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Introduction

“Huh, marry a prince? Can’t you see that I’m a dude?”

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

Life can be funny sometimes but stumbling upon the opportunity to become a princess in the Middle East as a guy… was something else.

Fresh off college, I worked as a stock clerk at Walmart. It was a thankless job, but it was a stepping stone to becoming a store manager.

One fateful day as I was refilling the shelves of tampons, I stumbled upon a stranger. Chased by the paparazzi, I provided him with a safe space.

I would’ve accepted a simple thank you but he insisted on inviting me to his country and offered me a new life… something that most girls dreamed of, but then again, why would a regular Joe like me say yes to wearing a dress and a tiara?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, 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 Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My 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 The Boy Princess.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

My First Gift For You

[image: A screenshot of a book  Description automatically generated]

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

∞∞∞

I KNELT DOWN IN THE TAMPON AISLE, holding a box of CherryBlossom Ultra Thin Pads. The shelves were a chaotic mess—LadyLux, SilkyDays, FlowGuard—all mixed up and out of order. To most people, it was just a shelf full of tampons, but to me, it was like a puzzle waiting to be solved. Each box had its place, each color a piece of the overall picture. It was all about strategy, making sure everything fit perfectly while still catching the eye of whoever walked by.

[image: Mage media]

I started by separating the boxes by color. The deep reds of LadyLux went on one side, followed by the bright yellows of SilkyDays, and the cool blues of FlowGuard. CherryBlossom, with its soft pink packaging, deserved a spot in the center, like a queen surrounded by her court. I took a step back, analyzing my work. It was almost there, but not quite. The boxes needed to be lined up just right, like pawns on a chessboard.

Chess was my thing. I wasn’t a grandmaster or anything, but I loved the game. The strategy, the planning, the way every move counted. I even played in a few community games when I had the time, and I’d get online to challenge random players from across the world. It was a way to keep my mind sharp, something I could control in a life that often felt out of my hands.

I graduated from South L.A. Community College with a degree in Sales and Marketing—a piece of paper that was supposed to open doors but only seemed to lead me here, organizing tampons at Walmart.

It wasn’t the life I dreamed of, but it was a start. I always figured I’d move up the ranks, maybe even become a store manager one day. That was the plan, at least. But plans don’t always work out the way you expect.

Take my dad, for instance. He had plans too—big ones. He was going to retire early, buy a cabin in the woods, and spend his days fishing. But that all went up in smoke, literally. Lung cancer got him before he could make it to retirement. He smoked like a chimney, and it caught up with him. When he passed, it was just me left, trying to figure out what to do with my life.

My mom remarried a few years after Dad died. She’s got a new husband, a new life, and three new daughters—my stepsisters. They’re alright, I guess, but I don’t really fit in with them. I’m the odd one out, the outsider. We don’t talk much, except when she calls to check in every now and then.

It’s not that I don’t care about her; it’s just… different now.

As I lined up the last box of tampons, I thought about how out of place I felt sometimes. Not just in my family, but in life. I’m twenty years old, working a job that barely pays the bills, and my only real friend is Calvin, another stock clerk at Walmart. He’s a good guy, into video games and comic books, but not much of a chess player. Still, we get along. He’s the only person who doesn’t make me feel like a complete loser.

The thing is, I’ve always been different. I’m short, with soft features that make people do a double-take. More than once, I’ve been mistaken for a lesbian. Girls at school didn’t pay much attention to me, except for the few who thought I was one of them—literally. I had one girlfriend when I was seven, but that was more of a puppy love thing. It lasted three days, and we broke up over a crayon. After that, I didn’t really try with girls. They all wanted someone taller, more masculine, and that just wasn’t me.

I took another step back and admired my work. The tampon display was perfect, every box in its place. It was the little victories that kept me going, like this. Organizing tampons wasn’t what I pictured myself doing after college, but at least I could do it well.

Shortly after, I was just about to move on to the deodorant aisle when I heard a commotion behind me. The sound was loud, sudden, and completely unexpected—like someone had knocked over a whole stack of cans or something. I turned around just in time to see my carefully organized display of tampons crash to the floor. Boxes of CherryBlossom, LadyLux, and SilkyDays were scattered everywhere, and I could feel my blood boiling. All that work, ruined in an instant.

"Seriously?" I muttered under my breath, clenching my fists.

"What the!?"

Before I could start picking up the mess, I noticed a guy standing near the scene of the crime. He was tall, with sharp, striking features—like he’d walked straight out of a fashion magazine or something. His clothes screamed expensive: a perfectly tailored suit, polished shoes, and a scent that smelled like it cost more than my entire wardrobe. He looked foreign, maybe Middle Eastern, and definitely out of place in a Walmart in L.A.

But what really caught my attention was the look on his face. He seemed troubled, almost panicked. For a second, my anger faded, replaced by curiosity.

"Hey," I called out, walking toward him. "Are you okay?"

The guy looked up at me, his eyes wide.
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"I... I am fine," he said, his voice carrying a heavy accent.

"But please, you must help me."

I blinked, caught off guard by his plea. "Help you? What do you mean?"

"Cameras... they are chasing me," he said, glancing nervously toward the entrance of the store.

"Chasing you?" I repeated, trying to wrap my head around what he was saying.

"Like, paparazzi?"

He nodded quickly. "Yes, with cameras. Everyone is after me."

I raised an eyebrow, starting to piece things together.

"Are you a celebrity or something?"

He shook his head, his expression almost desperate. "No, I’m Amir Al—something like that. It is complicated. Please, I need a place to hide."

For a moment, I just stared at him. This was not how I expected my day to go—saving some guy from a bunch of people with cameras. But he looked genuinely scared, and despite the mess on the floor, I couldn’t just leave him hanging.

"Alright," I sighed, making a quick decision.

"Follow me. I know a place."

I led him through the aisles, away from the main area of the store, and toward the back where the stockroom was. As we moved, I could hear voices getting louder, and I realized the commotion had drawn a crowd. It wouldn’t be long before the paparazzi—or whoever was chasing this guy—showed up.

I pushed open the door to the stockroom and ushered him inside.

"Stay here. I’ll be right back."

He nodded, his relief evident. "Thank you. I owe you."

I gave him a quick nod before closing the door and heading back to the front of the store. Sure enough, an influx of paparazzi had just stormed in, cameras flashing, shouting questions to anyone who would listen.

"Excuse me," I said, stepping in front of them.

"Can I help you with something?"

One of them, a guy with a camera almost as big as his head, looked at me with a mix of annoyance and impatience.

"Yeah, we’re looking for a guy. Foreign-looking, tall, wearing a suit. You seen him?"

I crossed my arms, trying to look as annoyed as I felt. "Nope, haven’t seen anyone like that.”

“No, I’ve seen him enter the store!” one of them retaliated.

Not appreciating his tone, “if you guys don’t leave, I’m calling the police!" I warned.

That got their attention. The group exchanged looks, clearly not wanting to deal with the cops. After a moment of hesitation, they started to back off, muttering under their breath.

"Fine, fine, we’re leaving," the camera guy grumbled.

"But we know he’s here somewhere."

I watched as they reluctantly filed out of the store, the commotion finally dying down. Once I was sure they were gone, I headed back to the stockroom.

Amir—he had introduced himself as Amir before I left—was still there, leaning against a stack of boxes. He looked up as I entered, a grateful smile on his face.

"You got rid of them?" he asked.

"Yeah, they’re gone," I said, leaning against the wall. "You’re safe now."

“What’s your name, my friend?” he asked.

“Rudy, Rudy Fields.”

He let out a breath, the tension in his shoulders finally easing.

"Thank you, Rudy. I do not know how to repay you."

I shrugged, feeling a little awkward with the gratitude. "It’s no big deal. But, uh, what’s your deal anyway? Why are they chasing you?"

He hesitated for a moment, then shook his head. "It is... complicated. Let’s just say I am not used to this much attention."

"Fair enough," I said, not wanting to press him too much.

"But you might want to change your outfit. You’re kind of... noticeable."

He looked down at his suit, then back at me with a small smile.

"You are right. But I do not have anything else to wear."

I thought for a moment, then nodded toward the door. "We’ve got plenty of clothes in the store. Why don’t you pick something out? It’s on me."

He looked genuinely touched by the offer.

"You are too kind, Rudy. I will repay you for this, I promise."
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I waved him off, trying to play it cool. "Don’t worry about it. Let’s just get you something less... model-like."

He chuckled at that, and for the first time since I met him, he looked a little more relaxed. I led him out of the stockroom and into the clothing section, where he started browsing through the racks.

As he looked through the clothes, I couldn’t help but study him a bit more. There was something about him—something different. He wasn’t just some random guy running from the paparazzi. But whatever it was, he wasn’t ready to share it, and I wasn’t going to push.

"How about this?" Amir held up a simple hoodie and a pair of jeans.

"Perfect," I said, nodding in approval. "You’ll blend right in."


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

LATER THAT DAY, AMIR AND I stepped into Habibi Blendz, a small coffee shop with a cozy vibe. I had walked by it a hundred times, but today was the first time I actually decided to go in. The smell of rich coffee beans hit me immediately, and I couldn’t help but take a deep breath.
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“So, what do you want?” I asked Amir, figuring he might want something to drink after everything that had just happened.

Before he could answer, though, all the staff behind the counter perked up and greeted him with the kind of excitement that made me do a double-take.

“Welcome, Mr. Amir!” they said, practically in unison, as if they were greeting some kind of VIP.

I glanced at him, expecting him to be just as surprised, but he only smiled, like this was totally normal.

“What... what’s going on?” I asked, my voice low.

“Why are they treating you like that?”

Amir waved it off casually, like it was no big deal.

“Don’t worry about it. Let’s just get something to drink.”

He stepped up to the counter, and the barista, who looked like he was about to faint from excitement, immediately asked, “Hello sir, sire, sorry, I’m not sure what to say, w—would you like your usual today?”

“No,” Amir replied, his tone calm and confident.

“Give us the full spread.”

The barista practically lit up like a Christmas tree and nodded vigorously before scurrying off to prepare whatever “the full spread” meant. Meanwhile, I was left standing there, still trying to process what had just happened.

I leaned toward Amir, keeping my voice low.

“Okay, seriously, why are they treating you like a rock star? Do you own this place or something?”

He turned to me, a small smile playing on his lips. “Something like that. My family owns Middle East Kaufi, the parent company of Habibi Blendz and many others.”

I stared at him for a second, trying to piece it all together.

“Wait, so... your family owns this whole coffee shop chain?”

Amir nodded, like it wasn’t a big deal. “Yes, and other stuff… but my father started it years ago.”

I blinked, still processing. “Okay, so... your family is rich?”

He sighed, running a hand through his perfectly styled hair.

“I wish it was that simple, Rudy.”

Before I could ask him what he meant, the barista returned with a massive tray loaded with every type of pastry, dessert, and coffee drink you could imagine.

[image: Mage media]

There were fancy croissants, baklava, espresso shots, and even some strange, colorful drinks that looked like they belonged on a magazine cover.

“The full spread,” the barista said proudly, setting everything down on our table.

“Thanks,” Amir said, giving him a polite nod.

I, on the other hand, was just staring at the table in disbelief.

“Dude... this is enough food for, like, ten people.”

He chuckled softly. “Enjoy it. It’s on the house.”

I sat down, still trying to make sense of everything. As I reached for a croissant, I looked at Amir again.

“So, the paparazzi... why were they chasing you?”

He hesitated, his fingers drumming lightly on the table. I could tell he didn’t really want to talk about it, but after a long pause, he finally spoke.

“It’s complicated.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Try me.”

He took a deep breath before continuing. “My older brother, Ahmed... he passed away from leukemia.”

I frowned. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Thank you,” he said quietly. “It’s been difficult. Ahmed was supposed to take over the family’s responsibilities, but now... everything has fallen on me.”

“Family responsibilities?” I repeated.

“Like running the coffee shop?”

Amir shook his head and chuckled.

“No, not exactly. My family... we belong to the Al-Feroz dynasty.”

I blinked, still not getting it. “Al-Feroz?”

He sighed, clearly not surprised by my confusion. “We’re royalty, Rudy. My father is the king of Farouhza, a small country near Saudi Arabia.”

I just stared at him, my brain trying to catch up.

“Wait... you’re a prince?”

He nodded slowly.

“Yes. And with my brother gone, I’m next in line for the throne.”

I sat back in my chair, letting that sink in. Amir, the guy I just hid in the back room of Walmart, was an actual prince. My mind raced, trying to process what that even meant.

“So... why are the paparazzi chasing you?”

He let out a frustrated sigh, leaning forward.

“My father wants to abdicate. He’s tired of ruling and just wants to live in Thailand with his girlfriend.”

I blinked again, confused.

“What’s the big deal? He’s a king, can’t he do whatever he wants?”

He chuckled, but there was no humor in it.

“It’s not that simple. His girlfriend is transgender, and in Farouhza, people are very conservative. They want him out of power, but before he abdicates, he wants to make sure I’m ready to take over. I’m only 25 and that’s not in my plans yet.”

I nodded slowly.

“Okay... that seems pretty young to be king.”

His shoulders sagged a little. “Exactly. I’m not ready to settle down, and to make things worse, in Farouhza, you can’t be king unless you’re married.”

“Wait, what?” I asked, my eyes widening.

“You have to be married to be king?”

Amir nodded. “It’s a tradition in my country. The king or queen must be married. So now, not only do I have to deal with the pressure of becoming a prince, but I’m also being pushed to find a wife.”

I let out a low whistle, trying to take it all in. “That’s... a lot.”

He leaned back in his chair, staring out the window. “That’s why I’ve been hiding. I don’t want to be king. I don’t want to get married just because some tradition says I have to. I just want to live my life, but my family won’t stop pressuring me.”

I sat there for a moment, letting the weight of his words sink in. Here I was, a stock clerk at Walmart, and somehow I had ended up having coffee with a prince who was hiding from his own family.

Life was weird.

“Well,” I said finally, grabbing a piece of baklava, “if you’re looking to hide from royal responsibilities, L.A. is probably the best place to do it. No one expects to find a prince in a Walmart.”

Amir smiled faintly, his expression softening a bit.

“You might be right.”

We sat there in comfortable silence for a few minutes, munching on pastries and sipping our coffee. It was still hard to believe that the guy sitting across from me was actual royalty, but somehow, it didn’t feel weird anymore.

After we finished eating, Amir hesitated, sitting back in his chair like he had something on his mind but wasn’t sure how to say it. His eyes kept darting around the coffee shop, and I could tell something was bothering him.

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on the table.

“You good?”

Amir shifted in his seat, then finally spoke.

“I need to ask you for another favor.”

I grinned, trying to lighten the mood. “After that full spread, you can ask for my firstborn.”

He gave me a faint smile, but then he got serious again.

“Can I... stay at your place?”

That threw me off for a second. I didn’t really let people into my space. It wasn’t like I had a ton of visitors—actually, I hadn’t had any visitors at all. But Amir seemed like he was in some kind of real trouble, and I couldn’t just turn him away.

I rubbed the back of my neck, stalling. “Uh, I mean, are you sure? It’s not exactly prince-worthy, man.”

He looked down at the table, his fingers tapping lightly against the edge.

“The paparazzi know all the hotels my family is connected to. Every time I try to go to one, they’re waiting at the driveway, cameras flashing. I just need somewhere they wouldn’t expect.”

I let out a slow breath, realizing how serious this was.

“Alright,” I said finally.

“But I’m warning you—my place isn’t exactly the Ritz. Or whatever fancy hotels you’re used to.”

His face lit up with relief. “Thank you, Rudy. Really.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I muttered, standing up.

“Come on, let’s catch the bus.”
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It was already night time when we left Habibi Blendz and headed for the bus stop. He seemed strangely excited about the whole thing, which I found kind of amusing. He probably hadn’t ridden a bus in his life.

“This is a bus?” he asked as the rickety old thing pulled up in front of us.

I chuckled. “Yeah, welcome to normal-people transportation.”

He followed me on, his eyes wide as he took in the worn seats and the general vibe of the bus. I sat down near the back, and he plopped down next to me, looking around like a kid in a candy store. It was kind of funny, seeing a prince all excited about a bus ride.

“So, what do you do on a bus?” he asked, leaning toward me.

I shrugged. “Mostly stare out the window or scroll through your phone. It’s not that exciting.”

He nodded, taking it all in. “I see.”

When we finally got to my neighborhood, Amir’s expression changed. Skid Row wasn’t exactly a welcoming sight, especially for someone who was used to luxury. The streets were lined with tents, and a few homeless people wandered around, minding their own business.

“This is where you live?” he asked, his voice full of surprise.

“Yeah,” I said with a shrug. “It’s not so bad once you get used to it.”

As we walked toward my building, we passed a couple of the regulars I knew. I waved at them, and they waved back with friendly smiles.

“Hey, Rudy!” one of them, an old guy named Joe, called out.

“How’s it going?”

“Not bad, Joe,” I said, reaching into the bag and pulling out some of the leftover food from Habibi Blendz.

“Here, got something for you.”

Joe’s face lit up as he took the food. “Thanks, man. You’re a lifesaver.”

“No problem,” I said, giving him a nod.

Amir watched the whole thing, looking a little taken aback.

“You know them?” he asked as we kept walking.

“Yeah, they’re cool,” I said.

“I mean, it’s not like they have much, but they’re good people. Just trying to get by, you know?”

He didn’t say anything for a moment, but I could tell he was impressed. I guess he wasn’t used to seeing this side of the world.

We finally made it to my apartment building, and I unlocked the door, my heart pounding a little. I’d never let anyone in here before, and I wasn’t exactly proud of the place. It was small, just a one-bedroom apartment that looked like it hadn’t been updated since the ’80s.

“Uh, so... welcome to my humble abode,” I said awkwardly as I pushed the door open.

He stepped inside and looked around. The place was pretty bare—no decor, an old TV with a box, and a white refrigerator that looked like it had seen better days. I didn’t use the TV much, except to store my beer cans on top of it.

“It’s... cozy,” he said, trying to be polite.

I laughed, feeling a little embarrassed. “Yeah, it came with the place. All the furniture, I mean. I don’t really watch TV. I just use it to hold my beer.”

He chuckled, shaking his head. “That’s... practical.”

I walked over to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of beer, holding it out to Amir.

“Want one?”

He shook his head. “No, thank you. I don’t drink alcohol. It’s not allowed.”

“Oh, right,” I said, putting the beer back.

“Guess I should’ve figured.”

I walked over to the bed and started preparing it for him, fluffing up the pillow and pulling back the blanket. “You can take the bed. I’ll crash on the couch.”

He frowned, shaking his head. “No, you should take the bed. It’s your home.”

I waved him off.

“Nah, man, it’s cool. I’m used to the couch. Besides, you’re the guest. It wouldn’t feel right.”
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He looked like he wanted to argue, but then he just sighed and nodded. “Alright. Thank you, Rudy. You’ve been more than generous.”

I shrugged, trying not to make a big deal out of it.

“Hey, what are friends for?”

He smiled at that, and for a moment, it felt like everything was normal—just two friends hanging out. But then I remembered who Amir really was, and I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of crazy ride I had just signed up for.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I STOOD IN THE HAIR DYE AISLE, organizing boxes of "Sunset Copper," "Midnight Blue," and "Rose Petal Pink" on the shelves. There was something weirdly calming about sorting the different shades, seeing the neat rows come together like pieces of a puzzle. I could spend hours doing this, and honestly, it felt like time passed quicker when my hands were busy.
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As I lined up the last box of "Golden Honey," I couldn’t help but think about the last month. Living with Amir had been... interesting. A prince learning to live a regular, everyday life? Not exactly what I expected from my boring job at Walmart, but hey, life has a way of throwing surprises at you.

Over the past few weeks, Amir had learned a lot about how us normal people live. I thought back to the first time I showed him how to use the bus pass. He was like a kid with a new toy, fascinated by something I did every day without even thinking about it. He also loved biking down Venice Beach. I remember him trying to balance on a rental bike, wobbling all over the place, but by the end of the day, he was speeding down the boardwalk like a pro, wind in his hair and a big grin on his face.

And the delis? Man, that guy loved a good sandwich. Amir discovered delis like they were hidden gems. Pastrami, corned beef, turkey club—you name it, he’d tried it. Every time he went to grab food, he’d come back with these massive sandwiches and a grin, talking about how deli sandwiches were the best thing he’d ever tasted.

As I stacked a box of "Chestnut Brown" on the shelf, I thought about how close we’d gotten. Amir wasn’t just some prince crashing at my place anymore—he was my friend. We’d talk about everything, from his weird royal traditions to my chess games.

And when I was at work, he’d help out around the apartment. He didn’t like cooking much, so he usually just ordered food for us, which was fine by me. The guy had a taste for the finer things, and honestly, I wasn’t complaining about eating gourmet meals on a regular basis.

He’d also started spending money on everything. I wasn’t used to that. I mean, I was broke half the time, but with Amir around, things were... easier. He’d cover the rent, buy the groceries, and even slipped me a few bucks when I was short.

It felt weird at first, but he insisted, saying it was the least he could do after everything I’d done for him. I couldn’t argue with that.

While I was lining up the last of the "Silver Fox" dye, I heard the voice in my head saying what I’d been thinking for days now: we were a weird pair, but somehow, it worked.

“Hey, Rudy,” I could almost hear Amir’s voice in my head.

“Why do people live like this?” That’s what he’d asked me when I showed him how to wash dishes manually. I laughed at the memory. He wasn’t a fan of chores—at all. But he did them, mostly to help me out when I was stuck at work.

I was pretty thankful, even if he wasn’t the world’s best housekeeper. Amir didn’t know how to cook or clean all that well, but he tried. When he didn’t want to deal with it, he just ordered takeout or got someone to clean, which, again, I wasn’t complaining about.

Sometimes, I’d come home to a spotless apartment and some fancy meal waiting on the table, and I’d just shake my head, knowing Amir had hired someone.

As I moved a box of "Raven Black" dye into place, I thought back to how he managed to fit into my world so easily. For a prince, Amir was a pretty down-to-earth guy. Yeah, he came from a place where people waited on him hand and foot, but he didn’t act like he was better than anyone.

In fact, he seemed to like the freedom of just being... normal.

“Normal is nice,” he told me once, while we were biking on Venice Beach.

“No one tells me what to do, no one expects anything from me. I could get used to this.”

I wasn’t sure how long he was planning to stay, but honestly, I didn’t mind. Having him around had made life a little more interesting, and if I’m being honest, a lot easier.

“Rudy, I ordered from that Italian place again,” Amir had said just last night.

“I hope you like lasagna.”

Of course, I liked lasagna. Who doesn’t like lasagna?

I picked up the last box of "Ocean Breeze" dye and placed it on the shelf, admiring the neat rows I’d created. The aisle looked perfect. A little like my life right now, all neat and in order, thanks to the random twist of fate that dropped a prince into my apartment.

As I finished up my task, I couldn’t help but wonder what Amir was doing right now. Probably at a deli, scarfing down a pastrami sandwich, or maybe riding his bike along the beach, enjoying the freedom of being out of the spotlight.

Whatever he was up to, I knew one thing for sure: he wasn’t just hiding from the paparazzi anymore.

He was living.
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When I got home that night, the first thing I noticed was how quiet the apartment was. Usually, Amir would be lounging on the couch, either scrolling through his phone or talking about the latest deli he tried, but tonight was different. I found him standing by the window, staring out into the dark street below. His arms were crossed, and his whole vibe felt... anxious.

“Hey,” I said, dropping my keys on the counter.

“Everything alright?”

Amir didn’t respond right away. He just kept looking out the window, like he was searching for something he couldn’t find. After what felt like forever, he finally turned to me, his face tight with worry.

“My father... he cut off my cards,” he said quietly.

I blinked. “Wait, like... all your credit cards?”

Amir nodded. “Yes. Everything.”

I scratched the back of my head, trying to wrap my mind around it.

“Well... that sucks. What are you gonna do?”

“I don’t know,” Amir admitted, turning back to the window.

“I don’t want to go back, but...”

I leaned against the wall, trying to think of a solution.

“I mean, you could get a job or something, right?”

He let out a soft, humorless laugh.

“I’m here as a tourist, Rudy. I can’t work legally.”

“Oh... right,” I muttered, feeling kind of dumb for not thinking of that.

“Well... what’s your plan? You can’t just... stay here forever without money.”

His shoulders sagged a little. “If my mother were still alive, she would have sent me something. She would have found a way to help me.”

There was something in his voice that made me pause.

“I’m sorry about that. I didn’t know.”

“It’s alright,” he said softly, still staring out the window.

“She died five years ago. Leukemia.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just nodded. Losing family wasn’t something you could fix with words. I knew that better than most. I felt like I should say something, though, so I awkwardly added, “I’m really sorry, Amir. That’s... tough.”

He gave a small nod, but didn’t say anything else.

The silence hung in the air for a bit, making me feel a little uncomfortable. I looked around the apartment, realizing I hadn’t picked up any food on the way home. With Amir around, I’d gotten so used to him ordering food all the time that I hadn’t even thought about buying groceries.

“Uh, I didn’t get anything for dinner,” I admitted.

“I kind of got used to you handling that. I can make something if you’re hungry, though.”

He shook his head, still looking distracted. “It’s okay. Don’t worry about it.”

“Well, alright then,” I said, heading toward the pantry.

“Let’s see what we’ve got.”

I opened the pantry and took stock. There wasn’t much—just some cans and a box of pasta. I grabbed a can of pork and beans, popping the top with a sigh.

“Looks like it’s pork and beans. Want some?”

Amir glanced over at me, his expression softening a little.

“I don’t eat pork.”

I paused mid-pour, glancing at him.

“Oh, right. I forgot. I can run out and grab something else if you want.”

He shook his head again. “No, it’s fine. I’m not hungry.”

I shrugged, grabbing a spoon and sitting down at the table.

“Alright, suit yourself.”

As I started eating, I couldn’t help but glance over at Amir every now and then. He was still by the window, still staring out into the night. He looked lost—like his whole world had just been flipped upside down. I guess, in a way, it had.
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Moments later, I was standing at the sink, scrubbing the last of the plates when I heard Amir approach from behind. I didn’t think much of it at first—he’d gotten pretty comfortable hanging around while I did chores. But when I glanced over my shoulder, I could see something was up. His face was serious, almost too serious.

“I know I’ve asked you for a lot of favors already,” he began, his voice a little softer than usual, “but I just need one last one.”

I put the dish down, drying my hands, and turned to face him.

“Alright, I’m listening.”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair, clearly trying to figure out how to explain whatever was going on in his head. “My father... he’s setting me up with this woman. Khadija.”

“Okay...” I said slowly, trying to follow where this was going.

“She’s awful, Rudy,” he continued, stepping a little closer.

“She’s shallow, obsessed with plastic surgery, designer clothes, and her social life. Everything is about her image. I can’t stand her. I wouldn’t marry her in a million years, even if she was the last woman on earth.”

I raised an eyebrow, wiping my hands on the dish towel.

“She sounds... lovely.”

Amir let out a frustrated sigh. “You have no idea. She’s rude, entitled, and she treats everyone like they’re beneath her. Every time I’ve interacted with her, it’s been a nightmare.”

He gave me a few more examples—like how she once had a waiter fired because he served her water with ice when she asked for it without. Or how she insisted on hosting parties just to show off whatever new thing she’d bought, only to act bored the entire time.

“And now, my father is pushing me to marry her,” he finished, looking almost defeated.

“Man, that’s rough,” I said, leaning against the counter.

“But what’s the favor?”

He hesitated again, his eyes narrowing like he was preparing to drop a bombshell.

“I need you to marry me.”

I blinked, not sure I’d heard him right. Then I laughed—a loud, hearty laugh that echoed through the kitchen.

“You want me to what?”

Amir held up a hand, trying to calm me down.

“No offense, but with a little makeup, maybe a wig... you really do look like a girl.”

I kept laughing, shaking my head in disbelief. “That’s insane.”

“I’m serious,” he said, his tone urgent.

“No one would ever see your body. You’d wear an abaya and hijab the whole time. It would just be a formality. You’d be my wife on paper, but nothing else. No one would know.”

I wiped a tear from my eye, trying to calm down. “Amir, come on. That’s... that’s the craziest thing I’ve ever heard.”

He stepped closer, his voice more persuasive. “You could come to my country. There’s the largest chess arena in all of Asia—you could play all day, every day if you wanted. And I would compensate you, of course. I’d make sure you’re taken care of.”

I paused, the mention of chess catching my attention.

“Wait... the largest chess arena?”

Amir nodded, a small smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Yes. You’d have all the time in the world to play. No more stocking shelves at Walmart.”

I stood there, considering it, my brain trying to process what he was asking.

“But... what about my papers? I can’t just up and leave for another country like that.”

His face brightened. “I know people. Getting your papers in my country wouldn’t be a problem at all.”

He stepped even closer, practically pleading now. “Please, Rudy. Just say yes. It’s not a real marriage, and you won’t be tied to me. It’s just a way for me to get out of this nightmare with Khadija or any other woman. After a while, we could even get a quiet divorce, and you’d be free to do whatever you want.”

I stared at him, still trying to make sense of it all. Amir, a prince, was asking me to marry him—not because he wanted a wife, but because he needed an escape from a marriage he hated.

And I, somehow, was his best option.

He kept begging, almost playfully, flashing those big, pleading eyes like he knew I was softening up.

“Please, Rudy. You’d be saving me. Come on, just say yes.”

I sighed, rubbing my face with my hands.

“Alright, fine! I guess we’re going to the Middle East.”

Amir’s eyes lit up with pure relief, and before I could react, he hugged me—tight. I wasn’t used to people hugging me like that, but I wrapped my arms around him awkwardly, returning the gesture.

His face was close to mine, too close, and for a second, there was this weird tension between us.

I pulled away, feeling a little strange about the whole thing. Not because Amir was a bad guy, but because... well, I wasn’t into men. But there had been something in that moment that felt different. I pushed it out of my mind.

“Thanks, Rudy,” he said, stepping back with a smile.

“You have no idea how much this means to me.”
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I nodded, trying to shake off the weird feeling. “Yeah, no problem. But let’s get one thing straight: this is all business. I’m doing this to help you, not because I suddenly want to be some royal bride.”

He laughed, but there was a warmth in his eyes that made me feel good.

“Of course. Strictly business.”

I turned back to the sink, finishing up the last of the dishes. “Well, I guess I better start figuring out how to explain to my friends that I’m heading to the Middle East to marry a prince.”

Amir grinned.

“Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll come up with something.”


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I WAS DOUBLE-CHECKING MY LUGGAGE for what felt like the tenth time, my hands running over the contents as if something might magically appear out of place. But no, everything was exactly as I packed it—girly clothes. Dresses, skirts, blouses... even lingerie.
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I still couldn’t believe this was happening.

Amir’s card had been reactivated the moment he told his father he was coming home with a fiancée. I was that fiancée. Or, more accurately, I was Rabia Wehbe, my new identity for this little adventure. Half American, half Farouhzan.

I still had my old papers, though—my passport still said "Rudy Fields." The whole thing made me nervous, but Amir assured me it would be fine.

I glanced at the bed, where a set of lingerie lay waiting for me. I’d never worn anything like it before, but if I was going to pull this off, I had to start somewhere. I hesitated for a moment, then picked up the delicate fabric and started putting it on. It felt... strange at first.

The soft material against my skin wasn’t uncomfortable—just different. Once I got used to it, I slipped into the dress Amir had picked out for me.

A knock came at the door, and Amir poked his head in.

“Need help?”

I rolled my eyes but nodded. “Yeah, with the abaya and hijab. I’ve never done this before.”

He came over, carefully helping me drape the black abaya over my shoulders. Then, with precise movements, he arranged the hijab around my head. It was a strange feeling, being wrapped up like that, but when I finally looked in the mirror, I had to admit—I looked like a woman. Not just any woman, but someone who could actually pass in Amir’s world.

Even without makeup, I could see why Amir had chosen me for this insane plan.

“Not bad,” I said, tilting my head to get a better look.

“I’ve been mistaken for a lesbian a few times, but this is a whole new level.”

He chuckled. “You look great, Rabia. No one will suspect a thing.”

I wasn’t sure if I was ready for this, but there was no turning back now.

We grabbed our bags and called for an Uber. As we rode toward the airport, my mind kept racing. I glanced at Amir, who seemed calm, as usual.

“You sure about this? My passport still says ‘Rudy,’ and I’m... well, dressed like this.”

Amir waved a hand, dismissing my worry.

“Stop worrying. It’s all handled.”

I wasn’t exactly comforted by that, but I tried to relax. Still, something felt off as the Uber driver took a turn that didn’t lead to LAX. I frowned.

“Hey, uh, isn’t this the wrong way?”

He gave me a casual smile. “I pinned it somewhere else.”

“Somewhere else?” I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

A few minutes later, the car pulled up to a private hangar. My jaw practically hit the floor when I saw it—a sleek, massive private jet waiting for us.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I muttered.

“Nope,” Amir said, grinning. “This is one of our newest acquisitions. No lines, no hassle. And don’t worry about the papers—no one here will ask any questions.”
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We stepped out of the car, and as I walked toward the jet, I couldn’t help but feel a little out of place. The thing was enormous, and when I stepped inside, it was like walking into a luxury apartment. Plush leather seats, a full bar, and enough space to stretch out like I’d never seen on a plane before.

“This is insane,” I said, looking around in awe.

Amir chuckled. “You get used to it.”

I wasn’t sure I could ever get used to this. But I had to admit, it felt kind of nice. The dress I was wearing didn’t feel so weird anymore, either. It was comfortable, and the way it flowed around me was... I don’t know, kind of cool.

Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.

As we settled in, he glanced over at me. “Thanks again, Rudy. I know this isn’t exactly your dream scenario, but it means a lot.”

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Yeah, well... it’s not every day someone asks me to pretend to be their fiancée and fly to the Middle East in a private jet.”

He smiled, looking genuinely relieved. “You’re a good friend.”

I was starting to feel more comfortable in the clothes, but as the engines roared to life, I suddenly realized how much I hated flying. The plane started moving, and my stomach flipped.

He noticed immediately. “You okay?”

“Yeah, just... not a big fan of takeoffs,” I admitted, gripping the armrest.

Without hesitation, he moved closer and put a hand on my arm.

“You’ll be fine. I’m right here.”

There was a moment—just a brief one—where his hand on my arm felt like more than just a comforting gesture. There was tension between us, like something was happening that neither of us wanted to acknowledge. I didn’t pull away, and he didn’t move either, just stayed close as the plane lifted off the ground.

Once we were in the air and the tension faded, Amir smiled and gave me a reassuring nod before going back to his seat. I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.

This whole thing was getting stranger by the minute.

But, strangely enough, I was starting to get used to it.

Seventeen hours and two continents later, I woke up with a start, feeling disoriented. Blinking a few times, I realized Amir was sitting across from me, pretending to look out the window—but not before I caught him staring at me.

I sat up, rubbing my eyes. “Are we there yet?”

He smiled, looking like he had a secret.

“We’ve been here for an hour already. You looked so peaceful, I didn’t want to wake you.”

“Shit, I’m sorry,” I muttered, scrambling to get myself together. My abaya had shifted a bit while I slept, and I quickly adjusted it.

“No need to apologize,” he said, standing up and stretching.

“Let’s get going.”

I stood up and followed him out of the plane, feeling weirdly self-conscious. As soon as I stepped onto the tarmac, I could feel how snug the ballet flats were on my feet. My toes were practically begging for relief. Walking in them wasn’t exactly easy, but I didn’t have a choice.
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As we walked through the airport, I couldn’t help but notice the sheer luxury of it all. The walls were gilded, everything gleaming gold. The chandeliers hanging from the ceiling were massive, glittering like something out of a movie. I’d never seen anything like it.

Amir walked confidently beside me, and everywhere we went, people greeted him. “Your Highness,” they said, bowing slightly. I just kept my head down, too nervous to make eye contact with anyone. We passed security without a hitch, though I could feel eyes on me the entire time.

When we stepped outside, a Rolls-Royce limousine was waiting. Of course. Amir’s life was nothing but first-class all the way.

As we settled into the back of the limo, I glanced out the window and immediately felt overwhelmed. The city of Farouhza was stunning—skyscrapers with golden accents, wide boulevards lined with palm trees, and the sun reflecting off everything like it was a city made of gold.

“Everything’s so shiny,” I murmured, more to myself than anyone.

Amir chuckled. “Farouhza is known for its luxury. But there’s more to it than that.”

I nodded, still taking it all in. “What’s with the gold? Is everything here dipped in it?”

“Not quite,” Amir said, smiling. “But the city is known for its extravagance. We’re passing through the central district right now. That building over there,” he pointed to a tall tower with a golden dome, “is the Farouhza National Bank. And up ahead, that’s the famous Diamond Plaza. You’ll see it glows at night.”

As we drove, he explained more about the city.

“Farouhza is modern in many ways. We allow alcohol, have discos, bars, and a vibrant nightlife. But politically, we’re still very conservative. It’s a strange balance.”

I couldn’t imagine what it must be like to live in such a place. The wealth was obvious, but Amir’s tone suggested there was more beneath the surface—things I probably wouldn’t understand right away.
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Eventually, we arrived at the palace. The gates were enormous and intimidating, adorned with intricate designs. As the limo passed through, I saw a river cutting through the grounds, and we had to cross a bridge to get to the main entrance.

The palace itself was beyond anything I could have imagined. Marble pillars, towering spires, and gold detailing everywhere. It looked like something straight out of a fairytale, and I couldn’t help but feel a little intimidated.

Soon after, my heart raced as we pulled up to the entrance.

I glanced at Amir, trying to stay calm. “So, this is it?”

He nodded, smiling reassuringly.

“You’ll be fine. Just remember to keep your voice soft.”

I practiced my girly voice quietly, feeling ridiculous. How did I get myself into this?

We were greeted by palace staff as soon as we stepped out of the car. I stayed close to Amir, letting him do all the talking as they spoke to him in rapid Arabic. I couldn’t understand a word, but it seemed like everyone was excited.

Then we were led inside, and the sheer grandeur of the place hit me like a ton of bricks. The floors were polished marble, and chandeliers sparkled overhead. There were fountains inside the palace, for crying out loud.

I kept my eyes forward, trying not to gawk.

Finally, we were brought before King Waleed Al-Feroz himself. He was sitting on a large, ornately carved chair, his outfit made of rich, deep purple fabric with gold embroidery. His beard was perfectly groomed, and his eyes were sharp, full of authority. There was no mistaking that this man was in charge.

Amir spoke first, bowing slightly. I followed his lead, keeping my head down. They exchanged words in Arabic, and I stayed quiet, trying to focus on not messing up.

King Waleed glanced at me, studying me for a moment. His gaze felt heavy, like he was trying to see through the disguise. But Amir spoke quickly, clearly reassuring him, and the king’s expression softened.

Finally, King Waleed nodded to a woman standing nearby.

“Yasmien,” he said, motioning toward me.

Yasmien, who I guessed was some kind of head maid or stewardess, stepped forward with a bright smile. She bowed to me.

“I am name Yasmien,” she said in broken English.

“I will show room for you.”

I gave a small nod, too nervous to say much. I’d never been this quiet in my life.

As we walked through the palace, Yasmien kept talking, her excitement bubbling over. “I am happy so much wallah. There will be queen again! Farouhza! We all need queen, yes?”

I nodded again, forcing a smile. “Yes... it’s... exciting.”

She apologized constantly for her English, but I could tell she was thrilled. She gave me a quick tour as we walked, pointing out different parts of the palace—the dining hall, the ballroom, and even the gardens outside, which I could only imagine were as extravagant as everything else.

Finally, we arrived at my room. And when I say “room,” I mean it was more like a luxury suite. The bed was enormous, with silk sheets and more pillows than I knew what to do with. The windows opened to a view of the palace gardens, and the room itself was decorated in rich blues and golds.

“Here, this your room, Miss Rabia,” Yasmien said, beaming. “Sleep and then three hours, Lunch. Shukran.”

I nodded, still overwhelmed. “Shukran very much, Yasmien.”

She left me alone, closing the door quietly behind her. I stood there in the middle of the room, taking it all in. This was my life now—for the next few weeks, anyway.

And all I had to do was not get caught. Easy, right?

Hours later, I woke up groggy, the softness of the silk sheets almost making me forget where I was for a second. But as soon as I blinked and saw the massive, elegant room around me, it hit me all over again—I was in a palace. In Farouhza. Pretending to be an almost-princess.

I groaned and rolled out of bed, stretching my arms. The sun was already pouring through the windows, casting a golden glow on everything. The place was unreal, like something out of one of those fancy design magazines. The bathroom, especially, caught my eye. I wandered in, feeling like I’d just stepped into a spa. Marble floors, a huge bathtub, and everything in perfect order.

“Okay,” I muttered to myself, staring at the massive mirror.

“Just gotta get through this.”

I double-checked the bathroom door, making sure it was locked. Then I glanced around, half-expecting hidden cameras or someone watching from the vents. The thought of getting caught freaked me out, but everything seemed safe.

No one was peeking.

With that, I started peeling off the girly clothes. It still felt weird—every time I undressed from these things, it was like I was shedding a part of this strange new life I’d agreed to.

I stepped into the shower, letting the hot water wash over me. For a moment, it felt like everything was normal, like I could just forget about all the craziness going on. But when I glanced at the mirror afterward, I noticed a few stray hairs on my face.

“Great,” I muttered. “Time to shave.”

I grabbed the razor and carefully worked over my face, making sure I got everything. Then I figured, why stop there? I went over everything, making sure there was no hair left on my body. I needed to look convincing.

Every detail had to be right.

After the shower, I stood in front of the mirror again, drying off and mentally preparing myself. “You’ve got this, Rudy,” I said quietly. Then I corrected myself.

“Rabia. You’ve got this, Rabia.”

I grabbed the panties and bra from my bag and put them on. The feeling was still strange, but I was getting used to it and to be honest, I started liking the tactile sensations from the delicate fabrics that no briefs for men could offer.

Slowly. Once those were in place, I pulled on the dress, it was A-line and white, very flattering. It flowed smoothly, but I still felt a little ridiculous. Then came the wig. I stared at it for a second, adjusting it awkwardly on my head until it looked right.

Now for the tricky part—the abaya. I unfolded it, staring at it like it was a puzzle. “How did Amir do this again?” I tried to remember how he’d helped me the first time, draping it over my shoulders and fumbling with the fabric. After a few tries, it finally sat right.

Next up was the hijab. I wrapped it around my head, tucking in the ends like I’d seen Amir do. It wasn’t perfect, but it would have to do.

Once I was fully dressed, I opened my luggage and started digging through for makeup. I had no idea what I was doing, but Amir had insisted that I’d need some. My fingers brushed against something small and round—a tube of lipstick. I pulled it out and unscrewed the cap.

The color was bright red. Very red.

I hesitated, then shrugged. “Why not?”

I smeared the lipstick on my lips, trying not to overdo it. When I looked in the mirror, I had to admit, it didn’t look half bad. The red really popped, making my lips stand out in a way I wasn’t used to.

Satisfied, I reached for the bottle of perfume Amir had given me as a gift. I sprayed it lightly on my wrists and neck. The scent was rich—something floral, mixed with a hint of spice. It smelled expensive, like everything else around here.

I took a deep breath and looked at myself in the mirror one last time. “Here we go,” I whispered, steeling myself for whatever was waiting beyond that door.

Surprisingly, my timing was impeccable as Yasmien knocked gently on my door and poked her head in just before I reached it.

“It is time for lunch, Miss Rabia.”
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My movements were stiff, careful, like I was trying to make sure nothing slipped—especially my disguise. She rolled out the curtains then asked me to follow her down the grand hallway, my feet shuffling slightly in the snug ballet flats. Everything felt calculated, every step a conscious effort to appear graceful.

Inside, though, I was a bundle of nerves.

When we reached the dining hall, Amir was waiting. He smiled when he saw me, and for the first time, he reached out and took my hand. My heart skipped a beat, my chest tightening at the unexpected contact.

“It’s okay,” Amir whispered, his hand warm and reassuring.

“It’s just a simple lunch. Just the three of us.”

I nodded, trying to calm down. But as soon as we walked in, I realized this was far from a simple lunch. The dining table stretched out like something you’d see in a movie, covered in platters of food—grilled lamb, chicken, and beef, roasted vegetables, plates of fruit, bread, and pastries that looked too perfect to eat. Maids and butlers stood around the room, ready to serve at a moment’s notice. It was overwhelming, to say the least.

King Waleed was already seated at the head of the table, his sharp eyes studying me as we approached. His regal presence was hard to ignore—he wore another rich purple robe, lined with gold, and his beard was meticulously groomed. He nodded politely as Amir and I took our seats, but I could feel his gaze linger on me a little too long.

“Rabia, welcome,” he said, his voice deep and commanding.

“How was your rest?”

I swallowed nervously and nodded. “Thank you, Your Majesty, it was good, I feel more relaxed.”

Amir squeezed my hand under the table before letting go. I could feel my palms sweating as I tried to remember everything we had rehearsed. This was it—the real test.

As we began eating, King Waleed wasted no time with small talk. “So, Rabia,” he said, picking up his fork.

“How did you and Amir meet?”

I paused, my mind racing. “Uh, we met in the US... near my... school.”

“What school?” the king asked, his tone casual, but there was a sharpness behind his question.

“Um, Columbia,” I blurted out, praying that was believable enough.

“I was studying... international business.”

King Waleed raised an eyebrow. “Ah, Columbia University. Impressive. And you are... half-American, yes?”

I nodded, trying to appear confident.

“Yes. My mother is American, and my father... Farouhzan.”

The king seemed to consider this, nodding slowly.

“I see. And you speak Arabic?”

I felt my stomach drop. “Uh, not fluently,” I admitted. “I’ve been... practicing, but it’s not very good.”

He chuckled softly, though his eyes remained sharp.

“Understandable. It is not an easy language to learn.”

Amir jumped in, sensing my discomfort. “Rabia has been making great progress, though. She’s very determined.”

I smiled weakly, hoping I didn’t look as nervous as I felt. My eyes darted to the food in front of me—some kind of stuffed grape leaves, delicate pieces of lamb, and a bowl of fragrant rice. I had no idea what half of it was called, but it looked fancy.

Trying to avoid more questions, I picked up my fork and tried to eat. But as soon as I took a bite, I realized I had no clue what I was doing. I dropped a piece of lamb into my lap, then scrambled to grab my napkin to clean it up. My heart pounded as I looked up, hoping no one noticed.

King Waleed raised an eyebrow but said nothing. He returned to his meal, but I could feel the tension building.

“So,” the king continued after a moment, “how long have you and Amir been... together?”

“Uh... about a year,” I said, glancing at Amir for reassurance.

Amir smiled. “Yes, a year.”

“And what are your plans, Rabia?” the king asked.

“Do you intend to live in Farouhza?”

I swallowed hard, unsure how to answer. “Yes... I mean, I’m still adjusting to everything, but... yes, I’d like to live here.”

The king nodded again, but there was a flicker of something in his eyes—apprehension, maybe. I couldn’t tell if he was buying the story or if he was just humoring me. Either way, I felt like I was walking on a tightrope.

As the meal went on, I tried to focus on the food, but I made several etiquette mistakes—using the wrong fork, grabbing the bread at the wrong time, and even spilling a bit of water on the table. Every little mistake felt like a giant spotlight on me, and I could feel the king watching.

The food itself was incredible, though. The lamb was tender, seasoned perfectly with herbs I couldn’t name, and the rice had a light, fragrant aroma of spices. There were roasted vegetables, dips, and bread that melted in your mouth. But with all my nerves, I barely tasted any of it.

After what felt like an eternity, King Waleed leaned back in his chair, eyeing me carefully. “It seems you and Amir have much to look forward to,” he said, his tone polite but distant.
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“My son told me that he has never fallen hard for anyone before you and… I will give you both my blessing, but I expect... a smooth transition for Rabia, as the new princess of Farouhza.”

I nodded, feeling like I had just passed some kind of test, though barely.

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” I said, my voice a little shaky.

Amir smiled, reaching for my hand again under the table. I squeezed his hand tightly, grateful for the lifeline.

As we stood to leave, Yasmien appeared beside me, her face lit with excitement. “Miss Rabia, we go back the room, okay?” she said in her broken English.

I nodded, still too nervous to say much, and followed her out of the dining room, feeling the king’s eyes on me the entire way.

Back in my room, I paced around, trying to shake off the nerves from lunch. I couldn't stop thinking about the king’s questions, the way he studied me like he was trying to figure out if I was the real deal. Was I doing the right thing? Was this whole charade really worth it?

I glanced at myself in the mirror, feeling the weight of the abaya and hijab. It didn’t feel real, but then again, what part of this situation did? I sighed and stepped out of the room, hoping a walk around the palace might clear my head.

The hallways were as grand as everything else in this place—long corridors lined with polished marble, gold accents, and windows that stretched from floor to ceiling. Through them, I could see the gardens outside, perfectly manicured and filled with vibrant flowers. The view was breathtaking, but it didn’t do much to calm my nerves.

As I wandered, I turned a corner and found a small seating area tucked away in one of the hallways. In the middle of it was a chess set, the pieces neatly arranged on the board, like they were waiting for someone to play. I smiled a little, feeling a bit of comfort in something familiar.

I sat down at the table and stared at the pieces. Pawns, rooks, knights... each one waiting to be moved. I hadn’t played since everything went crazy with Amir, but just looking at the board made me feel a little better.

I made a few moves on my own, setting up a game. The soft click of the pieces against the board was almost soothing, pulling me out of my own head for a bit.

“You always play alone?” Amir’s voice came from behind me.

I jumped slightly, looking up to see him walking over with that easygoing smile of his. He sat down across from me without waiting for an invitation, reaching for one of the pieces.

“Not always,” I said, trying to relax. “Just needed to clear my head.”

Amir made his move, his fingers lightly brushing the board as he slid a piece forward.

“I get it. This place can be... overwhelming.”

“Yeah,” I muttered, moving a pawn. “I don’t know if I can do this, Amir. Your father—he was asking so many questions, and I felt like I was going to slip up any second.”

“You did fine,” Amir said, his voice calm. “He’s testing you, but he’s also trusting me. As long as we stick to the story, we’ll be okay.”

I wasn’t so sure. I stared at the board, moving my knight forward, but my thoughts were still spinning.

“What if we mess up? What if he finds out I’m not who I say I am?”

Amir moved his bishop, studying the board like it was nothing more than a game. “We won’t. You’re smarter than you give yourself credit for.”

I made another move, but my heart wasn’t in it. “I don’t know. This whole thing just feels... wrong.”

Amir looked up at me, his eyes softening. “Rabia—Rudy—look, I get it. You didn’t ask for this, but you’re here now. We both are. If we screw this up, we’ll figure something out. We can always start a new game.”

I blinked, caught off guard by his words. Before I could respond, he made his final move, knocking my king over with a single, calculated move.

“Checkmate.”

I stared at the board, realizing he’d been leading me into that trap the whole time. I hadn’t even seen it coming.

He leaned back in his chair, smiling.

“See? Even when things seem hopeless, there’s always another move.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, despite the knot in my stomach.

“You’re pretty good at this, you know?”

He shrugged. “It’s all about strategy. Just like everything else.”

I looked at the board again, thinking about what he’d said. Maybe he was right. Maybe, if we just played our cards right—or in this case, our chess pieces—we could get through this.

I took a deep breath and nodded. “Alright. Let’s keep playing.”

He smiled, moving the pieces back into place. And as the game reset, I realized that maybe, just maybe, I could keep going.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IT HAD BEEN A WEEK since I started getting used to this strange new life, and I was in my room, lazily working on my makeup. I sat in front of the mirror, intensely focused on perfecting the art of applying kohl. The eyeliner had to be sharp, the eyebrows had to be just right, and the wig... well, it still felt odd, but I was getting used to it.

I had on a black negligee—one of those things that seemed impractical but was surprisingly comfortable for lounging around.

I drew a line with the kohl, trying to make my eyes pop the way I’d seen other women here do. It was a slow, careful process, and I was actually kind of proud of the progress I’d made.

Just as I finished one eye, I heard a knock on the door.
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“Come in,” I called, not thinking much of it. I figured it was just Yasmien bringing me a snack or something. She had a way of popping in unannounced, and I was starting to get used to it.

The door opened, and there was Yasmien—but she wasn’t alone. Two other women in abayas stood behind her, their faces partially covered, their eyes watching me closely.

I frowned, setting down the kohl pencil. “Uh, who are they?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she stepped inside, closed the door, and locked it—causing me a sudden rush of unease.

Before I could react, she reached out and yanked the wig off my head with one swift motion.

“Hey!” I gasped, instinctively covering my head, but then I froze when I heard the soft chuckles from the two women.

Yasmien smiled warmly.

“Rabia, don’t be alarmed. I already know.”

My heart pounded in my chest. “Know... what?”

“Amir,” she said, her tone gentle, “he is like a son to me. He tells me everything.”

I stared at her, my mind racing. Amir had told her? She knew? And yet, here she was, acting like everything was fine.

Yasmien gestured to the two women. “This is Salima and Haifa. They are here to help.”

I raised an eyebrow, still trying to process what was happening.

“Help with... what?”

Yasmien chuckled softly. “Help you become more... convincing. Amir and I both know that for you to blend in with the royal family’s social circle, you’ll need more than just a wig and makeup.”

Salima and Haifa stepped forward, their eyes kind but serious. They started pulling out all kinds of beauty tools and supplies from a bag they had brought with them—things I’d never seen before.

Yasmien continued, “We’re going to give you regular treatments. Skincare, hair removal, beauty makeovers... everything you need to look and feel more feminine. And you’ll also start drinking collagen, placenta, and other vitamins to help your skin and body. It’s all very safe.”

I blinked, still in shock. “Wait... what? I didn’t sign up for... all that.”

She smiled patiently. “You want to blend in, yes? To be seen as one of the women of the royal family? This is necessary. And don’t worry—we will keep your secret.”

My mind was spinning. I hadn’t expected this, and part of me wanted to protest, but I could see the determination in Yasmien’s eyes. She wasn’t offering me a choice. This was happening, whether I liked it or not.

“But... I don’t know if I can handle all that,” I said, trying to find a way out.

“I’m barely keeping up with the makeup.”

Salima stepped forward, holding a small jar of cream.

“That’s why we are here. We will take care of everything.”

Haifa nodded in agreement. “You won’t have to do it alone.”

I sighed, feeling overwhelmed. “I don’t know...”

Yasmien placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

“Trust us, Rabia. You will look beautiful. And no one will ever suspect a thing.”

I stared at the three of them, still processing the fact that they knew and weren’t freaking out. In fact, they were... excited? It was like they had all the answers, and I was just along for the ride.

“Okay,” I said finally, letting out a breath. “Let’s do this.”

Yasmien’s face lit up. “Good! Now, let’s get started.”
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I was standing in the middle of my room, staring at the table full of beauty supplies, wondering what the hell I’d just signed up for. Salima and Haifa were getting everything ready, and Yasmien was smiling like she was about to give me the ultimate makeover. But I wasn’t exactly excited about the whole thing. Especially not the waxing part.

“Okay, Rabia, we’re going to start with the waxing,” Salima said, holding up a jar of what looked like melted caramel.

I raised an eyebrow. “Waxing?”

Yasmien nodded, chuckling softly. “Yes, to remove the hair from your body. It will make your skin smooth.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “Right. Smooth.”

Haifa motioned for me to sit down, and I reluctantly obeyed, sitting on the chair as they prepared the wax. Salima dipped a spatula into the gooey substance and spread it across my arm. It was warm, almost soothing, until—

RIP!

“AHH!” I yelped as the strip of wax was ripped off my skin, taking every hair with it.

“Oh my god! That hurts!”

Salima giggled. “It’s not so bad. You’ll get used to it.”

“Used to it?” I muttered, rubbing my arm.

“How many times are we doing this?”

Yasmien waved a hand dismissively. “Just enough to get you nice and smooth. Trust us, it’s worth it.”

They continued waxing my arms, legs, and—much to my dismay—my chest. Each time the wax strip was ripped off, I felt like I was losing a little piece of my soul.

“Are we done yet?” I asked, wincing as Haifa ripped another strip off my leg.

“Almost,” Yasmien said, patting my shoulder.

“Now, for the final touch—your face mask.”

I was relieved when they put the wax down and started mixing something creamy in a bowl. “What’s that?”

“Niacinamide,” Salima said, smiling.

“Good for your skin. It will help brighten and smooth everything.”

I didn’t know much about skincare, but at this point, anything that didn’t involve ripping hair out of my body sounded good. They applied the mask to my face, spreading it evenly until I felt like I was wearing a second skin.

“Now, come with us,” Haifa said, leading me to the bathroom.

I followed them, feeling the coolness of the mask on my face. When I stepped into the bathroom, I stopped short. The tub was filled with a mixture of honey and milk. It smelled sweet, almost intoxicating, but the idea of bathing in it felt... odd.

“A honey and milk bath,” Yasmien explained. “It’s wonderful for your skin. Now take your clothes off.”

I hesitated, glancing at the tub, then at my body. “Uh... are you sure about this? I mean, I’m not exactly... you know, I’m still a guy.”

Salima waved a hand, laughing. “Don’t worry about that. We’ve seen it in movies.”

Haifa added with a grin, “Besides, you seem like you’re small down there!”

The three of them burst into laughter, and I just stood there, face burning.

“Gee, thanks.”

With my skin sore from the wax and my face red from the humiliation, I took my negligee off. I climbed into the tub, sinking into the warm mixture. The honey and milk clung to my skin, and I had to admit, it felt kind of nice.

It was thick, like I was being cocooned in sweetness. The bath soothed the sting of the waxing, and I let myself relax for a moment, closing my eyes and letting the world disappear.

“See? Not so bad,” Yasmien said, sitting nearby as I soaked.

“The bath will help with your skin, and you’ll feel refreshed.”

They started organizing some clothes and cleaning my room as I continued relishing the marvelous sensation brought upon by the princess-worthy bath.

After what felt like forever, I finally climbed out of the bath, and went to rinse in the shower. My skin felt different—softer, smoother—and I was starting to understand why people were so into this whole beauty routine thing.

Once I was dry, they moved on to other treatments—skincare serums, more creams, things that I couldn’t even name. They worked diligently, chatting among themselves while I just let it happen.

Finally, Yasmien handed me a glass filled with something that looked suspiciously healthy. “And now, your vitamins. Collagen, placenta, and a few others. They will help your skin and keep you looking youthful.”

I stared at the glass. “Placenta?”

Yasmien nodded. “Yes. Very good for the skin.”

I hesitated, then shrugged. “Alright, bottoms up.”

I downed the drink, grimacing at the taste, but at this point, I figured it was just part of the deal. When they were done, they stood back, admiring their work.

“That’s it for today,” Yasmien said, smiling.

“You did well, Rabia. You’ll be beautiful in no time.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about the whole thing, but I couldn’t deny that I felt... different. My skin was soft, my body was smooth, and I was starting to look more convincing as Rabia. But part of me was still in shock from the whole experience.

“Thanks,” I said, still feeling a little dazed.

“I guess I’ll see you tomorrow?”

Yasmien nodded. “Of course. We’ll be back for more treatments.”

As they left, I sat back down in front of the mirror, staring at myself. I wasn’t sure what I’d gotten myself into, but one thing was clear—this was only the beginning.

It was nearly dinner time, and I was about to leave my room when Amir stopped me in the hallway. His expression was calm, but there was a hint of something serious in his eyes. He held a small box in his hand, and before I could ask what it was, he opened it to reveal a stunning necklace. The diamonds sparkled under the soft lighting of the corridor, and I stared at it, wide-eyed.

“Amir, what’s this?” I asked, my voice a little shaky.

He stepped closer and gently lifted the necklace from the box.

“You’re my fiancée, Rabia,” he said as he moved behind me, his fingers brushing against the back of my neck.

“That means you’re a reflection of me. If you’re not well adorned, people will think I’m neglecting you.”
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I stood still as he fastened the necklace around my neck. The weight of it was unfamiliar, heavy against my skin, and I felt a strange mix of emotions—excitement, nervousness, and disbelief.

“I’ve never worn anything like this before,” I muttered, touching the cool diamonds with my fingertips.

“I’m not used to... this kind of thing.”

He smiled, stepping back to admire his work. “You’ll get used to it. It’s part of the role.”

I looked at myself in a nearby mirror. The necklace was beautiful, way more expensive than anything I’d ever owned in my life. I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. Part of me was thrilled by the luxury, but the other part of me felt out of place. This wasn’t me, but I had to make it work.

He studied my face for a moment, then said, “I think we should get your ears pierced too. Earrings would complete the look.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Ears pierced? Uh... I don’t know about that. I mean, won’t that hurt?”

He chuckled. “It’ll be quick. A little pain, but nothing you can’t handle.”

I wasn’t so sure. I’d never even thought about getting my ears pierced, let alone in a palace while pretending to be a princess. But before I could protest, he gestured for us to head toward the dining room.

“Come on, we’ll talk more later. Let’s not keep my father waiting.”

I followed him, the necklace still feeling strange around my neck, like it was a physical reminder of the role I had to play. When we entered the dining room, the usual lavish spread awaited us. The food looked as decadent as ever, but tonight, I was too distracted by everything else to appreciate it fully.

King Waleed was already seated, and as soon as Amir and I joined him, he looked at me closely, his sharp eyes scanning my face. I could feel his gaze lingering on the necklace, the way I carried myself.

“You’re glowing, Rabia,” the king said suddenly, his voice deep but surprisingly warm.

I blinked, caught off guard by the compliment.

“Oh... thank you, Your Majesty.”

The king nodded, a small smile on his lips.

“It seems Amir is taking good care of you. You look... more confident.”

Butterflies fluttered in my stomach at his words, and I couldn’t help but wonder if the beauty treatments or those vitamins had actually worked. I felt different tonight—more poised, more determined. The makeover, the necklace, the pressure of the role I had to play—it was all starting to settle in.

As we ate, I found myself sitting up straighter, speaking more clearly, and paying closer attention to my manners. I was still nervous, but the king’s compliment gave me a boost of confidence I didn’t know I needed.

Amir glanced at me, a subtle smile on his lips, as if he could tell I was feeling more at ease. He reached for my hand under the table, giving it a quick squeeze before letting go.

“You’re doing great,” he whispered.

I nodded, taking a deep breath. If this was what it took to be the about-to-be princess, then I was going to give it everything I had.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED, and everything about my life had shifted. I’d gone from Rudy Fields, Walmart stock clerk, to Rabia Wehbe, “Goddess of Beauty,” at least according to the Arab newspapers.

Everywhere I looked, there were headlines about me—my style, my grace, my transformation. It seemed like all the beauty treatments, the regular maintenance from Yasmien, Salima, and Haifa, had paid off. I’d become something of a fashion icon with the jewelry, purses, and shoes they carefully curated for me.

As I sat waiting for the chess match to start, I couldn’t help but scroll through Instagram, liking all the posts about me. They called me “stunning,” “elegant,” and “a true vision.” A part of me liked it—okay, maybe more than just a part of me. But there was another part that still felt like an imposter.

While I was busy tapping through stories, my opponent finally arrived. I glanced up, and for a second, I wasn’t sure what to think. She wasn’t wearing an abaya, which was rare around here.
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Instead, she wore a modern, sleek black dress that clung to her curves, paired with high heels that made a statement without even trying.

Her face was striking, all sharp angles and deep, soulful eyes that screamed “Arab beauty.” She was gorgeous, and for a split second, I was confused.

I was still into girls—there was no denying that—but my feelings for Amir had gotten so strong that everything felt complicated. This woman in front of me, though, had that kind of presence that could turn heads without saying a word. And right now, she had my attention, even if I wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

She walked up to the chessboard, giving me a slow head-to-toe look, and I could feel the judgment in her eyes. The vibe was icy.

“So,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain, “you’re the fiancée.”

I raised an eyebrow, already feeling a shift in the air.

“I’m sorry but who are you?”

Her lips curled into a smirk.

“Khadija. Surprised Amir hasn’t mentioned me.”

I sat up straighter, sensing the hostility. She was wrong, Amir had mentioned her several times already and she was half the reason as to why I started dressing up as a girl. He said that he would rather marry a pretend princess if it meant that he was doomed to share a life with Khadija. This wasn’t just a chess match—it was something else, something more personal.

“Well, let’s get started,” I said, motioning to the board.

Khadija sat down across from me, her eyes narrowing. As we began the game, the tension was thick. Every move felt like more than just chess. It was like we were fighting over something bigger—over Amir.

I moved my pawn forward, keeping my expression neutral.

“So, Khadija, I’m guessing you’re not happy about the engagement.”

She smirked, moving her knight. “Happy? Please. I just find it amusing that he’s toying with a flavor of the month.”

I clenched my jaw but kept my focus on the game.

“You don’t know Amir as well as you think you do.”

“Oh, I know him well enough,” she replied, leaning forward slightly.

“You’re just the latest distraction. He gets bored easily.”

Her words hit harder than I wanted them to, but I didn’t let it show. I made another move, capturing her knight. “I wouldn’t be so sure about that.”

Khadija’s eyes darkened, but she didn’t back down.

“We’ll see how long you last.”

The insult stung, but I didn’t flinch. Instead, I focused on the board, calculating my next move carefully. I wasn’t about to let her get to me—not here, not now. This wasn’t just about winning a chess game; it was about proving that I wasn’t just some random girl.

As the game progressed, Khadija’s frustration became more evident. Her moves were sloppy, and I could see that she was getting rattled. I seized the opportunity and moved my queen into position.

“Checkmate,” I said, my voice steady.

She stared at the board, her jaw tightening. She looked up at me, her eyes flashing with anger. Without saying another word, she stood up and straightened her dress, her gaze cold as ice.

“You may have won this match,” she said, her voice low, “but you’re just the flavor of the month. Amir will never marry some random sharmouta from America.”

Sharmouta, it meant whore, and Yasmien would always yell it whenever she dropped something.

Khadija turned and walked away, her heels clicking against the floor as she left the room. I watched her go, my heart still pounding from the intensity of it all.

But as her vision faded away, I felt something shift inside me. The butterflies in my stomach were still there, but this time, they weren’t from my initial attraction to her, but from fear and doubt.
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Later that night, I stood on the balcony of my room, leaning against the railing and staring up at the crescent moon. It was beautiful, but it felt incomplete. The moon wasn’t full, and somehow, that mirrored exactly how I felt—beautiful from the outside, but something was missing. I’d won the rookie championship earlier, and I should’ve been over the moon, no pun intended.

But instead, all I felt was doubt.

I reached up and touched my earrings, feeling the slight sting in my ears. I’d just gotten them pierced two days ago, and they still weren’t fully healed. The pain was a reminder of everything I was going through, trying so hard to fit into this world. A world that wasn’t mine.

A world where Khadija existed.

I couldn’t get her out of my head. No matter how much I tried, her presence, her confidence, her entire aura had left a mark on me. She was everything I wasn’t.

Real. A real girl.

Beautiful in that effortless way, with grace and wealth that I couldn’t even dream of having on my own.

And here I was, standing in some fancy palace, pretending to be something I wasn’t.

I sighed and looked down at my hands, my perfectly manicured nails, my soft skin from all the treatments, and the jewelry that Amir had draped me in. It all felt like a costume. I was playing a part, but deep down, I didn’t know if I could ever really be Rabia.

"I’m not her," I whispered to the night. "I’m just... Rudy. A fraud."

The wind blew softly, brushing against my face as I let out a heavy breath. The rookie championship—I’d won, but did I really deserve it? I wasn’t even a woman. I wasn’t even sure I belonged in that match, and now, here I was with a trophy, feeling like I’d stolen it from someone who actually deserved it.

I thought about Khadija again, how little I felt standing next to her. Everything about her was perfect, and me? I was just pretending. Her beauty was natural. She didn’t need beauty treatments or jewelry to look the way she did.

I bit my lip, the sting from my earrings bringing me back to the present. I could still feel Khadija’s judgmental eyes from earlier, that smug look she gave me, as if I didn’t belong. Maybe she was right.

“Random sharmouta from America,” I whispered again, closing my eyes. The moon was only a crescent, not full, and maybe I’d never be full either. Maybe this whole thing was just a beautiful, incomplete illusion.

Moments later, I needed to clear my head. The moon, the thoughts swirling around in my mind—they were too much. I found myself wandering through the palace, my feet taking me to the one place where I felt like I could let out everything without anyone judging me: the caged tiger.

They kept it inside the palace, a massive, beautiful creature that was both intimidating and fascinating. I’d named her Beverly, after L.A., to remind myself of home. I figured if I couldn’t talk to anyone about how I felt, I could at least talk to her.

She couldn’t judge me for my feelings of doubt and insecurity. She’d just listen—or, you know, stare at me like I was crazy.

I walked up to Beverly’s cage, and she paced inside, her amber eyes following my every movement. I crouched down in front of the bars and whispered, “Hey, Beverly. How’s it going?”

Of course, she didn’t respond. She just blinked, her massive body rippling with strength as she moved around her cage.

“I’m feeling like a fraud,” I said, resting my head against the bars.

“Everyone thinks I’m this... goddess of beauty, this perfect fiancée. But I’m not. I don’t know what I’m doing.”
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She let out a low growl, as if she understood me, and I smiled faintly.

“You get it, don’t you? You’re stuck in a cage too.”

I stood up and looked around for something to feed her. There was usually some raw meat or something nearby, but I couldn’t find anything. I figured it’d be fine if I reached in and gave her a little scratch behind the ears or something. It was risky, but right now, I needed to feel some kind of connection, even if it was with a tiger.

I stretched my hand toward the cage, about to slip it between the bars, when a strong grip yanked me back. Before I knew it, I was falling, and then suddenly, I was on the ground with Amir on top of me, his face inches from mine.

“Are you out of your mind?” he practically shouted, his voice filled with panic.

“You could’ve lost your hand!”

I blinked up at him, stunned. “I... I wasn’t going to—”

“You don’t put your hand inside a tiger’s cage!” Amir interrupted, still breathless from the shock.

“She could’ve ripped it off without thinking twice!”

For a moment, everything froze. His face was so close, his body pressing against mine. I could feel his heartbeat, fast and strong, and the concern in his eyes sent butterflies straight to my stomach.

My breath caught in my throat, and before I knew what I was doing, I leaned up and kissed him.

To my surprise, he kissed me back.

It wasn’t planned—it just happened. But in that moment, all my fears, my insecurities, everything melted away. It was just us. No more pretending, no more fraud.

When we finally pulled apart, we both seemed a little shocked by what had just happened. Amir sat up, running a hand through his hair, his face flushed.

I cleared my throat, trying to break the silence.

“Sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”

He shook his head, smiling faintly. “It’s fine. I just... didn’t expect that.”

We both laughed nervously, and I pushed myself up, brushing the dirt off my clothes. We walked a few steps away from the cage and sat down on the stone floor, watching Beverly pace in the distance.

After a few minutes, I finally spoke.

“Khadija. She was my opponent today.”

Amir turned his head, looking surprised. “Khadija?”

I nodded. “Yeah. She... she wasn’t exactly friendly. She made me feel small. Like I didn’t belong here.”

His face softened. “You don’t have to worry about her, Rabia. Khadija is... complicated. But she doesn’t matter. Not to me.”

I looked at him, feeling a flicker of hope. “Really?”

He smiled gently, reaching out to touch my hand.

“My heart already belongs to someone.”
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His words hung in the air, heavy with meaning, and then, without another word, he stood up and walked away, leaving me sitting there with butterflies in my stomach and a feeling that maybe, just maybe, this wasn’t a fraud after all.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED, and everything felt... different. I’d been massaging fenugreek oil on my chest every night, hoping it would somehow make my breasts bigger. They hadn’t grown much, but they felt more... sensate.

That was something, right? I still didn’t know if I was a girl or not, but lately, I’d been feeling more comfortable in this role, more confident. It was weird, but it was a good kind of weird.
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Today, I was front row at an F1 race, there to support Amir. He was competing, and I was excited to be there for him. The air was buzzing with energy—fans, cars revving, the smell of fuel, and the heat from the sun. I was sitting with Yasmien, who looked as thrilled as I was.

“My Prince habibi will win,” Yasmien said, grinning as we waited for the race to start.

“I hope so,” I replied, feeling butterflies in my stomach. Amir had been practicing hard for this, and I wanted nothing more than to see him cross that finish line in first place.

We were chatting away, soaking in the atmosphere, when suddenly, Khadija appeared. I hadn’t seen her since our last encounter, and to be honest, I wasn’t sure how to feel about her showing up. She looked different today—less... intense. She wore a sleek white blouse with high-waisted tan trousers, her long black hair tied up in a loose ponytail. The look was still fashionable, but without the aggressive edge from before.

“Rabia,” Khadija greeted me with a slight smile, her voice softer than usual.

“I just wanted to say... I’m sorry for last time. I didn’t mean to call you... sharmouta.”

I blinked, a bit surprised by her tone. “Uh, it’s okay. No hard feelings.”

She nodded and sat down next to us. “You and Amir... you’re a better match. I can see that now.”

Her words caught me off guard, and I wasn’t sure if she meant it or if this was some new game she was playing. Either way, I smiled politely, though Yasmien squeezed my hand lightly, as if warning me to stay cautious.

“So, Rabia,” Khadija continued, “tell me about your family. I don’t think I’ve heard much about them.”

The way she asked felt a little too calculated, and I could sense that she was digging for something. Yasmien’s grip on my hand tightened as she leaned over and whispered, “Less talk, less mistakes.”

I nodded subtly, trying to change the topic.

“Oh, they’re fine. Just, you know... regular folks.”

Khadija raised an eyebrow.

“Really? I heard your father was Farouhzan. What part of Farouhza was he from?”
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I hesitated, realizing I hadn’t exactly memorized the fake family history Amir and I had come up with. “Uh, well, he moved around a lot. So, it’s kind of hard to say.”

She didn’t seem convinced. She smiled, but there was a glint in her eye.

“Interesting. And your mother? She’s American, right?”

Before I could respond, Yasmien cut in smoothly, “It’s a beautiful day, correct? Look at the track—the perfect weather!”

Khadija’s smile faltered for a second, but she quickly recovered.

“Yes, I suppose.”

We continued making small talk, but Khadija’s questions kept coming back to my background. She was relentless, trying to pry, but I did my best to give vague answers, keeping things light. Yasmien’s advice echoed in my head—less talk, fewer mistakes.

As the conversation dragged on, the roar of engines finally cut through the tension. The race was about to start. I turned my attention to the track, grateful for the distraction. Amir’s car was a sleek black and gold machine, glinting under the sun as it lined up at the starting line alongside the other competitors. The other cars were just as impressive—flashy reds, blues, and silvers, each one looking like it was built for speed.

The countdown began, and my heart raced with anticipation.

“Here we go,” I whispered to Yasmien, who was just as tense as I was.

When the lights turned green, the cars shot forward, engines roaring like wild animals. Amir’s car was fast, weaving through the competition with precision. My eyes were glued to him, every turn, every shift in speed, as he pushed his way to the front.

“He’s doing it!” Yasmien exclaimed, gripping my arm.

“Go go go, Habibi yallah!”

Amir was in the lead now, his car handling the curves of the track effortlessly. The other drivers were good—really good—but Amir had something they didn’t. Determination. He was hungry for the win, and I could see it in the way he drove.

The laps flew by in a blur of speed and adrenaline. With each lap, Amir pulled further ahead, his car leaving a trail of dust behind him. The final lap was intense, the other drivers closing in, but Amir kept his cool, his car speeding toward the finish line.

And then, just like that—it was over. Amir crossed the finish line first, his car roaring with victory as the crowd erupted in cheers.

“He did it!” I shouted, jumping to my feet.

“Amir won!”

Yasmien hugged me tightly, both of us laughing and cheering. It was an incredible moment, and I couldn’t be prouder of him. Khadija, meanwhile, stayed seated, clapping politely but clearly less enthusiastic than the rest of us.

As I watched Amir celebrate on the track, my heart swelled with pride. This was his moment, and I was so glad to be here to see it.

Later that day, I stood beside Amir, my hand firmly in his as a sea of reporters and paparazzi surrounded us. The flash of cameras was blinding, the constant click of shutters creating a whirlwind of noise. Amir, still glowing from his victory, looked completely at ease. Me? I was just trying to keep up with everything.

“How does it feel to win?” one reporter asked, shoving a microphone toward Amir.

He smiled, giving my hand a gentle squeeze.

“It feels incredible,” he said, his voice confident.

“It’s something I’ve worked toward for a long time, and I’m just really grateful.”

Another reporter chimed in.

“What was your preparation like? Anything special leading up to today?”

Amir chuckled, glancing at me before answering.

“Honestly? The usual. Lots of practice, focus, and support from the people I care about.”

The cameras kept flashing, the questions kept coming, and through it all, Amir never let go of my hand. In fact, he seemed to enjoy showing off our connection. At one point, he lifted my hand to his lips and kissed it softly, right in front of everyone.

“She’s been my inspiration,” Amir said, looking directly into my eyes as he spoke.

“I couldn’t have done it without her.”

The butterflies in my stomach went wild, and I could feel my face flush. The reporters ate it up, scribbling notes and snapping even more photos of us. I wasn’t used to this level of attention, and being called his inspiration in front of everyone? That was... something else.

From the corner of my eye, I spotted Khadija standing a little distance away, watching the whole thing. Her expression was hard to read—a small smile tugged at the corners of her lips, but then she raised an eyebrow as if she knew something we didn’t. Without a word, she turned and walked away, her heels clicking against the pavement.

I couldn’t help but wonder what she was thinking. Khadija wasn’t someone who gave up easily, and something about that look she gave us made me feel uneasy. But right now, with Amir holding my hand, the press focused on him, and the world celebrating his victory, I didn’t want to think about her.

I looked up at Amir as he continued answering questions, his smile never faltering, and I couldn’t help but feel a rush of pride. He had done it. He’d won, and somehow, I was a part of it.

“Amir, what’s next for you?” a reporter asked.

He glanced down at me again, his smile widening.
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“Marrying her. With Rabia by my side, I feel like I can take on anything.”

The reporters smiled, and I realized that, despite everything, I wasn’t just playing a role anymore. Amir’s words felt real, and so did the way he looked at me.

Later that night, I stood in front of the mirror in my room, staring at my reflection as I brushed my now-longer real hair with my fingers. The abaya I’d been wearing all day was neatly folded on the bed, and for the first time in what felt like forever, I wasn’t wrapped up in layers of fabric. I was just... me. And honestly? I was tired of the abaya. I needed to feel something different, something that felt more like me—whoever that was.

Khadija had been getting into my head, her comments, her constant probing. I needed to shake it off, and the best way I knew how was to experiment. With the room to myself, I decided to try something new.

I rummaged through the wardrobe, pulling out different outfits. I’d been given access to so many clothes since coming to the palace—clothes I hadn’t dared to try.

But now?

Now I wanted to.

I needed to feel confident, to feel like I belonged here, like I could own this role without second-guessing myself.

I pulled out a sleek black dress, tight enough to show off my curves but not too revealing. “Let’s see how this looks,” I muttered, slipping it on.

The fabric clung to me in all the right ways, and as I looked at myself in the mirror, I felt a little rush of excitement. It wasn’t just the dress—it was the way I looked in it. Sexy, powerful, like I could take on the world.

Next, I found a pair of black heels, tall and sleek. I’d never really been a high heels kind of person, but tonight, I wanted to see how they felt. I slipped them on, wobbling a bit at first but quickly finding my balance.

“Jamila (beautiful),” I said to my reflection, grinning.

But it wasn’t just about the clothes—I wanted to perfect my look, head to toe. I sat down at the vanity, grabbing my makeup bag. I’d been practicing for weeks, trying to get the hang of makeup, and tonight, I was determined to nail it.

I started with the foundation, blending it smoothly across my face. Then came the eyes—kohl, mascara, and just the right amount of shadow to make them pop. I carefully applied the lipstick, a bold red that made me feel fierce. By the time I was done, I hardly recognized myself. I looked... amazing.

Confident. Sexy. Someone that Amir would find physically attractive.
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“Take that, Khadija,” I whispered, standing up and doing a little twirl in front of the mirror. The heels clicked against the floor, adding to the sense of power I was feeling.

I walked around the room, getting used to the feeling of the heels and the dress, enjoying the way it all came together. For the first time in a long time, I felt in control—like I wasn’t just playing a part.

I owned it.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A WEEK BEFORE THE ROYAL ENGAGEMENT, I found myself standing in the middle of Harry Winston, in The Golden Mall of Farouhza. The place was massive, a sprawling luxury mall that felt more like a palace than a shopping center. It was the biggest in the UAE, and you could feel the wealth oozing from every corner—polished marble floors, towering gold pillars, and designer shops as far as the eye could see.
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I was here for one reason: to pick an engagement ring. And I wasn’t alone. Yasmien, Salima, and Haifa were fluttering around me, their excitement contagious, while Amir stood in the corner, tapping away on his phone, probably trading crypto or whatever he did when he wasn’t paying attention.

The glass cases in Harry Winston sparkled under the soft lighting, each one showcasing rings that looked way too expensive for someone like me. I didn’t need anything flashy.

In fact, I didn’t even want Amir to spend a lot on a ring. Something simple, that’s all I needed.

“I think something small,” I said to Yasmien, my voice quiet as I looked at the rows of diamonds.

“Nothing too over-the-top.”

Yasmien shook her head, laughing softly.

“Khalas (let go), Rabia. Princess needs big, the best, wow!”

“Yeah, but... I don’t want Amir to spend a fortune on me,” I mumbled, still feeling out of place in a store like this.

Salima stepped forward, her eyes gleaming as she pointed to a particularly dazzling square-cut ring.

“What about this one? It’s gorgeous.”

It was gorgeous, but it was also huge. The diamond looked like it could blind someone with the amount of light it caught.

“I don’t know,” I said, hesitating.

“It’s a bit... much.”

Haifa rolled her eyes playfully. “Rabia, you’re about to marry into royalty. You deserve something extravagant.”

The sales attendant, clearly eager to make a sale, chimed in.

“I completely agree. This is a once-in-a-lifetime moment. You should choose something that speaks to you.”

I sighed, glancing over at Amir, who was still in his own world. He hadn’t even looked up from his phone. Typical. I loved him, but when it came to shopping, he couldn’t care less.

I looked back at the glass cases, scanning the rings. Then, my eyes landed on one that stopped me in my tracks. It wasn’t the biggest diamond, but there was something about it—something elegant, yet simple. The band was platinum, with a single, round diamond in the center, surrounded by tiny, delicate stones. It felt... right.

“This one,” I said quietly, pointing to the ring.

“This feels like me.”

Yasmien leaned in, her eyes widening.

“Oh, that’s perfect, habibty. Simple style, but big!”

Salima and Haifa nodded in agreement, both of them grinning.

“It’s beautiful,” Salima added.

“You should take it.”

I hesitated, looking over at Amir again. He finally glanced up from his phone, his eyes meeting mine. I felt a little shy, not sure if he’d agree with my choice.

“Amir?” I called softly, feeling like a kid asking for permission to get something at a store.

“Do you think... can I take this one?”

He walked over, glancing at the ring, then at me. A slow smile spread across his face, and he winked.

“I got it.”

My heart fluttered as he said it, and the sales attendant quickly moved to box up the ring, the whole store buzzing with excitement. Yasmien and the others were practically gushing, thrilled that I’d found the perfect ring.

“You’re going to be the most beautiful bride,” Haifa said, giving me a squeeze.

I looked down at the ring as they handed it to me, my heart full. It wasn’t just about the diamond or the price—it was about what this meant. However, before I could wear it, Amir stepped in and took it from the store attendant.

“This is how you propose,” he grinned, then knelt down in one knee and took my hand.

“My dear Rabia, the love of my life, will you marry me?”

Everyone in the room started blushing—Yasmien’s eyes drenched in tears. I didn’t think twice, all I could do was nod and repeat the word yes.

He slid the ring into my finger and then gave me a sweet peck. He hugged me some more and all I could do was relish the warmth of his body. The moment was so blissful and beyond my comprehension and I wished that it would never end.
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Later that evening, we all sat around a table at Halalicious, one of the most famous Arabic restaurants in Farouhza. The atmosphere was warm, the smell of spices and sizzling steak filling the air, and I could already tell this place was going to live up to the hype. Yasmien, Haifa, and Salima were chatting excitedly while Amir sat next to me, scrolling through his phone as usual. Bodyguards hovered nearby, their eyes scanning the room, keeping an eye on everything.

The restaurant was elegant but not too flashy—perfect for a quiet evening. The walls were lined with golden lanterns that cast a soft glow over the tables, and the decor had a mix of traditional and modern Arabic elements.

The best part? The steak.

Everyone said Halalicious had the best steak in the world.

As we waited for the food to arrive, two new people joined our table—Magda and Hashem. Amir looked up from his phone and smiled as they took their seats.

“Rabia, I’d like you to meet Magda and Hashem,” Amir said.

“They’re going to pretend to be your parents for the royal engagement.”

I blinked, caught off guard. “My parents?”

Magda, a woman in her fifties with short, neatly styled hair and a warm smile, reached out to shake my hand.

“Hello, miss. I’m Magda. Originally from the UK, but don’t worry, I can fake a good American accent when needed.”

I smiled nervously, shaking her hand. “Nice to meet you.”

Hashem, a tall man with a neatly trimmed beard and kind eyes, nodded at me.

“And I’m Hashem. I used to be an ESL teacher at an international school, so my English is pretty solid.”

“Well, this is... new,” I said, trying to wrap my head around the fact that I now had fake parents for the engagement.

He chuckled softly, clearly amused by my confusion. “Magda and Hashem will help make everything look more... authentic. It’s important that we have your ‘family’ here for the engagement ceremony.”

Magda leaned in, lowering her voice slightly.

“Don’t worry. The prince has already explained the predicament. You’ll do great.”

The waiter arrived with plates of appetizers—hummus, baba ganoush, and freshly baked pita bread. As we dug in, I started to relax a little. Magda and Hashem seemed nice enough, and the conversation flowed easily.

“So, how did you get involved in this... family business?” I asked, taking a bite of hummus.

Hashem smiled. “Magda and I have been traveling and acting together in theaters. We’re professionals. It’s all about making sure everything looks seamless. We know what to say, how to act.”

Magda nodded. “It’s not as difficult as it sounds. Just stick to the script, and everything will go smoothly.”

I glanced at Amir, who gave me an encouraging look.

“You’ll be fine, habibty (my love).”

The main course arrived, and my mouth practically watered at the sight of the steaks. They were perfectly cooked, sizzling on the plate, with sides of roasted vegetables and garlic mashed potatoes. The smell alone was enough to make me forget about any nerves.

“This looks amazing,” I said, digging into the steak.

Salima grinned. “Told you. Best steak in the world.”

As we ate, I found myself getting to know Magda and Hashem a bit more. They had an easygoing vibe, and it didn’t take long for me to feel comfortable around them.

Magda leaned over with a conspiratorial smile.

“You know, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were born for this life.”

I laughed, shaking my head.

“Trust me, I’m still getting used to all of this.”

Hashem chuckled. “You’re doing fine. And after the engagement, it’ll all feel like second nature.”

Yasmien, always the supportive friend, squeezed my hand.

“You’re perfect, Rabia. All is well, alhamdullilah (praise be to God).”
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I smiled at her, feeling a little more at ease. The truth was, I still had moments where I questioned if I could pull all of this off—pretending to be someone I wasn’t, marrying into royalty—but sitting here, surrounded by people who believed in me, it didn’t seem so impossible anymore.

It was strange, but for the first time in a while, I felt like I was exactly where I was supposed to be. Even if it was all part of an elaborate plan, it felt... right.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

IT WAS EARLY IN THE MORNING, and the palace was already buzzing with activity. Today was the engagement day—the day everyone had been waiting for. But for now, in the quiet of my room, it was just me. I had just stepped out of the shower, feeling the warmth of the water still clinging to my skin. I stood in front of the mirror, wrapped in a bathrobe, my hair loose around my shoulders.
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I ran my fingers through my hair, which had grown longer than I ever thought it would. It now brushed past my shoulders, soft and thick. I loved how it felt—natural, like a part of me I hadn’t fully appreciated before. Today, there was no hairstylist, no glam squad. I wanted to do everything on my own.

It felt right, like this was something special I needed to experience fully.

I looked at my reflection, smiling at how my skin glowed. The months of treatments, vitamins, and careful care had paid off. My skin was smooth, soft, and I loved the way it felt under my fingertips. I took a deep breath and began my routine, savoring each step.

I started with my skincare. I reached for my favorite serum, the one with hyaluronic acid that kept my skin feeling hydrated and plump. I pressed it into my face gently, feeling the coolness as it absorbed.

Next was my moisturizer, thick and creamy, but not too heavy.

I massaged it into my skin with small, upward motions, making sure to cover every inch of my face and neck. I let out a small sigh, enjoying the process.

Once my skin was prepped, I grabbed the perfume Amir had given me—a delicate floral scent with hints of jasmine and vanilla. I spritzed it lightly on my wrists, then on my neck, and finally a little behind my ears. The scent enveloped me, sweet but not overpowering. It felt... luxurious.

Next came the makeup. I wanted to keep it simple, but still elegant—after all, this was a royal engagement. I started with my foundation, blending it carefully across my face until it looked seamless.

Not too heavy, just enough to even out my skin tone.

Then I moved to the concealer, dabbing a little under my eyes to brighten them up.

“Alright, Rabia,” I muttered to myself, “let’s make this count.”

I reached for the kohl eyeliner, the one I’d spent weeks practicing with. I carefully traced it along my lash line, creating a sharp wing that made my eyes pop. The black liner contrasted perfectly with the subtle nude eyeshadow I had chosen. I added a few coats of mascara to lengthen my lashes, giving my eyes a soft but dramatic look.

For my cheeks, I opted for a light blush, something soft and rosy to bring some color to my face. I dusted it lightly on my cheekbones, giving myself a natural flush. Then came the highlighter—a subtle shimmer on the tops of my cheekbones and down the bridge of my nose.

It caught the light just enough to give me a soft glow.

Finally, the lips. I chose a nude pink, something delicate but still noticeable. I applied it carefully, pressing my lips together to make sure it was even. I smiled at my reflection. It was perfect. Not too much, but just enough to make me feel beautiful.

I stood back, admiring my work. My skin was glowing, my hair was wrapped in a towel, and my makeup was flawless. I felt good—no, I felt great. There was something about doing it all myself that made it feel more special. This was my day, and I was owning it.

After finishing my makeup and letting my hair fall naturally past my shoulders, I stood in front of the wardrobe, feeling the weight of the moment. Today was the day—my engagement day—and I wanted everything to be perfect.

The red abaya for the ceremony hung before me, shimmering slightly under the soft light. But first, the lingerie.

I walked over to the dresser, pulling out a delicate set of lingerie I’d saved just for today. The fabric felt soft between my fingers as I picked up the bra and panty set. I slipped off my bathrobe and stood in front of the mirror, taking a deep breath.

“Okay, Rabia. Let’s do this.”

The first part was tucking. It had become second nature by now, a little trick I’d learned to help me feel more comfortable in these clothes. It was still a bit awkward, but I knew how important it was today. After getting everything in place, I pulled on the black lace panty, adjusting it until it felt right. It was snug but comfortable, giving me the support I needed.

Next came the bra. I slipped it on, adjusting the straps and making sure it sat properly. The soft padding helped create the illusion I wanted—something subtle but enough to give me confidence. I adjusted my tiny breasts, shaped from months of rubbing fenugreek oil, into the cups, making sure they sat just right.

I grabbed the shapewear next, something I had grown to appreciate. It smoothed everything out, giving me the silhouette I wanted without being too restrictive. I carefully pulled it over my waist, feeling it hug my body in all the right places. I took a moment to smooth out the fabric, making sure it wasn’t bunching anywhere.

Finally, it was time for the abaya. The deep red fabric was rich and elegant, with intricate gold embroidery along the edges. It felt heavier than I expected, but the weight of it was comforting—a reminder of the importance of this day.

I slipped it over my head, letting the soft fabric fall gracefully around me. The sleeves were wide and flowed with every movement, and the fit was perfect. The color made my skin look even more radiant, and I couldn’t help but smile at how regal it felt.

I took one last look in the mirror, adjusting the abaya, making sure everything was in place. The lingerie, the shapewear, the abaya—it all came together beautifully.

With the makeup and outfit perfectly in place, there was only one thing left to complete the look: the jewelry. I reached for the small velvet box on the dresser, where the delicate pieces Amir had chosen for me were waiting.

First was the anklet. I sat down, carefully fastening the thin, gold chain around my ankle. It was simple but elegant, with a tiny charm that shimmered as it caught the light. The feeling of it resting gently against my skin made me smile—there was something about an anklet that felt both subtle and powerful at the same time.

Next came the necklace. I stood up and reached for it, the diamonds sparkling as I held it up to the light. It wasn’t too bold, but the way it glimmered made it clear this wasn’t just any necklace.

I fastened it around my neck, feeling the cool weight of it settle against my collarbone. It matched the gold embroidery on the abaya perfectly, tying everything together.

The earrings were last—beautiful studs with small diamonds that reflected the light just enough to add a touch of elegance without being overwhelming. I slipped them in one by one, their slight weight a reminder of how much had changed since I first put on earrings.

It felt natural now, like they’d always belonged there.

Finally, I reached for the most important piece: the diamond ring. I held it in my hand for a moment, staring at the delicate band and the perfectly cut stone that Amir had helped me choose. It still felt surreal, but this ring wasn’t just a symbol of an engagement—it was a symbol of everything I’d become.

I slid it onto my finger, feeling the smoothness of the metal as it fit perfectly into place. I looked at it for a moment, the weight of it finally sinking in.

Turning to the mirror, I took a deep breath and twirled, letting the red abaya flow around me. The jewelry sparkled as the fabric moved, and for the first time, I saw myself fully—dressed not just for a day, but for a future I was stepping into.

I smiled, my reflection beaming back at me.
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“Princess Rabia of Farouhza,” I whispered to myself, feeling the words settle on my lips. It sounded strange, yet somehow, it felt right.

A soft knock at the door startled me from my thoughts. I glanced at the clock—it was 9:22 a.m. The event started at 9:30, and I wasn’t sure if I was ready for what was about to happen.

I took a deep breath and opened the door to find Yasmien standing there, dressed in her own elegant abaya, with a calm smile on her face. Beside her was Magda, looking radiant in an intricate gold abaya that shimmered in the soft morning light.

“Good morning,” Magda said with a smile, her British accent slipping through slightly before she caught it and switched to her practiced American tone.

“You look absolutely stunning.”

“Thanks,” I managed, feeling the nerves creeping up.

“Is... is everything ready?”

“Well,” Magda started, adjusting her abaya with a small laugh,

“Hashem isn’t here yet, but don’t worry. He’s never late. I’m sure he’ll be here in no time.”

My stomach twisted in knots. “Are you sure? What if something happened?”

She stepped forward and placed a gentle hand on my arm. “Sweetheart, I’ve known Hashem for years. He’ll be here. I promise.”

Yasmien smiled warmly, her eyes full of encouragement. “The press is already gathered in the royal banquet hall. The king is waiting for you to march with your parents, Rabia. Everything is falling into place.”

I swallowed hard. The weight of what was about to happen pressed down on me. This wasn’t just some small ceremony—it was the royal engagement. The press, the king, the entire country... they were all waiting.

And somehow, I had to hold it together.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I whispered, feeling my chest tighten.

Magda, despite not being my real mom, pulled me into a soft hug.

“You’re going to be fine, darling. Just take it one step at a time. Today is your day.”

Yasmien nodded, squeezing my hand.

“Princess, we are here. We take care of you, wallah (really).”

I took a deep breath, trying to let their words sink in. Maybe I was ready. Maybe I could do this.

“I just... I don’t want to mess it up,” I said quietly.

“You won’t,” Magda assured me. “You’re going to walk into that banquet hall, head held high, and everyone will see exactly why you belong here.”

Yasmien smiled, giving me a soft nudge.

“Nervous, it’s okay. Normal feeling of human.”

I nodded, feeling a small spark of reassurance in their words. I wasn’t doing this alone. They believed in me—even if I still had doubts about myself.

“Okay,” I said, taking a deep breath. “Let’s do this.”

Walking through the grand hallway, my heart pounded in my chest. Magda and Yasmien flanked me on either side, their presence calming but not enough to stop the nerves from bubbling up. Every step I took felt heavier, like the weight of the world was pressing down on me. Eyes were on me—the press, the royal family, the high society of Farouhza. I could feel their gazes, like beams of light scorching my skin.
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Amir stood in the distance, his dark kaftan perfectly tailored, his handsome features composed and confident. His eyes met mine, and for a moment, the nervous energy inside me quieted. I focused on him, on his calm, reassuring presence.

The King sat on his throne at the front of the hall, regal and imposing. He watched me with a calm gaze as I approached with Magda and Yasmien. When I finally reached Amir, he offered his hand with a gentle smile and led me to the King.

I bowed, my heart racing. “Your Majesty,” I said softly.

The King gave a small nod of acknowledgment, his expression unreadable. I straightened up, feeling the weight of the moment pressing on my shoulders.

The host stepped forward, his voice echoing through the hall.

“Today, we celebrate the royal engagement between Amir Al-Feroz and Rabia Wehbe. As is tradition, the names of the family will be announced to honor their presence.”

I stood tall, trying to keep my breathing steady. Magda stood beside me, her smile steady, but I could feel the tension in her stance.

“And now,” the host continued, “we welcome Hashem Wehbe, the father of the bride-to-be.”

I froze. The room seemed to hold its breath. People were looking around, waiting for Hashem to appear. But he wasn’t there.

Magda’s face tightened, and she quickly pulled out her phone, fidgeting with it as she tried to call him. “Come on, Hashem,” she whispered under her breath.

The host cleared his throat, trying to keep the ceremony moving.

“While we await Mr. Wehbe’s arrival, we shall begin the adornment ceremony.”

Amir stepped forward, his eyes never leaving mine as he began adorning me with the engagement jewelry. The first piece was a delicate bracelet, its diamonds catching the light as he clasped it around my wrist. Then came a necklace, intricate and shimmering. Each piece of jewelry seemed to draw gasps from the audience, the elite of Farouhza oohing and ahhing as Amir continued.

I tried to focus on the moment, on the beauty of the jewelry and the fact that this was supposed to be a joyful occasion, but something felt wrong. There was a strange tension in the air, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was about to go terribly wrong.

Suddenly, the sound of a microphone being grabbed cut through the room. I looked up, and there she was—Khadija, standing at the podium, her expression triumphant. The room went silent, everyone’s eyes glued to her.

“Hello,” Khadija said, her voice sharp. The shock in the room was palpable.

Amir’s grip tightened on my hand, and I could feel my pulse quickening.

Khadija smirked and signaled toward the back of the room.

“Shall we wait for Rabia’s father, or should we say... Hashem Moharram?”

Hashem appeared, looking sad and guilty, his eyes downcast as he slowly made his way forward. The room erupted in whispers, and I felt my stomach drop.

Khadija laughed, the sound echoing in the stunned silence.

“Why did you start without him? Rabia’s fake father is here now.”

I stood frozen, unable to move or think. This couldn’t be happening.

“I knew something was off when I saw the papers,” Khadija continued, her voice dripping with smugness.

“You see, Hashem wasn’t always Hashem Wehbe. He was my English teacher. His real name is Hashem Moharram.”

Gasps filled the room, the press going wild, cameras flashing as they captured every second of the unfolding drama. I couldn’t breathe.

“And that’s not even the worst part,” Khadija said, turning toward me with a cruel smile.

“How dare you, Rabia, to deceive Amir, to deceive us all?”

Amir’s grip tightened on my hand, but I could barely register it.

“The truth is,” Khadija said, her voice rising, “that about-to-be princess is actually... a boy!”

The accusation hit like a sledgehammer, freezing me in place. I couldn’t breathe. My chest tightened, and I could hear the gasps, the murmurs, the press going wild, their cameras flashing like fireworks, capturing every second of my public undoing.

I stood there, exposed. My deepest secret, the one I had buried under layers of dresses, makeup, and lies, had been ripped open for the entire world to see. There was no hiding, no escaping. The whispers in the crowd swirled around me, like a storm brewing, ready to consume me whole.

I glanced at Amir, but even his familiar face felt distant, unreachable in this moment. The love that had given me strength felt like it was slipping away, overtaken by the fear that I had dragged him into this mess. The King’s eyes were locked on me, and I could see the shock, the disbelief, maybe even disgust, though I didn’t want to believe it.

“She’s fooling all of you!” Khadija's voice dripped with venom, each word pushing me deeper into the pit of humiliation.

“Tell them, Rabia! Tell them who you really are!”

My throat clenched. I wanted to speak, to say something—anything to defend myself—but the words wouldn’t come. They were stuck, tangled in the whirlwind of shame, fear, and disbelief.

I was paralyzed, my feet glued to the floor as if running would make it worse, as if staying meant I still had a chance to explain. But what could I say? The truth was out. There was no denying it.

I saw the faces around me—faces I didn’t recognize, people I’d never met, but they were all judging, every glance a sharp, unspoken accusation. I could feel their eyes dissecting me, their whispers sharp enough to cut through the air, through my skin.

Everything I had built, every moment of confidence I’d mustered up, was unraveling before my eyes, torn apart by Khadija’s cruel, calculated words.

I’m not who they think I am. The thought rang loud and clear in my mind, but no words came. I couldn’t fight back. The weight of our lies, our deception, had finally caught up with me, and it was crashing down harder than I could have ever imagined.

My hands trembled, my knees felt weak. I had to get out of here. I couldn’t face the King, the press, the social elite of Farouhza. I couldn’t face Amir, not like this—not after what Khadija had done. My body moved before my mind could catch up, the instinct to run overpowering everything else.

I turned on my heels, and before I knew it, I was bolting through the doors, past the gasps and flashes, past the suffocating tension in the room. I ran, my heart pounding so loud in my ears that it drowned out everything else—the voices, the whispers, even Amir calling my name.

Tears blurred my vision as I raced down the corridors, the walls of the palace closing in around me. My breaths came in ragged gasps, and I could feel the panic rising in my chest, threatening to break me apart. I couldn’t believe this was happening. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. I wasn’t supposed to be humiliated like this.
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I didn’t stop until I reached the nearest door from the royal banquet, slamming it shut behind me. My back pressed against the wood, my chest heaving with sobs I couldn’t control. I had never felt so exposed, so raw, so utterly broken.

For the first time, I was forced to confront the truth I’d been avoiding. Everything I’d done, all the lies I’d told to keep up this façade, had come crashing down in front of the entire world. And I had no one to blame but myself.

Amir... the thought of him being humiliated like that was like a knife twisting in my chest. Sure, he thought of it, but I should’ve planned better but lastly, I shouldn’t have said yes to his plan.

And now, he was paying the price. I didn’t deserve him. He didn’t deserve any of this.

Tears streamed down my face as I slid down to the floor, curling into myself as the weight of it all crushed me. I had wanted to run away, to escape my life, but now, I was running from everything—myself, my identity, and the love that I wasn’t sure I even deserved anymore.

I was no longer Rabia, the princess-to-be. I was just... Rudy.

Exposed, humiliated, and completely lost.

A few moments later, there was a knock at the door, and I knew it was Amir. He came in quietly, followed by the King and Yasmien. They stood there, their expressions filled with concern, but I couldn’t look at any of them. I couldn’t face what had just happened.

I had been exposed. Everything was falling apart, and I had no idea how to fix it.

The door to the room shut with a sharp click, and the air was thick with tension. The King stood before us, his face stern and demanding, his eyes locked on Amir and me. Yasmien sat next to me, holding me close, her arm around my shoulders as if to protect me from what was about to come.

“What is the meaning of this?” the King’s voice boomed through the room.

“I demand an explanation—now!”

I felt small, curling into Yasmien’s side, wishing I could disappear. Amir stood beside me, looking tense but defiant, his hands clenched at his sides.

“Baba (father), it’s not her fault. I was the one who planned this.”

The King pointed at Amir.

“Do you have any idea what you’ve done? The people are already furious with me for dating a transgender woman. Now this? Do you know what they’ll think? ‘Like father, like son,’ that’s what they’ll say!”

Amir opened his mouth to speak, but the King wasn’t done.

“Do you realize what you’ve done to this kingdom?” His voice grew louder with each word.

“You’ve thrown everything into chaos! A scandal like this—it’ll destroy everything our forefathers have built!”

He turned to me, his gaze piercing. “And you—what have you been playing at? Deceiving me, the entire royal family, and the people of Farouhza?”

My heart sank, shame flooding through me. I couldn’t even meet his eyes.

The King’s tirade continued. “Do you know what this will do to our reputation? To our legacy? The people will never forgive this, they thought that you’d be their only hope. And Amir—you—” He pointed at his son, his voice shaking with anger.

“You’ve let this happen! How could you be so foolish?”

That was it. Amir couldn’t take it anymore.

“Why are you mad at me? You started it first!” Amir shot back, his voice sharp with frustration.

“And you’re the one who wanted me to get married to that wretched woman—Khadija! Did you see what she did today? Did you see how evil she was?”

The King looked taken aback for a moment, but Amir didn’t stop.

“I’m not ready to get married!” Amir’s voice broke, his emotions spilling over.

“I’m not ready to be a king, to rule Farouhza, to be tied down by all these obligations! I don’t want this—none of it!”

His words hung in the air, raw and honest, and for a moment, there was only silence.

Amir’s gaze softened, and he slowly sank to his knees, looking up at his father.

“I’m sorry, Baba. I’m so sorry. It all started with a lie—just a stupid lie to get out of this mess. But then… I fell in love with her.”

My breath caught in my throat as Amir turned to me, his eyes full of emotion.

“I love Rabia,” he said quietly.

“She’s not a girl—I know that. I don’t care. I love her, and I don’t know what to do.”

I felt the weight of his confession hit me like a wave. My heart ached for him, for everything he was going through, and for the mess we had created together. But despite the shame and fear, I couldn’t deny what I felt for him.

The King cleared his throat, breaking the silence. His gaze shifted to me, and he spoke in a low, serious tone.

“Rabia… do you love my son as much as he loves you?”

My mouth went dry. I wasn’t sure how to answer, but I knew I had to be honest. I took a shaky breath, my voice barely a whisper at first.

“At first... it was all a lie,” I admitted, my eyes stinging with tears.

“I just wanted to play chess all day. I wanted to escape from organizing tampons at Walmart. It wasn’t supposed to be this... complicated.”

I paused, my chest tightening as I tried to find the right words.

“But now… now I want to do anything, even embrace this new life, just to be with Amir. I don’t know who I am anymore. I don’t know if I’m a girl, a boy, or anything in between. But there’s one thing I’m sure of: I love him.”

The room was quiet. Yasmien, her eyes full of tears, looked at the King with pleading eyes.

“Please, Your Majesty,” she whispered. “Let them be.”

The King stood there, staring at Amir and me, his face unreadable. Finally, he let out a long sigh and nodded, almost to himself.

“All right,” he said quietly, his tone softening. “Follow me.”

We exchanged confused glances but followed him as he led us down a series of winding hallways. After a few moments, he stopped in front of a hidden door in the wall, barely noticeable if you weren’t looking for it.

He pressed a panel, and the door slid open, revealing a private hangar with a jet waiting inside.
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“Go back to America,” the King said, his voice calm.

“I’ll handle everything here. You two need to figure things out for yourselves.”

Amir stared at his father, his eyes wide with disbelief.

“Baba, I—thank you.”

The King gave a small nod, his expression softening. “Take care of each other.”

I stood there, overwhelmed with gratitude and guilt, but mostly relief. I turned to Yasmien, tears in my eyes.

“Thank you, Yasmien. I don’t know what I would’ve done without you.”

She pulled me into a tight hug, her voice shaky. “Habibity, send me friend request on Facelook.”

Amir grabbed my hand, and together we ran toward the jet, the weight of everything we had just gone through finally lifting off our shoulders. As we boarded the plane, I looked at Amir, my heart full.

“I love you,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion.

“I love you too,” he said, pulling me close.

And with that, we took off, leaving Farouhza behind, but knowing that our future—whatever it held—was something we would face together.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS LATER, I sat in the small, brightly lit office of Dr. Remy Huntington’s clinic, staring at the papers in my hands. This was my third session with him, and everything he’d said so far had started making sense. It was like pieces of a puzzle falling into place, showing me a picture I’d been too scared to look at for years.

“So, Rabia,” Dr. Huntington said, his voice calm and reassuring.

“After everything we’ve discussed, I want to remind you that the way you feel—your confidence when dressing as a girl—isn’t random. It’s a part of who you are. You’ve been subconsciously pushing these feelings aside for a long time.”

I nodded, letting his words sink in. He’d helped me realize something I hadn’t wanted to admit before. I’d always told myself it was just for the show, for the plan with Amir. But deep down, I knew there was more to it.

“I remember when I was a kid,” I said, my voice soft as memories surfaced.

“I used to sneak into my mom’s closet and try on her dresses. I wanted to be a princess so bad. I even told her once, and she just laughed.”

Dr. Huntington smiled. “It’s not uncommon for people to push those feelings away, especially when others dismiss them. But your love for chess, for control in that game—it’s tied to something deeper. Chess gave you control, but what you really needed was control over expressing your true gender.”

I nodded again, understanding for the first time what he meant. Chess had been my escape, my way of feeling powerful in a life that often felt out of control. But now, I realized that expressing who I really was gave me that same feeling of control, only more real.

“So,” Dr. Huntington continued, “this is your first prescription for HRT. It’s a big step, and I want to make sure you understand the effects—both physical and emotional.”

I glanced at the prescription in my hand, my heart racing with excitement and nerves.
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“I’m ready,” I said, smiling. “What should I expect?”

He leaned forward, speaking clearly but gently. “Physically, you’ll start to notice changes in your body over the next few months. Your skin will soften, and you’ll experience fat redistribution, especially around your hips and thighs. Your breasts will start to develop too. Emotionally, it can be a rollercoaster at times. Some days you’ll feel euphoric, others might be more challenging, but it’s all part of the journey.”

I couldn’t help but grin, a sense of relief washing over me.

“I’m excited. I feel like this is the beginning of something real.”

Dr. Huntington smiled back.

“It is. And remember, it’s your journey, so take it at your own pace.”

With the session wrapped up, I thanked him and left the clinic, practically buzzing with excitement. The sun was shining brightly as I hopped on the bus, heading to Venice Beach to meet Amir. My heart fluttered as I thought about him. He’d been nothing but supportive through all of this, and today was another chance to be with him in the place we’d started calling home.

As I got off the bus and made my way toward the beach, I spotted him immediately. Amir was rollerblading down the boardwalk, shirtless and sweaty, his usual confident grin on his face. He skated over to me, wiping sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand.

“Ew, you’re all sweaty!” I teased, wrinkling my nose.

He laughed, wrapping his arms around me in a tight hug, completely ignoring my protest.

“Good to see you too.”

I pushed him away playfully. “Why are you so happy?”

He stepped back, grinning like a kid who just got the best news ever.
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“Remember how the law in Farouhza didn’t allow transgender people to live openly? Well, it’s been lifted.”

My jaw dropped. “Wait, what?”

He nodded, excitement bubbling in his voice.

“My dad made it happen. He said it was the only way he could be with Chalita, his girlfriend, while still ruling. He had to change the laws, not just for himself, but for me... for us.”

I blinked, stunned. “Seriously?”

“Yeah,” he said, pulling me close again.

“After the scandal, instead of an uprising, people saw our story—how we ran away together. They saw it as true love. It changed things.”

I smiled up at him, my heart swelling with emotion.

“I can’t believe it. Everything’s changed.”

“Everything,” Amir agreed, brushing a strand of hair out of my face.

We stood there, watching the waves crash against the shore, the world finally feeling like a place where we could just be ourselves.

“I love you,” I whispered, my voice full of everything I couldn’t put into words.

“I love you forever, my Princess,” Amir replied, kissing the top of my head.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Boy Princess? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Sweet Femboys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

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

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

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

"What am I to him?"

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

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

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

Read Sweet Femboys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“3-2-1… I opened my eyes and suddenly, I was a girl.”

Read Tranceformation


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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

	[image: A person in glasses and a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a black garment and earrings sitting in a green chair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink corset lying on a bed  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with purple hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in lingerie posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person with flowers in her hair  Description automatically generated]


Listen to Audiobooks


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2

[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]

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

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

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

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

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Boy Princess – Feminized and Loved by an Arab Prince.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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