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CHAPTER ONE- The Kings’ Sensation
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XYZ News, Channel 6:

Well-known business tycoon Mark King, his wife and son pose for family photos after the inaugural of the city’s newest shopping mall. Mark looks spectacular donning a navy-blue tuxedo, his wife Emilia is all smiles in an ivory dress, and up-and-coming sensation son Christopher styles a forest green suit, flashing a million-dollar smile. The Kings are old money, coming from a long line of traders, merchants, businessmen...

Zia hummed a tune while watering her flowering plants in the garden. Marigolds, chrysanthemums, daisies lined up the front row of her front yard in an eye-catching display of oranges, yellows, reds and whites. Rain or shine, Zia looked after her plants. She diligently cared for her flowers, watered them when necessary, and weeded undesirable plants all on her own. Zia spent every second of her spare time maintaining her garden. 

When it wasn’t spent admiring with Christopher. 

Zia loved her garden more than anything. 

But not more than Christopher. 

Even now she was trying to recall his voice, way of words, and his kindness that made her heart melt. She had been in love with him ever since she can remember; from that first day in school when little Zia had fallen over in the playground and purely out of well-intent Chris had helped her up. Zia may have gotten up, but she had fallen for Chris ever since that moment. Obviously, it had been many years since that incident, but you can bet that Zia remembered every second of it. As for Christopher, or Chris for short, he seemed to have forgotten about the incident. They became good friends at school, and after education they still stayed in touch. Even now they lived in the same neighbourhood. 

How convenient, right?

Still humming the same tune and in the same joyful mood, Zia picked up an envelope for her friend and made her way to the post office. Enclosed in the envelope was a letter she’d written to Katherine (Kathy), one of her long-time friends and first cousin of Chris King. You’re probably thinking who still sends letters in this day and age, when an SMS is just a few seconds away? You’re right, but let me also inform you that the Kings are one of the most extremely influential families in this entire city. A stickler for tradition, they like to appreciate things of the past. Hence letter communications. Kathy was currently staying with the Kings, and she couldn’t directly talk much with Zia, so Zia thought to write to her to enquire about her well-being. 

As for her parents, Zia didn’t know much about them. If they were alive or not, if they were even in the same city... Zia grew up in the local orphanage. Once she was able to support herself, she was able to leave the orphanage and rent a house off the main road. She sustained herself by growing flowers in her private garden and selling them for an affordable price. Zia also supplied flower decorations for large events and gatherings. 

Zia arrived at the town’s only post office. Surprisingly to her it was near-empty today, but considering it was 9 o’clock on a Wednesday morning it wasn’t a surprise at all. 

“Zia! One of my favourite ‘blusters’!” called Robyn, the jovial post person and one of Zia’s good friends. I should also tell you that, even though Robyn was a second-generation migrant, his English skills still weren’t up to scratch, thus the occasional blunder. 

“Ah, Robyn, do you mean ‘customer’?” Zia corrected. 

“Right! Tell me, what can I do for you today? Is it another letter with the same stamp and delivery?” asked Robyn. 

“Correct.” 

Robyn told her how much the delivery was, and Zia made the transaction. As Zia was leaving the post office, she wished Robyn a good day ahead. 

“’Sue’ you!” 

“It’s ‘thank you’, Robyn.”

“Thank you!”
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CHAPTER TWO- Which Christopher? 
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“Even mad people say I’m mad. My morning doesn’t begin with you,” Zia said to Chris.

Chris looked up from his phone. “What did you say, Zia? I didn’t seem to understand.” 

“You’ve never understood all these years.”

“Zia, did you need something?”

“No, of course not, Chris. I just wanted to see you and how you were getting on, that’s all,” Zia flashed him a smile. 

“All right, then. You know if you need something you can call on me anytime, right?”

“You bet!” Zia replied, but she knew that she might admit herself to hospital but not ask Chris for help- however big the problem may be. 

“How are your pretty flowers doing?”

“They’re doing great. Would you like a rose- I mean, would you like a bunch of marigolds?” Zia asked. 

“I’m fine. When I would like one, I’ll be sure to ask you.”

“OK, that’s fine. Be sure to ask me in advance, as the marigolds have to be in season!”

Zia smiled to herself and walked away, carrying a bag full of different flower seeds for another patch of her garden. She needed to start sowing the seeds so the plants would germinate and grow at the right time.

Chris went back to his phone. He was scrolling the XYZ News website and perusing the latest industry news on finance, tech, and business. Pretty much every other article mentioned the King family, especially highlighting their young and talented son, Chris King. The Kings were primarily into cloth and textiles, making up roughly 40% of the country’s exports for clothes. Besides this, they ran a few charities supporting young people’s mental health, and ensuring women could support themselves even if their families and/ or husbands had turned their backs on them. 

Chris Wright- Zia’s love- himself was a decent engineer making a decent salary at his uncle’s electronic device company. He was yet unmarried, still on the search for his one and only. He’d been putting off marriage proposals for the past few months or so but felt he couldn’t make up excuses to his family any longer. One day or another he’d have to get hitched. But to whom will it be? 

Chris went back inside his house and got out some books on mechanics and started reading. He had worked hard at the company in the last few weeks, so his uncle and the other managers decided to give him a day off today. The other people in charge also gave him a fat bonus as a thank you. The way the bosses treated Chris would make you think that Chris was walking out of the job! But no, Chris was very normal in these cases. He would make this routine a habit; every weekday he would wake up early, get ready, commute to work, work, come back home, watch the news or any soap opera that happened to be playing at that time, then fall asleep. Anything in between that happened was random and strange. With this consistent work ethic, kindness, and humility, he knew that people were jealous of him as much as other people were in love with him. 

One of these being Zia.



At Kings Palace (the cloth and textile manufacturer Kings, not the royal family), a reclining Chris was thumbing through the latest issue of Business Standards- How to Get on Top. He’d just come back from an early morning session with his accountant, covering meticulously the details of the family business’s profits and losses, bonds, and assets. Chris’s head hurt from all the numbers. He wondered how his father could go through all the taxing mathematics every day without being drained of energy. He reached out and took a sip of his orange juice, which for your information was from concentrate as he couldn’t stand the pith otherwise. 

He was 24 years old, and being the only heir of the family meant that he was both the eldest and youngest child. This was strong evidence that he should help his father in the family business, Wear Like a King, and his name too would grow and shine. So that’s what he did. He had started working in the company and sure enough, a few months later, on the splendid cover of Business Standards was a grinning Christopher King, with the title: The Prince of This Country’s Booming Fashion Industry. ‘Prince’ because of course Chris was the son of Mark King, otherwise Chris’s surname was still ‘King’. Now, in the issue that was in Chris’s hand, you could see Chris standing side by side with his father, both smiling and delighted about their company’s progress. The title read this time: Outfits FIT For a King! Are You Wearing the Kings’ Clothes?

Chris sighed; he was more than happy that he could help his family in their industry and that their cloth and textiles work was doing better than ever. But sometimes, he wished that he could take a step back and work a bit... less. He was tired, that was all. He really needed to sleep. 
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