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Chapter 1
















Whispers followed Princess Eliza through the grand ballroom of the Imperial Palace. She felt their eyes on her back as she glided between silk-draped tables, a champagne flute balanced delicately between her fingers. The court gossips weren't even trying to be subtle tonight.


"He's twice the size of any man in Lilliput," Lady Flimnap whispered behind her fan, eyes glittering with mischief. "Just imagine if everything is proportional."


Eliza paused, pretending to admire a nearby ice sculpture while straining to hear more. The giant man, Lemuel Gulliver, had been the talk of Lilliput for weeks. A foreigner from beyond their shores, towering impossibly high, and now imprisoned beneath the palace. Eliza had met him many times due to the fact that, for a brief period, the giant stranger was a favourite of her father, but everything had changed suddenly.

Lady Flimnap's companions tittered, and Eliza felt heat rise to her cheeks. He was indeed an impressive man. His massive frame made the palace guards look like toy soldiers. His broad shoulders and strong jawline. The way she had to crane her neck to look up at him, her eyes barely reaching his waist, despite being considered tall among Lilliputian women.

When they spoke, he always knelt or sat cross-legged on the floor, bringing his face closer to her level. His blue eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled, and his voice, deep but gentle, had a way of making her feel both small and significant at once.

"Princess Eliza!" Lady Flimnap's voice cut through her thoughts. The woman had materialized at her elbow, eyes bright with curiosity. “You knew Mr Gulliver better than any of us; he spent so much time in the castle. Perhaps you have seen more of him than us? What do you think, is he impressively large in every respect?”

Eliza shrugged one delicate shoulder, feigning nonchalance despite the heat creeping up her neck. "I cannot say for certain, Lady Flimnap. Though it would not be an unreasonable assumption, given his... proportions."

The women erupted in delighted giggles, pressing closer to Eliza like conspirators. Lady Belinda, a willowy blonde with a penchant for scandal, leaned in, her perfume overpowering.

"What a pity they plan to blind him in three days," she sighed dramatically. "Such a waste. Perhaps one of us should pay him a visit? Give the poor giant a fond memory before his punishment."

The ladies tittered behind their fans, exchanging meaningful glances. Eliza's stomach tightened at the suggestion.

"But did he truly commit treason?" asked Lady Constance, the youngest of the group. "Father says he tried to burn down the palace, but that seems so... unlikely."

"I don't believe so," Eliza replied, swirling the champagne in her glass. "Father's advisors have been whispering in his ear. Gulliver is far too charming to plot such schemes against the crown."

Lady Flimnap's eyebrows arched as she leaned closer. "Well, I for one believe the poor giant deserves some comfort before his... punishment." Her painted lips curved into a mischievous smile. "Perhaps I shall pay him a visit tonight. I know several of the guards who would look the other way for the right price. I could entertain our giant friend in his cell and report back on whether the rumors about his... proportions... are true."

The other ladies gasped and giggled, but Eliza felt a sudden chill sweep through her body, despite the warmth of the crowded ballroom. The image of Lady Flimnap's hands on Gulliver's chest, her lips against his ear, whispering the way she did to all the court gentlemen, it made something twist painfully in Eliza's stomach.

"That won't be necessary," Eliza said, her voice sharper than intended. She softened her tone with practiced royal restraint. "I mean to say, the dungeons are no place for a lady of your standing, Lady Flimnap. Plus, this is my father's castle, and I know precisely how to navigate its secrets." She straightened her shoulders, the weight of her decision settling into place. "I shall go myself and satisfy our collective curiosity."
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