Reading Age: 9-16

This book is dedicated to anyone who wants to

follow their dreams, written with an intent to brighten up their day a little, and fill
their minds with HOPE.

The Samosas of Chemaaloaa hope you enjoy this book as much as we did creating it.

[ Prologue ]
The racket whistled through the air. She was playing in the Australian Open and the crowds were roaring. Adrenaline pumped through her
veins and sweat glistened on her face. She could taste the victory already; she could imagine lifting that gold trophy high above her head in
triumph. Her dark eyes held an undefinable sparkle, the joy radiating from her face, emblematic of the sun overhead.
As she hit the ball, she felt powerful, in control, as if she decided her own destiny. Tennis was her life, her dreams, her all. Everything she was.
She knew that, if she had tennis, she could be content.

"Lucy Wu, come here right now."
He stood looming at the edge of the court. His overbearing shadow blocked out any trace of the sun behind him. His brows formed a cruel line
above his steely eyes, which gleamed with grave intent. Her FATHER.

beauty and grace

"Little princesses shouldn't be wasting their time playing sport! Your job is to be an image of
, for society to look on and
admire. You too easily get caught up in frivolous pursuits, it's time you learned your role in society. From now on, you are not allowed to play
tennis."
Her father's gravelly undertone pierced through the sanctuary of her thoughts and the gravity of his words let reality to flood back into her
mind, like a crack in a dam wall, disrupting the serenity. She wasn't a professional tennis player. She wasn't playing in the Australian Open. She
was a princess. And princesses were expected to be pretty, play with dolls and smile at grown-ups. To be seen and not heard. Just to be a
pretty face.
The ball dropped onto the court, rolling to a stop on the ground. Her racket fell to the ground. Its thud echoed with finality. Lucy closed her
eyes and turned to her father, her posture instantly straightening as her body remembered years of royal etiquette lessons.
His face was set in a stony expression, glaring unblinkingly at her. It was over.
" Your mother and I have tolerated this sort of behaviour for long enough. You are 11 years old now." His threatening tone was like a sharp
knife, dangerous enough to hurt her if she moved a step in the wrong direction.
Lucy's voice quivered as she spoke. "Yes, Father. I understand."
Her fingers were already twitching in longing at the absence of the racket, which lay abandoned on the court. As she looked at her father, she
desperately willed the tears not to fall. Conceal, don't feel.
Her father's stoniness softened, turning to a gentle, paternal expression.

"Lucy, honey. You know that your mother and I do what we do for you. We knew you might be disappointed, so your mother told me to give
you this."
His broad hand unclasped slowly to reveal a

plush rabbit, precious and dainty. Lucy stared, suddenly transfixed by its impossibly

velvety fur, and glistening button eyes. One long floppy ear bent at an angle. His nose was rose pink, his tail a cotton candy cloud. He lay
in wait in my father's palm, begging to be loved and cared for. She reached out to brush it with her fingers.
"The aim is to learn how to

, how to be a lady, and ultimately, to prepare you for your future as a maternal figure."

"Thank you, Father." Dropping into a wobbly curtsy and tucking the rabbit under one arm, she darted away.
And then she was crying harder than she ever had in her life, sobbing with so much force that she thought she might break. Her father had said
she could NEVER play tennis again, and when her father ordered something, it happened. Lucy clenched her fists together, the

relentless stream of tears blurring her vision. She cried, a lifetime of reprimands echoing in her head. She wasn’t the princess everyone
wanted her to be. Never good enough, never ladylike, not worthy of being a princess.

In search of comfort, she clutched the rabbit. When she finally reached her room, she flung herself onto her bed, longing for the warmth to
wash over. But the comfort never came.
When she had finally gathered her thoughts, she stood up and found a marker. On the tag of her rabbit, she scrawled ‘Serena Williams’ in her
best neat writing. Serena was Lucy’s idol. She would do anything to play tennis like Serena. She looked over her shoulder fearfully for her
parents. She couldn't risk it. She rectified the label.
“Sir Williams. That’s your new name,” Lucy declared to the rabbit. In the glint of the sunlight through the curtains, Sir Williams seemed to wink
at her. Lucy smiled.

[ Chapter 1 ]
Lucy sighed, and leaned out the window. She let the cool, summer breeze sweep her dark, glossy hair across her face, temporarily blocking
her view of the beautiful, vast expanse of mountains in the distance. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught a glimpse of a small girl
hitting a ball against the wall of the stable, with a worn tennis racket in her hand. After watching her lonelily play by herself, Lucy made up her
mind to go down and talk to the little girl. She rushed down the stairs, almost tripping over her own feet, and grabbed her old tennis racket
while shoving her timeworn tennis shoes on, then ran to the stables. When she got there, she was out of breath. She turned around the
corner, and sure enough, the girl was still there. Lucy cleared her throat and smoothed out her dress. After all, she was a
appearing in front of a loyal subject looking like she did would have been quite humiliating for both of them.

princess, and

“Hi!” Lucy approached the girl with a small wave. The girl jumped back and immediately lowered her face. No one would dare look the

princess in the eye.
“Hey, don’t be scared of me! I’m just a regular girl, like you! What’s your name?” Lucy tried to reassure the little girl, who was cowering against
the stable wall.
“L...L…Liv…Your Highness…” the girl stammered.
“Well, hello Liv! And just call me Lucy, really, I don’t like being called ‘Your Highness’. In fact, I don’t really like being

princess in general,

between you and me.” Lucy walked a little closer and offered her hand to Liv. Liv cautiously took it in her own, small hands.

“What’s it like being a

princess? I’ve always thought that having a crown would make me more important and valuable…my father never

praises me, even when I win tennis games or get good grades at school, just because I’m an ordinary girl. He loves my older brothers more,
since they carry our family name and I don’t. I so wish I was you…” Liv said.
“Liv, let me tell you something about being a

princess. We have no freedom. At all. Australia is a beautiful place, and there are so

many wonderful places to visit, and I’m sure you’ve been travelling?” Lucy inquired. Liv nodded.

Princesses may have crowns, but we have
no life. You’ve got a passion in life – tennis and school, but I have no passion! You’re so precious and you don’t have to be a princess to be
“Well, guess what, I haven’t been anywhere outside of a 5 kilometre radius from the castle.

valuable. Now enough of this. Since I’ve got the whole day off, how about I teach you some cool tennis tricks that I have up my sleeve?” Lucy
offered.

For the rest of the day, Lucy took Liv to the

royal

tennis courts, after begging the guards to let them play together. She taught her new
friend fun tennis tricks and tips, and although they played for almost three hours, Liv told Lucy that it felt like 5 minutes. They skipped their

way back to the

castle, and after another round of begging, the palace guards reluctantly let Liv in. Lucy took her to her own room, and let

her sit on the bed.

“Oh! I’ve got an amazing idea! Look here, I have this massive closet overflowing with all my old dresses and gowns! Do you want to
play dress-up?” Lucy asked.
“Really? That would be a dream come true!” Liv jumped up and down, excited.
For another three hours, Liv and Lucy played a game of dress-ups. Liv tried on all of Lucy’s old clothes, and even got to take home her
favourite ones. After they finished packing up all the clothes, they both flopped onto Lucy’s bed, exhausted from their long day. Lucy decided
this was the right time to bring up her impending marriage with Liv, since she thought she would understand.

“Liv…well, I’m actually engaged to a man called Bartholomew, and I’m not looking forward to spending my entire life with him. I would love to marry
someone else. Someone who I know well, someone who isn’t 20 years older than me, someone who is attractive, someone who genuinely cares for me,

someone who I love. But, my father is too intent on gaining more

and status. I just wish that he could see that I don’t love him, and that I’m too

young to be a wife!” Lucy sighed and closed her eyes. Liv wiggled closer to Lucy.

king

“If you despise him that much, you should tell your father. I know he’s the
and all, and I guess you could get in trouble, but sometimes you need to
fight for what you believe and love, even if you get in trouble, because then you’ll be living a life that you didn’t control. Then you’ll really have no

passion in life. You told me that princesses don’t have passions. I don’t believe that for a second. I saw you playing tennis with me today, your

eyes lit up as soon as you started playing. I may be ten, but I think this is worth telling you. You’ll regret not speaking up later. Just think about it.” Liv said.

Lucy chuckled. “Very impressive Liv, you used my advice against me. And you’re really

wise for your age. I wish I was like you when I was younger. My

life would’ve been so much easier. I’ll think about it, but in the worst case, if my father still forces me to marry Bartholomew, then I guess you’re invited.
Anyhow, I’m sure your parents are worried sick about you. Let’s go home.” Lucy said.
“Actually, before you go, I have something for you. Whenever you look at it, remember
you can be.” Lucy handed Liv a stuffed rabbit. It was brown and a little bit worn. It
sleeves.

that you are special and you are as valuable as
wore a white gown with a hint of blue on its

“Thank you so much, I love it!” Liv said. Together, they walked to Liv’s house. Lucy stood at her front door and bid her farewell.
“See you again!” Lucy said.
“Bye!” Liv waved to Lucy.

[ Chapter 2 ]
She stared at her reflection, the fabric of her white slip dress flowing to the floor like a

waterfall. She adored its simplicity, the way she felt

so natural in it. No frills, no sparkles, just her. Her hair was pinned up in a messy bun, tendrils framing her sparkling, hopeful eyes. For a
fleeting moment in that church bridal room, she felt in control. And mere seconds after, reality gripped her.

"Sir Williams, I don't know what to do”, she confessed to her rabbit. “The last thing I want to do is marry that sorry excuse for a man. I don't
need some ‘knight in shining armour’ to marry me for me to be valuable. But everyone thinks I'm some hopeless lady in waiting. And what's
worse, Bartholomew is so awful. He treats me like an object. Disposable, replaceable, like
he owns me. I don't know what else to do. For some inexplicable reason, my parents are
fixated on him being my husband.” She paused, sighing. “At least once I'm married, maybe
I'll finally get a break from all the courting and dresses, all this superficial
nonsense."Bartholomew's voice boomed from across the door, dripping with
arrogance. "Luuuucyyyy? Sugarplum? I have a surprise for you!" She felt like gagging. He
stormed into the bridal room, and his face sunk as he stared at Lucy in awe.
“What on earth are you wearing, sweetheart?”
“Oh, please Bartholomew. Save the show for the altar.”
“What are you talking about?”
“We both know this isn’t about love, it’s about money and status. So don’t call me your
sweetheart. Don’t pretend to care – ”
She stopped, noticing he was still fixated on her slip dress. Don’t waste your breath, she
thought, realising that nothing she was saying was sinking in.
“Lucy, you’re a princess. You couldn’t possibly wear that to our wedding, it’s just… well,
frankly, it’s a fashion crisis.”
“And why is that?”

“It’s so bland, so plain. My family has been promised a beautiful, poised princess. You look like a pauper. Here, try this on.”
She stared in horror as he pulled the “surprise” from behind his back. She stared in disgust at the monstrous feathered tousles lining the hem.
Then the pink bows strung all over the skirt. Ruffles lined the sleeves and neckline, and the garment puffed out like a giant marshmallow.

“Isn’t it extravagant? It was about the cost of my property in Switzerland, but I’ll only have the best
for my wedding.”
“There's no way I'm wearing that.”
He stood

aghast for a moment, but retaliated immediately after.

affluence

“Lucy, I’m not asking. You will wear it, it’s a reflection of my
.”
“Bartholomew, I’m not your doll to dress up and show off!”
“I’d have thought your father would have taught you to submit to your husband. All good princesses know to be seen, not heard.”
Lucy was livid. She marched halfway out of the door before she felt Bartholomew’s cold hand snatch hers, pulling her back.
“There’s no way you could ever walk out of this marriage. Your father adores me, he constantly sings my praises.”
“Well, why don’t you go and marry him!”

[ Chapter 3 ]

Pushing past her open-mouthed, now ex-fiancé, Lucy flung the heavy, wooden doors open.
Lucy ran. Past her father’s glossy, black limousine. Past her adoring fans, eagerly awaiting her grand entrance in her

wedding gown

.

Past the tennis courts, the only place she felt she had almost belonged.
Her hair spilled out of its immaculate glossy wave to fall into a mess of strands, framing her face in disordered disarray. She didn’t care
anymore. She just ran.
No, she would never be free. Never able to what she wanted. Always imprisoned under the burden of everyone’s expectations, chaining her to
her golden throne. All because she was a

princess

.

She stopped, her chest heaving, eyes burning.

Empty. Each day, dragging herself from her bed, painting a smile on her face. Back straight, legs crossed, hands folded neatly in her lap. To
keep her face a blank canvas, to smile politely no matter what they said to her. To turn a blind eye to the words they said about her even
though she knew that they meant it. Their words that said she was unworthy, untalented, useless and undeserving of being a

princess. The

words stung, they slashed and tore in her very identity because in some part of her, she agreed.
But she would just smile and smile. And at some point pretending became her reality.
She would do it for her people, for her country and for her father. To finally be proud of her. But behind her hollow façade, she wanted
nothing more than to just stop. She longed for just a breath of

freedom, to allow herself to say whatever came to her mind, to laugh at

bad jokes and to be normal. To cry. To break down, sobbing, and never be called “insane” and “unworthy” because of it. To
scream and shout at the unfairness of everything. But she was a princess and princesses would never show weakness.

Sinking to the ground, a warm tear slipped out beneath her closed eyelids to meander down her cheeks. Hunched over, clutching her knees,

she opened her mouth in a silent

re a

sc

m

.

perfect fairy tale story, a perfect dress and perfect Prince
Charming to save her. No, she was done with being perfect. She was done.
She had never asked for this responsibility. For a

She felt a warm hand on hers, slight arms embracing her. They rubbed circles on her back, gentle fingers carefully untangling her curls.
Gazing up at Liv, she quickly rubbed her eyes, her

polite smile naturally forming on her lips again.

But Liv glared at her instead, narrowing her eyes at her.
“Don’t hide yourself. Don’t you remember everything that you told me? That I could do anything, be anything, do whatever I wanted

to do. ” Liv’s steady gaze held hers for what seemed like forever. Her words seemed to be barely a whisper, so fragile and soft that they
felt closer to a thought.
Lucy had never thought of the possibility that she could do anything but her roles as a princess. But perhaps Lucy could too try a little harder
just for her dreams. Just like the small girl in front of her with an endless heart and expansive dreams shining like bright
she could be able to do what she finally wanted to. To defy stereotypes, to speak up and finally be

free.

stars. Then

“Here, take this,” Liv thrust something soft into her arms.
It was her precious rabbit, the one with a patch on its leg, its ear worn and soft from constant rubbing. She brushed her fingertips onto its
fur, now riddled with finger holes and slightly out of shape. Lucy gazed down at Liv, Liv’s fingers still unconsciously caressing its ear. Lucy

smiled, a shy upturning of lips to stretch across her face, crinkling eyes. A warm glow emanated from her chest, something that she had

forgotten for so long.

“You keep it. You have given me something far more valuable”.

Liv had helped her in ways she couldn’t possibly imagine and this was just something Lucy could do in return. She couldn’t have thought
of a better way of using her useless inheritance money than to give Liv the best tennis coach in Sydney.
Liv was drenched in sweat, muscles burning and yet her eyes blazed with determination. She swung the racquet, the
grip firm under her hands. The solid crack of the tennis ball against the racquet resounded throughout the court. Through her focus, she heard
her coach shouting encouragement and advice.

Liv’s eyes blazed, brow furrowing in concentration. Muscles trembling and yet she kept going. Shoes scuffing along the ground, face flushed
pink.
Something came alive when she played, a fire alight in her soul.

Gazing at Liv, she smiled. Liv was the very embodiment of infinite possibilities and freedom. In her, Lucy could see a myriad of dreams
glowing softly like dazzling jewels, and the resolve to make them a reality. Liv was strong in ways that no one ever knew.
Yes, Liv would go far.

[ Epilogue ]
“Now for the main event, the Grand Final of the Australian Open. From Australia, we have the newcomer Oliva Johnson. And from Japan, the
experienced Naomi Osaka”.
Lucy sat on the edge of her seat, anxiously waiting for the match to begin. She couldn’t believe that Liv was playing. The whole Australian
community had been waiting for this game, but nobody more than Lucy. She had known her from the beginning, sat through the tears, the
joyous and miserable. She had seen it all. Liv had been there for her when she needed it, and now she was ready to be there for Liv, no matter
what the result was.
The camera zoomed in on Liv’s face, the hair she once wore in small pigtails now scooped up into a brown ponytail, flicking back and forth in
the wind. Her face was mature, but her eyes shone with the same glimmer of hope she had seen all those years ago. Those eyes were focused,
motivated and set on the ball. This game was a once in a lifetime game, and the odds were stacked against her. They both knew it was now or
never.
Liv stood at the baseline of the court, millions of eager eyes watching her every move as she prepared her serve. The noises of chatter,
popcorn and shuffling dimmed in her ears as the match began, and the only sound she could hear was the thump of the ball on the ground.
She served, and the crowd roared as it sailed over the net to her opponent.

Unphased by the screams and cheers, Liv only focus was hitting the ball with power and accuracy. She focused all her attention on the bright
yellow ball.
Her opponent hit a particularly fast shot, cutting through the air at breakneck speed. She got flustered for a moment, the reality of the game
catching her off guard. Her crosscourt shot hit the corner, and she knew she had no chance at returning it.
“Love, 15.”
She had to concentrate. She knew she had the potential to win, all she needed to do was focus on the game. The game. The game of her life.
The game that determined –
The ball flew past her once again.
“Love, 30.”
Liv looked back at her coach. He stared at her, willing her to keep going. Sitting next to him was Sir. Williams. She smiled. Just looking at the
toy reminded her of the joy she found in playing tennis. Reminded her of Lucy. A burst of energy shot through her, and she was ready to
succeed. She would do this for Lucy.
“15, 30.”
First point. She could do this.
“30 all.”
They were even. It was now or never.
“40, 30.”
This rally, all of Naomi’s shot hurtled towards her. Summoning all the power she could, Liv returned a shot with all her might. Naomi jerked
towards the ball, but her racket just missed the ball.
“Game Johnson.”

Pride surged through her body, sustaining her for the rest of the match. Every time she felt weak, she looked to Sir Williams for hope. She
pushed through the games, winning shot after shot.
And soon enough, it was match point to her. All her work had amounted to this moment. She took a deep breath, worked through her serve
routine, before sending the ball flying to her opponent. Liv’s strength was too overpowering, resulting in an ace. The crowd leapt to life and
sung with pride for their Australian champion.
It was amazing, Olivia Johnson had won and was now the Grand Final winner. The training had paid off. Lucy watched from her room, a
feeling of complete happiness and pride filling her.

“So, Olivia Johnson, the odds were against you, but you fought hard and look at the result! So how in the world did you do it?”
“I just trained hard and believed in myself. The magic is in the practice. I’d like to thank my coach for helping me to persist even when I was
tired or unmotivated. He taught me almost everything I know."
“That’s amazing Olivia. So, for your young fans out there, do you have any advice?”
“Follow your dreams, no matter what people try and shape you to be. One of my good friends and role models Lucy Wu once told me that you
don’t have to be what society tells you to be. Your value is decided by you alone, so be what you want to be.”
“Wow, Lucy seems like a really inspirational figure in your life. Tell us some more about her.”
“Well she gave me this rabbit, Sir. Williams and whenever I feel upset, or I can’t get any better, I look at it and I remind myself why I play
tennis, and it’s because I love it. I just want to say a special thanks to you, Lucy.”
A warm feeling grew in Lucy’s heart as she looked at the scruffy brown rabbit that was once her own. A toy meant to symbolise her role, to be
the perfect princess that everyone wanted her to be. Now a symbol of success and following your dreams. A lone tear fell down her cheek.
But unlike the tears of pain and frustration that she cried as a young girl, Lucy finally cried a tear of sheer joy.
A tear rolled down her cheek. She was finally happy.

A powerful,

hidden message is concealed inside this book, that only those with the hope in their mind can see. A woman experiences the hardship of

her role as a Princess but sacrifices her own knowledge to educate a young and naïve little girl by the name of Liv. Liv dreams to be a Princess when
she is older, but what happens when she meets one in real life and discovers the

true meaning to be royalty?

