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Prologue
 
Samantha never believed in magic. In fact, she didn’t believe in much of anything beyond what she could see and touch—work deadlines, buzzing phones, and the occasional overpriced latte from the corner café. To her, life was a routine, a blur of mundane tasks stacked one on top of the other. The idea of escaping into some whimsical fantasy world? That was something for the books she’d long stopped reading as a teenager. Yet, here she was—blinking into the soft glow of golden sunlight filtering through massive silk curtains, her fingers brushing against impossibly smooth sheets.
Her brain tried to piece together the last thing she remembered. She’d been on her way home, navigating through the evening city traffic, mentally debating whether to order takeout or whip up something half-decent for dinner. But then... nothing. A sharp flash of light. A strange feeling, like falling and floating all at once. And then this. Wherever “this” was.
Samantha pushed herself upright, her eyes darting around the unfamiliar room. It was like something out of a storybook—grand, lavish, and drenched in old-world charm. Chandeliers hung from the high ceiling, casting shimmering light across intricately woven tapestries. The scent of roses filled the air, sweet and overpowering.
She swung her legs over the edge of the bed, her toes sinking into a plush carpet that looked more valuable than her entire apartment. Panic began to creep in. This was no ordinary place. There were no city sounds outside the window—no cars honking, no distant rumble of the subway. Only the soft chirping of birds and the rustling of trees in the wind. She was definitely far from home.
A light knock on the door startled her, and before she could respond, it swung open. A woman in a maid’s uniform entered with a bow, her eyes wide with excitement.
“Good morning, Your Highness,” the maid said, her voice trembling with nervous energy. “The prince is eager to meet his betrothed.”
Samantha’s heart nearly stopped. "Betrothed?" Her mind reeled. This had to be some kind of mistake. But the maid’s words echoed in her head, undeniable and terrifying.
What on earth had she gotten herself into?
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Very Strange Morning
￼[image: Line Line]
Samantha blinked against the soft light streaming through the enormous arched windows, her eyes slowly adjusting to the unfamiliar brightness. Her head felt heavy, her thoughts groggy, as if she’d been asleep for days. She shifted under the covers, feeling fabric far softer than her usual threadbare sheets.
She sat up abruptly. This wasn’t her bed. Her room. Her life.
Where was she?
The room was nothing like her modest apartment back in the city. It was massive—far larger than her entire place, with high ceilings adorned with delicate, gold-leaf patterns. The walls were lined with rich tapestries depicting scenes from an era long past: knights on horseback, battles fought on misty fields, a castle perched atop a hill. The bed she was in was draped in silk, the thick curtains pulled back to reveal a picturesque view of rolling hills dotted with wildflowers.
Samantha threw off the covers and scrambled out of bed, her bare feet landing on a soft, intricately woven rug. Her heart raced as she looked around. The furniture—large, heavy, and ornate—looked like something out of a museum exhibit, not something she would ever own. Gilded mirrors, grandiose paintings, and intricate wooden carvings adorned every corner of the room.
She stumbled toward the windows, expecting to see the familiar skyline of her city—the gray, smoggy streets, the busy sidewalks—but instead, she was greeted by a breathtaking view of lush green meadows, a distant forest, and beyond that, the towering spires of what could only be described as a fairytale castle.
“This can’t be real,” she whispered to herself, her breath catching in her throat. She closed her eyes and counted to five, hoping she’d wake up from whatever bizarre dream this was. But when she opened her eyes again, nothing had changed. The castle was still there, the breeze still rustled through the trees, and birds still chirped cheerily in the distance.
She shook her head, trying to clear the fog. The last thing she remembered was leaving work late, slipping into the bustling city streets with her phone glued to her hand, debating whether to text her best friend or grab dinner first. Then—what? A flash of light, maybe? A strange dizziness? The details were fuzzy, but none of them included waking up in a room that looked straight out of a royal palace.
Samantha’s heart raced faster now, pounding against her ribcage. She had to figure out where she was—and more importantly, how to get back home. She reached for the nearest doorknob, expecting it to be locked, but it twisted easily under her hand. The door creaked open, revealing a grand hallway lined with marble floors and massive portraits of people dressed in regal attire. Chandeliers hung from the ceiling, casting soft light across the corridor.
Just as she stepped out of the room, she heard footsteps echoing down the hallway. Panic surged through her. Who lived in a place like this? And how had she gotten here?
Before she could duck back into the room, a figure appeared at the end of the hallway—tall, dressed in elaborate clothing, with a face that exuded both authority and warmth. Samantha’s heart skipped a beat as the man approached. He looked like he had stepped out of a storybook himself, with dark hair, sharp features, and piercing blue eyes.
“Good morning, Your Highness,” the man said, offering a deep bow. “The prince is awaiting your presence. Shall I escort you to breakfast?”
“Prince?” Samantha echoed, her voice faltering. “There’s been a mistake. I’m not—”
But the man only smiled as if he hadn’t heard her, gesturing for her to follow. “His Royal Highness will be most pleased to see you. I assure you, everything is ready for the engagement celebrations.”
Samantha felt her stomach twist. Engagement? Royal Highness? She didn’t belong here, and she certainly wasn’t engaged to anyone—let alone a prince.
But as the man ushered her down the grand hallway toward an ornate staircase, one thing became abundantly clear: she was in a world far beyond her own, and somehow, she was expected to play a role she hadn’t signed up for.
Whatever had brought her here—whether it was a dream, magic, or some bizarre twist of fate—one thing was for sure: she needed to figure out how to survive in this strange new world.
And fast.
Lost in a Fantasy Realm
Samantha followed the man—who was apparently some sort of royal servant—down the winding staircase, her mind spinning in disbelief. Every step she took felt surreal, as though she were walking through someone else’s dream. But the cool marble beneath her feet and the faint scent of lavender lingering in the air were far too vivid to be a figment of her imagination.
As they descended into what she could only assume was the main hall of the castle, Samantha took in the splendor around her. The architecture was breathtaking, with towering columns, expansive arches, and walls adorned with tapestries depicting epic battles and serene landscapes. Large windows flooded the space with sunlight, casting intricate shadows on the floor.
She wanted to pinch herself, to wake up from whatever strange alternate reality she had fallen into, but deep down, she knew this wasn’t a dream. Somehow, she had crossed into a world that wasn’t her own—a world filled with castles, nobles, and, apparently, princes.
"Where am I?" she whispered to herself, her voice barely audible.
The servant turned slightly, catching her murmured question. "You are in the Kingdom of Eirandel, Your Highness. Specifically, in the royal castle of His Majesty King Aldric."
"Kingdom of... what?" Samantha muttered, trying to process the information. Eirandel? She’d never heard of such a place, and she had taken world history classes in school. How was it possible that a kingdom this grand existed without her ever learning about it? Unless...
She hesitated for a moment, then glanced at the servant. "This might sound strange, but what year is it?"
The servant looked puzzled but answered without missing a beat. "It is the 927th year of the Ascendant Era, Your Highness."
The 927th year? Ascendant Era? Samantha’s heart sank as the truth began to dawn on her. This wasn’t just another country or a forgotten kingdom hidden somewhere on Earth. She wasn’t anywhere near her world. She was in a completely different realm.
Her head swam with questions, but she forced herself to remain calm as they walked through the castle. She passed groups of knights dressed in shining armor, their swords gleaming at their sides, and maids carrying trays of fruit and pastries that smelled too delicious to ignore. The people they encountered all bowed deeply as they passed, addressing her with titles like "Your Grace" or "Your Highness," as if she were someone important—someone royal.
Every detail of this place was both beautiful and utterly alien. Knights and magic? Royalty and kingdoms with their own eras and timelines? Samantha couldn’t make sense of it. All she knew was that she needed to learn as much as possible about this world, if she had any hope of surviving—let alone returning to her own.
As they reached a large set of double doors carved with intricate patterns of vines and flowers, the servant turned to her and spoke gently. "Please, wait here. I will announce your arrival to the prince."
With a swift bow, he disappeared through the doors, leaving Samantha standing alone in the corridor. She barely had time to think before she heard faint voices on the other side—voices that were calm, regal, and laced with authority.
Her heart pounded in her chest. She couldn’t let these people know she was an outsider, that much was clear. They all believed her to be some sort of princess, and as long as they believed that, she could buy herself some time to figure out a way home.
But the reality of her situation was starting to sink in deeper with each passing moment. She wasn’t in Kansas—or anywhere else on Earth—anymore. This was a world of knights, kings, and queens. And she was stuck right in the middle of it.
Her thoughts were interrupted as the doors opened again, and the servant reappeared, gesturing for her to enter. With a deep breath, Samantha stepped inside, her heart racing with both fear and curiosity.
The room was large and filled with light, with grand windows that offered a panoramic view of the castle’s sprawling grounds. Seated at the far end of the room was a man who, by all appearances, could only be the prince. He was tall, with sharp, striking features—his black hair neatly combed back, and his piercing eyes watching her with a mix of curiosity and something else she couldn’t quite place. He wore a richly embroidered tunic with the crest of a lion, the symbol of the royal family she’d seen on the tapestries throughout the castle.
Beside him stood two men in long robes, their hands resting on ornate staffs. Their eyes glinted with a kind of intelligence that unnerved her. Were they wizards? She almost laughed at the absurdity of it—wizards, in real life—but then again, everything here defied what she had considered real.
The prince rose to his feet and approached her. He was taller than she expected, and as he neared, she could feel the weight of his presence—his royal status undeniable.
"Princess," he said in a voice that was both commanding and curious, "I am Prince Elion of Eirandel. Welcome to our kingdom."
Samantha opened her mouth to respond, but nothing came out. How could she explain that she wasn’t the person they thought she was? That she wasn’t a princess, that she didn’t belong in this world, let alone in a royal engagement?
But as she stared into the prince’s eyes, she realized she had no choice. For now, she had to play along.
"Thank you," she finally managed, her voice steady despite the turmoil inside. "I appreciate your warm welcome."
The prince studied her for a moment longer, then smiled—a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. "There is much to discuss, Princess," he said. "But first, you must be weary from your journey. I will have my attendants prepare a room for you. We shall speak more at the feast tonight."
The Royal Mix-Up
Samantha sat on the edge of an ornate chair, her hands gripping the velvet cushion beneath her. She tried to focus on her breathing, attempting to calm the whirlwind of thoughts racing through her mind. She had been mistaken for a princess—of all things—and was now betrothed to a prince in a world that was straight out of a fantasy novel. It was absurd, terrifying, and strangely exhilarating all at once.
She glanced around the lavish room she had been escorted to. The walls were painted in soft hues of cream and gold, adorned with intricate designs. A massive chandelier hung from the ceiling, its crystals sparkling like stars. A large fireplace crackled with warmth, and plush cushions were scattered across the floor. The window offered a view of a lush garden filled with vibrant flowers and trees with golden leaves, all bathed in the warm glow of a setting sun.
Samantha took it all in, still trying to convince herself that this was real. She had been handed a heavy velvet gown to wear—a far cry from the jeans and T-shirt she had woken up in—and now she was waiting for the evening feast, where she would have to face Prince Elion again.
Her thoughts kept circling back to the prince. She had been too overwhelmed to get a good read on him during their first encounter, but something about him made her nervous. He was handsome, yes—almost impossibly so—but there was an intensity in his gaze that unsettled her. He had studied her as if trying to unravel some mystery. Did he suspect something was off? Did he know she wasn’t the real princess?
Before she could dwell too long on that thought, there was a knock at the door. Samantha tensed, expecting it to be another servant ready to usher her to the feast, but instead, a young woman with a kind face entered. She wore a simple yet elegant dress and carried a tray of tea and biscuits.
"Your Highness," the woman said with a respectful bow, "I’m Lady Beatrice. I’ve been assigned to assist you during your stay here. May I offer you some tea?"
Samantha forced a smile, nodding. "Thank you, Lady Beatrice. That would be lovely."
As Beatrice poured the tea, Samantha tried to gather her thoughts. Maybe this was her chance to get some information—without giving herself away, of course. She needed to understand who she was supposed to be, and quickly, before someone realized the royal mix-up.
"Lady Beatrice," Samantha began cautiously, "I must admit, my journey has been rather disorienting. Everything here feels so... unfamiliar. Could you remind me of some of the details? I’m afraid I’ve forgotten much in my exhaustion."
Beatrice looked up with sympathy in her eyes. "Of course, Your Highness. It’s understandable, given the circumstances." She offered a reassuring smile before continuing, "You are Princess Seraphina of Lyrosia, betrothed to Prince Elion of Eirandel. The engagement was arranged to solidify the alliance between our two kingdoms."
"Lyrosia," Samantha echoed, the name feeling foreign on her tongue. She had no idea where this kingdom was or how it fit into the world around her, but she nodded as if it made perfect sense. "And how long has this engagement been planned?"
"Since your infancy, Your Highness," Beatrice said with a soft laugh. "It has been eagerly anticipated by both kingdoms for many years."
Samantha’s heart sank. Not only was she supposed to be a princess, but she was also meant to have been raised with the knowledge of this engagement her entire life. How on earth was she going to pull this off?
She forced another smile. "Of course. It’s just... all happening so fast."
Beatrice nodded sympathetically. "I understand. It must be overwhelming, especially after such a long journey. But everyone here is overjoyed by your arrival. The kingdom has been preparing for the royal wedding for weeks."
Samantha nearly choked on her tea. Wedding? Not only was she engaged to a prince, but now there was a wedding on the horizon? This just kept getting worse.
She set the teacup down and tried to steady her voice. "Thank you, Lady Beatrice. Your help is greatly appreciated."
As Beatrice excused herself and left the room, Samantha stood and began pacing. She needed a plan—and fast. She couldn’t just tell them she wasn’t Princess Seraphina. If they realized she was an imposter, there was no telling what would happen to her. And with a royal wedding looming, the stakes were even higher.
Samantha caught her reflection in the mirror and sighed. She didn’t look like a princess—she looked like a confused modern girl who had stumbled into a fairy tale. Her long dark hair was still messy from her earlier panic, and the heavy gown she wore felt suffocating. She missed her old life—the simplicity, the predictability—but there was no going back now. Not until she figured out how to survive this.
Her thoughts were interrupted by another knock at the door. This time, it was the servant from earlier, the one who had escorted her to the prince. "Your Highness, the feast is about to begin. The prince awaits you in the Great Hall."
Samantha took a deep breath, straightened her gown, and nodded. "Thank you," she said as confidently as she could muster. Inside, though, she was trembling.
As she followed the servant down the long corridors of the castle, she steeled herself for what was to come. She would have to keep up the charade, at least until she figured out a way home. Until then, she was Princess Seraphina of Lyrosia.
And she had a royal mix-up to navigate.
The doors to the Great Hall swung open, and the sight that greeted her was even more breathtaking than the castle itself. Long tables laden with food stretched across the room, their surfaces gleaming with roasted meats, fruits, and delicacies she couldn’t even name. Nobles dressed in fine silks and jewels filled the hall, their laughter echoing off the high stone walls. At the head of the room sat Prince Elion, his eyes locking onto hers the moment she entered.
He rose from his seat, offering her a smile that seemed warm on the surface but hid something deeper beneath. "Princess," he said as she approached, his voice rich and commanding. "You honor us with your presence."
Samantha forced herself to smile back, though her heart pounded in her chest. "The honor is mine, Your Highness."
She could feel the weight of everyone’s eyes on her as she took her seat beside him. The royal mix-up was far from over, and Samantha had a feeling that navigating this world of magic, knights, and royalty would be far more dangerous than she had ever imagined.
The Prince Arrives
The Great Hall fell into a hushed reverence as the heavy doors swung open once more, signaling the entrance of Prince Elion. Samantha’s heart pounded in her chest, her nerves flaring to life. This was the man she was supposedly betrothed to—her so-called prince.
As he stepped into the room, all eyes turned toward him, and for a brief moment, even Samantha couldn’t help but be captivated. Prince Elion moved with the grace of someone born to lead. His tall frame was wrapped in a deep royal blue tunic embroidered with silver threads that glimmered in the soft candlelight. His presence exuded power, but there was an undeniable elegance in his stride.
Samantha swallowed hard as he approached the head table, his dark eyes never leaving hers. There was a sharp intelligence behind his gaze, one that both intrigued and unsettled her. His jawline was chiseled, his black hair neatly swept back, and there was a subtle confidence in the way he held himself, as if he knew exactly how to command a room.
He bowed his head slightly toward her, a hint of a smile tugging at his lips. "Princess Seraphina," he greeted her, his voice smooth and deep. "It’s an honor to finally meet my bride."
Samantha forced a smile, doing her best to mimic the grace and poise of a princess. "The honor is mine, Your Highness," she replied, hoping her voice didn’t betray her nerves. Inside, she was anything but calm. How was she supposed to keep up this ruse with someone so observant?
Prince Elion took his seat beside her, his eyes briefly scanning the hall before turning back to her. "I must say," he began, his tone casual yet laced with curiosity, "I wasn’t expecting our first meeting to be quite so... mysterious."
Samantha stiffened slightly. Mysterious? What did he mean by that?
"Oh?" she responded, trying to play along. "And what did you expect?"
He chuckled softly, though there was a sharpness to his gaze. "I suppose I expected the woman I’ve been betrothed to since childhood to be more familiar. But you seem... different from what I imagined."
Samantha’s heart skipped a beat. Different. Did he already suspect something? She forced herself to remain calm, her smile never wavering. "Perhaps time and distance have changed us both, Your Highness. The person we imagine is rarely the person we meet."
His eyes narrowed slightly, as though he were trying to read between her words. "Perhaps," he agreed, though his tone suggested he wasn’t entirely convinced. "Though I must admit, there’s something about you that feels... unfamiliar."
Samantha could feel the tension rising in the air between them. She had to tread carefully. Prince Elion wasn’t a fool, and any slip-up could unravel the entire charade. She wasn’t just playing the role of a princess; she was playing the role of a princess who had known him all her life—or at least should have.
"I suppose the years have given us both time to grow," Samantha said softly, trying to steer the conversation away from his suspicions. "I hope I can live up to your expectations."
Prince Elion tilted his head slightly, studying her with an intensity that made her pulse race. "Expectations can be a dangerous thing, Princess. They often lead to disappointment."
His words hung in the air, their weight pressing down on Samantha. She wasn’t sure if he was warning her, or perhaps even himself. Either way, she could feel his skepticism, and it unsettled her. This wasn’t just a handsome prince charming her with his presence; this was a man with a keen mind, one who seemed to sense that something was amiss.
"Then perhaps we should leave expectations behind," Samantha replied, her voice steadier than she felt. "And get to know each other as we are now."
For a moment, Prince Elion’s expression softened, and he gave her a genuine smile. "Wise words, Princess. Perhaps you’re right."
The tension between them eased slightly, but Samantha could still feel the undercurrent of his doubt. He wasn’t going to be easy to fool, and the more time they spent together, the more likely it was that he would realize she wasn’t the real Princess Seraphina.
As the feast began and conversation swirled around them, Samantha couldn’t help but steal glances at him. He was charming, effortlessly engaging the nobles seated around them in conversation, yet his attention kept drifting back to her. Every time their eyes met, she felt a flutter of panic in her chest. She needed to keep up the act, to play the role of a princess who belonged at his side.
But as the evening wore on, she couldn’t shake the feeling that this prince, with his sharp mind and piercing gaze, was already seeing through her facade.
In the Royal Court
The next morning, Samantha found herself standing outside the grand doors of the Royal Court. Her heart thudded in her chest as the enormity of her situation weighed on her. Today, she would be formally introduced to the royal family of Eirandel—the family she was supposed to be marrying into. She had no experience in courtly manners, let alone the customs of this strange kingdom. She felt as though she were walking into a lion’s den.
A stern-looking chamberlain stood by her side, his beady eyes sizing her up. "Remember, Your Highness," he said with a sharp voice that cut through her nervous thoughts, "there are protocols to follow. Bow only when spoken to, speak when addressed, and above all, do not forget to address His and Her Majesty with the proper titles."
Samantha swallowed hard. "Of course," she replied, though her voice wavered slightly. She had no idea what the "proper titles" were, but she’d have to figure it out on the fly.
The chamberlain nodded and motioned for the doors to be opened. As they slowly creaked apart, Samantha was greeted with the sight of the grand throne room. Tall, gilded columns lined the walls, and a long red carpet stretched toward two majestic thrones, upon which sat the King and Queen of Eirandel. Sunlight streamed through the stained-glass windows, casting colorful patterns on the marble floor.
The King, a regal man with silver hair and a neatly trimmed beard, sat tall and proud. His piercing blue eyes watched Samantha with an intensity that made her feel as if he could see straight through her. The Queen, on the other hand, was more reserved, her dark hair adorned with a delicate crown of gold. She exuded grace and calm, though her gaze was just as sharp as her husband’s.
To their left stood Prince Elion, his expression unreadable. To his right were two others: a young woman with striking red hair, dressed in a gown of emerald green, and a boy no older than sixteen, with tousled blond hair and an eager smile. They must be the prince’s siblings, Samantha surmised.
Samantha’s nerves prickled as she took her first step toward the thrones. The eyes of the entire court were upon her, their whispered conversations silenced in anticipation of her arrival. She could feel her palms sweating as she tried to remember what the chamberlain had said. Bow only when spoken to… no, wait… bow when you enter?
With every step, she felt more out of place. The gown she wore—another heavy, velvet creation—felt suffocating, and her stomach churned with anxiety. She knew she had to make a good impression, but all she could think about was how many ways this could go wrong.
Finally, she reached the foot of the thrones. Samantha hesitated, then decided to err on the side of caution and curtsied deeply.
"Your Majesties," she said, hoping she was addressing them correctly, "it is an
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