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Introduction
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“Wait, what!? Me as a princess!? But I’m a man!”

Note: This is a graphic novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

It wasn’t exactly a lovely day to go scuba diving, but it was the perfect day to be washed away and be rescued by a hunky prince.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains straight transgender, feminization, transgender 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 DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

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 alabaster 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 Island Princess: Feminized and Crowned by a Hunky Native.


Free Vip Mailing List
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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
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I stepped off the plane in Sabah, my heart pounding with excitement. The warm tropical air enveloped me like a comforting hug as I grabbed my luggage and made my way to the exit. I couldn't believe I was finally here, ready to scuba dive and explore the rich culture of this amazing place.

My eyes scanned the bustling airport, taking in the vibrant colors and the delicious scent of local cuisine wafting through the air. I felt a rush of adrenaline as I thought about the adventure ahead.

After a short taxi ride, I arrived at the bed and breakfast where I'd be staying. The small, quaint building was surrounded by lush greenery, and I could hear the distant sound of the ocean waves crashing against the shore.

My excitement was briefly overshadowed by the realization that my room was much smaller than I'd anticipated. It was a cramped space with no heat in the shower, which was a significant downgrade from what I was used to back in the US.

I sighed as I unpacked my things, the sound of the cheap plastic hangers clattering in the tiny closet grating on my nerves. The bed seemed comfortable enough, but the thought of showering in the chilly water sent a shiver down my spine. I was determined not to let these minor inconveniences dampen my spirits, but I couldn't help feeling a little let down.

Deciding to address the issue, I went to the front desk to speak with the staff about the room. My footsteps echoed through the narrow hallway as I approached, the worn wooden floorboards creaking under my weight.

The friendly woman behind the desk greeted me with a warm smile, her eyes filled with genuine concern when I explained my dissatisfaction with the accommodations.

"I'm so sorry, Mr. Voss," she apologized, her fingers tapping away at the computer keyboard in search of a solution.

"Unfortunately, we are fully booked at the moment, and we don't have any other rooms available."

My heart sank, and I could feel the frustration building inside me. I didn't want to be difficult, but I also couldn't imagine spending my entire trip in such an uncomfortable space.

After a moment of internal debate, I reluctantly agreed to stay in the small room and pay the full price. I knew I didn't have any other options, and the last thing I wanted to do was waste precious time trying to find a new place to stay.

Feeling defeated, I returned to my room and pulled out my phone, hoping to vent my frustrations to my friends back home. I dialed their numbers, only to be met with the infuriating sound of a poor connection. I groaned, my fingers gripping the phone tightly as I tried again and again to get through.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I managed to connect with one of my friends.

"Hey, it's Tyler," I said, my voice tinged with irritation.

"You won't believe the room I got stuck with at this BnB. It's tiny, and there's no heat in the shower!"

My friend listened sympathetically as I ranted, offering words of comfort and encouragement. It felt good to share my frustrations, even if the spotty signal made it difficult to maintain a steady conversation. Eventually, we said our goodbyes, and I hung up the phone, feeling a little better.

I knew I couldn't let these setbacks ruin my trip, so I decided to focus on the positives. After all, I was here to scuba dive and explore the local culture, not to dwell on my accommodations. With renewed determination, I set out to make the most of my time in Sabah.

I hoisted my backpack onto my shoulders, the straps digging into my skin as I began my walk towards the scuba diving site. The path was lined with lush green foliage, the air thick with the scent of damp earth and blossoming flowers. The sound of the ocean waves grew louder as I neared the shore, the anticipation building inside me with every step.

Just as I reached the beach, dark clouds began to gather overhead. Without warning, a torrential downpour erupted from the sky, drenching me in seconds.
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The wind howled around me, whipping my hair into my face and stinging my skin with sharp, cold droplets of rain. I squinted through the rain, watching as the once calm ocean transformed into a churning, frothy mass.

Despite the terrible weather, the water still looked incredibly inviting. I knew it was risky to dive in such conditions, but the thought of exploring the underwater world was too alluring to resist. I quickly changed into my gear, the cold rain making my fingers numb as I fumbled with the straps and zippers.

Finally, I was ready to dive. I stepped into the surf, the waves crashing around me as I made my way deeper into the water. The cold liquid seeped into my wetsuit, making me shiver involuntarily. Despite the chill, I was filled with excitement and anticipation.

I took a deep breath and plunged beneath the surface. The world around me immediately transformed, the cacophony of the storm replaced by the muted, soothing sounds of the ocean. The water was surprisingly clear, allowing me to see the vibrant, colorful coral formations that surrounded me.

The feeling of weightlessness enveloped me as I swam deeper, the pressure in my ears intensifying as I descended. I marveled at the breathtaking array of sea creatures that danced around me, their vibrant colors and unique shapes a testament to the diversity of life beneath the waves. I saw schools of fish darting through the coral, their scales shimmering with iridescent hues as they moved in unison.

As I continued to explore, I encountered even more incredible sights. An enormous sea turtle glided gracefully through the water, its ancient eyes watching me curiously as I swam alongside it. A curious octopus reached out its tentacles, its suckers brushing against my hand as it inspected me with its large, intelligent eyes.

The thrill of discovery pulsed through me, and I was in awe of the magnificent world that lay hidden beneath the ocean's surface. My senses were filled with the taste of saltwater on my lips, the cool sensation of water against my skin, and the sights and sounds of the underwater world.

Suddenly, a powerful current surged around me, pulling me away from the reef and out into the open ocean. Panic gripped me as I fought against the relentless force, my lungs burning as I struggled to breathe. The world around me spun out of control, and I could feel myself losing consciousness.

As my vision blurred and darkness began to close in, I thought of all the incredible experiences I'd had on this trip. The excitement of arriving in Sabah, the frustration of my cramped room and cold showers, the camaraderie with my friends back home despite the poor signal, and finally, the unparalleled beauty of the underwater world I had been so eager to explore.

It all seemed so distant now, fading away as the current dragged me further and further from the shore. My body felt heavy, and my limbs refused to respond as I tried to fight against the current. My eyes began to close, and I could feel myself slipping away into the dark abyss.


Chapter 2
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My eyes fluttered open, the world slowly coming back into focus as I regained consciousness. Hovering above me was a handsome, muscular man with an expression of awe and concern etched across his face.
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My head throbbed, and my memory was hazy, but I could feel the lingering terror of being swept away by the current.

"Where... where am I?" I croaked, my voice barely audible.

"Shh, shh," the man replied softly, his voice soothing and warm. He scooped me up into his strong arms, cradling me as if I were weightless.
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The feeling of security was short-lived, however, as I was suddenly overwhelmed by the events that had led me to this point. My vision swam, and before I could say anything else, I slipped back into unconsciousness.

When I awoke again, I found myself in a room unlike any I had ever seen before. The walls were made of intricately carved wood, and the air was filled with the scent of exotic spices and fragrant flowers. The room seemed to be inspired by ancient royal huts, giving it a sense of grandeur and majesty.

Two topless native women entered the room, their long black hair cascading down their backs and covering their breasts. They wore flowing silk skirts that swirled around their ankles as they moved. I tried to speak to them, but my words were met with confusion. It quickly became clear that we did not share a common language.
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As I struggled to communicate, the muscular man reappeared. He was now dressed in luxurious silk garments and adorned with an impressive array of gold jewelry. His presence seemed to command attention, and I couldn't help but be drawn to him. Without a word, he left the room, leaving me feeling even more perplexed by my surroundings.

The women gestured to two men who entered the room carrying a wooden mobile bed. They carefully lifted me onto the platform, their strong arms supporting my weight with ease. With great care, they carried me out of the room and into another hut, where I was presented with a sight that took my breath away.

The room was filled with an assortment of stones, salts, and herbs, their fragrances mingling in the air to create a heady, intoxicating scent.

A large, ornate bathtub stood in the center of the space, filled with steaming water that beckoned me with its promise of relaxation and rejuvenation.

I couldn't make sense of what was happening, but I was too weak and disoriented to protest as the native women gently guided me into the bath.

The water was warm and soothing, and I could feel my tense muscles begin to relax as the blend of salts and herbs worked their magic on my battered body.

The women tended to me with great care, using smooth stones to massage my aching limbs and applying fragrant oils to my skin. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to be carried away by the sensations, my mind drifting through a haze of confusion and wonder.

As I lay there, soaking in the luxurious bath, I tried to piece together the events that had led me to this strange and enchanting place. The memory of the storm and the powerful current that had nearly claimed my life still haunted me, but the details were blurry and elusive.

Hours seemed to pass as the women continued their ministrations, my body gradually growing stronger and more revitalized with each passing moment. The sweet scent of the oils and the warm embrace of the water lulled me into a state of blissful contentment, making it difficult to focus on anything but the sensations that enveloped me.

Eventually, the bath came to an end, and I was carefully lifted from the tub by the strong, capable hands of the native women.

The men gently carried me on the mobile bed to another room, this one filled with an array of exquisite garments. The opulent fabrics seemed to shimmer in the soft candlelight, their rich hues and intricate patterns reflecting the grandeur of the surroundings.

As we entered the room, the native women followed, their eyes sparkling with anticipation. They helped me sit up on the bed and began the process of applying what appeared to be makeup to my face. I felt the delicate brushes sweep across my skin, leaving a dusting of powder in their wake.

The women expertly blended various shades and textures, skillfully enhancing my features while maintaining a natural, ethereal appearance.

As they worked, the women chatted and giggled amongst themselves, their laughter light and musical. I couldn't understand their words, but their excitement was palpable, and I couldn't help but be drawn into their enthusiasm.

The process continued, with the women applying a hint of blush to my cheeks and a subtle, shimmering eyeshadow made from what seemed like ground herbs and rocks that made my eyes appear larger and more luminous.

Next, they carefully painted my lips with a rich, velvety color, the smooth texture of the cream gliding effortlessly across my mouth. I could taste the sweet, floral notes of the cosmetic, and the scent of the makeup was intoxicating, a blend of exotic flowers and earthy undertones.

The women then turned their attention to my wardrobe, selecting a beautiful dress from the assortment of garments. The fabric was a luxurious silk, its deep, saturated color reminiscent of a tropical sunset. The dress was adorned with intricate embroidery and embellishments, each detail painstakingly crafted to create a stunning masterpiece of design.

As they dressed me, I marveled at the sensation of the fine fabric against my skin, the silky smoothness caressing my body with every movement. The gown fit perfectly, as if it had been tailored specifically for me, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe at the craftsmanship and artistry that had gone into its creation.

Once I was fully clothed, the women began the final phase of their transformation, carefully placing a long, black wig on my head. The strands of hair felt soft and silky as they cascaded down my back, the weight of the tresses a comforting presence that seemed to ground me in this surreal experience.

When everything was complete, the women led me to a mirror, their faces eager and expectant as they revealed the results of their work.
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I stared at my reflection in disbelief, hardly recognizing the person who gazed back at me. The makeup, dress, and wig had transformed me into a stunning vision, making me appear almost like one of the native women themselves.

My initial shock was quickly replaced by a sense of unease, as I began to wonder if this elaborate transformation was some kind of joke or prank. My eyes darted nervously around the room, seeking some indication of the true purpose behind these strange events. The large, muscular men who had carried me here looked stern and imposing, their presence a silent reminder that I was in a foreign and potentially dangerous situation.

As I grappled with my thoughts, trying to make sense of the whirlwind of emotions and experiences that had led me to this point, I became acutely aware of my vulnerability.

I was a stranger in a strange land, my fate seemingly resting in the hands of these mysterious people who had taken me in and transformed me into one of their own.

I knew that I had no choice but to trust in their intentions and hope that they meant me no harm. It was a terrifying prospect, but it was also strangely exhilarating, the unknown nature of my situation adding an element of danger and excitement that I couldn't deny.

Soon after, the men carried me into another hut, this one resembling a dining room with a large, communal table set up in the center. A massive banana leaf served as a makeshift tablecloth, its vibrant green surface covered in a mouthwatering array of dishes.

The people gathered around the table were all dressed in luxurious silk clothing, their attire reflecting the same level of opulence and sophistication as my own.

Among the diners were four imposing, muscular men, and a young boy who appeared to be around 11 years old. I was guided to sit next to the boy, and as I did so, the women who had accompanied me scolded me for sitting on the floor in a masculine manner.

With gentle but firm guidance, they showed me how to sit like a woman, the unfamiliar posture feeling both strange and oddly graceful.

To my astonishment, the boy turned to me and spoke in perfect English.
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"Hello, I'm Maliksi," he said, a friendly smile lighting up his face. I could hardly contain my shock at hearing my native language, and I eagerly responded, "Hi Maliksi, I'm Tyler."

The boy seemed surprised by my name, his brow furrowing as he asked, "Why do you have a male name if you're a woman?" I hesitated, unsure how to respond without revealing the bizarre circumstances of my arrival in this place. Deciding to avoid the topic for the time being, I simply smiled and said, "It's a long story."

Maliksi went on to explain that he was a prince of the tribe, and that they were the last monarchy in Palawan, Philippines. He told me that he was the only member of the tribe who spoke English, as it had only recently been introduced to them through the arrival of books from the outside world.

As we spoke, the man who had saved me, Malaya, entered the room. Maliksi introduced him as his father, the crown prince, and the last prince of the tribe. He shared that his mother had died at a young age, and his father had been searching for a wife but had yet to fall in love with anyone he met.

The dining room fell silent as Malaya approached the table, his regal presence commanding the attention of everyone present. He took a seat at the head of the table, and the meal began.

As I took my first bite, my senses were overwhelmed by the complexity of flavors—the creamy sweetness of the coconut milk, the heat of the spices, and the freshness of the vegetables, all melding together in perfect harmony. I couldn't help but moan in appreciation, much to the delight of Maliksi and the others around the table.

"This is amazing, Maliksi!" I exclaimed, unable to contain my excitement.

"What's this dish called?"

His eyes lit up as he replied, "This is our traditional chicken adobo sa gata. It's a classic Palawan dish made with coconut milk. I'm glad you like it!"

As we continued to eat, he introduced the next dish, a steaming plate of fragrant rice topped with succulent slices of marinated pork and garnished with crisp, fresh vegetables.

"This one is called lechon kawali," he said with a smile.

"It's a favorite among our people."

I eagerly took a bite of the tender, flavorful pork and marveled at the contrast between the rich, savory meat and the refreshing crunch of the vegetables.

"This is incredible, Maliksi! I've never tasted anything like it!"

He beamed with pride, clearly pleased with my reaction to their traditional cuisine.

"I'm so glad you're enjoying our food, Tyler. It's an honor to share our culture with you."

As we continued to feast, the women brought out yet another dish—this one, a fragrant, spicy seafood stew, brimming with plump shrimp, tender fish, and succulent shellfish.

"This is sinigang na isda," he explained, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

"It's made with tamarind to give it a tangy, sour flavor. I hope you like it!"

I took a spoonful of the rich, flavorful broth and was immediately struck by the harmonious blend of sour, salty, and spicy flavors. "This is so unique! I've never had anything quite like it before. The flavors are so bold and vibrant!"

He smiled warmly, clearly pleased by my enthusiasm.

"I'm so happy you're enjoying it, Tyler. Sharing our food with you is a special experience for all of us."

As the meal continued, the women brought out the fourth dish, one that seemed to elicit a mix of excitement and apprehension from everyone around the table. It was a small, unassuming-looking egg, but there was something about it that made me feel slightly uneasy.

"This is called balut," he said hesitantly, noting my apprehension.

"It's a fertilized duck egg that's been boiled and eaten in its shell. It's a delicacy in our culture."

As I cracked open the egg and peered inside, I couldn't help but feel a wave of queasiness wash over me. The partially developed duck embryo stared back at me, its tiny features visible through the translucent membrane. I swallowed hard, trying to muster the courage to take a bite.

Despite my reservations, I decided to give it a try, not wanting to offend my gracious hosts. I scooped up a spoonful of the balut and hesitantly brought it to my lips. As I took a bite, I couldn't help but shudder, my stomach churning in protest.

A burst of laughter erupted around the table, and even Malaya couldn't suppress a smile. Noticing my reaction, Maliksi translated my response to his father, who nodded with understanding.

"I appreciate your bravery, Tyler," Maliksi relayed his father's words, his own stern demeanor momentarily softened.
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"My father says it's not every day someone is willing to try something so different from their own culture."

Embarrassed, but also feeling a sense of camaraderie with the people around the table, I smiled sheepishly.

"Well, I'm here to experience your culture, and that includes the food. I'm glad I tried it, even if it's not my favorite."

The laughter around the table continued, and I could see Malaya's eyes twinkling with amusement. Though we couldn't communicate directly, it felt as if a bond was forming between us, bridging the gap between our languages and our worlds.

As we continued to eat, the atmosphere at the table became more relaxed and jovial. The people around me shared stories and jokes, Maliksi translating the most amusing bits for my benefit. Through it all, Malaya's eyes kept returning to me, his gaze softening with each stolen glance.

I then shared stories of my travels and my experiences as a lifestyle vlogger, describing the various cultures and places I had encountered along the way. Maliksi listened and translated with rapt attention, the tribe’s eyes wide with wonder and curiosity as I painted a picture of a world he had never known.

As our conversation continued, I couldn't help but be struck by the stark contrast between our lives. Here I was, a modern-day adventurer who had traversed the globe and shared my experiences with millions of viewers online, while they had grown up in a world steeped in tradition and isolation, with no knowledge of the vast, interconnected world that lay beyond the borders of their tiny kingdom.

As we spoke, I began to realize that our experiences were not entirely dissimilar—in many ways, we were both explorers, navigating the unfamiliar and seeking to broaden our horizons.

As the evening wore on, I noticed the other men casting occasional glances in my direction, their eyes filled with a mixture of curiosity and concern. I wondered what they must be thinking, seeing me dressed and made up like a woman with a deep voice and speaking in a different language.

Were they trying to decipher the enigma I presented, or did they see something more in me, something that stirred feelings they had not yet acknowledged?


Chapter 3
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As the men carried me on the mobile bed, Malaya and Maliksi walked alongside us. Their presence was both comforting and intimidating, and I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of curiosity and apprehension about what lay ahead.

We entered another hut, this one more regal in appearance than the others. The intricate carvings and lush fabrics adorning the walls hinted at the importance of the space, and I could sense that something significant was about to happen.

Maliksi began to explain the reason for the elaborate preparations and the attention I had been receiving.

"Tyler, my father has been struck by your beauty," he said, a note of awe in his voice.

"Your golden hair and fair skin are unlike anything he's ever seen before. He believes you to be the most beautiful person he has ever laid eyes on."

I felt a flush rise in my cheeks, both flattered and uncomfortable with the attention.

"But, Maliksi," I protested, "I'm a man, not a woman. I can't be what your father wants me to be."

He nodded solemnly, clearly understanding my concerns.

"I know, Tyler. But my father says that, in our tribe, you are a woman. He wants you to be called Mayumi, which means 'beautiful' in our language."

He then started explaining that his father considered me as a binukot. A binukot is a traditional Filipino practice in which a young woman is secluded from society to preserve her beauty, purity, and status.

It was common among certain tribes in the Visayas region of the Philippines, particularly among the Panay Bukidnon people. The binukot was kept away from manual labor, sunlight, and even from the gaze of men, with the exception of close family members.

She was often taught traditional arts and knowledge, such as poetry, music, and epic stories. The practice has largely disappeared in modern times due to the influence of Western culture and changing societal norms.

The thought of being forced to assume a new identity, and a female one at that, was overwhelming. Yet, I couldn't deny the strong pull of the culture and the sense of obligation I felt to honor their traditions, even if they were foreign to me.

Malaya, through Maliksi, conveyed a message to me.

"Mayumi, you should rest tonight, for tomorrow you will be introduced to the tribe as an esteemed guest."

I hesitated, my heart racing with fear and uncertainty. But the thought of disobeying Malaya and potentially offending the tribe was even more frightening. I reluctantly agreed, hoping that I could somehow find a way to navigate this unfamiliar world while staying true to my own identity.

As I lay down on the luxurious bed that had been prepared for me, my mind raced with a million thoughts and questions.

What would the tribe think of me?

Would they accept me as Mayumi, or would they see through the facade?

And what would become of me once the truth of my identity was revealed?

Despite the turmoil in my mind, I could not deny the allure of the tribe's customs and the sense of belonging that came with being a part of their world. The warmth and kindness they had shown me was unlike anything I had ever experienced, and I couldn't help but feel drawn to them.

As I drifted off to sleep, I thought about Malaya's stolen glances and the gentle way he had looked at me during the meal. There was something there, a connection that went beyond language and cultural barriers.

The next morning, I awoke to the sound of birdsong and the soft rustle of leaves outside my window. Despite the uncertainty of the day ahead, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and anticipation as I prepared to meet the tribe.

However, my heart was also heavy with trepidation. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was being forced into a life that wasn't my own, and all I wanted was to go home. But before I could dwell on those thoughts for too long, the women entered my room, their faces full of excitement and anticipation.

As they began to prepare me for the day's events, they couldn't help but marvel at the color of my hair, running their fingers through the golden strands with a sense of awe. They adorned me with traditional makeup made from crushed stones and flower petals, the vibrant colors transforming my face into a work of art.

Once my makeup was complete, they dressed me in exquisite garments and draped me in gold jewelry, each piece seemingly more intricate and beautiful than the last. As I looked at my reflection, I was once again struck by the incredible transformation that had taken place.
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The men arrived to carry me outside, and as we emerged into the daylight, I caught my first glimpse of the crowd that had gathered by the shore. There were tribe members of all ages—old, young, hunky, and beautiful—and they all stared at me in awe, captivated by my appearance.

Malaya stood in front of the crowd, his regal bearing commanding their attention. He introduced me as Mayumi, the new binukot (and the only surviving one in their tribe. Maliksi translated his words for me, and I felt a mixture of pride and anxiety as the tribe's eyes remained fixed on me.

The celebration began with a series of dances, each one a mesmerizing display of grace and skill. The tribe members moved in perfect harmony, their bodies telling the stories of their ancestors and their connection to the land. I watched, captivated by the beauty of their movements and the sense of unity that permeated the air.

As the dances continued, offerings were made to the gods, each one a symbol of the tribe's gratitude and devotion. I couldn't help but feel humbled by the reverence with which they approached their traditions, and I began to understand the importance of the role I was being asked to play.
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Throughout the morning, I was treated like royalty, each gesture and act of kindness reinforcing my status as the tribe's esteemed guest.

I was fed the finest foods, my every need attended to with care and devotion. And, despite my initial misgivings, I found myself enjoying the attention and the sense of belonging it provided.

They had welcomed me into their world with open arms, asking nothing in return but my willingness to embrace their traditions and become a part of their community.

Suddenly, there was a commotion outside. I could hear the frantic shouts of the servants, and before I knew it, they rushed into my room, swiftly covering me with a silk blanket. My heart raced as they hurriedly carried me back to my hut, and I couldn't help but wonder what was happening.

"Hey, what's going on?" I asked the servants, but they couldn't understand my questions. The confusion and fear only intensified, and I was left to ponder the situation in silence, my thoughts racing as I tried to make sense of it all.

Once we arrived at my hut, Maliksi hurried in to explain the situation.

"Mayumi, the sun is getting too hot. We covered you with the silk blanket to protect your fair complexion and purity."

I sighed with relief, realizing that it wasn't as serious as I had initially thought.

"Oh, I see. But, you know, purity isn't about skin color."

He frowned, not quite understanding my point.

"But it's important to our tribe. We must preserve your purity as a binukot."

We went back and forth, struggling to see eye to eye on this matter, given our vastly different cultural backgrounds. As our conversation continued, I could see the strain it was putting on Maliksi. He was struggling to reconcile his beliefs with what I was saying, and the conflict was clearly taking a toll on him.

"I can't... I can't do this," he said, his voice trembling. He ran out of the hut, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

I sat there, reflecting on the exchange we had just had. I felt a mixture of guilt and frustration, knowing that I had upset the young prince. I wanted to bridge the gap between our cultures, but it seemed that my attempts to do so were only causing more tension and misunderstanding.

I couldn't shake the guilt I felt from my earlier conversation with Maliksi. The weight of my words and their impact on him weighed heavily on my heart. I knew I had to apologize, and I couldn't wait any longer.

Determined to make amends, I pushed myself up from the floor and headed for the door. But as I was about to step outside, my foot hovering just above the soil, Malaya appeared seemingly out of nowhere and pushed me back into the hut. Our bodies collided, and I found myself inches away from his face, my heart pounding even harder than before.

“What the!” I let out.

I could see the anger in Malaya's eyes as he scolded the servants, pointing at my foot and gesturing towards the soil. Although I couldn't understand his words, it was clear he was upset that they had allowed me to come so close to tainting my purity by letting my feet touch the ground.

As we sat in the room, the intensity of our earlier collision still lingering between us, I felt compelled to share my frustrations. Even though he couldn't understand English, I couldn't keep it bottled up inside any longer.

"I'm just so frustrated, Malaya," I began, the words pouring out of me in a torrent of emotion.

"I don't understand why my feet can't touch the soil, or why I have to be treated like some delicate flower that can't handle the slightest bit of dirt. I'm not some fragile, porcelain doll. I'm a person, just like you."

My voice grew louder and more impassioned as I continued.

"And what's worse is that I hurt Maliksi because of my own confusion and stubbornness. I didn't mean to make him feel bad, but I couldn't help but express my feelings about purity and fairness. It's just so different from the world I come from, and it's hard for me to accept it without question."

As I ranted, he just sat there, nodding along as if he understood every word I was saying. In reality, he probably couldn't make sense of any of it, but his patience and attentiveness were comforting nonetheless.

When my tirade finally came to an end, he motioned for one of his servants to fetch Maliksi. I was grateful for the opportunity to apologize to the young prince, but I was also nervous about how he would react. Would he be willing to forgive me, or had I burned that bridge beyond repair?

As we waited for him to arrive, I tried to gather my thoughts and find the right words to express my remorse. I knew that I needed to be genuine and heartfelt in my apology, but I also wanted to make it clear that I was committed to learning about and embracing the tribe's customs, even if they were difficult for me to understand at times.

When he finally entered the room, I could see the apprehension in his eyes. He was clearly unsure of what to expect, and I couldn't blame him. Our last encounter had been fraught with tension and misunderstanding, and I knew it would take time to rebuild the trust between us.

"Maliksi, I just wanted to say how sorry I am for our earlier conversation," I began, my voice wavering with emotion.

"I didn't mean to hurt your feelings or disrespect your beliefs. I'm just struggling to adapt to this new way of life, and sometimes it's hard for me to keep my frustrations in check."

I could see his expression soften as he listened to my words, and I felt a flicker of hope that maybe he could find it in his heart to forgive me.
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"Please understand that I am trying my best to learn and embrace your tribe's customs," I continued.

"I know it's a process, and I might make mistakes along the way, but I promise that I'm committed to understanding and respecting your way of life."

He nodded slowly, his eyes searching mine for sincerity.

"I understand, Mayumi. It's difficult for both of us to adapt to each other's worlds. I'm willing to be patient with you, and I hope you'll be patient with me as well."

Hearing his words, I felt a wave of relief wash over me.

"Thank you, Maliksi. I promise to be more open-minded and patient moving forward."

As we sat there, the tension between us began to dissipate. It was clear that both of us wanted to find a way to bridge the gap between our cultures and build a genuine connection.


Chapter 4
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The following day, I found myself sitting cross-legged on the floor of my hut, surrounded by books and eager to learn Palawano.

Maliksi, patient and attentive, guided me through the complexities of the language, gently correcting my pronunciation and offering helpful tips to help me remember new words and phrases.

The room was filled with the smell of incense, creating a calming atmosphere as we dove into our lessons. I marveled at the intricacies of the language, the way each syllable seemed to dance on my tongue, and the musicality of each phrase.

"Okay, Mayumi, repeat after me, 'Kumusta ka?' It means 'How are you?'" he instructed, his voice soft and encouraging.

"Kumusta ka?" I echoed, trying my best to mimic his intonation.

My voice felt foreign to me, as if I were speaking through a veil of unfamiliarity. Still, I pressed on, determined to learn.

"Very good!" Maliksi beamed, and I couldn't help but smile back at him. Our lessons continued, and I found myself becoming more comfortable with the language. I was determined to communicate effectively with the tribe and to fully immerse myself in their culture.

He taught me about the intricacies of the Palawano grammar, the way words changed based on context, and how certain phrases could only be used in specific situations.

We practiced greetings and polite expressions, and I began to understand the subtle nuances of the language. I learned how to ask for directions, how to inquire about someone's well-being, and how to express my gratitude. As my vocabulary grew, so did my confidence in speaking Palawano.

During our language lessons, I couldn't help but notice the way Maliksi's eyes lit up when he spoke about his culture and his people. His passion was infectious, and I found myself falling in love with the language and the tribe, even as I struggled with the unfamiliar words and phrases.

In addition to learning the language, I also found myself being taught traditional women's hobbies by my attentive servants. As they demonstrated various skills, such as weaving and embroidery, I took the opportunity to teach them English in return.

My days were filled with the exchange of knowledge, as we shared our cultures and traditions with one another.

I sat with the women of the tribe, learning how to weave intricate patterns from the soft fibers of native plants. The feel of the fibers in my hands was both soothing and satisfying, and I marveled at the delicate beauty of the finished products. I found a deep sense of pride and accomplishment in my newfound skills, and I eagerly looked forward to each day's lesson.

Embroidery, too, was a skill I quickly embraced. The women taught me how to create stunning designs using only a needle, thread, and my own steady hand. The hours slipped away as I lost myself in the intricacies of each stitch, the rhythmic motion of the needle soothing my restless soul.

As I taught my new friends English, I found myself growing closer to them. We laughed together, shared stories, and even shed a few tears as we navigated the challenges of language and cultural barriers. In those moments, I felt a deep sense of belonging, as if I were truly a part of this unique and beautiful community.

Malaya, too, began to learn English, and I found myself growing closer to him as we struggled through the language barrier together.

Each day, he would bring me fresh fruits and meats from his hunting trips, and I couldn't help but be touched by his thoughtfulness.

We practiced English together, and although his pronunciation was far from perfect, his determination and dedication to learning my language were endearing.

We spent hours working on simple phrases, like "How are you?" and "Thank you," and I could see the pride in his eyes as he began to grasp the basics of English. As our language lessons continued, I found myself becoming more proficient in Palawano, and my conversations with Malaya grew deeper and more meaningful.

We shared our thoughts and feelings, our dreams and aspirations, and I found myself drawn to his strength, kindness, and wisdom.

Meanwhile, my days were filled with the comforting routines of traditional tribal life. I learned to weave intricate patterns with the women of the tribe, creating stunning pieces of art with my own hands.

I marveled at the delicate beauty of the embroidered designs I stitched, and I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment in my newfound skills.

The scents of the earth, the forest, and the fragrant blossoms filled the air, creating a heady, intoxicating atmosphere that I couldn't help but lose myself in.

The rich, exotic flavors of the tribe's cuisine danced on my tongue, and I found myself eagerly anticipating each meal, eager to sample new and exciting dishes.

As I grew more comfortable in my role as a binukot, I began to understand the importance of touch in the tribe's culture. I felt the warmth of the sun on my skin, the softness of the silk blankets, and the gentle caress of the breeze as it whispered through the trees.

And I couldn't deny the electricity that seemed to hum between Malaya and me whenever our fingers brushed or our eyes met across a crowded room.

I tried to keep my growing feelings for Malaya in check, reminding myself that I was an outsider in this world, and our relationship was built on a foundation of mutual respect and understanding. But as the days turned into weeks, I found it increasingly difficult to ignore the undeniable chemistry between us.

One evening, as we sat together in the soft glow of the firelight, Malaya turned to me and spoke in halting English.
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"Mayumi, I... I have feelings for you."

My breath caught in my throat, and my heart raced at his words. I knew I should be cautious, should try to protect my heart from the uncertainties of our situation. But something within me couldn't resist the pull of his gaze, the sincerity in his eyes, and the vulnerability of his confession.

As the days passed, our feelings for each other continued to grow, and I found myself longing for stolen moments alone with Malaya.

We would sit side by side, our fingers entwined, as we shared our thoughts and dreams with one another. Our conversations were punctuated by laughter and tender touches, and I couldn't help but feel that we were building something truly special between us.

Despite my growing affection for him, I was constantly reminded that I was not truly a part of this world. Besides, we were both men, would he truly be interested in me beyond the makeup and elegant clothing?

I also struggled with the expectations placed upon me as a binukot, and I longed for the freedom and independence of my former life.

In quiet moments, I would sit by the window of my hut, gazing out at the vibrant world beyond my reach. I longed to feel the warmth of the earth beneath my feet, to run through the forest, and to swim in the crystal-clear waters that surrounded the island. And yet, I knew that such desires were forbidden, that my role as a binukot required me to remain sheltered and protected.

After taking a refreshing bath, I stood in front of the mirror as my servants began touching my hair. It had been more than six months since I'd become a binukot, and my hair had grown until it reached my breasts. My once short and practical hairstyle had been replaced by a cascade of wavy, golden locks.

The servants, who had become like sisters to me over the months, complimented my hair in their newly-acquired English.

"Your hair is so beautiful, Mayumi! You don't need a wig anymore. Your natural hair is much more stunning!" they exclaimed in unison.

I couldn't help but feel a surge of happiness at their words. I had grown to love my long hair, and I was proud of how I had managed to teach my friends English. Our communication had grown stronger, and our bond had deepened.

The excitement in the room was palpable as they all agreed that it was time for me to embrace my natural beauty. However, the joy was soon tinged with sadness as the servants and warriors realized that the protocols of me being a binukot had not been followed strictly.

As a binukot, I was to be kept away from the outside world and hidden from the eyes of others, especially men. I had to be covered with blankets when I was transferred from one place to another.

As we prepared to move me back to my hut, my heart weighed heavy with the burden of my role as a binukot. I longed for the freedom to show my true self, to let my hair flow freely in the wind and to be seen by others without fear of breaking tradition.

As the servants gently draped the silk blankets over me, I felt the familiar sensation of being hidden from the world. The soft, cool fabric enveloped me, and I was momentarily lost in the darkness it created.

When I arrived at my hut, I was surprised to find Malaya waiting there, his eyes filled with anticipation. As the blankets were lifted from me, his gaze fell upon my long hair, and I could see the awe in his eyes. The sight of my natural beauty seemed to have a profound effect on him, and I felt a deep connection with him in that moment.
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"Your hair... it's beautiful, Mayumi. It makes your blue eyes sparkle even more. You look truly stunning," he whispered, his voice filled with genuine admiration.

I blushed at his words, feeling a warmth spread through my chest. To be seen and appreciated by the man I had grown to like meant more to me than I could express. But in the back of my mind, the weight of the binukot protocols and being a man still lingered.
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He reached out to gently caress my blonde locks, his touch both tender and reverent. The intimacy of the moment caused my heart to race, and I could sense a similar nervousness in him. With a nod, he asked everyone to leave the hut, giving us the privacy we both craved.

As the last person left, the atmosphere in the room shifted. The air was heavy with anticipation, and the scent of the burning incense seemed to take on a new intensity. Malaya's eyes were locked on mine, and I could feel the magnetic pull between us growing stronger.

He slowly approached me, and I felt my breath catch in my throat. As he closed the distance, my mind raced with a mixture of excitement and fear. The moment I had longed for was finally here, and yet, there was a secret I had kept from him that I could no longer ignore.

Just as he was about to kiss me, I blurted out, "I'm a man, Malaya. You know that. You were the one who rescued me."

For a moment, he paused, but then, his gaze softened, and he spoke with a conviction that took my breath away.

"I don't care what you are, Mayumi. All I know is that my heart is drawn to you, and I want to follow it."

With that, he leaned in and kissed me passionately. I was momentarily taken aback, but as his lips met mine, I found myself succumbing to the intensity of the moment. Our kiss was filled with the pent-up longing and desire we had both been holding back for so long.

As I continued relishing his warm, wet, and soft lips, our hands began to explore each other's bodies, our touches respectful and loving as I stared at his handsome and chiseled face.

The warmth of his hands on my skin sent shivers down my spine, and the taste of his lips was intoxicating. In that moment, all my fears and reservations fell away, replaced by the all-consuming power of our love.

He pulled away and started unwrapping his bahag (a loin of cloth in between his thighs covering his penis), layer-by-layer and knot-by-knot, and giving me a full view of his beefy, strong, and tall body, teasing me with his most prized jewel. Shortly after, there he was, with nothing but thick gold jewelry on and his Filipino girthy, long, hairy, and veiny cock, looking like it needed attention.

I’ve never been with a man before, but after living as Mayumi, I started swallowing the possibility of succumbing to the ultimate stereotypical feminine role. It had been months and I thought that I still had stern heterosexual thoughts, but seeing how turned on he was by the sight of me, only piqued my curiosity.

Shortly after, he started removing my silk vestments, leaving me with nothing but a long silk skirt on. Our bodies pressed together, and I could feel the steady rhythm of his heart against my chest—his hard nipples grazing mine, sending jolts all throughout my body.

I didn’t want to admit it but being led by him made me really hard and cream, at that very moment, I knew that my heterosexuality was already on life support. He slid down then cupped my chest, squeezing them together to form a cleavage as he grazed his teeth and drowned my pink nipples with his warm saliva.

“Mmm… Mayumi.”

“Ah! That feels so good, Malaya!”
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Pinning my hand, he started getting more aggressive—occasionally biting my nipples and providing me with novel sensations I’d never felt before. All I could do was cling to his head by pulling his short black hair.

The connection between us was undeniable, transcending any barriers of gender or societal expectations. We were two souls brought together by fate, and in that moment, our love was the only thing that mattered. But then, as I was about to be cradled into a romantic immersion, he started pulling my golden locks and burying my face in between his thighs—bringing me back to an erotic disposition.

I was so lost in the aroma of his testosterone and the tickling sensation that his hairy crotch provided against my skin. He started grazing my mouth with his wet mushroom head and all I wanted to do was follow his lead.

Malaya, the once chivalrous man, choked his member and slapped my face with his cock.

“Sorry, I can’t help it!” he said before impaling my mouth without a warning.

“Gwak!” I let out.

As I tried to accommodate every inch from his huge cock, I feel his body shake like he was in a deliriously delicious disposition. His precum started flowing on my tongue, letting me know that he wasn’t only delicious to look at.

Circling his head—his eyes closed in euphoria, he started thrusting in and out of my throat. Being the sweet and submissive binukot that I was, all I could do was open my mouth wide and let him enjoy what I had to offer.

Suddenly, he knelt and leaned closer with a whisper, “I want to do what the others are doing. I’ve only heard about it through gossips.”

Furrowing my brows with eyes still teary, I asked what he meant.
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“I want to put my penis inside your butthole.”

Too scared most especially that his dick wasn’t exactly built for first-timers, I pulled away.

“I—I don’t know… Malaya.”

“Mayumi… I don’t beg, I’m a prince, but please, just say yes, I don’t want to hurt you.”

Feeling like I had no choice, I started pumping the affirmative 40% within me and turned it to 51%. Not knowing what to do, I lay on the floor like a clam. But as I was contemplating things, he maneuvered my body into a dog-style position.

He parted my things like they were the red sea and burrowed his face under my skirt.

“Mmm… mmm…” he moaned.

Suddenly, I was provided with another yet novel and delectable sensation—his warm, heavy, and wet tongue, lapping on my walls of orgasmic pleasure.

“Oh!” I let out as soon as he darted in my hole—giving me a preview of what was about to cum.

“You taste so sweet, Mayumi,” he said.

Shortly after, he leaned closer and grabbed my face. He started kissing my as if his life depended on the air from my mouth. It was the most intense kiss I’ve ever experienced and I didn’t want it to stop.

I gave him full control of my body and I didn’t regret it any second of it, and I wanted him to explore me more. Never did I imagine that I’d have more fun having a man use my body than actually using my penis.

He started licking my balls—causing shivers down my spine before grazing his mushroom dick on my ass walls. Slowly, surely, gently, he inserted it—and that was when I started doubting if I did the right thing.

“Fuck!” I yelled.

He yanked my hair with utmost vigor—the one he treasured like gold as he inserted his remaining inches, letting me know what it was like to be part of the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

“Ma…yu…mi…” he said as soon as I embraced every inch of him. The pain was palpable, beating, and almost unenduring, but when he started leaning in and kissing my neck, I knew that I had to brave the sensation.

Briefly, I thought, he was now my man, and I’d do anything to make him happy. Suddenly, my patience must’ve been noticed by the harbinger of prostate pleasure as the sensations started turning from painful to pleasurable.

Too consumed and wanting to feel more, I started grinding and gyrating to check if I was hallucinating. However, I wasn’t, it really did start feeling good.

I pumped more, causing him to fill the hut with his screams and moans, letting me know that I was doing the right thing.

“Ahh! Mayumi!”

He started sinking his fingertips into my hips and pounded me like it was his first time to penetrate someone.

“It’s… so… tight!”

The faster and deeper he fucked me, the more pleasure I felt. He was drowning me in his lust and my penis seemed to have agreed. It was like magic, I wasn’t touching it but I was so hard.

“Yes! Malaya! Yes!” I cheered—causing him to growl and fuck me harder. As he continued to pouncing my ass, the world beyond our hut seemed to fade away. Time seemed to stand still as we lost ourselves in the depths of our passion, our bodies and hearts intertwining in the most intimate of ways.

The scent of our sweat, saliva, and lust filled the air, mingling with the sweet aroma of the incense and the earthy scent of the hut. Our breaths mingled, and our moans of pleasure created a symphony of passion that spoke to the depths of our connection.

As he clung harder to my hips, the soft glow of the firelight casting a warm, flickering light over our bodies, I knew that our love had reached its highest expression.

“Mayumi! Mayumi!”

“Yes! Fuck me!”
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“Finishing! Finishing! I will finishing!” he said in broken English.

I wanted to correct him but I was prostate-deep in euphoria. Suddenly, he started impaling me even harder.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

Finally, there he was, filling me with his unborn royal heirs. As his cum trailed in my orifice, my penis started leaking. We’ve created so much mess that I briefly felt bad for the servants. But then, he started leaning into me and kissing me again.

Our souls had become one, transcending the boundaries of our physical forms, and I couldn't imagine a more perfect moment.

“I… love… you…” he said—that time, in perfect diction and grammar.

“I love you too, Malaya, I didn’t know I could but I—”

Before I could start explaining, he stopped me by kissing deeply as the sounds of cicadas started drowning our orgasmic silence. In the aftermath of our passionate encounter, Malaya and I held each other close, our bodies still tingling from the intensity of our connection.

As we shared whispered words of love and devotion, I realized that our journey together was just beginning. And while the future was uncertain, I knew that our love was strong enough to conquer any obstacle that stood in our way.


Chapter 5
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As Malaya continued to caress my golden locks, the warm noontime sun filtering through the window of our hut, an unexpected commotion erupted outside.

A group of burly men approached, their skin tanned by the sun and muscles taut from years of physical labor. They wore clothing of a different style than the Palawano tribe, adorned with various shells and feathers.

As they neared, I could make out their distinct tribal markings, hinting at their affiliation with the Masakit tribe.

The leader of the group, a tall and imposing man with a chiseled jaw and piercing eyes, introduced himself as King Makisig. His voice boomed, echoing through the hut as he addressed Malaya.
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"I have come to meet the beautiful binukot with golden hair and skin as white as the moon," he declared, his gaze scanning the hut for any sign of me.

Malaya, however, remained firm in his denial.

"There is no such person here," he replied, his voice laced with defiance. But the men of the Masakit tribe were not easily swayed. They seemed skeptical, their eyes narrowing as they surveyed our home.

King Makisig then motioned to his men, who began to unload an array of gifts. Gold jewelry, intricately crafted with delicate patterns, glistened in the sunlight.

Lush fruits such as pineapples and mangoes, their vibrant colors and sweet scents filling the air, were piled alongside bags of rice. "We have brought these offerings in hopes of meeting this mysterious binukot," Makisig explained.

"If you allow us to see her, there will be even more gifts to come."

Despite the tempting array of presents, Malaya stood his ground.

"I've already told you, there is no such person here," he repeated, his voice unwavering. The tension in the room was palpable, and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I listened to the exchange.

Makisig's expression darkened, clearly unhappy with Malaya's refusal. He stared at Malaya for a few tense moments, then gestured for his men to gather their gifts.

"Very well," he said, his tone cold.

"But know this—we will not give up so easily. We are determined to find this binukot and see her beauty for ourselves."

With that, the Masakit tribe members departed, leaving Malaya and me in the aftermath of the encounter. My hands trembled as I realized the threat they posed, not only to my safety but to the stability of the Palawano tribe.

I feared that this wouldn't be the last we heard from King Makisig and his people.

As Malaya turned to me, his eyes filled with concern, I knew that we had to be cautious. The Masakit tribe's interest in me could lead to disastrous consequences, and we needed to prepare ourselves for whatever challenges lay ahead. The intensity of the situation weighed on me, and I could feel a knot forming in the pit of my stomach.

I couldn't help but ask him more about what had just transpired. The fear and curiosity gnawed at me, urging me to understand the true danger we faced.

Malaya, his face a mix of worry and determination, began to explain the true nature of King Makisig.
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"Makisig is known for enslaving beautiful women and adding them to his harem," he told me, his voice low and serious. "He cannot be trusted. He's ruthless and cunning, and will stop at nothing to get what he wants."

I felt a chill run down my spine at his words, the horrifying reality of my situation sinking in. My mind raced, imagining the terrible fate that could befall me if I were to end up in Makisig's grasp.

He looked me directly in the eyes, his gaze intense and unwavering.
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"Promise me, Mayumi, that you'll trust me to protect you. I won't let anything happen to you. I swear it," he vowed, his voice firm with conviction.

Tears welled up in my eyes, and I nodded, giving him my word. I knew that I had no choice but to rely on him and the Palawano tribe to keep me safe.

In that moment, I felt a deep gratitude for their willingness to stand by me.

It was then that we realized Maliksi had been listening to our conversation, his young face etched with concern.

"I'll protect you too, Mayumi," he declared, his voice shaking but determined. "You're like a sister to me, and I won't let anything happen to you."

Hearing Maliksi's words, I was overcome with emotion. I had grown so close to both Malaya and Maliksi during my time with the Palawano tribe, and their loyalty and devotion meant the world to me. I felt a surge of love and appreciation for the two of them, and I knew that I was truly fortunate to have them in my life.

We all embraced, the warmth of our hug a symbol of the bond we shared. In that moment, I felt a renewed sense of hope and determination. Together, we would face whatever challenges lay ahead, and I knew that I could rely on Malaya and Maliksi to stand by me every step of the way.

As we eventually broke apart, I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the trials to come. My heart still raced with fear, but it was tempered by the knowledge that I was not alone. With Malaya and Maliksi by my side, I felt as though I could face anything, even the terrifying prospect of King Makisig's pursuit.

The next day, I found myself watching the Maligaya tribe from the safety of my hut as they trained for the potential war that loomed over us. Their movements were swift and strong, a testament to their determination and skill. The air was thick with tension, and I could sense the underlying fear that gripped the tribe, despite their best efforts to remain focused and resolute.

As I watched, my heart pounding in my chest, I noticed King Makisig and his men approaching once again. This time, they carried no gifts—only an arsenal of weapons that glinted menacingly in the sunlight. Their presence was a clear threat, a show of force meant to intimidate the Maligaya tribe.
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Malaya, ever the fearless leader, did his best to ignore the menacing visitors and continue with the training session. He led his men through a series of intricate drills, demonstrating their impressive capabilities and resolve. But it was evident that the Maligaya tribe was outnumbered by Makisig's forces, and I couldn't help but feel a growing sense of dread.

Beside me, Maliksi's small frame trembled with fear as he watched the scene unfold. We exchanged nervous glances, both of us acutely aware of the danger that loomed over us. I tried to put on a brave face for his sake, but my heart raced, and my breath came in short, shallow gasps.

“They’re really evil! I hate them!” Makisig let out.

Covering his mouth, I held him to my chest.

“Shh, they might hear you.”

As the Maligaya warriors continued their training, the tension in the air grew more palpable. The members of the Masakit tribe watched with cold, calculating eyes, their weapons gleaming as they observed the display before them. It was clear that they were sizing up their potential opponents, assessing the strength and capabilities of the Maligaya warriors.

Despite the fear that gnawed at me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride as I watched Malaya and his men refuse to be intimidated by their adversaries.

Their unwavering courage in the face of such a formidable threat was awe-inspiring, and I found myself silently praying for their safety and success.

The standoff continued for what felt like hours, the oppressive weight of the situation bearing down on all of us. The sun beat down mercilessly, and I could see the sweat glistening on the brows of the Maligaya warriors as they continued their drills, refusing to back down.

Finally, with a sneer of disdain, King Makisig ordered his men to leave, their mission of intimidation seemingly complete. As they retreated, I breathed a sigh of relief, my body trembling with the release of pent-up anxiety. The threat had been temporarily abated, but I knew in my heart that this would not be the last we'd see of the Masakit tribe.

The Maligaya warriors, exhausted from the intense training session and the strain of the encounter, slowly dispersed to rest and recover. Malaya approached the hut where Maliksi and I had been watching, his face a mixture of relief and determination.

"We must prepare for the coming storm," he said, his voice resolute.

"The Masakit tribe will not rest until they have what they want, and we must be ready to face them when the time comes."

I nodded, my heart swelling with admiration for Malaya's unwavering courage and commitment to protecting his people—and me.

A week later, I found myself seated at the dining hut with Malaya and Maliksi, enjoying a loving family-like dinner. The huge banana leaves were adorned with an array of delicious dishes, all served steaming hot. The flickering light from the oil lamps cast a warm glow on our faces, and the scent of the food wafted through the air, making my stomach rumble in anticipation.

We feasted on grilled fish, tender strips of marinated pork, and an assortment of fresh vegetables, all accompanied by steaming handfuls of fragrant rice. As we ate, we laughed and talked, the bond between us growing stronger with each passing day. It felt as if I had found a new family in this strange land, and I cherished every moment we spent together.

Suddenly, the hut's entrance was pushed open with a creak, and an imposing figure stepped in. Maliksi, sensing my confusion, leaned over and whispered in my ear, "That's King Masagana, my father’s father and the leader of the Maligaya tribe."

King Masagana's eyes bore into Malaya, his expression a mixture of disappointment and anger.

"Why did you not tell me about the threat posed by the Masakit tribe?" he demanded, his voice a low growl.

Malaya bowed his head in submission, replying softly, "I thought I could handle the situation on my own, Father. I did not want to worry you."

King Masagana's gaze then fell upon me, and his stern expression softened ever so slightly as he took in my appearance.
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"So, this is the beautiful binukot with the golden hair and skin as white as the moon," he mused, his eyes filled with understanding.

"I can see why they would fight for you."

With a sigh, the king turned back to Malaya.

"I will send thirty of my warriors and one of my generals to protect you and the tribe from any further threats," he declared, his voice firm but laced with concern.

"We cannot take this situation lightly."

As he left the hut, the mood at the table shifted. The once lighthearted atmosphere had been replaced by a somber undertone, and our conversation grew more subdued. We all knew that the threat of the Masakit tribe loomed large over our heads, and the stakes were higher than ever before.

Throughout the rest of the meal, my thoughts kept drifting back to the king's words. I couldn't help but feel responsible for the trouble that had befallen the Maligaya tribe, and the weight of that guilt weighed heavily on my heart.

As we finished our meal and prepared to retire for the night, I vowed to myself that I would do everything in my power to help protect the people who had become my family in this faraway land.

That night, as the moon cast its silvery glow upon our hut, I found myself standing by the window with Malaya. The soft, gentle breeze blew through the open window, carrying the sweet scent of night-blooming flowers with it. It was a perfect moment, ripe with the possibilities of love and passion.

As we gazed at the moon and the stars, his strong, warm hand found mine, and our fingers intertwined.
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"Mayumi," he began, his voice low and tender, "I know these are difficult times, but I want you to know that I will always be by your side, no matter what."

I looked into his eyes, seeing the sincerity and love that shone there, and my heart swelled with emotion.

"Malaya, I promise that I will never leave your side either," I replied softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I will stand with you and our people, and together, we will face whatever comes our way."

He leaned in closer, our faces mere inches apart, and his breath warmed my cheek as he spoke.

"In the midst of all this chaos and uncertainty, you are the one thing that brings me peace and happiness. I never thought I would find someone like you, Mayumi. You are my moon and my stars, and I will love you until the end of time."

I felt my cheeks flush with warmth at his sweet words, and my heart raced with excitement.

"Malaya, you are my everything. Before I met you, I was lost, unsure of who I was and where I belonged. But now, I have found a home in your arms, and I will treasure that always."

Our lips met in a tender, passionate kiss, and I felt as if time itself had stopped. The world around us faded away, leaving only the two of us and the love we shared.

As we broke apart, our breaths mingling in the night air, I knew with certainty that we were bound together, our destinies intertwined, and nothing could ever tear us apart.

"I promise you, Mayumi," he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear, "that I will fight for you, for us, and for our people. I will do whatever it takes to ensure our happiness and safety, even if it means going to war."

"And I promise, Malaya," I whispered back, my voice filled with determination and love, "that I will stand beside you, supporting you in every way I can. Together, we are strong, and together, we can face any challenge that comes our way."

As the night deepened, and the stars continued to twinkle above us, we remained by the window, wrapped in each other's arms. We exchanged more sweet nothings and promises, our love for one another growing stronger with every word.

In the midst of the chaos and danger that threatened our lives, we found solace in each other's arms, and that was enough to give us hope for the future.


Chapter 6
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The next day, as I sat in my hut, weaving a beautiful tapestry with my newly-acquired skills, I could sense Maliksi growing restless beside me. He fidgeted, sighing loudly as he watched the threads intertwine under my deft fingers.

Finally, unable to contain his boredom any longer, he blurted out, "Mayumi, I'm tired of sitting here! I want to go outside and hunt for crabs!"
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I looked at him sympathetically, understanding his need for freedom and adventure, but I also knew the danger that lurked beyond the safety of our hut.
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"Maliksi, I know it's hard, but it's too dangerous for you to go outside right now. We must stay here, where it's safe," I reasoned, hoping to calm his restless spirit.

He slumped in defeat, his shoulders drooping as he acknowledged the truth in my words.

"You're right, Mayumi. It's just... I miss the fun and excitement of being outside, exploring the world."

Feeling a sudden surge of inspiration, I suggested, "Why don't you go fetch your books from your hut? We can study more English together, and that way, we can still have some fun while staying safe."

Maliksi's eyes lit up at the idea, and he quickly agreed. "Okay, Mayumi! I'll be right back with my books!" With that, he scampered off to his hut, leaving me alone to continue weaving.

As I worked, I couldn't help but glance out the window to watch the men of our tribe training in the distance. The new warriors that King Masagana had sent were now joining the exercises, their movements strong and precise as they honed their skills in preparation for the potential conflict that lay ahead.

My eyes sought out Malaya among them, and when I found him, I couldn't help but smile. There he was, his powerful body glistening with sweat as he led the training, his eyes focused and determined.

It was clear that he was wholly committed to protecting our tribe and ensuring our safety, and my heart swelled with love and pride for him.

As I watched, he glanced in my direction, and our eyes met for a brief, sweet moment. His lips curved into a tender smile, and I knew that he was thinking of me, just as I was thinking of him. It was a fleeting connection, but it was enough to fill my heart with warmth and hope.

As the sun began to dip toward the horizon, painting the sky in hues of pink and gold, a knot of worry formed in my stomach. Maliksi had not yet returned from fetching his books, and the sinking sun only served to heighten my anxiety. The longer he was gone, the more I feared that something terrible had happened to him.

Unable to sit idly by any longer, I asked one of my servants to fetch Malaya for me. She nodded, understanding the urgency of my request, and hurried away to find him.

As I paced the floor of my hut, my thoughts raced, and I was consumed with guilt. I shouldn't have suggested that Maliksi go out to retrieve his books.

What if he had been kidnapped, or worse? The weight of my decision weighed heavily on me, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I had put him in danger.

He arrived shortly after, concern etched on his face.

"Mayumi, what's wrong?" he asked, his voice steady and calming.

I couldn't meet his gaze, my eyes filling with tears.

"It's Maliksi," I choked out, my voice trembling with fear.

"He went to get his books, and he hasn't come back yet. I'm so worried, Malaya. What if something happened to him?"

His expression grew even more serious, and he immediately took charge.

"We'll find him, Mayumi. I promise you, we'll find him." He turned to the servants, barking orders for them to gather a search party.

As the men of the tribe assembled and prepared to search for Maliksi, I stood by, my heart pounding in my chest. The sounds of the gathering search party filled the air—the murmur of worried voices, the rustling of leaves as torches were lit. My senses were heightened by my fear, and every sound seemed to echo through my very soul.

With a final, reassuring squeeze of my hand, Malaya led the search party out into the darkening jungle, leaving me behind with my thoughts and my guilt. I could only stand at the window, my eyes scanning the shadows as I silently prayed for Maliksi's safe return.

Time seemed to crawl by as I waited, each minute stretching into an eternity. The sounds of the jungle outside were both comforting and ominous—the distant call of a bird, the rustle of leaves as the wind whispered through them, the gentle lapping of water on the shore. I tried to focus on these familiar sounds, but my mind kept returning to Maliksi and the danger he might be facing.

As the darkness deepened and the search continued, my fear and guilt grew stronger. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was responsible for whatever had happened to Maliksi. I should have been more cautious, more aware of the potential dangers lurking just beyond the safety of our hut. But instead, I had sent him out into the unknown, and now he was lost.

I don't know how long I stood there, my heart aching and my mind racing, but suddenly, the sound of approaching footsteps caught my attention. My heart leapt into my throat, and I strained to see through the darkness, praying that it was Maliksi, safe and sound.

As the search party returned without Maliksi, my heart dropped, and I felt as if I were standing on the edge of an abyss, consumed by darkness and despair. Malaya was not among them, having continued his search for Maliksi elsewhere, and my guilt only intensified.

The tribe members moved about, weary from their efforts, but still determined to find the missing boy. I could hear the hushed whispers and quiet sobs of the women as they consoled one another, their fear for Maliksi palpable. The air was thick with tension and worry, and it clung to me like a heavy, suffocating shroud.

I couldn't bear to remain in my hut, so I tried to step outside, but the guards and my servants stopped me before my bare feet could sink into the cool, damp earth.

“No! My lady!” One of the servants said—motioning me to sit on the steps instead.

The scent of the ocean hung heavily in the air, a mixture of earth and water that was both familiar and comforting. But it did little to ease the turmoil that churned within me.

As I sat there, covered by a sheer blanket, the sounds of the night seemed to mock me—the distant call of a bird, the rustle of leaves as the wind whispered through them, the gentle lapping of water on the shore. These sounds, once a soothing lullaby, now taunted me with their indifference to the pain that gripped my heart.

I thought of Malaya, still out there in the darkness, searching for Maliksi. I knew he wouldn't give up, not until he had found his only child. And the knowledge that my thoughtless suggestion had put them both in danger was almost too much to bear.

I wrapped my arms around myself, trying to find some comfort in the face of this overwhelming guilt. I replayed the moment I had sent Maliksi to fetch his books over and over in my mind, each time wishing I could change the outcome, take back my words, and keep him safe.

As the night wore on, the air grew colder, and I felt the chill deep in my bones. I shivered, but I couldn't bring myself to go back inside my hut, to retreat from the reality that lay before me. Instead, I stood there, my gaze fixed on the darkness, willing Maliksi and Malaya to return safely to us.

The moon climbed higher in the sky, its silvery light casting eerie shadows across the shore. My senses were heightened by my fear, and every sound seemed to echo through my very soul. I strained to hear any sign of their approach, but all I was met with was the relentless silence of the night.

As the hours passed, and my hope began to wane, I tried to imagine what life would be like without Maliksi's laughter, his boundless energy, and his infectious enthusiasm. I couldn't fathom it, and the thought brought fresh tears to my eyes.

My legs grew weak as I buried my face in my hands, my sobs wracking my body as I gave in to the crushing weight of my guilt and fear. I prayed to the spirits of the ocean, to any power that would listen, to bring Maliksi and Malaya back to me, to forgive me for my thoughtlessness, and to grant me the chance to make things right.

As the first light of dawn began to chase away the darkness, I remained there, my heart aching and my mind racing, still clinging to the fragile hope that they would return, safe and sound.

The sun was high in the sky when Malaya returned, his face etched with defeat and sadness. He gently lifted my sleeping body, carrying me inside the hut, where we lay down together, our tears mingling as we held each other. He remained strong, his arms wrapped tightly around me.
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"Mayumi, I promise you, we will find Maliksi and bring him back," he whispered, his voice full of determination.

In the afternoon, we were awakened by the sudden arrival of the Masakit tribe. They had captured Makisig and held him captive, his small body trembling with fear.

"We found this child playing with crabs on the shore," announced the leader of the Masakit warriors in the language that I have learned to speak.

"We will return him to you if you give up the binukot."

Malaya's face hardened, and he refused to give me up, his love and loyalty unwavering.

"We will never hand her over to you!"

With that, war erupted between the two tribes, a brutal and bloody battle fought with swords and knives. I could feel the ground tremble beneath me as the men fought with fierce determination.

As the Masakit tribe began to gain the advantage, I knew that the time had come for me to act. I stepped up to the window of my hut, allowing the sunlight to illuminate my hair, making it gleam like spun gold.

I could see the awe and astonishment on the faces of the Masakit tribe, and even Makisig's eyes widened in disbelief.

"Stop!" I shouted, my voice ringing clear and steady.

"If you do not release Malaya and Makisig, I will step out of this hut, tarnishing my purity by allowing my bare feet to touch the earth, rendering me useless to you."

"Mayumi, no!" Malaya cried out, but I held up a hand to silence him.

Makisig, realizing that I was prepared to follow through with my threat, reluctantly agreed to let Malaya and Makisig go.

"Release them," he ordered his men, "but take the binukot with us."
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As the Masakit tribe's men lifted me from the hut floor, I looked back one last time, my eyes meeting those of Malaya and Maliksi. The tears streamed down Maliksi's face, and I could see the pain etched in every line of Malaya's expression.

"Mayumi!" Malaya called out, his voice cracking with emotion.

"Malaya…" I whispered though I knew he couldn't hear me.

As the Masakit tribe began their journey back to their village, with me in tow, I stared back at the place that had become my home, the people who had become my family.

As the distance between us grew, my tears fell freely, my heart heavy with sorrow, but I held onto the hope that one day, I would find a way to return to them.


Chapter 7
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We reached the Masakit village by nightfall, and I couldn't help but be struck by its grandeur.
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The huts were larger and more elaborate, and even the commoners wore gold ornaments. I glimpsed this new world through the sheer fabric that covered me, a constant reminder of my status as a binukot.

As we arrived, I was led to a luxurious hut to bathe and refresh myself after the long journey. The female servants who attended me gasped when they undressed me and discovered that I had the body of a man.

Panicked whispers filled the air, and I knew it wouldn't be long before King Makisig learned the truth.

A tense silence followed as the servants left the hut, leaving me to wonder what would become of me now. Moments later, King Makisig himself entered, his expression a mixture of shock and curiosity.

He approached me cautiously, his body shuddering as his eyes took in my male form, but his gaze soon returned to my face, lingering on my delicate features and long blonde hair.

"You… you're a man?" he stammered, his voice barely concealing his astonishment.

"Yes," I replied, even if I wasn’t sure anymore—hoping to turn him off and give me back to the Maligaya village as I braced myself for his reaction.

But to my surprise, he didn't seem angry or disgusted. Instead, he studied my face for a moment before sighing and addressing the servants who had returned to the hut.

"Fine," he said, his voice firm.

"Do as I instructed. Dress her in the finest clothes and adornments befitting a binukot of her beauty. It does not matter to me whether she is a man or a woman—her face is still the most beautiful I have ever seen."

As the servants hurried to obey, I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of relief and dread. While it seemed that King Makisig was willing to accept me as I was, I knew that life in the Masakit village would be far from easy.

I would be expected to live up to the expectations of a binukot, despite my true identity. And as I was dressed in the elaborate clothing and jewelry, I couldn't help but wonder what had become of Malaya and Maliksi, and whether I would ever see them again.

Soon after, I was carried to King Makisig's royal hut, which was even more grand and opulent than the one I had been in before. Rich tapestries adorned the walls, and the scent of exotic incense filled the air. The room was bathed in the warm glow of torchlight, which cast flickering shadows over the sumptuous furnishings.

As I entered, several harem slaves greeted me flirtatiously. They were beautiful women, their bodies adorned with shimmering fabrics and glittering jewelry.

"Well, well, well," one of them said with a teasing smile, "you're the talk of the village, you know? You may have fooled everyone else, but we know you're not a real woman."

Another chimed in, "Oh, don't worry, we won't tell. It's actually quite exciting to have a man in our midst."

Before I could respond, the harem slaves began to attend to the warriors who had gathered in the royal hut. I watched in shock as they provided them with various pleasures, my heart pounding in my chest. I couldn't believe what was happening around me and felt incredibly out of place.

Makisig approached me, a lascivious grin on his face.

"Your eyes," he murmured, "they're the most beautiful shade of blue I have ever seen. Like the depths of the Pacific Ocean."

He leaned in to kiss me, but I couldn't bring myself to reciprocate. I tensed up and turned my face away, making it clear that I didn't want his advances.

His expression darkened, and he looked hurt and angry.

"So be it," he spat, before turning to his guards.

"Take her away. Put her in a prisoner's hut. If she refuses to give herself willingly, she will be treated like the captive she is."

The guards roughly grabbed me and dragged me away from the opulence of the royal hut. My heart raced, and my mind swirled with fear and confusion.

I had been thrown into this strange new world, and I desperately wished I could go back to the simpler times with Malaya and Maliksi. As I was thrown into the prisoner's hut, the door slamming shut behind me, I couldn't help but wonder if I would ever see them again.

A month had passed since I was thrown into the prisoner's hut, and my days were filled with hard labor and endless weaving. My once delicate hands had become rough and calloused from the relentless work.

I spent my evenings in solitude, often crying myself to sleep as I longed for the life I had left behind with Malaya and Maliksi.

One day, as I was absorbed in my weaving, King Makisig paid me a visit. He looked at me in astonishment, his eyes wide with disbelief.
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"How is it possible," he marveled, "that even after a month of toil, your beauty remains undiminished?"

His gaze lingered on my face before moving to my hands. He reached out and touched them gently, his face etched with sorrow.

"I'm sorry," he whispered, tears filling his eyes. "I never meant for this to happen. I have thought of nothing but you, day and night, and I don't care if you're not a woman."

At that moment, something clicked within me. I realized I could use his adoration to my advantage, and perhaps find a way to escape this wretched place. I feigned gratitude, my voice gentle and soothing.

"Thank you, King Makisig," I murmured. "Your words mean more to me than you know."

He instructed his guards to carry me to a new hut, one fit for a royal. It was the most opulent and beautiful dwelling I had ever seen.

The walls were adorned with intricate carvings and colorful tapestries, and the air was filled with the intoxicating scent of exotic flowers. My heart raced with both excitement and fear as I realized the potential power I now held.

King Makisig ensured that I was pampered and attended to in every way possible. My hands, once weathered and rough, were now massaged with fragrant oils, restoring their softness. I was adorned in the finest silks and fed the most sumptuous foods. My every desire was catered to, and I felt like a queen.

But even as I reveled in my newfound luxury, I knew that it was all a means to an end. I would use King Makisig's infatuation with me to my advantage, in the hopes that I could one day escape this gilded prison and find my way back to Malaya, Maliksi, and the life I had been so cruelly ripped away from.

As the days went on, King Makisig continued his relentless pursuit of my affection. Each night, he presented me with a new piece of exquisite jewelry, a testament to his devotion.

He would look into my eyes, and with a sincerity that almost made me believe him, he would say, "I am willing to wait for the day you are ready to share your lips with me."

One day, as I was enjoying a brief moment of solitude in the lush gardens surrounding my hut, I noticed two women observing me from a distance.

They approached me with an air of confidence and elegance that left no doubt as to their status within the tribe. Introducing themselves as Queen Marikit and her best friend, the concubine Mariwasa, they regarded me with a mixture of curiosity and disdain.
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"You may have fooled our king," Queen Marikit sneered, "but we see through your little charade. A fake woman, taking the attention of our beloved king away from us! It's preposterous."

Mariwasa chimed in, her voice dripping with venom, "Yes, and we won't let you have him. Just because you've caught his fancy doesn't mean you'll have an easy time here."
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I met their gazes evenly, refusing to be intimidated. "You have nothing to worry about," I replied firmly. "My heart belongs to Malaya, and my only desire is to find a way to return to the Maligaya village."

To my surprise, their expressions softened at my words, and a conspiratorial gleam appeared in their eyes. Queen Marikit leaned in closer, her voice barely above a whisper. "If that's what you truly want, we can help you."

Mariwasa nodded in agreement. "Yes, we have no love for Makisig, and if we can hurt him by helping you, we will."

Over the next few weeks, the two women and I devised a plan to escape the Masakit village. They would use their influence and cunning to create a diversion, allowing me to slip away unnoticed. I knew the risks were high, but the thought of returning to Malaya and Maliksi, and the life that had been stolen from me, was worth any danger I might face.

And so, with a newfound sense of determination, I prepared to leave behind the gilded cage that had become my home, fueled by the hope of reuniting with those I loved most.

A day later, Queen Marikit and Mariwasa led me to a luxurious bath chamber, adorned with glistening tiles and fragrant flower petals floating on the surface of the water. They ordered the attending servants to leave us alone, ensuring our privacy as we prepared to execute our plan.

"Now, listen carefully," Queen Marikit instructed as she began to mix a concoction of brown dye and oil in a small bowl.

"We need to make you look like a common slave so that you can slip out of the village unnoticed."

Mariwasa nodded in agreement, her eyes locked on mine.

"Yes, we'll dye your hair and skin to match the color of the other slaves. It's the only way you'll blend in."

I hesitated for a moment, but the thought of reuniting with Malaya and Maliksi strengthened my resolve. I nodded my consent, and the two women began applying the brown dye mixture to my golden hair and fair skin.

The oil felt cool and slick as they worked it into my hair, transforming my appearance with each stroke. As the dye darkened my skin, I could hardly recognize the person staring back at me in the mirror. It was both disconcerting and thrilling.

After they had finished, Queen Marikit turned her attention to my feet.

"Your purity must be protected," she said, carefully wrapping my feet in thick, soft silk cloth.

"This will keep you safe during your journey."

As the women guided me to a waiting carriage, the weight of the silk on my feet served as a constant reminder of the sacrifice I was making for my loved ones. I couldn't help but feel a mixture of apprehension and anticipation as the carriage began to move, carrying me away from the Masakit village and towards the uncertain future that awaited me.

Queen Marikit and Mariwasa exchanged knowing glances as we traveled. "Remember," Mariwasa whispered, "you must act like a slave, just look on the ground at all times even if people are talking to you. Keep your head down and be subservient. It's the only way to ensure your safety."

I nodded, steeling myself for the challenges ahead. The desire to reunite with Malaya and Maliksi burned within me, driving me forward on this perilous journey.

As we continued our journey, the carriage slowed, and I heard the approaching footsteps of the guards from the royal village. I held my breath, praying that our disguise would hold up under scrutiny.

"Open up," one of the guards commanded, and the door to the carriage swung open. I kept my head down, trying to appear as subservient as possible. The guard looked closely at me, and then at Queen Marikit and Mariwasa.

"Proceed," he grunted, apparently satisfied with our appearance. The carriage door closed, and we resumed our journey, the sound of our beating hearts drowning out the rhythmic thud of the hooves outside.

We kept our voices low as we spoke, not wanting the men carrying our carriage to overhear our conversation.

"How much longer until we're out of the Masakit village?" I whispered to Queen Marikit and Mariwasa.

Mariwasa glanced out of the small window, assessing our progress.

"It should take about three hours," she replied in hushed tones.

Queen Marikit turned her attention back to me.

"You don't remember your journey here, do you?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

I shook my head.

"All I could think of was Malaya and Maliksi. Everything else was a blur."

The two women exchanged sympathetic looks, understanding the depth of my devotion to my loved ones. We spent the rest of the journey in quiet contemplation, each of us lost in our own thoughts.

As the hours passed, I couldn't help but feel an overwhelming mixture of anxiety and anticipation. I knew that we were taking a great risk, but the chance to reunite with Malaya and Maliksi was worth any danger. And as the sun began to set, casting long shadows across the landscape, I felt a renewed sense of determination, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead.

The carriage came to an abrupt halt, and we were jolted from our seats. Queen Marikit quickly opened the window to see what had caused the sudden stop. To our horror, it was King Makisig himself, his eyes narrow with suspicion.

"Who's inside?" he demanded, his voice cold and commanding.

Thinking quickly, Queen Marikit replied, "I'm on my way to purchase gold, Your Highness. Nothing more."

King Makisig peered into the carriage, his gaze sweeping over Mariwasa and me. I held my breath, praying that he wouldn't recognize me beneath the disguise. To our immense relief, he merely nodded and stepped back.

"Very well. Proceed," he said, and the carriage lurched forward once more.

We exchanged looks of relief, our hearts pounding in our chests. But our celebration was short-lived, for soon we heard the sounds of battle outside. Screaming men and the clash of swords filled the air, and I felt a surge of fear for what was to come.

The battle raged on, and it became clear that it was the Maligaya tribe, led by none other than Malaya, fighting against the Masakit warriors. They fought with fierce determination, and eventually emerged victorious. The Masakit tribe was forced to retreat, leaving the Maligaya warriors standing tall on the battlefield.

With the battle won, Malaya demanded to know where I was. The sweet anticipation of our reunion swelled within me, and I could hardly wait to see him again.
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The moment the coast was clear, I opened the carriage window, my blue eyes sparkling amidst the dark night even though I was covered in dye.

"Malaya!" I called out, my voice filled with joy.

He rushed to the carriage, his eyes widening in disbelief as he saw me. With a strength born of love and relief, he lifted me into his arms and we shared a passionate kiss, the warmth of our love banishing the chill of the night air.

I turned to Queen Marikit and Mariwasa, gratitude shining in my eyes.

"Thank you for your help," I said, my voice thick with emotion.

They nodded, smiling warmly at us, and we bade them farewell as they were carried back to the Masakit village. Cradled in Malaya's arms, we returned to the Maligaya village.

As Malaya held me close, he whispered, "I thought I'd lost you forever, my love."

I smiled through my tears, answering, "You'll never lose me, Malaya. Our love is stronger than any force that tries to separate us."

He brushed a strand of hair from my face, his eyes filled with adoration. "You're my sun and my moon, Mayumi. Without you, my world is dark."

"And you are the air I breathe, the fire that keeps me warm," I whispered back.”


Chapter 8
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The day after our tearful reunion, Malaya, Maliksi, and I were happily eating lunch together, savoring each other's company. I had donned my old Maligayan garb once more, feeling at home in the familiar, comfortable clothing. Little did we know that our lives were about to change dramatically.

That evening, we received word that King Masagana, Malaya's father, had successfully ambushed King Makisig and his generals, taking them captive. With the Masakit tribe now under his control, King Masagana was officially proclaimed the King of the Masakit tribe. In a surprising turn of events, he chose to abdicate his throne in Maligaya, leaving Malaya as the new king.

Before the announcement was made to the people, Malaya took me aside, his eyes filled with love and determination. He presented me with an array of gold jewelry, each piece more exquisite than the last.
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"Mayumi, my love, our lives have been a whirlwind of trials and tribulations. But through it all, we have remained strong, our love never wavering. I cannot imagine ruling Maligaya without you by my side. Will you marry me and become my queen?"

Tears welled up in my eyes as I gazed at the beautiful jewelry and, more importantly, at the man who had captured my heart. Overwhelmed by emotion, I managed to choke out a single word… "Yes."

The morning of my wedding day dawned bright and clear, the sun casting a golden light on the lush foliage that surrounded our village. It was as if nature itself was celebrating our union, bathing the world in a warm, ethereal glow.

My wedding preparations began with a ritual bath, a symbol of purification and renewal. I was led to the royal bath where fragrant flowers and herbs had been scattered on the water's surface.

As I stepped into the cool, clear water, I felt a sense of calm wash over me, the gentle current carrying away any lingering doubts and fears. The scent of jasmine and ylang-ylang filled the air, their sweet perfume mingling with the earthy aroma of the riverbank.

Once I had been cleansed and refreshed, I was wrapped in a soft, intricately woven cotton blanket, the fabric still warm from the sun. My attendants, young women from the village who had been chosen for their skill and grace, led me back to my hut, where the next phase of my transformation would take place.

Inside the dimly lit hut, the air was cool and fragrant with the scent of incense. The women worked silently, their nimble fingers weaving a complex pattern of flowers and leaves into my damp hair. Each blossom was carefully chosen for its beauty and symbolic meaning, creating a stunning, fragrant crown that spoke of love, fertility, and abundance.

As my hair was adorned, another attendant carefully applied delicate patterns on my face and body using a paste made from crushed rice and turmeric.

The intricate designs accentuated the natural curves and planes of my body, highlighting my features and transforming me into a living work of art.

The cool, earthy scent of the paste mingled with the sweet aroma of the flowers in my hair, creating a sensory tapestry that mirrored the visual beauty of my adornments.

Finally, it was time to dress in my wedding attire. I donned a traditional tapis, a handwoven skirt that hugged my hips and flared out at my knees. The fabric was dyed a deep, vibrant red, symbolizing love and passion.

Over the tapis, I wore a delicate, sheer blouse made of piña fabric, the intricate patterns of the embroidery shimmering like gold in the sunlight.

My transformation was nearly complete, but one crucial element remained—the jewelry. My attendants presented me with an array of stunning gold pieces, each one a testament to the skill of our village's artisans. I felt the weight of the gold as it was placed around my neck, the metal cool against my skin.

The gleaming bangles encircled my wrists, and the delicate rings adorned my fingers, their intricate designs glinting in the soft light of the hut.

As I stood before the mirror, the girl I had been seemed like a distant memory, replaced by the vision of a bride ready to join her beloved in marriage. The scent of flowers and spices clung to my skin, the taste of sweet anticipation on my lips.

In that moment, I knew I was ready to begin this new chapter of my life, hand in hand with Malaya, my love and my king.

And so, with my heart full of hope and joy, I stepped out of the hut and into the sunlight, ready to embrace the future that awaited us.

I was carried on a palanquin, draped in sheer fabric adorned with golden threads and intricate patterns that shimmered as it caught the sunlight. The moment had finally come for me to be revealed to our people. I could hear the excited murmurs of the crowd as they eagerly awaited their first glimpse of their queen.

As the fabric was pulled back, I felt a collective gasp rise from the crowd, their awe and admiration washing over me like a wave. My heart swelled with pride and gratitude, knowing that I was about to marry the man I loved and become a queen in my own right.

The wedding venue was a breathtaking sight, with colorful flowers and lush greenery adorning every surface. The air was heavy with the scent of blossoming flowers and the sweet nectar of ripe fruits, which seemed to taste the air itself.

As I was carried towards the altar, the joyful sound of traditional music filled my ears, and the soft touch of flower petals rained down upon us, showering us with blessings and good fortune.

As I reached the altar, Malaya stood there, a vision of strength and regal beauty. Our eyes locked, and for a moment, it was as if the rest of the world melted away. The shaman began the ceremony, leading us through the sacred rites and ancient vows that would bind us together for eternity.
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"I, Mayumi, take you, Malaya, as my husband, my king, and my partner in all things. I promise to love and honor you, in times of joy and sorrow, for as long as we both shall live."

"I, Malaya, take you, Mayumi, as my wife, my queen, and my partner in all things. I promise to love and honor you, in times of joy and sorrow, for as long as we both shall live."

As we exchanged our vows, the shaman blessed our union, and the time had come for our first kiss as husband and wife. Our lips met, and a surge of love and passion flowed between us, a tangible force that seemed to envelop us both.

The shaman then spoke, his voice filled with warmth and wisdom.

"Mayumi, you are now a full woman and a queen. You are ready to experience the world, to walk upon the earth and feel its strength beneath your feet."

With Malaya's help, I stepped out of the palanquin and onto the soil. The cool, rich earth beneath my feet longed for such a long time, a connection to the world that I had been denied for almost a year. As we kissed again, I felt the full weight of my new life settling around me, the promise of love, adventure, and freedom.

Maliksi joined us, wrapping his arms around us both in a sweet, loving embrace. Our family was whole, and our hearts were full of joy.

As the celebration continued around us, with laughter and music filling the air, I knew that I had found my place in the world. I was Mayumi, the Golden-Haired Queen of Maligaya, and my future was brighter than I could have ever imagined.

A week later, the sun was high in the sky as the village bustled with the activities of the day. I had decided to share my knowledge of reading, writing, and speaking in English and Palawano with the people of our village. Although I had never taught before, I was excited and eager to see how my lessons would be received.

We gathered beneath the shade of a large, ancient tree, its branches stretching out like a protective canopy above us. The scent of freshly-cut grass and blossoming flowers filled the air, creating a serene and inviting atmosphere.

"Alright, everyone," I began, "today, we're going to start with learning the English alphabet."

I carefully wrote the letters on a large piece of bark, the rough texture of the surface beneath my fingers providing a tactile reminder of the importance of our task.

"A, B, C," I continued, my voice filled with enthusiasm.

The villagers listened intently, their faces a mix of curiosity and determination.

"Now, repeat after me," I instructed. They hesitated for a moment, then began to echo my words, their voices growing in confidence with each new letter.

As I moved on to teach them basic Palawano phrases, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. Each word they spoke, each sentence they constructed, was a testament to their dedication and desire to learn.
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From the corner of my eye, I spotted Malaya watching us from a distance, his face alight with pride. I knew that he, too, appreciated the importance of what we were doing, and his support only fueled my passion further.

"Very good!" I praised my students, as they successfully completed a Palawano exercise.

"Now, let's try a conversation. Remember, practice makes perfect."

One of the students, a young girl named Lila, hesitated before speaking.

"M-Mayumi, how do you say 'I am happy to learn' in English?" she asked, her eyes wide with curiosity.

I smiled at her, touched by her eagerness to learn.

"You say, 'I am happy to learn,'" I replied, enunciating each word clearly. Lila repeated the phrase, her voice filled with excitement and pride.

As the afternoon sun began to cast long shadows across the village, our lesson came to an end. My students, eager and grateful for the knowledge I had shared, thanked me profusely. I was filled with a sense of purpose and satisfaction, knowing that I had made a difference in their lives.

And as Malaya approached, his face beaming with pride and love, I knew that together, we would continue to change the world, one lesson at a time.

Later that night, as we enjoyed our dinner together, the warm glow of the firelight flickering against the walls of the hut, I couldn't help but revel in the love and support I felt from my people. I was their queen now, and I was determined to serve them to the best of my ability.

Malaya, seated beside me, took my hand and squeezed it gently. "You've done so much for us already, my love," he whispered, his voice filled with admiration.

I blushed at his praise, but before I could respond, the peace of our gathering was shattered by the sudden arrival of a group of police officers. They barged into our village, their uniforms stark against the earthy tones of our surroundings.

"We're looking for a missing white man named Tyler Voss," the leader of the group announced, his voice firm and unyielding.

The villagers exchanged worried glances, their happy expressions replaced by confusion and fear. I stood up, my heart pounding in my chest as I faced the officers.

"I am Tyler Voss," I declared, my voice strong and unwavering.

"But I am now the queen of this tribe."

The officer raised an eyebrow, clearly taken aback by my revelation.

"Were you kidnapped?" he asked, his tone suspicious.

"No," I replied firmly.

"I chose to stay here, with my husband and my people."

The officer's expression hardened.

"Well then, you're overstaying in this country illegally, and you need to fix your papers," he informed me, his voice cold and unfeeling. I felt a wave of panic wash over me, the implications of his words hitting me like a physical blow. Reluctantly, I knew that I had to comply with their demands. Maliksi, sensing my distress, began to cry, his small body trembling with fear and sorrow.

Malaya, his face etched with confusion and concern, tried to make sense of the situation.

"What do you mean by immigration and papers?" he asked, his voice laced with desperation.

I tried to explain the situation to him, my heart breaking as I realized that once again, we would be torn apart. The officers grew impatient, and I knew that I had no choice but to leave my family and my people, at least for a time.

As I prepared to depart, the villagers gathered around me, their faces filled with worry and sadness. Malaya held me tightly, his eyes glistening with unshed tears.

"I will wait for you, my love," he whispered, his voice choked with emotion.

"No matter how long it takes, we will be together again."

I nodded, my throat tight as I fought to hold back my own tears.

"I will return, I promise," I told him, my voice barely audible.

With a heavy heart, I turned to face the officers, who escorted me from the village and toward an uncertain future. As we left, I glanced back one last time, my eyes locking with Malaya's, our love a beacon in the darkness that surrounded us.

Over the next several days, I was transported to the city, where I was forced to navigate the complex bureaucracy of immigration and paperwork. Each day, I missed my family more and more, the ache in my heart growing stronger with each passing moment.

At night, I would lie awake in my sterile, unfamiliar surroundings, listening to the distant sounds of the city and yearning for the warmth and comfort of my village, my husband, and my people. My dreams were filled with memories of the life I had left behind, the laughter of my people, the taste of our food, and the gentle touch of Malaya's hand upon my skin.

As I tried to explain my situation to the authorities, I insisted that I hadn't entered the country illegally. I told them how I had been washed away from Malaysia to the Philippines, how I had found a home and a family with the people of the tribe, and how I had become their queen. I could see the skepticism in their eyes, but I held my ground, determined to clear my name.

One day, as I sat in the small, cramped room that had become my temporary home, I picked up a newspaper and was shocked to find my story plastered across the front page. The headlines were sensational, branding me as an "American crossdresser who became a queen." I felt my cheeks burn with humiliation and anger as I read the words.

The articles went on to describe the jewelry I had worn during my time with the tribe, insinuating that I was exploiting the people and brainwashing them in order to steal their riches. My hands shook with rage as I read the accusations, knowing that they couldn't be further from the truth.

During my time with the tribe, I had grown to love and respect the people, and they had accepted me as one of their own. The jewelry I wore was a symbol of our bond, not an attempt to exploit them for personal gain. I knew I had to set the record straight, not just for myself, but for the people I had come to care for so deeply.

I reached out to the media, determined to share my side of the story. I gave interviews, describing my journey from Malaysia to the Philippines and my life with the tribe. I explained how I had become their queen, and how the jewelry I wore was a symbol of my love and respect for the people and their traditions.

As the days went by, I could feel the weight of public opinion slowly shifting in my favor. People began to understand that I wasn't some conniving crossdresser seeking to exploit the tribe for personal gain, but rather a lost soul who had found a home and a family in a foreign land.

I continued to share my story, hoping that by doing so, I could dispel the hurtful rumors that had been circulating about me and the tribe. I wanted the world to understand the depth of my love for Malaya, Maliksi, and the people who had taken me in and shown me such kindness.

At times, the pressure and scrutiny felt overwhelming. I longed for the simplicity of my life with the tribe, where I could be myself without fear of judgment or ridicule. I missed the warmth of Malaya's embrace, the laughter of my people, and the comforting scent of the jungle that had become my home.

Despite the challenges, I knew that I had to continue fighting for the truth. I couldn't let the lies and misconceptions stand unchallenged, for the sake of the tribe and the love I had left behind. I held onto the hope that, one day, I would be able to return to my life in the village, and be reunited with my family once more.

One day, while I was still dealing with the seemingly endless bureaucratic hurdles, I received a visit from the ambassador. He had heard my story and wanted to speak with me personally.

"Mayumi, I've heard about your situation, and I'm here to see how I can help," he said, his eyes filled with empathy.
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"Thank you, Ambassador," I replied, my voice trembling with emotion. "I just want people to understand that I'm not crazy, and I truly am the queen of the tribe."

"I understand that, but you must know how unbelievable your story sounds to some people," he said gently.

"I know it's hard to believe, but I am a transgender woman now, and I'm not pretending to get money or exploit the tribe. I just want to live my life with my husband and son," I insisted, my eyes pleading with him to understand.

"I'll do my best to help you, Mayumi, but it won't be easy," he warned me.

Just as we were deep in discussion, the door to the room opened, and to my astonishment, Malaya, Maliksi, and even Makisig entered. My heart leaped with joy at the sight of them, and I rushed to embrace Malaya and Maliksi, tears streaming down my face.

"Malaya, Maliksi, how did you find me?" I asked, my voice choked with emotion.
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"Everything was explained to me, my love," Malaya said, his eyes filled with determination.

"We're here to bring you back home."

Makisig nodded in agreement.

"We have more than enough resources in gold to take care of you and ensure your safety, Mayumi," he said, his voice sincere.

The ambassador looked surprised but impressed by their presence.

"Well, this certainly changes things," he admitted.

"However, there's still the issue of your legal status, Mayumi. Unfortunately, the Philippines doesn't recognize same-sex marriage. You have two options—either take Malaya and Maliksi to the USA with you, or renounce your American citizenship and become a Filipino citizen."

I felt a mixture of relief and uncertainty, knowing that I had a difficult decision to make. The ambassador told me I would have the night to think it over, and I agreed, grateful for the time to consider my options.


Chapter 9
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That evening, after they bailed me out, I sat with Malaya, Maliksi, and Makisig, discussing the future and the choices before us in the hotel that they rented close to the immigration office. Each option had its own challenges and consequences, and I struggled to determine which path would be best for our family.

As we settled into the luxury suite, I couldn't help but find laughter in the situation. I took it upon myself to explain everything to Malaya, Maliksi, and Makisig—the amenities, the television, the jacuzzi, the lights, and even the air conditioning.

Their reactions were a mixture of shock and awe, completely amazed by the technological wonders surrounding them.

Malaya's eyes widened as I turned on the television.
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"What kind of sorcery is this?" he exclaimed, staring at the moving pictures on the screen.

"How can people be trapped inside that box?"

I laughed, trying to explain the concept of television and how it worked.

"It's not magic, Malaya. It's a form of technology that allows us to see images and hear sounds from far away."

Maliksi, who had been staring in fascination at the lights, suddenly asked, "How do these bright things on the ceiling work? Are they like the sun?"

I smiled, gently explaining the concept of electricity and how it powered the lights in the room.

Next, I showed them the jacuzzi, their eyes growing even wider as they took in the sight of the bubbling water.

"It's like a hot spring, but inside the room!" Malaya marveled, dipping his hand into the warm water.

As we continued exploring the suite, Makisig seemed preoccupied with the cost of our stay.

"I can't believe all of this costs only 25,000 pesos for the night," he muttered, clearly astounded by the luxury around us.

I couldn't help but chuckle at their astonishment.

"Well, when we sold just one of our gold bars, we received around $60,000 USD. And we have so much more in the tribe," Malaya reminded.

Their eyes went wide with realization, and they started discussing the possibilities of bringing some of these modern amenities back to the tribe. I found their enthusiasm endearing, and their ignorance of just how rich they were quite amusing.

As they excitedly brainstormed ideas, I couldn't help but feel a pang of affection for them. I knew that whichever decision I made about my citizenship, I would always be connected to these people who had become my family.

As the night wore on, we continued to marvel at the luxury suite and all its wonders. Malaya, Maliksi, and Makisig were like children in a candy store, their eyes filled with delight at each new discovery. I watched them, my heart swelling with love and affection.

Despite the weight of the decision that lay before me, I couldn't help but feel a sense of happiness and contentment in that moment. I was surrounded by the people I loved most, and together, we were facing an uncertain but exciting future.

As the hours ticked by, I found myself drawn to the window, gazing out at the city skyline. The bright lights twinkled like stars, casting a soft glow over the bustling streets below.

At that moment, I knew that I had to make a choice that would not only affect my own future but also the future of my family and our tribe.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the cool, crisp air, and I knew that no matter what decision I made, I would never forget the love and support of my family, both in the village and within the walls of that luxury suite.

As the sun began to rise, casting a golden glow over the city, I knew it was time to make my choice. I turned to Malaya, Maliksi, and Makisig, my heart pounding in my chest. I looked into their eyes, filled with love and anticipation, and knew that whatever path I chose, we would face it together, as a family.

Everyone had fallen asleep, their bodies finally giving in to the exhaustion of the day. I, however, found myself unable to sleep, my mind racing with thoughts of the future and the decision I had to make.

I was standing by the window, staring out at the cityscape, when Malaya joined me. The soft padding of his footsteps alerted me to his presence, and I felt a warm, comforting energy envelop me as he stood by my side.

"What are you thinking about, Mayumi?" he asked gently, his voice low and tender.

I sighed, trying to put my thoughts into words.

"I'm thinking about my life back in America, and how I don't really have much of a life there. But renouncing my citizenship... it's a scary thought."

He nodded, taking my hand in his.

"Maybe we could all go to America," he suggested.

"We could bring our people and our traditions with us, and start a new life there."

"But what about the people of the tribe?" I countered, worry evident in my voice.

"How can we just leave them behind?"

As we stood there, bathed in the soft glow of the city lights, I finally voiced my greatest fear.

"Malaya, what if you change your feelings about me in the future? What if I'm left in a country where I don't know how to survive, with no job or means to support myself?"

He looked at me with such intensity that it made my heart skip a beat.
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"Mayumi, that will never happen. You are my queen, now and forever. I love you," he said, the words slightly awkward in English but all the more endearing because of it.

I was so touched by his effort, my heart swelling with love for him. We shared a tender kiss, our lips meeting in a silent promise of devotion and loyalty.

Then, with a sheepish grin, he reached into his bag and pulled out a gold bar.

"I brought this for you, just in case you were worried about money," he explained, a hint of embarrassment coloring his cheeks.

"I'm sorry I only brought one extra with me."

I couldn't help but laugh at his endearing ignorance, and I kissed him again, filled with gratitude and love for this incredible man who had become such an important part of my life.

As we continued to stand by the window, exchanging sweet words and tender touches, I couldn't help but feel that, no matter what decision I made, he would be by my side, supporting me and loving me every step of the way.

Our conversation continued, the words flowing easily between us as we discussed our hopes and dreams for the future. He shared his vision for our tribe, of preserving our traditions while embracing the opportunities that the modern world had to offer.

I listened, my heart filled with pride and admiration for the man who would be my king, my partner, and my love for the rest of our lives.


Epilogue
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The next day, I managed to secure a tourist visa, which gave me some relief. However, Malaya and I quickly realized that obtaining Filipino citizenship for me was going to be a much more complex and challenging process than we had anticipated. We couldn't get married in the Philippines because same-sex marriages were not recognized, and the process for changing my name and citizenship was fraught with legal obstacles.

As our case became more widely known, it sparked a worldwide discussion about love, tradition, and the preservation of cultural heritage.

People from all walks of life weighed in on our situation, and many expressed their support for our union and our efforts to maintain the unique culture of the Maligaya tribe.

With each passing day, our story continued to gain momentum, eventually reaching a point where it could no longer be ignored.

The day before the final hearing, I knew that I would have to present myself in modern female clothing. Though I had come to embrace my identity as a transgender woman, the prospect of dressing in contemporary attire still made me incredibly nervous.

As I stepped into the room where the clothes had been laid out for me, my heart raced. I took a deep breath, steadying myself as I prepared to face this new challenge. I approached the dresser, my fingers trembling as I picked up the first garment: a delicate pair of lacy panties.

The fabric felt soft and smooth between my fingers, and I marveled at the intricate pattern of the lace. I carefully stepped into the panties, the fabric hugging my hips as I pulled them up.

Next, I picked up the matching bra, its cups shaped and lightly padded for support.

As I put on the bra, I felt the unfamiliar sensation of the underwire and the straps against my skin. It took me a moment to adjust the straps and fasten the hooks, but once it was in place, I felt a surprising sense of comfort and security.

My hands then reached for the stockings, their silky texture smooth and cool to the touch. I carefully rolled them up my legs, the elastic band holding them securely in place. The sensation of the fabric against my skin was both foreign and exhilarating, making me feel both feminine and powerful.

With the foundation garments in place, I turned my attention to the dress that had been chosen for me. It was a simple, yet elegant black sheath dress, its fabric smooth and slightly stretchy. I carefully stepped into the dress, pulling it up over my hips and adjusting it until it fit snugly against my body.

The dress fell just above my knees, its modest length and cut making me feel more at ease in the unfamiliar clothing. I looked in the mirror, studying my reflection as I took in the sight of myself dressed in modern female attire for the first time.

Next, I picked up the black blazer that would complete my outfit. The fabric was smooth and luxurious, with a subtle sheen that added an air of sophistication. I slipped my arms into the sleeves, feeling the weight of the blazer on my shoulders as I buttoned it up.

Finally, I reached for the pair of black pumps that had been selected for me. The shoes were both stylish and practical, their modest heel providing just enough height without sacrificing comfort. I slipped my feet into the pumps, adjusting to the feel of the shoes as I took a few tentative steps.

As I stood before the mirror, fully dressed and ready for my day in court, I felt a mix of emotions. There was a sense of vulnerability and nervousness, as I faced the unfamiliarity of my new attire. But there was also a sense of pride and confidence, as I embraced my identity as a transgender woman.

I took a deep breath, my heart pounding in my chest as I prepared to face the world outside. I knew that the journey ahead would be filled with challenges and uncertainties, but I also knew that I had the love and support of Malaya and the Maligaya tribe behind me.

As I stepped out of the room, I felt a surge of determination and courage. I knew that no matter what obstacles I might face, I was ready to stand up for my love and my right to be recognized as the woman I had become.
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In the hours leading up to the hearing, I found myself constantly fidgeting and adjusting my clothing, my nerves making me hyper-aware of every sensation against my skin. But as I sat in the courtroom, waiting for the proceedings to begin, I felt a sense of calm wash over me.

“Congratulations! You are now officially Mayumi Maligaya, Queen of the Maligaya tribe and wife of King Malaya Maligaya.”

In a remarkable turn of events, the Philippine government decided to make an exception for us, allowing me to marry Malaya and change my name, thereby granting me Filipino citizenship.

The day we appeared in court to finalize our marriage was one I'll never forget. I was a bundle of nerves, my hands shaking as I signed the necessary documents.

He stood by my side, his unwavering support and love providing me with the strength I needed to navigate the unfamiliar legal process.
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Suddenly, Malaya leaned in and passionately kissed me infront of the crowd—sealing our commitment to one another in the eyes of the law. Our supporters erupted into applause, and I felt a warmth and happiness fill my heart that I had never experienced before.

With our legal struggles behind us, we were finally free to return to the Maligaya village and begin our life together as husband and wife. The journey back to our home was filled with laughter and love, as we shared our hopes and dreams for the future.

As we neared the tribe, I could feel the excitement building within me. I was eager to share our good news with our people and to begin the work of preserving and strengthening our unique cultural heritage. I knew that together, Malaya and I could accomplish anything we set our minds to.

Upon our arrival, we were greeted by our friends and family, their faces alight with joy and pride as they welcomed us home. We shared our story with them, recounting the challenges we had faced and the incredible journey that had led us to this moment.

The tribe celebrated our union with a feast and dancing, the air filled with the scent of delicious food and the sound of laughter and music. As Malaya and I danced together, our bodies moving in perfect harmony, I felt a profound sense of belonging and love for the people who had become my family.

The days that followed were filled with activity, as Malaya and I set to work on our plans for the future of the Maligaya tribe. We discussed how we could preserve our traditions while also embracing the opportunities that the modern world had to offer.

As I taught the villagers English and Palawano, I marveled at their eagerness to learn and their unwavering dedication to our shared goal of preserving our unique culture.

Malaya, for his part, continued to train and lead the tribe's warriors, ensuring that our people would be protected from any threats that might arise.
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In the quiet moments, when we were alone together, we would share our dreams for our future. Together, we would face the challenges and joys that life would bring, and together, we would ensure that the Maligaya tribe would continue to live and prosper.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Island Princess? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle The Feminization Bible Volume Two.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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First Feminization Fiction – The Gurl Next Door

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Second Feminization Fiction – Joy Ride

It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Third Feminization Fiction – Heartless Housewife

One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Construction Site

Transitioning, building a home, and being surrounded by sweaty workers proved to be a hard job.

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Squeaky Clean

From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.

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 The Feminization Bible V2


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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Other Titles
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“Don’t worry, Adam, these fillers are dissolvable. We can take them out any time you like.”

Read The Doctor Is In
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Island Princess – Feminized and Crowned by a Hunky Native.

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 it on Kindle.

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 | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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