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DEDICATION TO

All the youths struggling with love outside there,this is a reminderthat even the broken hearts can find thier way back to peace Loves is a beautiful gift until the world have to test it
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description

In the heart of florida city,Scovia and Charles shares a love that defies odd. But when Betrayal, guilt and temptation cloud their path,their story becomes a powerful journey of heartbreak, forgiveness and rediscovery.“ I wish we could stay like this forever”

CHARPTER ONE ( meeting at a soccer field)

> I wish love didn’t feel like a wound that never closes. You left, but somehow you stayed—in my thoughts, in my heartbeat, in the spaces between words. I tell myself I’m over you, but every night proves me wrong. At the soccer field, Charles, a young, intelligent, and composed teenager, reunites with his longtime football partner. The two had long been celebrated for their remarkable brilliance on the pitch, and every opponent they faced found it nearly impossible to match their skill .As they left thefield and began their walk home, Charles and his partner came across two striking young women. Scovia, of medium height and warm, chocolate complexion, carried a captivating beauty that was impossible to ignore. Beside her was Keisha, shorter and darker, with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. The moment their gazes met, time seemed to pause — they looked at one another as if they had shared a connection long before that fleeting encounter.”She’s so beautiful,” Charles murmured, his eyes still following Scovia as she walked away.”Absolutely,” his friend replied with a knowing grin.”I think I should make her mine,” Charles said half-seriously, half-dreaming.”That’s possible,” his partnerassured him.”Really?” Charles turned to him, a hint of hope in his voice.”Yes,” came the calm reply. “Both of them are close friends with my fiancée. I could introduce you, if she’s truly captured your interest.”That was cool, man,” Charles said with a grin as they started walking again.Marcus glanced athim, smiling slyly. “I hope you haven’t forgotten — tomorrow’s my birthday party at Coco Beach Lounge. Both Scovia and Keisha are invited, and I can assure you they’ll be there. It might just be yourgolden opportunity to make her yours.”Charles’s face lit up with excitement. “That sounds exhilarating,Marcus.”Marcus laughed. “Then you’d better prepare for it, dude.””Alright, gee,” Charles replied, bumping fists with him as they parted ways — the night wind carrying with it the promise of somethingunforgettable.Scovia, too, found Charles more than just attractive — there was something about him that lingered in her thoughts long after they parted. What a strange coincidence, she thought, that her heart could be so unsettled by a single meeting. The feeling grew restless within her until she finally decided to confide in Keisha, admitting how overjoyed she would be to have Charles by her side.Keisha, ever the playful and mischievous one, chuckled softly and patted her friend’s shoulder. “Relax,” she said with a teasing smile. “If it’s meant to be, he won’t escape you.They sat together beneath the quiet glow of the evening lights outside Keisha’s apartment, their laughter from earlier nowreplaced by a thoughtful silence. The ocean breeze drifted faintly through the palm trees, carrying the distant hum of city life.Scovia drew her knees closer, her voice low and uncertain. “Keisha, it’s strange... I can’t stop thinking about him. His calmness, the way he speaks — it’s different. It’s like he’s been somewhere in my heart all along, waiting to be noticed.”Keisha tilted her head, studying her friend with a half-smile. “You’ve got it bad, girl,” she said teasingly, but her tone softened. “Still, I can’t blame you — Charles does have that quiet charm. But don’t rush it. Let him chase a little. Boys love the mystery.”Scovia sighed, smiling faintly. “You always make it sound so easy.”“That’s because it is,” Keisha replied with a playful wink. “Just look stunning tomorrow at Marcus’s party, talk less, smile more — and let him do the rest.”Scovia laughed softly, shaking her head. “You’re impossible, Keisha.”“Maybe,” Keisha said, standing up and stretching, “but I’m usually right.”They both laughed, but deep down, Scovia knew the night ahead might just be the beginning of something that would change everything.At last, the long-awaited day dawned — golden and full of promise. Marcus had already arranged everything with the precision of a chess master setting his final move. The stage was set, the lights were ready, and fate itself seemed to hold its breath.Yet what Charles didn’t know was that Scovia, too, carried a flame for him — a quiet fire hidden behind her gentle eyes. If only he had known, perhaps his heart would have danced before the music even began. But as the old saying goes,wishes are not horses, and so the dreamer must walk barefoot through reality.Love, after all, is a curious wind — unseen but powerful, stirring hearts like leaves in a restless storm. And that evening, both hearts beat like distant drums, unaware that destiny was already drawing them together beneath the rhythm of the sea and the music of the night.The night at Coco Beach Lounge shimmered like a dream dipped in moonlight. The waves hummed softly beyond the glass walls, and the music pulsed like a heartbeat in the air. Marcus’s birthday party was in full bloom — laughter spilling like champagne, lights glimmering like fallen stars.Charles and Marcus walked in, dressed sharp and confident. “You look nervous,” Marcus teased. “Relax, you’re not walking into a war zone — just love’s battlefield.”Charles chuckled, tugging at his collar. “Easy for you to say. You’ve already conquered your territory.”When Scovia entered, time seemed to hold its breath. She wore a simple cream dress that caught the light like silk on water. Her smile — faint yet radiant — struck Charles likea melody he’d been waiting his whole life to hear.Marcus grinned and whispered, “There’s your cue, Romeo.”Charles approached, his heart drumming like the bass line in the background song. “You look... different tonight,” he said, trying to hide the tremor in his voice.Scovia laughed softly. “Different good or different bad?”“Different... breathtaking,” he replied, a smile playing on his lips.Keisha, standing nearby, nudged Scovia with a mischievous smirk. “Told you the fisherman would bring his own net,” she whispered.They both laughed, the sound mingling with the sea breeze — light, genuine, effortless.For a moment, as the music slowed, Charles took Scovia’s hand and led her to the dance floor. The world around them melted into colors and sound — only the two of them remained, swaying gently under the soft glow of golden lights.Their eyes met — a spark, a silent confession — and though no words were spoken, their hearts understood what language could not.And when the songended, their hands lingered together a heartbeat longer than they should have ——-The party had slowlymelted into the night. Most guests had drifted away, leaving only the soft hum of music and the whisperof waves against the shore. The moon hung above like a curious witness, silvering the ocean with its gentle gaze.Charles and Scovia found themselves outside, away from the laughter and the flashing lights. The cool breeze danced around them, carrying the scent of salt and sea roses.“So,” Scovia began, her voice playful, “was this your plan all along — to steal the birthday spotlight?”Charles smiled, his hands in his pockets. “Not at all. I think the spotlight followed you instead.”She laughed — that kind of laugh that warms the night like candlelight. “You’re quite the charmer, aren’t you?”“I’m just being honest,” he said softly. “It’s easier to tell the truth when it’s standing right in front of me.”Scovia turned toward the ocean, watching the waves rise and fall like unspoken emotions. “You talk like a poet, Charles.”“Maybe,” he replied, stepping beside her. “But tonight, I feel like a sailor — lost, yet happy to be lost in the right direction.”For a moment, silence wrapped around them — a silence heavy with meaning but light with comfort. Their hands brushed accidentally, sending a shiver through the air like static before a storm.Scovia looked up at him, her eyes glimmering with moonlight.“You know,” she said softly, “I didn’t come to this party for the music.”Charles met her gaze, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Then what brought you here?”“You,” she whispered, almost as if afraid the wind would steal her secret.And as the night stretched quietly around them, their hearts spoke louder than words — two rhythms finding harmony beneath the slow dance of the stars.-—Back to the FieldThe sun hung lazily over the horizon, painting the pitch in streaks of gold and shadow. Marcus and Charles reunited once again on their familiar ground — the football field that had witnessed both their triumphs and defeats.Charles seemed lighter that morning, his steps almost dancing across the grass. His face glowed with an excitement Marcus hadn’t seen in a while.“Someone looks like he just won the Premier League,” Marcus teased, tossing the ball toward him.Charles chuckled, catching it with ease. “Maybe not the league,” he said with a grin, “but something close to a victory.”Marcus smirked knowingly. “Ah... so it’s not the ball that’s making you this happy, huh?”Charles only smiled, his silence saying more than words ever could.The two friends burst into laughter, their voices echoing across the empty field — two dreamers once again chasing both the ball and something far greater than the ball itself.— The Spark Beneath the Sun (Continued)Marcus kickedthe ball toward Charles with playful precision. “So,” he said, wiping a bead of sweat from his forehead,“tell me, my friend — what’s the reason behind that mysterious smile?”Charles trapped the ball neatly under his boot, pretending to think. “Hmm... maybe it’s just the weather,” he said with mock seriousness.Marcus laughed. “Weather, my foot! Don’t forget I can read your face better than your passes. So, talk — is it her?”Charles sighed, then smiled again, the kind of smile that betrayed his everysecret. “Maybe,” he admitted. “Or maybe not.”“Oh, come on!” Marcus shouted, feigning frustration. “You think I planned that whole Coco Beach party for nothing? Don’t tell me you froze when you had the chance!”Charles kicked the ball back hard — but his grin gave him away. “I didn’t freeze,” he said quietly. “We talked. We connected. It was... different.”Marcus raised an eyebrow. “Different, huh? My guy’s in love. Next thing you’ll tell me, you’re writing poetry instead of training drills.”“Who knows?” Charles replied, laughing. “Maybe love is the new fitness routine.”Marcus bent over, laughing until he nearly lost balance. “If that’s the case, then I’d better fall in love too — I might just score more goals.”They both laughed, their voices blending with the rhythm of the bouncing ball. Around them, the sun climbed higher, and the field shimmered with heat and promise.In that laughter, in that friendship, something pure lived — two souls bound by the game, by loyalty, and now, by the quiet magic of love that neither of them could fully understand.—

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
EMMANUEL R





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





