
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]


The Scarf of Time
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Prologue
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In ancient Serena, where stones breathe untold stories and the timeless Elara River flows, carrying secrets of bygone eras, fate silently wove its threads.

Amidst its winding alleys, resembling the veins of a colossal olive tree, and along its tranquil waters, lived Ares, a man etched with the earth's harshness and serenity, and Eva, a girl whose eyes held the depth of forests and the stillness of stars.

Their lives were parallel paths, each breathing the city's ancient air, yet they had not met. Until that dawn, when an unseen hand chose to intertwine these threads, awakening two souls who had not yet known longing, and revealing that behind every touch and story lies a deeper mystery:

"The Scarf of Time," which has only now begun to unravel.
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Chapter One
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The Deep Breaths of Serena

In the heart of ancient Serena, the pulses of life resonate in every corner, as if the city itself breathes with a slow, steady rhythm, swaying between the vibrant scent of the past and the quiet bustle of the present. The stone walls of the houses, which have withstood centuries, breathed slowly, releasing into the air the scent of old earth mixed with the warm aroma of stone that retained the sun's heat throughout the day. The winding alleys, intertwined like the veins of a massive, ancient olive tree, lit up slowly at dawn as the first golden sunbeams crept in, painting changing canvases of shadows and light on the polished cobblestones. The air in these early hours carried a refreshing coolness that gently penetrated the body, but it soon faded, replaced by a mild warmth as the sun ascended. The scent of blossoming jasmine seeped from every balcony, climbing every fence, mingling with the rich aroma of earth watered by dew drops that still gleamed like transparent jewels on lush leaves, creating an unforgettable aromatic tableau in the memories of passersby.



On the banks of the timeless Elara River, which carved its path slowly and steadily through endless, silken-green plains, the waters flowed with majestic serenity, carrying countless stories from bygone eras. The gentle murmur of the water, resembling a tranquil musical melody, harmonized uniquely with the chirping of birds that performed their morning symphony from among the thick branches of the tall trees shading the river. Here, by a massive willow tree whose branches drooped towards the water, Ares stood every dawn. His body stretched tall like an ancient oak, and his blue eyes, the color of a clear summer sky, contemplated the distant horizon, as if searching for something beyond logic. His broad neck and the muscles of his arms, sculpted by years of hard, arduous work in the earth, bore witness to his immense physical strength. Yet beneath this stern exterior, which suggested rigidity and aloofness, lay a man with a deep soul, characterized by steadfastness and calm, like a mountain man unshaken by the strongest storms, and yet not without a hidden, carefully concealed passion beneath layers of rationality and realism.

His hands, roughened by constant work with the earth's soil and its intricate details, held with extreme seriousness and care the halter of his plump cow, which grazed peacefully and calmly on the riverbank, enjoying the fresh, dew-kissed grass. Ares wore dark canvas trousers and a white cotton shirt, loose enough to allow his movements to flow with ease, yet highlighting his well-built physique and strong muscles. Every day, before the sun began its journey to its zenith in the sky, Ares watched over the land he tended, examining the crops that grew slowly and steadily, as if they were a part of his soul. He was not merely a farmer; he was a faithful guardian of the land, believing that every grain of soil carried a sacred soul, and every plant held a promise of renewed life and blessing. His life was defined by his responsibilities towards the land and his family; everything in his world was meticulously organized, logically sequenced without ambiguity, with no room for fleeting surprises or impulsive acts. He saw the future as a straight line, a clear path he must follow steadily and without deviation. But fate, as he would later learn, was weaving its threads in secret, disregarding all his plans, and holding surprises he could never have imagined.



In another enchanting part of Serena, Eva awoke to sunbeams filtering through the old wooden shutters of her window, painting golden lines on her room's floor. Her room, located on the upper floor of her modest house amidst a small garden, was simple yet full of warmth and intimacy. The scent of dried flowers Eva hung on the walls, mixed with the aroma of hot coffee her grandmother brewed downstairs in the kitchen, created an aromatic blend that evoked comfort and serenity.

Eva was not just a beautiful girl with calm features, dark brown hair, and green eyes that held a deep, mysterious sparkle. She carried within her a latent strength, derived from years of silence and deep contemplation, and from challenges she faced with rare courage and unwavering resilience. She wore a simple, natural linen-colored dress that flowed gracefully around her slender frame, reflecting the simplicity and purity of her soul. She seemed quiet and reclusive, preferring solitude, but beneath this calm surface, she hid a storm of conflicting thoughts and emotions. She possessed a free spirit, longing for what lay beyond Serena's borders, yet her responsibilities towards her elderly grandmother, having lost her parents years ago, bound her to this place, making her committed to it with utmost devotion and love.

After getting dressed, Eva went down to the kitchen where her grandmother, Elara, sat on an old wooden chair, slowly and calmly eating her breakfast. Elara was an old woman with a wrinkled face and eyes that still gleamed with sharp intelligence and deep wisdom. "Good morning, Grandmother," Eva said in a soft voice, a warm smile illuminating the room. "Did you sleep well?"

"Good morning, my dear," Elara replied with a voice full of tenderness. "I slept well, thanks to your priceless care for me; you are the light of my life." Their relationship was deeper than just grandmother and granddaughter; Elara was Eva's spiritual guide, and Eva was the light of Elara's eyes and her support in this life.

After her quiet breakfast with her grandmother, Eva went out to the small backyard garden, which was for her a sanctuary and a source of happiness. The garden was full of rare medicinal herbs and exotic plants, which Eva tended with indescribable passion and love. She talked to the plants, spending long hours among them, listening to their secrets that no one else heard. Her delicate fingers touched the leaves with great tenderness, as if tending to them. She saw beauty in the finest details, in the glistening dewdrop, in the way a small bud opened. This deep connection with nature gave her an unparalleled inner peace and a strength derived from the earth itself.



At the same time, Ares had finished inspecting his vast field. He felt deep satisfaction from his hard work; the crops were growing well this year. But something was different this morning. A strange sense of anticipation gripped him, as if the whole world was preparing for a momentous event that would change the course of days. The sun had begun to rise, but the air carried an unusual sense of purity and the scent of wet earth. Ares decided to pass through the market today, not to buy anything specific, but to get some basic supplies for his small workshop. He didn't usually prefer crowds or noise, but something was strongly drawing him there, an unseen force he couldn't resist.

On the other side of the city, Eva had finished tending her garden. She decided to go to the market too, not for anything essential, but to buy some rare ingredients for the herbal mixtures she prepared for her grandmother and some village residents. She loved wandering through the market, despite its crowds, because she found herbs that didn't grow in her garden and enjoyed observing people's faces. She felt a strange sensation envelop her, as if something important was about to happen. She sometimes placed her hand on her heart, feeling its slightly accelerated beats, as if trying to calm it.



Ares walked with steady, confident steps towards the city center. His steps were measured, reflecting his organized nature. He usually avoided crowded places, but today was different. When he reached the market, the place was bustling with vendors and buyers, the movement ceaseless, and voices intertwined in a noisy mix. He was looking for his usual wood vendor, his eyes examining faces with apparent coolness, but deep down there was an undeniable anticipation.

Meanwhile, Eva entered the market from the other side. She walked slowly and deliberately, her eyes scanning the crowded stalls, searching for a rare herb vendor. She felt a strange sensation envelop her, as if something important was about to happen. She longed for this feeling, as it meant something new and exciting was about to enter her life. She sometimes placed her hand on her heart, feeling its slightly accelerated beats, as if trying to calm it.



When Ares reached the vegetable vendors' area, he paused to contemplate the quality of the fresh fruit. He slowly raised his head, and in that moment, he saw her. Eva stood a few meters away, talking to a flower vendor. Her dark brown hair cascaded like a silken waterfall, and her green eyes sparkled under the glowing sunbeams like two pieces of emerald. She wore her simple linen dress and looked as if she had just stepped out of an ancient dream.

Ares did not believe in blind luck or fleeting coincidence; rather, he believed that everything happened for a reason. But this moment, this image indelibly etched in his mind, transcended any logic he knew. He felt something strange violently stirring within him, as if his heart, which had always been as solid as a mountain rock, had been subjected to an earthquake that shook every pillar of his being. The muscles in his face tensed slightly, and he tightened his jaw, but he maintained his outward calm. Her allure was overwhelming, not just physical, but a deep spiritual magnetism, as if she were a magnet pulling him with irresistible force.

At that very moment, Eva felt a strange prickling sensation at the back of her neck, as if a powerful gaze was fixed on her. She turned slowly, as if drawn by an unseen force, and her green eyes, shining with intelligence and depth, met Ares's blue eyes, which held the calm depth of the sea. The entire world stopped spinning. There was no longer any noise in that moment. The universe held its breath to see what would happen between these two beings, as if time had completely frozen.

A wave of warmth and pure electricity flowed between them. Eva felt it like a secret current running through her veins, awakening every cell in her body. This was not just a fleeting attraction, but a profound sense of recognition, as if her soul had known his soul for ages, and as if this meeting was fated, written in the secrets of destiny shrouded by "The Scarf of Time." Eva offered a shy, delicate smile, carrying a sea of emotions that began to churn in her chest. Her heart pounded violently, so much so that she could almost hear its loud thumps, accelerated beats announcing the beginning of something unexpected.

In return, that smile pierced the wall of calm and control Ares had built around himself. He felt as if an old dam had collapsed within him, unleashing emotions he hadn't known existed. Her smile was an irresistible invitation, a promise of something he had never dared to dream of. He slowly raised his hand, an unintentional gesture, but an expression of his overwhelming desire to approach, to know more about this being who had turned his world upside down in a single moment. He realized that his organized life had changed forever; Ares would never be the same again.

"Can I help you with anything?" Ares said in a deep, calm voice, slightly gruff but carrying strength and steadfastness. His words flowed steadily, like the running waters of the Elara River, conveying a sense of confidence and depth. Eva hadn't expected him to speak, but his voice was so captivating that she felt an overwhelming desire to listen to him.

"No... no, thank you," Eva replied in a delicate, barely audible voice, carrying hesitation and shyness, yet saturated with intense curiosity. She couldn't tear her eyes away from his; they were a sea of secrets, inviting her to dive into them without hesitation.

More moments of charged silence passed, deeper than any dialogue. The outside world revolved around them as if it didn't exist. The surrounding atmosphere was filled with the scent of jasmine and fresh bread, now mingled with a mysterious aroma of the emotion beginning to grow between them. Eva felt as if she was in a beautiful dream she never wanted to wake from.

Then, very slowly, Eva broke the barrier of silence that enveloped them. "Are... are you from here?" she asked, her voice almost a quiet plea.

A slight smile appeared on Ares's lips, revealing two small dimples, which gave him an unexpected touch of softness. "Yes, I was born and raised here in Serena. And you?"

"Me too," Eva replied, feeling a strange comfort, as if this shared belonging had connected them even more. "I haven't seen you in the market like this before." "I usually come very early," Ares said, his eyes never leaving hers. "But today I had a different feeling, a feeling that drew me here in a way I can't explain."

His words seemed simple, but they held deep meanings for Eva. A different feeling. She too had felt it, as if an unseen force was pushing her to this place at this very time. The "threads of fate" began to intertwine with irresistible force, forging a new path neither of them could have ever predicted. These were the first words they exchanged, but they were enough to open the doors to an entirely new world, a world neither of them could have imagined. This was not just the beginning of a novel, but the beginning of a world filled with burning passion, deep secrets, and love that transcends all boundaries, touching the soul. This is just one thread of "The Scarf of Time" that has begun to unravel, and there is much more to come: many challenges, many emotions, and many secrets waiting to be revealed.
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Chapter Two
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The First Encounter Beneath Serena's Sky

The moment when time stood still between Ares and Eva in the heart of the market passed, as if an unseen hand had set the clock's hands spinning again. The silence that enveloped them was not merely an absence of sound, but an ocean of intense emotions, a subtle current pulling them deeper into each other. The market sounds gradually returned; they mingled with the rhythmic footsteps of passersby, the cries of street vendors, and the laughter of children that seemed to come from a distant world. But for Ares and Eva, they remained encased in their own private bubble, oblivious to everything around them, hearing only the echo of their own accelerating heartbeats.



Ares's blue eyes, accustomed to precisely observing the details of the land and sorting crops, were now deeply fixed on Eva's green eyes. He had never seen such depth in eyes, or such a blend of inner calm and latent passion that shimmered within them. Her gaze held a silent invitation, a promise of a secret cave of mysteries, urging him to dive in without hesitation. He felt as if every cell in his body was drawn to her with an irresistible force, transcending all the laws of gravity he knew. A powerful desire to approach, to know more about her, surged within him like a sudden storm, threatening to overturn the order of his established world. Who was this girl who had shaken his very being with such simplicity? He found no answer, but his heart was screaming her name, which he did not yet know.

"Are you alright? You seem... a little flustered," Ares said in his deep voice, which carried a hidden, uncharacteristic note of concern. He slowly extended his hand towards her, as if offering help, but stopped before touching her, out of respect for her personal space, and because something told him that a quick physical approach might break this fragile moment between them. His large, rough hand, accustomed to carrying heavy tools, seemed to possess an unexpected tenderness in its movement.

Eva took a deep breath, as if regaining her ability to breathe after an interruption. "I'm... I'm fine, thank you." Her delicate smile returned to grace her lips, but it now held a touch of clear shyness. "It's just, I didn't expect to meet you here... like this." Her eyes still glowed with curiosity, eager to explore the strong features of his face, the sharp lines of his jaw, and his blue eyes that seemed to hold a complete history of wisdom and resilience. She felt an overwhelming desire to extend her hand and touch his large palm, to see what it would feel like.

"Me too," Ares replied, feeling a strange comfort spread through his body as he saw her smile blossom again. "My coming to the market today wasn't planned. I felt... something drawing me here." He couldn't put this feeling into words, but it was a strong sense of destiny, as if invisible threads had pulled him to this exact place and time. This was the first time he had ever admitted to such a feeling, for he was by nature a man who relied on logic and reason.

"I understand exactly what you mean," Eva responded, her eyes widening slightly, indicating her surprise that he shared the same feeling. "I felt the same way. As if there was... a hidden force pushing me here today." They exchanged a long gaze, a look of deep understanding that confirmed to both of them that this meeting was not merely a coincidence, but part of a larger plan, carefully woven by "The Scarf of Time." This non-verbal connection was deeper than any words that could be spoken; their souls spoke a language only they understood.

"My name is Ares," Ares said, extending his rough hand this time, but with a gesture filled with warmth and respect. His hand was strong and warm, reflecting long years of working the land, yet it carried an unexpected touch of gentleness. Eva recoiled slightly in shyness, then placed her delicate hand in his large palm. "Eva. Nice to meet you, Ares." Her hand was soft as silk, yet it carried a touch of hidden strength Ares hadn't expected. It wasn't just a touch, but an electrical current that flowed between them, awakening every sense in their bodies. Eva felt electricity spread through her arm, seeping into her heart, making it pound wildly. As for Ares, he felt an overwhelming warmth spread through his body, as if the coldness of years had melted with a single touch.

"Eva..." Ares repeated her name, as if savoring every letter, the name that now seemed the most beautiful in all languages. "I don't see many visitors in this part of the market. Are you..." Eva interrupted him with a smile, feeling a deeper sense of comfort stealing into her as their conversation continued? "I'm looking for some rare herbs that I don't find in my garden. I prepare healing mixtures for my grandmother and some villagers." Her words carried a tone of pride and confidence.

Ares's eyes widened in some surprise. "Healing herbs? That's interesting. I didn't know anyone else had this knowledge in Serena besides the elders." "It's knowledge I inherited from my grandmother, and she in turn from her grandmother," Eva explained, her eyes gleaming with deep love for her family's traditions. "They're not just herbs; they are part of the earth's soul, carrying healing for those who believe in them." Her voice carried a strong tone when she spoke of her belief.

"The earth's soul..." Ares repeated the words slowly, as if savoring their meaning. He believed in the earth, in its power, in its sacredness, but he had never thought of it in this way before. "Is that what makes you seem like a part of this city? As if you grew from its soil?" He wasn't trying to compliment her; this was a sincere expression of the feeling that enveloped his soul when he first saw her.

Eva's cheeks flushed slightly from Ares's sincere words. "Perhaps... I love the earth, and I love everything that grows in it. It gives me peace." Then her tone changed, becoming more curious. "What about you, Ares? You seem like a part of the mountains surrounding Serena. Strong and calm." A slight smile appeared on Ares's lips, revealing his dimples again. "I'm a farmer. I spend most of my time on the land. I plant and tend. There isn't much else in my life." His voice carried a tone of humility, but his eyes revealed a much deeper profoundness than he let on.

"I don't believe your life doesn't contain much," Eva said with a slightly challenging tone, her eyes fixed on his. "Your eyes say the exact opposite. They hold many untold stories." Ares felt a surge of impulsiveness pierce his body. Her words touched a sensitive chord in his soul, a chord that had never been played before. No one had ever looked into his eyes this way, or seen in them what Eva saw. He felt an overwhelming desire to open his heart to her, to tell her everything he had hidden from the world, but years of discipline and calm prevented him from doing so.

"Stories aren't always in words, Eva," Ares said in a deeper voice, trying to distance himself from the emotional depth he was being drawn into. "Sometimes they are in actions, in daily work, in silence." "But silence itself is a story," Eva immediately countered, with wisdom beyond her years. "Silence tells much, sometimes more than loud words. And you, Ares, your silence tells much." They exchanged another long look, which seemed to last an eternity, a look that transcended the boundaries of language, time, and place. Each saw in the other a mirror to their soul, a reflection of a part of their being they had been searching for their whole lives without knowing it. Their attraction to each other grew with every word, every look, every breath.



Suddenly, the voice of an old woman selling vegetables nearby interrupted their enchanting moment. "Ares! Are you going to stand there all day? It's almost lunchtime!" Ares smiled faintly, feeling a little embarrassed. "Sorry, Mama Laura. I was... just chatting." "Well, son, keep chatting with this beautiful lady. But don't forget work is waiting for you!" Mama Laura said with a friendly laugh, observing Eva with curiosity.

Eva's face reddened slightly, and she felt a slight warmth spread across her cheeks. Mama Laura was known for her sharp tongue and cheerful spirit, and she wasn't afraid to speak her mind. "I must go now," Ares said to Eva with a voice mixed with regret, gazing at her beautiful face. "But... will you be at the market tomorrow?" This was the first time he had asked such a direct question, and his heart was pounding strongly in his chest, awaiting her reply. This deviation from his daily routine was entirely uncharacteristic for him.

Eva paused for a moment, feeling hesitant. She feared this attraction might be an illusion, or that opening her heart to someone might lead to disappointment. But her desire to see him again was stronger than any hesitation. She felt that something important awaited her, something that could change her life forever. "Perhaps," Eva replied in a faint voice, a shy smile appearing on her lips. "I won't promise, but... perhaps." This hidden promise was enough for Ares.

"Then, I hope we meet again, Eva." Ares said, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. These simple words carried much hope, much longing for a tomorrow that might bring them together again. Ares slowly turned and walked away with steady steps towards the wood vendor, but his eyes kept turning back towards Eva from time to time, as if he wanted to make sure she was still there, that she hadn't been just a dream.

Eva stood in place, watching Ares walk away until he disappeared into the crowds. She felt a strange emptiness in her heart, as if a part of her had gone with him. The scent of the earth that emanated from his clothes still lingered in her nostrils, mingled with the strong aroma of masculinity. She closed her eyes for a moment and recalled the warmth of his hand, the depth of his blue eyes, and the steadiness of his voice. Those few moments she spent with him had changed something deep within her. She felt that "The Scarf of Time" had begun to unveil itself, revealing a destiny she had never imagined.



Eva returned home, the scent of the herbs she had bought mingling in the air with the faint fragrance that still lingered in her memory from her encounter with Ares. She sat in her small garden, contemplating the colorful flowers she had bought, but her mind was still captivated by that mysterious man. Did he also feel what she felt? Was that glance merely a coincidence, or was it the beginning of something much bigger? She yearned to stop this exhausting feeling of curiosity, but she knew the only way was to face him again.

In the evening, while Eva was helping her grandmother Elara prepare dinner, her grandmother noticed Eva's uncharacteristic distraction. "What's wrong, my dear?" Elara asked in a tender voice, as she chopped vegetables. "You seem to be in another world." Eva sighed. "Nothing, Grandmother... just, I met someone at the market today."

"Someone?" Elara raised her eyebrows with curiosity, a slight smile on her lips. "Who is this person who managed to distract Eva?" "He's... a man who works the land, a farmer. His name is Ares," Eva said, feeling a slight warmth spread across her cheeks again. "Ares?" Elara repeated the name slowly, as if recalling it. "Do you mean Ares, George's son? The man who owns the largest olive groves in the valley?" "I don't know... perhaps," Eva replied with some embarrassment. "We didn't talk about that."

Elara smiled a knowing smile. "Ares... He's a good and hardworking man. But he's known for his extreme seriousness and reclusiveness. I never imagined he would speak to a girl this way." Eva felt a little annoyed. "What's strange about that, Grandmother?" "Nothing strange, my dear," Elara replied gently. "It's just, Ares isn't like the other young men here. He carries a certain weight in his soul. I see old, untold tales in his eyes." The grandmother's words resonated in Eva's mind. Old, untold tales. This is what she felt too. There were layers of secrets in this man, secrets that pulled her with an irresistible force.



Meanwhile, Ares had returned to his rural home, located some distance from the city, surrounded by his vast fields. He couldn't focus on his work in the carpentry workshop, as Eva's image never left his mind. Her features, her smile, her gentle voice, all echoed in his mind like the resonance of a beautiful melody. He sat on a wooden bench in his yard, contemplating the sky that had begun to color with purple and orange hues of sunset.

"Ares, are you alright?" asked Klaus, his younger brother, who had just returned from his work in the vineyards. Klaus was a cheerful and lively young man, completely opposite to the calm and composed Ares. "You seem distracted. That's not like you." Ares sighed. "I'm fine, Klaus. Just... thinking."

"What are you thinking about?" Klaus asked curiously, sitting beside him. "Is there a problem with the crops?"

"No, not the crops," Ares replied, then paused for a moment, as if weighing his words. He wasn't accustomed to sharing his feelings with anyone, not even with his close brother. "So what is it? Did you meet a girl?" Klaus said with a wide smile, sensing that something significant must have happened to disturb Ares's calm. Ares looked at Klaus with hesitation. "Yes... I met a girl in the market today." Klaus's smile widened. "Amazing! Who is this lucky girl who managed to capture Ares's attention?"

"Her name is Eva," Ares said, feeling her name flow from his tongue with unexpected ease. "She's... different. She works with herbs."

"Eva?" Klaus raised his eyebrows in surprise. "Do you mean Eva, Elias's daughter? The girl who lives with her grandmother on the outskirts of the city? She's rarely seen in the market. And they say she's a bit eccentric, but kind-hearted." "I don't see anything eccentric about her," Ares said sharply, immediately defending her. "She carries a pure soul. And her eyes..." He trailed off, as if unable to find the right words to describe what he had seen. Klaus laughed. "Oh, my older brother has finally been caught! This is a good thing, Ares. It's time for you to find someone to share your life with."

"This isn't a trap, Klaus," Ares said in a more serious tone. "This is... something else. Something I don't understand yet. But it makes me feel like everything is changing." "Change is a part of life, brother. And perhaps this change is the most beautiful," Klaus said gently, patting Ares's shoulder. "Will you see her again?" Ares sighed. "I hope so. I promised her I would be at the market tomorrow."

The sun had completely set, replaced by a silver moon that began to illuminate Serena with its calm light. The sky was studded with stars, looking like diamonds scattered on a black scarf. Ares felt that something had changed that night, something deep within him. Eva's image filled his mind, and his heart, which had always been as steadfast as a rock, now felt strong, fluctuating beats, beats he had never known before. This feeling of anticipation, of longing for a tomorrow that might bring them together again, was the strongest feeling he had experienced in a long time. He realized that "The Scarf of Time" had begun to reveal its true face, and that fate was meticulously weaving its threads to bring together two souls who would never have dreamed they would meet.

The story has just begun, and the following events will change the course of their lives forever, revealing secrets that transcend the boundaries of reality.
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Chapter Three
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Promises of a New Dawn

The following dawn in Serena carried a different rhythm, charged with an anticipation and longing that Ares and Eva had never experienced before. The golden sunbeams filtering through Ares’s window were not just ordinary light, but a hidden promise, a note of hope touching the strings of his soul. Ares woke up before sunrise, uncharacteristically. Eva's image filled his mind: her calm features, her gentle smile that illuminated places, her green eyes that held the depth of the calm sea. He couldn't shake her from his imagination. He felt a slight warmth in his chest, a warmth he wasn't used to, which made him toss and turn in his wooden bed for a while before he fully surrendered to wakefulness.



Ares rose from his bed, his giant body, seemingly sculpted from rocks, trembling slightly from the early morning chill. He put on his usual clothes, his canvas trousers and white cotton shirt, but this time, his movements carried an unusual hurriedness. His mind worked differently, analyzing every detail of the previous encounter: Eva's words, her glances, even her silence. He didn't realize that this intense contemplation was a sign of the beginning of something deep that went beyond mere admiration. He went to the small kitchen in his house, prepared his hot coffee that he used to drink before going to the fields, but he didn't taste it with the same calm. There was a sense of urgency, an insistent desire to rush to the market, towards the possibility of meeting her.

"Are you going to the market very early today, Ares?" asked Klaus, who had just woken up, rubbing his eyes sleepily. Klaus noticed the unusual eagerness in his brother's eyes, that sparkle he had never seen before. "Yes," Ares replied curtly, quickly sipping his coffee. "I have some things to do there." Klaus smiled broadly, and winked at Ares. "Ah, things. Do they have anything to do with those rare herbs sold there?" Ares's face flushed slightly, and he felt a slight warmth spread across his cheeks. "None of your business, Klaus. Mind your own." "Of course, brother. I just hope you find all the herbs you're looking for," Klaus said playfully, laughing. He knew well that it wasn't about herbs at all. This urgency in Ares was enough evidence that Eva had left a deep impression on his soul.



In contrast, in her humble home in the heart of Serena, Eva also woke up with a feeling of anticipation that had not left her all night. She had slept with difficulty, and Ares's image never left her imagination. His deep voice, the warmth of his hand, the depth of his blue eyes. All these details echoed in her mind again and again. She felt ashamed of herself; how could a man she met for a few minutes dominate her thoughts this way? But she couldn't resist the desire to see him again, to explore more about this mysterious man who had awakened feelings within her she hadn't known existed.

Eva went down to the kitchen, where her grandmother Elara had prepared breakfast. "Good morning, Grandmother," Eva said, trying to sound as normal as possible. "Good morning, my dear," Elara replied, her wise eyes observing Eva deeply. "You seem like you didn't sleep well. Are you tired?" "No... not really," Eva said, avoiding her grandmother's gaze. "Just... I have a lot of thoughts in my head."

"I know, my dear," Elara said with a warm smile. "Thoughts about yesterday's encounter, aren't they?" Eva blushed. "Grandmother!" "Don't be shy, my love," Elara said gently. "A woman's heart doesn't lie. I saw the sparkle in your eyes when you spoke of him. Ares is not an ordinary man. And there is something connecting the two of you, something that goes beyond mere fleeting attraction. I saw it in his eyes too." Eva felt surprised by her grandmother's words. "Do... do you really think so?"

"I believe in destiny, my dear," Elara said wisely. "Every encounter has a reason, and every heart has its twin. And 'The Scarf of Time' weaves its threads in ways we don't understand." Her grandmother's words resonated in Eva's heart. She felt this feeling too, a feeling that this encounter was not just a coincidence, but was destined, written in the pages of fate. This subtle encouragement from her grandmother was a push for Eva to follow her intuition.
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