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Dedication:


To my beloved family, who are forever entwined with my being, and whose love, however reluctantly expressed at times, is my constant anchor thank you for being my unbreakable foundation. 
To my extraordinary friends, those rare souls who chose to love me, knowing full well the complex, sometimes challenging, heart of a Capricorn. Thank you for seeing me, for embracing me, and for always choosing to walk this path beside me.
To my mother, my guiding light, my first love , I love you, Da zuu.
To all my ex-boyfriends, without whose impeccable timing and well-executed departures, I might never have discovered the boundless landscapes of my imagination. Thank you for dumping me, for fueling the fantasy train ride of a hopeless romantic, and for inspiring the very worlds I now create.
To every soul I have ever met, who offered a listening ear or shared a story, giving me the opportunity to listen in return   your presence has enriched my journey immeasurably.
A special, heartfelt thank you to my incredible Editor, Joi, whose tireless dedication, keen eye, and unwavering belief worked magic to shape this book into what it is today. Your brilliance is a gift.
To my dear Auntie Babe Jeuri: Whatever ink I drop, whatever words I weave in the quiet solitude of midnight, you are always, always with me. I love you, and I will forever carry you in my heart. Rest in eternal peace, my beautiful one.
To Miss Maggie Richie, the woman I met when she was ninety, yet who remained a teenager in her heart: You became my best friend and my mentor. You were the editor who taught me that the heartbeat of a story matters more than the mechanics of the pen. You told me:
"When you write a novel, do not care about grammar I can fix that. But do not give me a novel without a soul. Honeymoon, you have to breathe life into it. Give it emotion. Your words have to belong somewhere; they must be attached to the heart, not just hanging in the air. Perfect grammar doesn't make a novel emotions do."
Miss Maggie, you helped me develop this story. You helped me breathe value and humanity into these characters. As I write these final words, my tears are falling because you aren't here to see the seed we planted together finally bloom. I love you, and I will always love you, my "Old Lady." I miss you.
Rest in Peace.
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A Love Letter to My Continent: The Heart of Africa

Thank you 


"Iam an African. I owe my being to the hills and the valleys, the mountains and the glades, the rivers, the deserts, the trees, the flowers, the seas and the ever-changing seasons that define the face of our native land." - Thabo Mbeki 
Indeed, I am an African. I owe my very soul to this ancient, pulsing land that cradled my ancestors and birthed my spirit. It is this profound belonging, this fierce love, that I yearn to gift to you, my cherished reader, especially those who have never set foot upon our soil, those who carry only distant echoes or veiled perceptions of our magnificent continent. I want to welcome you, to honor my people, my land, and my pride: Africa.
As an author, my journey has been a tapestry woven with threads of love, discovery, and a deep reverence for culture. "Love in Transit" is my fourth novel, a culmination of stories that began with the vibrant spirit of "Leila," followed by the poignant memories of "Remembering Us," and the heartfelt passion of "Heartstrings." Each narrative, like a brushstroke on a vast canvas, has sought to open a window into worlds often unseen or misunderstood.
This particular story, "Love in Transit," was born from a simple spark a mesmerizing YouTube tour of the Rovos Rail Luxury train. As I watched those elegant carriages glide through sun-drenched landscapes, a deeper truth began to stir within me. For too long, when many think of Africa, they see only the scars, the dark shadows of a history defined by external forces, the fractured tapestry left behind by the infamous scramble of 1884 in Berlin. They see a "Dark Continent," a land of burden, often overlooking the iridescent beauty, the vibrant tapestry of cultures, and the resilient spirit that thrives here. They do not see the unique, breathtaking grandeur, the soil that holds not just ancient dust, but the very essence of countless souls, of profound love, and of an enduring, unshakeable hope.
Through the pages of Luca and Amelia’s journey, I wanted to part that veil. I am giving you my land, my pride, my beating heart. And if, after reading this story, you find yourself touched, intrigued, and yearning, then I welcome you. Choose any part of our magnificent 54 countries and step onto the motherland. Let her embrace you, let her whispered histories wash over you, and allow her vibrant spirit to awaken something primal within your own soul. Come, experience the true, unvarnished glory that is Africa.
My love for storytelling extends beyond novels. While crafting "Heartstrings," I found myself falling completely in love with the culinary magic of Italy, which inspired my cooking book, "Not So Italian" a playful exploration of flavors and traditions. And for our youngest explorers, I have poured my heart into children's books, creating the "Amani" series, where a curious young girl journeys across all African countries, experiencing their rich history, diverse heritages, and captivating cultures.
With each ink drop, with each carefully chosen word, with every beautiful brushstroke of a character’s heart, I want you to open your own heart. Open it to my people, to our stories, to the vibrant, undeniable truth of our land.
We write what we know... and I know the land that made me. Africa, I dream to beautify you, to offer you flowers that shine like the bright stars of the Kalahari and the sunrise of the Sahara. I seek to write with a depth like the Blue and White Nile in Khartoum, reaching for the heights of Kilimanjaro and the Giza Pyramids. With every drop of ink, I honor you, my land.
Thank you, dear reader, for embarking on this journey with me, for allowing "Love in Transit" to carry you across oceans and into the very soul of Africa. May your own heart find its true destination.
With all my love and gratitude,
Honeymoon Aljabri
Shukran. (Thank You.)
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The Author 


Honeymoon Aljabri is more than an author; she is a filmmaker and journalist whose work serves as a magnificent testament to her vow: to place Africa at the center of the universe. 
While her roots are African, her growth was nurtured under the wide, open skies of Houston, Texas. A proud graduate of Texas Southern University, she honors the city that molded her from a girl into a woman the "713" area code that she chose as her home. Her storytelling is a unique tapestry woven from global perspective and indomitable spirit.
A Legacy of Storytelling from the sweeping romance of Love in Transit to the soulful verses of Love Letter to Africa, Honeymoon’s literary landscape is vast:
Novels of Heart: Leila, Remembering Us, Heartstrings, and Love in Transit.
Poetry: Love Letter to Africa, a rhythmic tribute to the motherland.
Culinary Arts: Not So Italian, a bridge between her deep affection for Italian culture and her African roots.
For the Youth: The Amani series, inviting the next generation to journey across the diverse landscapes of the continent.
Through meticulously drawn characters and vivid settings, Honeymoon Aljabri invites the world to see the resilience and profound love that pulses through the African continent. She remains a firm believer in the power of story to dismantle misconceptions and build bridges that lead straight back to the heart of the motherland.
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The Rovos Rail


The air in Pretoria was electric, alive with an anticipation that felt almost heavy. It was a sensory feast: the faint scent of freshly polished mahogany mingled with the lingering, honeyed sweetness of the blooming jacaranda trees. Before her sat the Rovos Rail, a vision of vintage opulence gleaming under the relentless gold of the South African sun. Its deep green carriages, trimmed in polished brass, didn't just look like a train; they looked like a promise of a bygone era. 
This wasn't merely a departure; it was a celebration. The platform was a stage of high-society bustle, filled with porters in crisp, stiff uniforms and guests balancing crystal champagne flutes alongside high-end cameras. Today felt particularly grand because this journey was the crown jewel of "The Pride of Africa." Since 1986, Rohan Vos had poured his soul into this "land cruise," vowing to reveal the continent’s heart in a way no one else dared. To be here was to step into a living history book.
Amelia clutched her ticket, her fingers trembling slightly. She had dreamed of this journey for years, ever since she’d first traced the glossy photos in People of Africa magazine. It was supposed to be a shared dream. She was meant to be standing here with Houston, his hand on the small of her back. But the echoes of their harsh breakup still rang louder than the festive chatter on the platform. After the tears had dried, she’d had to painstakingly rearrange everything the dates, the cabin, the very trajectory of her life.
Now, standing alone amidst the crowd, she looked toward the podium. There stood a man who exuded the same quiet pride as the vintage engine behind him, preparing to invite the passengers into a world she had only ever seen in her dreams.
Amelia Blake adjusted the strap of her leather tote bag as she stepped further onto the platform. At five-foot-seven, she possessed a natural elegance that commanded the space around her without a single word. Her long braids cascaded over her shoulders like a dark waterfall, punctuated by copper cuffs that caught the South African sun and sent glints of light dancing across the station.
She had chosen her outfit with the care of a woman starting over: a tailored white linen jumpsuit that hugged her curves in all the right places, exuding a blend of sophisticated grace and subtle daring. Her deep brown skin glowed with a radiant luster against the crisp fabric, and her large, expressive eyes scanned the crowd with a mixture of curiosity and a lingering, quiet ache. Even in this sea of world travelers and champagne, Amelia stood out a woman who looked like she belonged in the very magazine pages that had inspired her to come here.
As her gaze wandered, it landed on him.
He stood tall, effortlessly commanding the space around him. Dressed in a well-fitted navy blazer and a white shirt open at the collar, he radiated the quiet confidence of a man accustomed to admiration. His jet-black hair was swept back with precision, framing a face that could have been sculpted from marble sharp cheekbones, a strong jawline, and a slight shadow of stubble that added a rugged edge to his sophistication. His wire-rimmed glasses lent him a scholarly charm, but it was his smile, dazzling and boyish, that stole the air from her lungs.
Their eyes met, and for a heartbeat, the chaos of the station the steam, the shouting, the clinking of glasses simply ceased to exist. His gaze was piercing, as if he weren't just looking at her, but seeing her. Amelia felt a heat crawl up her neck that had nothing to do with the sun. Her lips curved into a tentative smile, and he responded in kind, his expression softening with a look of pure, unexpected recognition.
Before the moment could deepen, a woman’s sharp, melodic voice broke the spell.
“Luca! Don’t forget my bag!”
Amelia’s heart thudded back to a dull, heavy rhythm as a slender brunette approached him, looping an arm around his shoulder with a familiarity that made Amelia’s stomach twist. The woman was dressed in an elegant floral dress, her sunhat tilted at a playful angle as she spoke in rapid, melodic Italian.
Luca’s lips quirked into a grin as he reached down to pick up her luggage, his attention completely diverted. Amelia exhaled slowly, a flush of embarrassment warming her cheeks. She turned away quickly, focusing her attention on the grand announcement being made at the platform’s edge to distract herself from the pair.
A man in a sharp, tailored suit Rohan Vos himself stood on a mahogany podium. Behind him, the engine loomed like a massive, gleaming promise of adventure. “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Pride of Africa,” he declared, his voice rich and carrying across the hushed crowd. “This train is more than a mode of transport; it is a journey through time, a window into the soul of this great continent.”
Amelia moved closer, drawn to his words. To calm her nerves, she reached into the leather gift bag she’d been handed at check-in. Inside, she found a heavy, cream-colored brochure and a detailed map of the route. As she unfolded the glossy pages, she began to visualize the world waiting behind those green-and-gold walls. She could almost smell the faint scent of leather and cedar. Based on the photos, she pictured the plush velvet seats and the polished mahogany tables set with crystal glasses a vintage sanctuary that felt miles away from the heartbreak she’d left behind in DC.
As she enter inside the train, Amelia ran her fingers over the smooth wood-paneled walls of her compartment, the subtle fragrance of lilies mingling with the faint metallic hum of the train. She sighed and shook her head, trying to shake off the image of him. She knew nothing about the man except that he had a woman, who was probably counting her blessings to have him at her side.
"How lucky she must be," Amelia muttered to herself, a bittersweet smile playing on her lips. "And here I am, on the solo adventure of a lifetime, thinking about a stranger."
The gentle lurch of the train brought her back to reality. She turned to the window, watching as Pretoria’s bustling platform faded into a blur of golden hues, dotted with trees and small towns. South Africa was calling, and with it came the promise of discovery, of stepping out of her routine and into something new.
The room was smaller than she expected, a cozy single she had booked by mistake instead of the double she initially wanted. She laughed, thinking, Well, at least I won’t have to share the mirror.
She threw herself onto the plush bed, spreading her arms out wide. "I could be naked if I wanted," she mused with a grin. The thought made her giggle, a sound that echoed softly in the quiet room.
A soft rhythm began to rise in the distance drums, steady and enchanting. Amelia glanced at her watch. 6:30. Dinner was being announced in the most dramatic, Rovos Railway. The ceremonial drumming resonated through the train like an ancient call to gather.
Amelia stretched lazily before hopping up to prepare. In the compact but luxurious bathroom, she let the warm water of the shower wash away her fatigue. After toweling off, she reached for her yellow dress, its satin fabric shimmering like sunlight. Paired with sleek black heels and her favorite gold earrings, she felt every bit the radiant queen she wanted to be tonight.
Her braids, freshly moisturized and styled, cascaded over her shoulders. She leaned into the mirror, carefully applying her makeup just enough to highlight her striking eyes and full lips. A spritz of her signature perfume added the finishing touch.
Amelia stepped back from the mirror, smiling at her reflection. She mimicked the voice of the Rovos Rail owner from earlier, waving her hand regally. "No cellphones, official dinner attire." She winked at herself. "Guess we’re here to create memories, not take pictures."
Satisfied, she grabbed her small clutch and stepped out of her room. The hallways were alive with faint murmurs of fellow passengers and the sound of soft piano notes floating from the dining car. Amelia felt her heart quicken not just at the idea of the lavish meal awaiting her, but the possibility of crossing paths with him again.
As she entered the dining car, the opulence was intoxicating. Crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling, casting a warm glow over tables set with fine china and polished silver. Guests were already seated, their laughter and chatter blending harmoniously with the clink of glasses.
And there he was. Luca.
Seated at a table near the window, his dark eyes flicked upward, catching hers. For a moment, the world narrowed to just the two of them. His lips curved into that devastating smile once more, and Amelia felt the heat rise in her cheeks.Taking a steadying breath, she smiled back and walked toward her assigned table. Tonight was just beginning, and so, perhaps, was something else entirely.
After the exquisite three-course meal, paired with wines that tasted like bottled African sunsets, the Pride of Africa train kept its rhythm rolling steadily through the night as Amelia’s heart and Luca’s soul danced to the melody of perfect strangers.
The dining car buzzed with soft conversations and the occasional burst of laughter. Luca’s sister Sofia, animated and exuberant, spoke to him in rapid Italian, her hands moving as though she were painting the air with her words. Luca nodded along, his attention seemingly devoted to her, but every so often, his gaze would wander, searching, until it found Amelia.
Seated across the room, Amelia pretended not to notice. But her last sip of wine felt heavier than the others, weighted by the heat of his glances. As she placed her empty glass down, she stood with deliberate calmness, excused herself politely, and walked back to her room, her steps slow but purposeful.
Inside her compartment, she exhaled deeply and smiled to herself. She reached for her diary, the leather soft and familiar in her hands, and began writing. Her pen moved tenderly across the page as she described him the man she’d just met, the man who seemed to have rooted himself somewhere between her mind and her heart. She read over the words, chuckling softly before pressing her fingers to the page as if to seal her feelings within.
After brushing her teeth, she slipped into her soft cotton pajamas and lay down, letting the gentle swaying of the train lull her into sleep beneath Africa’s starlit sky.
By dawn, a cool breeze whispered through the small gap in her window, carrying the scent of damp earth and wild grass. Amelia stirred, glancing at her watch: 6:00 a.m.
As she pulled on her silk robe, she thought of the frantic life she’d left behind in D.C. As a busy teaching, her days were usually a blur of deadlines. This trip from Pretoria to Cape Town was supposed to be her sanctuary, a "land cruise" where she could finally breathe after the messy end of her relationship with Houston. She’d chosen to continue with her plans without Houston, selecting the Rovos Rail for its reputation, its slow, rhythmic pace, and those traditional touchstones like the beating of the cowhide drums that would soon echo through the halls to announce breakfast It was the perfect place to get lost.
The lounge car was faintly illuminated by the early morning light, the polished wood glowing softly. As she entered, she froze.
There he was. The man from the platform. He was standing by the silver coffee service, holding two steaming cups, looking far too awake and handsome for the hour.
His face lit up when he saw her. Before she could even manage a "Good morning," he blurted out, "Which car are you in?"
Amelia laughed softly, her voice still husky from sleep. "Good morning to you, too, stranger."
He chuckled, shaking his head at his own eagerness. "Good morning, perfect stranger. Forgive me I just realized this train is nearly half a kilometer long. If I didn't ask now, I feared I might never run into you again."
They shared a quiet, breathless laugh that felt oddly intimate in the stillness of the dawn.
"I’m in the Pullman suite, Car C," he said, choosing to be a bit more specific so he wouldn't have to search a hundred cabins. "Suite 12. And you?"
"Car D, right behind you," she replied, his eyes sparkling behind his glasses.
They stood there for a long moment, the silence stretching. For thirty seconds, neither moved, just smiling as the train swayed gently beneath their feet.
"You better go before that coffee gets cold," Amelia teased, nodding toward the two cups. A tiny, unbidden spark of jealousy flickered in her chest was the second cup for the woman with the floral dress?
Luca glanced down at the cups. "Right. Yes. My... well, she’s waiting for her caffeine fix. I’ll see you around ."
He turned to leave, his steps light. Amelia stood there for a moment, biting her lip and watching him disappear. She didn't even know his name, yet her heart was racing faster than the locomotive.
Her morning had just started, and already, the day held a spark of something extraordinary Amelia wasn’t in the mood for the dining car that morning. Instead, she opted for a granola bar from her bag and the coffee she'd managed to snag earlier. Sitting by the window, her laptop balanced on her knees, she opened her inbox to find an email from her boss in Washington, D.C. Work was a constant companion, even on this luxury escape. She sighed, replying quickly while the train hummed along the tracks.
Time slipped by unnoticed. By the time she glanced at the clock, it was nearing lunch. She jumped up, taking a quick shower before slipping into a red jumpsuit that clung to her curves in all the right places. A pair of chic flat shoes completed the look, and with her signature red lipstick and oversized black sunglasses, she could’ve been mistaken for a model straight off the pages of a glamour magazine.
As she stepped into the train's aisle, Amelia walked with effortless grace, each step echoing like a catwalk strut. She felt the presence of someone behind her, the soft rhythm of footsteps matching hers, but she didn’t turn around.
Behind her was Luca, utterly captivated. Each sway of her hips, each confident stride, felt like an unspoken invitation to a private dance that only he could see. She was mesmerizing, and Luca couldn’t look away, his thoughts a blur of admiration and longing.
Amelia entered the dining car and took a seat at one of the elegantly set tables. Moments later, Luca appeared, pulling out the chair next to hers with a charming smile.
"Is this seat taken?" he asked, his voice warm and teasing.
Amelia looked up, her lips curling into a smirk. She gestured toward the chair with a graceful hand, her smile all the invitation Luca needed.
"Perfect stranger," he began, leaning slightly toward her, "what’s your name?"
Amelia laughed softly, shaking his outstretched hand. "I think I’ll keep the 'perfect stranger' title. It suits us, don’t you think?"
Luca nodded, his grin widening. "Alright, Perfect Stranger. Nice to officially meet you."
The waitress appeared, and they ordered their meals. The conversation flowed as if they’d known each other for years. They talked about everything and nothing travel dreams, embarrassing stories, favorite meals. But neither asked the obvious questions: phone numbers, relationship status, or even last names. It felt unnecessary, as though naming their connection might break the spell.
Time passed too quickly, and before they knew it, the train began to slow for the first ground tour a safari.
As Amelia stood to leave, she caught sight of  Sofia approaching from the opposite direction. Not wanting to create an awkward situation, she smiled politely and excused herself.
"It was wonderful talking to you, Perfect Stranger," she said, grabbing her bag. "I need to go change for the safari tour." Luca stood as well, his gaze following her every move. "See you then," he said, his voice filled with anticipation.
As Amelia walked away, Luca watched her disappear down the corridor, already counting the moments until their paths crossed again. The air between them was charged, the promise of something undeniable hanging just out of reach. Sofia walked up to him, placing two fingers under his chin to close his slightly ajar mouth. "Dude, you’re literally dropping your face. She’s gone." Her tone was sharp, but her smirk betrayed her amusement.
“Please, not again. You promised me this trip was supposed to be just us. I hate when you start doing this,” Sofia added, pointing at him with an exaggerated, dramatic flourish that drew looks from the other passengers. “We’ve never had a proper brother-sister getaway without you falling in love with a stranger.”
Luca chuckled, a bit of color rising to his cheeks as he ran a hand through his hair. “Oh, come on, Sof. That’s not true!”
Sofia arched a perfectly manicured eyebrow, completely unimpressed. “How about Spain? Ring any bells, Lupe?”  a smirk playing on her lips.
Luca sighed dramatically, leaning back against the plush velvet of the seat. “Spain doesn’t count. That was... different.”
“It so counts,” she shot back, collapsing into her seat and eyeing the extra glass of wine he had yet to finish. “You didn’t even remember her name two weeks after that whirlwind romance. You get swept up in the scenery, Luca. You’re a romantic, and it’s dangerous.”
They both laughed, the easy, lived-in laughter of people who had grown up side-by-side. Just then, the train began to hiss and slow to a rhythmic stop, signaling their arrival for the ground safari tour. Sofia stood up and, with a mischievous glint in her eyes, handed him her heavy designer handbag.
“Carry this for me,” she said, smiling with fake sweetness.
Luca frowned, looking at the bag as if it were a trap. “Do I have to? What is it with you and these heavy handbags? What do you have in here, bricks?”
She grinned, leaning in close as if sharing a grand conspiracy. “Because when other women see you dutifully holding my bag, they’ll assume I’m your girlfriend or your wife. Consider it a repellent for your habit of falling for strangers. It’s for your own good, big brother. I’m saving you from yourself.”
Luca groaned, but he dutifully slung the bag over his shoulder, the feminine strap looking ridiculous against his broad chest. He muttered under his breath, “If you weren’t my sister…”
Sofia just laughed, walking toward the exit with the confidence of someone who had successfully marked her territory, unaware that her "protection" was about to cause the very heartbreak she claimed to be preventing.
As they disembarked, tourists bustled around, eagerly finding their assigned vehicles for the game drive. Luca glanced around but didn’t see Amelia. He mumbled an excuse and ducked into the restroom.
The air was fresh, carrying the faint mineral scent of Warmbaths, Bela Bela a town famous for its hot springs. Luca’s sister, impatient as ever, climbed into their car and saved him a seat. She glanced up, realizing he was nowhere in sight.
When she finally spotted him emerging from the restroom, he was too far away to stop the inevitable. Another passenger was about to take his saved seat. Luca spotted Amelia heading toward a different car and quickly waved to his sister, gesturing he’d ride elsewhere.
Sofia rolled her eyes. "Unbelievable," she muttered as the driver started the engine.
Meanwhile, Luca slipped into the car with Amelia. Coincidentally or perhaps by fate the couple assigned to join them had canceled last minute, leaving them alone.
Amelia noticed his sister’s bag still slung over his shoulder and burst into laughter. I love your handbag! 
Luca laughed, shaking his head. "Women. Always making things complicated."
She tilted her head. "What’s really complicated is why you’re carrying it in the first place."
"Forget the bag," he said, brushing it aside. "What made you take this trip solo?"
Amelia chuckled. "If that’s your way of asking if I’m single, the answer is yes."
Luca’s eyes lit up mischievously. "Are you sure?"
Before he could finish his thought, Amelia leaned in and kissed him. It was quick but confident, leaving Luca utterly breathless. His heart pounded like the drumbeats signaling a Maasai celebration.
Amelia pulled back, a teasing grin playing on her lips. "Oops. Did I just pull a 'me too' moment on you?"
Luca shook his head, leaning closer this time, and kissed her. This time, the kiss lingered, their connection deepening with each passing second.
The driver’s abrupt swerve into a pothole jolted them apart, their gazes darting to the rearview mirror where the driver’s poorly hidden smirk confirmed he’d seen everything.
They both sat back, flustered but grinning. As they neared the other vehicles, Amelia caught sight of Sofia. Guilt flickered across her face, and she turned to look out the window.
Luca leaned in close, his breath tickling her ear. "This isn’t over."
Amelia laughed softly, shaking her head. "We’ll see, Perfect Stranger."
For now, they let the moment pass, enjoying the wild beauty of the African landscape and the promise of what was yet to come.
After the safari tour, the train continued its journey, winding through the darkened African landscape. After the safari tour, most passengers retreated to their compartments, exhausted from the day’s adventures. The rhythmic hum of the rails lulled them into a quiet reprieve.
Amelia, however, was filled with a renewed energy. Dinner was calling, and she was determined to make an unforgettable impression. She chose her best dress for the occasion a long, flowing gown in a stunning periwinkle hue that clung to her curves in all the right places. The neckline offered a teasing glimpse of her décolletage, a subtle yet provocative invitation. She pinned her braids into an elegant updo, her face glowing with the soft shimmer of expertly applied makeup. Her black Christian Louboutin heels, with their signature red soles, were her finishing touch a statement of power and allure.
When she entered the dining car, the effect was immediate. Conversations paused, heads turned, and all eyes were drawn to her. But for Luca, time stopped entirely. He watched her from the moment she stepped in, unable to tear his gaze away. She was radiant, her presence commanding every flicker of the candlelight.
Sofia, seated beside him, was chatting animatedly, but her words were lost to him. His mind was elsewhere, spinning fantasies of how he might seize a moment with Amelia, away from the eyes of others.
Dinner was a luxurious affair, with courses paired expertly with fine South African wines. The dim lighting, the clinking of glasses, and the soft murmur of conversation created a perfect backdrop for longing glances and stolen smiles.
As people began to return to their rooms, the candlelight dimming with each departing guest, Amelia rose gracefully from her seat. Her movements were deliberate, her hips swaying ever so slightly as she walked past Luca, heading toward her compartment. He watched her leave, his heart racing, the primal pull toward her growing stronger with every second.
After ensuring his sister was comfortably tucked into bed, lulled to sleep by wine and the gentle sway of the train, Luca slipped out of the room. His pulse quickened as he made his way through the train cars, knocking softly on doors under the pretense of searching for someone’s lost watch.
When he finally reached her door and knocked, it opened almost instantly. Amelia stood there; her lips slightly parted as if she had been waiting for him. Without a word, she grabbed his hand, pulled him inside, and shut the door.
Their eyes locked, and the tension between them snapped. Amelia leaned in, her lips capturing his in a kiss that was both tender and fiery. Luca responded eagerly, his hands finding her waist and pulling her closer.
The train rocked gently as they moved together, the motion mirroring their rhythm. Amelia’s fingers worked at the buttons of Luca’s shirt, her touch sending shivers down his spine. He slid the straps of her dress from her shoulders, the fabric pooling at her feet, revealing her luminous skin beneath.
The air was thick with desire, their breaths mingling as they explored each other. Every kiss, every touch, every whispered word was electric. The sounds of the train the hum of the engine, the occasional whistle faded into the background. The only reality was each other.
Luca’s lips traced a path down her neck, his hands roaming her curves with reverence. Amelia’s fingers tangled in his hair, her head falling back as she surrendered to the moment. The world outside the window was a blur, the African sky scattered with stars bearing silent witness to their passion.
Hours passed as they lost themselves in one another, their connection as deep and endless as the landscapes rushing by. When they finally lay entwined, their breathing steadying in unison, the train’s rhythm sang them into a peaceful slumber.
Above them, the sky glittered, the Southern Cross shining brightly a celestial nod to a love that was as fleeting as it was unforgettable.
Amelia lay wrapped in the soft sheets of her cabin, her breathing steady, her body relaxed from the intensity of the night. The rhythmic hum of the train blended with her serene slumber. Luca sat at the edge of the bed, gazing at her peaceful face. The night had been nothing short of magical passion intertwining with tenderness, their bodies moving in perfect harmony under the vast African sky.
He reached out and brushed a strand of hair from her face. She murmured softly in her sleep, and Luca smiled, his heart swelling with an emotion he wasn’t sure he could name. He wanted to freeze time, to stay in this moment forever.
But forever wasn’t theirs to claim.
Quietly, he dressed, the reality of their separate paths creeping back into his mind. Before leaving, he found a piece of paper on the desk. With the train swaying gently beneath him, he wrote:
Dear Perfect Stranger,
This night, time folded in on itself, and within those fleeting hours, we lived a thousand lifetimes. The world outside disappeared, and in its place, you only you became my universe. You’ve left an indelible mark on my soul, one I never sought but now cannot imagine living without. I came on this journey expecting landscapes and solitude, but instead, I found you a force I can neither name nor resist. As I write, the memory of you lingers like the final notes of a beautiful song, bittersweet and endless. My heart feels both impossibly full and achingly hollow. How cruel that something so profound can slip through the fingers of time. But if fate should ever bring you to Florence, know that I am waiting. Find me at Via della Vita, No. 8 a street that translates to “The Way of Life,” fitting, as you’ve become mine…

folded the note and carefully slipped it into her handbag. As he lingered by the door, he whispered, “Goodbye, Perfect Stranger,” and left.
Back in his room, Luca found his sister still fast asleep. He lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling, replaying every moment with Amelia the touch of her hand, the way her laughter lit up the room, the way she looked at him as if she’d known him for a lifetime.
But as the train continued its journey, another memory crept in: his father’s laughter, his deep voice, the way he’d always known the right thing to say.
The tears came before Luca could stop them. He pressed a hand over his mouth to stifle the sobs, his body shaking. This trip had always been about his father, about honoring a man who had given him and his sister everything. And now, here he was, caught between the past and the future, between duty and desire.
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Unspoken sorrow


Before the hum of the train pulled her back to reality, Sofia was somewhere else. 
In her dream, the air was thick with the scent of Ugandan rain and rich, red earth. She was a little girl again, standing in the shade of a massive acacia tree. Her father was there, his skin bronzed by the African sun he had loved more than the Tuscan hills of his birth. He was an Italian man with a nomad’s heart, a man who had moved his life to Uganda not for his job, but for the rhythm of the land.
In the dream, he knelt before her and Luca, his hands roughened by years of work but his touch as gentle as a breeze. “When the time comes,” he whispered in his melodic, gravelly Italian, “do not leave me in a cold stone vault. Take me back to the smoke that thunders. Take me to Victoria Falls. It is the most magical place I have ever been the place where the earth meets the sky. I want to rest where the water never stops singing.”
He had laughed then, a deep, resonant sound that felt like home, and reached out to pull them both into an embrace that promised he would never leave.
But the laughter began to fade, turning into the rhythmic, metallic clatter of wheels on tracks. The warmth of his arms dissolved into the cool silk of her bedsheets.
Sofia’s eyes fluttered open to the muted hum of the train gliding along its tracks, the world outside bathed in a soft golden light. The first rays of morning spilled through the window, painting Luca in a glow that softened the weariness etched on his face. He sat quietly, his gaze fixed on the endless plains of the savannah, his eyes rimmed with the red of sleepless nights and unspoken sorrow.
Without a word, she slid beside him, her presence a silent comfort. Resting her head on his shoulder, she whispered, “I miss him.”
Luca turned to her, his voice low and rough, as if the words themselves carried weight. “Me too.”
Their eyes met, a mirror of pain and love shared between siblings who had lost the man who had shaped their lives. Without hesitation, Sofia wrapped her arms around him, her tears spilling freely. Luca held her close, his own silent grief flowing between them like a river.
“This journey,” she began, her voice trembling, “it’s to lay him to rest, but it feels so much heavier than that.”
“It’s because it’s not just about saying goodbye,” Luca replied. “It’s about holding onto everything he was and everything he taught us to be.”
Sofia shook her head. “I don’t think I can go to breakfast. Or lunch. I just... I can’t face the world today.”
Luca nodded, his agreement unspoken but clear. He reached for his laptop, opening a folder that had been untouched for months. The screen flickered to life, revealing a home video. The two of them as children, running barefoot across their father’s garden, laughter ringing out like music. Their father’s deep, warm voice called to them, his arms outstretched in a gesture of love so profound it transcended the screen.
They sat together, the rhythmic sway of the train a gentle backdrop to their mourning. They laughed softly at the silly moments their father had captured, the joy of those days momentarily replacing the ache in their hearts. Then they cried again, their tears falling in sync with the rain that had begun to tap gently against the window, as though the world wept with them.
The train moved steadily onward, carrying them closer to Victoria Falls and the place where they would say their final goodbye. But in that morning wrapped in memories, in each other’s presence, and in the love their father had left behind they found something unexpected.
Not closure, but peace. A quiet understanding that though their father’s journey on earth had ended, his legacy was alive in their laughter, their tears, and the bond that would never break.
And as the train cut through the golden landscape, the two of them sat in that cabin, letting the past heal their wounds and the present prepare them for what lay ahead.
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The train came to a smooth halt at Victoria Falls, its final destination. Outside the grand windows, mist rose like a ghostly veil from the thundering cascade
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"What we shared wasn’t just a moment it was eternity wrapped in a fleeting hour. You’ve imprinted yourself on my soul, and no matter the distance, I will carry you with me. Until then, carry me with you as I will carry you. Always.
Eternally yours perfect stranger,
Always,

      [image: ]Across the continent,
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