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Engaged to Prince Barry of Caswaldia, Keegan is living at the palace to learn the customs of this strange land and the protocol demanded of a princess. Separated from her home and loved ones, she struggles to make sense of the bizarre family she’s marrying into—including the decrepit crown prince and the ancient monarch, who’s spending her vast fortune on biotechnological research with the hope of living forever.

Under stress, Keegan blurts out a lie to the queen. Though mortified by her own behavior, she thinks she’s gotten away with it—until Barry calls her on it in private. Her sweet, affectionate fiancé turns into a demanding master. With tender kisses and loving discipline, he takes her to new heights of ecstasy, and shows her just how cocky he can be.

This erotica short is a work of satire, but the steamy scenes are no joke.
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Excerpt
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“What is this place?” she asked, mind racing. It looked positively medieval. And then, she realized, it probably was. Could this be the dungeon? Had people been tortured here?

Barry’s words seemed to confirm her wayward thought. “It’s the room of royal pain.”

He opened the door and turned on the light. Instead of the medieval torture chamber she had expected, it looked like a modern bedroom. Except for the floggers and paddles hanging on the wall. And of course the giant contraption in the middle of the room, a board with shackles on it that looked like a reconstruction of an ancient rack, but without the pulleys.

Keegan stared. She had never imagined that her sweet Barry could be into anything like this. She swallowed, and her mouth went dry. But as she pictured the things he might do to her, her panties grew damp.

“Is th-that what I think it is?” she asked with a squeak.

Barry let out a low laugh. A low, cocky laugh, as if he was in charge, and she would happily do his bidding.

And she was pretty sure he was right about that.

Her head grew light. She had never thought of herself as submissive, but her body was telling her something different now. She wanted this. Wanted to be taken by him, to give him control. Instead of thinking or deciding, she could just feel.

He ran his hand down her bare arm, and a shiver rushed through her. He leaned in and placed a warm kiss on her neck. She gasped at that little touch, the craving for more rushing through her like an unstoppable locomotive.
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Chapter 1
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Keegan found corgi shit in her Bruno Magli pumps. Again.

Holding her breath and fighting back a wave of nausea, she got up from the floor of her walk-in closet, strode to the trashcan, and dumped the shoes inside. They were the last pair from her old life, from before the insanity had started.

When she had met Prince Barry at a Hollywood party, she had practically swooned. Blond hair like sunshine, turquoise eyes like tropical waters. When he'd invited her to come to Caswaldia to meet his family, she had thought she was the luckiest girl on the planet.

On TV, the place looked so quaint. No one had warned her that it was a lonely island in the North Sea, where it was colder in summer than Southern California was in winter. Those cute hats the fashionable ladies wore? Yeah, those were fur-lined to keep their ears and noses from turning a very unfashionable shade of red.

Her maid came to help her dress, carrying a peach suit, a peach hat, and a pair of peach pumps. Apparently this color scheme was part of the conspiracy to convince tourists that now was a splendid time to visit, even though temperatures rarely rose above fifty degrees. She didn't dare contemplate what that was in Celsius.

She had to admit, though, that spring colors looked best on her. She’d inherited her mother’s auburn hair and her father’s Italian complexion. So instead of freckling like her mother and sister did, a day at the beach left her with a warm, golden tan.

Not that basking on the beach was an option on this chilly island.

"How did the queen's dogs get into my rooms again?" she asked.

The maid rolled her eyes. "You know how things are, ma'am."

She didn't. Keegan had no idea how things were. Since coming to live in the palace so she could be trained in protocol before the wedding, she'd felt as if she were slowly losing her mind.

But she pushed the subject no further. The maid helped her into the clothes chosen for her. They were unquestionably beautiful, the finest that Paris, Milan, and New York had to offer. Most women would kill to be in her position, and she wouldn't take that for granted.

And Barry was so good to her, kind and loving, a true gentleman. He had never even tried to get her into bed. She didn't ask, assuming by this point that they were expected to wait until their wedding night. Which was frustrating as hell, but also sweet.
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