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Introduction

"So what if you’re a guy? You don’t look like one, you can easily pass for a princess."
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I never meant to wear a crown. I was an orphan, a street thief, and a con artist—someone who scraped by on quick hands and even quicker lies.

When my best friend, Milo, showed me the Queen’s decree—a royal search for the missing Princess Andrea, with a reward big enough to change our lives—it seemed like the perfect scam.

No one knew what the real princess looked like. If I could fake it long enough, I could walk away with a fortune.

But the palace was a different kind of trap. The noblewomen watched me like hawks, waiting for me to fail. The Queen’s closest advisor, Dawson Hanford, never let me out of his sight.

He saw too much, asked too many questions. And the more time I spent in silk and gold, the harder it became to tell where the lie ended and I began.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, gradual feminization, alpha billionaire, romantic comedy, crossdressing romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Boy Becomes Princess.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

MILO AND I sat on the worn-out steps behind the bakery, splitting the last bite of a stolen croissant. It wasn’t our best job, but it kept us from starving another night. He wiped his mouth on his sleeve and grinned like he’d just swindled a duke.

“Have you seen this?” He pulled a crumpled flyer from his coat and smoothed it against his knee. The ink was smudged, but the words were clear enough: A royal search for the lost Princess Andrea. A grand reward for the rightful heir. Below, the Queen’s seal shimmered in gold leaf, making it impossible to ignore.

I grabbed it. “A reward?” My mind ticked through the possibilities—maybe we could scam some idiot noble out of his pocket change by pretending to have information. “How much?”

He leaned in, his voice dropping. “A thousand gold pieces.”

My breath hitched. That kind of money didn’t just buy food. It bought freedom. A way out of this gutter we’d been scraping by in since we were kids.

I shoved the flyer back at him. “So what? It’s not like we know the princess.”

His smirk widened. “No, but we can make one.”

That was when it clicked. He wasn’t suggesting we find her—he was suggesting I become her.

I laughed, loud and sharp. “You’re out of your mind.”

“Think about it.” He scooted closer. “All the other girls entering are just nobility trying to weasel into the throne. No one knows what the real princess looks like. If we do this right, we can get that money and be long gone before anyone’s the wiser.”
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I scoffed, shaking my head. “And you think I—me—could pass for a princess?”

He gestured at me with his half-eaten croissant. “You’re small. You’ve got those fancy little features. And when we were kids, remember when you—”

I cut him off with a glare. “That was different.”

But the idea had sunk its teeth in. The Queen wasn’t just handing over the throne to some random noble girl. She wanted proof. And if proof was all they needed, well… I’d spent my whole life making people believe what I wanted them to.

He saw the shift in my expression and pressed on. “You’d just need to fool them for a few weeks. We get the prize, we run, and we live like kings. You’re telling me you’d rather scrape crumbs off the street?”

I folded my arms, staring at the flyer. A thousand gold. The life I’d always wanted. All I had to do was pretend.

My fingers curled around the paper. “Fine,” I said. “Let’s make a princess.”

He wasted no time. The moment I agreed, he dragged me through the winding alleys of the lower city, ducking between vendors and dodging the occasional rat scurrying past our feet. He had that manic gleam in his eyes—the same one he got when he was about to pull off one of his bigger scams.

“This isn’t just some street con,” I muttered, still gripping the flyer. “I’m supposed to look like royalty. Move like them. Talk like them.”

He waved a dismissive hand. “Yeah, yeah, we’ll figure it out. First, we need the basics.”

I frowned. “Which are?”

He stopped in front of a seamstress’s shop, its sign swaying in the breeze. Inside, silk and lace draped the shelves, a far cry from the rags I was used to.

“Oh, hell no.”

He shoved me forward. “You want the gold or not?”

I gritted my teeth but stepped inside, the bell overhead chiming softly. The old woman behind the counter barely looked up.

“We need a dress,” he said smoothly, already in full con mode. “Something fit for a lady.”

The woman eyed me. “For your sister?”

He didn’t miss a beat. “Our cousin. A noble lady, but she’s fallen on hard times. Needs to look presentable for court.”

I played along, dropping my shoulders and casting my gaze down like I was some tragic, unfortunate girl. The woman hummed, then shuffled off into the back.
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He nudged me. “See? Easy.”

I elbowed him. “You’re enjoying this too much.”

Before he could reply, the seamstress returned, holding up a gown of soft lavender, embroidered with delicate silver thread. It looked expensive. Heavy.

I swallowed. “That’s—”

“It’s perfect,” Milo cut in.

The old woman nodded. “Three silver.”

He grimaced but handed over the coins, muttering about how I owed him. I reached out, running my fingers over the fabric. It was softer than anything I’d ever worn.

He grinned. “Time for the hard part.”

I sighed. “You mean the part where I shove myself into this thing and hope for the best?”

“Exactly,” he said, clapping me on the back.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

MILO SHOVED the dress at me the moment we got back to our hole of a hideout, a cramped attic above a candle maker’s shop that reeked of wax and old wood. I held it up like it was some foreign object. In a way, it was. I’d stolen all kinds of things in my life—coins, food, jewelry—but dignity? This was a first.

“Come on,” he said, flopping onto our rickety cot. “We need to see if this works.”

I scoffed. “You think I can just slip into this thing and magically look like a princess?”

He grinned. “That’s the idea.”

I groaned but pulled off my shirt. “You better turn around.”

“Please,” he snorted, rolling onto his side. “I’ve seen you half-dead in a sewer. You think this is gonna shock me?”

I shot him a glare but kept going. The corset was next, a ridiculous contraption of ribbons and bone that looked more like a medieval torture device.

He sat up. “Oh, this I have to see.”

“You wanna lose teeth?”

“Relax, I’ll help.” He grabbed the laces. “Breathe in.”

I did. Big mistake. The second he yanked, my ribs felt like they were about to snap. I coughed, grabbing onto the bedpost for balance.
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“This is inhuman,” I wheezed.

“Nobility is inhuman,” Milo said, giving another tug. “Now stop squirming.”

I hissed as he pulled again, cinching me in until my waist felt like it had been chopped in half. When he finally tied it off, I was lightheaded.

“I think I’m dying.”

“You look great,” Milo said, completely ignoring my near-death experience. He grabbed the dress. “Arms up.”

I lifted them, and he slid the gown over me. The fabric was soft, clinging in places I wasn’t used to. He stepped back, squinting.

“Something’s missing.” He snapped his fingers and dug through his stolen stash, pulling out a battered jewelry box. Inside was a mess of pearls, brooches, and hairpins. He plucked out a small silver tiara, its edges slightly bent, and set it on my head.

“There.” He crossed his arms. “Not bad.”

I turned to the cracked mirror in the corner. The person staring back wasn’t me. She was softer, her eyes wider, lips redder from where I’d been biting them. I reached up, touching my face.

He watched me. “You really could do this.”

I swallowed. “It’s just a con.”

He nodded. “Yeah. Just a con.”

But something in his voice made me wonder if he believed that.

The next part was the wig. It was nothing fancy, just something Milo had swiped from a traveling performer’s trunk—a cascade of chestnut curls that smelled faintly of old perfume. I yanked it on, adjusting the hairline as best as I could. The weight of it was strange, tickling the back of my neck.

He handed me a brush. “Make it look natural.”

I gave him a deadpan look. “You’re giving me a lot of credit.”

“You’re the one who agreed to this.”

I sighed and worked through the tangles. With every stroke, the face in the mirror became less like Andrew and more like Andrea. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.

He nudged my shoulder. “Now the voice.”

I froze. “What?”

“You can’t just waltz into the palace sounding like—well, you.”

I scowled. “And how exactly do you expect me to fix that?”

He wiggled his fingers. “Magic.”

I groaned. “Milo.”

“Fine, fine,” he said, rubbing his chin. “Try going softer. Breathe from your chest.”

I cleared my throat, then tried again, this time pitching my voice higher. “Like this?”

He recoiled. “Absolutely not.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re useless.”

“Excuse me, I got us the dress, the wig, and the entire plan.”

“The plan that involves me suffocating in a corset and playing a royal idiot.”

He waved a dismissive hand. “Try again. Less dying alley boy, more delicate flower.”

I exhaled, then softened my voice. “Is this better?”

He grinned. “Almost convincing.”

I studied myself in the mirror again. The weight of what I was doing pressed against my ribs, tighter than the corset. If I pulled this off, I could be set for life. If I failed, I’d be rotting in a dungeon.

I squared my shoulders. “Alright. Let’s do this.”

A day later, Milo stole a carriage.

Well, “borrowed,” according to him. I didn’t ask questions. By the time we reached the palace gates, I was stiff from sitting so upright, my spine aching from the ridiculous posture training he’d drilled into me.

“Last chance to back out,” Milo murmured as we rolled to a stop.

I adjusted my gloves, smoothing them over hands that had once been calloused from street fights and pickpocketing. Now they looked delicate, pristine. Just like a princess’s should.

“No backing out,” I said. “Not when we’re this close.”

He grinned. “That’s my girl.”
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The guards approached, their armor clinking with each step. I kept my head high, reminding myself that hesitation was death. A con was only as good as its confidence.

One of them peered into the carriage. “State your business.”

I tilted my chin, my voice smooth. “I’ve come for the royal search.”

His gaze swept over me, lingering for a second too long. My fingers twitched in my lap.

“Name?”

My heart slammed against my ribs. For a moment, I almost forgot.

“Andrea,” I said. “Andrea Jackson.”

He frowned.

He coughed. “Her father was a traveling merchant,” he said smoothly. “Died before he could bring her home. We only recently discovered the truth.”

The guard grunted, stepping back. “Move along.”

He gave me a quick look, and we stepped down from the carriage.

The palace loomed ahead, its marble walls gleaming under the afternoon sun. This was it. The biggest job of my life.

I wasn’t just playing a role anymore.

I was becoming her.

Inside, the palace was suffocating. Not because of the grand halls or the gold-trimmed ceilings, but because every inch of it screamed that I didn’t belong. Girls in silk gowns moved in groups, their laughter sharp, eyes sharper. They didn’t look at me like competition. They looked at me like an insect that had wandered into their garden.

He gave my elbow a squeeze before slipping away into the crowd, leaving me to fend for myself. I adjusted my skirts, trying to keep my movements graceful. One wrong step and I’d blow everything.

A voice cut through the murmur of nobles. “Ladies, welcome.”

I turned. A man stood at the front of the hall, hands clasped behind his back, eyes sweeping over the room like a hawk assessing prey. He was tall, broad-shouldered, dressed in dark military-cut attire. His presence demanded attention. I recognized him immediately—Dawson Hanford, the Queen’s most trusted advisor.

His gaze landed on me. It wasn’t a passing look. It lingered.

My breath hitched.

For a terrifying second, I thought he knew. That somehow, through the layers of makeup and silk, he could see the fraud beneath.

Dawson’s brow twitched, his expression unreadable. Then he turned to address the crowd. “You have been invited here because Her Majesty believes one of you may be the lost princess.” His tone was smooth but edged, like a blade barely sheathed. “However, belief is not proof. You will undergo a series of tests—history, etiquette, dance, and most importantly, grace.”

Murmurs rippled through the room. Some of the girls looked smug, no doubt raised with silver spoons in their mouths. Others looked terrified. I wasn’t sure which group I belonged in.

Dawson stepped closer, his sharp blue eyes sweeping over me again. This time, I didn’t drop my gaze.

“If you cannot handle the expectations of royalty,” he continued, “you are free to leave.”

A few girls hesitated. One or two actually turned toward the doors.

I lifted my chin. I wasn’t leaving.

He studied me a moment longer, then moved on.

My pulse pounded. That was too much attention. If I wanted to slip through unnoticed, I had already failed.

I forced myself to breathe. This was fine. A minor setback.

I could still outplay them all.

The first test was an insult.

A history exam, of all things.

I sat at a long table in the palace’s study hall, staring at the parchment in front of me. The questions were filled with names I’d never heard, treaties I didn’t care about, and wars I couldn’t be bothered to fake an interest in.

Around me, noble girls scribbled away, their quills scratching against the paper. They had the advantage. They’d grown up in ballrooms and libraries, being spoon-fed facts about royal bloodlines since birth. I’d spent my childhood memorizing the best ways to lift a noble’s coin purse without getting caught.

I tapped my quill against the desk, glancing toward the front of the room.

Dawson was watching me.

Not the test. Not the room. Me.

I forced my shoulders to stay loose, like I wasn’t completely out of my depth. He didn’t look away.

I lowered my gaze and scribbled nonsense on the page, words that sounded right but meant nothing. If I could at least fake confidence, maybe no one would look too closely at my answers.

Half an hour passed. Then an hour. A noble girl beside me sighed dramatically, her penmanship graceful as she flipped her parchment over.

I gritted my teeth.

When the exam was finally collected, I didn’t let my relief show.
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Dawson stood at the front again, hands clasped behind his back, his gaze never straying far. “The next test will be held in the ballroom.”

There was a shuffle of movement as the girls stood, but I lingered, adjusting my gloves.

He moved toward me, slow and deliberate.

“You hesitated on the last question,” he said.

I froze.

He leaned in slightly. “Most of the girls hesitated on the first. You hesitated on the last.”

I turned to him, making my voice light. “I like to be thorough.”

Something flickered in his expression. Not amusement. Not suspicion. Something deeper.

“Do you?”

My pulse hammered. His gaze flicked—so quick I almost missed it—to my shoulder. Where the dress’s lace trim dipped slightly, revealing a sliver of skin.

Where my birthmark was.

Heat flooded my chest. I pulled my shawl higher, masking it with a soft, practiced smile.

He held my gaze for a moment longer before stepping back.

“Enjoy the dance, Lady Andrea,” he said smoothly.

Then he walked away.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS into this ridiculous charade, I had already discovered one universal truth about noblewomen. They were wolves. Perfect posture, delicate hands, smiles as soft as silk—but the moment your back was turned, their teeth came out.

I learned this quickly when I walked into the dining hall that morning. The other girls were already gathered, chattering over cups of tea and plates of fresh fruit. I was starving, but the moment I stepped inside, their voices dipped into hushed whispers. A few exchanged glances. One girl, a blonde with a face like a porcelain doll, giggled behind her hand.

I ignored them and made my way to the table, lifting a teapot with as much grace as I could muster.

Lady Genevieve—the worst of the bunch—watched me from across the table, her gaze sharp. “Lady Andrea, is it?”

I poured my tea carefully. “It is.”

She smiled, but there was no warmth in it. “You don’t talk much.”

“I prefer to listen.”

“How charming.” She took a sip from her cup, not looking away. “Where did you say you were from again?”

I returned her gaze evenly. “I didn’t.”

The girl beside her choked on a laugh. Genevieve’s smile twitched, just for a second, before smoothing out again.
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“Well,” she said lightly, “I suppose we’ll all learn more about you in training.”

That didn’t sound ominous at all.

A servant announced that etiquette lessons were about to begin, and the girls rose from their seats, filing toward the east wing. I followed, stomach tight. I had gotten this far. I couldn’t afford to slip up now.

Unfortunately, my first misstep—literal misstep—came within the hour.

The instructor, a wiry woman with an upturned nose, had us practice walking with books balanced on our heads. Every other girl moved with the poise of swans gliding on water.

I, on the other hand, was drowning.

The book slid off my head for the third time, landing with a dull thud on the marble floor. A few girls tittered behind their hands.

“Apologies,” I muttered, bending to grab it.

Genevieve sighed dramatically. “It’s quite alright. Not everyone is born with grace.”

I clenched my jaw, fighting the urge to tell her exactly where she could shove her grace.

“Enough,” the instructor snapped. “Lady Andrea, I expected better.”

So did I, honestly.

“You need to work on your posture,” she continued. “Your hands—” She scowled at my fingers, like they personally offended her. “You carry yourself like a peasant.”

Which, in all fairness, I was.

The door at the far end of the room opened, and I felt it before I saw it—the shift in the air, the sudden drop in voices.

Dawson.

I didn’t turn, but I knew it was him. The instructor immediately straightened, as did the other girls. He had that effect.

“What’s the issue?” he asked, voice smooth as ever.

The instructor clasped her hands primly. “Lady Andrea is struggling with grace.”

Silence stretched.

I finally looked up. He was staring at me, unreadable as always.

Then, to my horror, he stepped forward.

“I’ll handle it,” he said.

The instructor blinked. “Sir Hanford—”

“She needs personal training.”

My stomach dropped.

“Come with me,” he said.

Every muscle in my body screamed to stay put. The last thing I needed was Dawson watching me up close, poking holes in my disguise. But I had no choice.

I lifted my chin and followed.

He led me through the palace halls without a word, his steps precise, posture stiff. I kept my hands folded in front of me, mimicking the other noblewomen, though my fingers itched to reach for the dagger that wasn’t there.

We stopped in a small ballroom, its polished floor gleaming under the midday light. A single chandelier hung from the ceiling, its crystal reflecting a thousand little suns. The room was empty except for us.

He turned to face me.

“Again,” he said.

I stared. “Again, what?”

His gaze flicked to the book still clutched in my hand. “Balance it. Walk.”

I exhaled through my nose, set the book on my head, and took a step. My heel wobbled. I caught myself before I could stumble, but the book slid off and landed on the floor with an unceremonious thud.

He sighed.

I clenched my fists. “You know, most people would just say I’m hopeless and move on.”

“Most people don’t have my patience.”

“You have patience?”

He gave me a dry look. “Believe it or not.”

I bent to grab the book again. This time, I didn’t rush. I set it carefully on my head and took another step. My movements were slow, calculated. I managed two steps before the book tumbled off again.

He caught it before it hit the floor.

I blinked. His reflexes were faster than I’d thought.

He stepped closer, placing the book back in my hands. “You’re too tense.”

I scoffed. “I’m walking, not performing some grand magic trick.”

“You’re thinking too much. You’re treating it like a task instead of becoming it.”

I frowned. “That doesn’t make any sense.”

He studied me for a moment, then—before I could react—he placed a hand at my waist.

I went completely still.

He didn’t react to my tension. “Posture starts here,” he said, fingers firm but not rough. “Your center of balance. If you hold yourself like a servant, people will treat you like one.”

I swallowed hard. “I wouldn’t know what that’s like.”

His eyes flicked to mine, and for the first time, I saw something else there. Amusement. Interest.

“Of course not,” he said smoothly.

He stepped behind me, his hands adjusting my shoulders. I should’ve been focused on the lesson, on how dangerously close he was, but all I could think about was how much taller he felt, how solid his presence was.

“Again,” he murmured.
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I set the book on my head. This time, when I stepped forward, he followed, his hand still ghosting over my waist as if waiting to steady me.

Somehow, I managed three steps before the book slid.

But he caught it. Again.

I exhaled sharply. “Are you some kind of wizard?”

“Just observant.” He handed it back. “Try again.”

This time, I listened. I let myself fall into a rhythm, let the stiffness go.

Five steps. Then six. Then seven.

I stopped, blinking. The book was still there.

He gave a small nod. “Better.”

A strange feeling curled in my chest, something I couldn’t name.

I looked up at him. “You’re not half as awful as I thought.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Neither are you.”

I should’ve laughed. Teased him. Instead, I just held his gaze, my breath unsteady. Because for the first time since I put on this dress, I wasn’t sure if I was still pretending.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I HAD spent my whole life running scams. I could forge a noble’s signature, pick a lock with a hairpin, and talk my way out of any situation.

But nothing—not even faking an inheritance letter to get free meals at an inn—had prepared me for the disaster that was a royal ball.

I stood in front of the vanity mirror in my borrowed room, staring at the stranger in the reflection.

Milo sat on my bed, tossing grapes in the air and catching them with his mouth. “You look like a dream.”

I shot him a glare. “I look ridiculous.”

The dress was heavier than anything I’d ever worn, layers of ivory silk draping over my corset and down to the floor. Delicate embroidery lined the bodice, tiny silver beads sewn into the fabric like stars in a night sky. My hair—well, the wig—had been pinned into intricate curls, and the palace attendants had spent the last hour fussing over me with powders and perfumes, dabbing rose-colored stain onto my lips.

I lifted my arm, watching the way the silk gloves hugged my fingers. It was unsettling. The more time I spent in these clothes, the more I started getting used to them.

He popped another grape into his mouth. “You should be thanking me. Most girls would kill for this.”
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I huffed. “Most girls don’t have to worry about you know… being a girl. Plus, most don’t have to worry about tripping in heels.”

He grinned. “Then don’t trip.”

I groaned and grabbed a pearl necklace from the vanity, fastening it around my neck. “This is a nightmare.”

“Correction: this is your best con yet.”

I exhaled, smoothing the skirts of my gown. He wasn’t wrong. If I played this right, I could secure my place. No one would question who I was. No one would suspect a thing.

A sharp knock on the door made us both freeze.

He hopped up, opening it with his usual lack of caution.

Dawson stood on the other side.

My stomach twisted.

He was dressed for the ball, too—deep navy coat, gold embroidery, his dark hair neatly combed back. I hated that I noticed how good he looked.

His gaze swept over me, lingering longer than it should have.

His voice was even when he spoke. “It’s time.”

I swallowed hard.

Then I nodded and followed him out.

The ballroom was blinding.

Hundreds of candles burned in massive chandeliers, their flames flickering against the vaulted ceilings. Nobles filled the space, laughing, drinking, whispering behind fans. The music swelled, a quartet playing in the corner.

I stood at the edge, my hands clenching and unclenching in my gloves.

Dawson was at my side, his presence steady, unshakable.

Genevieve was watching from across the room, her sharp smile stretching as she leaned toward another girl, whispering something that made them both giggle.

My jaw tightened.

I needed to be perfect.

The dancing had already started, couples moving together in fluid patterns. A pair of guards opened the balcony doors, letting in the cool night air. The music shifted.

The next waltz was beginning.

Dawson turned to me. “You’ll need to dance.”

My stomach sank. “I’d rather not.”

He lifted an eyebrow. “You don’t have a choice.”

I barely had time to react before someone approached. A nobleman—young, overdressed, smug—bowed. “Lady Andrea, may I have this dance?”

I had no escape. I forced a polite smile and placed my hand in his.

We stepped onto the dance floor. The moment he twirled me into place, I knew I was doomed.

I could barely keep up. My steps were off, my footing uneven. My heart pounded, every movement awkward, every beat mistimed.

And then—

I lost my balance.

The world tilted. I braced for impact, for humiliation, for gasps and laughter—

But strong hands caught me before I could fall.

My breath left me.

Dawson.

His grip was firm, one hand on my waist, the other steadying my arm. My face was inches from his, close enough to catch the faint scent of cedar and something sharper, something undeniably him.

For a second, the ballroom faded.

For a second, it was just us.

He didn’t let go immediately.

His fingers pressed against my waist, grounding me. He exhaled slowly, his expression unreadable.
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“You should be more careful,” he murmured.

My heart was still hammering. I swallowed, trying to find my voice. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

He straightened, his hand lingering for just a moment longer before he stepped back.

The music continued. The nobles whispered.

But I wasn’t listening anymore.

Because I was still trying to figure out why Dawson Hanford was looking at me like that.

I barely made it through the rest of the waltz without stepping on someone’s foot. When the song ended, I excused myself as gracefully as I could and slipped out onto one of the palace’s side corridors, desperate for air. The scent of perfume and sweat inside the ballroom had been suffocating, but now, standing alone against the cool stone walls, I could finally breathe.

I lifted a gloved hand to my waist, where Dawson’s grip had been. My heartbeat was still uneven.

I needed to get my head straight. This was a job—a con. Not some fairytale where the Queen’s closest advisor catches me in his arms and—

A voice cut through my thoughts. “Your footwork is awful.”

I jumped, spinning around.

He leaned against a pillar, arms crossed, watching me.

My pulse stuttered. I straightened, smoothing down the fabric of my skirts. “You don’t have to remind me.”

“I do, actually.” He pushed off the pillar and stepped closer. “Because next time, I might not be there to catch you.”

I forced a smirk. “You say that like you enjoy catching me.”

He didn’t blink. “Come with me.”

I hesitated. “Why?”

“Because you’re a disaster,” he said, turning on his heel. “And you need lessons.”

I stared after him. “Now?”

He didn’t wait for me to follow.

I sighed, lifting my skirts and stalking after him.

He led me through the empty corridors until we reached a smaller, private ballroom. No chandeliers, no audience. Just polished floors and an open space. The sound of the distant music from the main hall still carried through the stone walls.

He faced me. “Take my hand.”

I hesitated, then placed my fingers in his. His grip was warm, steady.

He lifted my other hand and rested it lightly against his shoulder. “Relax.”

“Impossible.”

His mouth twitched. “Try.”

I swallowed.

The music from the main hall drifted through the space, and he started moving, leading me into a slow waltz. I followed, hesitantly at first, but this time I could actually focus. His grip guided me, his steps precise, his patience unexpected.

“Slower,” he murmured, adjusting my stance. “Your body moves before your feet do.”

“You make it sound easy.”

“It is. You just think too much.”

I scoffed. “I think exactly the right amount.”

He hummed, unconvinced. His hand pressed lightly against my waist again, adjusting my balance. I swallowed, ignoring the warmth that crept through me at the contact.

“You’re improving,” he admitted.

I lifted an eyebrow. “Was that a compliment?”

“An observation.”

“Sounded like a compliment.”

His lips twitched. “Don’t get used to it.”

We kept moving, slow and controlled. I wasn’t tripping. I wasn’t stepping on his foot.

I wasn’t even thinking about how close we were.

Not until his voice dropped lower.

“You look beautiful,” he said, almost absentmindedly.

Something flipped in my stomach.

I misstepped.

He caught me. Again.

But this time, neither of us moved away.

His hand still rested at my waist, his breath close enough to stir the loose strands of my wig. I should have pulled back. Should have laughed it off.

But I just… stayed there.

Because Dawson was still watching me like he saw something I didn’t. And for the first time in my life, I had no idea how to talk my way out of it.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

LADY GENEVIEVE had been watching me since the moment I stepped into this palace. At first, I thought it was because she saw me as competition. That she was just another noble girl with a fragile ego, threatened by someone new in her space.

I was wrong.

She didn’t just dislike me. She wanted to ruin me.

And tonight, she planned to do exactly that.

I should have seen it coming. The way she had been hovering around me after the ball, the fake sweetness in her voice when she suggested we "bond" over tea in the gardens. It was the kind of kindness that only came with a dagger hidden behind it.

But I played along. Because that’s what I did.

So when she invited me to her sitting room that evening, I didn’t refuse.

The palace halls were quieter at night, the golden sconces casting long shadows over the tapestries. When I reached her door, a maid ushered me in before slipping away.

Genevieve was waiting, seated by the fire, a tea set between us.
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“Lady Andrea,” she said, all silk and honey. “Come, sit.”

I did. The chair was too plush, the heat from the fire too stifling.

She poured my tea, delicate and deliberate.

“You must be exhausted,” she continued. “Adjusting to palace life can be… overwhelming.”

I lifted the cup, letting the steam curl against my face. I didn’t drink. “It takes some getting used to.”

She smiled, tilting her head. “And yet, you carry yourself so naturally.”

There it was. The edge.

I let out a soft laugh. “You flatter me.”

“I only speak the truth.” She leaned in slightly, her voice lowering. “It’s strange, though.”

I forced a polite expression. “What is?”

Her eyes flicked over me, sharp, searching.

“I’ve met many noblewomen,” she mused. “Daughters of lords, barons, even queens. But I’ve never met one quite like you.”

A tightness coiled in my stomach.

She was pushing. Testing.

I gave her my most practiced smile. “Perhaps that’s a good thing.”

Genevieve hummed. “Perhaps.”

Then, casually, she reached forward and grabbed my wrist.

I went completely still.

Her gloved fingers tightened, just enough to make a point. Her gaze dropped to where our hands touched.

“Such fine hands,” she murmured. “But no lady of noble birth has nails so short. Or knuckles so… rough.”

I forced myself not to jerk away.

She knew. Maybe not the whole truth, but enough.

Her lips curved into something that wasn’t quite a smile. “I wonder what the Queen would think.”

My pulse pounded. I needed to get out of here.

I set the cup down with a soft clink and met her gaze head-on. “You must have a lot of time on your hands, Lady Genevieve, if you spend so much of it analyzing mine.”

Her grip tightened.

I didn’t flinch.

Then, just as suddenly, she let go.

She lifted her own teacup, sipping slowly, like she hadn’t just tried to rip my entire world apart.

“We should do this again,” she said lightly.

I stood. “We shouldn’t.”

And then I walked out, my hands trembling at my sides. I walked fast. Too fast. My skirts dragged against the polished floors as I moved through the halls, my hands clenched tight.

She knew.

Maybe not everything, maybe not enough to go running to the Queen just yet—but enough to tear apart everything I’d built.

I needed to think. I needed a plan.

I turned a corner, barely watching where I was going, when I collided with someone.

A firm grip caught my arm before I could stumble.

I looked up.

Dawson.

His expression shifted the second he saw my face. “What happened?”

“Nothing,” I said quickly, pulling back. “I’m fine.”

“You’re lying.”

I let out a sharp breath, shaking my head. “It doesn’t matter.”

His gaze flicked over me, taking in the tension in my shoulders, the way I couldn’t quite meet his eyes.

Then he stepped forward. “Come with me.”

I hesitated. “Dawson—”

“Now.”
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I swallowed and followed.

He led me to a quiet part of the palace, away from the wandering nobles, the watchful eyes.

When we stopped, he turned to me fully.

“Talk.”

I stared at him. “Since when do you care?”

His jaw ticked. “Since the moment you walked in looking like you’d seen a ghost.”

I scoffed, shaking my head. “This is nothing.”

His hand came up suddenly, cupping my chin, tilting my face up.

I froze.

His thumb brushed against my cheek, slow, deliberate.

“You’ve been crying,” he murmured.

My throat tightened.

I pulled away. “It’s not your concern.”

He exhaled sharply. “Andrea—”

“Stop.”

I stepped back, my breath uneven.

This was dangerous. Not just Genevieve. Not just the lies I had built.

But this—whatever was happening between us.

I shook my head. “I can handle it.”

He didn’t move, but I felt it—the shift, the weight in the air between us.

“Let me help you,” he said.

I swallowed. “You can’t.”

He took a step closer. I didn’t step back.

“You think you have to do this alone,” he said. “You don’t.”

Something in his voice nearly undid me.

My hands curled at my sides. “Dawson—”

“Tell me,” he pressed, his voice softer now. “What happened?”

I clenched my jaw, looking anywhere but at him.

Then, finally, I exhaled.

“Lady Genevieve,” I said quietly. “She’s watching me…”

Dawson’s expression from confusion switched to darkness.

He was silent for a moment. Then—

“Come here.”

I hesitated.

But then his hand lifted—slow, gentle—and I found myself moving toward him, before I could even think to stop.

He didn’t say anything when I leaned into him.

Didn’t question it when my hands fisted in the fabric of his coat.

He just held me. And for the first time in a long time, I let someone.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS had passed since Dawson pulled me into his arms, and I still hadn’t figured out how to breathe properly around him. It was worse now, knowing he wasn’t just watching me as some royal duty. He was protecting me. Not just from missteps in waltzes or public embarrassment—but from people like Genevieve.

And yet, even with Dawson’s constant presence, the palace had begun to feel smaller. The air was tighter. Like something was about to snap.

I found Milo waiting for me in the gazebo that afternoon, his back to one of the marble pillars, picking at a loose thread on his coat.

The moment I stepped onto the wooden floor, he straightened. “We have a problem.”

I exhaled, sitting across from him. “I could’ve guessed that much.”

His face was different today. Less playful.

I braced myself. “How bad?”

He hesitated. Then—

“She came after me.”

I went still.

He tapped his fingers against his knee, staring at the palace gardens like they’d done something to offend him. “Genevieve had me pulled aside by some guard dog of hers. Asked where I came from, what I do here.”

My grip tightened on my skirts. “And?”

“I played dumb. Told them I was just a friend of yours. That we met after you’d already arrived at court.” He finally turned to me. “She’s fishing. But she doesn’t have the whole story. If she did, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

I breathed in, then out.

“She accused me of being part of some scheme,” Milo continued. “Said I was your accomplice.”

I forced a dry laugh. “Technically, she’s not wrong.”

“Sure, but that doesn’t mean she can prove it.” He leaned forward. “Listen. I wouldn’t be here if I thought we were done for. She’s grasping at air.”

I stared down at my lap. “She won’t stop.”

“No,” he admitted. “She won’t.”
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For the first time in years, I felt something close to fear. Not for myself—but for everything I had built here. Everything I had almost convinced myself I could have.

He sighed. “You need to be careful around her.”

“I am.”

“Not careful enough.”

I scowled. “What do you want me to do? Stab her with a dinner knife?”

He snorted. “Tempting, but no. Just be smart. She’s going to try to trap you. And when she does, you need to make sure she’s the one who ends up looking foolish.”

I lifted my chin. That part? That, I could do.

He studied me for a second, then smiled. “There’s my girl.”

I rolled my eyes. “Shut up.”

His grin only widened. “See you at dinner, Lady Andrea.”

I watched him go, my mind already running ahead.

He was right. Genevieve didn’t know anything for sure. But she was close. And if I wasn’t careful, she’d get exactly what she needed.

I smoothed my skirts, forcing a steady breath. This was fine. I had survived worse. I just had to make sure I wasn’t the one left standing in the dark.

The palace halls were nearly empty when Genevieve found me after dinner. I had been heading back to my chambers, my mind still replaying Milo’s words. The corridor was quiet, save for the occasional flicker of candlelight against the high stone walls.

Then, out of nowhere, a hand shot out and grabbed my wrist.

I barely had time to react before I was yanked into a shadowed alcove.

Genevieve.

Her nails dug into my glove, her grip tight. Her smile was slow, cruel. “Lady Andrea,” she purred. “Out for an evening stroll?”

My pulse thundered. “Let go of me.”

She didn’t. If anything, she squeezed harder, her sharp nails biting through the fabric.

“I’ve been thinking,” she mused. “There’s something off about you.”

I forced a laugh. “I could say the same about you, considering you’re lurking in hallways, dragging people into dark corners.”

Her eyes glinted. “Tell me, Lady Andrea—where exactly did you come from?”

I kept my face smooth. “A merchant family, like I told everyone.”

She hummed. “Right. And yet, there’s no record of an Andrea Jackson in any noble registry. Strange, isn’t it?”

My stomach clenched.

I had expected her to try something—but not this soon.

She leaned in. “You’ve fooled a lot of people. But I see through you.”

I tilted my head. “Then why are you here whispering in the dark instead of running to the Queen?”

Her smile sharpened. “Because I like watching people squirm first.”

I rolled my eyes. “Well, sorry to disappoint.”

Her expression darkened. “Oh, you will be.”

She yanked harder. I gritted my teeth, trying to shake her off.

Then, just as suddenly—

A voice rang out. "Let. Her. Go."

We both froze.

Genevieve’s fingers went stiff against my wrist before she finally released me.

Slowly, I turned.

Dawson stood at the end of the corridor, his expression unreadable, but his eyes were ice.

Genevieve let out a soft laugh. “Sir Hanford,” she greeted smoothly. “We were just—”

“If you do not stop harassing Lady Andrea,” Dawson cut in, his voice quiet but sharp, “I will have you sent home.”

Genevieve stilled.

She blinked, as if she had misheard him. “You wouldn’t.”

Dawson took a step forward. “Try me.”

The look in his eyes sent actual fear flickering across her face.

Genevieve had power, but Dawson? He had more.

Her fingers twitched at her sides. For a second, I thought she might try to fight back. But then, with a forced little laugh, she straightened.
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“This is ridiculous,” she muttered. “I was simply having a conversation.”

Dawson didn’t move.

Genevieve gave me one last look before turning on her heel and stalking off down the hall.

Silence settled.

I let out a breath. My wrist ached where she had grabbed it. Dawson stepped closer. “Did she hurt you?” I huffed. “She hurt my patience.”

He didn’t smile. Instead, his gaze dipped to my wrist. Before I could react, he reached for my hand, peeling the glove back just slightly.

The red marks from Genevieve’s nails stood out against my skin.

Dawson’s jaw tightened.

“She’s trying to expose you,” he said quietly.

I swallowed. “I know.”

His grip didn’t loosen.

“You should be careful,” he murmured.

“There are people who want to see you fail.”

My chest tightened. “And you?”

His fingers curled around mine.

“I don’t,” he said.

The words settled between us.

I didn’t pull away.

And neither did he.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I RAN. I didn’t think, didn’t hesitate—I just ran. A week later, I realized that no amount of money could buy me peace of mind and I couldn’t handle thinking about what Genevieve’s next move would be anymore.

Through the halls, past the flickering torches, deeper into the palace where the air was colder, where I could breathe was my destination.

I should’ve known this was coming. Should’ve known it the moment Genevieve grabbed my wrist, the moment she looked at me like she saw everything.

I had spent my whole life lying my way into better places, slipping through cracks that weren’t meant to be there.

But cracks didn’t last forever.

And now, this whole thing was about to shatter.

I pushed open a heavy door and stumbled into the gardens. The night air rushed against my burning skin, cooling the panic crawling up my throat.

I gripped the stone railing, breathing hard.

I needed to leave.

Tonight.

Before Genevieve cornered me again. Before Dawson looked at me like—
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“Running away?”

I flinched.

Dawson stood in the doorway, arms crossed, blocking my only exit.

His coat was slightly unbuttoned, his sleeves rolled up, like he had come looking for me in a hurry.

His eyes locked onto mine. “Tell me why.”

I swallowed. “I don’t—”

“Don’t lie to me.”

The quiet demand knocked the air from my lungs.

I turned away. “You wouldn’t understand.”

Dawson’s boots scraped against the stone as he stepped closer. “Try me.”

My hands curled into fists.

I couldn’t do this.

Not with him. Not when I—

“I can’t stay here,” I said. “I don’t belong.”

He didn’t say anything.

The silence stretched, pressing against my ribs.

Then, softer—

“Why?”

I squeezed my eyes shut.

Because I wasn’t supposed to be here. Because I had scammed my way into this palace, into this dress, into a role that didn’t belong to me.

Because for the first time, I wasn’t sure if it was even a lie anymore.

My throat tightened. “I’m not a girl.”

The words felt strange. Like they weren’t completely right. Like they weren’t completely wrong either.

Dawson didn’t move.

I forced a breath. “I’m not a boy, either.”

There it was. The truth.

The thing I hadn’t wanted to say. The thing I hadn’t even wanted to think.

I let out a laugh, sharp and tired. “And I have no idea what that makes me.”

The wind rustled the trees. My chest rose and fell, my hands trembling where they gripped the railing.

I expected him to scoff. To tell me I was nothing.

But when he finally spoke, his voice was softer.

“Then let’s figure it out.”

I looked at him.

Dawson wasn’t angry.

He wasn’t disgusted.

He just looked at me.

And for the first time in my life, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to run.

Dawson stepped closer. Not cautiously, not like I was some fragile thing about to break—just closer.

I didn’t move.

His voice was steady. “The Queen and King’s real child…” He exhaled, like he’d been holding onto this for too long. “Was born a boy.”

My breath stopped.

I felt it before I could even process it—the way my heartbeat slammed against my ribs, the way the blood rushed to my head.

Dawson’s eyes flickered over my face, watching every reaction.

I shook my head. “No.”

“The snowflake birthmark,” he said quietly. “Only a few of us know about it.”

I gripped the railing behind me like it was the only thing keeping me upright. “You mean... no, this can’t be.”

He stepped even closer, his voice lower now, like saying it any louder would split the world in half.

“You are the lost princess.”

The words hit.

[image: Mage media]

I let out a sharp laugh. “No. I—” My chest ached. “This was a con. I was never supposed to be real.”

His hand lifted—slow, careful—but he didn’t touch me. Not yet.

“You are,” he murmured.

I shook my head.

This wasn’t happening.

I had spent my life pretending. Playing roles, slipping through cracks. I had worn a hundred different faces, stolen a hundred different names.

This one was supposed to be just another.

But the way Dawson was looking at me—

Like he had known from the start.

Like he had been waiting for me to catch up.

“I don’t know who I am,” I whispered.

He tilted his head. “Then let me remind you.”

Then his fingers cupped my face.

I froze.

His thumb brushed over my cheek, slow, deliberate. I should have pulled away, should have said something, but all I could do was stare at him, my breath trapped somewhere between denial and something worse.

He was going to kiss me.

I saw it in his eyes before he even moved.

And I—

I let him.

His lips pressed against mine.

Soft. Certain. Unshakable.

I tensed, my hands clenching, my chest too tight.

Because this was real.

Not a scam. Not a trick.

Real.

And I was terrified.

His fingers curled at my jaw, like he could feel me wanting to pull away, like he was telling me he wasn’t going anywhere.

I should have left.

I should have shoved him back.

But instead—

I melted.

Just a little.

Just enough to let my fingers grip the front of his coat.

Just enough to let the kiss pull me under.

Dawson exhaled against my lips, like he had been waiting for this.

Maybe I had too.

Maybe that was the worst part of all.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE PALACE felt different at night. Quieter. Heavier. Or maybe that was just me, walking beside Dawson as he led me through the dimly lit halls.

I was still reeling from what had happened. From him. From the kiss I hadn’t been able to pull away from. From the fact that everything I thought I knew about myself had been ripped apart and rearranged.

And now?

Now I was going to see the Queen.

He hadn’t explained much, just that she needed to see me now. That this couldn’t wait. That the time for pretending was over.

I wasn’t sure if that terrified me or relieved me.

Dawson stopped in front of a set of heavy oak doors and knocked.

A muffled voice answered from inside. “Come in.”

He pushed the doors open, and suddenly, I was face to face with the most powerful woman in the kingdom.

The Queen sat in a chair near the fire, dressed in a nightgown of deep sapphire blue, her long silver-streaked hair falling loose over her shoulders. She was older than I had expected, but there was nothing soft about her.

Her eyes—cold, calculating—landed on me immediately.

Dawson stepped aside. “Your Majesty,” he said. “This is Andrea.”

Silence.

Then, slowly, the Queen rose from her chair.
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“Come closer,” she murmured.

I swallowed and stepped forward.

She didn’t hesitate. Her hands reached for my shoulder, pulling back the fabric of my dress.

I tensed.

Then I felt her fingers brush over my birthmark. The snowflake shape. The thing that had led me to her room.

A sharp inhale. Her grip trembled against my skin. I didn’t know what I expected. More coldness. More distance. Not this. Not—emotion.

She pulled back, pressing a hand against her mouth. Her eyes shined.

Then she turned, inhaling deeply. Steadying herself.

I shifted awkwardly. “What’s the big deal about my birthmark?”

The Queen let out a breath—half a laugh, half something else.

Then she looked at me. “We were never searching for a princess.”

The room tilted.

I frowned. “Then why—”

“Because it was the only way to ensure no one lied.”

I blinked.

She stepped closer, lowering her voice. “We have had imposters before. Girls who came with fake stories, fake documents, fake families.” She exhaled. “We spread the news that we were looking for a lost princess—not a prince—because the real child is a boy and only the royal family would know the truth.”

Something cold swept through me.

She had never been looking for them. She had been looking for me.

I took a step back, shaking my head. “What a way to conduct a search.”

She didn’t move. “So, tell me about yourself, where you came from, how you grew up.”

I clenched my jaw.

“You have a family name, but no history,” she continued. “Your voice is polished, but your hands are rough.”

Her eyes searched mine.

“Tell me, Andrea,” she said softly. “Where is your family?”

I opened my mouth—then closed it.

I didn’t know.

I had never known.

The earliest memory I had was waking up in an orphanage at seven years old. No family, no past.

Just me.

I inhaled slowly. “I remember a carriage.”

Dawson stiffened beside me.

The Queen’s breath hitched.

I swallowed. “I was thrown from it.”

The fire crackled. My pulse hammered.

The Queen’s voice came out tight. “That night—”

She stopped. Collected herself.

Then she began.

“Eighteen years ago,” she murmured, “my husband and I had a child.”

Her fingers tightened into fists.

“My sister—my own blood—was furious. She believed the throne should have been hers, that my family had stolen it.” Her gaze darkened. “So she did the unthinkable.”

I felt my chest tighten.

“She stole you.”

The room blurred.

I grabbed the back of a chair for balance.

Kidnapped. Stolen. Thrown from a carriage like trash.

It made sense in a way that I didn’t want it to.

The Queen inhaled sharply, shaking her head. “We searched for you. For years. But the trail went cold.”

I felt my hands shaking.

She took a slow, careful step forward. “And now—”

Her eyes filled with something raw.

“Now, here you are.”

I let out a weak laugh. “Yes,” I murmured. “Here I am.”

And for the first time since I had walked into this palace, I wasn’t pretending anymore.

“Can you give me a hug?” she requested. I wanted to reciprocate her tears but I couldn’t. I’d gotten so used to being an orphan and had given up dreams of someday belonging to a family. Dawson noticed my awkwardness and pulled me from the Queen’s chambers so I could fully process what had just happened.

The halls were dim, empty, the only sound our footsteps echoing against the marble. My head was spinning, my body too light, too heavy all at once.

I was the lost heir.

I wasn’t just playing this role anymore.

It was mine.
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I barely noticed when we stopped, barely registered the fact that Dawson had led me onto a private balcony, the night air crisp against my skin.

Then he turned to me.

And I felt it.

The shift. The weight of whatever this was between us.

He exhaled, rubbing a hand over his jaw. “I should’ve told you sooner.”

I blinked. “Told me what?”

He let out a rough laugh, shaking his head. “That I knew.”

Something cold pressed against my ribs. “You knew?”

He lifted his gaze, and I saw it—the truth sitting heavy behind his eyes.

“The first time I saw your birthmark,” he admitted. “I knew.”

My stomach dropped.

I took a step back, gripping the stone railing behind me. “You—” I let out a hollow laugh. “You’ve been training me, watching me, testing me—”

He didn’t deny it.

I scoffed. “Was that your plan? To trap me into this?”

His jaw tensed. “I wanted you to see it for yourself.”

I shook my head. “That’s not—”

“Think about it, Andrea,” he cut in. His voice was rough now, strained. “You look like her. You may not speak like her but you definitely moved like her. Every time the Queen told those stories tonight, I saw it in your face—your existence painted her words so vividly.”

I clenched my jaw, my pulse too fast, too loud.

“I trained you because I needed you to understand what you are,” he said. “Not a con artist. Not some imposter.” His voice dropped lower. “But the real thing.”

My breath caught.

I wanted to argue. I wanted to tell him he was wrong.

But I couldn’t.

Because deep down, I had felt it too.

He stepped closer, his voice softer now. “You are the lost princess.”

I swallowed, my hands tightening into fists. “I don’t even know if I want that.”

His expression didn’t change. “That’s up to you.”

Silence.

Then, his gaze flicked to my lips.

And I felt it before it happened.

The second he moved, I should have stopped him.

But I didn’t.

Because when Dawson kissed me, I let him.

His lips were warm, certain, pulling me in before I could even think to push him away.

I tensed—just for a second.

Then his hand came up, tilting my jaw, deepening the kiss like he had been waiting for this.

And I—

I melted.

I hated how easy it was.

How natural.

Like I had always been waiting too.

His fingers curled against my waist, pulling me closer.

My heart slammed against my ribs.

I shouldn’t have wanted this.

Not when everything was still falling apart.

But here, in the quiet of the night, it didn’t matter.

Because for once in my life, I wasn’t running.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS had passed, and I still hadn’t answered the Queen’s question. She had asked me if I wanted to live as a boy or a girl so they could start making some announcements.

The weight of it had been pressing against my ribs since the moment the words left her lips. No one had ever asked me that before.

I had spent my life slipping into whatever role was needed. Con artist. Street rat. A nobody trying to claw their way into something better.

But this wasn’t a role.

This was me.

And for the first time, I had to decide what that meant.

The air in the palace felt thicker that morning, too many eyes on me at all times, too many whispers behind silk-covered mouths. So I did what I always did when things felt too much.

I found Milo.

The gardens were quieter this time of day. I spotted him before he saw me, perched on the edge of the gazebo, tossing a stolen apple in the air.

He grinned when I approached. “You look like you’re about to confess a crime.”

I scoffed. “Not this time.”

I sat beside him, smoothing the fabric of my dress. He didn’t say anything, just waited, like he knew I was dragging this out.

I swallowed.

I didn’t know why it was so hard to say.

He nudged me. “Spit it out.”

I exhaled sharply. “The Queen asked me if I wanted to live as a boy or a girl.”

He stopped tossing the apple.

I didn’t look at him. “I told her I wanted to be a princess.”

The words hung there.

I braced myself. I didn’t know for what—laughter, teasing, maybe even disappointment.
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But he just let out a soft breath. “Okay.”

I frowned, finally turning to him. “That’s it?”

He huffed a laugh. “What, did you think I’d argue?”

I hesitated. “I don’t know. Maybe?”

He tossed the apple over his shoulder. “Andy. When we were kids, you used to beg me to play house with you.”

I scoffed. “No, I didn’t.”

“Yes, you did. And you always made me play the dad.”

I let out a small groan, burying my face in my hands. “That’s not the same.”

“Really? Because I remember you stuffing a pillow under your shirt and pretending to be pregnant.”

I smacked his arm. “Shut up.”

He laughed but pulled me into a quick hug. I stiffened for a second before melting into it.

He didn’t do sentimental, not really. But right now? This was enough.

“You were always the princess,” he said against my hair. “It just took you a while to realize it.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat and held on a little longer.

The next day, the palace was alive with movement.

Servants rushed through the halls, nobles filled the grand chamber, and the banners of Sevigny were draped across every balcony, the royal crest embroidered in gold.

The King and Queen were officially announcing me as the lost heir.

I had barely slept. Not because I was scared—though maybe I should have been—but because something in me had finally settled.

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t faking my place somewhere.

I was choosing it.

Dawson found me in the dressing chambers, his gaze sweeping over me as I adjusted the tiara atop my head.

He didn’t say anything for a moment.

Then—

“You look like you were always meant to wear that.”

I huffed, glancing at him in the mirror. “That almost sounded like a compliment.”

He smirked. “It was.”

The trumpets sounded from outside, signaling that it was time.

He offered his arm. I hesitated. Then, slowly, I placed my fingers over his.

The walk to the balcony was a blur. The grand doors opened, revealing thousands gathered in the courtyard, all waiting to see the lost princess of Sevigny.

The Queen stood beside me, her voice steady as she addressed the kingdom.

“After eighteen years of searching,” she announced, “my daughter has returned.”

The cheers were deafening.

I swallowed, fingers tightening over the railing.

The Queen turned to me, eyes shining, and for once, I saw it.

She wasn’t just giving this kingdom an heir.

She was getting her child back.

Then, just like that, it was done.

I was no longer Andrea Jackson.

I was Princess Andrea of Sevigny.

The celebration stretched into the evening, food and music spilling through the halls, nobles offering endless toasts in my honor.

But I barely heard them.

Because Dawson was watching me.

And I knew what was coming.

Later, when the crowds thinned and the music faded, Dawson found me again, pulling me into one of the quieter corridors.

His face was unreadable, but his grip on my wrist was firm.

“You did it,” he said.
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I let out a soft laugh. “I guess I did.”

He didn’t smile.

He just exhaled. “Andrea.”

I swallowed.

Then he did the thing I had been waiting for and dreading.

He closed the space between us.

His hand lifted, fingers grazing my cheek, his voice lower now.

“I need you to know something.”

I inhaled sharply. “Dawson—”

“I love you.”

The words hit like a wave.

I stilled.

He searched my face, his grip tightening just slightly.

“I have loved you from the moment I saw you.”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

He was serious.

Too serious.

I wet my lips. “Do you love me as I am now?”

His brow furrowed. “What?”

I swallowed. “Or do you love who I used to be?”

Silence.

Dawson’s hand didn’t move from my face. He stared at me, something unreadable in his eyes. Then, slowly—softer this time—

He whispered, “I love you.”

Not the role. Not the scam. Me.

My breath hitched. And before I could think too hard, too fast—I kissed him first.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE KING never called us to his library unless it was something serious. Which was why I was currently gripping the fabric of my gown so tight my knuckles ached.

Dawson stood beside me, just as tense.

For three years, we had been enfianced. Three years of endless royal obligations, quiet stolen moments, and never quite knowing when or if we would actually be allowed to marry.

Because even if I was Sevigny’s princess, even if I was the rightful heir, the law was still the law.

And the law didn’t allow two men to marry.

Or—whatever I was.

Dawson had never cared. He had always seen me for what I was, who I was, without hesitation.

But the kingdom? That was a different story.
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The library doors finally opened, and one of the guards gestured for us to step inside.

I took a deep breath and entered.

The King and Queen were waiting.

Milo was there too, leaning against one of the bookshelves far too casually for how nerve-wracking this was supposed to be.

And beside him—

Genevieve.

I stopped short.

She smirked like she knew exactly why.

Milo threw an arm around her shoulders. “Surprise,” he said dryly. “Turns out she’s not the worst person alive.”

Genevieve hummed. “High praise.”

I blinked. “Wait—you two—?”

The Queen let out a soft laugh. “They bicker like an old married couple, so we figured they might as well become one.”

Milo grinned. “Guess I’ve got a thing for difficult women.”

Genevieve elbowed him. “You have a thing for me.”

Dawson sighed. “Gods help us all.”

The King cleared his throat, and all teasing immediately stopped.

I straightened.

Because this was it. The real reason we were here.

The King’s expression was unreadable, but his eyes flicked between Dawson and me.

Then, after a long pause, he finally spoke.

“For three years, we have watched the two of you lead together,” he said. “We have seen your strength. Your loyalty. And the love you share.”

My breath caught.

Dawson’s fingers brushed against mine.

The King exhaled, nodding once. “And that is why, as of today, Sevigny will recognize same-sex marriage under the law.”

The room went still.

I stared at him.

My chest tightened, then loosened, then tightened again.

Because this was—

This was happening.

The Queen’s smile was soft. “And that means, my dear, that you are finally free to marry the man you love.”
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I let out a sharp sigh.

Milo whooped, throwing both arms around Genevieve before spinning her dramatically in a circle.

She shrieked. “Put me down, you idiot—”

Dawson was still frozen.

I turned to him fully, my heart hammering.

Then, before I could even think—

He pulled me into the hardest, most desperate kiss of my life.

I grinned against his lips, laughing when he refused to let go.

Somewhere in the background, Milo was making gagging noises.

Genevieve muttered, “Unbelievable.”

The Queen just sighed fondly. “Oh, let them have this.”

Dawson finally pulled back just enough to rest his forehead against mine.

His voice was low. Rough. Full of something unshakable.

“Marry me,” he whispered.

I let out another laugh—lighter than air.

I had waited years to say this.

“Yes.”

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Boy Becomes Princess? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.
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“Along with the Estrogen and Anti-androgen, I took EVERYTHING, including the Risk of Falling in Love.”

It contains over 43,000 indelible words that will open your eyes to the possibility that transformation can lead to Happily Ever After. It is a brave story of a nurse who got kicked out of the house for wearing a dress and eventually meets an arrogant yet oh-so-charming doctor who will not only steal her parking slot, but also her heart.

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Sweet Femboys


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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"Not because you paid my debt off means I’ll be your maid. In case you hadn’t noticed, I’m a guy."

I was broke. A failing poet. One wrong move away from getting my teeth knocked in by debt collectors. So when Reginald Sterling III, a cold, insufferable aristocrat, saved me from my fate, I thought he was offering a way out.

Instead, he gave me a maid’s uniform.

At first, it was just a job. Just a way to survive. But the longer I lived under Sterling Manor’s glittering chandeliers, the more the disguise stopped feeling like a disguise.

Now, I’m gone. A new life, a new name, someone who’s unsure what to do.

Read Boy Becomes Maid

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Boy Becomes Princess.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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