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      When I’m ordered to rehabilitate my royal image by finding a suitable wife, the only reasonable option is my favourite, kinky hookup.

      Lady Charlotte Grey may see me as nothing more than a spoiled, playboy prince, but she always swipes right. Fortunately, I know exactly what it’ll take to get Charlotte on board with a marriage of convenience.

      Her beloved animal sanctuary desperately needs funding… and I’m a Dom with deep pockets.
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      Using a badly forged artistic license, I’ve taken inexcusable liberties with the long and storied British monarchy.

      This is not your great-auntie Dot’s royal family.
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      Duncan

      “Did you have to be seen, and photographed, in public with that slut?”

      And here we go. I knew this was coming.

      “She was a victim, Mum. She didn’t do anything wrong, and she’s suffered more than enough, thanks to that asshole producer.”

      “You could have at least brought in Frobisher and had those photos blocked from publication.”

      “But why should I?”

      “For the sake of your family?”

      As always, I—the youngest in a long line of sons—am the one shouldering all the blame for the Royal Family’s unpopularity. “Not a good enough reason for me to throw a friend under the bus. Those photos helped to restore a little of her reputation. And given the way she’d been snubbed by so many she’d considered friends? I was more than happy to do what little I could.”

      “Yes, yes, that’s very noble, but⁠—”

      “No buts. It’s done. I’d do it again. Good talk.”

      And with that, I leave.
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        * * *

      

      Charlotte

      I don’t know what I was thinking, going to a BDSM club and then going home with a stranger. I got out, but not before he hurt me, humiliated me, and took compromising photos.

      At least I had the presence of mind to call Winston Frobisher as soon as I left and realised I was in deep trouble.

      Funny, when I left school, I never thought I’d be one of those girls, the ones everyone knew would need his help. Fortunately, Matron made sure we all had the contact information for the fixer to the snobs, not just the girls who were obviously going to find themselves in sticky situations.

      “Charlotte, you’re going to have to give me the details. I can’t make this go completely away if I don’t know exactly what I’m dealing with.”

      He’s surprisingly gentle. Careful.

      But no matter how sweet and caring he comes across, he’s still a man, and there’s no way I can tell my stupid, humiliating story to a man. “I want to, but it’s too embarrassing. Shameful. I just can’t⁠—”

      “Would you be able to talk to a woman? One I trust completely?”

      Would I? I need to tell someone if I’m going to have any chance of coming out of this unscathed.

      “I think so.”

      He pats my shoulder gently. “All right, then. I’ll bring you up a nice cup of tea.”

      “Thank you.”

      “It’ll be fine. I’ll make sure of it. I promise.”

      He comes back a few minutes later with a hot mug of tea and a plate of scones slathered in clotted cream and jam.

      “There you go, love. Mel will be here soon, and we’ll get this mess sorted.”

      “Thank you.”

      My stomach is in knots, but I can’t resist taking a bite of scone. Which leads me to another and another, until it’s gone and I’m feeling a little bit better. I take a long sip of my tea and sigh. Some cups of tea are exactly right. The right strength, the right amount of milk, and the right temperature. This is that cup.

      By the time Winston knocks on my door, announcing the arrival of the mysterious Mel, I’m much calmer.

      “Lady Charlotte, I’m Mel Seymour, and Winston tells me you’ve had a bit of a rough night.”

      “Please, just call me Charlotte. I don’t really go for that title nonsense.”

      “Charlotte, then. How about you tell me everything that happened, so we can get this all taken care of.”
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      Duncan

      “Just, please tell me you’re not going to do anything that will put you on the front page of the tabloids,” my twin sister, Alexandra pleads from the other end of the phone.

      “I won’t. But only because you’re asking me so nicely.”

      “Duncan, be serious. You’re walking a dreadfully thin line these days. I think the royal ’rents are just about ready to cut you loose.”

      “Let them. I’d welcome it, truly. I’m really just excess baggage. They’ve got heirs and spares aplenty.”

      “They love you. We all do, but honestly, sometimes you go too far.”

      “Xandra, I promise. I will be a good boy tonight. It’s been a stressful week, and I’m just going out to Scaffold to have a few drinks and let off some steam.”

      “I’m holding you to it because it’s always me everyone comes to after your ugly mug gets plastered all over the tabloids and gossip sites. I swear, there should be hazard pay or something for being your twin.”

      I smile. She loves me, really. And as far as I’m concerned, the sun rises and sets on her. “Nobody will be complaining to you. Have a good night doing…what are you doing tonight, anyway?”

      “It’s book club.”

      I try not to laugh outright. All I care about is her happiness, and if hanging around with a bunch of frumpy-dumps discussing highbrow literature is her jam, I am perfectly fine with that.

      “Have fun at your book club, baby sister.”

      As expected, she growls her displeasure.

      “You know, if we’d been born in any normal family, nobody would have cared which one of us came two minutes ahead of the other. And really, by the time you get to the fifth and sixth kid, royal or not, does it really matter?”

      “It does to me.” I poke again. It’s been a bone of contention with her as far back as I can remember. I can absolutely see her point, though. We were born by caesarean, and it was entirely luck of the draw which of us they yanked out first.

      “Good night, Xandra. I love you.”

      “Love you too, jerk.”

      I wait until she disconnects the call, like I always do. I never want my sister to feel like I’ve cut her off.

      “Craig, are you nearly ready to go?” I call out to my bodyguard as I slip my phone into my front trouser pocket.

      “Whenever you are.”

      He gives me a long-suffering look that conveys precisely how much he’d really prefer I stay home tonight. And I’ll admit, it’s actually tempting. At thirty-four, I’m starting to feel a little old for the party-boy life, but I’ve cultivated a reputation that, for some inexplicable reason, I feel the need to maintain.

      Besides, I’m feeling an itch for some action. It’s been a few weeks since I’ve hooked up with anyone—something I truly think Craig should be grateful for. The mad panic background checks he needs to arrange whenever I hookup with someone new drive him mad. I keep telling him that he doesn’t need to. That there shouldn’t be anyone with access to the app who could pose a problem for me. But Craig has been my man for so many years—he simply does not take chances with my safety.

      “We’re going to Scaffold,” I tell him. “You know the deal.”

      “Private access, beefy security, and a tight rein on who gets in. I guess if you insist on going out tonight, there is no shortage of worse security disasters you could have picked.”

      As much as we both bitch about my social life—me, over how restricted I feel, and him over how reckless I am—I do try to be mindful of the position I put him in when I decide where I want to go out. He’s got a difficult job, and while I don’t like to be too constrained in my entertainment options, it would be exceptionally shitty of me to completely disregard the burden I am on him.

      “I’ll try not to make it too late a night, okay?”

      He chuckles. “Translation—you plan on bringing home a play-date.”

      “You never know—maybe we’ll get lucky and I’ll bring home someone who needs more than I’m equipped to provide on my own.”
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      Charlotte

      Some days, I wonder why I bother. Then I look out the window and into the paddock at the rag-tag herd of rescued beasties we provide sanctuary for. Rehoming can be difficult, but rarely impossible. It just tends to take a lot of time for the right fit to come along.

      Unfortunately, raising the necessary funds to care for these poor creatures is not easy, and no matter how hard I pinch the pennies, there is never quite enough money coming in to cover what must go out.

      And my personal inventory of valuables worth selling continues to shrink at an alarming rate.

      Still, if I had it all to do over again, I wouldn’t change a thing.

      Kevin, my three-legged border collie, rubs his head against my leg, and I absently reach down to stroke his silky head.

      “Time to go pester the girls, is it?” I ask him. The stub of his tail wiggles at a ridiculous rate.

      I can only piece together his story based on his injuries and the state he was in when I found him, but the trauma my boy has suffered in his past makes me want to commit unspeakable acts of violence.

      He’s one of the reasons I do what I do. So many animals are thrown away when they reach the end of their perceived usefulness.

      Kevin handles sheep just as well as any other herding dog. In fact, I’d argue he’s better than most.

      “Come on then, my good boy, let’s go.”

      At the back door, I slide my feet into my wellies and pop on a jacket before heading out to the sheep paddock.

      Currently, we’ve got seventy-eight rescued ewes and a geriatric ram. The old boy tries his best, but this isn’t a breeding program, so we leave them to do as they please. Well, except when I’m working with the dogs.

      Kevin doesn’t really require the training anymore, but as a working dog, he needs to keep his paw in, so to speak, to maintain both his physical and mental well-being.

      We’ve got three other rescued herding dogs at the moment. While there are breed-specific rescues, we take on the ones that are harder to find forever homes for. We’re under less pressure to move them on, and as a result, there is less risk of a return when they finally do get a new situation.

      I work with Kevin for about half an hour with roughly a quarter of the herd, and then I take him to the barn to hang out with Maisie, my Shire-Thoroughbred cross. They love each other to bits, and Kevin is much happier to hang out with my mare while I work the other dogs than he is alone in my office.

      Actually, I’m happier when he’s not alone in my office, because even when he’s been worked hard, he still manages to find himself some mischief
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