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I am such a huge fan of the Beckoned series, I cannot even tell you! I love Angela and Soren’s story. Aviva is a master storyteller! Her books are quick, easy reads; however, she doesn’t hesitate to punch you in the gut when you least expect it! Adrift in Costa Rica was perfect! If I didn’t love Soren already, I would now. Finding himself in need of a drastic life change, he finds himself in a beautiful tourist village in Costa Rica, hoping to heal his broken heart. As always, the characters are incredibly well developed. They are easy to identify with and you feel their pain and joy as if it were your own. Avila’s writing is so descriptive that you can imagine the scenery and taste and smell the food. I am anxiously awaiting the release of part 6 so that I can follow more of Soren’s story! ~Kim O., Washington, USA, 5-star review

Good heavens, Ms. Aviva Vaughn has done it again! I believe this has to be my favorite out of the whole series. I was distraught at the end of Book 4. However, after being introduced to Elena, the pieces all come together. Soren is introduced to a whole new world and way of living. Because of this experience and meeting Elena, he learns and adapts. I love how far his character has developed since we met him in the first installment of the series. When we first meet Soren, he is stern and cold, kind, but cold. By the time he meets Elena, he is warm and actually living his life.  Overall, I rate this book 5 out of 5 stars! As always, Aviva Vaughn's story is filled with colorful characters, a little Jane Austen inspiration, good food and wonderful music! ~Amanda H., California, USA, 5-star review

These quotes are just some of the reasons why I've utterly come to love Aviva, her unpredictability, descriptions and words are utterly brilliantly used and described to the best they can be. Personally, I do love an Author who plants the seeds of the images they want you as a reader to imagine and continue to feed it and watch it grow. Not many authors can continue to pull it off with each book either, and she is definitely one of them. 

	“Her hair was just as lustrous as always, rendered more raven by the darkness of the room”

	“As if a perfect, Windsor knot assured one of some measure of success”

	“He laughed as he skimmed the surface of the water, exhilarated by the swift weightlessness of the movement.”


~Anonymous Beta Reader

In no time I was completely engrossed in the tale of Soren’s next chapter in life. Although most of the characters are different, this story was much like the others, taking you on a geographical, cultural and gastronomic adventure, with a side of steamy sex, this time in a surf town in Costa Rica. I loved watching Soren evolve and getting to know his new love interest. Such a fun read! I was ready to move to Costa Rica about halfway through the book! ~Kim H., California, USA, 5-star review
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I have loved this series so much, devouring every word and I was so conflicted seeing Angela and Kieran together and loving how great they were together, but feeling so bad for Soren at the same time. I wasn’t really sure how Ms. Vaughn was going to approach this story, what direction she’d take- so my mind was reeling with the possibilities. I did have high expectations, because Soren really needed something good to happen to him to make up for so much heartache. I loved what Ms. Vaughn did with this story and it was every bit as good as I had hoped it would be. Even though I knew Ms. Vaughn wouldn’t make it easy for Soren and would make him ‘work for his happiness. I also love how much more of Soren we get to see. Even after 4 other books, there was still quite substantial character growth and development. ~Angela, Australia, 5-star review 

Aviva Vaughn writes a lot like the classics, Jane Austen especially. She loves her slow burn and realistic writing. I personally do as well. It is believable and gripping. I often feel as if I am sitting right there in the same room as the characters, or on the beaches of Costa Rica. I can taste the foods, and smell the saltwater on the air. Her story lines are just as realistic and this is ever present in the story of Soren. ~Liz, Nebraska, USA, 5-star review 

It hooked me in from the very beginning and I didn’t want to put it down until I had read the final page. I love how no matter what the scene is the author is so descriptive that you feel like you are right there with the characters. This is a wonderfully written story that I would highly recommend reading. ~Laura, Califronia, USA, 5-star review

I have been so looking forward to reading the next instalment in this series. I have truly fallen in love with the characters in the story and the author. Her writing completely absorbs me into the amazing world that she had created. Her beautiful descriptions of the settings for the stories are a huge plus for these books – her attention to detail is amazing. I really did feel for Soren, my heart broke for him a little in this story and I really felt like I got to know him a lot more than I had in the previous books. As soon as he met Elena I could feel the connection, I could almost feel his hope begin to rise to the surface, hope that he might be ok after all. I loved the passion and chemistry between them. I’ve tried not to have a favourite book in this series because I have loved them all so far but I think this one may just take the top spot. I absolutely loved it and I really cannot recommend the book and the series enough! ~Katie, United Kingdom, 5-star review
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Aviva Vaughn (ah-VEE-vah) loves reading, traveling, and eating...preferably all at once. She isn’t afraid to try new things, which has made for an interesting—although not always straight forward—life.



She is an avid reader and especially likes books with multifaceted characters who reveal something about that most compelling of all subjects: human nature; no matter what species they are or what planet they are from.



For a list of her favorite books visit her website at AvivaVaughn.com/about
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Chapter 1: Falling to Pieces
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October 2002

It was a cool, autumn night in Los Angeles, and the glare of the floodlight on the store’s tinted glass door had created a mirrored effect. Soren caught his reflection in the glass and paused. 

Am I really doing this? 

He was standing in the middle of an asphalt parking lot wondering what was waiting for him on the other side of that door, half-surprised to find himself standing there.

The air was heavy with the smell of petrol. The night sky an inky black, devoid of even a single pinprick of starlight able to compete with the powerful streetlights of Melrose Avenue. The busy boulevard was alive with the cacophonic weekend soundtrack of cars, while the sidewalks burst with the most diverse mélange of people Soren had ever seen.

It was just as disconcerting as he remembered. He wasn’t sure he would ever grow accustomed to the visual and audio onslaught of Los Angeles; it was so much more stimulating than his hometown of Copenhagen or even his recent residence of London.

He took a deep breath, reminding himself why he was here, his emotional armor clicking into place, just as it always did whenever he was faced with an uncomfortable situation. However, in the last five months, the armor had become like a second skin; he no longer noticed the way his breathing slowed while his logical brain took over, his emotions relegated to some far, neglected corner of his mind. 

Swallowing hard, he noticed in the door’s makeshift mirror, that his bespoke Savile Row tie was askew. It was the watery blue one that his tailor insisted complemented his eyes; not that he ever paid attention to such things. High-end suits were simply the uniform at Filcher Toffert, or FT, one of London’s top tier investment banks and—until very recently—his employer.

He was still wearing the dark charcoal, worsted wool suit he had worn to work yesterday, his decision to catch a flight to L.A. a spontaneous one.

It had been a normal Friday morning at Filcher Toffert’s London high-rise. Soren had just noticed how black the Thames looked way down below, the cloudy sky casting a dark hue over the city. The sounds of people clacking away at keyboards and coffee machines dispensing liquid energy filled the cubicled space. 

The day suddenly shifted about 11am when he overheard some coworkers discussing their weekend plans. One guy was jetting home to Australia for the weekend, just to surprise his girlfriend on her birthday.  

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world! I want her to know how special she is,” he drawled in his languid, Aussie accent.

At almost the exact same moment, Soren’s eyes landed on the heavy cardstock invitation that had been sitting on his desk for over a month. 

It seemed to pulsate with a life of its own. 

“Bollocks!” he exclaimed, running his hand through his gelled-back hair.

He picked up his mobile and dialed a pre-programmed number. Walking away from his desk, he covered the mouthpiece with his hand.

“Jameson?” he asked, calling his family’s London-based head of security. “Can you please have someone pack a bag with clothing appropriate for Los Angeles, and meet me downstairs in thirty minutes?”

That had been seventeen hours ago.

He studied his reflection closer, smoothing out the just-got-off-a-twelve-hour-flight unruliness of his sandy-blond hair. His hands flew to his throat to straighten his tie, just as he did before walking into one of his business meetings. As if a perfect Windsor knot assured one of some measure of success. 

He took one last look, stood up straighter, and opened the glass door. He stepped into Jabberwocky and didn’t recognize his surroundings.

The last time he’d been there was almost a year ago, when he visited with Angela who called the store “eclectic” and “cutting-edge.” He had thought “loud” and “garish” were better descriptors. 

He shook his head ruefully; so much had changed since then. It was only his second time in the children’s bookstore, but even he noticed how different it looked.

The usual reading-room-on-acid interior had been transformed into something more club-like, more celebratory, with dark, moody lighting and loud, thumping music. 

Just perfect.

Perhaps the only thing he hated more than Jabberwocky’s usual psychedelic-serene décor—an oxymoron if there ever was one—was this nightclub façade, which served to remind him of how he had repeatedly pushed Angela away by never embracing her love of dancing.

As if to hammer home the point, he glanced towards the dance floor and spotted Angela and Kieran swaying in the darkness to a song that seemed vaguely familiar. A throaty, female voice sang soulfully about a man’s song “killing her softly.” His heart panged as Angela leaned in closer to Kieran, completely oblivious to his presence.

His hand flew to his chest and rubbed—unconsciously—at the pain. 

He hadn’t thought it possible for his heart to break any more than it already had back in May, when he had last seen Angela. She had been bundled up in Kieran’s arms then as well, but unlike tonight, her eyes had been red from crying because he had broken up with her the night before. In vivid contrast, tonight her eyes seemed lit from within as she stared, transfixed at Kieran, who returned her gaze with one of similar adoration.

Soren winced as his heart clenched again, more painfully, as though a piece of his heart had just become dislodged. He cursed under his breath, a growing sense of discomfort coursing through his veins. He unbuttoned his jacket as a light sheen of sweat broke out all over his body. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt this physically uncomfortable. 

It was easy to see why she would be attracted to Kieran O’Connell, the owner of Jabberwocky. The man with the Irish name and South American swagger was annoyingly handsome. He was the kind of good-looking that was so uniformly acknowledged, it was an actual asset. But that wasn’t all; Soren also knew that he’d been a generous and supportive mentor to Angela’s fledgling children’s book business.

Was I ever truly supportive of her dreams? The rogue thought made Soren shift his feet.

He ran his hands through his hair. Part of him wanted to turn on his heel and walk out the door. After all, what possible good could come from talking to Angela now, when she was so clearly in love with Kieran? 

Then again, what he would give to hold her in his arms one last time.

Had he really flown thousands of miles to fall short of his dearest fantasy by mere footsteps?

Before he could make a move, Kieran’s piercing eyes met his. The dark-haired man crooked a lone finger, beckoning Soren to approach. Although Angela hadn’t noticed the subtle gesture, Soren could feel the intensity of Kieran’s command, just like he had six weeks ago, when an envelope postmarked from California arrived at his work.

Upon seeing the thick piece of mail, Soren’s heart soared to unbelievable heights—believing it to be from Angela—but when he opened the invitation to Angela’s book launch, and saw it was signed, “Please join us. Kieran,” his heart plummeted proportionately. 

Despite his body’s reaction to the invitation, it was the first time he’d consciously thought of Angela in months. He’d always been good at compartmentalizing and shutting off his emotions. It was a trait his father had demonstrated—and encouraged—his entire life. 

“Emotions have no place in business, Soren,” his father had said, repeatedly.

His choice of career had helped as well with keeping his mind off Angela. Junior investment bankers were encouraged to work insane hours, but Soren had taken it to new levels, helping colleagues with their deals when his own projects were slow. 

At least no one at work thought he was there just because of his last name.

Kieran’s intention for sending the invitation was immediately clear to him; Kieran wanted Angela to face Soren one last time, to see if she was over him. Soren could appreciate the strategy; Kieran wasn’t the sort of man to play second fiddle. However, even though he knew it was what Kieran wanted, he couldn’t pass up the opportunity to see if Angela’s heart might still belong to him.

So here he was, standing in the lurid bookstore-cum-nightclub, watching as the colored lights painted the face of the woman who had flown into his life like a burning comet, and then exited it just as dramatically, leaving him cold and hollow. 

And she was in the arms of another man.

And it was all his fault.

He didn’t know how to bring the warmth back into his life, now that his sun was gone.

His heart began to race painfully, the blood draining from his head, a sense of surreal disorientation washing over him. 

Although part of him would have preferred to hate Kieran, it just wasn’t in his nature; and Kieran was too well mannered to deserve it. 

Soren thought back to the day when Kieran earned his regard, inviting him to have a private conversation. 

The invitation had piqued Soren’s curiosity to say the least.

They had been sitting at a café on Barcelona’s famed pedestrian boulevard, La Rambla.

“I know you think I’m trying to steal Angela from you, but the thing is, she loves you. I see that. So I wanted you to know that I just want her to be happy, and if her happiness lies with you, so be it. I won’t try to steal her out from under you. I just wanted to get that out in the open,” Kieran said.

The memory made Soren wonder if, in different circumstances, he and Kieran might have been friends. 

The thought brought a small smile to Soren’s face.

Collecting himself, he smoothed out his pockets, took a deep breath, and walked slowly across the dance floor to where Angela and Kieran were swaying like the king and queen of the ball. 

Angela was wearing a deep red dress that suited her passionate nature perfectly and accentuated her feminine curves. 

A glint of green at her neck caught Soren’s eye. 

She was wearing the emerald necklace he had given her. 

The corners of his lips twitched up; maybe there was reason to hope after all.

He tapped lightly on her bare shoulder, his finger tingling at the contact with her skin. “May I cut in?” He looked at Kieran’s impossibly chiseled face as he made the request. 

Kieran smiled back, but it didn’t reach his eyes, which maintained a steely look. “You may,” he said, giving Soren a polite nod. Kieran gave Angela an uncertain look, placed a lingering kiss on the back of her hand, and then walked away.

Time stretched slowly as Soren waited for Angela to face him, the seconds passing like minutes. When she had finally turned, her mouth and eyes were shaped in symmetrical o’s.

“Soren...” she said, her tone uncertain.

His breath caught as he allowed his eyes to drink her in. As always, she seemed smaller in person than he remembered; her personality so much bigger than her actual physical size. Her hair was just as lustrous as always, rendered more raven by the darkness of the room. Her eyes sparkled with the witty intelligence that always caught him off guard. However, her defining feature—a radiant smile capable of melting through his emotional armor—was missing. In its place was a stern yet puzzled expression.

He took her in his arms and—ignoring the urge to do just the opposite—held her away from him in a rigid, formal frame that he learned while waltzing with his mother as a child, at the formal affairs his parents had dragged him and his siblings to. 

His parents were always being recognized for their charitable donations, and although his father died a little bit inside every time he attended a public event, he was not one to shirk his public duty.

He studied her face, knowing it might be the last time he ever gazed into her bewitching, hazel eyes. The warm smell of roses swirled in the air around them, a scent he would always associate with her, and her full lips were the same sultry color as her dress, taunting him with their succulence. 

A surge of heat shot through his body as he thought about the first time he had kissed those lips. It had been in London, almost a year and a half ago. 

Angela narrowed her eyes, tilting her head slightly to the side, her expression questioning; no doubt wondering why the man who broke her heart five months ago was now standing before her.

He cleared his throat. “You look beautiful Angela.”

Her eyelids flickered. He could sense her confusion mixed with just a bit of displeasure. “But what are you—?”

“Kieran invited me,” he said. His heart burned with disappoint that she didn’t seem happy to see him, a stinging, numbing sensation like when one holds an ice cube too long.

Angela looked down, a myriad of indecipherable emotions flitting across her face. When she raised her head, she scanned the room. 

Soren swallowed hard. 

She was looking for Kieran.

His heart twisted in his throat. 

Although his original hope in coming to L.A. had been rekindling their relationship, somehow seeing Angela and Kieran together with his own eyes actually made it easier. It turned an imagined fear into reality, and yet, he was still living and breathing. Life would go on.

Besides, Angela looked so incandescently happy in Kieran’s arms, that it confirmed for Soren that he had done the right thing ending their relationship, and there was some consolation in that. 

At least, that’s what he told himself.

In that moment, he made a split-second decision. 

One of those decisions that you agonize over for months, and then suddenly, in the blink of an eye, everything becomes crystal clear and the course of your life is changed forever. 

He decided to shut the door.

He forced himself to speak. “Angela, I’m not staying long. A car is waiting for me outside.  I just wanted to see you one last time, and see if you are happy.” He paused as he studied her face, and then added quietly, “You look very happy Angela.” The words came out stilted, choking him from the inside out.

She turned back to him, her brow wrinkled. She exhaled and nodded, her eyes softening. “I am happy Soren, and I hope you are too.”

He managed the barest of smiles. “I’ll get there.” 

The words were a wish, not a promise. 

His heart felt like it was made of glass, as if at any moment it could shatter.

They swayed silently as Soren fused every detail of their final moments together into his memory: the soft, mourning of the song, the way the colored lights blinked off Angela’s face, the warmth of her hand in his. 

Eventually, the song ended, replaced by a faster beat that shook Soren from his reverie. 

He cleared his throat, his head swiveling around, taking in the surroundings that a moment ago, had been invisible to him. Noticing the stacks of Angela’s books piled on every surface, he said, “Will you do me one favor and autograph a book for me? Then I’ll be on my way.”

Angela smiled back, a look that Soren took to be relief, crossing her face. “Of course. I’ll give you one. It’s my gift to you,” she said earnestly, a trace of wistful affection evident in her tone.

She gestured for him to follow her towards the cashier, and they began walking.

Soren glanced down at her throat, the emerald jewel resting there reminded him of happier times. “You’re wearing the necklace.”

Her hand flew to her neck. 

Below the emerald were two gold chains that read “Los Angeles, California” in cursive script. 

Angela never failed to surprise him. He couldn’t think of another woman who would pair the rare Muzo emerald he had gifted her—mined back when Colombia had emeralds royalty fought over—with a simple chain that might have been purchased from a street vendor, and make it look so chic. 

He smiled. “I like the way you paired it with the other necklace. It’s very you.”

At the mention of the other necklace, her face clouded over as her fingers drifted to the gold chains, caressing them gently. 

She looked around the room again.

“Angela?” he asked.

She turned back to him, and shook her head, embarrassed to have been caught off guard.

“Thank you again,” she said, touching the emerald one last time before grabbing a copy of her book from the register counter. She made a few quick strokes with a permanent marker and then handed it to him. “Here you go.”

“How much?” he asked the redheaded cashier.

“$21.79,” the cashier replied.

Soren grabbed his wallet, but Angela reached out and touched his hand, sending burning chills up his arm. 

It was the first time her touch had ever been anything but pleasant.

She turned to the cashier. “No, it’s free, Hannah. Take this out of my copies.” She turned back to Soren. “Soren, it’s a gift, please.”

He put his wallet away. “Okay, if you insist,” he said, and then stuffed two $20-bills into the tip jar.

Angela rolled her eyes at him, but smiled; the first real smile she’d given him all evening. 

His heart leapt, enjoying the warmth of her presence, preparing to be jump-started back to life by her flame. 

“Thank you. The cashiers will appreciate that,” she said.

“Walk me out?” He offered her his arm and glanced towards the hallway, which led to the parking lot.

She glanced around briefly and then wound her arm through his. As they walked towards the exit, she asked, “So you’re flying back to London tonight?”

“Yes, I’ll grab the first flight I can get,” he answered, only half-lying.

It wasn’t important for her to know that he didn’t have a flight purchased yet; he’d bought a one-way ticket from London to L.A.

The night air was crisp and Angela hugged herself tightly as they walked into the parking lot.

“You should go back in, it’s cold out here,” he said, before suddenly remembering the gift he had brought. He reached into his inner pocket and drew out a long, slender box. “A gift to celebrate your book.”

Angela took the box and opened it. Nestled inside was a silver pen with long, fluted lines inscribed on its body.

“To write your future books with,” Soren said quietly. He swallowed hard. Their final goodbye was rushing up to meet him like the mat greeting a knocked-out boxer.

She looked up at him, her eyes glistening. She gave him a sad nod. “Thank you for coming, Soren. It was very sweet of you. Have a safe trip home and...take care of yourself,” she said, with a wistful sigh.

Soren inhaled deeply as he studied her face for the last time. “I will.” 

He leaned forward and kissed her lightly on the forehead. His lips felt cold against her warm skin. 

Getting into the car, he shut the door with a loud metallic whompf that seemed appropriately somber.

He watched Angela recede through the smoky glass as the town car pulled away. 

Opening the cover of her book, he read her inscription. 


Dearest Soren, 

Thank you for some of the most beautiful memories of my entire life. 

I’ll never forget you. 

Always, 

Angela



His heart shattered as he ran his fingers over the thick, black marker strokes.

It was really over. 

Crossing his arms, he propped up his chin with his hand and gazed out the window at the busy street; the cars, lights, and people invisible to him. 

As slow, hot tears slid down his cheek, he replayed his favorite memories with Angela: the first time he saw her in Barcelona, their first date, their trip to Bath. 

Although they’d only been together a year, she had opened, and grown his heart in a way he hadn’t known possible.

“The regret of missed opportunity,” he whispered.

He remembered the first time she said the words to him. He’d found them so naïve, so impetuous, but now they felt different to him, as his own regrets flooded his mind: the times he didn’t stand up to his father, the professional path that had been chosen for him not by him, the life of expectation he’d been born into and tacitly agreed to.

Although Danish parents were known for being affectionate and supportive, his father was the exception to that rule. Moreover, as a scion of one of the wealthiest families in the country, the expectations placed on Soren were considerable. 

He had vivid memories of the first time his father took him to one of his board meetings: the smell of well-oiled leather, the way his father’s voice seemed to boom over everyone else’s, the bright sunlight from the wall of windows. 

He had been five years old. 

There was a photograph of him from that day. He felt sorry for the image of the tow-headed child, sitting in a high-backed, oxblood leather chair at the end of a long, glossy conference table, wearing a navy suit jacket and knee-length knickers. Although the frame didn’t bear an inscription, the implication was clear: THE HEIR.

Ever since that day, he had known that his father expected him to walk in his shoes, just as he had walked in the shoes of his father. And even though that wasn’t what Soren wanted, the truth was, he’d never really tried to live any other way. He’d followed the path laid out for him—a life of guaranteed status and wealth—of his own volition. 

He had been passively complicit in his present unhappiness.

It was one of many regrets he’d managed to accumulate in his three decades of life.

Before Angela, he’d always thought that regret was a necessary function of being responsible and disciplined, but she had shown him that regrets—when you are living a life you don’t believe in—were a warning that maybe you weren’t on the track you were supposed to be.

A gnawing sensation in his chest mirrored the discomfort in his mind.

His mobile phone rang, startling him. Recognizing the number, he gritted his teeth. 

“Hullo, Father,” he said, emphasizing the English word; knowing how much it would annoy the older man, who preferred to speak only Danish with his family.

Soren glanced at his Audemars Piguet dual-time watch. It was after 8am in Copenhagen. His father must have heard the news by now. 

“Soren, what is this I hear about you leaving FT?” he barked.

A flare of anger sparked in his gut at his father’s domineering tone.

Soren ran his hand down his thigh, gripping his knee for stability. 

Even though the phone call wasn’t a surprise, it didn’t make it any easier to face the wrath of his father, Eadric Lund. 

Although it was childish, there was a part of Soren that blamed Eadric for the failure of his relationship with Angela. If he hadn’t felt his father’s pressure to join Filcher Toffert’s London office—a necessary educational stepping stone to ensure that Soren could fill his father’s shoes—then maybe he and Angela would have worked out after all. He knew that asking her to move from her home base of Los Angeles—the city of her birth, location of her business, and residence of her family and friends—to London, where he had accepted a job, was one of the missteps that had killed their love. 

For months, her moving to Europe had seemed like the only way to ensure their future; the thought of him moving to Los Angeles, or anywhere else for that matter, had never even crossed his mind. He hadn’t realized how much of a control freak, and how much like his father, he was becoming until recently.

But he learned the lesson too late. He had lost her forever.

However, he wasn’t going to waste what he had learned.

He straightened his shoulders and cleared his throat, willing himself to sound stronger than he felt. He tapped into the latent anger he had for his father and tried not to think of his grief. “What part of resigned isn’t clear to you Father?” The vitriolic sarcasm in his voice surprised even him.

His father sucked in a breath. 

“Soren! How dare you speak to me like that,” his tone low and threatening.

Soren ran his hands through his hair. He was done with his father’s meddling. If he had learned anything from Angela, it was that he wanted to do more than just be the son of Eadric and Johanna Lund. 

She had sparked something inside him that he didn’t want to die.

“Father, I’m not sure what my next move is, but I’ll let you know when I do.”

“Soren, don’t you dare—”

“Good night,” Soren said with icy finality as he ended the phone call. 

There was so much more he wanted to say, but now wasn’t the time. 

He needed to regroup, to formulate an argument, to come up with supporting evidence. 

He needed time.

He pulled at the knot in his tie. Struggling to loosen it, he ripped it off his neck with frustration. 

“For Fanden!” he exclaimed, cursing in his native tongue.

He tapped the phone against the door rhythmically, pondering his next move. 

The last thing he did before leaving his cubicle at Filcher Toffert was type up his letter of resignation. After all, if Angela had given him a second chance, he wanted to be free to move to Los Angeles to be with her. However, now that that door was firmly closed, he wasn’t sure what to do. All he knew was that he didn’t want to go back, he needed to go forward.

He dialed the ticket counter at the Los Angeles International Airport.  

A polite, young woman answered.

“Are there any flights leaving the country this evening?” Despite the fact that he was saying the words, they still caught him off guard.

“Sorry, Sir. Nothing international until the morning. Where would you like to go?” she asked.

Where indeed? 

He thrummed his fingers against the leather interior. 

His heart felt like a lifeless stone in his chest. He’d felt cold ever since the day he broke up with Angela. He wanted heat. 

“Somewhere tropical.”

There was a pause. He heard typing in the background.

“Here are some of the international flights available tomorrow to tropical destinations: Canary Islands, Indonesia, Costa Rica, Turks and Caicos, Goa, New Zealand, Belize...” she rattled off, monotone.

He pursed his lips. So many options, some of which he’d never even heard of. “Not the Canary Islands,” he said, realizing that he wanted to be as far away from Europe as possible. “Let’s stick to this side of the globe.”

More typing, and the faint sound of a loudspeaker announcing a boarding, just barely audible in the background.

“There’s a flight to Costa Rica in the morning.”

“Perfect.” A thrill of fear shot up his spine. 

For the first time in his life, he had no idea what he was doing.
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Chapter 2: Spinning the Cocoon
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Two weeks later

The pitter-patter of warm rain on the roof of the ramshackle room was just loud enough to drown out the partying going on outside. 

The Pura Vida Invitational—an important stop on the professional surfing contest circuit—was in town, and nothing but faded, cotton curtains and useless window screens, the mosquitoes still found a way in, stood between him and the raucous revelry.

The surf contest was why Soren found himself in the quaintly dilapidated boarding house known as the Cabinas de Catorce de Febrero. His Spanish was good enough to recognize the Valentine’s Day reference, but whatever romantic images the owner hoped to evoke with the name had been quashed the moment he set eyes on the rundown building. 

When he landed in Costa Rica, he chose his present destination, a tiny fishing village called Playa Hibisco, by closing his eyes and dropping his finger onto a map printed in the back of his in-flight magazine. At the time, he felt proud of how spontaneous he was being. However, his arrival coincided with the largest surf contest on Costa Rica’s western shore, which was still taking place. Because of this, every single decent room in the entire town was taken, which was how he ended up at Las Cabinas.

The “cabins” were really a string of six connected rooms organized around a central patio and shared kitchen.  Wooden shutters with faded, peeling paint hung askance off the walls, the once white stucco was gray with grime, and the patio had weeds growing out of every single crack and crevice. 

The Cabinas were just barely inhabitable.

Soren counted his blessings that his room at least had a private bathroom, although it wasn’t really “private” since the window in his shower contained only the aforementioned screens. Anyone within earshot could hear him taking a shower. Fortunately, the windowsill was at neck level, affording him the ability to shower in relative modesty. Unfortunately, the “suicide showers” of backcountry Costa Rica made bathing something to be feared and not enjoyed.

The first time Soren saw the showerhead—featuring an electrical plug inserted directly into the shower wall—he was dumbfounded. He quickly learned to squat low while washing his hair, since his Scandinavian height ensured the showerhead shocked him, if he stood.

If my father could see me now.

The fact that his father would disapprove of his surroundings—the elder Lund thought tropical destinations were vulgar—gave him a childish sense of pleasure. However, what would really enrage Eadric Lund was that Soren was deviating from the plans he had for his eldest son.

His entire life had been planned out for him; this was the first time he had veered from that plan. 

An unsettling pang resonated in his stomach, his nerves not yet reconciled with this new development.

The only contact he’d had with his family had been by way of a postcard sent to his younger brother, Filip, the moment he landed in Costa Rica with the words: I’m fine. I just need some time to think. Tell Mother and Father. I’ll call you when I’m settled.

He sighed heavily and closed the worn, paperback cover of Pride and Prejudice, placing it on the three-legged, wooden stool—the only other piece of furniture in the room besides the twin bed—that doubled as his nightstand. He stared at the cracked and stained ceiling, trying to divine something meaningful from the pattern of broken plaster, like a fortuneteller reading tealeaves.  

After several minutes of focused concentration, the only thing he knew for sure was that he needed another shower. It would be his third of the day. Despite his previous showers, he smelled bad and his skin was sticky with perspiration. 

Blasted equatorial heat!

He didn’t think he would ever adjust to the hot, humid air of Costa Rica. It was so different from the cold gray of London or Copenhagen; then again, that had been the point in coming here.

He sighed deeply. Between the humidity, the howler monkeys, and the mosquitoes, he couldn’t remember the last time he had a good night’s sleep.

However, in many ways this suited him just fine.

Costa Rica was a sort of self-imposed purgatory. An opportunity to remove himself from all that he knew—all that defined him—and figure out who he wanted to be. 

The old, starchy Soren was the man who lost Angela—pushed her away, if he was being really honest—and all he knew was that he wanted to become someone who would not make that kind of mistake ever again. But he had no idea where to start with that transformation. 

What does one do when they run away? This was the second time he had asked himself this question. The first time was on his first evening in Las Cabinas’ shared kitchen. He had been warming up his dinner of canned beef barley soup, when he saw the tattered, paperback books lying on the counter with a sign that read “Gratis”.

All of the books were by Jane Austen. 

It seemed like a sign. 

At first he’d just been morbidly curious to read the books that Angela had always raved about, but after a while he began finding the words soothing, the world of Regency-era England seemed more like home than the tropical environs he was in presently. He could see why Angela liked them; they were funny, insightful, and surprisingly complex. He could also see a bit of himself in the stuck-up English gentlemen Austen so often portrayed; especially in the book he’d just finished. 

The pride of Mr. Darcy felt uncomfortably familiar.

Oowah, oowah, oowah. The howler monkeys audacious croaking echoed through the jungle taking him away from Jane Austen’s England and back to the reality of his primitive surroundings.

What the bloody hell am I doing here?

He covered his eyes with his forearm and took a deep breath, the smell of wet, fecund earth permeating his lungs.

He’d barely set foot outside of the grounds of the building complex, leaving only to buy the few grocery items he’d needed: canned soup, bottled water, and oatmeal. He hadn’t even been to the beach, even though he could hear the waves of the Pacific from his room. 

It was time for him to do something besides reading Jane Austen, but he wasn’t sure what that was. What he did know, was that he was tired of heating up canned soup in the communal kitchen. He needed a restaurant, or at least some more groceries. It was time to venture further into town. 

The rain had stopped—for now at least—if he left right away, maybe he wouldn’t be caught in the next downpour.

He pulled on a blue polo shirt and sighed heavily. He needed to get some new clothes. Almost everything he packed—when he hoped he might be spending winter in Los Angeles—was useless in the Costa Rican heat.  The only clothes that were appropriate were those he’d purchased with Angela in Hawaiʻi. However, putting them on every day was like putting on a lead weight. He needed to purge himself of everything that reminded him of her. 

It was the only way he would survive.

He slid his feet into his flip-flops and walked out into the warm, humid afternoon. The door of his room banged shut on its too-tight hinges. There was no lock on the door. What was the point when you have windows with no glass?

Despite the fact that his dwelling was the most unsecure building he’d ever lived in, he’d grown to feel remarkably safe in Playa Hibisco. 

For one thing, his landlord, a slight but surly man in his 50’s, seemed like he was onsite twenty-four hours a day. Whenever Soren saw the man, he was sitting on a high stool, behind a desk, in the Cabinas’ office, which was really just a tiny room with a large, glassless “window”. He would sit facing out towards the street, his floral print shirt unbuttoned to his waist, his eyes trained outward, no book, newspaper, or radio to help pass the time.

In addition to the excellent security at the Cabinas, Soren didn’t own anything that was irreplaceable aside from his watch and the book Angela had signed for him. He’d never been particularly attached to “things” in general, but he had even less of them than usual here in Costa Rica. 

Finally, despite the fact that he was a foreigner who didn’t speak the language, he still felt personally safe walking about since he was about a foot taller, and eighty pounds heavier, than the average male citizen of the small beach town. Although at a bit under two meters he’d always been on the tall side, he was practically a giant here.
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Sometimes you find yourself
in the middle of nowhere.
And sometimes—in the middle of
nowhere—you find yourself.
~Unknown






