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Synopsis

Georgina, Princess of Wales, has always known her
destiny, but she never expected duty to call so soon. When her
father dies suddenly, she is called back from her Royal Navy post
to assume the crown. While the people acclaim their new Queen,
Great Britain’s first openly gay monarch, all George feels is the
isolation of her station.

Beatrice Elliot’s staunch anti-monarchist views have
always been a point of gentle contention with her working class,
royalty-loving parents. When Bea—director of a hospice charity—must
spend six months working with Queen Georgina, her charity’s new
patron, sparks fly and passion blooms. But is love enough to bridge
the gap between Bethnal Green and Buckingham Palace?
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Prologue

Bethnal Green, London

2044

 


Beatrice Elliot ran downstairs as quickly as she
could. She checked her appearance in the mirror at the bottom. Her
long dark-blond hair looked unruly. I’m going to be so late, and
I look a mess. She quickly gathered her hair up into a
ponytail, making herself a bit more presentable.

From the living room, she heard her mum shout,
“Bea?”

Beatrice popped her head round the door and said,
“Yes, Mum?”

Her mother, Sarah, sat on the couch facing the large
TV projection on the wall. “Are you coming to watch with me? It’s
Princess Georgina’s investiture as Princess of Wales.”

Beatrice gave her mother a scowl. “Mum, you know I
have absolutely no interest in that shower of spongers.”

Sarah pointed towards the TV and said, “But Bea, the
pageantry, the tradition, and she’s going to be the first woman to
become Queen ahead of her brother, and the first openly gay
monarch. Surely you of all people should understand that.”

Bea sighed. She was getting fed up having this
argument with people and hearing the name of Princess Georgina.
“They take money away from our country’s essential services. You
and Dad should know why that makes me angry.”

Her mother nodded, but not before Bea caught a look
of pain on her mother’s face, and she felt guilty for causing that.
She walked behind the couch and put her arms around her mother’s
neck. “I’m sorry, Mum, but I have my student union meeting.
Remember I told you about it last night? It’s our last meeting
before the charity fundraiser.”

Sarah patted her daughter’s hand. “Oh yes, I
remember, sweetheart, be careful then.”

“I will. Will Dad be in soon?”

“Yes, another half hour or so. He hoped he would be
back in time to see the ceremony. Off you go then, and leave me to
my pageant.”

Bea laughed softly and gave her mother a kiss. “Enjoy
it then. See you later, Mum.”

After Bea left and Sarah heard the front door close,
she picked up her cup of tea and settled down to watch the TV
special that the country had been buzzing about.

She watched the cameras span the grounds of
Caernarfon Castle in Wales. The castle surrounded a triangular area
of grass. In the middle of the grass sat a dais made of Welsh
slate, on which the ceremony would take place, and around the three
sides were the raised seating areas for spectators.

On the dais sat three thrones, while to the side sat
the members of the extended royal family. The royal fanfare began
and Sarah said to the TV, “Volume, up five.” The fanfare filled the
room and she could almost feel like she was sitting there among the
spectators.

“Reg is going to be mad he missed this.”

The voice-over began…

 


And we see the King and Queen emerge from the castle
and make their way up, past the spectators, towards the dais. They
are escorted by heralds, resplendent in their ancient dress, the
first minister of Wales, and senior peers of the principality and
are guarded by men and women of the Household Cavalry. The Welsh
National Choir is providing the choral accompaniment to the
occasion, and it sounds magnificent, I think you’ll all agree. What
an atmosphere. The crowd is applauding King Edward and Queen Sofia
as they walk past. There is a joyous feeling amongst the crowd, a
feeling of celebration and hope for the future.

 


Sarah watched the tall, imposing-looking King,
dressed in his ceremonial Royal Navy uniform, escort his elegant
wife into her seat on the dais, and then take his own seat. To
Sarah this was what Britain did best—tradition, ceremony, and
pageantry—and she wished her daughter could see that. She
understood her hostility. Beatrice believed the monarchy took money
away from much-needed organizations such as the National Health
Service, schools, and community groups.

The Elliot family knew first-hand what it was to be
at the mercy of an underfunded health service.

She had always been a fan of the royals, and
especially the very popular King Edward and Queen Sofia. King
Edward was a few years older than herself, and so she grew up
watching the friendly boy prince become a man and meet his true
love, Sofia.

Sarah, along with the nation and two and a half
billion people around the world, fell in love with the couple as
they watched their fairy tale wedding. Now it was his firstborn
daughter and heir’s turn to be invested as Princess of Wales and
recognized as heir apparent to the throne.

Sarah heard the front door open and close as her
husband hurried to join her for the royal broadcast.

“Reg? Hurry up, it’s started.”

Her husband eased himself down on the couch and gave
her a kiss.

Sarah cast a glance down to his hands.

“Reginald Elliot, go and wash those mucky hands. You
can’t watch a royal broadcast with dirt and muck on your
hands.”

Reg got up quickly and ran to the kitchen to wash up,
mumbling as he went, “As if they can see me anyway.”

Reg, who owned his own small landscaping business,
usually came home in a less than pristine state. He washed up and
hurried back.

“It’s getting to the good bit Reg.” They both eagerly
watched the scene unfolding and listened to the voice-over
announcer.

 


The King stands, as the Earl Marshal, the Duke of
Norfolk, approaches the dais. The King instructs him to order the
Garter King of Arms to bring the Princess from the castle
tower.

 


Sarah and Reg watched in awe at the almost medieval
scene that played before them. The sense of history and tradition
was brought alive with the bright colours and the vivid livery of
the participants in this ancient ceremony. It was history made
alive in their own living room. To Sarah and those royalists like
her, the rituals and traditions of Britain, and the monarchy, gave
the country a feeling of stability, a connection with the past, but
also of continuity. That was what today was all about. The King and
the country recognizing not only the heir to the throne, but that
Britain’s system of government, led by the constitutional monarch,
was in safe hands and the succession of the House of Buckingham was
secure.

“Look, Reg, the Princess,” Sarah exclaimed.

 


And we have our first view of Princess Georgina, who
is led from the Castle by the Garter King of Arms and walks past
her family seated on the right. We can see her brother, Prince
Theodore, Duke of York, and also her grandmother, Queen Adrianna,
the Queen Mother. Beside her sits Georgina’s aunt, Princess Grace,
along with other members of the family.

The Princess of Wales looks resplendent in her Army
uniform of The Blues and Royals, the characteristic black uniform,
with gold braid, and a red stripe down the side of the trousers,
and spurs on the heels of her boots. She has no officer’s cap, as
she is to receive the coronet of Wales during the ceremony. The
Princess has recently completed her officer training at Sandhurst
military academy and is about to be deployed with her regiment on a
six-month training mission in Canada. Of course in her regiment,
she is simply known as Lieutenant Buckingham. Also
notice—diagonally across her tunic she wears a blue sash, to
signify she is a member of the Order of the Garter, which is the
highest honour of chivalry. Behind the Princess, the regalia of the
Princess of Wales are carried on red velvet cushions. A sword, a
coronet, a mantle, a gold ring, and a gold rod.

 


Sarah thought that Georgina cut a dashing figure. In
her smart military uniform, and with her tall broad-shouldered
physique and blue eyes, the Princess was her father’s daughter. But
her colouring—her sallow skin and dark collar-length hair—was all
her mother, Queen Sofia. Although born and brought up in Britain,
she was actually a part of the Spanish royal family, and she had
passed on her dark looks to both of her children.

 


We see Princess Georgina make her way up the steps
and onto the dais. She kneels before the King on the hassock placed
there for her. A hush comes over the castle grounds as the King
steps forward towards his daughter.

 


As the first minister of Wales read the proclamation
in Welsh, King Edward took the sword from one of the Welsh peers,
who carried the regalia of the Princess of Wales, and draped the
Sword of Justice, which was attached to a leather strap, over her
head. The strap ran across her chest, leaving the sword at her
side. The coronet was then brought forward, and the King reverently
placed it upon his daughter’s head as a symbol of her rank. Next
the signet ring was placed on her finger; she would keep this on to
remind her of her duty as Princess of Wales. The last two items
were brought forward—the Golden Rod which symbolized government,
and finally the King placed the royal robes around her
shoulders.

As the King fastened the robe at her neck, he looked
down at his beloved daughter and gave her a smile and a wink.

Now we will see the most formal part of the
ceremony. The Golden Rod will be taken from her hands, and the
Princess of Wales will now make her pledge to her King, her father,
and the nation.

 


Sarah nudged her husband and said, “Did you see that?
The King winked at Georgina. He’s a great man.”

“I saw it, dear.”

Sarah took her husband’s hand and said, “They’re such
a warm family, not like some of the royals we’ve had in the past.
Oh, look, she’s taking her oath.”

The still-kneeling Princess raised her clasped hands.
The King held them between his own and she said, first in English
and then in Welsh:

 


I, Georgina, Princess of Wales, do become your liege
woman of life and limb and of earthly worship and faith and truth I
will bear unto you to live and die against all manner of folks.

 


The King then bent over and kissed his daughter on
the cheek. The royal fanfare was sounded from the castle walls to
signal the end of the ceremony.

The Princess of Wales stood and, taking the hand of
her father, was led down the dais, followed by her mother, the
Queen. The King led her up onto the castle balcony and presented
her to the cheering crowds outside.

“Did you see the pride on the King’s face?” Sarah
asked her husband. She dabbed a tissue at the corner of her eyes.
“Magical, just magical. This is what this country does best.”


Chapter One

Sandringham House

1 December 2053

 


Princess Georgina stood, hands clasped behind her
back, looking out of her bedroom window at Sandringham House, the
Christmas residence of the royal family. Normally Georgina would
look forward to this time of year, spending Christmas within the
warmth of her family, but not this year.

“Diary.” The computer on the desk came to life and
signalled with a beep that it was ready. “Begin. Today is the first
day of December. Normally I cannot wait for the Christmas period,
but this year will be different. It’s hard to believe that only two
days ago, I was serving aboard my ship, HMS Poseidon,
blissfully unaware of what was unfolding at home. I received word
that the captain wished to see me on a private matter, and I knew
it must be bad news about Papa. The King’s doctor had informed the
family of my father’s illness a few months ago. He had an
aggressive virus that was proving to be drug resistant. I was
angry, and I’m ashamed to admit I took my anger out on the doctor.
I found it impossible to believe that a virus could put him in so
much danger. I called for a second opinion, and then a third, and I
was given the same conclusion: he was dying before our eyes.

“I couldn’t take it in—I expected to have my father
for a very long time, and here he was being taken away from me. I
was so hurt at the thought of losing my beloved Papa that I refused
to see him for weeks.”

Princess Georgina felt the guilt deep in the pit of
her stomach. How could I shut out my father, my hero?

She moved from the window and took a seat at her
desk, and twirled the ring that her father gave her at the ceremony
in Wales.

“Of course Mama knocked sense into me. She is the
most caring woman I have ever encountered, but when needed to be,
she can be as strong as an ox. Between Mama and Granny, it’s a
wonder my father got a say in anything during his reign.” Georgina
smiled wistfully, thinking of the family’s two formidable
matriarchs.

She reached out for a model ship that was sitting on
her desk half-finished and, as she always did in times of stress or
when she needed to relax, began building as she spoke. Attaching
the tiny parts in order brought calm to her mind.

“I apologized to Papa, and the doctor assured us that
he would do everything he could for him. I made peace with the fact
that he might have a short time left with us, and promised to make
the time we had left together as a family count, and to create some
very happy memories. To everyone outside the family, my father is
the King, a strong and well-respected man. To us he is a much-loved
and adoring father, and to my mother the love of her life. Between
Papa and me there is a special bond—ever since I can remember, I
have followed his exemplary way of life. Not only have we shared a
great deal of the same interests, but he has trained me ever since
birth to follow in his footsteps. Where my brother Theo could be
let off the leash, so to speak, I had to be trained for a life of
duty and service. To that end, we spent a great deal of time
together, he teaching me the correct way to lead and to behave. I
believe he was most proud when I swapped services to the Royal
Navy. Papa had spent his youth in the Navy and passed on his love
of the sea and sailing to me. I have spent the past five years
serving aboard ship on HMS Poseidon. I thought I had many
happy years of service ahead of me, until Papa’s illness. As he
worsened, he contracted pneumonia and had been moved here, to
Sandringham, in the hopes that the fresh country air would
help.”

Georgina dropped her model ship and stared blankly
ahead, as she thought back to being informed of his grave
condition.

“The ship’s captain informed me that my father the
King was not able to fight off pneumonia due to his weakened
condition. I was to leave duty and return to Sandringham
immediately. As I packed my kitbag, I knew I would never be
returning to my post. As well as losing my beloved Papa, I was
losing my life as I had made it up until then. Duty was calling me,
as I always knew it would—I just didn’t think it would be for a
very long time. As Papa has always told me, duty to the country and
the people comes first, second, and last.”

She heard a knock at the door of her bedroom. “Diary
end.” The computer saved her words and powered down. “Come.”

Georgina’s personal aide and dresser, Captain Skye
Cameron, or Cammy as she was known, entered, gave a brief nod, and
said in her thick Scottish brogue, “Your Royal Highness, the doctor
has called for the family to attend the King’s bedside.”

Georgina’s heart sank. She stood and walked towards
the drinks cabinet, determined to pour something to calm the sick
feeling in her stomach. As she lifted the crystal decanter to pour,
her hand started to shake and the glass clinked uncontrollably
against the decanter.

In a second Cammy was there, taking the crystal from
her hand and placing it back down. She grasped her comrade and
friend by the shoulders and said, “George, take a breath, man. You
can’t go in there like this. Just breathe in and out. One minute
more won’t do any harm.”

Cammy enjoyed a familiarity with the princess, which
no one outside the family did. Only her family and Cammy ever
called her George, although the captain was not ignorant of
protocol. In public or where ears were listening, she was always
Your Royal Highness or Ma’am.

With deep breathing the shakes began to lessen, and
George knew it was time to assume her dutiful role as the eldest
and heir of the family dynasty. She looked down at Cammy, who was a
good six inches shorter than her, and said, “I’m ready.”

“Do you still want that wee dram for your nerves?”
Cammy asked.

George shook her head. “No, it wouldn’t be
appropriate to have alcohol on my breath. I don’t want to
disappoint Papa.”

“Is there anything else you need from me, Ma’am?”

George looked down at her casual dress of jeans and
wool jumper. “I think I will have to do as I am, Cammy.”

“Very well. I’ll look after your formal dress
uniforms.” Cammy was the consummate professional. Even in George’s
sadness, it was her job to think what would come next and
anticipate her commanding officer’s needs. With the expected death
of the sovereign, George would need her formal attire pressed and
ready. These little things made George’s life so much easier,
especially at a time like this.

George clapped her on the back. “Thank you. You
always look after me.”

“That’s my job and my pleasure, George.”

She opened the door and felt a deep sorrow in the pit
of her stomach. Not only was she losing her beloved father, but she
was also losing the small bit of freedom she had enjoyed. George
thought of the words said by many historical commentators of the
past. As soon as the sovereign took his final breath, the heir
entered into a life sentence, with no early release for good
behaviour. Outsiders would see the luxury and the riches, but those
within the family and staff understood that George would be
entering a gilded cage, with her entire life mapped out for her.
The relative freedom George enjoyed in the Navy would be no
more.

This was the last time George would be the Princess
of Wales. When she returned to her rooms, she would be Queen with
all the responsibility that brought.

*

George stopped in front of her parents’ bedroom door;
she took a breath before walking through. She found the scene that
she had dreaded since learning of her father’s illness. King Edward
was in the grand four-poster bed, his breathing raspy and shallow.
George felt her chest tighten as she watched her brother Theo on
his knees at the side of the bed, gripping his father’s hand. The
tears ran down Theo’s face; their mother stroked his hair, trying
to soothe him. King Edward’s doctor approached her side and waited,
as protocol demanded, for George to initiate the conversation.

“Doctor, what is the King’s condition?”

“The King is nearing the end of his life’s journey,
Your Royal Highness.”

George bit her lip to keep under control. She was now
becoming head of the family and was determined to act as such. “How
long does he have?”

“It could be minutes or a few hours. It’s hard to say
Ma’am.” George met her mother’s tear-filled eyes, and she gave a
shake of the head.

She walked towards them, past her Aunt Grace, the
Princess Royal, and her grandmother, Queen Adrianna, who both
reached out to her as she passed.

As she approached the bedside, she heard her father
say in a breathy voice, “Lis…ten to…your sister…my boy. I love
you.”

It broke George’s heart to see the King like this. He
had been such a strong, athletic, and vibrant man all her life, and
here he was, thin, ashen faced, and struggling for breath.

The Queen leaned over and said to her husband,
“Eddie, my darling? George is here.” Placing her hands on her
tearful son, she encouraged him to stand and let George approach
her father.

The princess knelt and took the King’s hand. She
looked into the blue eyes so much like her own and said,
“Papa?”

“George? My girl?”

She kissed his hand. “Don’t speak, Papa. Save your
strength.”

“I must, I’m dying. I must talk.” He reached out a
shaky hand and touched her cheek. “I’m so proud of you. You will be
a fine Queen.”

“Don’t say that, Papa. Hang on please.”

“Too tired. Listen, I have trained you well. The
crown is safe.” Every word was a struggle to get out, but the King
was determined. “Look after your Mama, and your brother.”

The tears were rolling down George’s face now; she
knew this was the end. “I give you my word, Papa.”

“Remember duty and service come first…”

George was well aware of this phrase. It had been
taught to her all her life. Duty and service to the country and its
people come first, second, and last.

“You will be the first. Make Uncle George proud.”

Georgina was named after her Uncle, Prince George,
whom her father had loved and looked up to a great deal. Her father
was in fact the second child of the late King Alfred II and Queen
Adrianna, now the Queen Mother.

His brother George was the eldest and heir to the
throne, and his younger sister Princess Grace, the Princess Royal,
the youngest. George was a remarkable young man, very much liked by
the people. He was the first openly gay prince and would have been
the first openly gay monarch.

Edward was very proud of him and named his eldest
daughter after him. Edward never expected to sit on the throne
himself, although it was expected that his children would inherit.
Stem cell reproduction had been in its infancy at that time, and
Prince George was unlikely to produce a legitimate heir.

This became academic, however, when Prince George was
thrown from his horse and killed. His parents and siblings and the
country were distraught. From that moment on, Edward knew he would
sit on the throne. George understood how much the family, and
especially her father, adored her namesake and always felt it her
duty to live up to her uncle’s memory. This became even more
pertinent when she explained to her parents that she was gay. The
family couldn’t have been more supportive. Edward now thought for
certain his daughter was destined to carry on his brother’s legacy.
Not only would she be the first female to inherit the throne ahead
of her brother, but she would be the first openly gay monarch, and
because of the major advances in reproductive technology over the
preceding years, the line of succession would be secure.

George could actually feel the heavy weight of
expectation suddenly resting on her shoulders. “I will try to make
you proud. I love you, Papa.”

“Love you. Sofia?”

George swapped places with her mother, who held her
husband’s hand and stroked his head, all the time whispering words
of love. This was the example she and her brother had been shown
all their life. Their parents were devoted to each other, and
hopelessly in love.

George looked up to see Theo, being held in their
grandmother’s arms, racked with grief.

The tightness in George’s chest grew worse as the
King’s breathing grew shallower and shallower. Another few minutes
passed, and nothing could be heard from the King. The Queen
convulsed in tears, holding Edward’s head to her chest and rocking
him.

“My darling Eddie, I love you. I love you my
darling.”

George looked round the room in shock. Her
grandmother cried as she cooed and tried to comfort Theo. Her Aunt
Grace sat on the corner of the bed, holding her face in her
hands.

The doctor at the other side of the bed said to the
Queen, “May I, Ma’am?”

Queen Sofia quickly brought herself under control.
Her grieving would be done in privacy. The doctor took the King’s
pulse, and then looked at the Queen. “The King is dead.” He then
retreated from the bed.

Sofia dabbed her wet red eyes with her handkerchief,
and a look of calm dignity came upon her. She stood and took her
daughter’s hand, kissed her knuckles with reverence, gave her a bow
of the head, and said, “Long live the Queen.”

At that moment, the tightness that George had felt in
her chest made her heart feel like it was going to explode. She
collapsed into her mother’s arms. “I can’t do it, Mama. I
can’t…”

Sofia, who now in a matter of minutes had become the
Queen Mother, took her daughter’s head in her hands and looked
deeply into her eyes. “George? Look at me, look at me. Take deep
breaths.”

George did as she was asked and her sobs began to
lessen and breathing to calm.

“That’s it. Calm down. I know the pressure you feel,
and I know the hurt that is tearing at your heart, but you have
been trained for this moment all your life. You can do it my
darling. You are your father’s daughter, and it’s time to make him
proud.”

George stood up straight, lifted her shoulders, and
wiped the tears from her eyes. George brought some control back and
remembered her father’s words. Duty and service come
first.

“I understand, Mama.”

“Good girl.” Queen Sofia kissed her on each cheek and
stepped to the side, where her grandmother, aunt, and brother
stood, waiting to pay homage in the way her mother had. After Theo
bowed and kissed her hand, George enveloped her younger brother in
a hug, and his tears started anew.

“He’s gone, Georgie.”

I have to be strong for my family. “Everything will
be fine, Theo. I will take care of everything.” George kissed her
brother on the head and said to her mother, “Mama, I’m just going
to take a moment, and then I’ll speak to the palace officials.”

George guided her grieving brother to her mother and
gave a last look to her father before bolting from the room, her
mother’s shout echoing in her ears.

*

“George!” Queen Sofia shouted.

“Leave her to me, my dear.” Queen Adrianna told her
daughter-in-law and set off as fast as her aged legs would
allow.

The trademark clatter of her walking stick
reverberated up the hallway of Sandringham House. The King’s
private secretary, Sir Michael Bradbury, bowed as she
approached.

“Is my granddaughter in the late King’s office?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. I spoke with Dr. Forsyth and
immediately came to see if I could render any assistance. My
sincerest condolences to you and your family, Ma’am.”

“Thank you, Sir Michael. It is a very sad day.”

Queen Adrianna could see the tension in Sir Michael
as he gripped his tablet tightly. The death of the King put
everything into flux, for the staff as well as the family. She was
sure he would be worried for his own position as private secretary
to the monarch.

“I understand that this is a very difficult time,
Ma’am, but I wanted to get permission from the Queen to announce
the King’s death to the staff, and we need to start thinking about
releasing information to the press. I tried to talk to the Queen,
but she wishes to be left alone.”

“Let me talk to Her Majesty, and we’ll take it from
there, Sir Michael.”

“Of course, Ma’am.”

Adrianna walked into the late King’s office to find
George staring at her father’s desk, unmoving.

“It won’t bite, my dear.”

George turned to speak to her grandmother. “How can I
ever begin to follow Papa, to fill his shoes?”

Queen Adrianna tottered over to George. “You can
follow him because you have been trained, and you know you can
achieve great things with the proper training, and you won’t fill
Eddie’s shoes because you will make your own path. You will take
all the best parts of your father’s legacy and add your own.
Modernizing and adapting along the way.”

“Granny I…”

“George, do sit down, please? My old bones could do
with a seat, but I cannot sit before the Queen.”

“I’m sorry, Granny, of course.” George quickly sat at
what was now her desk. Her grandmother walked round the desk and
sat at the other side. George suddenly realized where she was
sitting. “Granny, you tricked me.”

Her grandmother gave her a small smile. “It’s not a
trick. I’m here to give you a swift kick up the jacksy, my
dear.”

George clasped her hands in front of her. “I just
need some time.”

“That is not a luxury you have, my dear. There will
be time for private grief. You are the head of the family now, as
well as the nation. The family, the staff, and the nation need you
to lead them in their grief. The people especially need to
see you to know that the monarchy is safe and secure. Remember, we
need to be seen to be believed.”

“I know what my duty is, Granny, but I’ve just lost
my papa.”

“George, I have just seen my second son die. It is
the worst thing imaginable for a parent to bury their child, but I
know I have to be strong for your mama, and especially your
brother. He’s only a young man, and he doesn’t have your strength
of character. He needs to know you are taking care of things, and
that everything will be all right. That’s what leaders do, and you
are now our leader.”

George blew out a breath. “Am I that strong? I don’t
know.”

Adrianna brought her hand down sharply on the desk.
“Of course you are. You are a Queen of the House of Buckingham.
Your whole life has been dedicated to duty and doing the right
thing, and you have behaved in a very appropriate manner. You’ve
accepted the responsibility that came with your birth without
question. Theo, on the other hand, has struggled with the
responsibilities and limits placed on his life. I love him more
than life, but I and the country thank God that you were destined
for the throne.”

“I will do my duty and I will look after Theo,
Granny. I promised Papa. He is a good boy—he is just more free
spirited than I. I promise I won’t let the family or the nation
down.”

Her grandmother quirked an eyebrow in a way so much
like the late King. “You never could, my dear. Do you not think
your father had these same worries? Remember, he had no idea that
he would ever inherit the throne. Your Uncle George was the heir
and so Eddie didn’t have the same training, but when it became
clear that George would not produce any children, Eddie knew he
would perhaps have to bear that heavy burden. You, my dear, have a
head start. You have always known what your destiny would be. Now
just let your training take over and do it, and when at the end of
the day you find yourself alone, then do your grieving.”

George closed her eyes and tried to regain control.
She twisted off the ring she wore as Princess of Wales and placed
it on the desk.

When she reopened her eyes, she was calm, in control,
and ready to be Queen. “What’s first, Granny?”

Adrianna patted her on the hand and said, “Good girl.
Sir Michael is waiting outside. He will take you through the
protocol. Use his experience.”


Chapter Two

“Not a chance Danny, I’m not doing this.” Beatrice
Elliot stomped around her charity director’s office angrily.

Danny Simpson reached for his heartburn medication
and shot the aerosol into his arm, something he was doing more and
more while trying to keep the small hospice charity afloat, in
these harder economic times.

“Bea, please. Do you know how lucky we are? Just to
be chosen as one of hundreds to receive the patronage of Queen
Georgina is lucky enough, but for Timmy’s to be chosen as the main
charity she wants to publicize in the run up to her coronation is
beyond lucky. It’s pure gold. The Queen has graciously asked to
tour every Timmy’s hospice in the country. She wants to understand
how we work, and the needs of our patients and staff. You need to
be her guide—you are regional manager. You know all the staff and
sites inside out.”

Bea was fuming. She loved her job, it was more than a
job it was a vocation, but the thought of escorting the Queen
around their sites for six months was not her cup of tea.

She sat at Danny’s desk and laid her feelings on the
line. “Danny, you know better than most my private feelings on the
royal family. I am a republican. I believe the monarchy is an
outdated organization and should be abolished. It’s a waste of my
time to be babysitting some blue-blooded upper-class scrounger
who’s never done a hard day of work in her life. I need to be doing
real work.”

Beatrice graduated from university with top honours
in public policy and management. She had offers from many
organizations, but she had always raised money for hospices and
those who needed them whilst growing up, and so she chose the
relatively small charity Timmy’s and had made herself
indispensable.

“Bea, listen to me,” Danny said with a hard edge to
his voice. “We are a small organization, and we are struggling to
keep our network of hospices open and properly equipped. You’ve
seen the projections—the Queen’s patronage will give us a very high
profile nationally, and donations from both big business and people
on the street will quadruple.”

“Maybe organizations like ours and the health care
system wouldn’t be struggling if the government didn’t spend
millions upon millions supporting the monarchy.”

“Listen, Bea, I’m only going to say this one more
time. You are our regional manager and no one knows all the sites
like you do. The Queen has asked to tour every one of our hospices.
I’m told the goal of our charity means a lot to her personally.
This patronage is like winning the lottery for us, so you will do
it, and you will do it with a smile on your face.”

“Fine, but I strongly disagree with this.” Bea stood
and walked angrily towards the office door, the sound of her high
heels clattering on the polished floor echoing around the room.

Just as she had her hand on the door, Danny shouted,
“Bea, the Queen will be visiting headquarters tomorrow for a
briefing about the tour. Check your mail for a list of royal
protocols the palace sent.”

Bea didn’t look back as she stormed out and slammed
the door.

*

Queen Georgina heard the crunching sound of boots on
gravel and walked to her bedroom window. She saw Major Jock
Macalpine of the Pipes and Drums, 1st Battalion, Scots Guards in
position under her apartment, in his traditional Royal Stewart
tartan kilt, sporran, and black tunic. At precisely nine o’clock,
the whining drone of bagpipes began to play, signalling the
official start to the monarch’s day, a tradition for two hundred
years.

As he marched up and down below her bedroom window,
she saw the other daily morning sight of a palace page, in his red
and black livery, walking her dogs. The exuberant black Labrador,
Shadow, and Baxter, the boxer, were pulling the young man off his
feet.

Captain Skye Cameron joined her at the window and
looked down on the scene.

“Shadow and Baxter are taking my page for a walk, as
usual, it seems,” George said, before returning to finish getting
dressed by the bed.

“Aye, as usual, Your Majesty.”

George pulled on her black wool jumper over a crisp
white shirt and dark blue jeans. She was as casual as she could
ever be. “Cammy, I can see your disapproving looks from here.”

Her personal aide and dresser walked over and started
adjusting the collars and cuffs. “Are you sure I can’t interest you
in one of your suits? You don’t look half dressed, man.”

George appraised her look in the mirror and ran her
hands through her dark collar-length hair. She was more comfortable
in a suit or uniform but was trying to look less intimidating.

“This is my dressed-down look. You know I’m going to
the charity meeting today. It’s an unofficial event, and I want
people to be relaxed around me. I’m always either in a suit or
uniform, and I think it makes people uptight.”

Cammy picked up some of George’s discarded clothes
and replied, “There’s nothing wrong with being smart, George.”

“I know, I just want to seem more approachable. I’m
still wearing black for Papa’s mourning period. Don’t worry, I’ll
be back to normal tomorrow. It’s all right for you, Captain, you
get to wear your army uniform every day.”

Captain Skye Cameron was never out of uniform when
working in an official capacity. Her black dress uniform with red
peaked cap was always impeccably smart.

“Don’t you think I’d rather be in my military
uniform?”

Since the King’s death, George’s life had changed
overnight. Two days later had come her ascension day. She stood
before her privy council, read her ascension declaration, and
signed the declaration documents using her new signature: Georgina
Regina. Up and down the country, proclamations were read out at all
the royal residences.

Her advisors set the date of the coronation for
fourteen months’ time, with the Duke of Norfolk in charge of the
preparations. As well as seeing to these official matters, George
also had her family to attend to.

Her brother, Prince Theo, struggled with their
father’s death; at twenty he had never been through the death of a
close family member, and the day of the state funeral was extremely
hard for him and his mother. George didn’t have the option of
falling apart, although she had wanted to.

Life had started to settle into a daily routine of
visits, government documents, and state functions, which were all
part of being a British constitutional monarch. The overriding
feeling she had in her life was loneliness. Everyone deferred to
her as Queen, and she had no one to share the burden with.

Cammy gave her a smack on the arm. “I know you’d
rather be aboard ship. How about you tell me what tune the pipes
are playing?”

George smiled. This was a game they played every
morning as they listened to the official alarm call. It amused
George that this tradition was originally meant to awaken the
sovereigns of the past, whereas she herself had already gotten up,
been to the gym, and had breakfast. Nevertheless George loved
tradition.

Cammy came back from putting discarded clothes away.
“Well? What’s the tune?”

George closed her eyes and listened carefully. She
had been around pipe music all her life, and unlike most people her
age, found the sound strangely comforting. “Hmm, has to be a tune
from the country of your birth. Glasgow Police Pipers?”

“Aye, it is that. A real foot tapper.”

George smiled at her friend and comrade; she could
always cheer her melancholy mood. Cammy was as close to a real
friend as she could possibly get. She kept all of George’s secrets
and did nothing but support her. When George had ascended the
throne, she had given Cammy the option of returning to her post in
the military police and continuing her career, but ever loyal, her
personal aide had chosen to stay at her side.

Captain Skye Cameron had a more unusual background
than the average officer type. Born in Inverness, she was fostered
out to a family in Glasgow at age ten. Luckily she was born with a
determination to make her life better, and lucky that she placed
with the same foster family for all of her high school years. Her
foster mother was a teacher and saw in the young Skye Cameron an
intelligent and highly motivated young woman.

With encouragement, she was very successful with her
studies and had many options open to her. She attended Sandhurst
and passed out as an officer; from there she was assigned to the
Royal Military Police regiment and undertook further training as a
close protection officer. It was during this training that her
superiors singled her out as a candidate for assignment to the then
Princess of Wales.

“So? Do I look ready to face my day?” George
asked.

Cammy raised an eyebrow and said, “You’ll do,
George.”

She gave Cammy a smile and went off to meet with her
private secretary and start the business of the day.

*

Queen Georgina sat at her desk, ready to work through
the red boxes containing the government papers that demanded her
attention. This morning there were five of them, and there would be
more this afternoon. In a world where almost everyone had moved
away from paper, by tradition all her government papers from Number
Ten were always printed on paper and locked in the famous
government red boxes. Only she and her private secretary had a key
to the boxes.

Having a few minutes before her private secretary
arrived, George thought she would have a look at the newspapers.
She had already watched the morning news over breakfast, but she
still had the papers to read. Her late father had taught George
that it was part of her job to read every mainstream daily
newspaper, to keep in touch with ordinary people’s concerns and
views of the news events of the day. It normally took her all day,
grabbing five minutes here and there to read, but she did finish by
evening.

She activated the small computer on her desk and
said, “Display Racing Post.” The image of a small newspaper
appeared above the computer and she began to flip through. This was
her favourite read, as it was about one of her well-loved country
pursuits, horses. George owned three stud farms and stables, and
she had enlisted the help of her aunt, the Princess Royal, and her
daughter Lady Victoria to help her run them.

There was a knock at the door. “Come.”

Sir Michael Bradbury entered carrying his tablet,
which ran a great deal of George’s life. He had been delighted to
stay on and serve her as he had done for her father. The Queen felt
it important to have someone as experienced in palace and
government matters to help her get used to the job, though George
had appointed her own people below Sir Michael, as deputy private
secretary and ladies-in-waiting.

“Good morning, Sir Michael.” She greeted him and
minimized the Racing Post.

“Good morning, Your Majesty. I trust you slept
well?”

“Yes, thank you, Sir Michael,” she lied. The truth
was that she had not slept properly since her father’s death.
George felt the intense pressure of staying strong for her family
and not grieving, not to mention the pressure of being constantly
reminded by her advisors and the media, that she was special, she
was the first monarch of her kind. George could feel every ounce of
expectation lying on her shoulders. Gay groups were championing
her, women’s groups and the young; all felt Queen Georgina was
their figurehead. And this kept her staring into the darkness most
nights.

“So what’s on the agenda this morning?”

“Well, Ma’am, as well as your usual government papers
and your mail, there is a proposal document from the Duke of
Norfolk and the government regarding the coronation celebrations.
It has been suggested that given the historic nature of your
ascension, the royal family would take part in a river pageant,
down the Thames, as some of your ancestors have done at significant
points in their reign.”

George thought about it for a minute and said, “Yes,
that sounds like a very nice idea. I will look further into the
proposal, but you can indicate to the Duke of Norfolk that I would
require community groups and members of the public to have equal
share, if not more of the places in the pageant, as the
dignitaries. Perhaps each community could nominate some deserving
people?”

“I will intimate that to the duke, Ma’am.” Sir
Michael put his tablet in front of the Queen and asked, “Could I
ask that you sign these two letters before you attend to your mail
and government business? One is your response to the Archbishop of
Canterbury, and the other is to the Muslim Council of Britain.”

George scanned over the first letter and second
letter and quickly signed her e-signature.

“How many letters today?”

“Your ladies-in-waiting have forwarded one hundred
and fifty letters they feel need your immediate attention,
Ma’am.”

Good God, George thought. “The volume seems to
increase every day.”

Hundreds and hundreds of e-mails were sent into
Buckingham Palace every day. If the Queen’s ladies-in-waiting could
reply on the Queen’s behalf, they would do that, or if the
correspondence was about a particular problem, they would refer it
on to the Queen’s private secretary’s office, who would then
contact the relevant government or local government body who could
help the writer. A selection of all the mail was sent to the Queen
herself, to give her a flavour of the issues people were facing or
if the ladies-in-waiting thought that a certain mail would interest
her.

“Indeed, Ma’am. There seems to be a growing
excitement over Your Majesty’s reign.”

Don’t I know it. I feel every bit of everyone’s
expectation. “So it seems. Is there anything else?”

Sir Michael took back his tablet and checked through
the upcoming business. “Oh yes, just to remind you, Ma’am, it’s
very likely that the general election result will be clear quite
early Wednesday morning, so I would expect Your Majesty would be
required to invite the winner to the palace just after lunchtime.
Everything is arranged for court to decamp to Buckingham Palace
tomorrow.”

“Very good.” Normally the family would stay in
residence at Sandringham until early February, but the previous
government had called a snap election, and the winner would need to
be received at Buckingham Palace on Wednesday.

George had decided the whole family would cut their
stay short and travel back to London, instead of travelling
herself. She felt the family would benefit from having some
distance from where her father passed away.

She sat back in her chair and smiled. “Tell me, Sir
Michael. Who is the bookies’ favourite to be meeting with me? The
charismatic Labour leader, Boadicea Dixon, or the very sensible,
but dull, Conservative leader, Andrew Smith?”

Sir Michael smiled at the Queen’s betting analogy.
“I’m told that, going by the polls, Ms. Bodicea Dixon is the
odds-on favourite, Ma’am.”

Two women at the top of government. Interesting.

“Well, thank you, Sir Michael, I’ll get on with this
mountain of work then.”

Sir Michael bowed and exited the room. George looked
at the pictures of her family sitting on the desk, until her eyes
settled on the one of her father wearing Royal Navy dress.

“Papa? I hope you’re not too disappointed with me so
far.” Her eyes went to the large stack of red boxes waiting for
her. Real old fashioned paperwork first or mail? George instructed
her mail to open. “Open mail folder. Password: Poseidon.”

An image of a screen appeared. She scanned down the
titles of the messages quickly and stopped when she saw one that
her ladies-in-waiting had titled Child’s Picture.

“Open child’s picture.” The child’s drawing then
filled the screen; it depicted a rough drawing of herself and the
late King in crowns and robes. At the bottom it said, To the
Queen. I’m sorry about your daddy. Love, Jessica. Age 8.

George felt the tears coming to her eyes and a lump
to her throat. As usual, though, she gulped the feeling down.

“Mail off.” The screen disappeared immediately.
George used her key on the top red box and pulled out a folder of
papers from the Ministry of Defence. Some dry, boring paperwork
will be better to start the day with, I think.

She began working her way through it carefully,
signing and approving items as she went. A persistent beep coming
from her computer told her she had an incoming call. “Answer.
Hello?”

“George? Have I caught you at a bad moment?” her
mother asked.

“It’s fine, Mama. I’m going through my boxes, but I
always have time for you. I wish you would use face call.” George
carried on working her way through her papers.

“Good Lord, no. Who knows who might be with you, and
I might not be presentable.”

George grinned at that thought. She had never known
her mother not to be presentable. She was an elegant, beautiful
woman and never appeared outside her bedroom without make-up.

“Mama, you know you’re always beautiful. So how can I
be of service this morning?”

“I wanted to check that you had no engagements this
evening. Granny and I thought we should have a private meal
together tonight, before we head back to London. Just you, Theo,
Granny, and I.” Sofia’s voice cracked with emotion. “I think your
Papa would have liked that.”

George sighed. The extended family had all gone home
after the funeral, leaving them to their grief. “Of course I will
be there, Mama. I only have a charity meeting this afternoon. I’m
taking the helicopter, so I won’t be long. I know a part of you
thinks we are abandoning Papa, but I think we’re doing the right
thing.”

“Of course you made the right decision, my darling.
Papa always said, after Uncle George died, that keeping busy and
getting on with things was the best medicine for grief. You know
I’ll always support you and follow your lead. Could you have a word
with your brother? He is reluctant to return to art college and
public engagements.”

“Of course I will, Mama. I’ll handle him.”

“Thank you, my darling. Have a pleasant
afternoon.”

“Goodbye, Mama.”

George sat back in her chair and looked at her
father’s picture. Everything was a blur after the late King died.
Duty and performing those duties kicked in straight away, without
any time for grieving or taking stock. She thought back to her
ascension day.

George had met with her privy counsellors and read
and signed the declaration, before watching as it was read to the
gathering public outside.

 


Whereas it has pleased Almighty God to call to his
mercy our late Sovereign Lord King Edward XI, of blessed and
glorious memory, by whose decease the Crown is solely and
rightfully come to the high and mighty Princess Georgina Mary
Edwina Louise.

We, therefore, the Lords Spiritual and Temporal of
the Realm, being assisted with these His late Majesty’s Privy
Council, with representatives of other members of the Commonwealth,
with other principal gentlemen of quality, with the Lord Mayor,
Aldermen, and Citizens of London, do now hereby with one voice and
consent of tongue and heart publish and proclaim, that the high and
mighty Princess Georgina Mary Edwina Louise is now, by the death of
our late Sovereign of happy memory, become Queen Georgina by the
grace of God, Queen of the realm, and her other realms and
territories, Head of the Commonwealth, Defender of Faiths, to whom
her lieges do acknowledge all faith, and constant obedience with
hearty and humble affection, beseeching God by whom Kings and
Queens do reign, to bless the Royal Princess, Georgina, with long
and happy years to reign over us.

God save the Queen.

 


As the proclamation was read, George could have sworn
she heard the gilded cage door shut and locked.

She looked around the empty office, with only the
noise of the ticking antique clock, and felt utterly alone.


Chapter Three

Bea checked her appearance in the office mirror
before smoothing down her skirt. When she left home this morning,
her mother had been beside herself with excitement about her
daughter meeting the Queen. Bea refused to see today as anything
other than a normal one and was determined not to make any special
effort. She had come downstairs this morning for breakfast to find
her outfit had been cleaned again, pressed and hung waiting for
her, and her mum giving very special attention to her high
heels.

Sarah had made her daughter promise she would not say
anything inappropriate in the presence of the Queen.

To which she had replied, “Mother, I’m not an idiot
and I am a professional. I wouldn’t make a scene at my work.”

What had bothered her more than anything was that
over the past few days, Timmy’s had been wasting money, as she
thought, upgrading the facilities. The smell of fresh paint was
everywhere she turned, and she resented it.

Bea glanced at her computer display where she had the
protocol guidelines, sent by the Queen’s equerry, on screen. The
first three really stood out:

 


1) Please refrain from touching the Queen. When
shaking hands, wait for Her Majesty to extend her hand to you.

2) On first meeting, please address the Queen as
Your Majesty, then Ma’am as in ham, not Ma’am as in the
farm.

3) When in the presence of Her Majesty the Queen,
please do not turn your back on her.

 


“Bloody cheek. Computer off.” It powered down with a
barely audible whine.

“Right, Bea, let’s go and meet the toffee-nosed bitch
with whom I’ll be spending the next six months touring the
country.”

*

George sat in the back seat of her armoured unmarked
car, on her way from the helipad to the Timmy’s charity
headquarters. She used the time to read the brief her equerry had
prepared for her on the visit and the staff.

As it was an unofficial visit, she only had Cammy and
one other police protection officer with her. She gave a small
smile as she scanned over the information about Beatrice Elliot,
who would be her guide for months to come. Her equerry, Major
Archibald Fairfax, had written to the side of Miss Elliot’s
picture: Could be trouble. Has voiced republican and
anti-monarchist views throughout university. The director insists
she is the only one qualified to guide Her Majesty throughout the
country.

George looked at her picture and the image of the
beautiful woman did not look like trouble to her. “Cammy, does this
young lady look like trouble to you? Major Fairfax thinks so.”

Captain Cameron looked over the young woman’s
picture. “No, Ma’am. She looks like a bonnie wee lassie.”

Hmm…intriguing, thought George.

*

The Queen followed closely as Danny Simpson stood at
the top of the conference table, talking through his presentation.
Around the table sat other members of the board of trustees and
senior staff, including Beatrice Elliot.

Danny pointed to the computer image he had displayed
and said, “So as you can see, Ma’am, we have twenty-two sites in
all, three of which are only in the building stage. We also have
ten fundraising projects. This is our regional director Beatrice
Elliot’s project. Her idea is to get the community involved in the
fundraising and upkeep of their local hospice; this then gives a
sense of ownership to the local people, and hopefully encourages
them to care about the ongoing funding of the hospice. These
projects are attached to schools, community groups, and church
groups. It’s worked very well, Ma’am, and we’re very excited to
show you over the coming months. Miss Elliot will start by taking
you to…”

George looked over towards her guide. Beatrice was
even more beautiful in the flesh. Her delicate features and creamy
skin enhanced her elegance and beauty. George had noticed that
Beatrice didn’t look too happy, and that was very unusual. She was
used to people being genuinely pleased to see her, or even if they
didn’t like her personally, they would fawn over her because of her
position. This further intrigued her.

“Ma’am? Did you have any questions?”

George was quickly shaken from her thoughts. “No,
Danny. I would just like to say to you all, I am grateful for this
opportunity to help Timmy’s. Every one of you does such a wonderful
job and I admire the dedication you show. I hope we will be able to
bring some much needed attention to Timmy’s. Thank you all for your
time today.”

“Thank you, Ma’am. We have some tea set up in the
other room, if you would like to follow me.”

George leaned over to Danny and said quietly, “Could
I have a word with Miss Elliot privately before we go through?”

“Of course, Ma’am. Beatrice?” Danny walked over and
spoke to his colleague, and George noticed her face fell further
into melancholy.

I wonder what I did to deserve that.

Everyone else filed out of the room, and Beatrice
walked over to where George was sitting.

George, always courteous, stood. “Do sit down, Miss
Elliot.”

“I prefer to stand if you don’t mind, Ma’am.”
Beatrice’s tone was highly unimpressed.

“Oh…of course.” George remained standing and clasped
her hands behind her back. “I just wanted to have a few moments
with you, get to know your thinking about what you would like to
achieve. We will be spending a lot of time together over the coming
months.”

“Don’t I know it,” Bea whispered under her
breath.

George let that go and continued. “I noticed during
the meeting, and while talking to you, Miss Elliot, that you seem
to be less than impressed with your new assignment. Could you tell
me what’s bothering you? Perhaps it can be fixed.”

Beatrice sighed. “Ma’am, due
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