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      ★★★★★ “A powerful, timely thriller. The fall of Prince Alexander is an adrenaline-fueled ride, with sharp commentary on wealth, power, and justice.”

      

      When power hides the darkest secrets, only one detective can unravel the truth.

      Disgraced royal, Prince Alexander, is accused of using his noble title to mask a global web of corruption—fraud, smuggling, and even human trafficking. Whistleblowers disappear, allies turn against him, and every clue points to a sinister syndicate lurking behind his royal privileges. But as public outrage mounts, one investigator refuses to back down.

      Detective Charlotte Reid is relentless, brilliant, and haunted by her own chaos. With her razor-sharp instincts and the hyperfocus of a mind shaped by ADHD, she’s the perfect match for this high-stakes case. But when the investigation hits too close to home, Charlotte must outmaneuver a powerful network of deceit, betrayal, and murder—or risk losing everything.

      As she unravels decades of royal secrets, Charlotte uncovers a dangerous conspiracy that reaches far beyond Prince Alexander. With every clue, the stakes rise: a murdered witness, a treacherous ally, and a shadowy mastermind who will stop at nothing to stay hidden.

      Fast-paced, gripping, and unputdownable, The Corrupt Prince is a crime thriller that blends the suspense of Jo Nesbo, the relentless pacing of James Patterson, and the psychological depth of J.D. Robb. Will Charlotte bring the corrupt prince to justice, or will the truth be buried with her?

      Fans of royal scandals, high-stakes crime, and tenacious heroines won’t want to miss this electrifying page-turner!
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      The chandelier sparkled like a crown of diamonds, casting its light over the sprawling ballroom of the Inverlock Estate. It was the kind of gathering where the elite mingled, their laughter and champagne bubbling up in an intoxicating blend of power and decadence. Outside, the summer night was still, the kind of silence that whispered secrets to anyone brave enough to listen.

      A younger Prince Alexander stood near the grand fireplace, his tuxedo sharp, his posture easy, but his eyes darted like a fox cornered by hounds. He raised his glass to his lips but didn’t drink, his attention locked on the man across from him.

      The foreign businessman was older, his tailored suit immaculate, his slicked-back hair gleaming like oil. His name was Malik Al-Sayeed, and his presence had stirred whispers among the guests. The kind of whispers that never quite reached the ears of the press.

      “You understand the terms?” Malik asked, his voice low, smooth as silk but carrying the weight of a threat.

      Alexander nodded, his jaw tight. “The artifacts will be transported under my patronage. No customs officer would dare question a royal shipment.”

      Malik’s lips curved into a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “Smart. But I trust you’ve accounted for all eventualities. These pieces are worth more than most men’s lives, and any... complications would be costly.”

      Alexander bristled but kept his composure. “My name is untouchable. You’re in safe hands.”

      “Royal hands,” Malik said, raising his glass in a mock toast. “But even royal blood has its limits.”

      The deal was done. Malik handed Alexander a thin envelope, the edges crisp and sealed with an unmarked wax stamp. Alexander slid it into his jacket pocket as though it weighed nothing.

      From across the room, Sir Lucian Hale, Alexander’s trusted lawyer and confidante, watched the exchange with a mixture of pride and unease. He approached the prince once Malik moved away, his voice a careful whisper.

      “You’re playing a dangerous game, Your Highness,” Lucian said, his expression taut.

      “It’s not a game,” Alexander replied, his tone clipped. “It’s business. The kind that ensures our survival in a world that’s changing faster than we can control.”

      Lucian hesitated. “And what if the truth comes out?”

      Alexander’s confidence faltered, just for a moment, before he straightened. “Then I’ll deal with it when it does.”

      But the moment was short-lived. As the party wound down and the last guests filtered out, Malik lingered at the door. He turned back to Alexander, his voice cutting through the silence of the now-empty ballroom.

      “Royal blood won’t save you when the truth comes out,” Malik said, his words hanging in the air like smoke. “Remember that.”

      Alexander’s expression hardened, but he said nothing, watching as Malik disappeared into the night.

      

      The chandelier’s light dimmed as the staff began to extinguish the candles. Prince Alexander, alone now, looked around the vast ballroom. His gaze drifted to the envelope in his pocket, and for the first time, unease flickered in his eyes.

      But he shook it off. Royals didn’t show fear.

      Not yet.
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      The storm over London roared like a warning. Detective Charlotte Reid leaned into the chill wind as she strode toward the glass facade of the National Crime Unit’s headquarters. Her messenger bag swung against her hip, bulging with hastily printed files and half-used notebooks. She was late, as usual.

      The elevator ride was a blur of half-formed thoughts and to-do lists—emails she hadn’t sent, reports she hadn’t written, and a nagging sense that today was about to blow up in her face.

      The meeting room buzzed with tension as she slipped in. Her boss, Chief Inspector Robards, gave her the kind of look that said he was already halfway to losing his patience.

      “You’re late, Reid,” he snapped.

      Charlotte brushed it off, tossing her bag onto the table and flipping open her folder. “Yeah, but I’ve got what you need.”

      The room fell silent. The scent of stale coffee and stress lingered as Charlotte pulled out the photo: a grainy image of a man in a tailored coat shaking hands with Malik Al-Sayeed, one of the most dangerous syndicate leaders in Europe.

      It wasn’t the man’s face that drew gasps around the table—it was the name scrawled on the document Charlotte slid across the table.

      Prince Alexander of Inverlock.

      Robards’s face hardened. “Are you telling me we’ve got a royal tied to Malik?”

      “I’m telling you we’ve got a royal neck-deep in it,” Charlotte said, her voice low and steady. “Shell companies in his name. Money moving offshore. And this...” She dropped another photo onto the table. It showed a body slumped against a desk, a pool of blood spreading across expensive carpet.

      “John Fiske. Whistleblower. He leaked the first set of files tying Alexander to the syndicate. He was found dead yesterday.”

      Robards exhaled sharply. “Jesus.”

      Charlotte’s mind raced as she waited for Robards to speak again. She knew her ADHD would betray her if she didn’t focus. Her leg bounced under the table, her fingers itching to shuffle the files in front of her.

      Robards broke the silence. “You realize what you’re saying, right? This isn’t some mid-level banker or corporate exec. This is the royal family. If you go after him, every press outlet, every lawyer, every political ally he’s ever had will come down on you like a hammer.”

      Charlotte met his gaze. “Good. That means I’m onto something.”

      The room stirred with murmurs of uncertainty. The royal family was untouchable—protected by power, wealth, and tradition. But Charlotte knew better. Power didn’t make someone untouchable. It just made their fall harder.

      Robards rubbed a hand over his face. “Fine. You get one week. One week to find something concrete. But if this goes south⁠—”

      “It won’t,” Charlotte cut in.

      As the team dispersed, Charlotte lingered, flipping through the documents she hadn’t shown them yet. Financial trails, coded messages, and one particularly damning detail: a charity gala hosted by Prince Alexander five years ago where at least three known criminals had attended.

      Her gut told her this wasn’t just a scandal. This was a rabbit hole, and she was already falling down it.

      Her phone buzzed on the table. A message popped up:

      Unknown Number

      Stop now, or you’ll end up like Fiske.

      Charlotte stared at the screen, a chill creeping up her spine. She glanced around the room, suddenly aware of how isolated she was. But fear wasn’t her style.

      She grabbed her bag, shoved the files back inside, and headed out into the storm. The hunt was on.
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      The rain hammered the streets of London as Charlotte Reid stepped into the night. Her coat was no match for the storm, but she barely felt it. Her mind was racing, turning over the pieces of the puzzle she’d just dropped in the middle of the National Crime Unit. A royal tied to one of Europe’s most dangerous syndicates. A dead whistleblower. A trail of money leading nowhere good.

      And now, the text.

      Stop now, or you’ll end up like Fiske.

      Her gut told her it wasn’t a bluff. She’d dealt with threats before—low-level crooks puffing their chests, desperate not to get caught. This felt different. More precise. More personal.

      She flagged a cab and slid into the back seat, dripping rainwater onto the cracked leather. “Limehouse,” she said, snapping the door shut.

      The driver glanced at her through the mirror. “Bit late for Limehouse, don’t you think?”

      Charlotte met his gaze, her expression hard. “Just drive.”

      
      Fifteen minutes later, the cab pulled up outside a dimly lit pub tucked between two shuttered warehouses. Charlotte paid and stepped out, water pooling around her boots as she headed inside.

      The smell of stale beer and damp wood hit her as soon as she opened the door. The place was half-empty, its patrons keeping to themselves in dark corners. At the bar, a man in a rumpled jacket nursed a pint, his eyes flicking up as Charlotte approached.

      “Detective,” he said, his voice low and
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“Charlotte Reid is a brilliant
protagonist—flawed,
relentless, and utterly
compelling.*
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