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	Lessons Unspoken

	Description

	Ivy Maire arrives at the prestigious Arden Conservatory with one goal perfection. But her passion for piano quickly clashes with the icy silence of her assigned coach, Julian Ashcroft. Once a rising star, Julian now hides behind cold critiques and rigid routines, unwilling to let the past or anyone else touch him.

	Determined to break through his wall, Ivy resists his emotional distance with quiet strength. As rehearsals turn into conversations, and music transforms into something more personal, an unspoken connection begins to form. Yet the closer Ivy draws him back to the world, the more Julian pulls away haunted by scandal, silence, and the fear of caring again.

	Together, they compose a piece that carries more than just notes. But with pressure mounting and the past refusing to stay buried, their bond is tested in a place where vulnerability is risk, and feeling too much can cost everything.

	Can two people who speak in music and silence learn to trust what’s never been said aloud?

	Or will the most powerful melody be the one that remains unfinished?

	 


Chapter 1: Arrival in Silence

	Ivy

	The conservatory stood like a cathedral of quiet ambition, its old stone walls softened by ivy and the filtered afternoon sun. My suitcase wheels bumped over the cobblestone path as I approached the arched entrance, each clack echoing louder than I wanted it to. I paused beneath the carved wooden sign Arden School of Music and took a deep breath.

	Everything I had worked for had led me here. Scholarships, late-night rehearsals, giving up weekends, friends, even sleep. And now… here. The elite. The unforgiving. The brilliant.

	A woman at the front desk looked up as I entered, her expression practiced and polite.

	“Ivy Maire,” I said, trying not to sound breathless. “First-year piano program.”

	She scanned a clipboard and handed me a folder. “Coach Julian Ashcroft. Studio Three. Up the east wing stairs, second door on the right. You’re early.”

	Early? I’d timed everything precisely. But I just nodded. “Thanks.”

	The stairs creaked under my weight as I climbed. The building smelled of varnished wood, old books, and something faintly citrus maybe polish. Everything was too quiet. No distant cello practice. No students chatting. It felt like a place where sound was sacred, only offered when earned.

	I found the door labeled Studio Three and knocked once. No answer. I waited, then pushed gently.

	The man inside didn’t look up. He sat at the grand piano, head bowed, fingers moving slowly over the keys not playing exactly, just tracing them like one might trace a scar.

	“Um… Mr. Ashcroft?”

	He turned slightly. Mid-thirties, perhaps. His features were sharp, almost sculptural, but not classically handsome. Not warm either. More like marble warmed by sun unlikely, but not impossible. His eyes, when they met mine, were distant but alert.

	“Ivy Maire,” I offered, stepping in.

	He didn’t offer his hand. “Yes. Sit.”

	There was no greeting, no small talk. I sat on the bench beside the piano, uncertain.

	“Play something. Anything,” he said, eyes returning to the keys.

OEBPS/images/image.jpeg
Explore more reads & updates





