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A mind and a heart. The other firmly contradicting, the other painfully hailing. Unadorned vacation turned into a huge question of personal stance for carefree Ava Lars as she came across modest Ethan Rover—he who she thought was angel-like holy. Hence be a quick getaway turning into a lifetime exhilaration. 
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Prologue

 

Contradiction apparent in her eyes, absence of interest marked her expression boldly stretching her patience further than the borderline she drew. Ava Lars sat across from her friend who’s been endlessly running her mouth about how enticed she is to roam around the island she managed to book beforehand. The sole conundrum there’s to resolve is the fact that Ava –again and again countless of times already– refused to join her.

“You booked that ticket to the island without my knowing. Now, you expect me to tag along? Am slumped with paperworks.” She may own one of the largest leading fashion companies in the country, still she firmly expresses her opposition in terms of slacking off during office days. “I’m not going.”

“The choice isn’t yours to decide. Everybody’s on a holiday. You’re coming with me whether you like it or not. It’s summer. You’re not slumped with paperworks. You’re simply missing out in life. Heard you turned down the model Sebastian. That man was a catch, what else are you looking for? Don’t tell me you ought to marry your work, Ava? Look, everyone else around you is already having their knots tied, some down to christening them childs, and you’re here acting like one wanker using her work as an excuse for a break. Just, what in the hell is your problem?”

“I understand your point—totally get it. However, what’s there for me to cling to a man, when I can be the man I wish for myself to have? I am completely, utterly, fine without a male in my life. In fact, life is better without ‘em at all. Don’t go start ruining my peace now, I beg of you. I love my work and it makes me whole and that’s it, Keira. You don’t get to question my personal stance here.” Words firm, voice pitched high, Ava has set her mind. None of her friend’s reasons will drive her decision the other way around. “Off you go. Waste energy you beseech maketh with Charles, but exclude me with all the vacays and the free time in the world as I am of no interest with regard to the matter.” 

Insanity peeking through, Ava was left alone in her office lost in wonder and guilt. “Was I too harsh?” There’s no one to attest nor there’s anyone to assure she’s on the right track. 

Mid summer of the modern year, the sun above the sky shines bright as its heat pushes people off the edge craving for the rough tacts of the sands and gentle waves of the sea. It’s where the soul finds solace in a weather that screams burns louder than words. The mere crystal clear sight of the corals glorifying captivations beneath deep blue waters. Simply finding a place that steadies one disturbed heartbeat, eventually speeding by the breathtaking overview of the horizon at a distance—so inviting, extremely enticing. 

“Strawberry smoothie for Ava?” The female server behind the counter called out Ava’s name, addressing her order to go. 

“Thanks.” Feeling her throat drying from the crowding people of the cafe, Ava took a sip of her smoothie. Cold spiralled down through her pipe, calming down the rising agitation she harvests from the suffocating atmosphere the place begets her. “Should have dropped by earlier. Weekday afternoons sure are bustling.” 

Content with the tranquil sensation her smoothie furnished the drowning system she revived just on time, Ava walked her way to where her car was parked. Alike blue moon gracing the world with its presence once in a long time–often expected but not fully predicted– rash wind blows up ever more virulent than it usually is in a brazen season.  Sending what was once green and alive pieces of leaves stemming on branches of enormous trees towering around, flying here and there. 

The sudden scream of nature's element sent Ava aback as a piece of paper flew closer, landing before her soles. It’s no flyer nor local print. Bending, she was quick to lift it off the ground. “In earnest, who on earth dared flaunt ‘em ticket insouciantly? Big time folks they must be, how foolhardy unwise.” Eyes scanning, tone unbelieving, low scoff set free off her red lips. 

“Good miss?” Soft reverberation echoed in her ears, ringing a bell of her attention. Gazes casually leaving what’s on her hand, she’s brought it forth man situating afore her foreground. “I’d wish not to take much of your time, however, I believe you possess holding of mine ticket. May I please have it back? Crazy wind sent it flying off between pages of a book I had it clipped.” His words were polite and carefully spoken. Contagious his smile may, Ava reckon a skip of beating caged within her chest regarding his intense stare. His eyes converse in a way that pangs her visions a galaxy full of dots shining bright taking her sanity captive of a mesmerising sight that flaunts before her. What her cells beckon inside is more than a familiar feeling. It’s something she feared the most. Something she prayed not ever surface again. 

“Is anything the matter, lush?” His tone still, yet pitch higher. Strong desire to call out her attention’s evident as the good woman was seemingly lost in wonder—expressions swiftly jumping over stunned to baffle and to spook. 

“Apologies, you’re quite dishy–magnetic– I daresay. Perhaps, I’m the one taking much of your time. Pardon me, good sir.” Handing the ticket over a lofty figure affront her, Ava’s quick observant eyes caught a glimpse of the place it’s meant to be flown. “Greece?”

“Indeed. Ever been there? Best place for a getaway.” He produced a light smile as he gladly received his ticket off her hold. “That’s lovely of you.”
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Chapter I

A Piece Of Luck

 

 

 

Seagulls mewing in the near distance whilst the sea breeze lingers in the air reaching an olfaction with rather exciting feels. Crystal clear blue waters boast a see through view of the matters beneath the fluid surface, seducing a soul into an explorative dive. “I must say, I’m quite surprised you were bended at the last moment, wanting to tag along. I was on the verge of being upset by how you shooed me out the moment you announced your opposition towards this trip.” Keira’s honesty sets Ava on the edge.

Tapping the keycard by the sensor, the only man in the trip had offered as per her honour, the door welcomed them three in a spacious vacay house. Charle’s –Keira’s long time other half– specifically possesses the title of the place. “Is it not a good thing? Last time I recall, you were urging me for a man. Mayhap, this little gimmick will muster me with a righteous one, right Charles?” Ava was simply looking for someone to back her sentiments up, which she hoped would be Charles.

“Ain’t sounding worse, I daresay.” His words were neither contradicting nor satisfying. However, it was enough to support the lass’s litanies. “Please, make yourselves at home sweethearts. I’ll be gone for a minute, off to the neighbouring small town by the beach to pick some goods. Should be back in a jiffy.”

“Can’t we come with you? I’d love to see what they have down there.” Eyes pleading, lips pouting, hands caps together begging. Keira was quite the desperate for a forthwith tour. “Certainly, you understand my will, right my love?”

Defeated by his woman’s tempting pleading, Charles was left with no choice but regard with an agreement. Leaving him waiting for the two ladies as they make their way to them rooms, dressing up for the place.

“Will it be alright if I take a tour around the place than tailing the both of you, third wheeling?” Beyond kind gestures with a gentle motion to banish afar from the couple, Ava is fighting the urge to roll her eyes at them two. It hasn’t been two minutes yet since they got to the beach and they’re already all over each other. “I can barely imagine how my night would be by the candlelight when you’re making out a door or two away from me. It’s grotesque.”

 “Atop exaggeration that is for certainty. I believe spending a minute will not suffice your wander, then come by the house anytime you’d feel like resting.” Charles enunciated, letting a low giggling sound as a teasing grin drew across his face. “Many charmings crowd the area. Perhaps, you’d fancy one.”

 

As if a bulb lighted up in her head, hinting her with a bright idea, Keira turned to Charles, slightly tapping him by the arm. “Speaking of the matter, didn’t you mention you’re to introduce her to your good pal?” Now, the good miss has her eyes fixated on her homegirl who’s dispersing the conversation with bafflement.

“Indeed, however the man hasn’t beep yet. I will let you know once he's get here.”

“As much as I love to converse longer with you, I would rather bring my feet further than be stuck here standing with no connection to the subject of the colloquy.”

Banishing the couple, letting them be with themselves to enjoy each other’s company, Ava found herself pacing closer one wee bridge kicking off a path she fathoms leading ahead castling aged raise dwellings. 

Wonder overflowed her poor thinking as every being she came across produced her long puzzling look, as though she’s lost in a place she knows not a thing. Which isn’t entirely rubbish for she merely follows the steps her soles are making. A turn after another, wee bridge is no longer within her sight. Barely even possess recollection of lefts and rights of turns she’s taken. Now, Ava is just a lost soul in a nobility of residences anew her.

“Excuse me, love, might I bother you for a question? I’ve lost my bearings, a bit bewildered here.” Her words were polite, smiles brightly drawn on her face despite the fact of being off course.

Back turned to her, the man beckoned for a motion facing her. He’s unloading baggage off his car. “Hi there—it’s you.” Bliss glittered shining in his eyes alike whelp given a sweet. Soft, quiet laugh brought along a slight smile to let off his deepest yet genuine amusement.

“I beg your pardon, sir? Are we acquainted? I am rather at sea, as though I withhold no memory of you.” That was an act—a lie. How could she not know the man when he’s the faculty of her thought, the hidden justification why she last minute wanted to be part of the holiday.

“Well, that’s quite of a surprise. For a moment I thought you’d recognised me the very second you’re again to lay eyes on me.” He’s bummed. Gutted by her robust yet earnest words of denial. “Anyhow, I do recall you. You were the one who had my ticket by the parking lot the other day. What a piece of luck.”

As though astonishment hit her nerves on the spot, Ava let out a low gasp even raising a hand to resist her jaw from dropping as her eyes well-nigh popped out them sockets. “Blimey, thousand apologies, love, that’s silly of me.”

“Pay it no mind. By all means, we’re not in a pants-on-fire situation. Perhaps, a fresh start will refine the wine?”

“Sounds like a plan. Ava Lars.” She held out her right hand for a handshake whilst broad smile. Luck is definitely on her side.

Shaking her hand warmly, the man reciprocated her beam. “Ethan Rover. Pleasure to meet you, Ava.” His grip lightly tightening around her tiny hand as the softness of her flesh rubbed agin his, alerting every resting nerves in his body through an electrifying sensation. He’s captivated to forethought he’d once again come across the woman he felt a jam the moment they locked eyes.

Following a moment of silence, Ava was first to break off from a handshake that seemed to stretch for an eternity. Colours are flooding her cheeks, hinting no denial of hoity-toity. She’s unquestionably bussing over the moon.

“You were off course, you say? People did throw you gazes questioning your pacing longer than a moment as you silently dragged yourself further in here, I bet my name on it.”

Towering a couple inches than her, Ava instilled effort meeting his gazes as he pinged her right on the spot. “You defo know your stuff. Not your first time here, no?”

“Oh, I’ve been here countless times and I am quite accustomed to how these people act. Trust me when I say they know exactly perchance you’re new around here.” He’s took a step back, allowing her to adjust her neck spot on. No efforts of matching his height, just equal level of eyes mustering one another. “I’m set to meet a chum of mine by the resort in a good minute from now. I can show you the way out, if that would be of help.”

“That’s lovely of you.”

“Well, would you like to come in for a second? I should get these loads in or someone may mistake it for them if left outside unattended.”

“I’m all set. I’ll be right here. Won’t take you long to settle it all down, will it?

“Oh no, lush, will be done in a jiffy.”

She watched the door behind him closed, smiles still intact with her lips. “Indeed, what a piece of luck.” The man left her an impression that drives a heartbeat crazy—out of pace, more rapid than a sprint athlete’s after a lap or two around the field. Although uncertain of the possibilities she’d find him in the same place as her, given that Greece is a place broader than her knowledge could furnish to fathom, delight sends her mind afloat in the clouds and heart gratified upon spotting him. She simply had to play it cool, play it hard for she refused to be viewed as a piece of cake. A trick she learned to roll with so as in the nick of time, granting one show off them true colours.

One step after another, taken slowly in hopes of lengthening their walk together longer than the path could take them back to the beach, clearly the two of them don't wish their time with each other come to an end.

“First time, here?” Ethan questioned in an attempt to break the clouding silence that filled the space between them. “As from what I can remember, I was once like you –bewildered– way back my first time ever here.”

“You speak alike native, do you perhaps frequent this place often than a holiday?”

“You’re welcome to say that. I fly over various places in a flash, doing business. However, I mostly leisure around here. The quiet atmosphere that an ancient feeling begets, renews my exhaustion.” He speeds up, covering up a distance away so he can walk in front of her—back on the track whilst facing her. “How about you? What brings you here?”

Genuine smiles he produces allures Ava to an extent that her eyes are either fixated on his lips that casts his words in a mushy manner, or on his eyes that speaks louder than his reverberations. There’s simply something magnetic on him that pulls her, drawing her closer to him. Last time she had such a sensation was an age ago, near decade. No man caught her attention since her past lover befallen hell right by her fingertips. Torn into parts, crushed into pieces, burnt into ashes, she swore the shithousery out of all men. She reckoned no yearning for a man—a few may have captivated her for a quick moment but none has ever been charming enough to revive her dying cognizant of what relish is. Not until she met him. Ethan.

“Is anything the matter? Please, feel free to inform me if I am speaking rubbish, overwhelming you with things out of your interest.” His brows curved, gracing his face with fret as to Ava’s sudden absence not in presence but of mind to the conversation.

“No, you’re utterly fine.” She cleared her throat. “Well, I’m here for a holiday. More like being the third-wheel as I came here with my friend and her partner. Wasn’t planning on going first, but circumstances change.”

“Circumstances? That’s a heavy thing to address. Why not bring yours to make it double and fair?”

“Wish I had one, but it’s not like it matters to begin with.”

Upon hearing her words, Ethan turned his back to her hiding how chuffed he is of the news. He’s enticed. “Hmn, that’s a relief.” He muttered, low as a whisper. No chance she heard it.

“Pardon?”

“We’re approaching the beach, I said.” He told a tale of lies.

They’ve passed the bridge. Now, pacing by the shore. The water level low, horizon blazing with hues of red, orange, and yellow. Purple and pink urging their glows vivid as the sun kisses the world goodbye, setting behind the curtains of the deep skyline ploddingly disappearing by the distant boundary of the heavens and earth.
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