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Prologue


There are stories that time forgets, and others it preserves in soft whispers and faded letters, tucked between the pages of old books. This is one of the latter—a tale not often told aloud, but always felt in the quiet moments between heartbeats.


It begins with a girl named Amelia, and a sound—music, drifting from the chapel at dusk. It was not just melody; it was a calling. And when she followed it, she found Edward.


What unfolded between them was neither hurried nor planned. It was the kind of love that blooms in silence, unspoken but all-consuming. Yet, the world has little mercy for love that defies expectation. And so, what should have been a beginning became a battleground between longing and duty.


This is a story of beauty and sorrow, of hearts that met in perfect harmony, only to be pulled apart by the cold hands of fate. Amelia’s future lies not with Edward, but elsewhere—bound to a name, a promise, and a life not her own.


What remains to be seen is whether love can survive in memory… or whether some music is meant only to be heard once.
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Chapter 1: A Melody in the Wind


The village of Rosemoor was still slumbering under a blanket of morning mist. The first rays of dawn painted the rooftops in soft colours of gold, yellow and even a bit of orange while the air was filled with the scent of freshly-baked bread streaming out of the Hartley bakery.


Amelia Hartley stood at the window of her small bedroom, gazing out at the world as it was woken by the cozy warm sun. She watched as the mist slowly wiped away from the winding hills that surrounded the village, revealing the emerald green of the meadows beyond and the sun tickling her glass like skin. But her thoughts were elsewhere, drawn irresistibly to the abandoned chapel on the edge of town.


It was two weeks ago. That’s when down at the chapel, she heard the mesmerizing melody for the first time.


The beautiful melody had flown through the air as she walked home from the market, each note pulling her heart with a certain familiarity. She had followed the sound, her feet moving without her permission, until she stood at the chapel’s majestic doorway, taking a glimpse inside.


There, hunched over the dust-covered piano, was a man, which she had never seen before. His fingers glided over the keys with a delicacy, each movement filled with a passion that made her heart flutter. She had watched him for what felt like hours, mesmerized by the way his soul seemed to be one with the piano.


And now, every morning since, Amelia found herself at her window, hoping to hear that melody again. She knew it was foolish—silly, even—but something about that music, about that man, had carved them into her thoughts, lingering like an echo in her heart.


That day, she promised herself, she would go to the chapel again. She had to know more about the man who played with such grace and beauty. And maybe, she thought with butterflies in her stomach, she might even introduce herself.


The village was waking now. Below, she heard her father in the bakery, preparing loaves for the morning rush. The familiar sounds of the shop—clinking pans, the soft sound of her father’s humming—were comforting, but today, they were overwhelmed by the pull of that distant chapel.


Amelia was sure. With a nervous flutter she said to herself: “I am going to the chapel. And this time, I won’t just listen.
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Chapter 2: Shadows in the Light


The bell above the bakery door rang softly as Amelia stepped down the stairs, signalling the arrival of the first customer of the day. She reached the bottom step just in time to see William Crawford step inside, his tall silhouette against the morning light that streamed through the open door.


William imbodied a fine gentleman—his dark hair neatly combed; his clothes perfectly tailored. His presence seemed to raise attention wherever he went, a fact he was well aware of. The villagers often spoke of him in quiet tones, not out of fear, but out of respect for his wealth and influence. As the owner of most of the land around Rosemoor, William Crawford held a certain power over the small community, a power that had long fascinated—but also frustrated—Amelia.


As Amelia hoped he had not yet seen her, she quietly snuck up the stairs again, but seconds later, she heard that deep yet soothing voice that she hated more than anything. "Good morning, to you too Miss Hartley," the voice said.


Letting out a sigh she slowly came down the stairs. Wiliam greeted her with a warm, practiced smile as he removed his hat and stepped closer. "I assume you’re well today?"


Amelia returned the smile, though it didn’t quite seem to have reached her eyes.


"Good morning, Mr. Crawford. We’re just opening up, but I’m sure my father can help you with whatever you need."


William’s gaze lingered on her, a hint of possessiveness in his eyes. "Actually, I was hoping to speak with you, Amelia. May I have a moment of your time?"


She hesitated, as she glanced toward the back of the shop where her father was busy kneading dough. She knew what William wanted—he had been persistent in his intentions for months now, and while he had always been polite and respectful, there was an unspoken pressure behind his words that left her feeling uneasy and unsure.


"Of course," she replied, following him around the corner. They moved to a small table near the window, where the sunlight fell in through lace curtains, casting patterns onto the wooden table.


William gently pulled the chair for Amelia, before also sitting down, his hands folded neatly on the table. He studied her for a moment, as if searching for the right words. As if he hadn’t done a thousand times already.


"Amelia," he began, his voice low and controlled, "you know that I care for you deeply. I’ve admired you for some time, and I’ve come to understand that my life would be much better with you as a part of it. Just look at that silky blond hair and those ocean deep eyes. I know you might get this often. Because look at you, any man would fall for you, but I am not any man, Amelia."


Amelia’s heart sank as the familiar speech began. William had expressed his intentions more than once, and each time, she had found herself gently repelling his advances, always finding some reason to delay what she knew was unpreventable.


"I appreciate your kindness, Mr. Crawford," she said softly, "but I—"


"Please," he interrupted, his tone firmer now, "call me William. There’s no need for formalities between us, not when I’ve made my feelings so clear."


She nodded, feeling the weight of his expectations pressing down on her chest. " William, you’ve been very nice to my father and me and we’re forever grateful for all you’ve done. But…"


She trailed off, searching for the right words. How could she explain that her heart was no longer there to give? How could she tell him about the mysterious musician who had filled her thoughts since that first encounter in the chapel? And that there is no more left for a possessive want to be gentleman searching for a beauty to show off.


William leaned closer, his face softening as he took her hand. "I don’t want to rush you, Amelia," he said, his voice gentle, "but I must be honest—I find myself thinking more and more about our future. I’ve already spoken with your father, and he agrees that a marriage between us would be beneficial. There should stand nothing between us and you will be forever happy with me."


Amelia’s breath caught in her throat. She knew her father’s bakery was struggling, and William’s gifts had kept them afloat. The idea of securing their future should have been comforting, but instead, it felt like a trap.


But before she could respond, the bakery door swung open again, and a bunch of laughter and noise filled the room as a group of children ran in, chasing each other around the counter. The sudden noise broke the tension, and Amelia quickly pulled her hand away, very grateful for the distraction.


William straightened his expression as he stood up from his seat. "I’ll take my leave for now," he said, his voice abrupt. "But I hope you’ll consider what I’ve said. I only want what’s best for you, Amelia."


She nodded, finding her unable to find the right words to respond. William gave her a lingering look before he turned and walked out, the door closing behind him with a soft thud.


As the sound of his footsteps faded away, Amelia let out a shaky breath. She knew she couldn’t keep avoiding this forever. But as her thoughts drifted back to the mysterious musician, she realized that her heart was already leading her down a different path, one that might not align with the intentions of William Crawford.


For now, all she wanted do was follow where that melody was, even if it meant ignoring the expectations of those around her.
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Chapter 3: The Man in the Chapel


As the sun climbed higher casting shadows across the village, Amelia grabbed a bag full of breads and pastries, told her dad she would be going out to the village, gave him a kiss on the cheek and ran off. Her heart raced with excitement as she made her way toward the old chapel at the edge of Rosemoor. The path ran through a bunch of trees, their leaves whispering secrets in the breeze. With each step, the weight of Williams’s words faded away, replaced by the thrill of the unknown.
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