
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: C:\Users\Ellie\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\IE\XQAT6A31\blackforestcake[1].jpg]


His Coveted

––––––––

[image: image]


[image: C:\Users\Ellie\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\IE\XQAT6A31\blackforestcake[1].jpg]



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


His Coveted 


[image: image]




Copyright © 2021 by Kelsey Elise Sparrow

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations em- bodied in critical articles or reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organiza- tions, places, events and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

For information contact :

authorkelseysparrow@gmail.com

https://kelseyelisesparrow.com/

Book by KES Imaginings, LLC

Cover design by Opulent Swag

First Edition: December  2021

10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


To my biggest supporter

[image: image]




[image: https://lh5.googleusercontent.com/o6dwP5LpoRRa-niLEIRjfHqXFEh2DxU3EFqYWtBdJdy9CmVFLsimeU57qvin68GZ64t_gfkm1ZUnxAa09d3OBxQqQzk9lHB1DPa7Leef8EPyVCUqf_IwGKOZxGIbKrANwCunHQWlgXgiKOBO]

Laugh

As much as you breathe

And

Love

As long as you

Live

~ Author unknown
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Our hearts confess

The true distress

We cannot be

No unity

Two worlds apart

Yet love did start

All we are

Wished upon a star

Kept hidden

We are Forbidden

Guilty of loving the one I adore. A known servant. I, a prince, am acting in “a fashion unbecoming of the title” or so I’m told.

She is a woman of one upbringing I am one or another. Two unlikely souls who find no deeper connection than the one that binds two hearts together.

Roselynn isn’t one who would be noticed by anyone. Yet, she catches the eye of one who other young women spend their nights praying would notice them. A passing glance a court’s demand, and her life is forever changed.

Enter the king.

The prince loved. The king cannot. His heart is given to his kingdom and the one who isn’t his chosen. These are the rules that regulate his life. A life he didn’t ask for nor does he want.

The one he wants is the one person he can’t have. The desire to be together might cost one of boy of them their lives.

This is the story of a prince, his servant, and the love they were forbidden to have.
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Life shows beauty and wonder. Life gives us hills and mountains; valleys and roads to tread on. The road we take may not be the road that we first thought life would lead us to, but it surely takes us on a journey of betterment if we so allow it.

“Miss Roselynn, I know that you lost your mama some time ago. May she rest in peace. All is well, I hope. Forgive me if this is asking too much of you. I just realized today that you never talk about her. I’ll have a meal prepared and you can tell me all about her. If you’re feeling up to it,” Callie, one of the kindest women I have ever come to know stated to me. 

I believe her greatest chore is trying to get me to eat something. I do eat but I haven’t had much of an appetite with all that has come to pass. I don’t talk much about my mama because of all the hurt I feel when I do think about her. I miss her so much. I guess I could humor my curious friend. Friend? Yes, I would have to consider her a friend. She is always there with a nice smile and a kind word or too. 

I took a step toward her then inclined my head slightly. I decided to share a little piece of how I came to be just who I am. Besides, I’d been hard at work all day and it was easier to take a meal with friend enjoying one another than returning to my dwelling and attempting to make something to cure the ache in my belly. 

My now knowledge of my lineage wasn’t much. In fact, my line could only be traced back two places. Still, I found myself sitting at the servant table in the scullery with Ms. Callie ready to bear my soul. My closest friend, Juany, and I hadn’t even talked about. I sat quietly for a few moments gathering my musings as she absently played with a lock of her hair. When she grew still, I knew that I didn’t have long before she burst. With any good tale you must begin at the beginning. 

“My station is that of keeper of the royal gardens. I humbly serve my Queen and the Prince. I had accepted the fact that I was born the daughter of a servant, a step above a slave in many of our people’s minds. My parents were grandly in love, so my mama said. They were not supposed to meet and thus were not supposed to be together. One of my parents was free. She only worked because she chose to.  The other, my daddy, was sold and moved from colony to colony like a common household furnishing. That is not a story I’ll share now.”

Ms. Callie listened intently as I continued. I shared so much with her that I wouldn’t find it difficult for her know me better than I know myself. I continued until I had no more to share. I felt good sharing their story. Ms. Callie probably couldn’t comprehend my particular history. Still, I shared it. 

Your past tends to shape your future. I believe we travel similar roads as our ancestors did. My mama taught me to read and put my frustrations into the words on the pages of my parchment or to sing them out in song when it feels all else is lost. When I think back on those moments, singing in the fields or around the washtub, it makes my heart fill with joy. I know that it may seem weird considering my circumstances: servant, orphan, prettified {as some would say}, somewhat educated, even though people of my status are not supposed to know how to read and speak properly. I guess the rich in land and crops fear that we would be too much of a match for them if we shared the same knowledge, so some folks say. But mama had a bit of a rebellious nature in her because she would say she felt that just because “We’s s’pos’d ta be ig’nant do nots means we hasta be.” She would always change her voice and mannerisms to mimic those of some of the folks we had come to know in the village we lived within, who were not as fortunate as we were to have more than a tiny bit of that aforementioned knowledge and education. 

Mama was taught by her mama and her mama by a young chile, as Great Mama called her, she was “employed” to keep watch over. Great Mama never told the secrets of that young chiles “other” activities, the ones her daddy woulda plumb lost it over. He would have wondered if the girl had “taken leave of her senses” or what happened to the “good sense da Lawd sho’ nuff’ gave” her. Because of her and Great Mama being able to keep things under lock and key, Great Mama was rewarded with the same education the chile, Nellie, was given. When Nellie was of age, old enough to go off on her own, being the highly independent type she was, she beckoned for her now one true friend to come along. The two headed to quieter pastures and once they were there, Great Mama was told she was free to come and go as she so pleased. 

Mama’s daddy was a white man that owned a local farm which sold the finest fruits and veggies in the area. Mister Joseph Sir was taken with Great Mama from the very moment he laid eyes upon her. She once said that he did not wanna be honest wit himself about his feelings for her. Mama never said if he did ever tell Great Mama how much he wanted her and wanted to be with her, but he was mama’s daddy, so I suspect he did in other ways, even if he never told Great Mama out loud. She did say that he died shortly after sending her money to move away from the little town Miss Nellie lived in. Great Mama left the dwelling that she’d grown to know as her one and only dwelling place at his urging. He was only able to see their daughter on the day she was brought to this earth. 

Great Mama later found out that his farm had caught fire and as no one saw him afterward, assumed he’d been killed. Great Mama knew in her heart that some folk did not like the idea of a white man not only sharing his bed with a black woman but also happily fathering a child with said woman. She also said that it broke her heart to know that she could not have the man she loved with her rearing their only child. Great Mama never mentioned being with or wantin’ to be with no one else. She never seemed sad either, except for those moments when someone brought up my daddy by making a reference to the similarities in our personalities or by stating how I had my daddy’s nose, eyes, hair, etc.

Mama would tell me it makes no sense to make a bad thing worse. She always felt to get angry about a situation and doing nothing to better it was just plumb stupid. “Roselynn, getting angry at a problem does not make it go away or get better.” I have followed that advice closely. My mama was a great woman and taught me much. She knew pain like most of us knew pain, but she kept a smile on her face and did her best to keep me happy. My daddy was never allowed to be anywhere near mama. 

He was a servant that tended the fields and handled the care of his master’s horses. He saw mama one day as she was walking to their family dwelling from the local market. He was one that spent a lot of time in the “up to no good” barns that Great Mama always talked bout. She said that he was a troublemaker and never did right by anybody but himself. She never spoke my daddy’s name, except to speak curses at him. It was said that he fancied mama so much that he dared to darken this very dwelling’s porch steps and ask for mama’s hand. Great Mama knew about how he spent his nights and so did the rest of the Village. She said he wasn’t good enough to dump her waste less more have nerve to ask for her daughter’s hand. Mama used to say she knew better than others ‘bout daddy’s ways but thought better of the man who helped her create me. 

She said that he was always a dreamer and never cared for the life that was created for “our kind.”  She always said that her heart led her back to him even though her mama could not stand the sight or smell of him. She spoke her true feelings for him only when Great Mama was not in ear shot. The story of their love was my bedtime story many a night. I loved listening to the love and passion she had in her voice when she spoke of him. 

Ms. Callie sat quietly as I prepared to inform her of my reaction to one of the worst occasions of my young life.

I took in a deep breath then released it before I spoke the words no one had heard me utter before, “When mama died, I did not know what to do. The first day I walked up the steps and did not find her sitting in her favorite chair I cried until my face was bright red. The house was so empty with both mama and Great Mama gone on to be with the Lawd. No matter how much knowledge she acquired, mama never lost that word. It was always Lawd and not Lord. I never thought that she would leave this earth before my life really started. I did not think that I really needed her then. I was wrong. Her “ole” friends cared for me during those first weeks. Even with all of those who daily surrounded me with love and food, I could not swallow the chill of loneliness. My heart ached with the loss of mama. It did not aid my sanity when I was assigned to take her place in the courtyard. I did not know I had missed her so much. I miss her most in those moments; the moments when I’m confused and at a true crossroads in my own life.”

I wiped away the single tear that had escaped my right eye. Ms. Callie looked up at me with confusion on her face, but I told her that I had taken up more than enough of her time. I was able to escape without further question because she had preparations to make for the morn’s meal. I embraced her then carried my tired body to the path that would lead me to my dwelling. I thought over the issue that I mentioned to the much too kind Ms. Callie and tried foolishly to remove the images from my mind. 

Over the years, I have had many who have fancied me; that share the same status as mine. But no man has ever made me feel as Philippe has ever made me feel in our time together. I was happy with my station. I was at peace with the fact that I worked in the castle courtyard then was made grounds keeper, maintaining the flowers. No one was more content than I when I made the transition from the fields. Again, I must stay on course. All in due time, how transitions came to be will be revealed. Never in all of my years would I have thought that not only would I be placed as the prince’s chambermaid but also looked upon as his equal, by the prince, himself. I never would have believed that he would be interested in me or willing to seek me out and have me placed in one of the most honorable roles amongst those who shared my station.

*******
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Philippe sat back in the carriage. He said that he wouldn’t do this again. He had warned his ever present and completely controlling mother. He could see this “meeting” of all the kingdoms’ royal leaders for what it was, a mating call for the uninterested, unattached Prince who would soon be King of Arianelle. The fact that he had performed all of the duties requested of him by his mother and Parliament was never to be enough. They deemed his desire to remain without a maid to share his bedchambers a formal sacrilegious gesture and were making it their personal quests to occupy all aspects of his life. The continual attempts to tether him to some noble woman were only making his life all the more despondent. If he wanted someone there to be a part of his kingdom, then he would find one on his own. Without the help of any vexing members of Parliament watching him whenever he made any endeavor to convey an interest in any fair maiden or was it gentlewoman now. He didn’t care anymore. 

He knew the moment he returned to the kingdom; the crows would be circling. He wished his return could have been a quiet affair, but his loving mother was not to allow such a thing to happen. Philippe continued to wish for some peace, some form of solace. It was one of the reasons that he chose to go away with his cousin. He needed to take some time to be himself, to find out the truth of what he wanted. As much as he loved his mother, the current queen was refusing to allow him to come to find love his way. So, he was informed upon his return of the fort night’s meeting of the royals. His mandatory attendance had already been requested and as he looked across the carriage at his favorite cousin, his resolve was in place. This would be the final regal event held in his honor. He was his own man, and the kingdom would be in his hands soon enough. He needed to become the decision maker and head of Parliament representative that the kingdom of Arianelle needed.

Philippe thought back to the days when his father was the decision maker for the kingdom. Times were so much easier then. The weights were not his burden to carry. His father handled every matter with an ease and grace. If Philippe were being honest with himself, then he would acknowledge he was fairly jealous of his father for that very reason and many more. His father had been one who was ready for the throne. His father before him, Grant, began preparing young Prince Patrick for taking over the throne at a very young age. Prince Patrick knew what he was getting himself into. He knew his father held him in a higher regard than most. For as long as Prince Patrick had known he was in some form of training. As the only son born to a very powerful king, he was told time and time again his responsibility was the throne. The kingdom had always been the most important thing to their family and Patrick the one child that disappointed his family. He would take his lessons but sow his wild oats and cause all other sorts of mayhem. His two perfect sisters could do no wrong in his father’s eyes. They both had married very great men and resided in other kingdoms. Both would be soon starting families of their own. Prince Patrick took everything in stride. Being the youngest allowed him to be spoiled and then become the man that he should be. He became the King that his family expected when it was his time to finally take the throne.

King Grant was never one to not plan for the future. He also knew that he would not live forever. He knew his son would be his only successor. He also knew what his expectations were for not only his son but also for his kingdom. He wanted to make sure he was leaving his kingdom in very trustworthy hands. Unlike Philippe, Patrick had time to be young and adventurous. King Grant lived a long and healthy life. King Patrick died when Philippe was a young boy in his eighth year of life. Philippe had no choice but to grow up quickly and begin his training to take over. His mother ruled the kingdom until he was old enough to take the reins himself. His mother had never been one to let go easily. He knew he would have to fight tooth and nail for true freedom and control, as a man and as the King. He had not realized just how much of a battle it was going to be. He needed to get away from the kingdom as much as he needed to get away from his mother.  He found himself cloaked in the same misery that he tried to leave behind before he left the comforts of his castle as he returned. 

To say that Philippe’s mother and father were two totally different rulers would be the understatement of the century. Philippe’s father was gentle and kind whereas his mother was stern and ruled with a heavy hand. She completely dismissed one of his father’s most trusted confidants. She basically lowered his status to that of a gofer. His input would have saved them from countless wars. It was Philippe’s belief that his mother just wanted power and cared little for the people of the kingdom. He loved his mother a great deal, but he could see that with great power thrust upon her, a change came about. She became addicted to the seductive qualities that came with being Queen. Power went to her head. When she began abusing her power, Parliament gently suggested that it was time for the prince to be groomed for his new role. The Queen begrudgingly began the painstaking process of grooming her young son to become king.

Philippe always knew he wanted to be more like his father than his mother. The people worked hard for King Patrick, and he wanted the same type of commitment to him as a ruler. He did not want to be the ruler over a dictatorship. He didn’t want to just hand down mandates. He wanted his people’s true opinion and valued their thoughts. His mother always wanted the people close to the castle, but he knew in order to rule a people you have to know the people. Philippe agreed with his father’s adage that the people should be allowed dwellings of their own. It should be one that was not under the watchful eye of the royal guard and family. It was one of the many things he and his mother disagreed upon. The other things usually pertained to his not being willing to marry, increase taxes and dismiss “unattainable” goals. Philippe refused to subscribe to his mother’s way of thinking. In a true and genuine aristocratic fashion, she did things her way and dealt with the fallout afterwards, if there was any. If he did nothing else on this trip away from his dwelling, he made up his mind to follow his heart. He wanted something more for his life. Little did he know all those things were about to change in a way he would never have seen coming.
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I did not think that day would be a day of significance. The day that my path crossed with the Prince’s, Philippe’s, that was just supposed to be another day like any other day. During that time, I figured a day working with the flowers in the sun was better than a day working the fields (working with cotton and the other crops bartered for other goods or services). I had just been assigned ten noondays before to take the place of an elderly woman, Vilet (Violet) who’d fallen ill. She was one of the old ones who was always angry about the life they led but had lost all hope for a better life and was forever negative. She never believed things would ever change or get better. Her father named her after his mother’s favorite flower but could not spell it or anything else for that matter. Since her papa was never able to attend classes at the schoolhouse, Vilet only learned enough to know the sounds associated with the letters. So yes, she spelled her name V-i-l-e-t not V-i-o-l-e-t and refused to be corrected. 

My way of looking at the garden was the total opposite of Ms. Vilet’s. I enjoyed being in the garden. I would pretend they were my own to tend. I felt free working the gardens. It was my choice how they were tended and in what order the flowers were grown. I was free to change the way the grounds were laid if I so chose. It was the only time I was able to have such freedom or true beauty in a garden as vast as the royal family’s. Vilet had her own at her own dwelling but not as beautiful as the grounds around the castle. She did not want to share her “lil bit o’ heaven wit’ nobody chile. No one’s eva gone take dis fro’ me. No sir, well ma’am. Yous got knowledge to what I means.”  Maybe that is why she hated doing work on the grounds of the castle. She was always a mal content about such things, and she would not enjoy the beauty of the work that she was doing. I loved every moment I was going to be able to spend with the garden, especially being able to move in out and out of the shaded areas. Working the rest of the grounds or in the wash area usually meant workin’ in the hot sun most of the day. There was water, but it was usually just cool enough to quench your thirst and then your throat was a cave o’ fire again. I shook my head at the thought of having to return to either of those jobs. I contemplated creating a garden of my own. It was just a thought though. I didn’t know where I would start, so I just fancied the gardens around the castle. 

I sniffed the bouquet of violets that started me on my revelry. I always loved the smell of freshly cut flowers. The smell always lifted me away to a quieter, dreamier place. I heard the commotion before I saw the horses, carriages, and troops. I then realized there was fanfare within the noise. I had not realized that I was still holding the flowers to my face until a bee came from within them and landed on top of one of the central flowers. I needed to compose myself so that I would not scare the little thing and get myself stung. I stood slowly and gently placed that area of the bouquet up against a tulip. I placed the bouquet to my nose once again and began to have a feeling as if someone was watching me. Just as I looked up, it appeared the carriage carrying members of the royal family halted. As my eyes made their way to the carriage door, they locked with what seemed to be the prince’s eyes. Was he looking my way? At me? Something behind me? 

I did not want to keep my gaze on the prince physically, even though my brain wanted to stay focused on him completely. My mind wanted me to lose myself in the sea of green that held my own light brown eyes to his. I wanted to allow myself to watch the wind continue to weave itself through the wisps of deep brown curls falling around his sun kissed face and blowing about in front of his eyes. He blinked as a curl tried to catch itself in one of those beautiful eyes. Only then was I released from the too short imprisonment that held me. He placed his hand on the door of the chariot as he stepped down onto the cobbled grounds leading to the entryway of his palatial dwelling. I quickly looked back to the flowers that had been the previous items of my personal entertainment. I secretly stole a glance back in the direction of the prince who stood almost as tall as the carriage itself, only a foot and a half shy of the top of the carriage door, as I stooped to pick up the product of my day’s work. He was engaged in a conversation with the Queen. In that moment, I knew that my mind had been playing tricks on me. I knew that he, the Prince of Arianelle, could not possibly have been looking my way. I tried to make myself come to realize that this was not something that could ever truly happen. Not to someone like me. Although, if I were honest with myself, I would admit that I hoped, only marginally, that it would be the case.

*******
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Prince Philippe could not believe what he had seen. The most beautiful light brown eyes he had ever seen. Philippe didn’t understand what had made him do it, but his gaze had roamed the grounds surrounding the castle he called his own. His eyes had locked suddenly with the most striking, calming brown ones hidden behind an exquisite bouquet of flowers that only enhanced the exoticness of the eyes that pierced his soul. He had not known how long they stayed bound in the most powerful feeling that he had ever come to know. There was a pleasure that came over him as he gazed into the eyes of this unknown, lovely creature. Her eyes held him captivated. He knew he was lost. Lost to a woman he did not know but would soon make it his personal charge to find a way to know this fair gem. For that is what she reminded him of, a very rare jewel, something very few were able to find. He knew that this was a precious gift, one that he would not dare to squander. He also knew, like he knew his own name, his mother would not approve of him spending any time trying to find and know this beauty. The part of him that knew he was committed to his kingdom; also knew he was intrigued enough to find her and know her.

As if his thoughts conjured her up, his mother appeared at his side. If he knew nothing else, he knew his mother had come not to welcome him home, but to tell him what she expected of him for the eve’s festivities. But he could not even say two words before she began her litany of the rules and his timetable for the noonday. There was nothing he loved better than to have his life planned for him. There was another thing they regularly argued about.

“Mother, hello, how are you this wondrous morn? I’ve missed you as well. My journey was magnanimous. I am well rested. Are there any pressing matters that I must attend to at this moment? If not, I shall retire to my bedchamber,” the prince quickly made his way through the halls of the main floor. He could not escape his mother’s calling after him that there would be an assembly in the main hall before the lunar rise. He hurriedly made his way to the only sanctuary he had in the castle save the great room that housed his piano forte. His most trusted advisor stood before him next to his footrest. 

“Sire, racing from the trappings of one’s forbearer may cause more harm than naught. Might I inquire what brought about this noonday’s ambling?” the proud and most regal gentleman Prince Philippe had ever known stated with a rare expression of good humor hinting his contortion. 

“As if it is not something that you have not already been privy to?”  Philippe stated with a slight smirk upon his own lips. “You know well the comings and goings, the trappings as well. Even if you were away from the grounds of this space, you would have knowledge that would light the darkest of passages, would you not, Gabriel?” the prince paused in his undressing to peer at the man who had aided in molding him into the man that he had become. A man who took the place of his father in Philippe’s eyes and one he trusted with every aspect of his life. 

“One must always be at the ready with enough oils to allow for such light to be shed as well as the foresight to know when best to strike. This matter that I have been aware of since the announcement of your return was made is also one I am aware strikes fire under your boots when you think of it. It is not the most unpleasant way to spend a lunar eve. An assembly in your honor may be what you need to allow for the change you would have come to the kingdom of Arianelle, Sire,” Gabriel stated as he called the chambermaid forward to assist the prince in removing his garments.

“It is not something that will win my heart and this you know Gabriel. This assembly is to allow some mare to try to gain passage to my bedchambers or the ride she believes she may deserve, but never will it bring me to hold her close to my breastplate. As long as my cognizance is available for my own use then my sentiments will remain under lock and key,” the prince spoke the final words with a vehemence that caused the chambermaid’s hands to shake as she removed his riding coat.

“Mare? Harsh words for one as careful and passionate as you, Sire. It has been requested that your presence be made in a timely fashion and that you are brought forth to the assembly within moments of your final tie being tied...” Gabriel chuckled and continued after taking in the expression upon the prince’s face. “Your highness, it is not to be your hind parts that will be on the chopping block if this does not come to pass, it shall be my own. The Queen placed this request before me herself. It would be much appreciated if you would acquiesce this once,” he finished as he motioned for the doors to be opened.

“Since yours are the only ones, I am troubled with at this moment then, for once, I suppose it is my duty to acquiesce. You are the one who has saved mine from wearing quite a few stripes. There is another matter in which I would request your astounding wisdom,” the prince stated as he removed the last of his upper garments. “I shall complete my bathing ritual alone this noonday, Clarisse.” 

The chambermaid exited as well as every other individual within the chamber save Gabriel. All knew their Prince well enough to know when he required a private audience with his most faithful confidant. It wasn’t the first time a silent request was made, and all knew it most certainly would not be the last. By no means did any want to incur the wrath of the only living male of the Malcon Dynasty and their future King. As soon as the room was cleared of every listening ear, the prince turned to face Gabriel.

“Gabriel, there is one that has caused my thoughts to scatter across the ether. There is one that molds herself to my very being with every breath I take. Tell me you know of the newest grounds keeper. She is one that brings...” the prince paused in his endeavor to find the right words. Gabriel, as always, was there to assist.

“A new expressiveness to your countenance that I have yet to see in all my years upon another, Sire.” Gabriel appeared awe stricken. The shock that registered upon careful review of Prince Philippe’s face was more telling than any words that could ever be spoken.

“That is because it is not something that many would find. There is a gem walking the grounds that I would find to know the rarity or purity thereof, Gabriel. Tell me you know of whom I speak,” he implored Gabriel as he rushed to his wardrobe not caring for the garments that had been laid for him to don. He was going to speak again when the doors were flung open and his beloved cousin, Marie, appeared after a hasty announcement from the doorman.

“Philippe, we have much to speak upon this lunar eve and I will not take any response save an affirmative. I require your ear and I shall have it. My aunt has truly outdone herself this noonday and I say I shall not be the only one in a quandary come morn,” the fiery way in which she spoke brooked no argument from her cousin.

“Gabriel, we shall speak upon this point at a later time. Cousin, you shall have all that you require of my time upon completion of my dressing. Shall we convene in the Gardens South midway through this assembly?” the prince spoke as he made his way to the bathing chamber.

“Yes, that’s quite all right. I truly am madder than a hatter. She sets my very spine ablaze with her momentous ramblings. I wish she were not of...” Marie began. Her curls bouncing to and fro as she shook with unspoken frustration.

“Before you speak words that may cause you to splay yourself upon my quilts, have someone bring a quiver of something to calm your nerves. You will not make it through the assembly if you do not,” the prince pulled a rope hanging before the doorway of the bathing chamber. A servant immediately entered.

“Alicia, please bring my cousin something to calm her as we prepare for this lunar eve. Thank you,” he then left them alone to their own transactions and set his mind to getting through the possible drowning moments of the assembly. The quicker he completed his duties with the representatives his mother requested to trot him before, the broodmares of many kingdoms as if he were some wild stallion they were to tame, the better off he would be. Some ... no most days ... he wished that we were that of a gelding. Maybe then he would be granted the peace he required. Although this noonday he desired no such thing, he desired to acquire a prize few Princes no less Kings should hope to find. He knew for a fact his father hadn’t.

*******
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I tried time and time again over the course of that lunar eve and the next noonday to dismiss the hope that had taken root. I failed, miserably. My mind had already begun a journey that my heart did not want to join in on. As my mind began to move further into the daydream of a day when a man of the prince’s status would be allowed to love a woman of my station, hope beckoned my dreams to reach higher heights. My heart dropped with each new realization that this would never be my truth. In those moments, the truth of it all slammed like a solid metal door on the dream that had just begun. I felt a small part of me ache for a different time, a different life, a different spirit. I had never thought much about my station or “place” until the moments following that brief “interaction” with the prince. It bothered me, to even think that I was upset. I could not believe the reality that because of my status I would not be allowed to even have a hope of loving someone like the prince. 

Over the course of the next few days, I tried to focus on the thoughts I had previous to that insane moment. I was able to at least finish tending the gardens but not without stealing glances at the gate’s entrance, the window of the bell tower (where it was said the prince sometimes sat to listen to the great bells chime), the chapel glass window (the prince often went there to meditate). The windows offered ample viewing pleasures. The grand hall (I was able to peer into those regularly as I passed while tending the gardens outside) or the last place to look was the archway that led to the chambers of the royals. I was becoming as fixated as the “Ladies” who were trying to win his heart, well, actually the seat, throne next to his.  He had quite a few of those who deemed themselves the only ones worthy of not only an audience with him but to share his kingdom and bedchamber. The Lady Dalia of Servaisa was one such being, who had afore-knowledge, her own, the crown would one day be hers. She, with her rather large eyes and elongated nose, did not chase after the prince at all. She acted as if she was already Princess or Queen, for that matter. Lady Dalia of Servaisa (no one could ever refer to her any other way) walked with the grace of an elephant and reminded me of a flamingo because of her long neck but she was nowhere near as pretty or graceful. She regularly stormed throughout the grounds making demands. Even with her horrible ways, she was still fit to wear the crown, but not I. I was only able to dream and silently hope for my station to change.

Five torturous days after my “moment” with the Prince, I finally gave up on dismissing my inner thoughts, hopes. I bundled the last of the flowers and placed them in the basket in my wheelbarrow that held my supplies and other flowers after another internal battle over my true feelings and dreams. I worked my way around the castle and tended my flowers...the castle’s flowers...the royal family’s to be more precise, but I felt like today they were mine truly. I delivered the flowers to one of the ladies of the house, Callie, a fair-haired woman, shorter than myself by at least two inches, young, with matching skin tone. She, who smiled always and greeted me cordially, was standing at the gate anticipating my return from the outer grounds. I secretly hoped she would be the one that I was presenting the flowers to. When Willa, an older, beginning to grey, tall, arrogant, Lady, in title-only, in her own mind, met me in the hall of the mote entrance, she always looked down her nose at me. She would never speak, no matter how many times I spoke to her.

With Callie, I was always even more joyous when I exited her than I already was previous to being in her presence. Her beauty, petite build and kind heart gave off peace as if it were an aura. I enjoyed the short, pleasant conversations that Callie and I had. They were brief pleasantries and speakings of the beauty of the grounds or the exceptional meal the cook was planning. A much more pleasant experience than a huff or grunt, which was what Willa had always offered. I did not know those sounds could come from a woman. 

“Good day to you, Ms. Callie.” I had barely made it up the path when she began making her way to me.

“Good day to you as well! How are you on this most precious noonday?” she asked in her usual jovial manner. Her face and hair were well-kept in spite of her work in the scullery. 

“I’m truly very well. I...” I stopped speaking as I took in her face.

“Are you sure you are? You are as pale as a hog in heat,” she stated as she moved closer to put her hand to my head. “You’re not comin’ down with what Ms. Violet has, are you,” she questioned further.

“No, ma’am. I’m not feelin’ under the weather at all. I feel quite fine actually,” I quickly added.

“Your cheeks have an odd hue to them, as well. Are you...?” she began to once again question.

“I am truly fine, Ms. Callie. I believe that it’s just the heat from me workin’ in the sun with da flowers is all. I’ll go on to my dwelling to wash, eat, have a drink of some lemon drink and be right as rain,” I added before she could question me any further.

“The grounds are coming along nicely this year,” Callie stated, moving on with her words but her eyes seemed to still assess my face and try to come to understand what was causing my face to look so different in her eyes.

I wanted to offer my bounty and move on so that I could put my face together before I had to return to the grounds to tend to the other side of the castle. It usually took all morn to tend to one portion of the castle grounds. To finish workin’ the entire lot of the grounds took three to four days with all of the removing of dead things and small bug things that wanted to eat the plants. It also was a chore to gather the amount of water to quench the plants thirst. The picking of a fresh, new bouquet of flowers for the castles 60 plus rooms and outside dining areas was hard labor, all on its own. Working to allow for the growth of the flowers to replace those was another. But knowing that what I picked and pruned would be what was viewed by the many that had been born above my station brought me some joy. I tried to not allow my mind to stray toward the eyes that had embedded themselves into my thoughts, the very eyes that might just take notice of one of the bouquets.

I felt my cheeks grow warm at the thought. “I really should get goin’ if I’m gonna make it back before the merrymaking. It was nice seein’ you again Ms. Callie,” I said as I shook my head trying to clear my thoughts and began my journey back down the path.

“Oh, you do not have to return until the morrow, Ms. Roselynn (Callie was one of the only Ladies of the castle that called me by my given name). With all the comings and goings this lunar eve, the royal family wants to limit workers that tend to everything and just focus on the matters at hand within. The Queen herself wants quiet whilst the royals make themselves comfortable in the castle. All things outside of the castle must cease while they do so.”

“Well, as different as that sounds, I will happily keep away until da morrow,” I stated suddenly interested as to why such a decree would come from the royal and mighty Queen herself.

“Rest up, Ms. Roselynn. We cannot have both you and Ms. Violet tending each other’s sick beds. Then who would tend so wonderfully to the flowers and gardens and with such beautiful care,” she asked.

“Will do, Ms. Callie. Enjoy Cook’s meal this eve,” I said as I walked quickly down the path before she could respond.

I inwardly chastened myself for allowing any form of outward sign of the inner workings of my heart, no, my mind. I couldn’t believe that I was almost caught in my thoughts toward the prince. What right did I have to think any way about that man other than the truth that he is my Lord and sovereign? Nothing more and nothing less. But did it not make my heart skip a beat as the memory of those eyes flashed in my mind’s eye. I walked on trying again not to focus on the thoughts that had tormented me for days.

*******
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The prince was starting to believe that everything, every being was working against him. To be honest, it was truly the workings of his mother. She had continuous gatherings since his return. Anything from the main assembly to multiple teas, regular meals with Dukes and Duchesses, gatherings for riding, backgammon, croquet, and hunting were on the agenda over the last few days. How many days had passed now? Five? He couldn’t keep up. He woke to a flurry of Castle Sorad servants quickly changing tapestries and linens, cleaning every crevice in preparation for the next item on the Queen's never-ending program. The culmination was the grand ball that would take place on the morrow’s lunar eve. An event he truly wanted to decline attending. He was thrust from one room to another as the servant’s continued on with their work. He wasn’t allowed near his grand forte as they tried to prepare the grand hall. It was usually hidden away for such events. He just wanted one moment to gather his own thoughts. He had not had one to give in to his own inner musings, let alone, think on the information relayed to him by his cousin.

It seemed his mother was poking her nose into things that did not require her acknowledgement. As he thought back to the night of the assembly and the breath of time that he was allowed to be alone, he wondered how things could get any worse for the Duchess Marie.

“Philippe, I cannot believe your overzealous, overbearing, busy body of a mother could do such a thing to me. I have never done a thing to the har...” Marie began as she found him hidden in a corner of the Gardens South.

“Marie, she is still my mother, your aunt and she is Queen elect until one is placed in that role. What is it that my mother has done that would cause you to behave in such a way to have you to respond in such a manner?” Philippe led her to a bench that he had Gabriel acquire for this area for such a private conversing as this. No one beyond himself, Marie and the grounds keeper possibly knew of the area. At the thought of the grounds keeper a slight smile played across his lips.

“What has your lips bouncing in such a way that it appears you fight with yourself to hide a smile while my life is in such utter turmoil, Cousin?” Marie questioned as she placed her hands primly in her lap, always a lady of grand breeding, in spite of her current disposition.  

“Nothing. What is it that bothers you this eve, Marie?” Philippe turned his full consideration to his cousin.

“Well, your mother, I refuse to extend any other endearment to that woman, has completely ruined my very happiness,” she pulled a cloth handkerchief from her bag and dabbed her eyes. “Somehow, she knows of my interest in a certain Knight. He came to me the eve of our return from the Castle Eliana. He stated that he received a summons that he could not ignore. He was to be no longer stationed in the Queen’s court. He would be removed and turned over to the West ends. I shall never see him again. How did she come to know? I know it was not your doing. How could she know and why would she do this? I am not hers to control,” she sniffled then, giving in to her hurt. He knew this was the first time she allowed for it. Her silent sobs spoke for her. He leaned over and allowed her to release her troubles in the comfort of his arms.

“Nor I, cousin. I am not hers to control, either. I fear this has everything to do with me. She wants to make an example of you. My father would have done away with stations during his reign, but others would not hear of it. My mother will not because she believes it would cause there to be no need for someone in control. As we know, this is something she cannot live without. We shall find a way to make this right. This is my solemn oath to you,” he sat with her for as long as she needed. They returned to the assembly that eve, but his thoughts refused to be deterred from the knowledge of his cousin’s, now his pain. 

He stood near his chamber window and listen to a beautiful song on the wind. He watched a bird flit from bush to bush then back again as it began the labor of preparing a nest. The song continued and he assumed the music came from the nightingale that moved about. He was surprised when the song continued as the bird flew further away. He watched as some of the servants left the grounds for the noonday and eve to return on the morrow for another eve’s labor. It reminded him that he had yet to speak with Gabriel about the groundskeeper. It was quickly becoming a sour note in his otherwise beautiful symphony. He stood for a moment trying fruitlessly to discern which of the servants leaving the grounds was the one whom occupied his dreams. This was something that he did both during the noonday and every eve. He heard Gabriel’s footfalls before he heard the man’s voice. 

“Gabriel, I entreat you to find me the woman that has occupied my mind these five days passed. I will not spend another moment in the daily dealings with my mother until one of the many torments my mind is laid to rest,” the prince spoke without facing the man. It wasn’t until she spoke that he realized there was another quieter footfall accompanying Gabriel’s.

“Cousin, who is this Lady that torments you so and why is this the first that I have heard of it? I daresay I find my feelings hurt by your secret keeping. When I first found myself lost to the splendor of a handsome Knight’s ardor, you were the first...” Marie began to pace the room as she spoke. Philippe knew that Marie would launch into a full-scale tirade if he didn’t stop her.

“Cousin, I...Marie, I am new to this, as you know. I am still gathering my wits about me regarding your troubles. This happened the very day we spoke of said troubles. It was only a look, or passing glance, but it was enough to set my heart’s beat to a thunderous roar. I did not speak of this because I know not of anything more than her eye color and she works the grounds,” Philippe’s chest deflated as he relayed what little he knew.

“Well then, before this eve closes, we shall know more. I do believe our lovely scullery maid, Ms. Callie, will be able to shed a bit of light on this for us. I do believe that they regularly speak when said keeper supplies the flowers for the inner walls of the Castle Sorad,” as Marie spoke, Philippe could see her eyes alight with the inner workings of a plan. He was going to have to rein her in before she had them off on another adventure that could cause them both to be in a great deal of pain.

“Marie, I don’t want to crown her Queen before I know her name and I see by the look in your eyes that you can see the union and I have yet to acquire her name,” Prince Philippe stated as he replayed the words in his head, he tried to bring his own heart rate down. “We shall have someone speak with Ms. Callie and then move forward from there.”
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