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And yet—and yet—ah, who understands?


	We men and women are complex things!


	A hundred tunes Fate's inexorable hands


	May play on the sensitive soul-strings.


	~Amy Levy 


	 


	








Chapter 1
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	“You are fate’s shadow or fate’s sun, depending on which way you turn.”


	 ~Terri Guillemets


	 


	In her jumbled dream, Emily stood in the bathroom, naked, panicking that she had nothing to wear. What am I going to do? I’m late and he’s not going to wait for me! she thought frantically. Then she found herself in the middle of the street with cars rushing by and the drivers angrily honking as they tried to avoid hitting her. She looked down and saw that she was wearing her teal-blue prom dress from high school. Thank God! At least I’m not naked, she whispered in her dream. She panicked when she remembered that she was late. Next, she found herself on the sidewalk trying to run, but she had a sensation of moving in thick honey. Her legs were heavy as lead and she could only move very slowly in the crowd. Suddenly she felt light and people parted on the sidewalk. She stood there, stunned, and looked at the blond man standing a few yards away, smiling at her.


	“I’ve been waiting for so long,” he said and opened his arms.


	“I didn’t know…” Emily whispered and walked toward him. Her heart ached; her throat constricted, and tears made her vision blurry. She sniffed and wiped her eyes as she stood so close to him that she smelled the light, pleasant lemon balm scent on his skin. He reached out, and when Emily stepped closer, he embraced her. Emily felt content and happy as she snuggled in his arms, and then she looked up into his warm, blue eyes. I always thought blue eyes were piercing and cold, but there was another man… no, it was a boy… he smelled… but who was it and when? she thought.


	He caressed her cheek with his finger and whispered, “You’re so beautiful.”


	Emily lifted her head and his luscious lips came closer and closer. When their lips touched softly, Emily felt the love surrounding her like the first warm sunshine kissing the budding trees in the spring. Their soft kiss wiped away all the hurt and misery of the past and promised warmth and love. Emily basked in the serene feeling when…
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	The loud chirp of her cell phone yanked her out of her dream. It took her a few seconds to calm her breathing and join the real world. “You’ve got to be kidding,” she murmured under her breath. “Dreams like that come but once in a century…” She huffed, punched her pillow, and turned toward her nightstand to pick up her phone. It better be important or I’ll wring your neck whoever you are, she thought angrily. From the corner of her eye, she saw the clock as it blinked to three o’clock in the morning. The caller was Jayden, her brother.


	“Seriously? You have to call me in the middle of the night, and more importantly, in the middle of my dream that I’m never going to have ever again?” she croaked into the phone angrily.


	“Ems, where are you?” she heard Jayden’s worried voice. He ignored her question.


	“I’m in bed, where else would I be?”


	“I just saw you like three minutes ago. Don’t lie to me!” Jayden shouted.


	Emily sat up in bed, suddenly fully awake. “Jay, I’m in bed! What’s wrong with you?”


	“Are you in New York?”


	“Yes, Of course, I’m in New York. Where else would I be? I’m in my bed, and it’s three in the morning. Jayden St. Claire, what is going on?”


	“I don’t know, but I swear I thought I saw you. Now I’m totally confused. Sorry to wake you, it’s nine o’clock here.”


	“What happened? What do you mean you saw me?”


	“I’m at the new dig at the mountain. We found a cave with a lot of artifacts. When I came up to get water from the truck, I saw you, or I thought I saw you, coming from behind a bush. I yelled out, but the woman just turned and disappeared. I couldn’t find her anywhere, and I swear she was your mirror image, but she had this sinister look about her that gave me the creeps.”


	“That’s strange, but I’m telling you, I’m in my bed, in our apartment.”


	“Never mind then, go back to sleep. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


	“You’re picking me up at the airport, right?”


	“Yes, your plane is arriving at nine am.”


	“Yes, see you then.”


	Emily disconnected the call, fluffed her pillow, turned on her side and tried to go back to sleep. Maybe my dream lover is still waiting for me. She sighed. She couldn’t relax and was startled when a dog barked down on the street. It was quiet for a few minutes and she almost managed to drift back to sleep, when her upstairs neighbor decided to turn on the vacuum cleaner. Crazy old bat, she thought and tried to ignore the annoying whine of the machine. The tenant who lived in the apartment on the third floor, above theirs, had early-onset Alzheimer’s and often shuffled around the apartment, cooked, or vacuumed in the middle of the night. Emily was annoyed, but she didn’t have the heart to complain to the landlord about the sweet, old lady.


	Emily waited patiently, trying to tune out the humming and whining sounds when she heard the garbage truck pulling up in front of the building. “There goes sleep and my sweet dream,” she murmured, feeling wide awake. She threw the covers off, swung her feet to the floor, changed into sweatpants and pulled her long auburn hair into a ponytail.


	On her way to the kitchen to make coffee, she heard the neighbor’s dog from across the street barking furiously at the garbage man, who was banging and cussing loudly. Good Lord, I’m never going to get used to living here, she thought.


	After finishing her coffee, Emily thought, I better clean the kitchen and throw out the food. I’ll be away the entire summer and I don’t want to come home to find rotten food everywhere. She cleaned out the fridge, wiped the counter, and swept the floor. She was absorbed in cleaning out everything, so when she looked at the clock, she panicked. I’m gonna be late! I can’t miss the plane! she thought and hurried into her bedroom. She forced herself to concentrate on getting everything packed and ready for the well-deserved vacation. 






	








Chapter 2
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	“I seldom end up where I wanted to go, but almost always end up where I need to be.”


	~Douglas Adams


	 


	Emily took the bus to the airport and checked in her luggage two hours before the flight’s scheduled departure time. She went to the duty-free shop and bought her Aunt’s favorite perfume, and then walked to the cafeteria to kill time. While sipping her coffee, she opened a book on her tablet. She started reading but her mind wandered and she started daydreaming about her dream. I so wish I could feel that way for real, she thought and recalled the serene happiness and the dream man’s soft lips on hers.


	“Is it anything good?” she heard a thickly-accented voice next to her ask. It took her a second to come back to reality. She looked up and saw a tall, blond, and very handsome young man smiling at her. “May I?” he asked, pointing to the empty chair across the table.


	“Sure, and it’s just a textbook.” Emily gave him a quick smile and lowered her eyes back to her tablet.


	“What is your destination?” he asked.


	“I’m flying to Hungary,” she answered, not looking up.


	“I’m flying there too. I live there. I was accepted to medical school and came here to take care of the paperwork. I’m coming back in September.”


	“I guess we’re going to run into each other. I’m in medical school too.”


	“Great! Then I will know at least one person. Where will you be staying in Hungary?”


	“I’m going to a small town in the north-eastern part of the country.” Emily closed the book on her tablet, resigning to having a conversation with the chatty man instead of reading. Maybe he’s just a little nervous about flying and happy to find someone to talk to, she thought.


	Emily’s phone vibrated in her pocket, “Excuse me,” she said and looked at the screen. It was a text from Jayden. Is everything going as scheduled?


	She typed, “Yes, I’m at the airport and it’s just about time to board the plane.”


	Jayden replied back, “I might be a little late. I’ll text you again in the morning.”


	Emily put the phone back into her pocket, “My brother,” she explained noticing the man’s questioning and worried expression, which seemed a little odd. He doesn’t even know me, why does he look so concerned? He must be one of those nice-to-everyone people, Emily thought. But she continued, “He will be a little late picking me up at the airport.”


	“My car is at the long-term parking garage in Budapest; I can give you a ride.”


	“Thanks, that would be really nice,” Emily smiled. “I will text him when we land. If he’s delayed, I might have to take you up on your offer.”


	Glancing at his watch the man said, “I think it’s time to board.”


	“Yes,” Emily replied, finished her coffee, and stood up. She turned her phone off and put it in the pocket of her bag.


	They walked to the terminal and checked in.
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	Emily found her seat by the window. She looked around and saw the handsome man a few rows back. He waved and smiled. Emily nodded, turned back, took her pharmacology book and notepad out of her bag, and settled in for the long flight.


	Loud huffing and the sound of shuffling feet made her look up a few minutes later. The smell of unwashed armpits announced the large man’s arrival along with the wheezing sounds as his massive belly muscles struggled to push the air from his lungs. This is going to be interesting, Emily thought, seeing a mental picture of being flattened against the window. Empathy choked her when the man gave her an apologetic smile. Her analytical mind tried to reason, He might be an emotional eater or have a hormonal imbalance, or maybe a thyroid condition. She helplessly watched the man try to squeeze his massive body into the seat next to her. He grabbed and pushed the back of the seat in front of his, startling the old lady. She turned back and gave him an annoyed and disgusted look. The man ignored her, pushing his enormous belly and behind between the seats to fit in, to no avail.


	The flight attendant noticed his struggle and hurried over, “Sir, you might be more comfortable in the front row seat. Someone canceled at the last minute, so we have an empty seat. There is more legroom there,” she said and smiled sympathetically.


	The man shook his head, “No understand.” Emily looked at him and told the man in Hungarian what the flight attendant had said. 


	“Oh, my! Could you tell her that she’s so kind, thank you.” The man smiled at the flight attendant, visibly relieved. Emily translated his reply. The woman nodded and motioned to the man to follow her. The man grunted and walked after the slim, beautiful attendant in her early fifties. Although she felt sorry for the man, Emily sighed, feeling relieved.


	The takeoff was smooth, and as soon as the no seatbelt sign came on, Emily saw the blond man from the corner of her eye as he stood in the aisle and leaned closer. “May I?” He pointed to the empty seat next to her.


	“Yes, sure. That poor man got a bit more comfortable seat.”


	He sat down and turned to Emily. “He’s from my hometown. I’ve known him since I was a small boy. He wasn’t always like that. He’s a lawyer. He lost his son and wife in a tragic car accident a few years ago when they were vacationing in New York. Since then, he visits the site where they died every year.”


	“That’s so sad.”


	“Yes, it is.” He nodded with a sad expression playing on his face. “Oh, I was ready to come over to translate for him when I heard you speak. I thought you were American, but your Hungarian is perfect. Where did you learn?”


	“My grandmother was born in Hungary. She came to the US when she was a young woman, but moved back after my parents got married. When I was young, my brother and I spent every summer with Grandma until I was about twelve years old.” Emily fondly remembered those summers. “She didn’t allow us to speak English during our visits. Your English is pretty good. Where did you learn?” She reached up with her pinky to pull a stray hair from over her eye.
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