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Her Majesty is Here 
Her 4 Kings: Book 1 

Getting crushed under a monster truck is never a pleasant feeling. If I 

could relive that moment, I would never have taken that route. But we 
never really get a second chance at life. Or do we? 

I want to say I died a noble death. And for that reason, I was given a 

second chance at life. I don’t hesitate to take the offering, outlining 

the criteria on my wish list. 

1. Enjoy life to the fullest 

2. Fall in love with a man 
3. Would like to have a warm loving family 

4. Eat plenty of delicious food as I was starved for most of my life 

growing up 

All is well and good, until I open my eyes to a strange new world, 

with four strikingly stunning men staring back at me. They said they 
were the four kings, in charge of governing the four nations of Alyria, 

and I am their queen, the overall ruler of their kingdom. 

But it isn’t just pretty flowers and wispy daisies. They suspect I’m not 

who I say I am. I live under their watchful eyes, as they literally, and 

figuratively, peel away every layer of my clothing to get to the real 



me. Trying to keep my real identity under wraps is one thing, but 

getting tempted by the four kings is another matter, entirely. How am 
I to survive in my new world? 

Her Majesty is Here is a reverse harem royal fantasy romance novel. 

It is the first book in Her 4 Kings series. With laugh out loud 

moments, political intrigue, murder mystery and steamy romantic 
scenes, this first book is coming to you in early 2020. 

Click on the link below to preorder your copy today 

Her Majesty is Here 

Have I enticed you yet? Turn over the page to read 4 chapters of Her 

Majesty is Here. 

https://books2read.com/u/38ERnL


Prologue: The End and the Beginning of My Life 

I would like to say I died a noble death. But some might say it was 

my own stupidity that led to my ending. 

It was on December 24th, Christmas Eve. Snowflakes fell in wisps 
as the wind blew from north to south. I was shivering under the blue 

jacket that was puckered with holes, and the green scarf I’d knitted 
myself out of discarded wool from the school craft club a year ago. I 

was carrying my text books, equivalent to four blocks of bricks, 

waiting for the bus to arrive to take me back to my previous home. 
Delta Orphanage, my home since I was put in there at the tender 

age of eight. A place filled with hunger, hunger, and... more hunger. 

I was always hungry. Guess there were too many kids to feed. 
Maybe that was why I had died. I was too hungry to think straight. 

Too hungry to even formulate a plan. And when I saw the big red 

monster truck come careening into the park where a little girl was 
playing, I did the only thing I could think of. I jumped straight in and 

saved her. 

I was whipped the second my body collided with it, and landed 
with a hard thud on the ground. A crushing pain seared at my heart 

until... 

Nothing. 
I was standing on the sidewalk again, watching people crowding 

over in the middle of the park. I saw the little girl I thought I’d saved, 

in her mother’s arms. 



Did I really have an accident or was this just all a dream? 

My thought was disrupted by sounds of sirens. Possibly an 
ambulance. Paramedics were running toward the big crowd. I twisted 

myself aside to get out of their way, but wasn’t quick enough. 
Dear Lord. They’re going to run into me. 

 I shut my eyes and held my breath, waiting for that oncoming 

collision. But it never came. The paramedics were already crouching 
down at that busy crowd. I got curious and waded my way in. And I 

saw the person who was lying on the ground. 

Me. 
I did die. I really did die. I wasn’t dreaming after all. 

I looked down at my body. Bile crept up my throat. I couldn’t 

recognize myself. My body was all messed up. 
I didn’t want to look at myself when I was in this state. Instead, 

I turned to look at the paramedics who were trying their best to revive 

my body. I cheered them on, asking only for one more chance at life. 
I wouldn’t ask for much this time around. Just the standard, 

good, loving family, good food, and a man to fall in love with. I was 

so lonely growing up in the orphanage. A few friends would be good, 
too. 

As I gave them my full support, standing on the sideline, I was 

also waiting for some sort of chemical reaction, some sort of magic, 
whereby I’d go back into my body, with each puff of air or thrust of 

the chest they were instilling in me. But the more they attempted to 

perform CPR, the more I felt detached from my body, until I realized I 
was floating. 



I looked down at my feet. Yep, I was no longer on the ground. I 

was dead for sure now. There was no way I was able to return to my 
body. 

A little piece inside my heart screamed out in regret at all the 
things I hadn’t done in my short life span. 

No! I don’t want to die. Well, not yet, anyway. I want to have my 

first kiss. I want to eat steak at a fine dining restaurant. I want to 
finish my degree. And most of all, I can’t leave my little sister, Amy, 

behind. 

I closed my eyes, feeling my body spinning out of control. I 
took a deep breath, and then a split second later, my body stilled. 

I opened my eyes. I was in a white room. There was one couch. 

It was white. The walls, floor, and ceiling were also white. The 
florescent light above only emphasized the color white even more. 

A small Christmas tree stood at the corner of the room. I was a 

little relieved at seeing it. It did give me some consolation that I was 
not alone in this empty white room devoid of all living things. I went 

to touch the white ferns of the Christmas tree and almost choked to 

tears. The tree was plastic. 
My reality bore down on me. There was absolutely no living 

thing in this room, me included. Empty of sounds, empty of living 

things around me, my thoughts on life turned grim. I was at my 
lowest point and no consolation could get me out of this mentality. 

Throughout my life I’d worked hard and studied even harder. 

Wanting to reach a better life I’d encountered many low points, but 
none could compare to the feeling I felt right now. I did odd jobs and 



sometimes had to skip classes for that extra cash that could get me 

food on the table. Once I had turned eighteen, I was free to live on my 
own. But without support of any family or friends, I was a lone bird, 

learning how to flap my wings in this cruel world, which I now had 
left behind. 

I had never managed to totally starve myself, just living on one 

cup of noodles a day, but there were times I wished I’d had the luxury 
of eating proper food. 

What could I do? I was only a university student. At least I 

wasn’t living on the streets. But my little sister Amy, with whom I had 
grown up in the orphanage... how was she to survive if I were not 

there for her? The girl was only eleven. 

I’d made a promise with mom and dad that if anything were to 
happen to them, I’d take responsibility for her. Their sad ending came 

the moment I turned eight, and Amy two. They were both involved in 

a car crash, leaving Amy and me with no living relatives. And now I 
had also passed on. 

I wanted to cry, but no tears would come out. I tried to force 

them to but they refused. Those damned eyes. Why won’t they shed 
any tears? 

I buried my face in my palm. I had to think. Although I was 

dead now, there must be something I could have done. Maybe I’d 
return to her in my ghost form and watch over her that way. 

But she hates ghosts. The last time we watched Harry Potter and 

the Chamber of Secrets, with that little ghost girl hanging about in the 
bathroom, she clung to me until I put her to bed. So, if I were to 



return to her in my current form, wouldn’t she just send someone to 

exorcise me, or even worse, faint to death? 
I was back to square one. 

“Oh, why does life have to be so hard when you’re dead?” I 
moaned to myself. 

“What are you moaning about?” 

I startled. Someone just spoke. I flicked my eyes around the 
room, seeing not a single soul but myself. I deduced it to be my own 

imagination, conjuring up weird images, since I was so mentally 

depressed. 
“He’s the one that spoke.” 

Oh, dear lord! Someone did speak. I heard it loud and clear this 

time. 
I swiveled in my seat, praying to the good lord, with my whole 

body shaking like a leaf. Dear Lord. Please help me. Let the dead 

pass in peace. Don’t let them come to haunt me. 
“Great! Now you’re scaring her.” 

I whipped my head up once more when I heard those voices 

again. There must be two of them, one deep and another husky. They 
continued to bicker. I mustered up enough courage to speak, “Who are 

you?” 

And, just to make sure my imagination wasn’t playing me, I 
checked my surroundings again. Behind me. In front of me. Nothing. 

There was just me in this empty white room. 

“Don’t you think she deserves to see us?” That husky voice 
spoke again. 



“But she’s not dead.” The deep one spoke. 

“Well, she’s here isn’t she, so technically, she’s our 
responsibility.” 

“Well, you show yourself, then.” 
“No, you show her first.” 

The suspense was killing me. 

“Please, stop arguing with each other and show yourselves. I’m 
not scared of either of you,” I lied through my teeth. 

Who was I kidding? I would literally pee in my pants right now 

if those voices were to say ‘boo.’ 
I was pathetic. I was a ghost who was scared of another ghost. 

Or two ghosts, in this case. Oh, this was my worst nightmare. 

“All right, all right,” the deep voice said, and then with a swish 
and a twirl of smoke, a man appeared. 

He looked quite young, maybe in his mid-twenties. He wore a 

black hoodie, like Assassin Creed, so I couldn’t really see his eyes. 
And he was holding a.... 

Scythe. 

Oh, my Lord. Help me. I backed up, trying to get farther away 
from him, until my feet hit the couch from behind, and I crumpled 

onto that couch, holding my breath as he took a step forward, toward 

me. The sharp blade of the scythe glinted against the light. 
This was not good. Not good at all. Dying once was enough. I 

didn’t want to die a second time. 



Suddenly another swish and a twirl of smoke appeared, and this 

time, another man appeared, wearing the exact same clothes, with the 
same black hoodie covering his face. 

The first thing he did when he appeared in front of me was to 
pull his hood back and snatch the scythe from the other man. 

“I told you not to hold that thing. It scares people,” he scolded at 

the other man, and magically made the scythe disappear into thin air. 
“Mmmm.” The other man shrugged his shoulder and turned 

away, indifferent to the situation. 

“And remove your hood. It’s impolite to talk to our guest with it 
over your face.” 

“Would you stop bossing me around,” the other one snarled 

back. 
The one who had removed his hood first snatched the hood of 

the other one and ripped it off him. They both turned to face me then, 

which gave me a full-frontal view of their faces. And the only thing I 
did then was to suck in my breath. 

My Lord. They’re identical twins. And they looked hot. I didn’t 

mean hot like those teenage boys in my high school days who liked to 
show themselves off by wearing pants that only covered half of their 

butts. I was talking about drooling, smoking hot men, like those guys 

who advertised for Levi jeans. 
Who were these guys? Were they angels? Or bad ass demons? 

I had completely forgotten I was dead and was checking them 

out under my lashes. 



Who wouldn’t? When you dissociate yourself from society, like 

I had, for all of your life, seeing even a single hot guy would make 
you drool. In this case, there were two of them. Of course, my 

infatuation with them ended right there when they started arguing like 
two five-year old kids fighting over candy. 

“Excuse me,” I intercepted them before they went into another 

verbal argument and forgot that I was sitting right there. “Could you 
please tell me where this place is?” 

They were suddenly aware of my presence again. 

“Oh, sorry. Let’s see now. Where’s that list?” One of them said. 
The other one took a cellphone out of his pocket and gave it to 

his brother. 

“Let’s see,” the brother who was holding the phone said. After 
scrolling down on the phone, he started reading, “Miss Tami Green. 

Nineteen years old. Has a little sister named Amy Green, who is 

eleven years old. Parents died in a car accident. Taken into the 
orphanage at age eight, along with little sister at age two. Lived there 

until turned eighteen a year ago. Awarded a scholarship and attended 

the University of Brooklyn, studying in the field of health science. Is 
that you?” 

“Yes. That would be me,” I answered. 

“My name is Reaper,” the man said, shoving the phone into his 
jeans pocket. He gestured to the man beside him. “And this here is my 

twin brother, Grim.” 

“Grim Reaper,” I said, stunned, looking from one brother to the 
other. “There are two of you?” 



“Yeah,” Reaper replied. “We’re both on duty today.” 

“But I thought Grim Reaper was one person,” I exclaimed with 
my mouth open. 

“Nah. All legend. There’re two of us. Do you think we’d be able 
to transport all the souls to their destination with just me working on 

the job? People die, like, every minute. I can’t run around the whole 

world just to transport them to heaven or hell. God is making us work 
like crazy, you know,” Reaper replied. 

“And we don’t even get enough pay,” Grim added gloomily. 

“I don’t think she gets your joke,” Reaper whispered to Grim. 
“I wasn’t making a joke. I’m not happy that we don’t get paid 

enough. We should talk to God about this,” Grim mumbled again. 

“Forget about our pay for now. We have more important issues 
to deal with. We must transport Tami,” Reaper said to his brother. 

“You’re transporting me? To where?” I asked in panic, when I 

overheard their private conversation. 
I knew I was dead. And since it would be Grim and Reaper who 

would be transporting me today, I was assuming there would be no 

way I’d go back as a lost soul to look after Amy on earth. 
“Well, that depends on you,” Grim turned his head to me. 

“On me?” I asked, getting scared of the situation. 

Where am I going? Am I going to heaven or hell? Or will I be 
stuck in this limbo state, neither as a human nor as a ghost, but just 

an endless lost soul floating in Purgatory? 

“Yes,” Reaper said. “Technically speaking, it’s not your time to 
die, yet.” 



“Then why did I die?” I asked, perplexed even more. 

“Well, let’s just say that God kind of stuffed up your lifeline,” 
Reaper explained. 

“Why did he stuff up my lifeline? Was I not praying hard 
enough? Is that why I died?” A million questions raced through my 

mind. 

“She’s a bit naïve, isn’t she?” I heard Grim whispered to Reaper. 
“What did you say?” I caught on and asked. 

“No, no. Nothing,” Reaper covered for his brother. “What Grim 

is trying to say is that you’ll be given another body to return to. 
Because God has mistakenly stuffed up your lifeline, he will grant 

you another body to return to.” 

“But what about my own body? And what about my little sister, 
Amy?” 

Unresolved issues regarding my little sister worried me to death. 

Technically I was dead. I no longer existed on this earth but I still 
could not stop worrying about her, even in this state. 

“Well, concerning your little sister, I’m sure there’s some way to 

solve that,” Reaper suppled. “And regarding your current body, well, 
let’s just say you’re better off with a new one. Your previous body is 

not worth looking at.” 

“What are you saying?” I asked. 
“Literally speaking Tami, your body is all smashed up,” Grim 

replied in his monotone voice. 

“Like a broken doll,” Reaper had to add on top. 



“Can’t you both fix me?” I asked, staring at them. They made 

the scythe disappear; I was sure they could do something about my 
body, too. 

“Tami, look at us?” Reaper said, lifting the hem of his black 
hoodie to reveal his flat abs. “We’re just skin and bone. Do you think 

we have the power to change your fate? Plus, wouldn’t it be easier if 

we find you a new body?” 
“That bugger,” I fumed under my breath. “He drove over my 

body. I hope he goes to hell for that.” 

“Yeah, well, that’s another topic to discuss. So, about our offer. 
Will you accept?” Grim asked. 

I didn’t reply but mulled the idea over in my head. 

“Come on, Tami. Look on the positive side. If you get into this 
new body, you’ll be able to find your sister. Wouldn’t that be 

fantastic? A new body. A new life,” Reaper injected some positive 

ideas into my head. 
“Well,” I pondered, chewing my lip. Reaper did have a point. In 

my new body, I could look for her. 

“Look, the portal is about to open,” Grim urged me. When I still 
didn’t budge, he growled at me. “Do you want to go into this new 

body or not?” 

“Well, do I have a choice?” I looked up at Grim. 
It was kind Reaper who held my hands and gently squeezed 

them, as if he were sympathizing with my situation, unlike his brother 

Grim who only scoffed at me. “You have a choice. You can either go 



up to heaven and not see your sister again, or go into this new body 

and find your sister. Help her out in any way you can.” 
“Then I choose to go into this new body,” I nodded my head 

with renewed cheerfulness. “I’ll do anything to see my little sister 
again.” 

Grim somehow managed to leak a little smile. I nodded at him 

to say that I was ready. 
Just as Grim was about to open the invisible door or portal that 

would lead me into this new body of mine, I stopped him to ask a few 

favors. “Before I go into this new body, can I request for a few things 
from my wish list?” 

“What is it?” Grim looked annoyed at being intercepted. 

“Could you maybe put me in a body that is quite tall? Someone 
who’s at least over 5 foot 5. As you can see, I’m quite small. Five feet 

is a little short to reach for teacups that are stored on high shelves. 

Plus, be rich. I don’t want to starve in this new body. And if you 
could, I want to have my first kiss and be surrounded by loving family 

members.” 

I know what it’s like not to have many relatives, so having a 
large family in this new life was a must. Plus, since I died at the sweet 

tender age of nineteen, I must get my first kiss, since I hadn’t 

experienced one yet. 
“Sheesh, so many requests,” Grim remarked sourly. 

“We’ll do our best,” Reaper smiled and waved at me. 

Suddenly, I was thrust into a swirling tunnel, as if a hurricane 
had picked me up from the white room and taken me to another place. 



I closed my eyes, hearing the coarse wind whipping my hair about. 

Just as my consciousness was about to slip, I realized I had forgotten 
to ask for one more important request. 

Please, make someone fall in love with me. 



Chapter 1: My new life in a new world 

Ben Barnes from The Chronicles of Narnia. I could hear Ben 
Barnes talking to me in his British accent. Or if it’s not Ben Barnes 

talking, then I bet those twins, Grim and Reaper, must have 

transported me back to the Regency Era, because the way the man 
spoke, it was like I was on the set of Pride and Prejudice. 

I opened my eyes slowly, only to feel sharp light piercing into 
my eyes. I shut them again. It helped, if only for a little while, until I 

registered pain from other parts of my body. 

Dear Lord. Help me. The pain was excruciating. It was like I 
was whipped with a belt all over my body, and now I was made to 

recover after the beating. If I could guess, it must be due to the 

swirling hurricane that had brought me here. 
Suddenly I felt an immense pain, as if a truck was shoveling a 

ton of coal inside my brain. My headache was so intense—any minute 

now my head would split in two. 
I touched my head, feeling a bandage around it. Someone’s hand 

came over mine. I flinched away. Suddenly I was bombarded with 

Ben Barnes’s voice once again. He was talking so fast I couldn’t catch 
on to what he was saying. And then Kate Winslet and Keira Knightley 

came on. 

“Her Majesty has awakened,” Ben said. 
I fluttered my eyes open, wanting to see my favorite British 

actor come to life in front of me. Instead, I saw a bald-headed man 

staring at me with eyes like goldfish in a tank. Ok, Ben Barnes had 



definitely aged. Standing in front of me was a frail old man of about 

seventy. Oh, the deception of voices. 
He smiled warmly at me. “Your Majesty. How are you feeling?” 

he asked in concern. 
Your Majesty? Who’s she? I looked at him blankly. 

“Your Majesty.” He nudged my shoulder gently. “How are you 

feeling?” 
Oh, Your Majesty must be me. Wow, he makes me sound like a 

queen. 

“Sore,” I managed to croak out. 
I tried to sit up but was pushed back gently by Mr. Barnes’ firm 

palm. “You must rest, Your Majesty. Please don’t sit up yet.” 

I wanted to answer him but my throat was parched dry, like the 
desert. Someone please grab me a glass of water, I wanted to say but I 

couldn’t voice my words. 

“Everyone, let Her Majesty have some breathing room,” Kate 
Winslet said, cutting through Mr. Barnes and me. 

I turned my attention to Kate Winslet and blinked. 

Kate looked nothing like the Kate Winslet I knew from my 
Titanic addiction some years back. While Ben Barnes was in his 

seventies, this Kate Winslet was in her sixties, with a mixture of grey 

wispy hair decorated into a bun on her head. She wore a dark grey 
gown, with massive pearls to complement her revealing neckline. 

Kate came to sit beside me and started hugging me against her 

massive voluptuous breasts, like I was her long-lost grandchild. 



“Clarissa Rose. Please don’t ever do that again.” She cuddled 

me and rubbed my back. 
I’d hardly received any hugs in my previous life, save for the 

ones my parents gave to me before their deaths, so when Kate Winslet 
hugged me, it felt nice. All warm and cozy like. 

 “I’m sorry. I won’t do it again,” I said, nodding innocently, 

although I hadn’t a clue what she was talking about. My brain was 
still trying to soak up my new environment. 

“You know, you got us all frightened when you drowned 

yourself in the bathtub like that.” 
“I did what?” I shrieked back, tearing apart our hug, and looking 

aghast at her. 

Kate was taken aback with my verbal outburst, but then shook 
her head and patted my head to sooth me. I only blinked back in 

response. 

“Clarissa Rose, no matter what happens, you mustn’t end your 
life like that,” she explained. 

“I... I killed myself?” I spat out in surprise, looking around the 

room. 
Mr. Barnes held a very serious expression and only nodded his 

head. Two girls stood at the far end of bed; their faces drained of 

color. When I looked at them, they immediately dropped their gazes 
to the floor. As for Kate, she looked at me strangely. But I didn’t pay 

attention. I was too caught up with this sudden revelation about the 

previous owner who possessed this body. 



What was she thinking, this Clarissa Rose? With a bed fit for the 

Queen of England to rest in, who would want to kill themselves? 
Some people just didn’t know how lucky they were. Lucky for me, 

since this Clarissa Rose had died, I was happy to take her place. 
“I promise you I won’t ever do that again,” I said brightly, 

meaning every single word. 

Kate looked at me strangely again. And this time I got it. 
Thinking she might think I was an imposter, I pretended to look tired 

and asked her, “Did I hit my head in the bathtub too, because my head 

is sore.” 
“Why are you speaking in that strange way?” She narrowed her 

eyes at me. 

“Strange way? Oh, you mean my American accent. That’s how I 
always speak.” I answered automatically without thinking. 

Kate whipped her head to glare at Mr. Barnes, who was standing 

in one corner, trembling. “Dr. Ford. Explain what is going on?” Kate 
barked at Mr. Barnes. 

Crap. Maybe I’d been caught as an imposter already. Was the 

previous Clarissa Rose supposed to speak in a British accent too? I 
was bad at mimicking accents. 

I didn’t think I could pull this off. Despite watching a bunch of 

English films at the orphanage, I still couldn’t even imitate them. 
Maybe I could think of an explanation. But before I could think of 

one, Dr. Ford came to my rescue. 



“Lady Cecilia,” Dr. Ford quivered as he spoke. “Perhaps when 

Her Majesty drowned in the bathtub, she hit her head, thus changing 
the way she speaks. It is very plausible in this case.” 

“So, you’re implying Her Majesty has changed her speaking 
pattern because she had hit her head?” Cecilia asked sternly. 

“Yes. There were many cases that have been documented in the 

past.” 
Cecilia loved whipping her head. Once satisfied with Dr. Ford’s 

explanation, she immediately whipped her head back to me. I 

whipped mine, too, when she came in for another full hug. 
“Then you must rest. Leave everything to me. Regan and 

Zayden should be back from their journey, soon. Mikael is making his 

way here now. As soon as he arrives, I will inform him that you have 
woken up.” 

I was about to ask Cecilia who Regan, Zayden and Mikael were 

when she turned her attention to the two girls. 
“Look after Her Majesty,” she ordered them. Then Cecilia 

turned back to me and gave me one final hug. I wouldn’t mind going 

in for another one. She was so squashy and warm, full of insulation, 
making me feel all mushy and happy. 

 “Clarissa Rose, dear. If you have any concern, just call me. 

These maids will look after you.” 
I smiled stupidly, feeling her warm kiss on my forehead and 

watching her and Dr. Ford exiting the door. 

Who was Cecilia? She must really love the previous Clarissa 
Rose. Judging from her demeanor, she must hold a high position in 



this household. Thinking it best to ask the two girls, I turned my 

attention to them. The minute my eyes landed on them, they both 
started shaking like leaves caught in the wind. I wondered if they 

were okay. 
“Uhmmm.” I cleared my throat. 

Upon hearing my voice, skirts and feet shifted, and I was 

bombarded with them by my side. 
“Yes, Your Majesty. What can I get for you?” the one with red 

hair asked nervously. That was the Keira Knightley voice I had heard 

earlier. 
“Yes, Your Majesty. Please tell us what you need. We will serve 

you even in death.” The brown haired girl shrilled out. 

I already concluded the previous Clarissa Rose was wealthy, 
what with having maids, a personal doctor, and a sixty-year-old 

grandma who doted upon her, but for her servants to serve her in 

death, too, that was a bit too much. 
Looking at them, they were about my age. I smiled, a bright idea 

knocking my head. Maybe in this new body, I could find some friends 

to consult with. Yes, what a perfect opportunity. Coax them to be my 
friends and let them provide me with the necessary information 

regarding the former Clarissa Rose’s life. 

They both were beauties, dressed in some sort of fascinating 
Victorian era fashion. I edged a little closer, wanting to get a better 

look at them, when the redheaded one suddenly slammed her eyes 

shut, startling the shit out of me, I almost jumped back a mile. 



Once I had managed to calm my heartbeat down, I asked, “What 

are your names?” 
The brown-haired girl jolted in fright, as if her soul had jumped 

out of her body, as soon as those words left my mouth. She 
immediately dropped down to the floor and bowed her head at me. 

When the redhead saw what the brown head did, she followed. 

I scratched my head. Did I do something wrong? 
I slid out of bed and down to the floor, too. When they both 

didn’t look up but continued to shake in their spots, forehead touching 

carpet, I nudged them in the arms. They both lifted their heads, eyed 
me with a look of pure fear, then shrank back to the carpet again. 

“Are you both all right?” I asked in concern, eyeing from one to 

the other. 
The redhead lifted her head again, locked eyes with mine and 

her pupils dilated in fright again. 

Why was she so afraid of me? 
“Are you all right?” I asked again, this time gentler. The girl 

nodded her head and helped me up into bed, while the other one 

tucked me in like I was a child. 
“Your Majesty shouldn’t worry about us.” Her voice quivered. 

“Please, tell us what do you need? We will get it for you.” 

“What I need is to stop calling both of you by your hair colors. 
So, tell me. What are your names? And why are you both shaking out 

of your bones. Did I offend you both in some way?” 

“Your Majesty, I’m...” Silent. 
“We...” Silent. 



Either the previous Clarissa Rose was such a bitch that they 

were literally frightened to death of her, or it might just be their 
normal behaviors. And I wouldn’t know until I found out myself. 

“Tell me. What’s wrong?” I said, much gentler this time, touching 
the brown-head’s arm. 

I wasn’t one to beat around the bush. If I wanted something, I go 

straight to the point. And it annoyed me that these girls acted as if I 
was going to strangle them or something. In fact, one just flinched 

away from my touch. 

“Please, Your Majesty. Don’t worry about us. We are fine. Please 
instruct us as to what you need.” 

“Sheesh. I give up,” I slumped back in bed, closed my eyes, 

energy running low. “What is wrong with you both? All I asked are 
your names and you both acted like I’m about to kill you or 

something.” 

“Your Majesty, please don’t be mad at us.” The brown-head one 
said, clutching the blanket, her knuckles turning white. 

“I will be mad if you don’t tell me your name,” I told her. 

“My...my... name is Lucy,” she answered, eyes lifting slowly to 
meet mine. 

“Lucy,” I smiled, nodding my head in approval. “That’s a nice 

name. Very simple and easy to pronounce. I like it. And yours?” I 
turned to the redheaded one. 

“Belle.” 

“A very pretty name too. Like Beauty and the Beast. Have you 
heard of the fairytale?” I asked, making conversation. In fact, any 



subject would be fine, so they could open up to me. But they both 

looked back in confusion. 
And then it clicked. 

Oh, right. How silly of me. Of course, they weren’t expected to 
know about Beauty and the Beast. They might not have time to watch 

T.V. In fact, there was no T.V in this room either. I thought all rich 

people had TVs in their bedrooms. 
To pacify the dire tension between us, I laughed. “Oh, how rude 

of me. I asked for both of your names but didn’t introduce myself. My 

name is Tami,” I told them, pulling my hand out for a shake, feeling 
proud of myself for taking this small step to initiate our friendship. 

 Lucy looked perplexedly at Belle, then they both turned their 

confused gaze to me. Belle said, “But Your Majesty, your name is 
Lady Clarissa Rose Alessandra Evington.” 

“Oh, right. Ha-ha. Such a long name. Even I forgot.” I laughed 

awkwardly, mentally kicking myself in the backside for forgetting 
about my new persona. “Yes. I am Clarissa Rose. The Clarissa Rose 

of this house. But you can both call me Tami in private.” I tried 

coaxing them out of their shells again. 
“I dare not to, Your Majesty. Lady Cecilia will fire me for sure.” 

“Please, Your Majesty. We can only address you as Your 

Majesty.” 
“Bullocks! I’m no queen. Lady Clarissa Rose or Your Majesty 

sounds too posh. I prefer just Tami.” 

“We cannot do that, Your Majesty. If Lady Cecilia hears us, our 
heads will be severed.” 



“You mean to say Cecilia can have both of you killed?” I 

jokingly asked. But they were so serious in their expression when 
they mutely nodded in reply. 

Gee! What country had those twins deposited me in? Surely 
there were laws to these kinds of things, like employee rights and the 

right of speech. 

“Say, who’s Cecilia?” I asked, my interest piqued. “She seemed 
to have quite a bit of influence over this household.” 

“Ah?” Lucy gave me that weird look that Cecilia did. “Your 

Majesty. You must have hit your head really hard not to remember 
Lady Cecilia,” she timidly answered with her eyes looking at the 

floor. 

“Yes. I suppose I have,” I chuckled drily, recalling the thumping 
headache in my skull which had subsided a bit now. “So, tell me, who 

is she? She sounds like she’s the owner of the household. Is she the 

owner of this household?” 
Lucy gave me a perplexed look but Belle was the one who 

answered, “Lady Cecilia is your personal attendant.” 

“Really?” I almost jumped out of the bed in surprise. “Old 
grandma Cecilia is my personal attendant?” 

I was more shocked than happy. I always saw in those reality 

TV shows about the rich and famous housewives having their own 
personal attendants, where they didn’t have to lift even a single finger. 

Their personal attendant did all the work for them. I never thought, 

for the life of me, I would have my own personal attendant to tend to 
my needs. But grandma Cecilia was old. Shouldn’t she be retiring? 



And even if she were still young, I really didn’t need a personal 

attendant. I could do things myself just fine. 
 “So, if grandma Cecilia is my personal attendant, then what am 

I?” I asked again, when the thought struck me. I hadn’t a clue who I 
was supposed to be in this household. Looking at all the beautiful 

drapes and furniture in this room, which was three times the size of 

my old house, I assumed the previous Lady Clarissa Rose must be 
some rich socialite. 

Lucy looked shifty again. “Your Majesty, you really don’t 

remember yourself?” 
“Not a bit. Like Dr. Ford said, I hit my head really bad. Maybe I 

lost my memory as well. I can’t remember some things.” I made up 

some lie, which was also kind of the truth, since I really hadn’t a clue 
who I was. “So, tell me? What am I in this household? And why do 

you keep calling me Your Majesty. You make me sound like some 

queen or something.” I chuckled when the thought entered my head. 
How silly. It was like I was in some TV show. Maybe I was 

being filmed right now, like in that Punk’n show. 

“Your Majesty. You are the Queen of Alyria.” 
I could only stare at her, then I burst out laughing. God, it was 

hilarious. How could she crack a joke with such a serious face? 

“Lucy. You’re very good at making jokes.” I bellowed into 
another round of laughter, chuckling until tears shed out of my eyes, 

until I realized she wasn’t laughing with me, until I realized whatever 

she said was the complete truth. But I didn’t believe it. Not one bit. 



So, I quieted down and gained some composure before asking, 

“You’re not joking, are you?” 
“No, Your Majesty.” She confirmed in her serious tone. 

If she wasn’t joking, then Grim and Reaper must be playing a 
joke on me. 

And for the first time after waking up in this new world, I 

finally registered their strange dress code. Both Belle and Lucy were 
wearing dresses reminiscent of the Victorian era. 

 “Belle, pinch me?” I asked. 

 “Your Majesty, don’t ask me to do something like that.” Damn, 
Belle was frightened again, bowing her head to the carpet. 

“Lucy, if you said I’m queen, then what country do I govern?” 

“Country? Your Majesty, we are not a country. We are a 
kingdom, divided into four nations.” 

Country. Kingdom. Same difference. 

“Okay, kingdom then. What kingdom are we in?” I asked. 
“Alyria,” she replied. 

“Where’s Alyria? Where is it on earth?” Gosh I was bad at 

geography. I wished I had paid more attention in history classes back 
in high school, but I was always too hungry to absorb any 

information. And now when I surfed my brain for the database on 

countries or a kingdom named Alyria, not one came to mind. 
“Your Majesty, what is earth?” Lucy asked, confusing me even 

more. 

“What kind of question is that, Lucy?” I said back. “Earth is 
earth. Third rock from the sun. Our world. Where you and I both live. 



You know, with modern technology. T.V, internet, mobile phones, 

YouTube, Netflix.” At this stage I was a bit hysterical, just randomly 
spouting out facts about the 21st century, as if they didn’t know it 

already. 
Lucy and Belle blinked, backing away from me like I was some 

mentally sick patient they were scared of getting infected from. 

“Lucy, maybe we should get Dr. Ford,” Belle quickly said to 
Lucy, seeing my mentally unstable state. 

 “No. No. Don’t get Dr. Ford.” I clamped onto Belle’s hand to 

prevent her from going. Instead, I jumped off the bed, forgetting my 
weakened state, and rushed to the huge floor to ceiling curtain. I 

pulled the drape, sunlight pouring into the room, blinding me as I 

walked toward the balcony, mind in a daze. 
I took one glance at the panoramic view of the picturesque site 

before me. There were no sky scrapers, no electric lights, not even a 

single advertising sign-board like New York City. Instead, mountains 
peaked with ice caps like snow cones, nestled a town that was filled 

with orange roofs, surrounded by a wall. Beyond that wall were more 

orange roofs, this time scattered across the green fields. My eyes 
zoomed down below. I was at least one hundred feet up in the air, and 

whatever building I was in, was the highest one in the vicinity. This 

country— kingdom as Lucy had put it—reminded me of the old 
medieval cities back in ancient history. 

The cool air brushed against my skin; the sunrays warmed it in 

that instant. I inhaled fresh air, for the first time in my life. This was 
all too real to be a dream. 



“This... this is Alyria?” I asked my two maids. 

“Yes, Your Majesty. This is Alyria,” Lucy confirmed. 
“And you are the queen of our kingdom.” Belle finished off. 

Those twins. They sent me to a body that’s in another realm. Not 
only that, I was also a queen who must govern this kingdom. I should 

be proud, since not everyone could get a second chance at life and be 

declared queen upon waking, but all I could think of was how was I 
supposed to get back to my sister if we weren’t even in the same 

world? 

And that was the final thought running through my head before I 
screamed out so loudly that Dr. Ford, Cecilia and the rest of the palace 

residents came scurrying in, declaring that I had gone insane after the 

drowning episode in the bathtub. 



Chapter 2: The Delicious Taste of My First Meal 

I had been declared insane, but I was saved from that label with, 
once again by Dr. Ford, some explanation whereby I’d lost my 

memory— or temporary amnesia, as he’d worded it—and would need 

some time to recover before I could return to my normal self. Bless 
that old man. I’ve got to hug him one day for saving my life again and 

again. 
Cecilia nodded her head, believing every single word Dr. Ford 

dished out. With tears shedding from her eyes, she hugged me, 

comforting me that in no time at all, my past memory would come 
back. I nodded meekly, pretending that I’d try my best to remember. 

Everyone rushed out as soon as I was tucked in bed, leaving only 

Belle and Lucy to tend to my needs. 
I groggily sat up in bed. Belle fluffed up my pillow and made 

me comfortable. I’d never been sick in my previous life, since I led an 

active lifestyle, but here in this body, I felt so weak, like I was about 
to faint every few minutes. 

“Lucy,” I called out tiredly. 

“Yes, Your Majesty,” she answered, still in that timid voice of 
hers. 

“Did I pass out? I feel horrible.” 

“Dr. Ford gave you some sleeping potion to help calm you 
down. You’ve slept for the past two hours.” 



“Oh, right.” I nodded numbly, then suddenly remembered about 

my sister who was on earth while I was here in this new world called 
Alyria. And with this came the crushing feeling all over again. 

I would never get to see my sister again. Those damned 
brothers. If only they had told me in advance that I’d be in possession 

of a corpse who’s all the way in another realm, I would have 

reconsidered. But now it’s too late. Now... 
Back up a minute there, Tami. Grim and Reaper both said I 

could find my sister here. And since this realm resembled those 

fairytale stories, that must mean magic portals exist, or some sort of 
secret doors for me to travel back to earth. In that case, I just had to 

find one. And the best way to find one would be to become the real 

Clarissa Rose. As queen, I could ask people to investigate for me. 
Ha-ha. I felt revitalized again. I now had a purpose. I would live 

and be Her Majesty Clarissa Rose, and when no one was watching, I 

would take the opportunity to travel back home. I knew it was a 
farfetched possibility, but any idea was better than none. 

But first though, I must collect data and learn all mannerisms 

relating to the late Clarissa Rose, if I didn’t want people suspecting I 
was an imposter. And there were no better resources here than my two 

maids. 

A loud roar erupted from my stomach, distracting me from my 
plan. How long since I last had my meal? Oh, yes, on the morning of 

Christmas eve, the day I died. 

Storing my plan to the back burner for now, I decided to feed 
my stomach first. I called out, “Lucy. Belle. I’m starving. Could you 



maybe get me something to eat? I’m so hungry right now, I can eat a 

whole cow.” 
I laughed, feeling the happiness welling up inside me. I even 

snorted a bit, not embarrassed at all with my current behavior. Lucy, 
though, looked like she was running out of oxygen, while Belle was 

also gasping for air. Both were still not used to my odd behavior. 

Soon. Soon, I would act like their previous queen, but for now, I was 
too hungry to think straight. 

“Come, now,” I urged them. “I’m really hungry. You don’t want 

me to start sucking your blood, now, do you?” I teased them both. “I 
was a vampire in my previous life, you know.” 

But my playful behavior obviously scared them as they both 

made a mad dash out the door the minute I finished talking. 
Super sensitive, I thought, shaking them out of my head and 

rejoicing in my new life. 

“Oh, I love my new life already.” I laughed even louder, settling 
down on my triple king size bed, waiting for my banquet meal. Sure, 

there’d be some challenges with trying to act like the real Clarissa 

Rose, but I was sure, in time, people would get used to me. 
I was like a spring flower, imagining an all-you-can-eat buffet, 

with bountiful food. I remembered that time when I had received my 

first pay check from my part-time job as a waitress. I took Amy to an 
‘All-you-can-eat for ten bucks a head’ restaurant as celebration. It was 

so delicious and plentiful; we ate until our tummies almost exploded. 

And now I was looking forward to doing it again. 



Ten minutes later, my face drooped like a wilted flower. This 

was to be my first meal ever in this new world. I had expected some 
sort of grand feast, like ham or turkey, with an array of other cuisines 

like Chinese, Italian, Thai, and Indian to celebrate the revival of Her 
Majesty Clarissa Rose, since she was the queen and all, but the food 

in front of me wasn’t even enough to feed a baby bird. A bowl of 

salad, slices of cheese that I could count with one finger, one slice of 
ciabatta bread, and some nuts in a little dish. That was it. My lips 

curved into a thin line. 

What is this? Was the previous queen on a diet or something? 
Come on. Give me some real food. Give me a turkey, a leg of lamb or 

some chicken. I crave chicken. 

My tummy growled again. Lucy glanced at me with those 
flighty eyes of hers before she flitted them away. 

“Lucy,” I called to her, and she almost jumped out of her skin. 

Did I really startle her that much? “Why is the portion size so small?” 
“Your Majesty prefers this portion size,” she replied. 

“Really?” So, my guess was right. The previous Clarissa Rose 

was on a diet. I waved the thought aside and gestured for her to come 
closer. “Come, Lucy. Be my companion. And Belle, you come here, 

too. Don’t just stand next to the door like you’re about to run. Both of 

you, come join me. I hate eating by myself.” 
Always eating with Amy and the other kids at the orphanage, it 

felt a bit strange now that I would have to eat by myself with them 

watching over me. Lucy was more nervous than ever when I 



suggested she joined me, and Belle, she hadn’t moved an inch from 

her spot. 
“Come on, now. Let’s eat. I need eating companions,” I urged 

them, and pulled Lucy down to sit beside me on the bed. 
Lucy scrambled down in her flustered state but before her 

bottom hit the soft bed, she hurriedly jumped back up and stood 

beside me, taking up her perfect rigid pose. As for Belle, she managed 
about ten paces, now taking position beside Lucy. 

“No, Your Majesty. Please.” They chorused at the same time. 

“Fine,” I mumbled, giving up on my persuasion. I turned my 
attention to the meal placed in front of me and took the first bite. 

Wow. Just... wow. This... whatever it was... was super delicious. 

I was by no means a vegetarian but I could seriously eat this 
every day. And the dressing of the salad, my lord, it was to die for. I 

munched and munched. 

“Say, Lucy? Who found me in the bathtub?” I started putting a 
plan into action, collecting data between chewing. 

“It was Belle and me, Your Majesty,” Lucy answered. 

“I have to thank both of you then, for finding me. I owe you 
guys one.” I smiled, taking another bite of the salad. “Good for me, 

you guys found me in time. I must have felt tired and fallen asleep in 

the bathtub,” I commented. 
Lucy looked at me strangely again. “Your Majesty, you... you... 

had the door locked. We had to break the door to get you out.” 

“Oh! Maybe I wanted some privacy,” I said absentmindedly, 
taking an interest in the nuts now. 



“Your head was bleeding when we found you.” Belle added. 

“Oh, I must have tripped and fallen into the bathtub, then,” I 
lamely said, and continued with my vegetarian meal. 

“Your Majesty?” Lucy asked after some time. 
“Mmmm,” I mumbled with a mouth full of salad. “Whhaat... 

essss... eetttt?” 

“Your Majesty is acting really strange.” 
I caught on the word strange and almost choked to death with 

my next swallow. Well, there goes my perfect impersonation out the 

window. I coughed and spattered, inducing tears to run from my eyes. 
Belle was generous when she brought me a glass of grape juice 

to relieve my stressful state. I took one gulp and sprayed the whole 

red liquid out again, with some dripping down my chin. The liquid 
burned my tongue and stung my eyes. 

“Belle,” I yelled, with tears still streaming from my eyes. “Are 

you trying to kill me?” 
Belle dropped down to the floor and shook, her head instantly 

touching the floor again. 

“Your Majesty, I’m sorry. I’m sorry,” she mumbled like a chant. 
“I didn’t mean to make you angry. Please don’t slap me. Please don’t 

tell Lady Cecilia.” The girl was on the verge of crying. 

“Your Majesty, please forgive Belle,” Lucy bowed down and 
apologized on her behalf too. “She didn’t mean it. If you want to 

punish her, please punish me instead.” 

“Belle. Lucy.” I managed to say after wiping the drool off my 
chin. I sighed, seeing them both on the floor again, their whole bodies 



shaking like leaves. The previous Clarissa Rose must have 

traumatized them to the point of them acting witless. “You guys. Get 
up. I’m not going to slap either of you.” 

Belle lifted her head, her eyes growing wider with horror, at the 
words I’d just spoken. “Then... then... you will kill us?” 

“What?” Shesh! I face palmed myself. Their imagination was 

getting wilder by the second. “I’m not going to kill you.” Belle looked 
up at me with tears glistening in her eyes. “And I won’t tell Lady 

Cecilia either. Now please get up, both of you.” 

I helped both girls up from the floor. Belle stood on shaky legs. 
She glanced up at me with frightened doe eyes. The poor girl was 

really scared out of her wits. 

“Thank you, Your Majesty. Thank you for forgiving us,” Lucy 
said, having stabilized her legs, as well. 

I smiled at them, and once they had calmed down, I asked them 

gently. “What was it that you gave to me to drink? And I know it 
tasted nothing like grape juice because grape juice is my all-time 

favorite drink, and whatever that beverage was, it tasted horrible.” 

“Your Majesty, that was the finest red wine in the palace,” Belle 
said. 

“What?” I almost went into overdrive again. “You served me 

wine from the palace?” I wasn’t even at legal drinking age yet and 
here Belle had served me alcohol like it was water. 

“Your Majesty, we are sorry,” Lucy hurriedly said. “Next time 

we’ll serve you the finest wine in all of Alyria.” 



“Wait. What? No. Don’t,” I said in a hurry. “That’s not what I 

meant. Next time don’t serve me that beverage. It tastes awful. Why 
don’t you give me water instead?” 

“But Your Majesty only drinks fine wine,” Belle said in 
confusion, looking up at Lucy for support. 

“Your Majesty had also informed us in the past to serve you 

only fine wine during your meals. We were punished once for serving 
you a substitute,” she supplied timidly. 

Mmmm. That explained their previous behavior. Still, I couldn’t 

blame them. The previous Clarissa Rose was a true alcoholic. No 
wonder she fell into the bathtub and hit her head. Must be because she 

was drunk all the time. 

“Look, from now on, serve me water. And if it must be some 
sort of beverage, then give me grape juice. I like that.” Lucy gave me 

one of her weird looks again. “What? Did I say something out of 

character again?” 
Lucy nodded mutely. 

“Well, remember what Dr. Ford said. I lost a good portion of my 

memory. So, if you see me acting strange or weird, then you know 
why. That’s where you both fill in the gaps for me, so I can start 

regaining my memory faster.” 

Lucy and Belle both nodded again, but this time, there was a 
small warm smile lingering on their lips. Somehow, I got the feeling I 

had won their affections. 

After the meal, Lucy cleared away the dishes and Belle 
informed me of a bath. 



Yes. I was allowed to take a bath. Staying in this weird tunic-

like dressing gown had me scratching to no end. I wondered what 
kind of material they used. Taking a closer inspecting of the material, 

I looked down at the garment for the first time since I woke up in this 
new body, and saw two mounds on my chest. 

Breasts. I have breasts. I almost jumped for joy. In my previous 

body, my chest was as flat as a surf board. 
Then a thought struck me. I realized I hadn’t seen what this 

Clarissa Rose looks like? Was she as beautiful as the models I saw in 

Vogue Magazine? In my previous body, I had brown curly hair, brown 
eyes, and a cute button nose. Just an average American citizen. 

Excited to see what I look like now, I stripped the blanket back 

and jumped out of bed, marching straight to Belle who was busy 
folding some dresses. 

“Belle, where’s the mirror. I want to see myself.” 

“Your Majesty should take a bath. There’s a mirror in the spa 
room.” 

“I’m having a bath in the spa room?” 

“Yes.” She nodded smiling. 
I stood there, smiling at her. Belle looked at me and then at the 

door, wondering why I wasn’t moving to the spa room. Nodding her 

head, she asked slowly, “Your Majesty has forgotten where the spa 
room is, too?” 

“You’re a smart one,” I grinned, catching on to her words. 



Belle led me to the spa room, which was only down the hallway 

from the room I was currently staying in, but the journey itself was a 
fascination of its own. 

The palace was gigantic with interesting architecture, reminiscent 
of the Renaissance era. The ceiling was so high, with cool chandeliers 

hanging down like droplets of rain falling from the sky. There were 

many guards lining the outside of my door and in the hallway, as if I 

was under surveillance. Then again, I had never been in a palace 
before. I supposed this was how they would protect the royals. Well, I 

could rest assured now that I would not be killed a second time. 

Belle led me to a room filled with steam. At first, I thought it was 
a sauna, until I spotted a small swimming pool with flower petals 

floating on top. And there was Lucy, responsible for pouring the 

petals in the water. 
She turned to me, smiled and said, “It’s all ready, Your Majesty. 

You may take your bath.” 

And that was when it started. They came and attacked me on both 
sides, peeling at my tunic gown. 

“Whoa. Whoa. Hold up there. What are you guys doing?” I 

screeched, pulling out of their hold. 
“Your Majesty. We are helping you undress,” Lucy explained. 

“No way. I can do this myself.” I refused. I had four limbs, just 

like them. There was no reason for me not to do it myself. Although I 
felt a bit weak, I could still manage. 

“But, Your Majesty,” Belle said, not ready to let the subject 
drop. 



“Please leave. Both of you.” I issued my order. “I’m fine. I want 

to do this myself.” 
After some internal battle between the two of them, Lucy finally 

relented. “Yes, Your Majesty. We will wait outside. Please call for us 
if you need anything.” 

I won’t need anything, I was about to say, but just nodded my 

head. 
I had always been a shy girl. Never had I let anyone seen my 

naked body. And it would stay this way. So, there was no way they 

were coming near me again when I bathed. 
They both bowed gracefully, before leaving me to my own 

devices. Thank the lord for that. And as soon as the door was closed, I 

rushed to the nearest mirror and inspected myself. 
Holy Cup Cakes! I had to do a double take. To say I was 

beautiful was an understatement. I looked gorgeous. With long silky 

blonde curls adorning my oval shaped face, eyebrows the shape of 
crescent moons, eyes the color of pastel blue, skin the color of fine 

ivory, and ruby red lips that didn’t need lipstick to look sexy, I was the 

epitome of a rose, a goddess descended into this steamy spa room. 
Not to mention my new nose was extremely adorable. But I had to 

admit, I looked quite mature compared to my old self. I was nineteen 

in my previous body but in this new one, I looked like I was twenty-
five. I just bumped six years off my life. Oh well, no use complaining 

about my current age now. At least I got a new one. 

I grinned cheekily. Time to inspect my new body. 



I discarded the articles of clothing one by one and sucked in my 

breath, again and again, as each inch of skin was exposed to my eyes. 
“Sweet Spaghetti,” I cried, when only a thin silk dress was left 

on my body. 
Dear Grim and Reaper. You both couldn’t have found a better-

looking corpse than this, I thanked them. I could practically grace the 

front cover of Vogue Magazine with this figure. If I were a lesbian I 
would definitely fall for myself right now. 

Ample breasts that should be called breasts now, unlike my 

previous life, and a figure of a slim body, I was way over the moon 
with my new appearance. I bent my body backwards and forward, 

contorting my body in different poses, looking for the perfect angle 

like a model in a photo shoot, as I viewed myself in the mirror. 
“Gee, you’re so hot Tami. So very hot,” I mouthed at myself in 

the mirror. “And your teeth are all straight and nicely aligned, too, 

with pouty red lips like you’ve had Botox done.” 
Feeling confident of my new body, I threw away the last 

remaining article of clothing, the dress, neglecting to look at my body 

until I took it all off. And then with a smile on my face I cast my eyes 
down south and... 

 “Holy Cow,” I screeched, when I looked down at my body. 

Painted in strokes of deep blue color were welts and bruises, 
decorating all over my beautiful new body. 

Dear Lord. Had someone abused this body? Or did the previous 

Clarissa Rose have a thing for S&M. 



I shuffled the nightgown back on, to cover my naked body, 

closing my eyes and inhaling more air to calm myself down. No 
wonder I felt so tired after I had woken up. And here I had thought it 

was due to that hurricane that had carried me here. 
A sudden anger flared inside of me. Okay, Clarissa Rose. You’re 

dead now. You’ve drowned yourself in the bathtub, and you have 

abused this body through this fetish of yours. For that alone, I cannot 
forgive you. From now on, I’m taking over. And I will love this body. 

I threw the nightgown off again, and hugged a large white towel 

around my body, then made my way toward the edge of the pool. I 
was determined to wash myself clean of her past and start anew. 

I dipped my toe in the pool and felt the heat of the water 

radiating all the way to my heart. 
“Nice,” I smiled. 

I was about to slip into the water when a deeply timbered voice 

from behind startled me, making me drop my towel. 
“Waiting for me, have you Clarissa Rose?” 



Chapter 3: That Hot Intruder Who Makes My Heart 
Pound 

“Waiting for me, have you Clarissa Rose?” 
My heart pounded the second I heard that deep voice. I whipped 

my head around, to see the silhouette of a man who had somehow 
entered my private area, while clumsily trying to grab the towel to 

cover my naked state. 

“Who... who are you?” I demanded of the intruder, clutching the 
towel to hide my nakedness. 

“Hahaha.” The voice boomed out with laughter. 

My eyes skittered to the destination of that voice. I couldn’t see 
him clearly because the steam inside the room was fogging the air. 

“Who are you?” I shouted my demand again. “Answer me this 

instant!” 
And then the man appeared out of the thin fog; the fog parting 

for him like he was the king of Alyria. Forgetting that I was by the 

edge of the pool, I inched backward when the man advanced toward 
me. 

The man looked arrogant; like none I had ever seen before. He 

wore some sort of loose shirt, like those men in the Victorian era, with 
those sleeves rolled up to expose his tan arms. His chocolate-brown 

hair was swept to the side, a few long strands covering his eyes. 

I was scared half to death at being caught in my naked state, so I 
cursed him. 



“You brute!” I demanded, with my authoritative voice. “Get out 

of here. Or I will call the guards.” 
My eyes scrambled in all direction of the room, trying to 

calculate all of the possible exit points, if the man decided to attack 
me. 

The intruder obviously did not obey my command, as in the 

next second he prowled toward me. I couldn’t do anything as he came 
closer. I was so scared I started walking backward, until there was no 

ground left and I was literally flapping my arms about in the air like a 

wingless turkey. With my mighty flapping, I ended up splashing into 
the pool below. The water wasn’t deep, so I fell in my disheveled 

state, floundering about, looking for the white towel that had 

somehow flown away when I fell into the pool. 
I saw the damned towel, floating at some distance away from 

me. I gave it a curse then remembered that I was still in the presence 

of the intruder. 
Suddenly, violent waves rippled around me and when I looked 

up again, the intruder was already in front of me, his hand tightly 

grasping the back of my head in a death-like grip. He pulled my face 
up to greet his. 

Before, I couldn’t see him clearly, what with all the fog of the 

hot pool obscuring his facial features, but now up this close, this man 
was hot. His eyes were pieced with gold hazel color, like the sun, 

cutting through all the dark secrets anyone wished to hide. They were 

full of mirth and a slight hint of evil. Plus, with a straight nose 
adorning his face, and contemptuous lips, which spoke of arrogance 



and a haughty behavior, he was the manly hero I liked to read about, 

the one who would make my heart swoon if I were to meet one in real 
life. And my heart did swoon. It pounded for that intruder. 

“I heard you stupidly hit your head in the bathtub and almost 
drowned yourself, if not for the maids seeing you in time, your body 

would have blown up to the size of a whale by now.” 

Oh, why does my hero have to have such a bad mouth? The 
brute. 

“You!” I struggled out of his death grip, but he only gripped my 

head tighter. “You brute. Let me go,” I yelled. 
“Hahaha.” The intruder sniggered and held me tighter, pressing 

his thigh in between my legs. I gasped, feeling an unfamiliar sensation 

rushing through my body. He moved my face closer, until his nose 
was grazing my cheek. I watched in alarm when his fingers began the 

journey down south, making small lingering circles around my breast. 

I had thought my command from before would be effective in keeping 
him at bay, but instead we were plastered together like glue. 

In my shocked state, I somehow managed to push him off and 

swam as fast as my legs could take me to the edge of the pool. Having 
no escape route because the water was starting to get deep, I clung 

onto the edge of the pool for support. 

He gave a lazy laugh and swam toward me at a leisurely pace, as 
if I were his prey and he could attack me at any time. I felt threatened 

and frightened. When he got closer, I used my leg in an attempt to 

kick him. But failed miserably. He caught my legs with both hands, 
holding them firmly in place. I tried kicking again to loosen his grip, 



but all I achieved was energy expenditure. By the time my energy ran 

out, I was still dangling on the edge of the pool, clinging for dear life. 
At that point, an epiphany smacked me between the eyes. 

Maybe this intruder didn’t know I was the Queen of Alyria. I should 
put him in place. 

“I’ll let you know that this pool belongs to Her Majesty Clarissa 

Rose, Queen of Alyria, and that is me,” I said proudly of my new 
identity. “And I don’t give you permission to enter this pool. Now get 

out,” I finished off with an authoritative tone. 

The man only chuckled like an insane person, and when he 
didn’t listen, I threatened him again. “If you don’t let me go, I’ll 

scream for help.” 

He only chuckled louder, as if he was purposely taunting me. 
His deep chuckle echoed around the room, my heart resonating the 

sound to so that it wouldn’t stop pounding. I told myself I was 

frightened, that was why my heart was behaving this abnormally. 
“Stop laughing. I’ll really call for help. My two maids and half a 

dozen guards are standing outside that door right now. With just one 

shout, they’ll come in and rescue me.” 
He cocked his head to one side and snarled out, “Do you really 

think they would come in to rescue you?” 

He didn’t believe me. I proved him wrong. I screamed for help. 
“Lucy. Belle. Help me. There’s an intruder in—” 

He pulled my legs, making my hands slip and I went down like 

a sinking ship. 



I wasn’t a good swimmer, but still I fought, trying to swim back 

up when he enveloped me, holding me captive under water. I opened 
my eyes, his blurry face coming closer, until those lips sealed with 

mine. I felt his tongue thrusting into my mouth. I drummed his chest, 
trying so hard to tear my lips away from his, but he kept going, 

molding his lips to mine, trapping my face between his palms. I was 

starting to lose consciousness, my lungs starving for air. My world 
slowly turning black when sunlight lit up my world again and we 

came up for air. 

I sputtered and coughed, with water stinging my eyes. Before I 
could get my bearings, he had his hand fisted behind my head again. 

He greeted me with a glint fury in his eyes, and growled beside my 

ear. “How was that? Did I succeed in making your wish come true?” 
My wish? What wish? If it was supposed to be my first kiss, 

then this was all wrong. 

I hit him hard on the chest, as soon as I was able to breathe 
again. 

“Why did you do that?” I shouted out, gasping for more air in 

my starved lungs. 
He dragged my head until we were mere inches from each other. 

Eye to eye, he hissed in my face, “Isn’t that what you wanted, since 

your first attempt at killing yourself only succeeded in you losing 
your memory. Or did you only plan to kill yourself just so you could 

receive pity from my people? Did you want to receive pity from me, 

too?” 



He breathed harshly into my ear, drowning out the sound of my 

heartbeat. I blinked, not understanding a single word he was saying. 
When I looked away, trying to calm my raging heartbeat, he jerked 

my chin, until I was face to face with him again. Golden eyes beat 
down on me like the heat of a thousand suns. 

“Your Majesty, Queen of Alyria,” he continued, without so 

much as a fault to his posture. “I’ll give you my honest opinion. If 
you want to commit suicide, you should have chosen a better location 

to die than in the bathtub. Why don’t you jump off a cliff instead? 

Save us all from healing you back to health, don’t you think?” 
I was breathing so hard now, I could no longer think straight. 

My mouth formed into the shape of an O, but no words came out. The 

meaning of his words finally sank into my brain. 
Dear Lord. This brute wants to kill me. I was already dead once. 

I don’t want to die again. 

And with this, my energy surged back into me and I yelled at 
him with renewed strength. “Let me go, you brute.” 

Somehow, I managed to push him off, but he caught my arms 

and pinned me against the side of the pool. I was trapped. Again. 
“Who are you? And what do you want with me?” 

“Brute, huh?” he snarled, enjoying the position I was in. “I 

thought you would have invented another name for me by now. But I 
quite like it. If I’m a brute, then you’re the queen bitch,” he spat and 

laughed in my face, like a raving lunatic out of the mental hospital. “I 

can’t believe you don’t remember me. Shall I remind you again just 
what we are to each other?” 



And before he finished saying those words, he jerked my legs 

apart and wrapped them around his hips, locking my legs in place so 
that I couldn’t move. 

My eyes opened wider than a deer caught in headlights. I could 
feel all of him, his body heat, his rippled muscle beneath that shirt, 

and most of all, that hard budge between his pants, nestled within 

my... 
I screamed in horror. “What are you doing? Let me go. Right 

this instant.” 

“What? You don’t like this position?” He mocked me. “Last I 
remember, you screamed for more when we fucked like this.” 

What...? What is he talking about? 

Before I could even respond, he plunged his lips into mine again 
and forced his tongue to invade in my cavity. 

“Mmmmm.” I struggled, hitting him more. I managed to tear 

our lips apart, when he gripped onto my head and captured my lips 
again. 

He was a strong man. Not only was he holding my lips captive, 

he was also holding my body against my will, too. With one hand, he 
molded my naked breast, fingers sharply kneading, pushing and 

pulling at my nipple that I ended up gasping and shuddering for more 

air. My breath hitched. My body trembled. And my mind sizzled. I 
heard him chuckle when he pulled his lips away from mine. 

“No matter how many times we fight, our bodies always seemed 

to understand each other.” 



I was caught in a daze. Who was this man? What was his 

relationship with the previous Clarissa Rose? And was he the one 
responsible for inflicting all of those welts and bruises on Clarissa 

Rose’s body? 
Suddenly I was whipped out of my daze when I felt a finger 

probe my insides. He... the... brute... he’s fingering inside me. 

I summoned all of my energy to push him back but he only 
applied more force as he rubbed and traced the inside of my wall. 

I panted. My body was betraying me. I was letting a stranger 

touch me. I was a virgin. No man had ever touched me there before. 
Hatching a plan through my dazed mind, I held him close and 

let him kiss me. When he least expected it, I bit him hard, on his 

shoulder. 
“Ahhhh!” He roared and released me. Under three heartbeats, he 

caught my chin and tilted my head back, to the point where I almost 

felt my neck was about to break. 
“You brazen woman. You bit me,” he growled. 

“You brutal man. I did bite you,” I retorted back, smiling at my 

victory. 
But my triumphant achievement was short lived as he 

overpowered me in the next instant, taking charge of our situation and 

roughly yanking my legs apart to reveal my forbidden flower to him. 
I wanted to curse him again for putting me in this vulnerable 

position, but I could feel my strength weakening already, and before I 

knew it, my vision had darkened and my body had slipped away into 
the empty black void. 





End of preview 

Did you enjoy that? I sure did when I wrote it. And believe me, it’s 

only going to get hotter, and messier, when the other three turn up. 
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