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In a kingdom bound by duty and tradition, Prince Damien is the heir to a legacy he never asked for. With his arranged marriage to Lady Isolde just around the corner, he feels trapped by the expectations placed upon him. But one fateful encounter with Eliza, an ordinary village girl, changes everything.

Eliza never imagined her simple life could intertwine with the world of royalty. She’s lived her days working in the village, never dreaming of a future beyond her humble existence. But when she meets Prince Damien, a spark is ignited—a spark that defies everything she has ever known about love, duty, and the roles they play in shaping their lives.

As their connection deepens, both must face impossible choices. The prince is torn between his love for Eliza and his responsibility to the throne. Eliza must decide whether to risk everything for a chance at a love that could never be more than a fleeting dream—or could it?

"Royal Hearts: An Ordinary Girl and a Prince" is a tale of forbidden love, passion, and sacrifice, where duty clashes with the heart’s desires, and the boundaries of class and royalty are tested. Join Damien and Eliza as they navigate a world that demands so much, yet offers the promise of a love that could change everything.
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Chapter 1: The Ordinary Girl
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Eliza sat on the edge of her bed, staring out of the small, rain-splattered window that overlooked the village. The world outside was quiet, save for the occasional rustle of trees as the wind swept through them, and the distant clatter of the baker’s cart making its morning rounds. She sighed, pulling her shawl tighter around her shoulders as the chill in the air seeped through the thin stone walls of the house.

It was the same as every day.

Her life, an endless cycle of waking up at dawn to help her mother with the chores, then tending to the garden and gathering firewood, felt far removed from the stories she used to read as a child. The stories of grand castles, sparkling jewels, and love so powerful it could move mountains. The prince who would sweep the girl off her feet, carry her away to a palace, and promise her a life of happiness and security.

Eliza had always dreamed of being that girl.

But now, as she grew older, she knew better than to waste time on fantasies. She was just Eliza from the village, daughter of a humble seamstress and a quiet farmer. Her life, as unremarkable as it seemed, was filled with routine and simplicity—and there was no room for fairytales.

Her mother, Esther, called from the kitchen below, “Eliza! Get ready, the town square is waiting for us. The royal announcement is soon, and I need your help setting up the stall.”

Eliza rolled her eyes, but a smile tugged at the corner of her lips. The royal announcement was the talk of the town. Word had spread like wildfire that the prince himself was planning to visit the village to announce his upcoming marriage. A marriage that had the entire kingdom buzzing with excitement.

“I don’t know why the prince’s business should concern us,” Eliza muttered under her breath. “We’ll never meet him, so why bother?”

But her mother’s excitement was contagious. “It’s the prince’s visit, dear! It’s a once-in-a-lifetime chance! You never know what could happen.”

Eliza knew exactly what would happen. The royal procession would come and go, and nothing would change. She would return to her ordinary life, as always. Still, the idea of seeing a royal, even from a distance, was enough to spark a small flame of excitement in her chest. Maybe there was a chance, just a tiny one, to catch a glimpse of the world beyond her small village.

Throwing on her best dress—a simple yet clean blue gown—Eliza ran downstairs to help her mother. They made their way to the town square, where a small stage had been set up for the royal visit. The streets were filled with villagers, all bustling about in excitement, gossiping about the upcoming announcement.

Eliza helped arrange baskets of fresh bread and vegetables for their market stall. Her mother, as always, was chattering away with the other vendors, her face lit with enthusiasm. Eliza, on the other hand, found herself scanning the crowd, half-expecting to see someone, anyone, from the royal procession.

And then she saw him.

He was standing across the square, surrounded by a group of guards. The prince. His dark hair, slightly tousled by the wind, caught the light of the afternoon sun. His regal attire, made of deep blue velvet and gold trim, shimmered in the light. Despite the gold and jewels, there was something human about him—a quiet vulnerability in his eyes that belied his royal status.

Eliza’s heart skipped a beat. She’d seen portraits of him, of course, but nothing compared to seeing him in person. There was a certain energy to him, an aura that made him stand out, even in a crowd of people. He was taller than she expected, with broad shoulders and an elegance in the way he carried himself. It was hard to imagine that someone like him could be so close, even if it was only for a moment.

She watched as he walked toward the stage, flanked by his entourage. Eliza’s breath caught in her throat, and for a moment, the noise of the square faded away. She was simply caught in the awe of the moment, watching as the prince passed by. His gaze flicked in her direction for a split second, and she quickly looked away, feeling her cheeks flush.

Did he notice her?

Impossible.

Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted. Maybe it was the way the sunlight hit his face, or the way he carried himself, or perhaps the briefest of moments when their eyes had locked. Eliza could only chalk it up to a fluke, a momentary glance.

Her mother tugged at her sleeve, “Eliza, get back to work, love. They’re about to announce something important!”

But Eliza didn’t move. Her gaze was still fixed on the prince, who was now standing at the podium, preparing to speak.
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