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Not all queens are born in castles.

This is the story of Keshika, a girl of humble origins in the kingdom of Rosewood, who rose to become queen not because of royal blood, but because of her kindness, wisdom, and courage.

Chosen by a dying queen who saw greatness in her, Keshika proved that true royalty comes from character, not lineage.

This tale is a reminder that every girl holds the power to lead, to inspire, and to rise above her circumstances.

> Because in every girl, there lives a queen

and every girl can be one.

––––––––
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Chapter 1
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The Queen’s Illness

The grand halls of Rosewood Castle echoed with silence an unnatural stillness that carried with it a weight none could name aloud. Tapestries of triumph, portraits of kings and queens long past, and the stained,glass windows that cast jewels of light upon the marble floors seemed subdued, almost reverent. For deep in the heart of the castle, Queen Elizabeth sat alone in her chambers, her thoughts heavy and heart burdened with a secret that would change the future of her kingdom.

The golden morning sun broke over the hills of Rosewood and bathed the city below in warm light. From her tall window, Elizabeth could see the rooftops of the capital stretching out into the distance red,tiled houses, temple spires, market stalls already stirring to life. She had ruled this kingdom for more than thirty,five years, loved it fiercely, and served it faithfully. But now, her time was coming to an end.

She turned from the window and moved slowly to her writing desk. On the surface lay a parchment, recently delivered, bearing the seal of the royal physician. Her fingers hesitated before breaking it open. She already knew what it would say. For weeks now, the signs had been there the constant fatigue, the growing pain in her chest, the coughing that left her breathless.

At last, she broke the seal and read.

“Your Majesty, it is with the heaviest heart that I confirm the worst. The illness in your lungs has spread. We can do little more than ease your pain. I urge you to name your heir swiftly, for time, I fear, is short. Aldwyn, Royal Physician.”

Elizabeth exhaled slowly and let the parchment fall from her hands. So, it was confirmed. She had only weeks to live, perhaps less. Death no longer stood at the edges of her thoughts it was now a quiet companion, waiting patiently.

And yet, it was not her own death that haunted her most.

It was the fate of Rosewood.

She had no children. No heir. Her beloved husband, King Rowan, had died fifteen winters past, and despite the hopes of the court, no heir had been born of their union. Since then, the noble houses had vied for influence, each believing they might seize the throne when her reign ended.

Elizabeth would not allow it. She had seen greed, ambition, and vanity in the eyes of the lords and ladies who circled her court like vultures. They saw the throne as a prize not a responsibility. And that terrified her more than death itself.

A sharp knock interrupted her thoughts.

“Enter,” she called.

The door opened and Lord Cooper, her most trusted advisor and dearest friend, stepped inside. His face was lined with age, and his once,dark hair had turned almost entirely silver, but his eyes were as sharp and perceptive as ever.

“Your Grace,” he said, bowing. “Forgive me, but the council grows restless. They request an audience with you. There is... talk.”

Elizabeth arched a brow. “Talk? Of what?”

“Of succession,” he said carefully. “The lords press for you to name an heir. Lady Velora has positioned her daughter as a candidate. Lord Kellan insists his son is the rightful successor by blood.”

Elizabeth’s expression hardened. “Blood. That is all they ever speak of. As if the crown were simply passed from one bloodline to another, like a piece of silverware.”

She moved to the fireplace, staring into the unlit hearth. “Rosewood does not need another noble. It needs a queen one who serves the people, not herself.”

Cooper was silent. He had served Elizabeth for over three decades. He knew her well enough to hear the steel in her voice and the sorrow.

“You have someone in mind?” he asked gently.

“No,” she admitted. “Not yet.”

She turned to him, and for the first time in years, Cooper saw fear in her eyes not for herself, but for the kingdom.

“I will not leave Rosewood to vultures. I will find an heir worthy of the crown.”

Cooper frowned. “But how? The council expects a royal name.”

Elizabeth’s lips curved into a faint smile. “Let them expect. I shall give them hope instead.”

That night, the castle was cloaked in shadows, torches flickering in the halls as servants moved quietly about their duties. In a private chamber, away from the eyes of court, Elizabeth met again with Lord Cooper.

“Tomorrow, at dawn,” she said, “we ride.”

Cooper blinked. “Ride, Your Grace?”

“Yes. You and I. No guards. No heralds. We will dress as commoners. We will ride into the villages, walk the streets. Among the people, I will find her the girl who will be queen.”

Cooper looked alarmed. “This is dangerous. You’re ill, and if word of your condition spreads—”

“It won’t,” she said. “Only you and Aldwyn know. And it must remain that way.”

He bowed slowly. “Then I shall ride with you. As I always have.”

At dawn, two cloaked figures rode out of the castle’s side gate. No one recognized them a tall old man with a serious face, and a woman with golden hair hidden beneath a hood.

They were no longer Queen and Vizier.

They were travelers on a journey to find not a princess, but a girl of courage, wisdom, and kindness.

Somewhere in the kingdom, she waited the girl who would be Queen of Rosewood.
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Journey Among Commoners

The village of Elden Hollow lay nestled in the southern hills of Rosewood, where the forest thinned and the road turned rough with cart ruts and patches of stubborn grass. It was not marked on most noblemen’s maps, nor spoken of in court halls. But its people were proud, its air clean, and its soil rich with the scent of earth and wild herbs.

Queen Elizabeth ,cloaked and unadorned ,guided her mare down the dirt path, her face shaded beneath her hood. Beside her rode Lord Cooper, his cloak dusty from the long journey. Their horses moved at an easy pace, unnoticed among the traders and peasants making their way to the village market.

No one bowed. No one whispered “Your Grace.”

And Elizabeth found, to her surprise, that she felt free.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





