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“20,000 euros. All you have to do is walk at a charity fashion as me, Princess Charlotte Delacourt.”

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

When my sister badgered me into going to Paris, I was fine with carrying her bags and pretending to enjoy the sights and sounds of the city.

Little did I know, the trip that she had planned all her life would drastically change mine, with a bonus of chefs, chauffeurs, chambermaids, royal treatment, gowns, jewelry, lingerie, the highest of high-heels, and a tall glass of aristocratic hunk that would show me how it was to be a woman… even just for one night.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains straight transgender love, transgender transformation, 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 Royally Switched: First-time Feminization and Transgender Romance.


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 could still smell the delicious aroma of my mom's famous roast chicken lingering in the air as we all gathered around the dining room table for a special dinner. My fraternal twin Cara and I had just graduated from high school, and our parents, Bree and Lionel, had something special planned. The soft glow of the candles on the table cast a warm and intimate atmosphere over the room, and I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and curiosity about what our graduation gifts might be.

Mom cleared her throat and announced that they had a surprise for us. She turned to me, her eyes sparkling with excitement, and handed me a large box wrapped in shiny silver paper. As I carefully peeled off the wrapping, I couldn't believe what was inside: a brand new, high-tech computer.

The sleek, metallic surface gleamed in the candlelight, and I could already imagine the hours of gaming and exploring the depths of the internet that awaited me. I could practically feel the power of the machine at my fingertips, and I couldn't wait to get started.
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"Thank you so much, Mom and Dad!" I exclaimed, barely able to contain my excitement.

Next, it was Cara's turn. She eagerly tore into her own beautifully wrapped package, revealing two plane tickets to Paris. Her eyes lit up like the Eiffel Tower at night, and she squealed with delight.

"Paris, here we come!" she shouted, hugging our parents tightly.

But then came the catch. Mom and Dad explained that they were both too busy to accompany Cara on the trip, so they wanted me to go with her.

I felt a wave of disappointment wash over me, as I realized that my dreams of spending the summer glued to my new computer were about to be shattered.

"James, it's only for a week," Mom said gently.

"It's a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for you and Cara to explore the City of Love together."

I couldn't help but feel annoyed at the prospect of leaving my precious computer behind for an entire week, and I let my frustration show. Cara and I started bickering, our voices escalating as the argument grew more heated.

"But I don't want to go to Paris!" I snapped.

"I'd rather stay here and enjoy my new computer."

Cara's face crumpled, and I could see the hurt in her eyes.

"Fine," she said quietly, her voice barely audible.

"You don't have to go if you don't want to."

We left the dinner table in silence, the celebratory mood having been thoroughly dampened. I retreated to my room, my mind a storm of conflicting emotions. I knew I was being selfish, but I couldn't shake the feeling of resentment at being forced to give up my precious summer plans.

As I sat on my bed, staring at the sleek lines of my new computer, I started to feel guilty. My mind wandered to the image of Cara's face when she had opened her gift, the pure joy and excitement in her eyes. I knew that I was taking that away from her, all because of my own selfish desires.

Finally, I couldn't stand it any longer. I took a deep breath, the scent of my mom's roast chicken still faintly present, and made my way to Cara's room. I hesitated for a moment outside her door, my hand raised to knock, the sound of muffled sobs coming from within.

"Hey, Cara, can I come in?" I asked softly, my heart heavy with regret.

"Sure," she replied, her voice thick with tears.

As I stepped into her room, I saw her sitting on her bed, her eyes red and puffy from crying. The sight of my sister so upset made my heart ache, and I knew I had to make it right.

"Look, Cara, I'm really sorry," I began, my voice cracking with emotion.

"I was being selfish and stubborn. I know how much this trip means to you, and I shouldn't have ruined it."

She looked up at me, her eyes searching mine for sincerity.
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"Do you really mean that, James?"

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.

"I do. I want to go to Paris with you. I mean, it's just a week, right? And who knows, maybe I'll even enjoy it." I attempted a small smile, hoping to lighten the mood.

Her face broke into a grin, the tension in the room dissipating like morning fog.

"I know you will," she said, wiping away her tears.

"There's so much to see and do there, and it'll be even better with you by my side."

A few days later, I found myself in my room, attempting to pack my suitcase for the upcoming trip to Paris. I had just managed to cram a week's worth of clothes into the confined space when Cara burst into the room, her arms full of various travel essentials.

"James, did you remember to pack a power adapter? And what about an umbrella? It rains a lot in Paris, you know," she said, her voice full of excitement and anticipation.

I rolled my eyes, already starting to feel a bit overwhelmed by her enthusiasm.

"Cara, I've got everything under control. Just let me finish up here."

But my sister was in full-on Paris mode, and she continued to hover around me, checking and double-checking every item in my suitcase, her meticulous nature on full display.

"Here," she said, shoving a small, neatly-folded bundle of clothes into my hands.

"I picked up some extra socks for you, just in case."

"Thanks," I muttered, trying to focus on the computer game I was playing instead of the chaos surrounding me. I couldn't help but feel a twinge of annoyance at being interrupted, but I knew that she was just trying to be helpful.

The day of our departure finally arrived, and she and I found ourselves navigating the bustling airport together. My sister seemed to have endless energy, darting from one checkpoint to the next, while I lagged behind, grumbling about the seemingly endless series of steps required just to board a plane.
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"Why do we have to go through so many security checks? And why did you pack so many things in your carry-on?" I complained as we shuffled through yet another line.

She just shook her head, her stern expression making it clear that she wasn't in the mood for my negativity.

"James, this is all part of the process. We just have to get through it, and then we'll be on our way to Paris."

I sighed, knowing that she was right, but still feeling irritated by the whole ordeal. My mood only worsened when we reached the immigration desk, and I found myself being pulled aside for a more thorough interview.

"Please step this way, sir," the immigration officer said, leading me to a small room off to the side. I felt my stomach twist with anxiety as I followed him, my palms growing sweaty.

As I sat down across from the officer, he began asking me a series of questions.

"What is the purpose of your visit to France?" he inquired, his voice stern and unyielding.

"Um, it's a vacation with my sister—a graduation gift," I replied nervously, feeling the cold, hard plastic chair beneath me.

The officer raised an eyebrow.

"A graduation gift, you say? And how long will you be staying?"

"Just a week," I answered, trying to steady my voice. The faint hum of the air conditioning did little to calm my nerves.

He continued to question me, asking about our accommodations, our plans, and our finances. I struggled to provide the answers he was looking for, my mind racing as I tried to recall all the details that my sister had so carefully organized.

At one point, the officer rifled through my belongings, examining my passport and travel documents with a critical eye.

"Are you carrying any items that are prohibited in France?" he asked, his gaze never leaving mine.

"No, sir," I stammered, feeling as if I were on trial.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the interview was over, and I was allowed to proceed. I rejoined my sister, who was waiting for me with a sympathetic smile.

"That wasn't so bad, was it?" she asked, trying to be supportive.

"Easy for you to say," I grumbled, my annoyance returning full force.

Once we were finally settled into our seats on the plane, I breathed a sigh of relief, eager to get some sleep and put the stresses of the airport behind me. However, she had other ideas. She was still buzzing with excitement, chattering away about all the things we were going to do once we arrived in Paris.

"James, did you know that there are over 400 parks and gardens in Paris? And we absolutely have to try the macarons at Ladurée! Oh, and we can't forget to visit Notre-Dame, even though it's still being restored…"

I tried to tune her out, but her nonstop talking was making it impossible for me to relax. I could feel my annoyance building, my patience wearing thin as she continued to ramble on about our upcoming adventures.

"Cara, can you please just give it a rest?" I snapped, my exhaustion getting the better of me.

"I just want to get some sleep before we get there."

She looked hurt for a moment, but then nodded in understanding.

"Alright, James. I'll let you sleep. I guess I'm just really excited."

"I know, and I promise we'll do everything you want to do when we get there. I'm just tired right now," I replied, attempting to make amends for my earlier outburst.

With that, she finally fell silent, allowing me to close my eyes and drift off to sleep. The steady hum of the plane's engines and the gentle rocking motion soon lulled me into a deep slumber, my dreams filled with visions of the adventures that awaited us in Paris.

When I awoke, we were only a few hours from our destination, and the excitement began to build within me. I felt a sense of anticipation as I stared out the window, watching the clouds drift by below us.

Cara, who had also managed to get some sleep, was now wide awake and eager to discuss our plans once more. This time, however, I found myself more receptive to her enthusiasm, my irritation replaced by a growing sense of adventure.

As we chatted about the various sights we wanted to see, I couldn't help but smile, feeling a newfound appreciation for the opportunity to explore a new city with my sister. The cobblestone streets, the enchanting architecture, and the delectable French cuisine all seemed to beckon to me, promising a week of unforgettable experiences.

By the time our plane touched down in Paris, I was fully immersed in the excitement of our trip, my earlier reluctance all but forgotten. As she and I stepped off the plane and into the bustling airport, I felt a surge of anticipation, my senses tingling with the promise of new adventures.


Chapter 2
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After finally making it through immigration, Cara and I found ourselves standing in the bustling train station, trying to figure out how to get to our hotel. We had spent the better part of an hour arguing about which train to take and in which direction we should head, our voices rising in frustration.

"James, I told you, we need to take Line 4 and transfer at Châtelet!" she insisted, her face flushed with annoyance.
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"No, I'm sure it's Line 1! We need to go towards La Défense," I shot back, my own irritation growing by the minute.

As we continued to bicker, the trains came and went, and we seemed no closer to finding our hotel. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, we agreed on a route and boarded the train, hoping that we were heading in the right direction.

When we finally emerged from the underground, we were faced with another challenge—locating our hotel. We wandered the narrow streets, our bags growing heavier with each passing minute, our tempers beginning to fray.

"Are you sure it's on this street, Cara?" I asked, my voice dripping with sarcasm.

"Because we've been walking for ages, and I still don't see it."

She gritted her teeth, her patience clearly wearing thin.

"Yes, James, I'm sure. It's just a little further."

At long last, we stumbled upon our hotel—or at least, what we hoped was our hotel. The building was shabby and worn, its paint peeling and windows grimy. I looked at her skeptically, wondering if this could really be the place she had booked.

As we entered the dimly lit lobby, a cheerful receptionist greeted us, her thick French accent adding a touch of glamour to the otherwise dreary surroundings.

"Bonjour! Welcome to ze Hotel Petit Château! You must be James and Cara, oui?"

We nodded, and she led us on a tour of our equally shabby room.

"Here is your chambre," she said, throwing open the door to reveal a cramped space with mismatched furniture and threadbare linens.

"We have ze finest amenities for our guests—a television with three whole channels, and a charming view of ze courtyard!" She gestured towards a small window that looked out onto a patch of overgrown weeds and a rusted bicycle.

I could barely contain my frustration as I surveyed the room, my annoyance with Cara reaching its boiling point.
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"Cara, seriously? This is the best you could find? This place is a dump!"

Her face reddened, her eyes brimming with tears.

"I'm sorry, James. I really thought it looked nice in the pictures. I didn't know it would be like this."

My anger continued to bubble, and I couldn't help but lash out.

"Well, great job! Now we're stuck in this rat-infested hole for a week!"

She fired back, her voice shaking with anger.

"You know what, James? You have no right to complain. You didn't even bother to help me with the planning! You just sat there, playing your stupid video games, expecting me to do all the work!"

I felt my face grow hot with indignation.

"Well, maybe if you'd asked for my help, I would have found us a better place to stay!"

"Oh, please!" she scoffed.

"Like you would have done any better. You don't even speak French, and you've never been to Paris before! I did the best I could with what I had, and if you don't like it, you can find your own place to stay!"

With that, she had had enough. She stormed out of the room, her voice shaky as she said, "I'm going for a walk. I'll see you later."

As the door slammed behind her, I felt a pang of guilt, realizing that I had let my anger get the better of me. I knew that she had tried her best, and it wasn't fair for me to blame her for our less-than-ideal accommodations. The realization that I hadn't been there for her during the planning process began to sink in, and I knew I had to make amends.

As soon as she walked out of the room, I couldn't shake the guilt that washed over me. I realized she was right—I hadn't been there for her during the planning process, and I had no right to blame her for our less-than-ideal accommodations. I knew I needed to make it up to her somehow.

I decided to head out and exchange the $20 I had saved up from my allowance. I remembered her mentioning Ladurée, a famous Parisian pastry shop, and I figured I could surprise her with some of their delicious treats. It was a small gesture, but I hoped it would help mend the rift between us.

As I walked through the city, I couldn't help but become captivated by the sights and sounds that surrounded me. The buildings were a mix of old and new, the streets filled with people going about their daily routines.

I took in the sight of stylish Parisians, their outfits a blend of elegance and casual chic. It struck me that, in many ways, they were not so different from Americans—busy and focused, with little time to socialize with strangers.

I soon found a currency exchange booth and handed over my $20. The clerk quickly counted out the equivalent amount in euros, and I thanked him before continuing on my quest for Ladurée.

As I continued my walk, I stumbled upon a street musician playing the accordion, the sound of the music filling the air and bringing a smile to my face. I paused for a moment, letting the notes wash over me and allowing myself to truly appreciate the beauty of the city.

I wandered into a small park, where a group of children played soccer, well, football since I was in Paris—their laughter echoing through the air. I watched them for a while, a pang of nostalgia hitting me as I remembered my own childhood games with Cara.

As I continued my journey, I found myself in a bustling marketplace, the air filled with the scent of fresh produce and the chatter of vendors and customers. I approached one of the fruit stands, attempting to ask the vendor in broken French how much the apples cost.

He looked at me with a mix of impatience and amusement, replying quickly in French. I struggled to understand his words, feeling slightly embarrassed by my lack of language skills. However, he didn't seem rude, just a bit hurried. I handed him some coins and he gave me a few apples, which I hoped Cara would enjoy.

[image: ]

Eventually, I made my way to Ladurée, its windows filled with the most exquisite pastries I had ever seen. I stepped inside, inhaling the sweet scent of macarons and other treats, and carefully selected a box of colorful macarons for Cara.

The woman behind the counter smiled kindly as I approached.

"Bonjour, monsieur," she said, her voice melodic.

"Bonjour," I replied, doing my best to pronounce the word correctly.

"Um, je voudrais acheter ces macarons, s'il vous plaît."

I hoped my French was passable, but I could see the woman's eyes crinkle with amusement.

"Très bien, monsieur," she replied, wrapping up the box of macarons and handing it to me. I paid her and thanked her, feeling a small sense of accomplishment for navigating the transaction in French, even if it was far from perfect.

With my mission complete, I began the walk back to our hotel, taking in the sights and sounds of the city with a newfound appreciation. I realized that, despite our less-than-perfect accommodations, there was still so much to enjoy and experience in Paris.

As I entered our hotel room, I found my sister sitting on the bed, looking pensive. I approached her, the box of macarons in hand.

"Cara, I wanted to apologize for the way I acted. I know I wasn't there for you during the planning process, and I shouldn't have blamed you for the hotel. I hope these macarons can help make up for it, even if it's just a little."

She looked at me, her eyes filling with tears, and a smile breaking through.

"Thank you, James. I appreciate it. Let's just try to make the best of this trip, okay?"

I nodded, feeling a sense of relief.

"Absolutely. I actually went out and explored a bit, and Paris is amazing. I think we can still have a great time, even with the hotel situation."

Her eyes lit up as she looked at the box of macarons.

"These look delicious. Maybe we could have a little picnic by the Eiffel Tower or something?"

I grinned at the idea.

"That sounds perfect. Let's do it."

The following morning, I was rudely awakened by my sister at six in the morning, shaking me vigorously.

"James, get up! We have a full day tour ahead of us, and I don't want to miss a second."

Groggily, I rubbed my eyes and yawned.

"It's too early for this," I mumbled, but she was insistent, already pulling clothes out of her suitcase and tossing them my way.

"Put these on and meet me downstairs in twenty minutes. Don't forget to brush your teeth," she ordered, already halfway out the door.

"Fine," I grumbled, dragging myself out of bed and getting ready. I had to admit, I was curious about what she had planned for us.

We grabbed a quick breakfast from a nearby bakery before meeting up with our tour group. The tour guide, a middle-aged woman named Clémence, handed out itineraries and began explaining the day's agenda.

"First, we will visit the Louvre, followed by a stroll along the Seine River. After a lunch break, we'll explore the charming streets of Montmartre and end the day at the iconic Notre-Dame Cathedral. I hope you're all ready for a day filled with culture and history!"

As we made our way through the Louvre, I couldn't help but be impressed by the sheer size of the museum and the stunning artwork it housed. However, my feet began to ache, and I voiced my complaints to Cara.

"Do we really need to see every single painting?" I whined, leaning against a wall for support.

"James, we're in one of the most famous museums in the world! Can't you just appreciate it for a few hours?" she snapped back, her patience clearly wearing thin.

We continued to bicker as we walked along the Seine, me complaining about the long distances between attractions and her scolding me for not embracing the experience.

During lunch, we sat in tense silence, each stewing in our irritation. I couldn't understand why she couldn't let me have a break, while she was clearly annoyed that I wasn't taking the trip as seriously as she was.

Our animosity didn't subside as we climbed the steep streets of Montmartre, with me grumbling about the seemingly never-ending stairs and her fuming at my lack of enthusiasm. When we finally reached Notre-Dame Cathedral, the atmosphere between us was thick with tension.

As Clémence began to explain the history of the cathedral, I couldn't help but wander off, my attention captured by a street performer nearby. She shot me a disapproving glare, but I was too entranced by the show to care.

When the performance ended, I rejoined the group, only to find that Cara's anger had reached a boiling point.

"You just had to stray from the tour, didn't you? Now we've missed the bus to our next destination!"

I looked around and realized she was right—the rest of our group had already boarded a bus and left without us.

"Cara, I'm sorry, I didn't mean for this to happen."

"Well, it's too late now. We're not going to see everything we planned, and it's all because you couldn't stay focused for one day!" she hissed, storming off in the opposite direction.

I stood there, feeling a mix of guilt and frustration. I knew I should have taken the tour more seriously, but at the same time, I wished Cara could have been more understanding. Either way, our day in Paris had turned into a total bust, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I was to blame.

Feeling guilty, I tried to salvage the situation.

"Cara, why don't we just take a cab to the next destination?"

She shot back, "With what money, James? We're already on a tight budget!"

With no other option, we decided to walk and explore the city on our own. The tension between us began to subside, but our luck took a turn for the worse as it started to rain.

[image: ]

We hastily sought refuge under the awning of a fancy restaurant called 'Le Jardin des Délices.'

As we argued about what to do next, a girl who looked strikingly like me, but with long blonde hair, removed her sunglasses and did a double-take.

We stared at each other in awe, dumbfounded by the uncanny resemblance. She whispered something to her bodyguard before addressing us in a British accent.

"Excuse me, but this is absolutely insane. You look just like me, only... well, male!" She motioned for us to join her inside the restaurant.

Her demeanor was snobbish, and she was rather rude to the staff. As we sat down, she insulted our outfits, commenting on how 'touristy' we looked. The atmosphere was tense, but there was an undeniable comedic element to the situation.

Charlotte, as she introduced herself, was clearly hungover and irritable. As we chatted, the rain stopped, and she requested that we move to an outdoor table. As soon as we were settled, she lit a cigarette and began peppering me with questions.

Throughout the conversation, my sister tried to interject, clearly excited by the encounter, but Charlotte dismissed her every time. She didn't share much about herself, but her curiosity about me was insatiable.

At one point, Charlotte's phone rang, and she answered with an air of self-importance.

"Yes, darling, I'm having lunch with my long-lost brother," she said sarcastically, rolling her eyes. After a brief exchange, she hung up and turned her attention back to us.

"So, James, tell me about your life. How did you end up in Paris with your sister?" Charlotte asked, taking a drag from her cigarette.

I hesitated, unsure of how much to share, but decided to give her a brief overview of our trip. Throughout our conversation, Charlotte's attitude remained dismissive and condescending, but there was something intriguing about her.

As we continued talking, I couldn't help but notice that she seemed to be sizing me up. Her eyes would occasionally dart back and forth between me and herself as if comparing our features. It felt a bit unnerving, but I brushed it off as her being curious about our uncanny resemblance.

The afternoon wore on, and she grew more and more impatient with the restaurant staff. Her mood seemed to be worsening, likely due to her hangover. I couldn't help but feel a bit sorry for her, despite her diva-like behavior.

Cara, who had been mostly ignored by Charlotte, was growing restless. She tried to steer the conversation to more neutral topics like the beautiful city of Paris and some of the places we had visited. However, Charlotte was having none of it and redirected the conversation back to me.
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"So, James," she said, blowing out a puff of smoke, "have you ever thought about what it would be like to live a completely different life? To have more... freedom?"

Her question caught me off guard. I hesitated for a moment before answering, "Well, sure. I think everyone has wondered that at some point. Why do you ask?"

Charlotte smirked and leaned in closer, her eyes narrowing.

"I have a proposal for you, James. You see, I need a bit of a... break. From my life, my responsibilities, everything. And you, my dear, are the perfect solution."

I frowned, unsure of what she meant. Cara, sensing that something strange was happening, shot me a worried look. I gave her a reassuring nod and turned back to Charlotte.

"What exactly are you proposing?" I asked cautiously.

Charlotte leaned back in her chair, a mischievous grin playing on her lips.

"I'll tell you all about it, but not here. Not now. Meet me tonight, around 7:00 at the Eiffel Tower. If you're interested, that is."

With that, she stubbed out her cigarette, stood up, and left the table without another word. Her bodyguard followed closely behind, leaving Cara and me to process the bizarre encounter.

"Excusez-moi," the waiter said in a thick French accent.

"Miss Charlotte Delacourt has sent zis for you. She said it was her compliments."

Cara and I exchanged shocked glances as the waiter handed us the box, which was adorned with intricate patterns and a silk ribbon. We carefully opened the box to find an assortment of mouthwatering pastries, elegantly displayed.

"Zere is more," the waiter continued, handing us an envelope. "Miss Delacourt asked me to give you zis as well."

We hesitated for a moment before opening the envelope. Inside, we found over 600 euros in cash. Our eyes widened in disbelief, unable to comprehend the generosity of this enigmatic woman. We stammered our thanks to the waiter, who simply smiled and nodded before leaving us alone with our thoughts and newfound wealth.

Cara couldn't contain her astonishment.

"Can you believe it, James? Charlotte just gave us all this money! What do you think we should do with it?"

I pondered for a moment, still trying to wrap my head around the entire situation.

"I don't know, Cara," I admitted.

"It's amazing, but we have to be careful. We don't know much about her or why she's being so generous."

She nodded, her excitement dimming slightly.

"You're right. Let's just enjoy these desserts for now and figure out the rest later."

As we walked away from 'Le Jardin des Délices,' we couldn't help but discuss Charlotte's strange behavior and her cryptic proposal. What could she possibly want with me?

And how could I be the key to her freedom? We were left with more questions than answers, but one thing was certain—our trip to Paris had taken an unexpected turn.

"James, that was... really weird, wasn't it?" she said, her voice shaky as we walked away from the restaurant.

"Yeah, it was," I agreed.

"I mean, I didn't expect our day to take such a strange turn."

She frowned, her eyes filled with concern.

"What do you think she wants with you? It's not like you're some sort of long-lost relative or anything."

"I honestly have no idea," I replied.

"It's just so bizarre. And what's with her attitude? She was incredibly rude to the staff and acted like she was above everyone else."

She nodded.

"I know, right? I mean, she was just... ugh! I wanted to smack her for the way she treated people. But more importantly, James, do you think it's safe to meet her tonight? I mean, we don't know anything about her. She could be involved in something illegal, like human trafficking or something."

I shuddered at the thought.

"I don't know, Cara. It's definitely scary to think about. But at the same time, I'm curious about what she has to say. What could she possibly want that involves me?"

She shook her head, her voice firm.

"Whatever it is, I don't trust her. And I don't think you should go alone. If you're going to meet her, I'm coming with you."

I hesitated for a moment before nodding.

"Alright, you can come with me. But we need to be cautious. We can't just blindly trust her."

"Agreed," she said, looking determined.

"We need to be on our guard. Who knows what she's up to?"

As we continued to walk, our conversation revolved around Charlotte and the various possibilities of her intentions. We discussed everything from her being involved in a secret spy organization to her simply wanting a look-alike for some kind of performance.

No matter how outlandish our ideas became, the fact remained that we were both uneasy about the whole situation.

Cara couldn't help but vent her frustrations.

"I can't believe she had the nerve to insult our outfits like that. What does she know about fashion, anyway? She looked like she just rolled out of bed!"

I chuckled.

"Well, she did say she had a hangover. Maybe that explains her disheveled appearance." she rolled her eyes.

"That's no excuse for being such a snob."

I sighed. "Well, we might, considering I'm planning on meeting her tonight."

She shot me a worried look. "Promise me you'll be careful, James. We don't know what we're getting into."

"I promise," I said, giving her a reassuring smile. "We'll stick together and stay on our guard."

As the day wore on, our thoughts kept returning to Charlotte and the mysterious meeting she had planned for that night. We tried to enjoy the rest of our time in Paris, but the uncertainty hanging over us made it difficult to fully appreciate the beauty of the city.

Despite our reservations, we couldn't deny that we were intrigued by the enigma that was Charlotte. What could she possibly want from me? And why did she seem so desperate for a change in her life?

The questions swirled around in our heads, and as the day turned to night, we knew that we couldn't resist the urge to find out the answers.

As the evening approached, I found myself preparing for the meeting with Charlotte. My sister insisted on helping me dress up for the occasion, rummaging through my suitcase for something appropriate to wear.
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"James, you need to look your best," she said, holding up a navy-blue dress shirt.

"We can’t have her calling us fashion victim tourists again. No more berets!”

I couldn't help but feel a bit nervous, but I trusted her judgment. We decided on the dress shirt, a pair of black slacks, and a matching belt. As I put on the clothes, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I hardly recognized the person staring back at me. I looked more sophisticated than I ever had before, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of confidence.

Just as we were putting the finishing touches on my outfit, my phone rang. It was Mom and Dad, eager to hear about our adventures in Paris. I put the call on speakerphone so Cara could join in on the conversation.

"Hey, you two! How's everything going?" Mom asked excitedly.

Cara chimed in, her voice filled with enthusiasm.

"Oh, it's amazing, Mom! We've been to so many incredible places. You wouldn't believe the history and culture we've seen."

Dad chimed in, sounding genuinely interested.

"That's fantastic! What have you guys seen so far?"

She started listing off the places we had visited during our day tour, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt. We were keeping our encounter with Charlotte a secret from our parents, and it felt wrong. But at the same time, we didn't know enough about her or her intentions to involve them just yet.

As she continued to fill them in on our sightseeing adventures, I couldn't help but worry about the upcoming meeting. What would Charlotte want from us?

After chatting with our parents for a while, we ended the call, promising to keep them updated on our trip. With a deep breath, I turned to my sister, my apprehension evident on my face.

"Are you ready for this, James?" she asked, her voice filled with concern.

I nodded, swallowing my fear.

"As ready as I'll ever be, I guess."

And with that, we left our shabby hotel room and ventured out into the Parisian night, unaware of what awaited us in our meeting with Charlotte Delacourt.


Chapter 3
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Cara and I stood by the Eiffel Tower, taking in its breathtaking beauty as it illuminated the night sky. Its intricate ironwork seemed to shimmer against the darkness, casting a magical glow on the surrounding area.
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People strolled by, some hand in hand, while others took selfies to capture the moment. The atmosphere was enchanting, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of wonder as we waited for Charlotte.

Suddenly, a sleek black Rolls Royce pulled up near us, and out stepped Charlotte and her bodyguard. She was dressed to the nines in a stunning red gown that hugged her curves, accentuating her striking resemblance to me.

Her bodyguard, a tall and imposing figure, stood close by as she lit a cigarette and blew out a puff of smoke.

"Get in, you ignoramus family," she quipped, a smirk on her face.

As we climbed into the luxurious vehicle, Charlotte jokingly said to me, "If I didn't have a boyfriend, I'd date you, James. You're perfect - you look just like me!" I chuckled nervously at her remark, unsure of how to respond.

The Rolls Royce whisked us away to the Plaza Athénée, a renowned and opulent hotel. Upon entering her suite, we were instantly struck by its grandeur. The room was adorned with elegant furnishings and lavish décor, giving off an air of sophistication that was almost overwhelming. Crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling, casting a soft glow on the plush carpeting and exquisite artwork that adorned the walls.

As we took in our surroundings, two maids emerged from an adjacent room, their arms laden with designer outfits. Their eyes widened as they stared at us, clearly surprised by our disheveled appearance.

While we waited, Charlotte's phone rang, and she answered with a gleeful smile. Her demeanor shifted almost instantly as she spoke with her boyfriend. Gone was the snobbish British accent, replaced by a cutesy, baby-like voice that seemed at odds with her previous behavior.

"Awww, my darling, I promise I'll be there with you in the Maldives soon. I'm already working on it, lovey-dovey booboo bear," she cooed into the phone, her tone dripping with affection. The drastic change in her attitude was both amusing and slightly bewildering.

As Charlotte continued her conversation, Cara and I exchanged glances, both of us trying to make sense of the strange situation we found ourselves in.

After her phone call, Charlotte got straight to business. She wiped her eyes and, with an air of importance, introduced herself.
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"I am Charlotte Delacourt, the crown princess of Palavia, a small banking country on the border of France and Germany."

She started crying in a comical way, her mascara smudging down her cheeks.

"My boyfriend is threatening to break up with me because I never have time for him. I need to save my relationship!" she sobbed.

Between her tears, Charlotte explained her situation.

"I need to go to the Maldives, but there's a charity fashion show and ball at the Musée de la Mode Extravagance tomorrow night. The event is raising money for homeless people in the city. I'll give you 20,000 euros if you, James, can model the final clothing of the designer."

I was in shock but Cara's eyes lit up with excitement. I hesitated, reluctant to accept her offer. But my sister quickly reminded me of the potential benefits.

"James, think about it! That's huge money! You could sell your computer and get the latest one. Plus, it's a great experience to rub elbows with the elite and aristocrats!"

I still wasn't completely sold on the idea.

"But it's not right, I'm a guy," I argued.

She smirked and added another incentive.

"Apart from the 20,000 euros, you'll also get the latest and most expensive gaming laptop in the world."

That was the moment I agreed. The thought of getting my hands on the best gaming laptop was too enticing to resist.

"Alright, I'll do it," I said, trying to maintain an air of nonchalance despite my excitement.

Charlotte clapped her hands together gleefully, her previous tears forgotten.

"Wonderful! We'll need to start preparing you right away. There's so much to do!"

Two maids led me away to a luxurious bathroom, while Cara stayed behind, chattering away excitedly with Charlotte.

The maids, who spoke with thick Russian accents, began undressing me as they explained that I needed to be waxed everywhere. I hesitated, fear gripping me as I imagined the pain I was about to endure.

"Wait, what? Waxing? Everywhere?" I stammered, trying to back away. "Isn't there another option?"

One of the maids shook her head, a stern look on her face.

"No, you must be smooth for the fashion show. Princess’ orders."
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The other maid, a tall woman with a no-nonsense demeanor, began heating up the wax. I watched nervously as she stirred the thick, gooey substance, the scent of warm honey filling the room.

As the wax reached the right temperature, I was instructed to lay down on a plush table. My anxiety skyrocketed, and I attempted to make light of the situation.

"This is definitely not how I imagined spending my time in Paris," I joked weakly.

The first maid didn't seem amused.

"We start with your legs," she said, spreading a generous amount of hot wax onto my calf.

The heat of the wax surprised me—it wasn't scalding, but it was certainly warmer than I'd expected. I clenched my teeth, anticipating the pain that was about to come.

Before I could prepare myself, the second maid pressed a strip of cloth onto the wax and swiftly ripped it away. I yelped in pain, my leg stinging as if it had been slapped.

The maids continued their work, covering my legs with wax and ripping away strip after strip. My skin felt raw and irritated, but they showed no sign of stopping.

Next came my chest and stomach, each strip more agonizing than the last. I tried to hold back my cries of pain, but every yank of the cloth left me wincing and cursing under my breath.

The maids moved on to my arms and underarms, their expressions impassive as they continued their work. I couldn't help but wonder if they enjoyed torturing me like this.

As they continued to wax my body, the pain became a blur of sharp, stinging sensations. My skin felt as if it was on fire, every nerve ending screaming in protest.

I thought the worst was over, but then the maids informed me that they still needed to wax my face to achieve a more feminine look. I sighed, resigning myself to the fact that there was no escaping this ordeal.

They applied the hot wax carefully to my eyebrows, reshaping them into a more delicate and arched form. The pain wasn't as intense as the other areas, but it was still enough to make me wince.

Next, they tackled the peach fuzz on my cheeks and upper lip. I had never really considered this hair to be a problem before, but now it seemed like an unwelcome barrier to becoming the perfect doppelganger for Charlotte.

The waxing of my face was uncomfortable and disorienting, especially as the maids worked around my eyes and nose. I clenched my jaw, trying to distract myself from the stinging sensation on my skin.

Finally, the worst part arrived—the waxing of my most sensitive areas. I pleaded with the maids, asking if it was truly necessary, but they remained firm.

"Princess’ orders," they repeated.

I braced myself for the pain, my hands gripping the sides of the table. The hot wax on my sensitive skin was almost unbearable, and the ripping away of the cloth had me involuntarily crying out in anguish.

Finally, the ordeal was over. The maids wiped my body with a soothing lotion, which helped to calm my inflamed skin. As I stood up, my body felt raw and vulnerable, but also strangely smooth and silky.

I hesitantly glanced in the mirror, taking in my newly waxed body and face. It was a strange sight, but I had to admit that I looked more polished and refined, and certainly more feminine than before. The transformation was both intriguing and unnerving, but I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment for enduring it all.

Clad in a plush robe, the two maids led me to a huge walk-in closet. The space was incredible, filled with shelves upon shelves of clothing and accessories, all meticulously organized by color and style. A stylist was waiting for us, looking me up and down with a critical eye before launching into action.
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"First, we must find ze perfect undergarments," she said, her French accent thick. She handed me various bras and panties, instructing me to try them on. I hesitated, feeling out of my depth, but the maids just rolled their eyes and urged me forward.

As I tried on each piece, the stylist critiqued the fit and adjusted the straps, ensuring everything was in place. It was a surreal experience, standing there in women's lingerie, but I reminded myself of the money and the laptop that awaited me at the end of this ordeal.

Between trying on the undergarments and lingerie, the stylist paused for a moment, realizing there was another crucial step to be taken. She approached me with a serious expression.

"Before we continue, we must address one more thing," she said, her French accent as strong as ever. "You need to learn how to tuck."

I stared at her, puzzled. "Tuck?"

"Oui, tuck. It is essential for achieving a feminine appearance," she explained. "It will make all ze difference when you wear ze clothes."

Feeling a bit embarrassed, I nodded and allowed her to guide me through the process. She began by explaining that tucking involved pushing the testicles up into the inguinal canal, a space in the lower abdomen where they used to reside before descending during development.

Then, the penis would be pulled back between the legs and secured with tight underwear or tape to create a smooth, flat front.

"It might be a bit uncomfortable at first," she warned, "but you will get used to it, and it is essential for presenting as female."

Following her instructions, I carefully pushed my testicles up into the inguinal canal and then pulled my penis back between my legs. The stylist handed me a pair of tight, high-waisted panties that would help keep everything in place.

The process was indeed uncomfortable and awkward, but the stylist was patient and reassuring, reminding me of the importance of a seamless appearance.
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Once I had successfully tucked, the stylist nodded approvingly.

"Voilà! Now we can continue."

With this new skill under my belt, I resumed trying on the various outfits. The tuck made a significant difference in how the clothes fit and looked on me. The stylist was right—it was an essential part of the transformation.

Next came the dresses. The stylist pulled out a myriad of options, from slinky cocktail dresses to elegant gowns. I tried on one after another, each more extravagant than the last. I couldn't believe how different I looked in each dress, my body taking on new shapes and forms.

"There, zat one is perfect!" the stylist exclaimed, pleased with her choice. It was a form-fitting black number, hugging my body in all the right places. I had to admit, I did look pretty good, albeit a bit strange.

We moved on to pants and skirts, cycling through countless options. Some were tight and fitted, others billowy and flowing. With each outfit, the stylist would nod approvingly or click her tongue in disapproval.
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The shoes were another challenge entirely. I wobbled and stumbled as I tried on various high heels, my feet protesting at the unnatural angle. The stylist laughed, but encouraged me to keep trying.

"You'll get ze hang of it," she assured me.

As the time passed, the pile of discarded clothes grew higher and higher. I began to feel like a life-sized doll, being dressed and undressed at the whim of the stylist.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the stylist stepped back, satisfied.

"Zere, you are ready for ze final touches," she declared.

I looked at my reflection in the full-length mirror, taking in the transformation. That’s when I realized that with the right clothing, anyone could achieve a feminine hourglass figure.

With the help of the maids, I awkwardly made my way to another room, struggling to walk in the tight dress and high heels. As the door opened, I found myself face-to-face with three people who were eagerly waiting for my arrival. They each introduced themselves—Marie, the makeup stylist, Antoine, the hair stylist, and Lucie, the nail technician. They looked me up and down, their eyes wide with surprise.

"You really do look just like Charlotte," Marie exclaimed, her French accent heavy.

"It's uncanny!"

"Yeah, I've been hearing that a lot lately," I replied, still feeling uncomfortable in my new getup.

"Well, let's get started then," Antoine suggested, eager to work his magic on my hair. "We've got quite a lot to do."

Marie began by meticulously applying makeup to my face. She used a variety of products and techniques to contour, highlight, and enhance my features.

She spent an especially long time on my eyes, making sure they were perfectly lined and shadowed. The entire process was tedious and time-consuming, but I knew it was necessary to complete my transformation.

In the meantime, Lucie was busy working on my nails. She carefully filed and shaped them, preparing them for the application of acrylics.

Once she had the perfect shape, she applied the acrylics one by one, gluing them to my natural nails. The process was strange, but the result was stunning—long, red, elegant nails that looked incredibly feminine.

As Marie and Lucie worked, Antoine assessed my hair situation. Given my short locks, he knew he would have to resort to using a wig to achieve the desired look. He presented several wigs, all of which were long, straight, and blonde—just like Charlotte's hair.

"Which one do you think will work best?" he asked, holding up two similar-looking wigs.

I hesitated before pointing to one.

"I don’t know. That one, maybe?"

He nodded in agreement.

"Oui, I think you're right. This one will look fantastic on you."

Before attaching the wig, he carefully styled it to match Charlotte's signature look. He then applied a special glue to my scalp, making sure to cover the entire area where the wig would sit. As he gently pressed the wig onto the glue, he adjusted it to ensure a perfect fit.

Once the wig was securely in place, I could hardly believe my eyes. I looked exactly like Charlotte—our resemblance was truly uncanny.

Marie, Antoine, and Lucie stepped back to admire their handiwork, clearly impressed with the result.

"You look incredible," Marie said with a smile.

"Nobody will be able to tell the difference."

As I stood there, taking in my new appearance, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and apprehension. I was about to embark on a wild adventure, pretending to be someone I wasn't. And yet, as I looked in the mirror, it was hard to deny that I looked the part.

I stood nervously in front of the room, waiting for Charlotte and Cara to see the results of my transformation. As the door opened, I was surprised to see them holding hands, looking as if they had become quite close in my absence. Their eyes widened as they took in my appearance.
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"Wow, you look amazing!" Cara gushed, clearly impressed.

"I can't believe how much you look like Charlotte!"

Charlotte smiled, clearly pleased with the results.

"I told you, it's uncanny! You'll do a brilliant job tomorrow."

As they continued to admire my new look, Cara suddenly furrowed her brow.

"Maybe we should ditch the heels, though. You're a bit too tall to be Charlotte."

Charlotte's face fell slightly, but she quickly agreed.

"Fine, but I never wear flats. We need to find a solution that works."

One of the stylists, Marie, suggested, "We could choose a long dress for tomorrow's event to cover the flats. That way, the height difference won't be as noticeable."

Charlotte nodded in approval.

"Excellent idea. Let's do that."

She turned to Antoine and added, "Remember, you're in charge of their hair and makeup tomorrow for the charity event. No slip-ups, okay?"

Antoine nodded confidently.

"Of course, Your Highness. I'll make sure everything goes smoothly."

Charlotte then proceeded to order a lavish meal for us all, including lobster, steak, and a variety of other expensive dishes.

"Enjoy the feast, everyone. You all deserve it."

As the food was being prepared, Charlotte announced that she was leaving for the hangar to fly to the Maldives. She wished us luck and disappeared out the door.

My sister and I exchanged glances, both excited and nervous about the upcoming event. Our lives had taken a surreal turn, and we were about to dive headfirst into the world of the rich and famous.

After taking a shower and washing away the layers of makeup, I stepped into the bedroom, still in disbelief of the glamorous room that we would be sleeping in that night. The Plaza Athenee was a world away from our modest accommodations, and I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and anxiety.

Cara was sitting on the plush king-sized bed, her eyes wide with awe.

"Can you believe this, James?" she asked, her voice filled with excitement.

"I mean, look at this place!"

I couldn't help but grin.

"I know, it's insane. And can you believe I'll be getting that computer and all that money just for pretending to be Charlotte for a night?"

She laughed. "Honestly, I'm more excited about the ball. Just imagine rubbing shoulders with all those aristocrats and celebrities!"

I chuckled, but couldn't deny that I shared her excitement.

"Yeah, that'll be something. But seriously, we need to make sure we don't mess this up. Charlotte is counting on us."

She nodded, her expression growing serious.

"We'll do our best, James. But for now, let's just enjoy the moment. We're in Paris, staying in a luxurious hotel, and we're about to have the experience of a lifetime!"

I agreed and joined her on the bed, sinking into the soft mattress.

"You're right, feel this pillow! Ahh… let's just take it all in and have some fun."

Over the next hour, we explored every corner of the suite, marveling at the lavish furnishings and state-of-the-art technology. We tried on the plush robes, tested out the high-end toiletries in the bathroom, and even sampled the gourmet snacks in the minibar.

As the evening wore on, our conversation turned to the day's events, with Cara and I sharing our favorite moments and laughing at the absurdity of it all. We talked about Charlotte's outrageous demands, the luxurious lifestyle she led, and the whirlwind adventure we were about to embark on.

But amidst the laughter and excitement, I couldn't help but feel a gnawing sense of unease.

Was I really prepared to step into Charlotte's shoes and fool an entire room of people?

And what if something went wrong?

The stakes were high, and I couldn't shake the feeling that we were in over our heads.

My sister seemed to sense my trepidation and reached out to squeeze my hand.

"Hey," she said softly.

"We can do this, James. We'll be careful, and we'll stick together. And at the end of the night, we'll walk away with a great story to tell and a whole lot of cash in our pockets."

I smiled, grateful for her support.

"You're right, Cara. We'll make it through this together. And who knows? Maybe we'll even have some fun along the way."

With that, we settled into bed, the luxurious sheets enveloping us in their silky embrace. As we drifted off to sleep, I couldn't help but wonder what the next day would hold. But for now, I allowed myself to enjoy the decadent surroundings and the promise of an unforgettable adventure.


Chapter 4
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The sound of a gentle knock on the door woke us up at 7 in the morning. Cara and I groggily blinked our eyes open, still feeling the weight of sleep. The door opened, and a distinguished-looking butler entered the room, moving towards the window.
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He pulled back the curtains with a click of a remote control, and the breathtaking view of the Eiffel Tower greeted us. The sun was just beginning to rise, casting a warm glow on the city below.

"Bonjour, Mademoiselle, Monsieur," the butler greeted us with a slight bow.

"My name is Bernard. I hope you both slept well."

Cara and I exchanged wide-eyed glances, our sleepiness momentarily forgotten.

"Good morning, Bernard," Cara replied, her voice filled with excitement. "The view is incredible!"

I nodded in agreement, unable to tear my eyes away from the iconic tower.

"It really is. Thank you for waking us up to see this."

He smiled.

"You're most welcome. Miss Charlotte thought you might appreciate the view. Now, if you don't mind, I'll prepare breakfast for you."

As he bustled around the suite, laying out a sumptuous breakfast on a tray, Cara and I couldn't help but gush over the amazing spread.

There were warm, buttery croissants, freshly baked baguettes, an assortment of cheeses and jams, thick slices of smoked salmon, and fluffy omelettes filled with herbs and vegetables. To drink, we had steaming cups of coffee and freshly squeezed orange juice.

We dug into the feast, savoring each bite and feeling incredibly spoiled. It was the kind of breakfast you dream about but never actually get to enjoy.

As we were finishing up our meal, Antoine entered the room. "Good morning, James and Cara," he greeted us cheerfully.

"I hope you're enjoying your breakfast. We have a busy day ahead of us."

Cara and I exchanged curious glances, and I swallowed the last bite of my croissant.

"What do you mean, Antoine? What's on the agenda for today?"

His expression grew serious.

"We need to ensure that you're fully prepared for tonight's event, James. That includes not only your appearance, but also your voice. We've arranged for a vocal coach to come and work with you on modulating your voice to sound more feminine."

My eyes widened, and I felt a sudden surge of nerves.

"A vocal coach? Wow, you guys really thought of everything."

He nodded.

"Miss Charlotte insists on the best for her guests. The coach should be arriving shortly. I suggest you both finish your breakfast and get dressed. We have a lot to accomplish today."

Cara and I glanced at each other, the reality of the task ahead sinking in. We quickly finished our meal, our minds racing with anticipation and anxiety.

As we prepared for the day ahead, I couldn't help but wonder if I would be able to pull off the charade. But with Cara by my side and a team of professionals helping me, I was determined to give it my all.

The door to the suite opened, and in walked a stern-looking woman carrying a folder and a small speaker. She looked at me with a critical eye before speaking sharply.
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"You must be James. I am Madame Fontaine, your vocal coach for today. Sit down and be quiet."

I replied nervously, trying to put on a brave face.

"Good morning, Madame Fontaine. I'm looking forward to our lesson."

Her eyes narrowed, and she snapped, "No time for pleasantries. We have work to do."

As we exchanged tense greetings, Antoine returned and approached Cara.

"Miss Charlotte has arranged for you to have a makeover as well, so you can enjoy the party tonight. If you'll follow me, we can get started."

Cara's eyes lit up with excitement.

"Really? That's so generous of her! Thank you, Antoine." She turned to me, giving me an encouraging smile.

"Good luck with your lesson, James. You're going to need it."

With that, Cara followed Antoine out of the room, leaving me alone with the imposing Madame Fontaine. The vocal coach wasted no time, immediately laying out her expectations for our session.

"Listen carefully, James. We have very little time, and I expect your full attention and effort. Understood?"

I swallowed hard and nodded.

"Yes, Madame Fontaine."

"Very well," she said, setting up her speaker and opening her folder.

"We will begin with breathing exercises. Pay close attention to how I breathe and copy it. If you fail to meet my standards, we will start again. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Madame Fontaine," I said, feeling a knot form in the pit of my stomach.

For the next several hours, Madame Fontaine put me through a series of grueling vocal exercises. She was strict and demanding, her voice cold and unforgiving as she corrected my mistakes.

"Your pitch is terrible," she scolded, her eyes hard as steel.

"Do it again, and do it properly this time."

We went through scales, tone exercises, and enunciation drills, with Madame Fontaine's relentless critiques ringing in my ears. I did my best to keep up, but my voice cracked and wavered under the pressure.

"No, no, no," she barked, her tone icy.

"You must learn to control your voice. Stop being a whiny bitch. Do not expect this to be easy. Now, again!"

Despite the grueling nature of the session and Madame Fontaine's harsh demeanor, her expertise was undeniable. As the hours wore on, I began to grow frustrated with my lack of progress, but Madame Fontaine's cold determination pushed me to continue.

"Remember, James, this is not just about pitch. It's about tone, enunciation, and the way you carry yourself. We must work on all aspects of your voice and presentation. I will not accept failure."

We continued our training, with Madame Fontaine's iron resolve driving me to push past my limits. As the day wore on, my transformation continued under her watchful eye.

By the time our session ended, I was exhausted but grateful for the progress we had made. I couldn't help but wonder what Cara's reaction would be when she saw—and heard—me at the party that night.

I was relieved when my vocal training with Madame Fontaine finally came to an end. My throat was sore, and my nerves were frayed, but I couldn't help feeling a sense of accomplishment. Eager to find Cara and share my experience, I wandered through the suite, following the sound of laughter and excited chatter.

I found her in another room, sitting in a stylist's chair with her hair in the process of being transformed from a rich, dark brown to a lovely shade of honey. Antoine stood nearby, observing the progress with a pleased smile.

"Hey, Cara," I called out, my voice a little hoarse from the rigorous training.

"You won't believe the workout Madame Fontaine put me through."

She turned to me, her eyes wide with curiosity.

"Really? What did she make you do?"

I demonstrated the new vocal techniques I had learned, altering my pitch and tone to mimic Charlotte's feminine voice. Cara and Antoine listened intently, their faces a mix of shock and amazement.

"Wow, James! That's incredible! Do it again but with a British accent!" Cara urged, clearly excited by my newfound skills.

I obliged, repeating the demonstration a few more times, but it wasn't long before my throat began to protest. I excused myself, heading to the kitchen in search of something to soothe the ache.
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The butler, who had introduced himself earlier as Bernard, noticed my discomfort and offered to make me a drink to help ease the pain. As he prepared the soothing concoction, I couldn't help but share my feelings about the strange turn of events that had led to my impromptu vocal training.

"You know, Bernard, this whole thing is so bizarre," I confessed, taking a sip of the warm, honey-infused tea he had handed me.

"I mean, I never imagined I'd be in Paris, learning to speak like a woman, and dressing up as Charlotte."

He chuckled sympathetically.

"I can understand how you might feel that way, Monsieur James. But you might be surprised to know that I have a somewhat similar experience from my past."

"Really?" I asked, curious to hear more.

"Yes," he continued, his expression growing nostalgic.

"When I was a young boy, my family was very poor, and we couldn't afford to buy new clothes. My mother would often dress me in my sister's hand-me-downs. I must admit, I found myself enjoying the feel of the feminine fabrics from time to time."

As he spoke, I couldn't help but relate to his story. Though my situation was different, there was a certain sense of camaraderie in knowing that someone else had experienced something similar.

Bernard continued to share his experiences, describing the way the soft materials felt against his skin, the swish of a skirt as he walked, and the delicate touch of lace. As he spoke, I began to understand the allure of the feminine attire I had been wearing, recognizing the sensations he described.

"You know," I said thoughtfully, "I never thought I'd be able to relate to something like that, but after today... I think I kind of get it."

He smiled warmly, a glimmer of understanding in his eyes. "It is an unexpected journey you find yourself on, Monsieur James. But sometimes, life's most interesting experiences come from the most unexpected places."

We continued to chat, sharing our thoughts and feelings about our unusual experiences. And in that moment, I felt a deep sense of gratitude for the friendship and understanding I had found in Bernard, the butler who had seen and lived through so much in his own life.

That evening, as I stepped out of the shower, I could feel the excitement and anticipation in the air. The suite was a hive of activity, with everyone rushing about to prepare for the charity event. As I dried off, I mentally braced myself for the transformation back into Charlotte mode.

In the bedroom, the stylists and makeup artists were waiting for me, their tools and products laid out and ready. I wrapped a towel around my waist and approached them, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement.

"Are you ready, James?" the makeup artist, Isabelle, asked with a smile.

"As ready as I'll ever be," I replied, taking a deep breath.

First, I was handed the special shapewear that I had worn the day before, designed to create the illusion of a feminine figure. I carefully put it on, noticing how the fabric hugged my body and smoothed my curves.

"Alright, James, take a seat and let's get started on your makeup," Isabelle instructed, gesturing to a chair in front of a brightly lit mirror.

As I sat down, she began applying a full face of makeup, expertly blending foundation, concealer, and powder to create a flawless complexion.

I marveled at her skill as she contoured my cheeks, added a touch of blush, and accentuated my eyes with eyeshadow, liner, and mascara. She finished with a sweep of lipstick, transforming my features into an uncanny replica of Charlotte's.

Next came the hair. The hairstylist, Monique, approached me with an array of wigs. She carefully selected one that matched Charlotte's long, straight blonde hair and expertly attached it to my head with glue. I watched in the mirror as the wig took shape, amazed at how natural it looked.

"Now, let's get you into that gown," said the stylist, Camille, as she held up a beautiful, floor-length dress made of shimmering fabric.

The gown was designed to be both elegant and modest, with long sleeves and a high neckline, but it still managed to exude an air of sophistication and glamour.

As I slipped into the dress, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement. The fabric was soft and luxurious against my skin, and the weight of the gown made me feel like royalty. The dress was carefully zipped up, and the stylist adjusted the fit, ensuring it hung perfectly on my frame.

I stepped into a pair of delicate flats, hidden beneath the gown's long hem. While I was disappointed not to wear heels, I understood the need to avoid drawing attention to my height.

As the final touches were added, I took a moment to study my reflection in the mirror. I was taken aback by the transformation—I could hardly recognize myself. I looked every bit the part of Charlotte Delacourt, the crown princess of Palavia.

"Now, remember everything you've learned, James," Antoine said, his voice serious but supportive.

"You can do this."

I nodded, feeling a mixture of excitement and anxiety coursing through me. I was about to step into a world of high society, rubbing elbows with the elite and aristocrats, all while disguised as a woman. It was a thrilling, unbelievable adventure, and I couldn't wait to see where it would take me.

Just as I was taking a final glance at my reflection, the door to the room opened, and my sister stepped in. My jaw dropped at the sight of her—she looked absolutely stunning.
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Her hair had been dyed a beautiful shade of honey and was styled in loose waves that framed her face. Her makeup was expertly done, highlighting her features and making her eyes sparkle.

She wore an elegant off-the-shoulder gown in a deep shade of emerald green, which accentuated her figure and complemented her new hair color perfectly. The dress featured a subtle slit that showed off her legs as she walked, and she wore a pair of matching green heels that added a touch of glamour to her look.

"Wow, Cara!" I exclaimed, unable to hide my amazement.

"You look incredible!"

She blushed and grinned, twirling around to show off her dress.

"Thanks, James! You look absolutely amazing too. I can't believe how much you look like Charlotte!"

As she approached me, she playfully nudged me with her elbow.

"You know, I'm kind of glad you didn't actually turn out to be a girl," she joked.

"You'd be way prettier than me, and that just wouldn't be fair!"

I laughed, appreciating her attempt to lighten the mood.

"Well, I think you look absolutely stunning, and I'm just glad we can share this experience together."

She smiled, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

"Me too. This is going to be a night to remember, that's for sure."

As we continued to chat and joke around, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the bond we shared. Despite the absurdity of the situation, we were able to find joy in it and support each other through the challenges we faced.

The anticipation in the room grew as the time for the charity event drew closer. The stylists, makeup artists, and Antoine buzzed around us, making last-minute adjustments to our appearances and offering words of encouragement.
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I took a deep breath, feeling a mixture of nerves and excitement. This was it—the moment we'd been preparing for. I knew I had to remember everything I'd learned and practiced, from walking and talking like a woman to exuding the confidence and grace of a princess.

As we prepared to leave the suite and make our way to the event, I glanced over at my one last time. Together, we stepped out into the night, ready to take on the world of high society and create memories that would last a lifetime.


Chapter 5
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As Cara and I stepped out of the car and onto the red carpet at the Musée de la Mode Extravagance, I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. The bright lights and the buzz of excitement were overwhelming. It felt like my legs were about to give out beneath me, but I took a deep breath and tried to steady myself. Charlotte's bodyguard followed closely behind, ensuring we were well-protected.
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A reporter approached, eager to interview "Your Highness," but I knew my voice wouldn't match Charlotte's. I politely declined with a wave of my hand and a gentle shake of my head, hoping that would suffice. Thankfully, the reporter seemed to understand and moved on to the next celebrity.

As we approached the entrance, a very handsome guy with brown hair and a tall stature who appeared to be around the same age as us, was waiting in a sharp suit. He seemed annoyed and addressed me as Your Highness, scolding me for being late as usual, clearly mistaking me for Charlotte.
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"Your Highness, you're late as usual," he said with a hint of annoyance in his voice.

Cara interjected, "Oh, she was just..."

“And who are you?” he interrupted.

"I—I’m a friend of Charlotte’s… from… America."

At that moment, another handsome guy with blonde hair approached us, and he mentioned that something looked different about "Charlotte."

"Is it just me, or does something look different about you, Your Highness?" he asked, narrowing his eyes.

He then introduced the first handsome guy and himself to my sister.

"Lady Cara, this is Lord Philip Broome, and I'm Lord Lance Bristol. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

"Would you care to dance, my lady?"

She looked at me with a puppy-dog demeanor—causing me to roll my eyes and look away from her. As soon as he exited with my gushing sister in tow, it was then that I realized who they were—the elite and aristocratic friends of Charlotte's that we had heard so much about.

Lord Philip, still looking somewhat annoyed, took my elbow and led me to our table, while Cara went off to dance with Lord Lance.

"Your Highness, let's get you seated," Lord Philip said, still sounding slightly irritated.

I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and terror as I tried to navigate this high-society event, all while maintaining my disguise as the crown princess.

I was sitting nervously next to Philip, trying my best to maintain my disguise as Charlotte, but struggling to keep up with his barrage of questions. He seemed to think that because I was a wealthy socialite, I must know everything about fashion, politics, and the latest gossip.

Finally, I couldn't take it anymore and blurted out, "I'm sorry, but I don't know the answer to that."

He looked surprised and said, "Oh, you can speak! I was beginning to think you were a mute mannequin."

I rolled my eyes and decided to distract myself with my phone. I pulled out the purse that had been given to me earlier and started playing a video game.
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He looked over at my phone and asked, "What game is that? Can I see?"

I hesitated for a moment, not wanting to reveal my secret hobby, but then handed him my phone. He examined the game for a moment and then said, "Wow, you're really good at this! I didn't know you played video games."

I replied, "I don't usually have time for them, but I enjoy playing them when I can."

He grinned and said, "You know, you're a lot cooler than I thought you were. I had no idea you had such hidden talents."

I couldn't help but smile at the unexpected compliment. We spent the rest of the evening talking about video games and strategy, and I was grateful to have found a common ground with him.

As we continued to chat, I couldn't help but feel a strange attraction to him. He was tall, with piercing blue eyes and a chiseled jawline. I had never felt this way about a man before.

I tried to push the thought away and focus on the conversation, but my mind kept wandering.

Why was I feeling this way?

Was it because I was playing the disguise too seriously?

Or was there something deeper going on?

I couldn't deny that he was charming and intelligent, and I found myself enjoying his company more and more. But I was afraid to explore these feelings further. I had always identified as straight and I didn't want to change that.

As the night went on, I found myself enjoying his company more and more. Not only was he charming, but he was also surprisingly down-to-earth. It was refreshing to be around someone so wealthy but not so out-of-touch.

Suddenly, Antoine came up to me and interrupted my thoughts.

"Your Highness, we need to change into your outfit for the fashion show and take several photo-ops first," he said, gesturing towards the dressing room.

“Excuse me, Philip.”

I nodded and followed him inside, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. I had never walked a runway before, let alone in a gown. But I knew I had to do it for the sake of the mission.

As I walked away, I couldn't help but feel a sense of sadness. I knew that our flirtation was just a game, a mere dangerous disguise. But for a brief moment, I allowed myself to imagine what it would be like to be with him, to be his equal in every way, for some reason, it didn’t make me shudder. The feeling I had was the same feeling I got when I started idolizing our school’s basketball MVP.

As I stepped into the dressing room, I couldn't help but stare at the beautiful gown laid out on the table. It was made of the finest silk and adorned with intricate beadwork. I couldn't believe I was about to wear something so glamorous.

Antoine helped me slip into the gown, adjusting the hem and the straps to fit my body. I twirled around, feeling like a princess in a fairytale.

"How do I look?" I asked, beaming with pride.

"Stunning, Your Highness," Antoine replied with a smile.

"Now let's take some photos."

We walked over to the photo area, where the lights were bright and the cameras were flashing. I posed for several shots, trying my best to channel Charlotte's confidence and grace. It was harder than it looked, and I felt like I was faking it the whole time.

After the photo-ops, Antoine and I headed backstage to prepare for the show. Suddenly, the staff started grabbing my arms—trying to get me ready at a quick pace.

"Antoine, what if I wear the dress myself? I can’t risk them seeing my body." I suggested.
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“You’re right."

“Stop it! Get off me!”

"I'll wear the dress for the show on my own! Prepare a room for me!" I announced, channeling Charlotte's attitude.

The designer looked at me with annoyance, but he knew better than to say no to Charlotte's father's daughter.

"A—are you sure, your highness?" he grumbled.

As I slipped into the gown, I felt a sense of relief that no one would see my real body and discover that I wasn't Charlotte.

I marveled at my reflection in the mirror, stunned by how gorgeous I looked in the silk dress from the fashion designer. The fabric clung to my body in all the right places, accentuating my curves and making me feel like a goddess. I couldn't believe how comfortable I felt in this dress, as if it was made just for me.

As I twirled around, the dress billowed out in a beautiful cascade of silk, and I couldn't help but giggle at how much fun I was having. The way the light reflected off the fabric made me feel like I was the center of attention, and for once, I didn't mind it.

I took a deep breath and looked at myself once more, feeling a wave of confidence wash over me.

"I can do this," I whispered to myself, and it was as if the dress was giving me the strength I needed to take on the world.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door, and I quickly turned to face it.

"Come in," I called out, hoping it was Antoine.

The door opened, and to my surprise, it was the fashion designer himself.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his voice tinged with annoyance.

"I was just admiring—yes, I am! I don’t appreciate your tone!" I replied, trying to sound as bitchy as possible to stay in character.

He rolled his eyes and approached me, adjusting the hemline of the dress.

"Just make sure you don't damage it," he muttered before storming out of the room.

My body felt like it was being spoiled with the softest of the soft fabrics in the entire world. Briefly, I thought, if only jackets were made that way, nobody would be thinking about how insignificant the fashion industry was.

I let out a sigh of relief, glad that I didn't get into any trouble. As I waited for Antoine to come and take me to the fashion show, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement building up inside of me. For once, I was excited to show myself off to the world, a feeling that was too foreign for me but felt natural when dressed as Charlotte.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," I whispered to Antoine, who was standing next to me in the dressing room. "What if someone finds out?"

"Don't worry," Antoine said, trying to calm me down.

"You look amazing in that dress. And Charlotte’s not exactly a runway model, you'll be fine."

I took a deep breath and tried to steady myself. I didn't want to let Charlotte down, but the pressure was getting to me.
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The music started playing and the line of models started to move forward. With each step I took, my heart was beating faster and faster. I tried to focus on Antoine's advice and breathed deeply, trying to steady myself. As the line got shorter and shorter, I felt like I was about to pass out.

Then, I saw them in the crowd. Philip and Cara were there, looking so handsome and beautiful, respectively. Seeing them gave me the strength to keep going. I couldn't let them down. I had to do this.

When it was my turn to walk, I took a deep breath and stepped forward. I stumbled a little in my high heels, but managed to catch myself. I tried to walk gracefully, but it was so hard. How do these models make it look so effortless?

As I got closer to the end of the runway, I struck a pose and tried to look confident. But then, a group of influencers threw flour at me.

“Palavians deserve healthcare!” they screamed in unison. I was stunned and frozen in place. The flour was all over me, ruining the beautiful dress that the designer had lent me.

I felt so humiliated and embarrassed. I wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear. I looked up and saw Cara with a horrified look on her face. Philip looked like he was about to beat somebody but he was being held back by Lance.

Soon after, with nothing but courage, I stood tall and proud. I wasn't going to let a bunch of haters ruin my night. I brushed off the flour and walked back down the runway, head held high.

In the backstage, Antoine helped me clean up and change out of the ruined dress. I was still feeling a little shaky, but their words of encouragement gave me the strength to keep going.

"I'm sorry that happened to you. But you were amazing out there. You're a natural," he said, giving me a pat on the back.

I smiled weakly, feeling a little better.

"Thanks, Antoine. I couldn't have done it without your help."

As he dusted off the remnants of flour on my wig, Cara, Philip, and Lance burst into the room.

"Charlotte, you were amazing out there!" Cara exclaimed.

I smiled nervously, still feeling anxious from the whole experience.

"Thanks, it was definitely an experience," I replied.

Lance, who had his arm around Cara, leaned in and whispered something in her ear.

"Hey, Charlotte, we’re headed to our family yacht for a little bit. You're welcome to come with us if you want," he said.

My heart sank a little as I watched the couple's obvious affection for each other. After all, I was her big brother.

"Thanks, but I think I'll pass," I said, trying to sound disinterested. I glared at Cara—letting her know that I was concerned and she will get it if she didn’t come back to the hotel before midnight.

“Not too late, Cara!”

Philip, who was standing awkwardly off to the side, spoke up.

"Charlotte, I feel terrible that you had to go through all of that. Would you like to join me for dinner tonight? It'll just be the two of us."

I hesitated for a moment. I had been pretending to be a princess and I was starting to feel the weight of the lies. But at the same time, I couldn't keep hiding in the hotel room forever.

"Sure, that sounds nice," I finally said.

Antoine, who had been standing in the corner, stepped forward.

"I have an outfit that would be perfect for a casual dinner," he said, handing me a shirt and a pair of pants.

I quickly changed into the outfit, grateful to be out of the gown and heels.

"Thanks, Antoine," I said, giving him a smile.

As we left the museum, I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief that I wouldn't have to wear heels for the evening. But at the same time, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was way over my head.


Chapter 6
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Philip looked at me, his eyes filled with concern.

"Charlotte, are you okay to walk and eat while we see the sights of Paris?" he asked.

“Of course, I don’t mind at all.”

As we began to walk, he and I talked about our hobbies. I told him about my love for gaming and how I enjoyed collecting cards. To my surprise, he was just as passionate about those things as I was. It felt strange, talking to someone who shared so much in common with me, especially since I was pretending to be someone else.

His eyes lit up as he spoke about his favorite games and the rarest cards in his collection. It was almost as if he had forgotten that he was talking to a princess.

After walking for a while, we came across a small crepe store. The aroma of the fresh crepes being made was intoxicating, and my stomach growled loudly in response.
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He laughed and asked, "What would you like to eat?"

I scanned the menu, eventually settling on a Nutella and banana crepe. He ordered the same and insisted on paying for both of our treats. When the crepes were ready, he handed me mine, and our fingers brushed against each other. A shiver ran down my spine, and I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of attraction to him.

“My father doesn’t allow me to eat street food, I could just imagine what kind of limitations you have as a princess.”

I wanted to tell him that I eat hotdogs by the sidewalk but I couldn’t compromise the 20,000 euros and my new computer.

“Y-yes, you’re right, this is forbidden… but I like it.”

Shortly after, I just realized how heavy my statement was. The sweetness of the Nutella mixed with the rich taste of banana was heavenly, but I couldn’t escape the fact that butterflies oddly swarmed in my belly with the presence of a handsome Lord.

He turned to me, his eyes sparkling like the stars above us.

"I've always thought that Paris is the city of love, don't you agree, Charlotte?"

I blushed, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

"Yes, it's incredibly romantic," I replied, trying to maintain the charade.

"Do you know why I love the Eiffel Tower?" he asked, his voice barely audible over the sound of the bustling city.

"For some reason, it’s like how I feel now, it reaches for the sky, standing tall and strong against all odds."

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. Was it possible that I was falling for him too?

We continued our stroll, and he began to share stories about his life. He spoke of his dreams, his fears, and his longing to make a connection with someone who truly understood him. It was clear that we were both enjoying each other's company, but I couldn't help but wonder if this could ever develop into something more.

As we crossed a picturesque bridge over the Seine, he suddenly paused and gazed into my eyes.

"You know, Charlotte, there's something about you that's different from anyone I've ever met. I can't quite put my finger on it, but it's quite refreshing."

I chuckled nervously, trying to hide the fact that I was actually James Ruby, not Princess Charlotte.

"Well, I've always believed that life is full of surprises," I said, hoping to steer the conversation away from my true identity.

He smiled, and we continued our walk. Our conversation veered towards lighter topics, and we found ourselves laughing at each other's jokes and playfully teasing one another.

At one point, I couldn't help but notice how handsome he was, with his piercing blue eyes and disarming smile. I felt a flutter in my stomach, a sensation I hadn't anticipated.

As we walked along the banks of the Seine, he pointed at a couple sharing a sweet kiss under the moonlight.

"Look at them," he said with a dreamy expression.

"There's something so magical about love in Paris, don't you think?"

I hesitated, not knowing how to respond.
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"I suppose," I said, trying to sound casual.

"But sometimes, the most magical moments are the ones we least expect."

He nodded thoughtfully, seemingly intrigued by my response.

"You're absolutely right, Charlotte. Life is full of unexpected moments, and perhaps that's what makes it so exciting."

We continued our walk, eventually stopping by a cozy-looking café. He gestured toward the entrance.

"Shall we grab a coffee and continue our conversation indoors?"

I nodded, feeling a mix of emotions as we stepped into the warm, inviting atmosphere. As we sat down and sipped our lattes, I couldn't help but wonder where this unexpected journey would lead us.

Would Philip ever discover my true identity?

And if he did, would the connection we seemed to be forming survive the truth?

Only time would tell, but for now, I chose to savor the moment, the city, and the undeniable spark between us.

As we left the café, we could hear the sweet melody of music drifting through the air. His eyes lit up with excitement.

"Charlotte, do you hear that? There's a busker playing nearby. Would you like to check it out?"

I nodded, curious to see what sort of performance was captivating him so much. We followed the sound of the music and soon found a small crowd gathered around a talented violinist.
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The notes he played were hauntingly beautiful, echoing through the night air and intertwining with the twinkling of the stars.

He extended his hand towards me.

"May I have this dance?" he asked, his eyes full of warmth and anticipation.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to respond. But something about the atmosphere, the music, and the man before me made it impossible to resist. I placed my hand in his, and we began to dance, swaying gently to the rhythm of the violin.

As we danced, the moon cast a soft glow on the Seine, creating a scene straight out of a fairytale. He held me close, and our movements seemed to blend together seamlessly, as if we were two parts of the same soul.

Our conversation flowed effortlessly as we continued to dance. We spoke about our families, our aspirations, and the unique experiences that had shaped us into who we were. With each word, it felt as though our connection grew stronger, and I couldn't help but feel drawn to him.

At one point, he looked deep into my eyes and whispered, "You know, Charlotte, I've never felt this comfortable with anyone before. It's like we were meant to find each other."

I smiled, my heart swelling with a mixture of emotions.

"I feel the same way, Philip. It's as if fate brought us together."

The music began to crescendo, and as the final notes filled the air, he leaned in and gently pressed his lips against mine. A thousand thoughts raced through my mind as our lips met. It was my first time kissing a guy, and I felt a wave of guilt for deceiving Philip. But the moment our lips touched, those thoughts seemed to vanish, replaced by the intoxicating sensation of his kiss.

His lips were warm and soft, and the taste of the coffee we had shared earlier lingered on his breath. I felt my body respond instinctively, my heart racing as we continued to kiss under the moonlight. The world around us seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of us and the electricity between us.

As the kiss deepened, he pulled away, his eyes burning with desire.

"Charlotte, would you like to come back to my suite? It's just a short walk from here, along the Seine."

I hesitated, unsure of how to respond. But as I looked into his eyes, I felt a yearning I couldn't deny. I nodded, and hand in hand, we began to run towards his suite, our laughter and footsteps echoing along the riverside.

When we reached the suite, he quickly unlocked the door, and we stumbled inside, our lips meeting once again in a passionate kiss. The room was filled with the scent of fresh flowers, and the sound of our breathless laughter was like music to my ears.
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As we continued to kiss, I couldn't help but wonder what the future held for us.

How long could I maintain the charade of being Princess Charlotte?

And when the truth inevitably came to light, would the connection we had formed be strong enough to weather the storm?

For now, though, I chose to focus on the present, on the feel of his lips against mine and the undeniable magic that seemed to surround us. At that moment, nothing else mattered.

As he and I continued to kiss, my phone suddenly began to ring. I tried to ignore it, hoping it would stop, but it kept ringing persistently. Eventually, I pulled away from him, my face flushed with embarrassment.

"I'm so sorry," I said, fumbling to silence the insistent device.

"I should really take this call."

He looked disappointed, but he nodded understandingly.

"Of course, go ahead."

As I answered the phone, I was met with the frantic voice of my sister.

"James! Where are you? I've been so worried!"

I glanced at the clock, realizing that it was nearly midnight.

"I'm sorry, Cara. I just...lost track of time. I'll be back soon."

Before I could hang up, he leaned in and captured my lips once more, a passionate and lingering kiss that left me breathless. He pulled away, his eyes filled with a mixture of desire and regret.

"I wish you didn't have to go, Charlotte."

Feeling a pang of guilt, I whispered, "I wish I could stay too," before slipping out of his suite and hurrying back to our hotel.

As I walked, I couldn't help but feel like I was in a fairytale. The clock was about to strike midnight, and just like Cinderella, my magical evening was coming to an end. When I arrived at the hotel, my face was still flushed from the night's events.

Cara was waiting for me in the bedroom, her eyes wide with concern.

"Where have you been?" she asked, clearly worried.

I hesitated, unsure of how much to reveal.

"I just took a walk," I said, avoiding her gaze.

She seemed to accept my answer, and her face lit up as she began to share her own experiences from the night.

“You'll never believe what happened, James! Lord Lance introduced me to his cool friends in his yacht as his girlfriend! Can you imagine?!"

Listening to her recount the details of her evening, I felt a surge of happiness for her, mixed with the protective instincts of a big brother.

"I'm glad you had a great time, Cara. Just...be careful, okay?"

She nodded, her eyes shining with excitement.

"I promise, James."

After our conversation, I retreated to the bathroom and took the wig off, desperate for a hot shower to help process everything that had happened. As the water cascaded down my body, I couldn't help but replay the night's events in my mind—the feel of Philip's lips against mine, the taste of his breath, and the undeniable connection we had shared.

Eventually, I finished my shower and headed to bed, my thoughts still consumed by the evening's experiences. As I lay in the darkness, I wondered what the future held for Philip and me.

Would we ever have a chance to explore the feelings that had blossomed between us?

And if we did, would the truth about my identity ruin everything?

Despite the uncertainties, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the night I had just experienced. In a city known for its romance, I had been swept up in a whirlwind of passion and emotion, a night I would never forget.

With those thoughts swirling in my mind, I drifted off to sleep, the memories of my magical evening in Paris tucked safely away in my heart.

The next morning, I was abruptly woken by the shrill ringing of my phone. I fumbled for it on the nightstand, still half-asleep, and answered the call.

"James, is that you?" The voice on the other end was unmistakably that of Princess Charlotte Delacourt, her British accent dripping with irritation.

"Y-yes, it's me," I stammered, my heart racing at the realization that I was speaking with the real Princess Charlotte.

"Listen here, you imposter," she snapped.

"Lord Philip has been calling me all night, thinking he went out on a date with me! You need to fix this immediately. Meet up with him, and break it off, or you won't get a single penny for your little charade."

The line went dead, leaving me feeling like I'd just been slapped across the face. I glanced over at my sister, who was still sound asleep, and my heart sank. How could I break Philip's heart? The thought of it made me feel physically ill.

Stressed and overwhelmed, I tried to fall back asleep in an attempt to escape my thoughts. But after tossing and turning for three hours, I realized it was futile. I needed advice—and there was only one person I could think of who might be able to help me.

I slipped out of bed and went to find Antoine, the stylist and personal assistant of Princess Charlotte who had been staying with us during our time in Paris. I found him in the living room, sipping coffee and flipping through a fashion magazine.

"Antoine," I said hesitantly, "I need your help."

He looked up, his eyes narrowing as he assessed my troubled expression.

"What's the matter, James? You look like you've seen a ghost."

I proceeded to explain my dilemma—the phone call with Charlotte, the threat of losing the prize money, and my growing feelings for him.

As I spoke, Antoine listened intently, his expression unreadable.

When I finished, he took a deep breath and asked, "How does the prize money make you feel, James? And how do the kisses with Lord Philip make you feel?"

I opened my mouth to respond but found myself at a loss for words. The truth was, I didn't know how I felt about either of them.

He nodded, as if he'd expected my answer.

"Well then, it seems you need some time to think. But first, let's get you dressed as Princess Charlotte again. You'll need to meet with Lord Philip to make your decision."

He started with my makeup, expertly applying a layer of foundation to my face. With a steady hand, he brushed on a natural-looking blush to accentuate my cheekbones and added a hint of bronzer for a sun-kissed glow.

Next, he applied a soft, shimmery eyeshadow, followed by a thin line of eyeliner and a few coats of mascara. Finally, he chose a rosy pink lipstick, which he applied with a lip brush for a perfect pout.

Once my makeup was complete, he moved on to the wig. He carefully placed a wig cap over my hair, tucking in any stray strands, before positioning the long, chestnut brown wig atop my head. He combed through the wig, arranging the soft curls on the end to frame my face perfectly.

"Now for the outfit," Antoine said, selecting a beautiful, flowing dress from the wardrobe. The dress was made of delicate layers of silk and chiffon in a shade of blush pink that complemented my makeup.

"But first, let's make sure you have the right shape."

He handed me a piece of shapewear designed to cinch my waist and give me a more feminine silhouette. I pulled it on, feeling it tighten around my midsection. He then presented me with a pair of silk stockings, which I carefully rolled up my legs, the smooth fabric clinging to my skin.

"Next, the lingerie," he said, handing me a matching lace bra and panty set. I changed into the delicate undergarments, feeling the soft lace against my skin, and noticed how the bra and pads helped to create the illusion of a feminine bust.

With the foundation of my outfit in place, he helped me step into the dress, carefully zipping it up the back. The silk and chiffon fabric felt luxurious against my body, swaying gracefully with each movement.
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He stepped back, surveying his handiwork.

"Almost done," he said, reaching for a pair of elegant stiletto heels. I slipped my feet into the shoes, feeling a mixture of apprehension and excitement as I stood taller.

Finally, he selected a few pieces of delicate jewelry—a pair of diamond earrings and a matching necklace—which he fastened around my neck and ears.

As I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I couldn't help but be amazed by the transformation. It was as if Princess Charlotte herself was staring back at me.
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The attention to detail Antoine had put into every aspect of my appearance, from the makeup to the dress, was truly astounding.

Feeling both anxious and determined, I prepared to meet with him, knowing that I would soon be faced with one of the most difficult decisions of my life.

As I stood in front of the mirror, Antoine placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

"Whatever you choose, James, remember that it's your life, and you deserve to be happy."

As I stepped out of the walk-in closet, fully transformed into Princess Charlotte once again, I caught Cara's gaze. She looked at me with a mixture of surprise and confusion.

"Why are you still dressed as Charlotte?" she asked.

"I thought the deal was supposed to be over after the fashion show."

"I'll explain everything later," I said hurriedly, not wanting to waste any more time. I grabbed my purse and headed out the door, leaving her with a concerned expression on her face.

Once outside, I instructed the chauffeur to take me to Goût de l'île, the restaurant where Princess Charlotte had said I'd find Philip. As we drove through the streets of Paris, my heart pounded in anticipation of the difficult conversation I knew was coming.

Upon arriving at the restaurant, I spotted him waiting at a table with a group of his friends. His face lit up when he saw me, and he immediately stood to greet me.

"Charlotte! I'm so glad you could make it," he said, pulling me into a warm embrace.

"Let me introduce you to my friends."

As I met each person, I couldn't help but notice their puzzled expressions as they studied my face and listened to my voice.

"Charlotte, you look a bit different today," one of Philip's friends remarked.

"And your voice… it's not quite the same."

Philip quickly came to my defense. "She's been taking voice lessons," he explained, flashing me a reassuring smile.

"Isn't that right, Charlotte?"

I nodded, grateful for the excuse. "Yes, that's correct."

The conversation eventually turned to the day's activities, and he excitedly invited everyone to watch his upcoming polo match.

"We're headed to the Château des Étoiles Country Club," he said.

"I hope you'll all join me."

As we piled into the car, a girl named Sylvie, who I quickly gathered had a crush on Philip, made a point to sit next to me. She leaned in close, her voice dripping with false sweetness.

"So, Charlotte," she began, "tell me more about these voice lessons you've been taking. Are you trying to become a singer?"

I hesitated for a moment, searching for a plausible response. "Uh—yes," I replied.

"I’ll join American Idol, I guess..."

Throughout the car ride, she continued to ask probing questions and make pointed comments about my appearance and behavior. It was clear that she was trying to get under my skin, but I did my best to remain polite and composed.
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As we arrived at the Château des Étoiles Country Club, I couldn't shake the feeling that Sylvie was a snake in the grass. I knew I needed to keep my guard up around her, but my main concern was the decision I had to make regarding Philip.

The day ahead promised to be filled with tension and difficult conversations, and I steeled myself for the emotional rollercoaster that was sure to follow. As I stepped out of the car and into the sunlight, I took a deep breath, preparing to face whatever lay ahead.

As I sat in the stands, trying to focus on the polo match, I couldn't help but be irritated by Sylvie's constant chatter. Despite my annoyance, I couldn't deny that Philip looked truly impressive on the field, skillfully maneuvering his horse and striking the ball with precision.
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Sylvie seemed determined to ruin my enjoyment of the game, pointing out various aspects of my appearance that didn't quite match up with her perception of the real Princess Charlotte.

"You know," she said snidely, "you seem to have grown taller overnight. And your hands and feet look larger than I remember."

I tried to ignore her, but she persisted.

"And really, Charlotte, I don't understand why you're even dating Lord Philip. He's so far below your rank."

Her insults stung, but it was the last straw. Channeling my inner Princess Charlotte, I turned to her, my voice cold and authoritative.

"You need to know your place, Sylvie. From now on, you will address me as Your Highness, and you will refrain from speaking to me unless I address you first."

Her face paled, and she quickly apologized, her voice wavering.

"I-I'm sorry, Your Highness. It won't happen again."

With Sylvie momentarily silenced, I returned my attention to the game, my heart swelling with pride as Philip's team secured a hard-fought victory. As the match ended, he rushed over to me, his face flushed with excitement.

"Charlotte!" he exclaimed, pulling me into a passionate kiss. I tried to pull away, suddenly self-conscious in the public setting, but he was too caught up in the moment to notice.

Sylvie, however, couldn't contain her jealousy any longer. In a fit of rage, she stood up and marched over to us, grabbing my wig and yanking it off my head.

"I know a front lace wig when I see one!" she shouted, brandishing the wig like a trophy.

"This person is an impostor!"

Humiliated and exposed, I could barely think straight as I pushed past Philip, whose face was etched with shock and confusion. Desperate to escape the stares and whispers of the crowd, I kicked off my heels, not caring as my stockings tore in the process.

I sprinted away from the scene, my heart pounding in my chest as I flagged down a taxi and hastily gave the driver the hotel's address.
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When I arrived back at the hotel, tears streaming down my face, I found myself surrounded by a sea of concerned faces. Antoine, Bernard, Cara, and several maids all looked on, their expressions a mix of shock and sympathy.

As I stood there, my disguise in tatters and my heart aching, I knew that my time as Princess Charlotte was over. But the consequences of my actions, both for myself and for Philip, were only just beginning.

Antoine was the first to reach me, his eyes wide with concern. "James, what happened?" he asked, gently guiding me to sit down on a nearby couch.

Cara rushed to my side, her face filled with worry.

"James, you're a mess! Are you okay?"

I couldn't find the words to explain what had just happened, so I simply shook my head, tears continuing to flow down my cheeks. Bernard discreetly handed me a handkerchief, his face showing a rare display of sympathy.

One of the maids, a kind woman named Isabelle, spoke up softly.

"We're all here for you, James. Whatever happened, we'll help you get through it."

Finally finding my voice, I choked out the story of what had transpired at the polo match, my voice trembling as I recalled Sylvie's cruel actions and the shocked look on Philip's face.

Cara's eyes flashed with anger.

"That horrible girl! How dare she do that to you!"

Antoine, ever the voice of reason, tried to offer some perspective.

"It was bound to happen eventually, James. The truth always finds a way to come out."

I knew he was right, but that didn't make the pain any less real.

As I sat there, surrounded by the people who cared for me, I couldn't help but wonder what would happen next. What would become of my relationship with Philip? Would he ever forgive me for the lies and deception?

Bernard cleared his throat, breaking the heavy silence.

"Right now, the most important thing is for you to rest and recover. We can figure out what to do next in the morning."

Cara nodded in agreement, taking my hand in hers.

"James, we'll get through this together, okay? You're not alone."

Despite everything that had happened, I had people who cared about me and were willing to help me face the consequences of my actions. And as I closed my eyes, trying to block out the memories of that humiliating scene, I knew that whatever lay ahead, I wouldn't have to face it alone.


Chapter 7
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Cara and I were jolted awake by the sound of the hotel room door slamming open. There, standing in the doorway, was the real Princess Charlotte, her face contorted with rage.

"What the hell happened yesterday?" she shouted, her British accent dripping with venom.
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"I've been receiving endless calls about some impostor wearing a bloody wig, and I know it's you, James!"

I sat up in bed, my heart pounding, as Cara looked at her with wide eyes, clearly alarmed by her fury.

"Well? What do you have to say for yourself?" The princess demanded, her hands on her hips.

"I... I'm so sorry, Your Highness," I stammered, trying to find the words to explain. "I never meant for things to go so far. It just... happened."

Her tirade continued, her voice growing louder and more aggressive.

"Do you have any idea how much trouble you've caused? The embarrassment? The humiliation? My reputation is on the line here!"

Cara tried to step in, her voice shaking.

"Princess Charlotte, please, we didn't mean any harm. We were just trying to help."

As the princess continued to berate us, I couldn't help but feel a sense of despair growing in my chest. Just when it seemed like things couldn't get any worse, she suddenly burst into laughter.

"Oh, you should see the looks on your faces!" she exclaimed, wiping tears from her eyes.

"I'm just kidding!"

Cara and I exchanged shocked glances, not sure if we could trust the sudden shift in her demeanor.

"Really?" I asked hesitantly.

"Yes, really!" Charlotte replied, grinning widely.

"In fact, I should be thanking you, James. By pretending to be me, you actually saved my dwindling relationship with my boyfriend."

Before we could respond, the door opened again and several maids entered, carrying a briefcase containing 20,000 euros and a top-of-the-line gaming laptop—my reward for impersonating the princess.

"And don't worry about Sylvie," Charlotte added, her tone reassuring.

"I'll make a video announcement wearing a similar wig to the one you wore, saying that I'm launching a new wig business and that it was indeed me in the video. Anyway, I have to go, I’m going to meet my boyfriend in Gstaad. Enjoy the suite, order everything you want, and stay as long as you want. Ciao!"

With that, she swept out of the room, leaving Cara and me in a state of relief and disbelief. As I sat there, clutching the briefcase and laptop, I couldn't help but think about Philip. Despite the princess's assurances, I knew that our relationship—built on a foundation of lies and deception—was far from resolved.

"So, James," Cara said as we sat on the edge of the bed, "what should we do on our last day in Paris?"

I thought for a moment, then replied, "I'll just go with you, Cara, wherever you want to go."

After taking a shower and getting dressed, she looked at me with a knowing smile.

"You're still in love with him, aren't you?" she asked gently.

I tried to brush it off, shaking my head.

"No, it's over. There's no point in thinking about it anymore." She didn't seem convinced.

"Nonsense, we’re twins for a reason. You and I may not look alike but I can sense if you’re feeling blue from a mile away. Why don't we spend our last day here with you dressed as Charlotte? Make it really memorable."

I was reluctant, but she was persistent.

"Come on, James, it'll be fun!" she insisted, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Finally, I relented, and Antoine came in to help me get ready. He started with my makeup, expertly applying a light, natural look that accentuated my features without being too over-the-top.

Next, he placed the wig on my head, carefully adjusting it so that it framed my face perfectly. As he worked, he chatted about the importance of enjoying our time in Paris, regardless of the challenges we'd faced.

For the outfit, he selected a casual yet elegant ensemble – a pale pink blouse, a fitted white blazer, and a pair of tailored black slacks.

As he helped me into each piece, I marveled at the transformation that was taking place. I felt a strange mix of excitement and trepidation as I saw Charlotte's reflection in the mirror, knowing that this would likely be the last time I'd wear her persona.

Antoine then handed me a pair of chic sunglasses, saying, "These will help you blend in a little more, and they look fabulous on you."

With my transformation complete, Cara and I set out to explore the city one last time as sisters. We walked along the Seine, visited the Louvre, and enjoyed a decadent lunch at a charming bistro.

All the while, I couldn't help but think of Philip and the time we'd spent together, wondering if he was somewhere in this beautiful city, his thoughts as tangled as my own.

As the sun began to set, Cara suggested we take a ride on the Ferris wheel at the Place de la Concorde.

"It'll be the perfect way to say goodbye to Paris," she said, her eyes shining with anticipation.
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As we climbed into the gondola and began our ascent, I couldn't help but feel a sense of sadness, knowing that our time in this magical city was coming to an end.

But as I looked out over the skyline, the Eiffel Tower standing proud in the distance, I knew that I would carry the memories of this adventure—and the lessons I'd learned about love, honesty, and being true to myself—with me for the rest of my life.

While Cara and I were enjoying the view from the Ferris wheel, her phone suddenly rang. She answered and her face lit up with a smile. It was Lord Lance, inviting her to dinner. She looked at me, asking hesitantly, "James, can I go? I really like him."

"Of course," I replied, trying to sound as supportive as possible.

"You should enjoy your time here. I'll be fine on my own."

With that, she left to meet Lord Lance, and I decided to take a walk through the streets of Paris. As I strolled along the cobblestone streets, my thoughts were consumed by Philip and the embarrassment I'd caused him. I wondered what he was doing at that moment and if he was thinking of me, too.

As I wandered aimlessly, I stumbled upon a familiar sight—a busker playing the same song that Philip and I had danced to under the moonlight. The music stirred something within me, and I couldn't help but feel a pang of longing.

Just then, I heard my name—or rather, Charlotte's name—being called. I turned to see Philip standing there, a mixture of confusion and relief in his eyes.
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"Charlotte... or whatever your real name is," he said, closing the distance between us.

I felt the urge to run away, but I forced myself to stay put.

"Philip, I'm so sorry," I stammered, my voice barely audible.

He looked at me intently, his eyes searching for answers.

"Why did you do it? Was it for the money? Was any of it real?" he asked, his voice filled with a mix of hurt and hope.

I hesitated, unsure of how to respond. "I don't know," I admitted, my voice wavering.

"Everything is new to me... but ever since the night we kissed, I haven't been able to stop thinking about it."

His expression softened, and he whispered, "I've been thinking about it, too." Before I knew it, his lips were on mine, and we were kissing passionately as if making up for lost time.

Our kiss led us to Philip's suite, a luxurious space that seemed to mirror the intensity of our feelings. As we entered, we found ourselves wrapped up in each other's arms, our hearts racing as the night unfolded before us.


Chapter 8
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He started pinning my hands on the wall of his luxurious suite's foyer, almost disheveling my wig.

"Careful," I said. With an intense gaze, he kissed me once more.

"I've never been with a guy, or whatever you are before," he said.

"I don't know what I am but right now, I just want you to make me feel like a woman," I said.
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He looked at me with a mix of confusion and desire.

"I can do that," he said, his voice deep and husky.

Without skipping a beat, he lowered his lips to my neck, planting kisses that sent shivers down my spine.

He leaned in, kissing me again, his hands trailing down my body. I could feel his excitement growing as he explored me, his touch sending shivers down my spine.

I moaned softly, feeling his hands roam my body, tracing the curves of my waist before pulling me closer. His scent filled my senses, and I couldn't help but give in to the passion that was building between us.

With a sudden movement, he lifted me up and carried me over to the plush sofa in the center of the room. Gently laying me down, he leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear.

"I want to make you feel like a woman," he whispered, his breath hot against my skin.

As he trailed hot kisses down my collarbone, I found myself lost in the moment, forgetting all worries and doubts. He reached down to cup my aching center, sending jolts of pleasure throughout my body.

I gasped in pleasure, and he took that as a sign to guide me toward the bedroom. There, he pushed me down onto the bed and climbed on top of me, his eyes filled with a raw hunger that both excited and scared me.

I couldn't resist anymore. I pushed him away from me, my fingers fumbling with his belt buckle. I could feel his breath quickening above me as I pulled his pants down, his hard cock springing free.

Without hesitation, I wrapped my lips around him, taking him deep into my mouth. He let out a ragged moan as I sucked and licked him, my hands gripping his firm ass.

I could feel him trembling above me, his breath ragged as he held on to my head.
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"Fuck," he grunted, and I smiled around him, sucking him harder.

He grabbed my nape and pushed himself deeper into my mouth, his eyes rolling back as he let out a deep growl of pleasure.

Suddenly, he tore my clothes then he pulled me up, my crotch pressing against his hardness as he kissed me—his hands roaming down my body and over my chest. He was gentle at first, teasing my nipples until I was almost begging for more.

"Oh yes!" I let out.

Sliding a hand between my legs, he ran a finger against my cock, sending waves of pleasure throughout my body—causing my whole body to convulse from the pleasure.

I spread my legs in a silent plea, and he slid his hips between my thighs, holding himself up in his arms. I leaned up to kiss him, our mouths locked together as he grazed his cock on my silk panties.

I could feel him trembling above me, his desire growing as I licked him up and down once more--his throbbing member, so stiff that I could see it pulsing. I couldn't take my eyes off of it, the idea of taking him inside my ass was sending waves of pleasure throughout my body. With an aching need, I opened my legs wider, feeling the heat radiating from between my legs.

He reached for a condom and quickly put it on before sliding inside me. A wave of pleasure washed over me at his touch, my body rippling with pleasure.

"I've never fucked an ass before," he said.
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Nervous but horny, "I've never taken anything in my ass before too," I moaned.

"Let's see what this love can do," he followed before wearing the condom and lifting my legs to lick my ass.

I bit my lip as he slid down to lick me, his eager tongue darting out to taste me. "Oh God," I moaned, his tongue darting out before licking my nub.

He spread my legs wide apart and started licking my asshole, making me twitch with a growing desire. He continued eating my hole, his lips caressing the tender skin, before sliding a finger inside.

"That feels so good," I moaned as he kneaded my flesh and worked his finger in and out.

"I'm going to stretch you out," he whispered.

He took his finger out, and I felt the bulbous head of his cock press against my hole. It was so hot and sensitive. I bit my lip and looked up at him, uncertain.

"Tell me when you're ready," he said.

Panting, I nodded. Slowly, he slid his cock into my hole.

"Oh!" I gasped. I could feel the pressure building inside me.

"Are you ready?" he asked. I nodded, and he pushed in deeper. The feeling of him moving in and out of me was electrifying.

“P-please, slowly,” I begged.

I could feel him growing. He held the length of his cock against my asshole, pressing in. Slowly, his cock gained entry, stretching me and making me release a shuddered breath.

"Oh my God!" I screamed.

He thrust himself in, his cock spearing me, making me moan. I could feel him trembling as he held himself, stopping as he filled me.
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"You're so tight!" he let out a crazed yell as he rolled his head in euphoria.

He pulled out and pushed in again before starting to fuck me in earnest.

My mind was overwhelmed with pleasure that I couldn't help but moan loudly and grind my hips, moving with him. As he started to fuck me faster, with deeper, more powerful thrusts, I felt myself start to lose control.
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His cock slipped in and out of me, making me moan and writhe with pleasure. I felt like I was on fire as he pushed himself in deeper, moving against me.

I could feel my cock rising to his touch, growing stiff and swollen.

I could feel myself losing control, as I threw my head back in ecstasy. I moaned as he fucked me deeper and harder, every stroke pushing me closer to the edge.

His cock pounded my ass deep and hard, and I could feel my ass quivering in response. At that moment, I thought, fuck, I need to get off. I need to come.

I reached between my legs, grabbed a hold of my cock, and began stroking myself in rhythm with his thrusts.

Then suddenly, I felt that tingling sensation in my stomach again.

I squirmed as I felt the pleasure coursing through me in waves, my ears ringing, and my body convulsing with bliss.

"Don't stop," I begged, feeling the sensations building up inside me, threatening to overflow.
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"You're so close," he said, pumping me faster.

He pulled me up, his hands on my waist as he fucked me from behind. I felt his cock going in and out of me, filling me, hitting that spot. I felt the heat rising in my lower abdomen, and I felt my cock throbbing and hard again.

"Oh my God, I'm going to cum," I whispered.

"I can feel you," he groaned in my ear.

Suddenly, I felt like I was going to explode. I pushed myself back against him, grinding, my cock pulsing again.

I screamed out in pleasure as I felt him fill me. With one final thrust, he came inside me. He collapsed down on top of me, and I could feel him gasping for breath.

"I love you, Philip," I said.
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"I love you too, Charlotte," he said.

Too exhausted and spent, he rested his head on my chest—feeling my calm heartbeat like it was a lullaby. As he slept, I looked at him with the pain and pleasure still beating in my orifice—thinking how something as simple as joining my sister on a trip overseas could unfold into a realization of who I was, what I wanted, and my true happiness.

For a brief moment, I prayed that he would not treat this one night as any other night. I wished that just like I did, he found something special, life-changing, and everlasting, in the city of lights and love, Paris.


Epilogue
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As our time in Paris drew to a close, Cara and I found ourselves being driven to the airport by Lance and Philip. It was a bittersweet farewell—we were leaving behind the magical city that had changed our lives, but we were also heading home with memories that would last a lifetime.

The four of us chatted and laughed during the drive, reminiscing about our time in Paris and all the wonderful experiences we'd shared. As we pulled up to the airport, we exchanged heartfelt goodbyes, promising to stay in touch and visit each other as often as possible.

A few weeks later, I received an unexpected call from Philip. He excitedly announced that he'd enrolled at my college and would be joining me on campus for the upcoming semester. I couldn't believe my luck—our love story was far from over, and we'd soon have the chance to continue it as we navigated the challenges of college life.
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During our time apart, I found myself reflecting on my experiences as Charlotte and how much I enjoyed living as a woman. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that my feelings ran deeper than a simple fondness for dressing up. I decided to seek help from a therapist to explore my feelings further, and after much soul-searching, I began the process of transitioning.

As the new semester began, Philip and I reunited on campus—our love growing stronger with each passing day. Together, we navigated the challenges of college life, supporting each other through exams, papers, and late-night study sessions.

Our love blossomed as we embraced our new identities and the challenges that came with them, but we knew that we were stronger together than we could ever be apart.

Through it all, Cara and Lance remained by our sides, their love story unfolding alongside our own. And as the four of us journeyed through college and into the next chapter of our lives, we knew that we'd always have Paris—and each other—to remind us of the power of love and the magic of new beginnings.

The End <3

Did you enjoy Royally Switched? 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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“It’s $300 an hour. There’s the ATM, I’ll go with you.”

Read Red Light Sissy
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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
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Royally Switched – First-time Feminization and Transgender Romance.

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.
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Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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