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      To all the strong women pretending all is okay, when that fake smile gets you through the day, you are royal, you are a princess, you are a queen and I see you. Life is a journey, a path full of intrigue but for some that journey is played as clickbait for profit. Smiles, poses and outfits measured for a reaction so learning to be polished daily, fades the mirror of self. Being true to yourself is a battle. Remember strong women will always be vilified for their inner strength, beauty, intelligence and compassion - traits known to topple nations and change the course of history. Be a changemaker. Be yourself. Be Kinde.
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      This book serves as the sequel to "Legacy of a Princess." While "Destiny of a Princess" is a standalone novel, I highly recommend that readers delve into the first book to grasp a sense of the Princess' love and life before the family's escape to Old Earth California.
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      “I made you some honeyed tea which will help,” says Saimei, who has insisted since day one I call her Sam.

      I’m sitting in a wicker chair on the deck of the guest cottage next to the small house where Katla and the girls are staying. I’m out of quarantine but still not feeling my usual self. I smile, nod and graciously accept the tea.

      “It knocked me off kilter for months. You must take it easy.”

      I chuckle. It hurts my throat. “I’ve been doing nothing for three weeks. I’m not sure that’s normal.”

      The sound of my gravelly voice disturbs me. My voice had been the only thing from my past remaining the same. My face used to be blasted through the galaxy almost on an hourly basis. I had been known as Kepler’s Peoples’ Princess and the people across the galaxy loved me, but I had to die to live. Did I think I’d succeed? Yes. Why? I had no choice. I had trust in Jones, the man who became the love of my life. I knew he’d do anything I asked, but more importantly he’d keep me safe.

      To stay locked within the firm’s prison and inside the Imperial Royal Palace was a slow, torturous death sentence and I knew it. I had been living that life by that time for over a decade and my shackles toward the end were getting screwed tighter. I was wasting away in front of everyone and it felt like the countdown to my demise was something the Imperialists were relishing and planning to celebrate. Knowing what I know now; how the Duke and my so-called Prince wanted me dead and had schemed to create a so-called “accident” to eliminate me, I’m glad I called Jones that night when I had a fist full of pills to swallow to end it all. Jones became my lifeline and I placed all my trust in him to rescue me. Was dying easy? Surprisingly so. The Imperialists wanted me gone. What better way to pretend Kepler’s Peoples’ Princess had died in that horrible shuttle accident than to accept the outcome. The transaction of money sealed the deal. I didn’t know any of that until decades later when Jones revealed the sordid plan, which involved blackmail papers he had the Duke sign.

      Today I have a new face, and a new identity. While I’ve lived a life of obscurity with my family for the past two decades, a year ago my life changed and not in a good way. My actions to help my son, Rich, I fear placed us once again too close to those ever listening Imperial ears and watchful eyes. Since my daughter, Katla, provided the much needed bone marrow as a cure to help Libby, Rich’s daughter, our lives haven’t been the same. First Jones, the man who rescued me and provided the love I needed to live and who gifted me with our beautiful daughter, Katla, died. I thought it was a stroke but finding out he’d been murdered was the first of many things to come my way. After Jones’s death, Kepler’s Queen died. Then my one-time husband, Prince Arthur, the then heir to the Kepler Prime Royal throne, died less than twenty-four hours. A week later my son, known to the galaxy as Prince Liam, was gravely injured by a bomb. A series of other attempts on the Imperialists’ lives meant I had to reach out to Jones’s Uncle for his help. I didn’t trust the man but his brutal reputation reassured me when he promised to keep Rich and his family safe, I could once again breathe.

      The thought of my voice finally deserting me makes me feel old and sad. So much has happened to me in the last year, so many secrets I still need to keep buried from my daughter, Katla, and Rich’s wife, Pearl and her family, that with my recent illness, making a decision feels like I’m walking through quicksand. The firm footing I had has dissolved into muckiness leaving me second-guessing all my choices.

      Sam places a dainty sandwich on a beautiful butterfly-decorated plate next to me. “I’m a firm believer when your soul is in mourning and when you need time to heal the world has a way of making you stay in bed.”

      “That’s ridiculous.” I am glad she’s trying to pull me from my morose thoughts.

      Sam laughs. “It is, isn’t it? You are making progress.”

      “Sitting on the deck? I’m not even dressed.” I feel slightly appalled I’m still in my PJs.

      “Well, why don’t you shower, get dressed and join me for a walk in the garden.”

      I look out at the California view and am awed at what has been created on Old Earth. It’s hard to believe when you view the expanse of lush mountains and green grass that at one time the entire land had been nothing but a barren dessert after Earth’s collapse. The people who stayed on Earth to preserve and protect did an astounding job. With the advances in technology, high-tech domes were created over places devasted by the climate change. Today, the atmospheric nano-bots control California’s weather. It’s a highly synchronised system richly regulated and while some people have started to grumble it’s time to get rid of the domes, I’m not so sure. I’m reminded where our winery is how precarious good growing weather is. With no nano-bots controlling the weather, Jones had to place a lot of faith in the cycle of mother nature.

      I force myself to take a bite of the sandwich; cucumber, and it’s crisp and tangy. “This is delicious.”

      “Thank you. I made it myself. Pearl has two full-time cooks but honestly they can’t make a cucumber sandwich. I hope you like the tang of dill.”

      “I wasn’t sure what that was but it truly makes it. Are there sunflower seeds in it? ” I ask, taking another bite. At first when the illness hit me I couldn’t taste a thing and my sense of smell totally deserted me. I’m happy those parts of the illness haven’t lingered and I can finally taste something without it sitting in my mouth as if were sawdust.

      “I picked the dill this morning from the garden at the back of the house and yes, sunflower seeds for protein which you sadly need. Pearl’s still working on the layout of the property. I’m trying to convince her to keep the garden where it is, but when she has her mind made up, well not much can change it.”

      “Why does she want the garden moved?”

      “Ah, I forget you haven’t seen it. It’s quite Keplerish with all those structured rows and order.”

      I nod and take a sip of the tea Sam has been bringing me for the past few days. It’s sweet and soothing on my throat. Sam is around my age and from the beginning I’ve found her company genuine and comforting. As the mother to Pearl, I can’t help but find her wonderful.

      I had so many misgivings about moving to California for the summer I never even thought about the Lunar pandemic or the fact I might get it. I’m not sure how I got it, but it hit me like a sledgehammer. I was fine the first day but by day two I had developed a fever. I’m fully vaccinated and had a booster shot and wasn’t expecting the illness to impact me but lesson learned. Thankfully I insisted on my own space so quarantining in my one-bedroom cottage hasn’t been an issue. Katla and the girls have tested negative three times which relieves me. Pearl and Haimirich were on Kepler Prime when we arrived and with Libby’s health we had volunteered to isolate for two weeks to ensure we didn’t pass anything along to her and little Arty.

      Pearl and Libby are back now. Sam told me last week Pearl left Kepler Prime early, having “enough of the Royals for a decade,” she’d said. Rich is still on Kepler Prime attending to his new duties and I’m grateful. Knowing he isn’t here has made it easier to hide. Now weeks later, I still haven’t met my granddaughter. I’m terrified of passing along anything so I’m going to stay in my bubble until I’m more like myself.

      “I hear Kepler gardens are high maintenance,” I say, curling my feet under the throw wrapped around me. The reality is Kepler gardens are both beautiful and terrifying. They can be vast, filled with mazes while at the same time small with intricate fountains. There had been a time I used to love to roam those gardens until I realised even then I wasn’t alone. Tiny sound sensors picked up every conservation, and every musing I said out loud. My tears were monitored as much as my words. The day I discovered that, which was by happenstance when I accidently fell and twisted my ankle, was the day I learned to keep my mouth firmly shut and better still learn the fine art of silent tears. My mother would have been proud of me that day, which makes me grimace.

      Sam takes a sip of her tea and claims the chair next to me on the porch. “I’m hoping to convince Pearl we could do a mix; a wild garden and a bit of the formal Imperial. I know she’s giving me this project to keep me occupied.”

      “How is she doing?”

      “Worried.”

      “These last few weeks have been a lot.” I watch a hawk swoop low over the hills.

      “She’s straddling two worlds and trying to find her balance. Haimirich is wonderful but even he’s feeling the strain and with the pandemic still raging here, they’re both stressed with how best to keep the children safe.”

      “The last thing I’d want is for the children to get this horrible virus. Is Libby okay?”

      Sam smiles, transforming her face with tenderness. “At the moment, yes. Don’t think for one second because she’s been sick she isn’t full of spunk because that girl has it in spades.”

      I smile. “I can’t wait to meet her, but I’m worried.”

      “I understand. Once the doctor says you’re cleared, you’ll be able to see her.”

      “By that time, we’ll probably be on our way back home.”

      Sam takes a sip of her tea but I catch the look. Something is up. “Katla will probably want to get the girls settled before she starts her second year.” Sam takes another sip of her tea. She’s being unusually quiet. “What aren’t you telling me?”

      “Are you sure it’s best to go back?”

      Sam gives me a look I find hard to decipher. “It’s our home. Of course, it’s best to go back.”

      “Is that what you want?”

      “Yes, of course. Katla knew this was temporary. We can’t impose on your family forever.”

      “It’s honestly no imposition. You coming here has done a world of good for us all, but especially for my daughter. She’s very close to Katla and the girls adore Arty and Libby.”

      I catch my breath, realising what’s being said. While I’ve been recovering, my daughter and grandchildren have settled into life in California. I told Katla we could go for the summer not once thinking she wouldn’t want to return home. Now, it seems like plans are slowly being threaded into reality which might change what our initial plan had been. My back goes rigid as fear surfaces. We can’t stay here. It’s too close to everything I walked away from. It’s too close to the son I can’t acknowledge.

      “We can’t stay here,” I say, more to myself than for Sam.

      “I will leave that up to you and Katla. But, please don’t feel like you need to leave. This place is huge. It’s over twenty acres and very secure and private. You’re also not the only guest here at the moment.”

      “What?”

      “There are four other cottages like yours and Katla’s, each with a main house and smaller guest cottage. One of the houses is for my friend Cat, she’s a film guru and these days decompressing. Haimirich’s friend from his military days is here and I haven’t met him yet, but he’s been here for two weeks and according to the staff drop-dead gorgeous,” she says with a chuckle. “Two days ago, one of our so-called relatives showed up needing a place to stay.”

      “One of your relatives is here?”

      “More like one of Pearl’s. It’s my ex-husband’s side of the family. She says she’s a long-lost niece from one of my husband’s sons, but who knows.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Sam chuckles without mirth. “This is the second time someone has claimed a connection to Pearl. When she showed up, I called Pearl and told her, expecting her to tell me to show her the door but my daughter’s not like that. She has a soft spot for strays.”

      “I’ve noticed,” I say, watching as a second dog walks by us.

      Sam urges the beagle over and gives the dog a good pat. “This is Rosy, she’s very friendly. You could pat her.”

      I shake my head. “I’m not a huge fan of dogs.”

      “Bad experience when you were younger.”

      “Sort of. Listen, are you saying this young woman who might or might not have a connection to your daughter is on the premises.”

      “She’s currently staying at the red cottage, down at the other end of the property and security is vetting her.”

      “Do you think she’s related?”

      Sam shrugs. “Honestly, it wouldn’t surprise me. She seems quite lovely but when I reached out to my step-sons they claim no knowledge of her. Trust me, they’d tell me if they knew so I’m worried she’s a young woman trying to pawn herself off as a relative because she’s in a dire situation.”

      “But, that can’t be yours or Pearl’s responsibility.”

      “Now you sound like Haimirich.”

      I laugh. Good to know my son has commonsense. “With all that’s going on your security should be vetting everyone.”

      “They are, but Pearl truly cares about people. Oh, I forgot to tell you the news.”

      “More news?”

      She shakes her head and gives the dog a good pat while nodding. “This is hush hush but Caitrín and the children are coming.”

      “What?”

      “Hard to believe, isn’t it? She’s a mess. Pearl insisted Haimirich urge her to come for a visit. I told her I didn’t think it was a good idea but Pearl rules her world in her way.”

      “I thought they didn’t get along.”

      “The Socials are horrible. They’d have you believe Caitrín shunned her and they haven’t spoken in years.”

      “Is it true?”

      “Not really. Caitrín was wonderful to Pearl at first but then something changed. Still though Pearl is putting herself in Caitrín’s shoes and feels she can offer comfort.”

      “But will Caitrín’s family see it that way?”

      “That’s what I worry about. I urged her to leave things as they are. Caitrín is still in mourning and with all the things happening on Kepler to the Imperialists, I fear this paints more of a target on Haimirich and her.”

      “I couldn’t agree with you more. Can you urge her to reconsider?”

      “No. Plans are in motion. Caitrín’s coming next week when Haimirich will be back. Pearl is anxious to see you and glad you’re feeling better. The doctor is coming this afternoon to check on you again.”

      “And do one of those horrible throat gagging test again.”

      “That too. You tested negative on the other two so if you test negative on this one you are free to roam around. I would love for you to join me in the garden today. What do you think?”

      I think I need to get out of this chair and get a good sense of what’s taking place here. Knowing there are all these unknown people staying here does not sit well with me.

      “I think that sounds great. How about you give me an hour and I’ll get ready.”

      Sam gets up and smiles. “How about after you finish your sandwich and once the doctor gives you the all clear. Then I can bring Arty along. He loves the garden and with two days of rain he’s itching to get out of the house.”

      “Do you think that’s a good idea?”

      “If the doctor says you’re all good, yes. Trust me, you’ll love him. He’s sweet but I told Pearl, that little boy has an old soul.”

      Just like his father. I’m nervous and excited about the prospect of finally meeting my grandson. “Okay, if the doctor says I’m good, I’d like that.”

      “I’ll come get you after he visits. He has to check in on Libby anyway so I’m sure he’ll give me your update. Sorry, I probably shouldn’t have said that. It’s not like I don’t value your privacy, but we’ve been worried.”

      “No, it’s okay. I understand. Listen do you know where Katla and the girls are?”

      “At the beach. She stopped by this morning and said the girls needed to run off some extra energy. She asked about taking Arty but I promised Pearl he wouldn’t leave the property.”

      “Is Pearl here?”

      “No, she had to go attend an all women’s medical facility opening this morning and is helping a friend launch her new art gallery this afternoon so I’m basically in charge, which is sort of funny when I think about it.”

      “It’s great. She has someone she can trust who is looking out for her best interests. It’s what she needs.”

      Sam gives me a second glance and I think I’ve said something I shouldn’t. Then she chuckles. “You sound so much like Haimirich it’s funny. He basically said the exact same thing to me last week when I did my usual, ‘I shouldn’t stay here’ speech.”

      I laugh while thinking my son truly is like me. This shouldn’t make me so happy but it does.

      “It’s true. I can only image how much Pearl is currently having to navigate. Are you sure though it’s safe for Katla to go to the beach?”

      “Oh, don’t worry about her. Pearl insisted she have her own security.”

      “Does she know?”

      “Yes. She didn’t like it at first but Pearl talked her into it. Plus, it helps the security are local and they know the best private beaches in the area. She said she’d be back around suppertime. She’s been very worried about you and I’m sure seeing you up and about will make her happy.”

      “She’s had a lot on her plate lately.”

      “Don’t we all. I had best go. I’ll see you later today.”

      “Only if the doctor agrees,” I remind her.

      She nods and then I watch Sam walk away with the beagle following her like he’s her every day companion. I get up and make my way to the bathroom. For the first time in days, I’m excited about the doctor’s visits. I was worried at first when Katla insisted I see a doctor but the sixty-plus woman, originally from Mars, put me at ease. When she asked about my plastic surgery scars I said I was in an accident. That put a stop to her questions, making her visits tolerable. If I pass this test with a negative result, I hopefully won’t need to see her again.

      I turn on the shower and step into the hot stream. The thought of finally meeting Arty makes me smile. I shouldn’t be happy about this. I shouldn’t want to meet him but my heart is tripping with joy. As happy as I might be about meeting my grandson, tonight I plan to have a talk with my daughter. Staying long-term is not an option. It won’t keep us safe and I worry my simply being here could place Haimirich in jeopardy.

      I towel off and pick out my wardrobe. It’s only as I dress do I realise after the first night when we arrived when I hid my galaxy cell, I haven’t checked it since. I reach under the bed and bring it out and wait as it powers up. I’m not surprised to see an urgent text from Geirrant asking for me to call him.

      It’s 11am California time which means it’s around 3pm back home. I dial the number Geirrant asked me to memorise.

      “Myra, Katla filled me in on your condition.”

      “I’m better now. What’s up?”

      “Can you talk?”

      I look around the cottage and think for a second. I’m under security so does that mean they’ve bugged the place? “Honestly, probably not.”

      “Okay, we need to chat. Haimirich has a friend staying with him. He’s one of our assets. Visit him tonight and call me.”

      “Wait a second. Are you saying Haimirich’s friend’s a spy?”

      “Asset.”

      “I don’t know what you mean.”

      “Best we chat tonight,” says Geirrant, hanging up.

      Now that I’ve taken out the cell, I’m worried about stashing it back under the bed; not the most secure location. Instead, I tuck it into my purse and lie back on the bed. The morning conversation is circling in my head. What exactly did Geirrant mean Haimirich’s friend is an asset? I close my eyes and let the fatigue I’ve been fighting claim me.
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      “I take it you know why I’m here,” I say to the young man who is Haimirich’s best friend.

      “Yes. My cottage is completely secure. I do need to warn you, I am very loyal to Rich.”

      I smile. It’s a threat and one I appreciate. “Thank you. Good to know. If you really knew me, you’d know I’m even more loyal.”

      He gives me a thorough once over. “We’ve never met.”

      It’s a statement, not a question so I don’t acknowledge it.

      “There is though something oddly familiar about you.”

      “I know what it is. I remind you of your grandmother.”

      Finally, Abe laughs. Abraham Shinzo, the young man who befriended Rich when he went away for Imperial military training.

      “Yes, that must be it. My obaasan still rules our family with an iron fist.”

      “I’d like your grandmother.” I wonder again what information Geirrant has on the man to make him bend his instincts which obviously are reluctant to let me use his space. “Let me assure you. My goal is the same as yours.”

      “Highly doubtful.”

      “Keeping Haimirich and his family safe are my utmost concern.”

      “Listen, I don’t know you and you don’t know me. All I know is the person who contacted me made it clear my help was non-negotiable. Until I know more about you, I won’t trust you no matter what you say. It’s nothing against you. I mean, you look like a nice lady but I’ve been brought up to not trust strangers. You, Myra are a stranger. You’ve got ten minutes. I’m heading out now.”

      Abe walks out of the cottage and I’m left gulping back a reply. We’re all keeping secrets these days. We’re all trying to keep Rich and his family safe and trust is never easy. I wanted to say that to him, but he’s right. Words matter little when people are trying to kill you. It’s sad how much I understand Abe’s emotions.

      I take out my cell and call Geirrant.

      “Are you secure?” he asks.

      “Yes. Abe is not happy.”

      “Abe I can deal with. Okay, I’m assuming we’re on the clock so let me fill you in. Liam is in a facility about fifteen minutes from your compound. He’s got a full medical team on rotation. There’s been no improvement.”

      “I want to see him.”

      “I don’t recommend that.”

      “I know but I’m insisting. I need to see him, Geirrant.”

      “I’m going to need time to work on a plan to make it happen and it’s not going to be easy.”

      “Please make it happen.”

      “I’ll do my best. Now listen, Pearl still doesn’t know any of this.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes. Rich doesn’t want her to know. He fears the knowledge would place her and the children in jeopardy. He’s

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/destiny-of-a-princess-cover.jpg
CHRONICLES OF A FAKED DEATH







OEBPS/images/destiny-of-a-princess-title-page.jpg
DE%FTAINY
PRINCESS

B. KINDE





