date. He could’ve done with the release, though.

	After washing and drying, he padded into the room, grabbing a set of spare clothes he kept there for this reason. Once he was comfortable in joggers and a T-shirt, he sat at the table, booting up his laptop and pulling the tablet closer.

	 

	Caught with His Pants Down!

	Prince Douglas, the second in line to the throne, was letting off steam in an alley tonight. His unnamed companion was unable to give a statement, as he was otherwise occupied. Who wouldn’t be with Prince Douglas standing half-naked in front of them?

	 

	Mav snorted at the article that had started the whole debacle. There were many more now, and it was his job to spin the story and come up with something beneficial to the throne. Unfortunately, the phrase “pictures are worth a thousand words” was apt in this case. Douglas had his back to the camera, but there was no denying his trousers were loose around his waist, and his shirt had ridden high enough to show the skin of his lower back and the start of his ass.

	He tore his gaze away from the dimples on either side of Douglas’s spine and focused on the article again. The guy didn’t think about anyone but himself. At thirty-six, he was two years younger than Mav but acted like he was in his early twenties without a care in the world.

	He spent the next three hours trying to play up Douglas’s charity work, showing the world what he had achieved through tenacity and determination. Although the royal family supported many charities, Douglas’s focus was on different charities that he believed were important. Mav couldn’t help being impressed by his perseverance.

	At five-thirty, he dropped onto the bed, unable to keep his eyes open any longer. 

	At eight o’clock, the call Mav had been expecting interrupted his deep sleep. The children’s charity had postponed Douglas’s appointment. Douglas would be pissed, but it could be the push he needed to think before he acted.

	Mav snorted. Not a chance in hell.

	He sighed and rubbed his face, trying to wake himself further. When it didn’t work, he jumped into the shower again. Short of using matchsticks to keep his eyes open, he would spend the day filling up on caffeine and subduing his headache with paracetamol.

	The first coffee of the day had already gone, and he made another in his travel cup before retracing his steps from earlier that morning and knocking on Douglas’s door.

	“Come in!”

	Mav swallowed hard, entering with his head held high and his heart pounding. “Good morning. We have some changes to your schedule today.” He stood several steps inside the door with it firmly closed behind him. No need to advertise what had happened to the rest of the household.

	Douglas clenched his jaw, the play of the muscles not as clear under his stubble, but Mav knew and sat on a chair. “The children’s charity.” A statement, not a question.

	Mav felt sorry for him for a moment before firming his resolve—it was Douglas’s own fault. “Yes. They would like to reschedule for a month’s time.”

	“A month! Jesus.” Douglas dropped his head into his hands and threaded his fingers through his short dark hair, leaving it dishevelled.

	“Your father has requested you attend a couple of events this week.” Mav focused on his tablet. “A luncheon meeting with Erica Price regarding the new hospital wing opening in three months, and he wants you in attendance at the opening ceremony for the college in Cambridge.”

	“Tell me this…how much time do I have for myself?”

	Mav swallowed the retort he wanted to say. “Several hours. At the moment.”

	He met Douglas’s gaze. The startlingly blue orbs fixed on him held no humour. “Any ideas how long this will last?”

	Mav licked his lips and tore his gaze away. “If past experience is anything to go by, expect at least two weeks of a heavy schedule. As for the media, a similar timeframe.”

	Douglas stood, pacing from one side of the room to the other with his hands on his hips. Mav let him walk it off; it was his way of calming down, he’d found. He worked quietly on his tablet, reducing the brightness of the screen until Douglas stopped in front of him.

	“Is there any way to encourage a phone or video call with the children’s charity before the meeting?”

	Mav raised his eyebrows. “I can have the conversation.”

	“Please do. I’d like to get my ideas across as soon as possible. If they are agreeable, we could start progress before the meeting.”

	Mav nodded. “I’ll ask.” He noted it down on his list.

	“Are my other appointments today going ahead?” 

	Douglas wandered over to his dresser, and before Mav could figure his intent, he’d stripped his shirt off and thrown it on the bed. There was nothing casual about the body of this man. He knew of other royal members who refused to take care of themselves, but he could not accuse Douglas of that. 

	His skin tanned easily, especially with how much he went without a shirt in the gardens, and the warm hues showcased the body of a man who took care of his appearance. Mav knew the club needed the Monitors to have a certain strength in case of security issues, but this was above and beyond the requirement for that role. 

	Mav could attest to the hours Douglas spent working out. Douglas had taken to adding it into his schedule to ensure he always had time to do it.

	Clearing his throat, Mav refocused on the tablet. “Yes. The Secretary of State at one o’clock, dinner with your family at seven o’clock, and the club at ten o’clock.”

	“Are you ever going to visit the club?”

	Douglas spun around to face Mav, pulling a grey T-shirt over his head and hiding away the feast. 

	Mav tried to recall the question. “Um, no. Not planning to. I’ve told you before, it’s not my thing.”

	“How do you know unless you’ve tried it?” Douglas stalked closer.

	“Do you have everything you require for your first appointment?” Mav ignored Douglas’s words. 

	Douglas’s mouth curled at one side. “One of these days, you’ll surprise me and agree to visit, even if it’s to assuage your curiosity.” He stepped back. “Yes, I have the paperwork I need.”

	“Good. If you need anything else, please let me know. I will be in my room.” Getting some sleep if he could.

	“Thank you, Maverick.”

	“You’re welcome, Your Highness.”

	Mav strode to the door, pausing with his hand on the handle when Douglas called his name.

	“If you came to the club, I’m sure someone would help you lose some of your tightly woven control.”

	Mav lowered his head, then exited the room. He’d never willingly let go of his control. He’d worked too hard to become a solid, dependable force of nature for more reasons than Douglas could imagine. Mav refused to lose control.

	He concentrated on the steps that took him back to his room, breathing slowly and deeply until he was behind closed doors. Resting his head back against the wood, his eyelids fluttered shut. The headache had turned into spikes, hammering into his brain. He needed paracetamol and sleep because a migraine was on its way, if the aura spinning in his eyes was anything to go by.

	Stumbling to his bed, he took the tablets, signed off to ensure no one disturbed him for a few hours, then climbed into bed fully clothed. Pulling the cover over his head to block out any light, he sighed as the pain eased partially.

	The trill of his phone woke him, and he fumbled for the device, knocking it to the floor. He cursed and shuffled closer to the edge of the bed, reaching for it. When it was in his hand, it rang again, and he shoved it under the covers to answer.

	“Maverick, the king would like an update on the incident from yesterday—or this morning.”

	Mav cleared his throat. “What time is it?”

	His friend and the king’s personal assistant, Randall, chuckled. “It’s three o’clock.”

	“Oh, shit!” He threw the covers off and trudged to the bathroom. “Give me half an hour.”

	“You got it.” Randall paused. “Are you okay?”

	“Yeah, I was catching up on some sleep after the late night. I forgot to set my alarm.” Nobody needed to know about his headaches.

	“All right. Let me know if you need anything.”

	“Will do.”

	Mav cancelled the call and jumped into the shower, washing away some of his sleepiness. It appeared he spent most of his time working, sleeping or showering. His migraine, however, had dulled but had not disappeared. Because of that, he knew it would return later that day, if not sooner.

	Within twenty minutes, he dashed through the hallways to the king’s chambers, his footsteps loud and fast. He stopped at the door, smoothing his clothes and allowing his heart rate to decrease enough to talk without sounding breathless.

	He knocked and entered when told, bowing his head. “Good afternoon, Your Majesties.”

	“Ah, thank you for coming, Maverick. Please take a seat.” Louisa Sutcliffe, the queen consort, waved her hand in the direction of the sofa. “I trust Douglas is behaving.”

	Mav perched on the edge of the sofa. “Douglas should be finishing up his appointment with the Secretary of State if he hasn’t already. I’ve advised him of the additions to his schedule.”

	“What is the media saying?” The king rested his head on his hand, his elbow leaning on the arm of the chair in which he sat.

	Mav had checked the sites before rushing to this meeting. “Most are rehashing what happened the last time and comparing it to this time. Some are debating what he will do next. It’s the same as usual.”

	“Any suggestions to encourage Douglas to stop acting out?”

	The door opened behind him, and he glanced over his shoulder, watching Douglas’s face colour and his jaw firm. His eyebrows lowered, and Mav knew they’d upset him.

	“Yeah, Maverick, any ideas on how to get me to toe the line?”

	Mav didn’t want to answer.

	****

	


Chapter 3

	Douglas

	Douglas couldn’t believe his parents were asking for advice on how to handle him. How old did they think he was? Granted, he didn’t make the best decisions sometimes, but why did he need to be handled?

	He stood facing the occupants of the room and closed the door behind him. The fewer people who heard this conversation, the better. His preference would be for Maverick not to hear it either, but as they had involved the other man, there was nothing for it.

	“Douglas, you have to admit you are not behaving as a royal should.” His mother crossed her legs and tilted her head at him.

	“And what about how I want to live?” Douglas had this conversation many times over the years with his mother.

	He saw her mouth twitch. “Within the privacy of your home or ours, you can behave however you wish. Unfortunately, our status within the country, as you know, differs from many other people. We do not have the luxury to do whatever we want to. The people look up to us. What the media publishes reflects on our family as a whole, not just you.”

	Douglas’s gaze flicked to Maverick, then to the floor. His cheeks heated, and he clenched his fingers together in front of him. “I’m sorry, Mother, Father. I will try better.” It wasn’t what he wanted to say, but what more could he offer? His actions showed more than his words did, even when the media misinterpreted his actions.

	“We will revisit this conversation in two weeks.” His father stood. “I do not want to hear any more stories about what trouble you have managed to get into. If I do, you will not like the consequences.” His father kissed his mother on her cheek, whispered something to her and strode to the door. “Maverick, keep me abreast of the situation.”

	Maverick glanced at Douglas. “Yes, sir.”

	Douglas clenched his jaw again, trying hard to contain what he thought of his situation. When the door closed behind his father, Douglas relaxed his stance and approached his mother, kneeling by her feet.

	“I’m sorry, Mother. I really am. I don’t know…” He didn’t finish his sentence, peering at Maverick, not wanting to expose his feelings further.

	Maverick stood. “If that is all, Your Majesty?”

	Louisa nodded her head. “Thank you, Maverick.”

	Maverick glanced at Douglas and bowed to them before retreating. Douglas dropped his head forward, waiting for the inevitable reprimand. A hand rested against his head, the fingers running through his hair.

	“Oh, Douglas. Whatever am I going to do with you?”

	He lifted his head, his forehead creasing at her words. “Mother?”

	“You have always been the mischievous one of the family.” She smiled. “Of all the cousins, you were the one who I expected to get into trouble for your antics when you were younger. Why are you still doing it now?” She sighed. “Things are difficult for us, Douglas. You need to start taking your role seriously.” She held up her hand to stop his interruption. “I know you don’t mean for it to happen, but it always does.”

	“I know, and I’m sorry. There are things…” He stopped, unwilling to explain his real actions when he knew he’d be told to stop, which he refused to do.

	Louisa pursed her lips. To anyone else, it would seem like she was angry, but he knew she was thinking. “You need to work with Maverick. Properly, I mean. I know he oversees your schedule for your appearances, but you should get him involved with the charities as well. By working together, you could create something amazing.”

	Douglas’s heart skipped a beat. He wasn’t sure he could deal with Maverick any more than he already was. “Isn’t he doing enough work already?” Douglas glanced over his shoulder as if he could see the man. “He seemed tired.”

	Louisa chuckled. “Are you surprised? If I know Maverick as well as I think I do, you kept him up half the night with your antics. He would’ve been working to put a good spin on things after you went to bed, no doubt.”

	Douglas hadn’t thought about that. 

	“While I remember, we have postponed tonight’s dinner until tomorrow. Your father has an unexpected guest arriving for the evening.”

	Douglas frowned. “Does he need me to be there?”

	Louisa shook her head. “No. You’re free for the evening.”

	He huffed a laugh and stood. “Not quite. I have to pay my dues, remember?”

	His mother snorted, the sound inelegant from her lips. “Yes, it’s such a hardship to be doing something you enjoy.”

	“It’s the fact that I’m being made to do it that makes it less appealing.” He smiled.

	“It wouldn’t be a punishment if you wanted to do it too much. Think of it as honing your skills.”

	“Yes, Mother.”

	“Be gone with you, you insolent child.” His mother grinned at him, and Douglas bent low to kiss her cheek, inhaling her scent. She seemed so fragile next to him.

	“Have a good day, Mother.”

	He wandered to his rooms, focusing on the polished tiled floors and the sound of his footsteps reverberating around the large space instead of the noise inside his head. By the time he had closed the sitting room door behind him, he was calmer. Inhaling, he grabbed a cup of tea from the continually ready pot. He chose a seat near the window overlooking the rear gardens and pondered his mother’s words. Could he work with Maverick as she suggested? Maverick’s opinion of him was low, and Douglas wasn’t sure whether he could deal with the constant arguments they seemed to have.

	As the shadows of the plants and trees changed shape and size, Douglas went through every memory he could remember. He refilled his cup several times before his need for the bathroom outweighed his tumultuous thoughts. Something needed to change, and working at the club would be a good option for him. Though his father had deemed it punishment, his mother had made him view it as a time to work through everything that had happened.

	After showering, he dressed in a conservative shirt and trouser combination for the journey to the club. As he would be working, he chose to drive and climbed into his Bentley Continental GT V8. His choice of car had not come as a surprise to anyone who knew him. It was sporty and fast, though he never exceeded the speed limit; he’d seen the result of accidents too many times for him not to be cautious. Plus, he didn’t want his bodyguard, Eric, to lose him. As rash as he could sometimes be, he refused to mess with Eric’s job. 

	He allowed the hum and vibration of the engine to soothe him and, after being waved through the gates, parked in the underground car park with a sense of calm. As the lift took him to the reception area of Club Royal, he sniggered and shook his head. Whoever had thought of the name hadn’t been original in their ideas. He was sure the public who knew about the place also knew who frequented it, but because of the non-disclosure agreements every member signed, no one would ever confirm the details.

	The club had begun as a hidden kink by one of his ancestors, who had made a room he solely used for his own pleasures. When his son became out of control, the king had introduced his son to it, hoping to curb his wild ways. From there, it had branched out throughout the years, introducing more and more family members into it as a way to bring the family closer and teach them the control and humility needed to be a royal public figure. In recent years, they had created the club to allow a safer place for them to play out of the prying eyes of the media. Despite the rumours, no one could ever confirm anything, and therefore, no one knew for sure, except for the people who frequented the club.

	The lift doors opened to an earthy-coloured room with dark wooden floors and furniture, emerald-green walls and different shades of cream as accent colours. He wandered across the expanse to the receptionist.

	“Good evening, Your Highness.” She bowed her head. 

	He had told her several times to stop, but she refused to ignore the royal protocols despite his assurances she wouldn’t be reprimanded for it. Once he stepped inside the club itself, they would address him as Master or Sir.

	“Good evening, Clarice. How is everything going tonight?”

	“Very well, sir. There have been no altercations at all. Everyone seems to be on their best behaviour.”

	“Good to hear. Who are the Monitors tonight? I forgot to check before I came.” He pressed his finger to the electronic pad on the reception desk. Everyone who entered the club had to first be a member but also “clock in” with their fingerprint to show they were present. Everyone had to book their time at the club so they could adhere to the maximum number of people for the building regulations, and so it would be possible to know who was present on any given day should anything happen. It made it easy to speak to those who were there instead of having to go through the whole club member list.

	“Princess Lottie, Princex Alice and Princes Christian, Patrick and Henry.”

	Douglas rolled his lips inwards, hiding his mirth at the use of their titles. “Thank you.” Clarice handed him a phone for use within the club walls. It enabled him to call whoever he needed for assistance, but he could use it as a loudspeaker if he needed to be heard above conversation level.

	“Have a good evening, Your Highness.”

	Douglas smiled and stepped towards the wooden door for the changing rooms. Once he was inside, he veered to the right towards the Monitors’ rooms. The changing rooms themselves were gender-neutral, but the Monitors had their own room, unlocked using their fingerprint due to their royal status.

	He entered the room, aiming for his locker, his shoulders loosening further when his leathers came into view. He had no idea what it was about the leather, but he always felt more real when he wore them. More so than the suits and uniforms he had to wear for royal events.

	He sat in a comfortable leather armchair as he removed his shoes, allowing the routine of getting ready to centre him more than anything else. Once he secured the final strap across his chest, he shut his locker. Stopping in front of a full-length mirror, he checked his appearance. His several days’ worth of stubble gave him a harder edge, which was exacerbated by the supple black leather vest and trousers encasing his body. Straps held the vest closed and wrapped around his thighs in decoration. He completed the outfit with lightweight leather boots.

	Satisfied he looked the part, he exited through reception to the double doors and into the main club. The first room was what Douglas called the “conversation room.” It was the hub where people could sit, have a chat and a drink before or after their play. He wandered towards the bar to grab a bottle of water to take with him. The bartender had been with them for many years and knew everything about everything and everyone relating to the club, though he would never break confidentiality unless necessary.

	“Good evening, Oliver. Water, please. How is your evening so far?” Douglas rested his folded arms on the counter.

	“Very good, thank you, sir.” 

	Oliver’s tanned skin and muscular physique were highlighted when he wore the bartending uniform: a white waistcoat with nothing underneath, accompanied by black suit trousers and white cuffs attached to nothing else. He also wore a black studded collar, which advertised his “taken” status to every member. 

	“I’m glad to hear it. Anything I need to know about?” Douglas made a point of asking staff members for their take on the happenings at the club; he found it helped them relax around him, which meant they were more likely to approach him with problems. It also helped since he didn’t have eyes in the back of his head.
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