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Blurb

 


His music inspired her to live again. His
heart inspired her to love again.

 


After losing her husband to a fatal heart
condition, Her Serene Highness Julianna DeWinters falls into a
depression. She lives her life on auto pilot, making preparations
and setting things in order for her country but not for herself.
Assisted by her in-laws on an evening visit to a classical concert,
Julianna hears the most beautiful sound that awakens her to life
once again. The violinist’s passion through his music not only
livens her will but also her heart as she finds the ability to
love. If she allows herself the possibility...

 


Andrew Graham never settled down and loved
again after losing the love of his life. Throwing himself into his
music, he fuels his passion through the strings of his violin. Once
he stops in Welshire to play for the royal family, a beautiful
princess captures his interest and his heart. Soon he finds himself
on the edge of a romance that will test his ability to trust and
love once again.

 


Voice of Abandon or, The Princess and the
Violinist is a sweet, classical novella that proves life and love
can begin after loss. Especially when you least expect it.

 


 


Dedication

 


This book is dedicated to all those who have
lost a loved one.

 


 



Chapter 1
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“Don’t let the light go out of your heart.
Don’t stop living. Promise me that.”

His deep, British-accented voice always came
back to her in the small moments she stole to herself. Even now she
could hear her own voice breaking into the silence of the hospital
where they had spent their last nights together.

“I promise.”

Her Serene Highness Princess Julianna
DeWinters looked out of the boudoir window of the second floor of
her castle. Raindrops dented the windowsill as the deluge started
again.

The 18th century walls of the Welshire castle
had been no comfort to her for the past few days. The high
tapestries of blue and gold lining, enriched with threaded
imitations of classic paintings around the cream and dark wood
walls was her home for the duration of her marriage. Rich with
history, the house boasted stories of Kings and Queens who have
come through these doors to trade equal interest of sport and
country. Many hands shook in deals that often, with a single word
or wave of a hand, begat the start of war. Whether through an
skirmish themselves or a fatal alliance with an intended friend’s
foe.

Julianna always felt comfortable here. She
was proud of her husband’s history and bloodlines that she now
shared. Years ago, they made plans to pass it all on to their
children who would share her own history and culture as well as
his. But now the crème lined enclosed walls served as a distant
reminder that she was alone. To anyone else on the outside she
would be a black American designer who had met and married a prince
from a small European country called Welshire. She had been afraid
to meet his family who she was sure had expected someone much
different and of higher standing than she. But it had been a smooth
transition and even her own parents were excited, albeit nervous,
at the news of their twenty-eight-year-old daughter moving abroad.
She still wasn’t used to the press and was happy that Frederick
enjoyed a quiet uneventful life with her aside from keeping the
country in order. After her duties during the day, she would wait
for him.

The grimace that formed in the middle of his
smooth brow upon his handsome regal face would always tell of the
decisions he had to make for the family business. He would sit on
the bed with a soft grunt, his wide shoulders somewhat bent in
thought and stress. Julianna would immediately dig her fingers into
his shoulders and back, easing the tension away with a soft kiss to
his neck.

“Did anyone tell you that you’re the best
wife I ever had?” he had said one time.

She had leaned over his shoulder, noting the
slight turn of his head toward her and the half smirk that he knew
got a curious rise out of her. “I hope not because I’m the only
wife you ever had,” she said half jokingly.

His large, lithe build would twist, catching
her as she moved forward so that she fell over his lap with a gasp.
“That’s why you’re the best wife I ever had,” he said deeply,
leaning over her.

His lips were soft and warm as they had
always been. Despite living in the cold climate he always managed
to feel warm, welcoming and tender.

Julianna placed her fingertips against her
lips, tingling as if he had just given her one of those warm
kisses. The sound of voices downstairs made her pull back the thin
gossamer curtains to see the car waiting downstairs. She spotted
the large shiny casket gently being placed in the back of the
vintage Hurst to ready the funeral ceremony that would commence in
a few hours. The road lay ahead, as if an invitation sat suspended
within its open shade. A part of her wanted to shed this pristine
royal disposition she had adopted once they married. Instead she
wanted to run across the lands barefoot and free and just let the
Earth take over her body as it may.

She was alone now. A widow who had lost the
love of her life to a heart disease the doctors couldn’t cure. She
was now a loner in a land where she had gained royalty by way of
marriage, a black woman who had become the first to take a noble
crown of a European princess in this line. Now she had to bury her
husband and await news of the new rulership.

Julianna suppressed the urge to leave and
took a deep breath to clear her head. Today she made sure to wear
her best black dress. Comfortable satin. It served its purpose
well.

“Your Highness.” She turned to her
lady-in-waiting. Julianna dabbed at her eyes that she was sure was
already stained with redness from the hot empty tears.

“Yes?”

“We are ready for you.”

With a nod, she lifted her dress slightly to
step across the floor. The walls that she had felt so comfortable
in all these years turned into enclosures of a shelter that felt
like it belonged to someone else. No longer did it feel like the
home she and Frederick had made for themselves. Perhaps it was just
Frederick’s arms that formed her true shelter.

Arms that she would never feel around her
again.

The 50s Roadster waited outside—Frederick’s
favorite car—that matched his parents. As she descended the stairs,
Julianna saw her mother-in-law, Her Serene Highness Princess Marie
Caroline sitting next to her daughter, Tiana. The older
sophisticated woman wore her elegance like the designer dresses she
was so known for. Her long silky grey hair was pulled back in an
intricate tie, allowing the strands to cascade down her back. This
morning she wore a vintage black Yves St. Laurent tailored designer
suit and overcoat looking the epitome of the golden days of
cinema.

Tiana’s silky blonde main was wrapped against
her crown. Her thin build was draped in a simple black dress. On
any other person it would be a low key style. But Tiana’s elegance
caught the eye of any fashionista and designers would surely be
lining up to take note of a new spin on the style. It was one thing
Julianna still took pride in. Her sister-in-law was ecstatic when
Frederick brought her home and told his family how she studied
fashion. Tiana wanted original designs right away, chatting
excitedly about how proud she would be to wear Julianna’s beautiful
creations.

Julianna still found comfort in designing her
own clothes, even though any designer would be eager for her to
wear their designs. There was something deep down that still called
to her to create. She had a feeling it would be calling her even
more after Frederick’s passing.

Once she saw Julianna exit the palace, Tiana
immediately rushed over and linked their arms.

“I was just coming up to see you, dear
sister,” she said. Her brow furrowed in worry. “The men will take
the front car and we’ll follow behind. Are you ready?”

Julianna nodded, not sure what else to say.
Instead, she smiled as best she could. From the pursing of Tiana’s
lips, her best wasn’t much. Her sister-in-law rubbed her hand and
flashed her a look that said it was the least she could do.

Silently they piled into the backseat of the
waiting Roadster, sitting in stillness except for the pitter patter
of the rain and the car’s roaring engine along the grass road.

“Frederick wouldn’t like it raining on his
day,” Marie Caroline said, fixing her gloves over pale, aged hands.
“I wish it would let up soon.”

“I’m sure it will,” Tiana said. The ruffle of
her dress brushed against the her seat as she shifted. “Frederick
wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Julianna stared out the window as the
Roadster exited through the gate. She watched the drops hit the
window in sheets. The castle, a remnant of the memories, slowly
disappeared in the distance as they drove further and further
away.

“It won’t,” Julianna said softly. “The
weatherman said it’s supposed to continue all week.”

“Unfortunate.”

The ladies fell into silence once again. The
already dreary day felt even grimmer as soon as they pulled up to
the family plot. Outside, the mortuary was already lined with
flowers, pictures and mementos filling up less than a hundred feet.
Guards of the palace were already in place, holding back a group of
people standing outside to grieve and give condolences for the late
Prince Frederick of Welshire.

Camera flashes went off in succession as the
Roadster car made its way behind the funeral procession. Julianna
spotted the line of reporters ready to catch a glimpse of her. She
would be ready for them, she told herself as she took a deep
breath. She exhaled, feeling Marie Caroline’s hand on her arm.

Julianna turned to the older woman who warmed
her with a smile. “Go with your heart, Julianna. These people are
here for you.”

Tiana’s smile and nod reassured Marie
Caroline’s words.

The Roadster came to a halt. The driver
climbed out and in one smooth movement, pivoted and pulled the back
door open. Julianna slowly stepped out. Her pumps clicked against
the cemented ground as she forced herself to her feet. An energy
like no other immediately filled the area with the rush of voices.
The strain of all of their eyes watching nearly crippled her. She
was used to this type of show. She had come to expect it, even
revel in it at times. As a girl she was like any other, dreaming of
what it would be like to be a princess. And here she was without
her prince.

Julianna kept her eyes ahead and forced
herself to continue along the green grass. She was here to do a
duty and follow through with it. Despite everything that had
happened, she was the strength of a nation often anchoring
Frederick whenever he needed it. Even now she could still feel his
large, warm hand over hers. His masculine fingers intermingling
with hers and the warm smile he shared to assure her everything was
fine because they were together.

Julianna peered over at the blown up framed
portrait of Frederick, imagining he was standing there right next
to her. She could still sense his presence surrounding her as if he
never left. She could almost feel the silk of his hair between her
fingers, the deep voice with a hint of a refined London accent off
the tip of his tongue. His pictorial handsome smile touched her
even then.

“What’s in your heart is what will be,” he
always told her. No matter the desires she had, if she wanted it
bad enough and if she put her mind to it, she would have it.
Frederick was always the first to remind her. Right now all she
wanted was him.

Julianna heard the sniffles, cries and sobs,
but there was nothing left within her anymore. Nothing at all to
alleviate her release.

“He was such a good man.”

“He died too young.”

She knew the words would haunt her that
evening. The night would feel lonelier than ever before as she
resisted going to bed, knowing the emptiness would likely swallow
her whole. For now, she would take this time to say goodbye to the
man who would always have her heart.
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Music. The universal tongue. Andrew knew the
power of sound since he was a child prodigy hearing the lyrical
pulse beats of Beethoven, the choppy staccato of Vivaldi and the
symphonic styling of Rachmaninoff to name a few.

His left hand danced across the delicate
strings, tapping and caressing the notes while his right ran the
bow on a succession of powerful strokes. Each seat of the theatre
was filled; top to bottom, side to side on each level. A full
orchestra of strings, woodwinds, brass and percussion filled the
hall with a soundtrack that transported the listeners into another
world particular to each individual.

Even he was transported, despite the music he
produced from the carefully crafted string instrument. His body
moved with the voice of the violin but he had no control of his
hands as he usually did when playing. Perhaps he was taken to a
time back when the composer created the piece on a single sheet of
vellum with a leaky ink tipped pen. His ink stained hands poured
onto the paper in the form of notes. A story of what he was feeling
for a love long forgotten and perhaps lost within the pages of
history.

For those few moments the world slipped away
like a dream upon awakening.

Perhaps that’s what he would liken it to. A
dream. It was the closest interpretation he could put into words to
describe this feeling.

No matter how many times he played before a
crowd, he always felt the strength of the room coursing through his
veins. The energy of the music fueling him to pick up the strings
and create a voice that told a story through song. Once he began,
it was as if the Earth slipped away and he was flying on the wings
of a song. It was a feeling he craved more and more.

As he took a final bow, he retreated to the
back of the stage and took a breath.

The chorus of applause extended all the way
to the backstage as he gathered himself among the well dressed
stage hands and performers of the philharmonic.

“Mr. Graham…”

Andrew turned at the sound of his name. A
young intern with a mic attached to her ear and a green jewel-toned
evening gown draped over her thin frame handed him a towel with her
free hand.

“Oh!” Gently he handed his violin to an older
gentleman whom he didn’t notice had rushed to his side. “Thank you
very much.”

He was rapidly approaching forty but his
youthful appearance and dedication made him forget all the years he
had been playing.

Even after all the concerts he played at
different venues, Andrew couldn’t quite get used to being doted on.
The quiet nature of his disposition at times clashed with the need
to come into the light of day and perform. Yet he always felt more
than willing to accommodate his listeners.

“Thank you, Maurice,” he said to the older
gentlemen.

Andrew patted his forehead with the towel and
marveled as he realized how much perspiration he drew. Despite the
mess he felt, the young assistant, Grace as he recalled her name
just then, looked upon him with large doe eyes as her frail hands
gripped the clipboard in her hand.

He flashed a warm smile as he handed the
towel back to her. “I’ll never get used to the lights, I’m
sure.”

“I’d be shocked myself if I had to go out
there in front of all those people. I don’t know how you do it so
calmly every time.”

He turned to the closed curtain and listened
to the shuffling of instruments and the orchestra as they prepared
for the next set. “I don’t know either.” He couldn’t remember
standing out there moments ago. It was as if time had vanished in
between his disappearance and reappearance behind the curtain.

After a moment of silence, Grace finally
shifted and smiled nervously. “Well, I’ll go get you a glass of
water before you start your next set.”

“I appreciate that.” Andrew couldn’t help
watching her put an extra sway in her step as she walked off to get
the glass. Her slender frame slinked back and forth, swishing the
green grown she wore. A juxtaposition of sorts, he surmised. It had
been a long time since he acknowledged the attention from a woman.
He brushed back his sandy brown mane and shifted his weight from
one foot to the other. No woman has captured his heart since he
lost his childhood sweetheart long ago. No one seemed to fill the
void and nothing brought that feeling back more than the moment he
stepped out to play a set of classical pieces. He wasn’t himself
anymore and he wasn’t of this time. The music was an escape that
allowed him to free himself and for that he would forever hold on
to it.

He pushed the thoughts aside as he gratefully
received the glass of water to wet his parched throat.

“Are you ready to go back out?” Grace asked,
her blue eyes sparkling.

“Always,” Andrew said. He handed her the
empty glass and turned to take hold of his violin. He felt the
familiar rise of his blood pumping as the crowd gave applause as
the orchestra finished tuning their instruments.

Andrew took a deep breath and waited for the
ovation to even out before he continued toward the stage once
again.


Chapter 2
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March 31st

 


I’m quite proud of myself. It’s been two
months and I’m finally feeling like I can function again. Each day
felt like it had its own bearings to cross. I finally finished
packing without shedding a single tear. I thought I was finally
ready to move on and return home but the idea of it only brought
memories of how we met at Times Square during a botched meeting of
schedules. I never believed in love at first sight but, like many
things I had come to learn over the years, you brought my belief to
the forefront. For that and so many things, I thank you and will be
forever thankful. To you, my love. May sunlight shine upon your
lovely face.

 


Your love,

 


Julianna

 


“Leaving?” Tiana stared back at Julianna with
wide blue eyes. She immediately dropped her butter-topped muffin on
the clean white porcelain plate before her. Gently she shook her
head side to side. “Surely, you mean on holiday?”

Julianna cleared her throat and smoothed the invisible wrinkles of
her grey suit. She peered down at the untouched breakfast of eggs,
muffin and pastries. Her tea was already cold and she found herself
missing the heat vapors that once curled from the liquid.

“Not a holiday,” she said, her voice thin. “I
think it’d be best if I return home to New York. Maybe pick up
design once again. I thought about trying my hand at painting. I
always beat myself up over every stroke I missed.” She chuckled a
little, perhaps out of nervousness more than anything. “Frederick
said it was beautiful because my heart was in it and that’s what
mattered.”

Tiana shifted nervously in her chair and
pushed back a stray blonde strand behind her ear. Her gaze remained
on Julianna as she leaned in and placed her pale hand over her
sister-in-law’s dark hand. Julianna smiled at the contrast and
thought of how warm Tiana was to her despite Julianna being of a
different race and background than that of Frederick’s noble
upbringing. She was an African-American artist from America and he
was a European royal with a family that reached back for centuries.
Paintings of his ancestors that previously held the crown sat on
the walls of the Welshire castle display rooms. Her new parents in
law were surprised when they met, as she could tell from their
faces, but soon they gave her a warm reception and a beautiful
wedding she would never forget.

“Have you spoken to mother about it?” Tiana
asked.

“Not yet, but I believe she already senses
it.”

“You are family, Julianna. You’ve been family
since you married Frederick and you will be forever. Besides,
Adrianna would never forgive me for letting her Godmother move
away.”

Julianna smiled at the sound of her
Goddaughter’s name. “How is my little angel?”

“Very well. She’s with the nanny for the time
being but will be back in a few hours. She will miss you, you
know.”

“Of course. I’ll definitely miss her. But I
don’t really belong here, Tiana. Not anymore.” Julianna looked
around the bright green grass lawn that decorated the large
backyard behind the castle. The area filtered into the large
backwoods with tall trees that served as a course for tennis,
badminton and croquet among other sports.

“Well, you know I won’t stop you but I do
hope you will stay long enough for the concert. The philharmonic is
holding an end of the year concert with special guest violinist
Andrew Graham.”

Julianna tried to ignore the sour feeling at
the pit of her stomach. “Without Frederick, it would feel
strange.”

“He wouldn’t want you to put your life on
hold for him.”

“Tiana…”

“I know my brother.”

Tiana’s firm voice was final. Reluctantly,
Julianna nodded and gave in.

“I guess we’ll have to find something to
wear.”

“Already done.”

 


[image: tmp_1d0554968ee51f3957496ce807338658_kqBnBD_html_mf0b57af.png]

 


Julianna ran a list of preparations to start
on her trip back home. It would be a nice change of scenery and she
could pick up some of her continued studies in fashion. Perhaps
teach a bit. The thought kept crossing her mind and she continued
to have ideas for new clothes to sketch out. Still, she couldn’t
bring herself to sit down and create. It was as if the touch of a
pencil would eradicate all thought and she would go blank. Instead
she would think about how inspired she was by Frederick’s pride in
how he watched her show off her work. Then she would lose the
feeling altogether.

Perhaps another day, she told herself. And
then another. And then another. And the days would go on in
repeated succession. She began to think about the things she would
need to finalize in Welshire when she stopped in her room. A large
clothing box sat across the clean white sheets. A box she was sure
wasn’t there when she left.

“Well, who could’ve—” Her words trailed into
the air as she went to pick it up. The box was light in her hands
and she shook it a little to hear slight ruffling inside. Finally
she placed it down and dug in. Inside she found a dark red jeweled
gown that fell off the shoulder with a thin matching silk shroud to
go with it. It was a traditional evening gown that contrasted
against her rich brown skin like fire upon velvet. It was like a
ballgown that fit in the tradition of the royal family. Tonight was
the first time in awhile Julianna felt like a true princess of the
royal court of Welshire since Frederick’s death.

A limo waited downstairs when Julianna met
her family. Frederick DeWinters Sr. escorted Marie Caroline as she
held onto his arm and they walked with their heads held high like a
true king and queen of their country. Tiana was escorted by her
husband, Baron Anthony Freeman, and at the front door, Frederick’s
older brother Phillip looked up at Julianna with a smile on his
handsome face. Like the other men in his family, he wore a dark
tuxedo with a crisp white shirt and matching scarf and gloves. He
held out his arm and she was relieved to feel his strong muscles
hold her up.

“I couldn’t let my sister-in-law visit the
symphony without an escort,” he said smiling widely.

“I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this,
Phillip,” Julianna said taking his arm.

“Frederick would have my hide if I didn’t
offer.” He chuckled softly. In a moment he sobered. His blue eyes
cleared and his thin lips formed a straight line. “There’s
something I’ve been meaning to speak with you about. Tiana told me
you were thinking of returning to New York. I think we’d all like
you to stay but it is your choice.

Julianna smiled. “Thank you, Phillip. It’s
still something I’m weighing my options over.”

“Good.” He stood a little straighter. “I just
want you to know that we will always be here for you. And if you
need anything, I’m always here.”

Julianna opened her mouth to speak although
she wasn’t sure what to say. The gleam in his eyes and the soft
boyish gaze reminded her so much of Frederick. A sting went to her
heart and she was thankful when he placed his hand over hers.

“Shall we?” He led her to their limo and
helped her climb in.

Julianna was grateful for the constant
chatter about the symphony’s visit. She lost herself in thought as
she watched the bright yellow street lights against the dark velvet
sky. The area was abuzz with cars rushing toward the downtown
streets where the symphony hall was located. Although their country
was quite small, tucked in the mainlands of Europe, it was a
prosperous, wealthy land that had its share of great artists from
inland and visiting around the world.

Julianna had to admit, she would miss
Welshire if she were to leave. New York was a sprawling, wide,
ambitious, boisterous city compared to her new home. Yet it was
very much alive with her love of art. It had always been home, but
even the Big Apple had to battle with her love of Europe.

“Ah, here we are.” Marie Caroline’s voice
brought her back to the present as the limo turned to the back
entrance to avoid the flashing cameras.

Julianna felt her nerves spring to life once
she realized the amount of cameras, newshounds and media that would
be circling the area. She and Frederick were never one to be in the
public eye for long although it was necessary.

“Don’t worry, dear.” She looked up into Marie
Caroline’s aged eyes sparkling with warmth. “We’ll all be here
together.”

She held onto Phillip’s arm, perhaps a little
harder than she had wished. The family was escorted to the top
balcony where their seating sat high above the symphony hall. No
matter how many times she visited it, the hall always made her
catch her breath. The deep red curtains matched the chocolate
browns, deep mocha and silver trimmings and dark purple ribbons
folded along the stage. A seat of applause welcomed the royal
family of Welshire as they took their place high over the hall.
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“Five minutes.”

Andrew nodded toward the committee dashing
around the backstage. The hands were buzzing for the royal family
that would be watching their performance tonight. He had to admit,
he was even excited himself. He took a quick peek earlier as he
moved from one part of the stage to the other to calm his nerves
and it was then he saw her. The beautiful woman draped in a deep
red dress. From here he could already tell her dark hair would be
soft in his fingers. For now she kept it pinned up with spare
strands falling around her warm heart shaped face. Her eyes. There
was something about her eyes displaying a distant sorrow that
placed a cloud over her beautiful presence. He had heard the Prince
of Welshire, Frederick, her husband, had passed away from a heart
attack. He was around Andrew’s age and he couldn’t imagine how the
family must be taking the loss. His heart went out to them and,
most of all, his widow Julianna.

This was the first time he would be playing
to a royal family and, of the times playing at live concerts, he
had a feeling this would be one to stay in his mind forever. For
tonight, he knew exactly who his melodies were for.

“Two minutes. You should ready yourself.”

Andrew straightened out his tuxedo and
cleared his throat. His heart nearly leapt out of his chest as the
room filled with soft murmurs in the French language about the
royal family. He closed his eyes, tuning out the exterior noise so
only the sound of his heartbeat remained. His hand gripped the neck
of his violin and the bow as his name was announced over the
stage.

Breathe in. Breathe out. Slowly.

Andrew opened his eyes and proceeded toward
the stage with a warm smile on his face.
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Julianna peered down at her program to skim
the compositions. The photograph of the violinist, Andrew Graham,
caught her eye right away. His soft features reminded her of a
romantic hero from a fairytale. Calm eyes and a thin smile welcomed
her. Disappointment set in her heart as the lights dimmed over the
hall. She set the program down in her lap and joined in applause as
the solo violinist and conductor took to the stage. Both took a bow
before each took their places to begin the set.

The conductor nodded to the violinist and
raised his wand to conduct the opening strings of Tchaikovsky’s
None But the Lonely Heart. Julianna’s heart stopped for but a
moment at the whimsical nature of the melody. The violinist stood,
his eyes closed, lost in the sounds of the song that took him away
from the present time.

Then it began.

The melodic high tones like that of a human
voice sang to her of a love saddened and darkened by loss. A
tragedy of lonesomeness. She found herself sitting forward and
listening closely as if the notes spoke to her. The violinist
closed his eyes until the last note was carried throughout the
hall. He took a bow between the next set and continued as Julianna
held her breath.

The spell continued with Frederic Chopin’s
Nocturne in C Sharp Minor.

The opening notes of the string set the mood
for the solo violin to step in. Once again, the voice spoke to her
as if she were the only one in the hall. It enticed her to step out
of her body and walk along the shores of the moonlight path.
Watching the violinist’s body move with every note, she couldn’t
help feeling the mimic consume her. Something was alive now. A fire
in her veins that once was an ember. They were connected in that
moment with each rise of the crescendo and fall to the low whisper
of notes. He reached out to her, exchanged his strength with her
weakness and ignited her.

A single tear fell from her eye and down her
cheek. It was as if something had awakened deep inside of her now
with the sound of the music. Her heart beat faster as the music
rose, speaking of a love that could never be tamed.

Her gloved hand gripped the seat as she
watched the violinist lost in his world of song. She was
transported away with him and they became one, the only two souls
left in the world.

As the last notes started low and rose to a
high, the strings ended the song with a soft epilogue of promise.
The violinist stroked the soft notes to a mellow high-pitched
end.

Julianna had to remind herself to breathe.
She joined in the applause as the violinist took his bow before
disappearing off stage.

Although the program was to continue for the
duration of the next two hours, Julianna had to hold her breath in
anticipation for the violinist’s return.
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“What a wonderful program!”

“Took my breath away!”

“What did you think, Julianna? Julianna?”

Julianna looked up once she realized her name
was called.

“My apologies, I didn’t realize…” She thought
it rude to say she wasn’t paying attention. Instead, she smiled and
took Phillip’s arm that he held out to her. “It was lovely,
yes.”

“We’re going to meet the violinist and
maestro in a few moments. They should be up here soon.”

She followed Phillip’s gaze to the scattered
crowd in the hall on the lower level. The citizens looked handsome
in their gowns and suits and couldn’t help smiling at the royal
family—her family— as they took their exits.

“Come. I think I hear them on their way.”
Phillip caressed Julianna’s hand on his arm and smiled warmly at
her.

She forced a smile but she had to wonder if
her nerves were apparent as her rapid heartbeat beneath her chest.
The last time she was this nervous meeting someone was with
Frederick on their first date in Central Park. Had this passionate
musician sparked a renewed interest deep within her? Why did she
feel this way meeting him?

An older gentleman in a black suit entered
the balcony hall with a large smile on his face. He promptly bowed
and then waited as each of the family was addressed. His Serene
Highness King Frederick DeWinters and his wife, her Serene Highness
Queen Marie Caroline Josef DeWinters. Then Prince Phillip, Duke
Freeman, Princess Tiana, and, finally, Princess Julianna.

“May I present the maestro and solo violinist
for this evening, Sir John Von Constatin and Andrew Graham.”

Julianna had to force herself to breathe once
Andrew took her hand after greeting her family. A soft face and
warm smile stared right back at her. Hands that tingled with the
magic of music sent shivers throughout her body. His voice, as if
it were possible to compare, was even more magical and hypnotic
than the instrument he breathed life into.

“It is a pleasure.” His voice wrapped around
her and held on. She bowed her head and smiled.
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Andrew was frozen in place as he looked into
the princess’s dark eyes. There was something about them that was
different from when he saw her enter earlier. She was alive now,
perhaps enraptured by him as he was her. He wanted to tell her to
stay that way. To allow herself to feel and release the tugs of
sorrow she carried around on her shoulders. She was more beautiful
now with the renewed freedom than she had been before. But it was
not his place and this was certainly not the time.

Instead, he gave a short bow and raised her
hand to his lips where he gently kissed the back. “It is a pleasure
to make your acquaintance, Your Highness.” He wasn’t sure if it was
the proper greeting. He had been all over the world with his
concerts and tried to remember each custom that was particular to
the country. But all thought and reason had left him as he watched
her.

She nodded. “You play beautifully, Mr.
Graham. I’m honored to have been a part of your audience while you
were in town.”

“The honor is mine,” he said finally breaking
his gaze to look at the rest of her family. “I rarely have the
chance to play to such a delightful family.”

“How long will you be in town, Mr. Graham?”
Marie Caroline asked.

“I should be leaving back home to the states
tomorrow in a few days or so.”

“Ah. Well, we were to have a banquet for the
club. We would love to have you join us.”

“I’m sure the young man has other engagements
to attend, my dear,” Frederick Sr. said as he caressed his wife’s
hand. “Other concerts perhaps?”

“Another one in New York, yes. I should be
leaving in a few days.” Andrew felt his body grow warm as he saw
Julianna’s gaze on him out of the corner of his eye. Her head fell
slightly as he announced his leave and although they had met just
that evening, he didn’t want to leave her either.

“Well, we would love to have you over for tea
before then.”

Andrew smiled and nodded. “I would love to
attend, Your Highness.” He met Julianna’s gaze and immediately
smiled. “It would be an honor. I should be heading back. It was a
pleasure meeting all of you.”

Julianna tried to ignore the disappointment
in her heart as she watched him turn and leave. If she didn’t speak
now, the moment would pass her by. Something deep inside was
drawing her toward Andrew, something she couldn’t explain…only
feel.

“Please excuse me.” She noticed Phillip’s
curious gaze toward her as he moved closer. Lifting her dress, she
followed Andrew to the backstage where he was gently setting his
violin down into his case. She wasn’t sure what to say. The moment
she saw him, dressed in his suit, carefully setting his instrument
down with the utmost care, she knew she couldn’t let him go so
easily. She wanted to see him again.

“Mr. Graham.”

He turned and looked at her. A slight flush
brushed across his pale skin and he immediately straightened
himself once he saw her. “Your Highness, is there something I can
do for you?”

“Your compositions are mesmerizing,” she
found herself saying. She scolded herself in her head. What kind of
idiotic thing was that to say? The doubt in her mind disappeared as
soon as he smiled, making him appear more boyish.

“Thank you, my lady. I have to say that’s the
highest honor I’ve ever received.”

“Oh no, I don’t believe that.” She walked
closer to him, finding herself relaxing more in his presence.
“You’ve won many awards including a Grammy and you’ve been in more
esteemed company than myself, I’m sure.”

His handsome face scowled slightly in thought
and he nodded. “More esteemed perhaps, but none that is so
flattering and meaningful to me.”

Julianna noticed how close she stepped toward
him. His blue eyes faced hers and she could feel the heat of his
body drawing her closer to him. The spotlights, she tried to tell
herself. It had to be the spotlights from the stage. He was still
perspiring, beads of sweat forming around his forehead and temples.
His breath was slightly labored and from here she could sense his
heartbeat still racing. He looked at her in a way that made her
feel desired. A feeling she hadn’t felt since Frederick died. In
fact, this man…this Andrew Graham, was igniting a host of feelings
that had been dormant since Frederick’s death.

“I was hoping to see you again,” Andrew said
suddenly. He laughed a little. “I’m sorry.” He stepped back,
dabbing his forehead a little. “I shouldn’t have been forward.”

“Actually,” she reached out, touching his
sleeved arm. Despite the material there, her hand warmed with the
touch. “I was hoping to see you. My mother-in-law invited you for
tea and brunch but I was hoping to spend some time with you. Just
you and I. I don’t want you to think that I’m trying anything. Or
that I do this often.” Julianna nearly jumped when she felt his
touch on her arm. Something magnetic was happening between them but
she wasn’t quite sure what. She wasn’t even sure if she wanted to
define it for fear the magic would be lost. Judging from the look
in his eye, she hoped he felt the same way, too.
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Andrew couldn’t believe what he was doing. He
was actually trying to court a princess. A beautiful regal woman
who was part of a royal family. It wasn’t his intention to get
involved with anyone. He had made that promise to his heart and
himself after one loss. He would lose himself in his music and
tours. That was where he found solace. But as he looked into
Princess Julianna’s beautiful eyes, felt her warm, comforting touch
on him and the closeness of her body to his, he knew he wanted her
near. The moment he heard her voice behind him, he was sure it was
a residual from his thoughts about her. Since he saw her watching
from the audience, he couldn’t stop thinking about her and was more
than reluctant to take his eyes off her.

And now she stood before him, desiring to see
more of him as he did her. All he could do was oblige her.

Andrew nodded, placing his hand over hers on
his arm. “I would be most honored, my lady.”

Julianna’s smile widened and he swore his
heart leapt in his chest. “Wonderful. You can come by the palace
tomorrow if you are free. I’m sure we would love to hear more of
your wonderful compositions.”

“I’ll be there.”

“Julianna?” A man’s voice broke into the
reverie of the moment. Andrew arched his head, following her gaze
over her shoulder where a tall man in a suit with light brown hair
stood. Andrew remembered this man as Prince Phillip DeWinters,
Julianna’s brother-in-law and brother to Frederick.

Phillip’s gaze danced between the two and he
immediately stiffened his stance. As if remembering his expression,
he quickly smiled and took a short bow but the tension still
remained.

“My pardon, Mr. Graham, but we’re about to
leave and I wanted to escort the Princess home.”

Andrew returned the bow. “Of course, it is
getting a bit late.” He turned to Julianna, wondering if the shadow
of disappointment was all in his mind or if it had really fallen
upon her lovely face. Without another thought, he brought her hand
up to his lips and gave it a gentle kiss. “Hope you have a
wonderful evening, my lady. And the same to the rest of your
family.”
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“Rather extraordinary young man,” Marie
Caroline later said in the limo on the way back to the castle. “He
must keep his schedule busy. I wonder if he has any family.”

“Not that I understand,” Tiana interjected.
“He doesn’t date much and he keeps to himself.” She turned to her
right, noticing her husband watching her. “What? He’s one of my
favorite classical musicians, I was curious about him.”

Tiana wrapped her arms around him as they
fell into a soft chuckle. Julianna was deep in her thoughts ever
since bidding Andrew goodnight. She was thankful Phillip didn’t
offer her any questions but the rather tight grasp he held her arm
in confirmed her suspicions. As they left the hall, she could feel
Andrew’s presence slipping further away from her and with it that
comforting feeling. She couldn’t understand what happened but she
knew something was sparked the moment she heard the opening strings
of Andrew’s violin.

“I hope you had a good evening,
Julianna.”

It took her a moment to realize it was
Phillip talking beside her. She immediately sat up and straightened
herself, hoping her thoughts didn’t fall upon her expression. “I
did indeed. I’m glad I joined everyone tonight. I have a feeling
I’ll remember it for as long as I live.”

The words made her heart flutter. Just how
she will remember it, remained to be seen, even to herself.

The chatter remained light on the way back
home as it was to the theatre. Julianna couldn’t wait to get to her
room for peace and quiet. She wanted to remain within her own
thoughts and figure out just what was happening between her and the
enticing violinist. She took Phillip’s hand when it was offered and
bid everyone goodnight with a polite smile on her face.

“Julianna.”

She froze and turned around at the sound of
her name. The shuffle of dresses and footsteps fell all around her
as the family departed their separate ways once they entered the
home. She looked into Phillip’s bright eyes and noted the tense
pursing of his mouth as he shifted his stance. It felt like he had
something to say and she waiting patiently to hear it. She watched
as he stood straight and inhaled as if he was gathering the
strength to speak.

“I just wanted to say I’m glad you came
tonight. I’m proud to have escorted you.”

“Thank you, Phillip I really did enjoy
myself.” Turning to leave, she stopped once she heard him speak
once more.

“I wanted to say…Well, I just wanted you to
know that you’re welcome here anytime. I’m sure we would miss you
if you were to leave. Myself especially.”

“That’s very sweet of you, Phillip.”

“If you wished to stay and retain your crown,
I would be the next in line over Welshire. I would take care of
you, Julianna. I know it won’t be the same as with Frederick, but I
would surely be here by your side.”

Julianna felt a shiver throughout her body.
“Phillip, as much as I appreciate it, I don’t want to be yours or
anyone’s responsibility or duty. Despite how I may seem, I’m very
capable of taking care of myself.”

“No, I understand it. Of course. I just—” He
approached her and took her hands in his own. Warm, slightly damp
hands that reminded her too much of Frederick’s. “I just care for
you. I always have. I always felt Frederick was a fortunate man to
find someone like you. Perhaps I’ve been looking all my life for
someone like you. I feel like Frederick is watching over us and he
would want me to care for you. Nothing would have to change, at
all.”

His words spun around her mind. Perhaps part
of her was tempted to take the offer. The strong lines of his jaw
angled around an aristocratic, ruggedly handsome face. His
celestial blue eyes focused on her with a sense of warmth that went
straight to her heart. She knew his offer was tempting. Even now
she wanted to say yes and enter that security she had so lost with
Frederick’s demise. But she knew better. Now was not the time to
make rash decisions, perhaps moving or otherwise.

“May I think on it awhile?” She didn’t
realize how close he had moved until then. Her breath nearly caught
in her throat as she took in his soft male scent mixed in with the
hint of cologne.

He nodded and smiled, showing off his small
dimples. “Of course.” He ran his hands along her arm. “I’ll be
here, for anything you may need.”

“I appreciate that.” She reached up and
gently kissed him on the cheek. “Good night, Phillip.”

Julianna turned on her heels, feeling his
gaze warm over her. She didn’t realize she was holding a breath
until she got to her room and closed the door behind her. It was
then she finally felt the day weigh over her and the sadness return
once again.


Chapter 3
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“Encore! I could listen to this all day!”
Marie-Caroline said from her chair seated at the front of the
room.

The small brunch turned into a mini event
with guests and friends of the royal family from all over Welshire.
Julianna was amazed at how many fans of Andrew Graham’s milled at
the gates. She noticed he was more than willing to stop and sign a
few autographs on his way in. He always kept a bright demeanor,
eager to share his love for music with his fans. She admired him
for that and no matter what he was doing, he was always patient to
stop and talk to each one.

Before brunch, she watched the ladies flock
to him and the gentlemen invite him over for a chat about his
inspirations. Every time Andrew spoke, he was attentive, looking
them straight in the eye and nodding with understanding. Julianna
hoped to have some time to speak with him, but she had her own
guests to attend to. Before she had a chance to approach him,
brunch was promptly served. While they ate, her in-laws engaged im
in conversation. Phillip was more than willing to pull out a chair
next to her and unfortunately placed himself in between her and
Andrew. She had to wonder if that was a coincidence or not.

Part of her was glad when Phillip got called
away for a business dealing inquiry that couldn’t wait. It was then
Andrew gave his concert to the remaining brunch goers, always with
a chorus of “just one more”. His handsome face blushed and he bowed
his head.

Julianna stood near the back of the castle
music room, standing amidst the seated members as she watched him
closely.

“This has to be one of my favorite pieces,”
Andrew began as he peered down at the violin in his hand. He stole
a quick glance at her across the room and Julianna felt as if it
was just the two of them existing in this world. “It reminds me of
a love reawakened after being long dormant. One of Jules Massenet’s
compositions called Élégie.”

His expression cleared and despite his focus
on the instrument he brought up to his chin and the bow he raised
in his other hand, Andrew Graham’s spirit was no longer there in
the same room as her.

Silence fell across the large room until the
high pitched sound of Massenet’s Élégie broke into the air. A
haunting melody that spoke of human emotion so ancient and classic.
Julianna felt enraptured by the song as it continued, telling a
tale, an elegy, of love lost and love gained with the high
passionate sweep of the notes. She watched Andrew, his eyes closed,
his body possessed by the music as he moved to and fro with the
sweep of his bow. Emotions fell across his face: bliss, longing,
love, strength, regret and desire. He finished the song with a slow
rise to the highest pitch and eased the final note out as he
drifted along with the sound.

The room burst into a loud applause and his
audience rose to their feet. Andrew brushed away the sweat from his
forehead with the back of his hand. He smiled shyly, taking a bow
to each side of the room.

Julianna pushed away from the wall and
watched the group swarm toward him, congratulating and shaking his
hand as they took turns to speak with him.

“Enchanting, isn’t he?” Tiana leaned against
the other side of the door frame as she joined Julianna.

“I guess you could say that.” Julianna
flinched, feeling a quick swat on her arm. “Ow. What?”

Tiana’s bright blue eyes seemed to brighten
even more with her smile. “Oh, come on. Even I notice it. He’s a
handsome, passionate chap and very sweet. I’m still surprised no
one has swept him off his feet.”

“Married to his music, perhaps?”

Tiana shrugged. “That’s what I figured from
what I read.”

“Mmm, the news you shared with Anthony and
the rest of us yesterday.”

Tiana stepped forward grabbing a strawberry
from a passing server. She bit into it, licking her lips slowly.
“Yes, well. He is my favorite classic musician. And yes, he is
quite handsome. I can tell you thought the same.”

Julianna’s mouth fell open. “What? I didn’t…I
mean, I didn’t say anything.”

“You didn’t have to,” Tiana said sweeping her
hand up and down. “It’s all over your face.”

“Right.” Julianna cleared her throat, trying
to hide her grin. She never had a sister before and since marrying
into Frederick’s family, she had inherited that and so much more.
With it came the ribbing that only siblings gave each other. She
turned, her gaze falling as he headed away from the music room.

“Ah ha! I knew it!”

“Knew what?” Julianna said whipping
around.

Tiana bit into her strawberry again, her gaze
narrowing on Julianna. “You want him.”

“Want? Tiana, don’t be absurd.”

“I can’t blame you, sister-in-law,” Tiana
said walking in front of her. “The passion he puts into his music
is easy to see. I can imagine he’d be that passionate with a woman.
Heating those sheets up like he does that instrument.”

“Tiana!” Julianna grabbed her sister-in-law’s
arm and pulled her away from the door of the music room. Thank
goodness Andrew was surrounded by the brunch-goers. The last thing
she wanted him to hear was how he passionate he was or how he
heated sheets. How soft his hands would be, dancing across skin
like the bow of a violin. Perhaps how he would take his time with
her as he moved in for a kiss.

“Ah ha! Look at your face,” Tiana grinned.
“You’re wondering yourself, aren’t you?”

Julianna exhaled softly, wishing the cool air
from outside would reach inside. Suddenly it was getting really hot
in here. “It’s not my business to wonder what Andrew Graham’s sex
life is like much less how passionate he is toward a woman he’s
interested. I mean, sure it’d be interesting to see on a purely
curious level but to even think that it’s any of my business…”

Tiana had disposed of the strawberry
somewhere when Julianna wasn’t looking. Now she stood, pursing her
lips. “So you’re telling me if you had the chance to find out, you
wouldn’t?”

“It would feel…weird.”

“Because of Frederick?”

Julianna opened her mouth to retaliate but
the clench that started in her heart before sluicing throughout her
body confirmed the answer to Tiana’s question. Suddenly she was
aware of the servers passing through the brunch goers in the hall.
The click of Tiana’s heels broke overran all the other sounds as
she walked to Julianna and took her hands in her own.

“Julianna,” Tiana began. Her voice was soft
and comforting. An air of sympathy covered her face. “You need to
break through this. I saw something back there at the concert.
Something came alive in you that I hadn’t seen since you were
married to my brother. I don’t know what it will lead to, none of
us do. But if it’s a violinist’s music that helps it along, then go
with it. Frederick wouldn’t want you to shut down because he left
us early. He would want you to live. And if that means finding out
just what a violin feels like being plucked and fondled by a
handsome man like that one in there, then go with it. Heaven knows
I would.”

“Tiana, you’re horrible. I don’t even know if
this will lead to anything. Or even what this is.”

Tiana squeezed her hands. “So don’t let that
stop you.”

“I do have to wonder what it feels like to be
that violin, though,” Julianna said with a smile as she turned with
Tiana toward the music room. Her expression froze as she saw Andrew
standing in the doorway watching them. At that moment she felt her
insides lurch into her stomach and she wished the ceiling would
open up so she’d be sucked up into a vortex in the sky.

“That’s my cue, back to brunch. Coming,
Mother!” Tiana dashed passed the grinning Andrew into the music
room.

Julianna tried to grab her sister-in-law but
the little wretch was quicker than she was. Suddenly the room got a
whole lot hotter. She wondered just how much of the conversation he
had heard.

Before she could stop herself, the words left
her lips. “How long were you standing there?”

A playful smirk touched at the corners of his
mouth. His gaze dipped to the floor and he wrapped his hands behind
his back as he walked toward her. The gesture made him seem like a
little school boy who had caught his teacher red handed. “Oh, I’d
say not nearly long enough judging from Princess Tiana’s
blushes.”

Julianna shifted nervously. She had learned
and practiced the intricacies of poise and eloquence. Made sure she
held herself with her head high, back straight while exuding an air
of confidence. The moment she turned around to face Andrew, she
felt as if it all slipped out of her like helium from a hot air
balloon. She wanted to be sucked right out of the hall and into the
ground below. Anywhere it was dark so she could stay hidden. She
was sure her cinnamon brown cheeks glowed a touch of red as heat
filled it.

“Will you accompany me on a walk?” Andrew
asked. “That is, if the party doesn’t mind.”

She leaned over to look past his shoulder
where the small concert had turned into a networking party. Marie
Caroline and her husband had gathered their friends around and
began chatting. No doubt about the cricket matches and business
dealings of the state. Suddenly that walk seemed all the more
enticing.

“I think I’ll take you up on that.”

The thick greenery fell across the
surrounding area, wrapping around the large mansion like a castle
in an old fairytale. Various cars were lined up outside the home’s
driveway ranging in year, make and model but all antique in their
origins. They walked along the outstretched field of green behind
the large home. The sky was overcast with big white fluffy clouds
and a hint of dew was on the horizon. Julianna was sure thunder and
lightning were on their way followed by the morning mist of
oncoming rain. As Andrew spoke about his home, tours and family
life she found the weather was the last thing on her mind. She
smiled and watched him as she spoke adamantly about how he was
inspired to pick up his violin at the age of three and how it had
become his dream.

“You’re fortunate. Not many people get to
live their dream.”

He nodded. “Sadly, yes. It’s a treasure I
hold on to and remind myself every day.”

“I’m sure your family must be proud. Not to
mention your girlfriend.”

“Oh, I don’t have a girlfriend. At least not
any more. We…” He continued walking, swallowing deeply as if to
choke back an emotion. “She died shortly before we were to get
married.”
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