
Why Am I Always Juliet?

Rachel Lawson

Copyright

Copyright © 2026 by Rachel Lawson

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Why Am I Always Juliet? : Romeo has storms. Juliet has a dagger. Shakespeare has no idea. (The Magicians)

The Theme song | https://youtu.be/GkH_yojrFQo

The Music Video Version | https://youtu.be/l6JGCGgtwkU

Official Author Site | https://tinyurl.com/rmlauthor

MUSIC & SONGS | ───────────── | YouTube (Songs) | https://tinyurl.com/rmlyoutube

Featured Songs | Am I Just A Shadow You Drew — | https://youtu.be/0vF-f60qVBg

Masters of the Earth — | https://youtu.be/w2Ya8VKy5xY

The Magicians: Man On Fire —

Sign up for Rachel Lawson's Mailing List

Further Reading: An Armada Of Trouble

Also By Rachel Lawson

Don't Call Me Juliet! A Time Traveller's Lament

Don't call me Juliet!  I'm not Lucy,  I'm a man!  Why do they  always cast me as a woman,  Why can't I ever play Romeo?  I am a serious actor lost out of my time,  Don't call me Juliet!  I'm not Lucy,  I'm a man!  Call  me a woman, and I'll show you I am a man,  I am a trained Shakespearean actor in my time, but I hate Shakespeare; he can only see me as a boy, fit only to play a girl.  Don't call me Juliet!  I'm not Lucy,  I'm a man!  I have nothing against women.  I only object to women not playing my parts.  And leaving them all to me.  Don't call me Juliet!  I'm not Lucy,  I'm a man!  Don't call me Juliet!  I'm not Lucy,  I'm a man!  Why do they  always cast me as a woman,  Why can't I ever play Romeo?  I am a serious actor lost out of my time,  Don't call me Juliet!  I'm not Lucy,  I'm a man!  Call  me a woman, and I'll show you I am a man,  I am a trained Shakespearean actor in my time, but I hate Shakespeare; he can only see me as a boy, fit only to play a girl.  Don't call me Juliet!  I'm not Lucy,  I'm a man!  I have nothing against women.  I only object to women not playing my parts.  And leaving them all to me.  Don't call me Juliet!  I'm not Lucy,  I'm a man!  Oh, why am I always Juliet?  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Theme song

https://youtu.be/GkH_yojrFQo




Why Am I Always Juliet?



[image: ]


[image: ]

Act 1

Much Ado About Juliet

Chapter 1

Cast Against Their Will

In the age of William Shakespeare, women did not tread the  stage. Not even as themselves. Every Juliet, every Ophelia, every  Desdemona — all played by boys and young-looking men.

And that, unfortunately, is where this fiasco begins.

Lucius Silver was once a serious Shakespearean actor from the  year 2018 — near-immortal, disciplined, brilliant, and absolutely done  with being cast as Juliet. But time had other plans.

A twist of fate sent Lucius and his friends hurtling into the  distant past, where they lived many lives, served many crowns, and  caused more trouble than history ever recorded.

His closest companion, Blake — weather wizard of Queen  Elizabeth the First — found himself in royal service, commanding storms  at the Queen’s whim.

And one day, Her Majesty made a request neither of them could  refuse: her weatherman, Blake, and her court favorite, Lucius Silver,  were to perform in a play by the most prominent playwright of her age.

William Shakespeare.

And so begins our story — with a time-lost actor who refuses to  be Juliet, a storm-summoner who refuses to be Romeo, and a playwright who refuses to listen to either of them.

“Why am I playing a woman? I’m a man,” Lucius complained, pacing like a caged cat.

“It’s an all-male cast,” Blake said, far too casually. “Someone has to play Juliet. You look young, so you’re a female.”

Lucius stopped dead. He was a serious Shakespearean actor — from the future — and nothing belittled him more than being shoved into women’s roles. It felt awkward, humiliating, and beneath his training.

“Many actors would kill to be in your role,” Blake added.

“Yes — women!” Lucius snapped, insulted.

Blake ignored him. “Who’s playing Romeo?”

“You,” Shakespeare said.

“Me?” Blake blinked, stunned.

“Yes,” Shakespeare repeated.

Lucius looked delighted at Blake’s shock.

“I don’t do romance — not with him,” Blake stammered.

“Me either, he’s—” Lucius began.

Blake shot him a glare sharp enough to cut rope.

Lucius went quiet immediately, turning a little green at the thought of kissing Blake — his friend, his storm-summoning partner, and absolutely the last person he wanted to be romantic with onstage.

“I’ll play any character, even a non-speaking one, as long as I don’t wear a dress,” Lucius pleaded, hands half-raised in surrender.

“The Queen won’t want to see her favorite playing furniture,” Blake said, suddenly serious. “She got us this audition. You think she wants to watch you pretend to be a chair?”

“Quite true,” the playwright added, annoyingly pleased to agree with Blake.

Lucius stared at Blake as if he’d just betrayed him on a battlefield. Neither of them wanted to be here — not in this theatre, not in this century, and certainly not in Shakespeare’s casting nightmare.

But Lucius knew the truth: He couldn’t quit. Not without ending up in prison — or worse, in the Queen’s personal bad books.

So he swallowed his pride, his fury, and the last of his dignity.

He took the role under duress.

Chapter 2

Lucius Silver vs. William Shakespeare

To Lucius’s great embarrassment, the wardrobe mistress descended on him like a hawk. She attacked him with measuring tapes, pins, and muttered calculations, circling him with professional efficiency. Nothing truly happened — but Lucius felt violated, as if every inch of his dignity had been itemized.

And then came the real humiliation.

“Come out, Luke! We want to see you!” Blake called, pleading from the stage.

“No!” Lucius said, voice small and trembling. He refused to step into the light. He felt like a fool — a very tall, very unwilling fool — trapped in a dress.

“It’s alright, dear child. You are safe,” Shakespeare said gently.

Lucius huffed. He was no child.

“Help him onstage. He needs help,” the stage-manager barked.

Three burly stagehands obeyed instantly. They grabbed the man in drag and hauled him forward as Lucius kicked, twisted, and protested every inch of the way.

They dragged him onto the stage like a reluctant sacrificial offering.

“You’ve seen me now — can I leave?” Lucius snapped. “This dress is tight in all the wrong places.”

Blake tried not to laugh. He failed spectacularly.

Lucius glared daggers at him.

“Sorry, Lucy,” Blake wheezed between laughs, “but you look beautiful in that dress.”

“Don’t call me Lucy,” Lucius grumbled, cheeks burning.

“You are the perfect Juliet,” Shakespeare said, enchanted. “You have a perfect softness.”

“Soft? Me? I’ll show you soft—” Lucius snarled, launching himself at Shakespeare.

Blake stopped laughing instantly. He lunged forward and caught Lucius around the waist, dragging him back before he could throttle the playwright.

“Feisty. Too perfect,” Shakespeare said, strolling offstage, blissfully unaware he had narrowly escaped death.

“Down, boy,” Blake said, tightening his grip as Lucius fought to break free. Lucius looked ready to ring Shakespeare’s neck.

“He—! He—!” Lucius stammered, shaking with fury.

“Isn’t worth it,” Blake said in a low, hypnotic voice.

“Isn’t worth it,” Lucius repeated automatically, glaring at Blake. He knew Blake was manipulating his mind — and worse, he knew it worked.

It annoyed him more than the dress.

He lost the fight.

Chapter 3

The Reluctant Juliet

Blake leaned in, trying to deliver the line with something resembling sincerity.

“Thus from my lips, by thine, my sin is purged.”

He moved closer — far too close — clearly intending to kiss Lucius.

Lucius bit his lip in panic and shoved him away.

“Leave me alone, deadhead!” he shouted, voice cracking with outrage.

Blake froze. Lucius never called him deadhead unless he was furious — or remembering the truth Blake tried to hide.

Because Blake wasn’t just a weather wizard.

Lucius knew he was the king of the Grim Reapers in disguise.

And the last thing Lucius wanted was the literal embodiment of death trying to kiss him onstage.

It was, quite literally, the kiss of death to the rehearsal.

Blake’s failed attempt at Romeo’s kiss — Lucius biting him, shouting “Leave me alone, deadhead!” — brought the entire scene crashing down. The stage froze. The actors stared. The stagehands whispered.

And Shakespeare?

Shakespeare swooned.

He collapsed backward in a dramatic heap, overcome by the “raw passion” he believed he had just witnessed.

When he finally came to, he sat up with wild, star-struck eyes.

“You are geniuses!” he proclaimed, clutching his chest. “This must be in the performance! The Queen will be moved to tears!”

He was ready to immortalize the moment — Lucius biting Blake, Lucius nearly kissing death itself — as the emotional centerpiece of the play.

Until someone quietly pointed out the obvious:

The Queen would not appreciate her favorite attacking her weatherman.

Especially not in front of an audience.

Especially not with teeth.

Shakespeare blinked, deflated. “Oh,” he said, as if the thought had never occurred to him.

Lucius stood there in his dress, humiliated. Blake rubbed his bitten lip, offended. The stagehands tried not to laugh.

And the rehearsal limped on, wounded but alive — much like Blake’s dignity.

Chapter 4

Juliet Attacks Romeo

Blake launched into the speech with all the enthusiasm of a man reading a spell he didn’t understand.

“She speaks. O, speak again, bright angel, for thou art As glorious to this night, being o’er my head, As is a wingèd messenger of heaven Unto the white upturnèd wond’ring eyes of mortals That fall back to gaze on him When he bestrides the lazy puffing clouds And sails upon the bosom of the air.”

He blinked up at Lucius, utterly baffled by what he had just said.

Lucius, meanwhile, slipped effortlessly into
















Chapter 5  

In The Wings















Chapter 6

O Happy Dagger



















Chapter 7

Argent, We Need To Talk































Chapter 8

Blake Loses Control
























Chapter 9

Romeo Hates Juliet





















ACT 2

Rehearsals Of Anarchy

Chapter 10

The Go-Between






























Chapter 11

The Lovers Quarrel

























Chapter 12

Shakespeare’s Disastrous Rewrite


































Chapter 13

The Art Of War























Chapter 14

Romeo And Juliet Refuse To Kiss






























Chapter 15

A Matter Of Opinion
















Chapter 16

The Lovers Bond 









Chapter 17

The Greatest Amateur Actor
















Chapter 18

The Accidental Romance


















Chapter 19

The Dead Scene











ACT 3

The Play Goes Off The Rails.

Chapter 20

Pre-Show Panic
























Chapter 21

The Scene Was Electric















Chapter 22

Juliet Takes The Lead















Chapter 23

No Kissing Please!





























Chapter 24

Titania at the Altar





































Chapter 25

Kissing Death































Chapter 26

Juliet Takes a Bow































Act 4

The cycle continues.

Chapter 27

Fallout






























Chapter 28

Juliet Does Not Bow





















































Chapter 29

A New Play, A New Day





























Chapter 30

And The Cycle Continues
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