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            About The Weight of a Crown

          

        

      

    

    
      Being born into royalty doesn’t mean she can bear the weight of the crown…

      

      Princess Isabelle never thought she’d rule Ceshela. As the youngest of four royal children, the odds of becoming Queen were never in her favor.

      

      Until her parents had an idea that would change everything.

      

      Now, Isabelle must compete with her brothers to determine who is worthy of the crown. If she wins, she’ll be able to help her people in ways she never imagined.

      

      But when not one but two suitors from opposite social castes begin vying for her heart, Isabelle realizes she might eventually be forced to choose between duty and love.

      

      Because winning always comes at a price. Is it one she’s able—and willing—to pay?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

    

    
      The countries and kingdoms do not directly represent any specific historical time period, creed, or union. Any other religious, cultural, or governmental similarities are coincidental and do not depict actual people or events.

      

      
        
        — Teralyn Mitchell

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Isabelle

          

        

      

    

    
      I ushered the eight-year-old girl out of the bathing room and back into the bedroom.

      “I don’t want to wear a dress, Isabelle,” Nova complained.

      I sighed. “What would you prefer to wear, Nova? Trousers?”

      “Yes. I want to run around like the boys. We’re going to the fair! A dress would hinder my movements.”

      Nova was one of the children living at the orphanage where I volunteered. My aunt Winifred ran it, and there were over thirty children living here. Nova was one of my favorites because she was so precocious.

      “What movements do you expect to be making, Nova? You should not be running around like a boy.”

      She put her little hands on her hips and glared at me. I pressed my lips together to keep from laughing, which I knew would only irritate her further.

      “You wear trousers sometimes, and I’ve seen you sparring with your brothers before. That doesn’t seem very ladylike, Isabelle.”

      I shook my head and sighed. “Would you like me to go find some trousers for you to wear?”

      “Please,” she said, reverting instantly back to a sweet little girl.

      I headed down the hall and to the stairs that led up to the third level, where the boys were housed. Rosalie, my friend and the daughter of a viscount from the Luna region, was helping a five-year-old named Matthew pull a shirt over his head. She glanced at me and grimaced.

      “Are you having as much trouble with the children as I am? They’re overly excited about the fair and are difficult to dress.”

      “I’m dealing with Nova, so you know what that is like.”

      “Oh, darling, I am sorry. That little girl is cute, but she can be very annoying.”

      I chuckled, agreeing. “Do you have an extra pair of trousers for her to wear?”

      “Why do you need trousers?”

      “She doesn’t want her movements hindered while at the fair.”

      “Her words?”

      “Of course,” I replied.

      “Check the armoire,” she suggested, before turning back to Matthew. “You’re ready to go. Head straight downstairs for breakfast.”

      The child nodded, causing his sandy blond hair to fall in front of his hazel eyes. I opened the armoire, searching for a pair of pants in Nova’s size and a shirt to match.

      “You coddle her.”

      “I do not,” I hesitantly replied.

      I pulled out a pair of blue pants that were her size and a black shirt that could pass for feminine—not that Nova would care.

      “You give in to her every demand,” she added.

      “I do not,” I repeated. “I have five more girls to dress after I get Nova prepared. We can continue this conversation later.”

      “As you wish, Your Highness.”

      Before I left the room, I stuck my tongue out at her. I took the clothes back to Nova and instructed her to get dressed and head downstairs where the others were having breakfast. I then made quick work of getting the other girls ready and sending them downstairs. Nova found me and asked me to do her hair, which I’d forgotten to do previously, but I’d done for the other girls. I brushed her thick, curly black hair into two pigtails and helped her into her shoes.

      “Go eat, Nova. We’re leaving soon.”

      She nodded and ran off. I made myself useful by picking up the discarded pajamas and other things in Nova’s room before moving onto one of the other rooms.
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        * * *

      

      As I glanced around the fairgrounds, I wondered where my brothers and parents were. That was when I locked eyes with him. He had the bluest eyes I’d ever seen. His face was perfect; he had a strong jawline, high cheekbones, and full lips. The young man grinned at me, and my stomach tightened. I didn’t have time to return his smile before he strolled away.

      “What should we do next?” Rosalie asked, drawing my attention back to my group.

      “I’m not sure,” one of my friends, Thelma, answered.

      We were standing by the ring toss booth where my cousins were trying to win a small stuffed animal. Nova pulled down on my hand, and I looked at her. Her dark curls had come loose from the pigtails already.

      “I want to go,” she whined.

      “Give me a moment, Nova.” I turned to my friends and stated, “Maybe we can go see the acrobats perform. I’m sure the children would enjoy that.”

      “I would not enjoy that,” Nova objected.

      Rosalie grinned at Nova affectionately while Thelma shook her head with an exasperated sigh. Thelma, the daughter of a royal councilor, volunteered at the orphanage with me and Rosalie. Ever since my mother, the queen of Ceshela, required her children to do service work, a lot of the nobles required the same of their children. I’d heard Thelma’s mother talk about it frequently, often using the same phrase: “If the royal children are not too good to volunteer, why should you be excused?” Thelma had complained about it more times than I cared to repeat. Rosalie loved working at the orphanage—she loved children, and she would try to continue working there even after she married.

      I looked at the other children. “We will hold a vote. Nova, you will accept whatever is chosen.”

      She pouted, sticking her bottom lip out.

      “What do you want to do, darling?” Rosalie asked the young child.

      “I want to see the sparring matches,” she answered.

      “We will hold a vote between those two options: sparring matches or the acrobats,” I announced.

      Rosalie, Thelma, and I had seven children with us. I gained the children’s attention and asked them to raise their hand for the option they liked. All of them, except Nova, raised their hand for the acrobatic act.

      “Nori,” I said to my older cousin. She turned her attention to me. “Do you want to go with us to the acrobatic tent?”

      “I’m not sure if our cousins want to go.”

      “You could ask them.”

      She sighed, as if it were a big deal, and turned back to our three cousins, who were taking turns at the ring toss to increase their chances at winning. They were so competitive, even if the prize was something we’d just give to our younger cousins. Noriana asked if they wanted to join us, and they enthusiastically agreed.

      “Then it’s settled,” Rosalie stated. “We’re heading to the acrobats’ tent. The next show is starting soon, so we should make our way there now.”

      Noriana helped Thelma and Rosalie gather the children. I looked down to find that I was holding the hand of another little girl. Nova was gone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Liam

          

        

      

    

    
      Liam Treynor hurried away, with the beautiful girl still on his mind. He maneuvered around the patrons attending Ceshela’s annual End-of-Summer Fair as he made his way back to the Cunninghams’ booth with the goods Mrs. Cunningham requested. He’d never been to a fair, but he was enjoying himself so far.

      It was the third day, and they’d be there for the rest of the week. There was a line of customers as long as he could see. Mrs. Cunningham put him to work immediately after he arrived. For the next hour, Liam served crumbled apple, peach, and blackberry pies, assortments of cakes, from chocolate to lemon, buttered rolls stuffed with different meats, flaky croissants, and slices of bread for people wanting something simpler or inexpensive.

      The line finally dwindled to a few customers, so Mrs. Cunningham set up more pastries and bread products. Liam’s mind went back to the beauty he’d seen earlier; he wondered who she was. Other women and children had surrounded her; he wondered if she worked at the orphanage. He could ask his friend and roommate, James, if he knew who she was.

      “Liam,” Mrs. Cunningham said. “Where is your mind? There is a customer.”

      Liam snapped to attention and smiled at the older woman with gray hair and dark eyes standing in front of him.

      “How can I help you, ma’am?”
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        * * *

      

      Genie, Mrs. Cunningham’s daughter and James’s wife, joined them, relieving Liam of his duties. He headed back to Mr. Cunningham’s booth to see if the older man and James could use his help. Liam grunted as a little girl collided into his legs, causing him to stumble. He grabbed her little shoulders to steady her and keep her from losing her balance.

      “Are you alright?” Liam asked her.

      She nodded, but she was looking around frantically, as if someone was after her.

      “Are you lost? Do you need me to help you find your parents?”

      The little girl finally turned her clear gray eyes up to his. Her pale brown, chubby cheeks were flushed and tinged red.

      “I do not have parents, and I’m not lost.”

      He heard someone call out a name, and the little girl tensed up.

      “Is that for you?”

      “No,” she responded too quickly.

      “There you are,” a sweet voice said from behind Liam.

      Liam turned to see the beauty he’d seen earlier hurrying toward him and the little girl. She didn’t notice him as she knelt to be eye-level with her.

      “Are you all right, Nova?”

      “I’m fine.”

      “You cannot run off just because you did not get your way. Anything could have happened to you, and my aunt would have skinned my hide.”

      “You’re the princess,” Nova countered. “Lady Swan wouldn’t have done anything to you.”

      The princess? Liam had never seen the princess of Ceshela. He’d arrived in Ceshela at the beginning of summer with his crew and had decided to stay with James and Genie until he figured out what he wanted to do next. Liam had heard that the princess was away visiting family. He’d seen the princes a few times at the taverns or while he was working in town.

      “Princesses can get into trouble, Nova, and I would have been in a lot with my mother and my aunt. You scared me. Do you know how I felt when I looked down and you were gone?”

      The little girl hung her head and mumbled an apology. Her dark curls had sprung from her ribbons, rendering them useless. The princess pulled the ribbons off and raked her fingers through the girl’s hair. She looked up at Liam, and he saw the recognition all over her face as she stood.

      “Thank you so much for finding Nova.”

      “Technically, she found me by plowing into me as I walked.”

      “I’m Isabelle.”

      “She’s the princess, so you should bow,” Nova informed him.

      He did as the little girl suggested. “I’m Liam.”

      “There you two are.”

      A pretty woman with a heart-shaped face, upturned almond-shaped hazel eyes, and full lips joined their group. People moved around them, acknowledging the princess. She nodded to those she noticed.

      “I see you found the stinker,” another woman with dark blonde hair and fair skin said.

      The same women and children that Liam had seen around the princess earlier joined them, forming a circle around the three of them. Princess Isabelle looked down at Nova, who was still hanging her head.

      “We are going to the acrobatic performance,” she said. “We could have gone to see the sparring matches later if you had waited, Nova.”

      “Today is the first round,” Nova protested.

      “That is no reason to run off and scare all of us,” the princess countered. “Due to your stunt, you will not get to see the sparring matches this year.”

      Nova crossed her arms and hung her head once more. Liam had the urge to laugh at the little girl's reaction.

      “Is everything okay, Isa?” Lady Swan said, joining them. She smiled at Liam and greeted him.

      “It is now. We’re going to see the acrobats if you want to join us.”

      “I think I will. Your mother is there, and I think your brothers may be there as well.”

      Princess Isabelle, Lady Swan, and the lot of them started moving away from Liam. The princess looked back and told one of her friends to take Nova’s hand before coming back to him.

      “Thank you again,” she said. “I loathe to think about what could have happened.”

      “It’s a fair. I’m sure she would have been just fine.”

      She nodded. “Enjoy the rest of your day.”

      Liam bowed again. “And the same to you.”

      She flashed him a pretty, subtle smile and hurried to catch up with her group. Liam chuckled softly to himself as he turned back in the direction of Mr. Cunningham’s booth.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Isabelle

          

        

      

    

    
      I looked up at Nathaniel from the book I’d been reading, with one eyebrow raised. We turned toward the door where we could hear our brothers, Benjamin and Christian, in what sounded like a heated conversation. I scrambled off the bed. Nathaniel was up and crossing the room half a second later. I pulled open the door, and we found Christian and Benjamin arguing outside Nathaniel’s bedroom. Our brothers turned their attention to us when they noticed us.

      “What is going on out here?” I demanded.

      Benjamin glared at me, as if I’d caused the argument. It perfectly summed up the relationship I had with my eldest brother. Nathaniel put his hands on my shoulders protectively and repeated my question.

      “Benjamin was meeting with council members,” Christian explained. I just stared at him, waiting for him to continue. “In a dark hall outside of an official council meeting,” he added.

      “Why?” I questioned.

      “He hasn’t explained that yet.”

      “Because this is none of your business, Christian,” Benjamin cut in before glaring at the three of us, “and it’s not your business either. I am the one who is privy to council meetings. None of you know what’s going on behind the scenes.”

      “It doesn’t take a genius to figure out that there is something wrong with secret meetings in dark hallways, Benjamin,” I retorted.

      “Why are you even getting involved? This has nothing to do with you, Isabelle,” Benjamin shot back.

      “Well, you included me when you were yelling in the middle of the hall,” I argued.

      Nathaniel squeezed my shoulders, and I looked back at him with a raised eyebrow. He shook his head slightly. I pressed my lips firmly together and said nothing else. There was no reason for me to antagonize the situation further; Benjamin and Christian were already on edge.

      “Maybe we need to go to our separate corners and cool down,” Nathaniel said.

      “You’re taking his side?” Christian accused.

      “What? I’m not taking a side. I don’t even know what is going on,” Nathaniel protested.

      “He’s taking bribes from council members for favors!” Christian blurted.

      “That’s a serious accusation you’re making with no proof, little brother,” Benjamin growled.

      Nathaniel moved around me quickly, stepping between Christian and Benjamin as Christian lunged for our oldest brother. He pushed Christian back and told him to calm down. It was chaos in the shadowed hall. I’d never seen Christian so angry. I feared that he and Benjamin would come to blows. Nathaniel looked at me and a plea for help was clear in his dark brown eyes.

      I walked to Christian and tugged on his arm. Nathaniel pulled on Benjamin’s arm, dragging him toward our sitting room at the end of the hall. I pulled Christian toward the stairs. I looked back as Nathaniel pushed Benjamin into the room, slamming the door shut. Christian shook me off and started down the stairs so fast that I had to jog a little to keep up. I followed as he walked down the hall to the left of the stairs and then to the door that led to the training room. We were quiet as we descended the stairs. My brother was still seething over what’d happened, and I was dying to ask him why. He’d accused Benjamin of taking bribes, which was a serious accusation. As much as I wanted to say that couldn’t be true, I couldn’t; Benjamin was ambitious and would do whatever it took to get what he wanted. Christian pulled open the door to the empty training room.

      “Are you really going to keep me in suspense, Kit?” I asked, unable to hold it in any longer.

      “I caught Benjamin in a dark hall with three council members, like I said upstairs,” he answered, before telling me exactly what’d happened.

      Once he finished speaking, I could understand why he was angry. On top of Benjamin doing something he shouldn’t have been doing, he was condescending to Christian. He was usually that way to all of us since he was the heir, and we were just the spares.

      “Do you think he was doing something illegal?” I asked.

      “I don’t know, but it did not seem like something he should be doing. If it was, he wouldn’t have been having private meetings with councilors. And I know he’s having a relationship with Mavis.”

      “She’s a married woman,” I said, shaking my head in disgust. “So, he’s clearly up to something. What are we going to do about it?”

      Christian let out a hard breath, running a hand through his dark hair. All my brothers did that when they were agitated. I thought about Nathaniel, five levels up, trying to calm Benjamin down. The situation had the potential to get messy; I didn’t know what I should do to make it better.

      “Nothing. We have no proof that what he was doing was illegal. Like Benjamin said: it’s my word against his, and he has the council members on his side. They will not admit to it, and their conversation could have been about anything.”

      I nodded. “I think that’s the best thing to do, Kit. It’ll only cause problems. Especially if it turns out to be nothing,” I stated. “You’re still filled with too much energy. Let’s spar. It’ll help you calm down.”

      He bit the inside of his cheek and exhaled heavily. He strode over to the marked area in the center of the room where we could do hand-to-hand sparring. I joined him, and he attacked first.
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, we were sweaty, considerably calmer, and done sparring. I probably should’ve changed out of my dress before we sparred, but it was too late to lament about it.

      “Thank you, Isa.”

      “Anytime. Do you feel a little better?”

      “Yes, I do.”

      I hugged him, but he pushed me away. “This is not the time for hugs. We both need baths.”

      I laughed, rolling my eyes as we left the training room. Once we made it back to the main level, we stopped maids and asked for baths to be drawn for us. Our mother and father were coming toward us from the other end of the corridor.

      “How are things with my two youngest children?” Mother asked.

      “Excellent, and I’m a little tired,” I replied.

      “Just fine, Mother,” Christian added.

      Our parents exchanged a look that revealed that they were communicating without opening their mouths. I guessed when two people had been together for as long as they had; it came naturally.

      “We’re having baths drawn,” I said, breaking the silence. “So, we should get upstairs.”

      “Did you train in a dress, Isabelle?”

      “I didn’t think it through. It was not my best decision.”

      She grinned at me and placed a kiss on my forehead, then I hugged my father, who kissed me on the top of my head. We watched them walk away, hand in hand.

      “Is it crazy that I want what they have?” Christian asked as we headed up to our rooms.

      “I don’t think it is. I want that too. But because it’s hard to believe it’ll happen again, it makes me reluctant to even try. I should probably keep my expectations low.”

      “It’s all around us, Isa. Look at our grandparents. Our aunts and uncles. They are all in love and have been married for years. Even some of our cousins. It’s possible if you find the right person. And the only way to do that is to keep your heart open.”

      I frowned at him. “Who are you? Are you in love?”

      “I didn’t say that. I’m just giving my little sister romantic advice.”

      “That I didn’t ask for,” I teased, but added, “I’ll keep it in mind, Kit.”

      He went into his chambers, which were beside mine. I went into my room, anticipating the relaxing bath I had ahead of me. When I came out of the bathing room wearing a fresh dress and feeling refreshed, I found Noriana lying on my bed.

      “Hi,” I greeted. “What are you doing in here?”

      “Hiding from my mother.”

      I climbed onto my bed and crossed my legs under me. “Why are you hiding from her?”

      “She wants me to help her with a tea party she’s hosting next week.”

      “Why don’t you just help her, Nori? Your mother just wants to spend time with you.”

      She let out an exasperated sigh. “And I’m not interested. I do not like teas. I would rather spend all my time at the orphanage.”

      Noriana was four years older than me and was more like an older sister than a cousin, since she’d grown up with me and my brothers. Her mother, Sophia, was my mother’s first cousin, and her father was on the council and an advisor; he’d known my father since they were children. Noriana threw herself into her work as a governess at the orphanage. She didn’t love what came with court life and living in castles. She had never been one for frilly dresses and tea. I always liked it, so that was where we could not relate. But we found other things we could talk about.

      “I heard some servants talking,” Noriana said, drawing my attention back to her. “They heard an argument between two of the princes.”

      “Kit and Benn.”

      “What was it about?”

      I told her the truth; my brothers, cousin, and I told each other everything. Well, most things. The incident wasn’t something I’d keep from her. Noriana frowned when I finished telling her everything.

      “Why would he be convening with council members outside of his office or the meeting room?”

      I shrugged. “I do not know and cannot even fathom why he’d do it.”

      “I cannot think of a reason, either.”

      “Do you think it was illegal?”

      “No,” she answered quickly. “Benn wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize the crown.”

       I nodded, deferring to her judgment, since she knew him better than I did. “So, how long will you hide out in here?”

      “Are you trying to kick me out?”

      “Nori.”

      “Until dinner.”

      I glanced at the clock in the corner of my room. It was late afternoon, and we had a couple of hours until dinner. Noriana stretched out on my bed with some papers. I took a peek at them and saw that they were assignments from her students. As I wondered what I’d do with the time, I remembered that I’d left my notebook in Nathaniel’s room. I went to grab it. He didn’t respond to my knock, and when I pushed the door open, the room was empty. I gathered my books and stylus.

      Noriana was engrossed in her grading when I walked back into my room. I sat in the wingback chair by my window, slipping off my shoes and pulling my feet up and under me. Balancing my notebook on my legs, I began writing. I liked to document my day; I felt like my future children may be interested in reading about what happened one day.

      My mother started recording her history once she moved back to Ceshela and had been here for a year. It was fascinating to read about the ordeals she faced in her first year and how she had to adjust to royal life after growing up middle class in Dellhaven. My mother actually grew up with my aunt, Winifred, and her family. My mother was sent to live with them when my grandfather’s top advisor usurped him and tried to kill my mother and my grandparents. The three of them barely escaped. They told everyone that my mother was dead, and
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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/rtx-1f5a4.png





OEBPS/images/image1.jpg
NNNNENENENN Y Y = = f e f o f o f o /-

=l ) )~

NSl -

A A A A A A A
=\~






OEBPS/images/asset-17-copy.jpg








OEBPS/images/twoac-ebook.jpg
HE CHRONICLES
OF CAESEA
BOOK TWO






