
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Summer Nights in Santorini
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Chapter 1 — The Edge of Summer
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The ferry cut across the Aegean like a silver blade, scattering sunlight over the endless blue. Luca leaned against the railing, camera slung around his neck, the salt breeze brushing through his hair. Santorini stretched ahead—a crescent of whitewashed houses clinging to cliffs, domes glinting beneath the afternoon sun.

He had come here to breathe again. To forget the city, the deadlines, the noise. He told himself it was for work—a travel feature on the magic of the Greek isles—but somewhere deep down, he knew he was chasing something quieter, something his heart hadn’t dared to name.

When the ferry docked, he wandered through the narrow streets of Oia, past shops spilling with handmade ceramics and tavernas alive with laughter. He paused at a café overlooking the sea, ordering iced coffee and watching the world slow down.

“Beautiful view, isn’t it?” a voice said beside him, smooth and accented, touched with humor.

Luca turned. The man standing there was sun-browned, wearing a loose white shirt rolled to the elbows, a few strands of dark hair falling across his forehead. His smile was easy, but his eyes—deep and sea-colored—held something steadier.

“It’s breathtaking,” Luca said, smiling back. “Almost unreal.”

The stranger nodded, pulling up a chair. “I’m Nikos,” he said, offering his hand. “My family runs the taverna next door. You looked like someone who needed company—or maybe just a good recommendation.”

“Luca,” he replied, shaking his hand. “And you’re right about both.”

They talked for nearly an hour. Nikos told him about growing up on the island, about summers spent fishing, cooking, and watching the sunsets tourists came thousands of miles to see. Luca found himself laughing easily, something that had felt rare lately.

When the sky began to turn gold, Nikos stood. “You haven’t really seen Santorini until you’ve watched the sunset from the cliffs,” he said. “Come—bring your camera.”

They walked up the winding steps to a quiet spot overlooking the caldera. The wind smelled of sea and thyme. The horizon burned with color—amber, rose, violet. Luca lifted his camera, but then lowered it again. Some moments, he realized, were too beautiful to trap in a frame.

Nikos watched him, smiling softly. “It’s better when you just... see it,” he said.

Luca nodded, heart beating a little faster. “Yeah,” he murmured. “It really is.”

As the last light faded and the first stars appeared, Luca felt something shift—something subtle but certain. He had come to Santorini for peace, but maybe, just maybe, he was about to find something far more lasting.
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