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Chapter 1

 


 


Rosanna felt very happy when she
woke up on her sixteenth birthday. She snuggled up in her warm
covers and smiled, excited for what would happen today, but not
wanting to leave her soft and comfy king-sized bed just yet. It was
an elegant four poster bed, with carved patterns along the wooden
posts and draped lace curtains hanging from them.

She finally got out of bed once
she heard her maid Isabelle entering her bedchamber.

“Good morning, Isabelle,” she
greeted her sleepily.

Isabelle was petite and thin,
with dark skin and long black hair neatly plaited back. She was
fifteen years old, a year younger than Rosanna, and was more like a
best friend to her instead of an employee.

Rosanna often felt lonely
staying inside the castle by herself. She had a younger brother
named Jonathon, but they weren’t close as siblings. Even as
children he refused to play with her. He would scoff if she tried
to join in with his games of adventure or fighting and said it was
only for boys.

Their relationship was similar
now that they were older. Jonathon wanted to focus on combat
training and only talked with Rosanna if it was polite
conversations over meals or social events. She had always wished
for a sister, but unfortunately their mother had passed away giving
birth to Jonathon, so he remained her only sibling.

She was thrilled when Isabelle
got the position as her new maid three years ago. They immediately
became best friends and talked about everything together. Rosanna
thought of her as a sister, even if they weren’t blood related or
even the same ethnicity.

“Good morning, your Highness,”
replied Isabelle with a smile.

“I have told you before, you
can call me Rosanna,” she teased her.

“And you know I will be in
trouble if I do not address you correctly.”

“No one will hear us in here,”
she said dismissively. “It is boring having to be formal all the
time.”

“I wanted to give you best
wishes for today,” said Isabelle. “It is special to become
sixteen.”

Rosanna smiled and gave her a
friendly hug.

“I have a gift for you,”
Isabelle produced the wrapped box she had kept hidden behind her
back.

She accepted it happily, “Thank
you. You are so thoughtful to buy me a gift.”

She felt guilty knowing that
Isabelle was on a low wage and would have saved up for months to
buy her something. Yet, she was still excited to see what it was
and untied the string. She opened the box to find a small perfume
bottle with rose petals inside.

“It is wonderful! Where did you
find it?”

“They were being sold at a
market stall in the village.”

She opened the glass bottle and
dabbed it onto her wrists, then offered for Isabelle to try.

She tried to politely refuse at
first, “It is your gift, not mine.”

“I want us both to smell lovely
and best friends share their gifts.”

Isabelle smiled and used it
too, “Are you excited for the ball tonight?”

“I cannot wait,” she replied
happily.

Her father, King Adrian,
organised a ball to celebrate her birthday every year and her
family and friends had all been sent invitations weeks ago.

“I love when we have balls at
the castle, but I wish I could attend them properly,” said
Isabelle, feeling left out.

“I do too,” Rosanna felt
saddened that all the staff had to work instead of joining in the
fun. “I could try to beg my father again…”

“No, it is fine,” replied
Isabelle, not wanting to get her into trouble or to seem
disobedient to the king’s rules. “I am here to work.”

“It is still unfair. You are my
best friend and I want you to be at my party most of all.”

Isabelle didn’t dare to agree
even though she thought so too. She got on with her duties,
preparing a hot bath while Rosanna thanked her and felt guilty. She
sometimes watched the process and knew that it was difficult for
Isabelle having to carry pales of water up to her bedchamber and
heating them over the fire place. However, she knew this was a
special day and she had to look her best.

She waited patiently and talked
to Isabelle as she worked. She soon enjoyed a nice relaxing soak in
her bathtub, while Isabelle cleaned her bedchamber.

“I suppose you are excited
about meeting Prince Ethan today?” Isabelle asked, as she helped
her change into a beautiful, pink silk gown bought especially for
today.

Rosanna admired it in the
mirror, “Yes, I am thrilled to finally meet him,” she replied
blushing, “but I am quite nervous.”

She had always dreamt of
meeting Prince Ethan ever since she was seven years old and had
started to like boys. She loved to hear stories about him as if he
was a heroic character from one of her books. She had been told
that he was very rich, charming and handsome, and a lot of eligible
ladies were desperate to have his hand in marriage. She often
daydreamed about them being together, fantasising about a perfect
married life with him.

“You do not need to feel
anxious,” Isabelle reassured her. “You look beautiful and I am sure
he will be very taken by you.”

“Thank you,” she sat at her
vanity table and brushed her long, wavy auburn hair and blissfully
thought of him. “I hope he does like me.”

“I bet he falls madly in love
with you and asks you to be his wife,” teased Isabelle.

She giggled, blushing again at
the thought of her daydreams, “If only...”

Isabelle smiled and thought
about how wonderful it would feel to be a princess like Rosanna.
She was lucky enough to meet all the most wonderful bachelors in
the country and would probably marry one of them now she was old
enough. Isabelle sighed and hoped that one day she would experience
falling in love with someone. Being a maid gave her hardly any time
at all for romance.

“You are very lucky,” Isabelle
told her thoughtfully. “I wish I could meet someone as amazing as
Prince Ethan.”

“Do not worry, I am sure you
will meet a lovely gentleman one day,” she assured her. “Maybe you
will meet him at the ball tonight?”

“I doubt it. I will be busy
working,” Isabelle replied before she could feel hopeful about the
idea. She dismissed any fantasies knowing she had to serve guests
and there wouldn’t be any time for socialising.

“I had better return to my
other duties,” said Isabelle. “Let me know if you need anything
else.”

Once Rosanna had finished
getting ready, she walked down the stairway to go have breakfast
with her family.

She saw her friend Leonardo on
her way towards the dining room. He was one of the knights and had
been chosen to act as her personal guard. He was tall, strong and
good looking, with fair hair down to his shoulders, brown eyes and
a friendly smile. She thought of him as a protective older brother
and knew Isabelle had a secret crush on him.

“Good morning, Leonardo,” she
greeted him.

“Good morning and happy
birthday, your Highness,” he bowed to her. “I was hoping I would
see you soon.”

He presented flowers to her and
she grinned happily as she accepted them, “thank you.”

“Will you be leaving the castle
today?” he asked.

His job was to accompany her
whenever she was outside the castle grounds and to keep her safe.
The king never allowed her to wander out unsupervised and was very
protective over her.

“No, I will be here all day,”
she reassured him.

“I will see you tonight before
the ball,” he promised and said a quick goodbye.

He continued his way outside to
help the knights with their duties and she walked towards the
dining room.

She entered and saw that her
father and brother were already seated and having breakfast. A maid
took the flowers from her to store with the rest of her gifts.

“Happy birthday, darling,” her
father greeted her. He got up from his seat to give her a hug and a
kiss on the cheek.

She was happy that she would
get to see more of her father today. He was usually very busy and
most of their time spent together was at meal times.

She accepted a hug from
Jonathon who wished her a polite happy birthday, then took her
place to the left of her father, who always sat at the head of the
table. She couldn’t help feeling sad that her mother wasn’t here to
celebrate with them. She always missed her especially on her
birthday. It had been difficult for them as a family when she
passed away, but they had to slowly adapt to being a family of
three.

She tried not to think about
her mother too much and didn’t want to cry, so instead she focused
on eating breakfast. She ate freshly baked bread and fruit while a
maid poured water into her glass.

“We have received a large
number of gifts for you this morning,” her father informed her.
“They are waiting for you in the lounge.”

She smiled and went through as
soon as she had finished eating. She stared in amazement at all the
gifts and flowers that were waiting for her. She found her father’s
present first, a velvet box containing a gold bracelet with
diamonds.

“Do you like it?” her father
asked, entering the lounge and watching her admire it.

“It is beautiful,” she answered
and gave him another hug. “Thank you, father.”

She took it out of the box and
slid it onto her wrist.

“It is a family heirloom that
belonged to your mother. We agreed that you would receive it on
your sixteenth birthday.”

Her eyes watered as she smiled.
She thought of her mother looking down on them from heaven and
hoped she was pleased to see her daughter wearing it.

“I will treasure it even more,”
she promised, since it had a lot of sentimental value.

She was drawn towards a huge
bouquet of red roses next.

“I wonder who those could be
from?” her father asked with a knowing smile.

Her eyes widened, realising who
he was hinting at, and she excitedly opened the letter beside them.
Her heart raced as she read through it:

 


Princess Rosanna,

 


I wish you a happy sixteenth
birthday and I hope you like the gift. I am very eager to meet you
this evening at the ball.

 


With all my love and best
wishes,

 


Prince Ethan

 


 


She smiled blissfully, feeling
very lucky to receive such a wonderful gift from him. She couldn’t
wait to thank him in person later that evening when he arrived.

Once she had finished going
through her gifts, a maid entered looking for her.

“Your Highness, your guests
have arrived,” she informed Rosanna. “I have escorted them to the
music room.”

“Thank you,” she said
politely.

She knew it must be her
friends, Bernadette and Gretel, and couldn’t wait to tell them the
news. She made her way to the music room, which used to be a spare
lounge. Her father had given it to her when she was young and
learning to play piano. Now she used it to practice or socialise
with her friends in private.

She entered and smiled as she
saw them waiting. Bernadette was a middle-aged lady who lived in
the village. She was short and chubby, with brunette hair that was
light with age. She was a kind and friendly person who always
invited Rosanna in for a chat whenever she was passing. She liked
to think of her as an auntie as well as a friend, since Bernadette
would always give her advice and be there to talk if anything was
troubling her. After losing her mother, she had become quite
attached to Bernadette and was welcomed as part of her family.

Gretel was her eight-year-old
daughter who was small, thin and adorable. She also had brunette
hair that was tied up into pigtails. She grinned happily and ran
over to give Rosanna a hug. She loved to see her and they often
played games together. Gretel was like the little sister she had
always wished for and Gretel was happy to pretend they were
sisters.

“Happy birthday!” they both
chorused.

Rosanna smiled, “It is
wonderful to see you both.”

“Mother helped me make a
birthday cake,” Gretel told her proudly.

She noticed Bernadette was
carefully holding a baking tin and felt touched that they had baked
something for her. Bernadette was a great cook and her husband
worked at the bakery in the village.

“Thank you, it looks
delicious,” she said gratefully.

“Did you get lots of gifts?”
asked Gretel eagerly.

“Yes. My father gave me this
bracelet,” she answered and let them admire it.

Gretel gazed at it in awe.

“It is beautiful,” commented
Bernadette.

“Will the prince come to see
you today?” Gretel asked her excitedly. She remembered that
everyone in the village were gossiping about it and hoped she could
meet him.

“Yes, he is arriving this
evening,” she answered. “I cannot wait to finally meet him.”

“I wish a prince would visit me
for my birthday,” Gretel said wistfully.

“I suppose you will be
excited,” Bernadette said to Rosanna. “I hope it goes well.”

“Thank you, I am sure it will,”
she smiled.

“Will he meet me too?” asked
Gretel hopefully.

“He will want to spend time
alone with Rosanna,” Bernadette told her.

She didn’t want to disappoint
her daughter with the truth. A prince wouldn’t want to be bothered
by commoners at a party, even if they were Rosanna’s friends.

Gretel was still excited even
so, “I would love to see Prince Ethan. All the other children will
be so jealous when I tell them.”


 Chapter
2

 


 


Rosanna felt anxious as evening
approached. She admired her dress again in the full-length mirror
and loved how it clung to her waist and floated out long below her
ankles. She was wearing her best jewellery and her golden crown
with her wavy, auburn hair combed back so it cascaded down to her
waist. Her blue eyes sparkled with excitement.

She went out onto her balcony
to look for any sightings of Prince Ethan’s carriage arriving.

“I am sure he will not be
long,” Isabelle reassured her, joining her on the balcony to
wait.

They talked as they watched
people down below and finally they caught sight of a grand carriage
heading towards the castle.

“That must be him!” Rosanna
watched in excitement as the regal, black horses stopped outside
the entrance.

They saw Prince Ethan, King
Frederick and Queen Cassandra get out of the carriage and enter the
castle.

“Do I look nice enough?” she
worried, looking at Isabelle for approval.

“You look perfect,” Isabelle
assured her. “He will not be able to take his eyes off you.”

She smiled feeling reassured
and quickly combed her hair again.

They soon heard a knock at the
bedchamber door and her heart began to race as she went to answer
it.

“Prince Ethan has arrived to
see you,” the maid informed her. “He is waiting in the lounge.”

“Good luck,” Isabelle said as
they exchanged nervous smiles.

Rosanna felt even more anxious
as she followed the maid downstairs and over to the lounge. She
passed Leonardo who noticed she was looking nervous and gave her a
reassuring smile.

“Do not worry, your Highness,”
he told her. “The prince seems nice and he is very keen to meet
you.”

She smiled back at him, feeling
grateful for the encouragement.

She entered the lounge and her
eyes caught sight of Prince Ethan immediately. He was just as
handsome as she had always imagined. He was tall and well groomed
with piercing blue eyes and black hair that was neatly combed back.
He gave her a dazzling smile which made her feel very special.

“Your Highness, it is a
pleasure to finally meet you,” he came over to kiss her hand
affectionately. “You look very beautiful.”

“It is a pleasure to meet you
too,” she replied, feeling quite shy. “Thank you for the lovely
flowers and letter. I was very touched by the gesture.”

“You are welcome.”

It felt strange to finally meet
the person she had been fantasying about for several years.
However, she felt a tiny prick of disappointment. She had always
imagined falling in love with him at first sight like in a fairy
tale. So far she didn’t feel anything other than think he was very
good looking. She reasoned that they still had to get to know each
other first and then maybe she would start to develop feelings for
him.

She sat in a chair next to him
and they talked, drinking glasses of wine which were being served
by the maids. Her father and brother were busy talking with King
Frederick and Queen Cassandra, so she felt relieved to be able to
talk alone with Prince Ethan for a while.

However, the more she got to
know his personality, the more she doubted she would ever fall in
love with him. He seemed to brag about his money and possessions a
lot and was so over-confident that she found him irritating. He
acted superior to everyone else and wasn’t polite to the maids
which annoyed her. If he had dared to boss around Isabelle that way
she would have wanted to slap him, but fortunately Isabelle was not
serving them and had other duties. She longed for him to magically
turn into the caring and romantic prince she had always imagined he
would be.

She began to feel bored of
their conversations and listened half-heartedly, smiling politely.
He only seemed to talk about himself and didn’t ask any questions
about her. She wondered sadly if he really did care about her and
wanted to get to know her, because so far he had made no
effort.

She couldn’t stand being with
him a minute longer and felt the urge to escape.

“Could you excuse me for a
moment?” she said politely.

She quickly walked out of the
lounge, feeling relieved to get away from him. She went to sit in
the empty dining room for some privacy, knowing that no one would
disturb her there. She felt miserable as she sat thinking about him
and how much of a disappointment their meeting had been.

Isabelle walked past the dining
room carrying a basket of laundry and stopped when she noticed
Rosanna inside. She entered and took a seat next to her, resting
the laundry basket down on the floor.

“What is he like?” Isabelle
asked her excitedly. “Is he as wonderful as we thought?”

“I would not call him
wonderful,” she answered sadly. “I do not like him at all.”

Isabelle frowned, looking
confused, “but he seemed lovely when I caught a glimpse of him. I
thought he looked very handsome.”

“Yes, he is,” she agreed, “but
he is also very arrogant. I could never have a relationship with
someone like him.”

“What kind of gentleman would
you like to be with?” asked Isabelle curiously.

“Well…I would like someone who
was kind, affectionate and romantic,” she considered, thinking of
her fantasy. “He would have a nice personality and look after me
and make me very happy.”

“I would love to meet someone
like that,” said Isabelle dreamily, imagining it as well. “I am
sure you will find someone. Everyone will be desperate to see you
tonight.”

“And you will find someone too,
just like we talked about,” she reminded her.

“But I am only a maid,” replied
Isabelle sadly. “Who would be interested in me?”

“I think they should be. You
are pretty and have a lovely personality,” she reassured her. “If
the right man comes along, he will love you no matter what.”

“Do you really think so?” asked
Isabelle hopefully.

“Of course. Everyone has a
chance to meet the one they are meant to be with,” she answered,
“and I think you deserve to most of all. You have done so much for
me and I am always grateful.”

Isabelle smiled, feeling a
little better about herself.

Rosanna sighed, realising that
she couldn’t hide away chatting with Isabelle much longer, “I
suppose I will have to return before they wonder where I am.”

She said a quick goodbye to
Isabelle and returned to the lounge.

 


Rosanna was finally allowed to
enter the ballroom later that evening when the party began. She was
escorted there by Prince Ethan, who held her hand and grinned
proudly, as if accompanying her was a great prize he had won. They
were followed by Leonardo who had to stay close by to keep an eye
on her all evening.

She looked around in awe at how
magnificent the ballroom looked. She felt very lucky that it had
all been organised especially for her. There were beautiful
decorations and lively music being played by a group of violin
musicians. All the chandeliers had been lit around the room making
it look even more magical.

Most of the guests had arrived
and were talking happily and dancing together; but they all stopped
and looked over when she and Prince Ethan were formally announced.
They all stared in awe and clapped for the birthday girl.

She was immediately greeted by
friends and family members who talked with her and wished her happy
birthday. She smiled as she noticed a few villagers were here and
greeted them too.

Prince Ethan asked to be her
first dance partner and they waltzed through a few songs together.
Although it felt more formal than romantic, she did enjoy dancing
with him because he was quite good at it.

A young gentleman cut in to ask
for a dance with her. She noticed Prince Ethan looked a little
jealous and unhappy that their dancing had come to an end. He let
her accept with a forced smile and went to find another partner to
dance with.

She seemed to be a popular
choice as several other men were waiting to dance with her at every
song. She began to feel tired and finally decided to go rest for a
while. She politely excused herself from the gentleman she was
dancing with and walked over to the side of the ballroom.

She avoided a few hopeful
gentlemen on the way and sat down on a chair to rest and watched
everyone else dancing. The violin music sounded wonderful and she
enjoyed listening to it. Her fingers longed to play along on her
piano and she tried to remember the melody so she could try to play
it tomorrow.

Her brother stopped by with a
young lady on his arm.

“I do not know why father lets
you invite the commoners from the village,” Jonathon said to her,
looking disapprovingly at her friends. “It ruins the evening seeing
them among our guests.”

She immediately forgot all
about the music and felt angered by his snide comment.

“It is my birthday and I can
invite whoever I want,” she retorted, annoyed by his rudeness. “Not
everyone thinks that social status is as important as you do.”

“You will have to think
differently once you are married,” he replied. “It is already an
embarrassment having you associate with the poor.”

“I will be friends with whoever
I chose to whether I am married or not,” she insisted.

He shook his head in
disagreement and continued his way to the dance floor with the lady
he was with.

She was left feeling cross and
wondering how she could be related to someone so offensive and
judgemental.

“Are you enjoying your night?”
Isabelle stopped beside her.

Her mood lifted at the sight of
her best friend and she smiled, forgetting all about Jonathon’s
lack of respect.

“Yes, it is lovely,” she
replied. “The ballroom looks so beautiful tonight.”

She felt sorry for Isabelle who
had been busy waiting on guests all evening, serving out glasses of
white wine. Isabelle was worn out by now, but she wouldn’t dare sit
down beside Rosanna like she wanted to. She knew she would be in
trouble if she was caught neglecting her duty.

Rosanna noticed and stood up to
chat with her, “I wish you could enjoy the party with me,” she said
sympathetically.

She could tell how disappointed
Isabelle was at missing out on the fun, even though she was doing
her best to hide it.

Rosanna tried to stay positive
for her best friend, “Have you seen any nice gentlemen while you
were serving?”

“There are a few,” answered
Isabelle, “but I do not have time to talk with them. Besides, they
barely pay any attention to me.” She felt upset and her
self-confidence was low again, feeling as if she wasn’t good enough
for anyone here.

“Well, I can see there is
someone interested in you,” she grinned as she looked over.

Isabelle’s mood was immediately
lifted, “Who?” she asked hopefully.

She followed Rosanna’s gaze
towards Leonardo and her cheeks flushed.

“He is watching over you, he
was not looking at me,” Isabelle said dismissively, not believing
that Leonardo would ever return her interest.

“I think you are wrong,” she
teased her.

Leonardo had been keeping his
distance from Rosanna so far letting her socialise alone, but now
he smiled and walked over to join them.

“Why are you no longer
dancing?” he teased Rosanna. “I thought there were several
gentlemen begging to dance with you.”

“I am having a rest and
avoiding any more offers,” she replied. “Are there no ladies hoping
to dance with a knight?”

“Maybe they are waiting for me
to ask them,” he said and his gaze moved to Isabelle.

She looked down shyly, hoping
he wouldn’t notice her blushing and work out the secret crush she
had. Rosanna thought it was sweet how Isabelle had stared after him
adoringly for years.

“Isabelle,” he said, waiting
for her to look up again. “Would you like to dance with me?”

She looked surprised and
flattered, blushing even more. Rosanna smiled at her, feeling
pleased for her best friend.

“I would love to…” Isabelle
answered wistfully, “but I am sorry, I cannot. The king will be
furious if I am not working.” She felt regretful and heartbroken
knowing she would have to miss her opportunity to dance with
him.

“No one will notice if we have
one quick dance,” Leonardo persisted, “and if they do, I will
explain it is my fault.”

“I suppose I could…” Isabelle
said hesitantly, considering the risk and whether she dared to go
with him.

Rosanna took the tray of
glasses from her, “Go now while my father is too busy to notice,”
she encouraged her. “You deserve to have a good time.”

Isabelle smiled at her
gratefully.

“But I really must return to
work afterwards,” she told Leonardo anxiously.

“Of course,” he agreed.

He led her to the dance floor
while Isabelle smiled as if all her dreams had come true. Rosanna
smiled as she watched them go. She felt happy for Isabelle and
hoped that a romance would happen between her two friends.

She watched them dance together
and suddenly felt alone without them. She knew she could go back to
dancing with Prince Ethan or several other gentlemen, but she
didn’t feel like it. She wanted to dance with someone special, who
would be like the version of Prince Ethan she had always fantasised
about.


Chapter 3


 


Nicholas waited in line outside
the castle entrance, feeling nervous but excited that he might
finally get his chance to meet the princess.

He had first seen her two
months ago when she had visited his village. He remembered being
surprised at seeing a royal carriage and had stared in amazement.
He then caught sight of Rosanna, who looked beautiful and was
happily greeting everyone around her. He usually didn’t have much
interest in royalty and expected them to be spoilt and arrogant;
but he noticed that Rosanna was different. She acted very friendly
and seemed to treat everyone as an equal.

He watched her talk with people
and laugh with children. She even walked over to an elderly man
begging on the street to offer money and talk with him. He was
impressed by her compassion because most people ignored or avoided
them.

Unfortunately, there were so
many people gathered around desperate to see her that he didn’t
have the chance to meet her properly. He had to be content with
admiring her from afar. He had been unable to stop thinking about
her since that day and had even dreamt about her a few times,
knowing he must see her again.

He soon heard everyone in the
village talking about the royal ball to celebrate her birthday and
realised this was his one chance to finally meet her. He had
travelled for two hours on horseback to be here; and even though he
knew the chances
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