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Nicola had given up all hope to find true love.  After a disastrous relationship, she resigned herself to the fact that she was not meant to find love, but when her best friend’s wedding draws near she has to come to terms with the fact that she would have to face the man who broke her heart, and smile and wave.  Her friend Angelique makes her toss coins into the Trivia fountain and she does, only to please her friend, but little did she know what would unfold.

Kyle, like Nicola, had given up on love. In his opinion, some people find love and others are destined to go without it. He sees her from across the fountain, and he too makes a wish more to humour himself, but when an old man appears next to him and tells him that he has a week to make his dreams come true, strange things start to happen.

When legend and reality meets face to face, who knows what may happen next...

Chapter 1
Nicola spent the entire day sightseeing, trying to find what was left of the beauty that this place once held. She had spent most of her childhood here in Rome, went to school, fell in love, and fell out of love. Then she traveled the world only to come back to this so called magical place full of romance and wonder. The last few years, she had jumped from one relationship to the next, but they never lasted and her last relationship had been nothing short of a colossal disaster. After dating Carlos for almost a year, he ran off with one of the waitresses that worked for him and that had been the last straw. Now two years later, she was still single, still miserable and while all her friends had settled down around her, she had a bad case of once-bitten-twice-shy syndrome.  

“Nicola, the right man will come around one day and when he does, he will sweep your feet out from under you,” her friend Angelique said.

“Honestly, I don’t want my feet swept out from under me. It leaves me fragile and injured every time,” she mumbled and crossed one leg over the other where she sat at the small table at the Alfredo Bistro.

Angelique was due to be married in a few weeks, and she had asked her to be the maid of honor, which would be okay if the circumstances were different. What troubled her, was that the best man was Carlos, and chances were that his latest girlfriend would cling to his arm like a piece of gum to hair. Two years since he dumped her for some blonde hair bimbo, and she still seethed because he had her believe there was such a thing as true love. He treated her like a queen, promised her the world, and then wham, just like that ripped the carpet out from under her.

“Fine then, but you really do not have to feel bad for not having a partner, people go to weddings alone all the time,” her friend said and waved the waiter over.

“I don’t care about going on my own, I just don’t want to be in the same room as Carlos, as simple as that,” she muttered and dug in her purse for her wallet, “The last thing I need is for him to shove his new girlfriend in my face.”

Angelique sighed and reached for her hand, “It’s a few hours, and besides, I’ve set you two far apart so you won’t have to even talk to him.”

“And what about the opening dance?” Nicola asked with a raised brow.

“Well, it’s one dance, and it will be over before you know it.”

“I refuse to dance with him Angelique, if you insist, you’ll just have to find a new maid of honor,” Nicola said determinedly.

Her friend gasped with mock horror and fanned herself, “You wouldn’t dare do that to me, would you?”

“Don’t tempt me,” she muttered, “I’m not dancing with him, he can dance with his girlfriend and I’ll sit that one out.”

“Fine then, you can sit it out, but I will find you a date, whether you like it or not.”

Nicola laughed and shook her head, “You have enough on your plate as it is, no need to bother with my woes and disappointments.”

The two friends paid for their meal and left the Bistro, they discussed the last few details of the wedding reception, gossiped about the guests Angelique’s mom insisted on inviting. Angelique told her about Roberto’s sister who is in total rebellion, all because her father refuses that she invite her UK friend to visit and attend the wedding with her. It was drama in paradise for most. But Angelique was her usual self, happy-go-lucky, with no care in the world.

“I think you should make a wish,” Angelique said as they walked past the Trevi Fountain.

“Been there, done that,” Nicola dismissed and carried on walking.

“Oh come one, just for fun, I’ll also make one.”

Nicola rolled her eyes and dropped her head, “You’re impossible Angelique,” she said and took the coin Angelique held out to her.

“So we close our eyes, make a wish and toss in the coin,” her friend said excitedly.

Nicola did just that, and although she feigned boredom and irritability she silently made her wish and threw the coin as far into the fountain as she could. She had little hope and hardly believed in wishing upon stars, much less fountains.

“Done, can we go now?”

“Here you are!”

It was Angelique’s fiance who caught up with them, and jokingly he wrapped his arm around Nicola’s shoulder.

“Don’t tell me that my dear fiance is up to her old tricks,” he said laughingly.

Nicola smiled and playfully wrapped her arm around his waist, “She is indeed, she’s insisting I wish upon a water drop.”

Angelique waved her hand dismissively in the air, “You never know when dreams might just come true, just look how lucky I got.”

Nicola laughed and looked up at Raoul, “I still cannot believe you asked Carlos to be your best man,” she mumbled.

“Mi dispiace, but you know he is my best friend,” he chuckled, “I may not agree with his choices in life, but we’ve been friends since childhood.”

“I guess,” she said and offered him a smile before stepping away from him, “At least you did not follow in his footsteps.”

“Never!”

Chapter 2

I’m worried about you, the voice on the other end whispered sleepily.

“I’ll be fine, I’m in Rome and having the time of my life sis,” Kyle said as he paced up and down with his phone stuck to his ear.

His sister had always been overly protective of him, ever since they were kids. After his mom and dad were killed in the horror car crash that claimed sixteen lives when he was only ten, Alissa had taken him in; she was much older than him by then and fought tooth and nail to keep him out of foster care. She had given up everything to keep him with her. Thankfully her boyfriend, then, had offered to marry her just so that they could provide a stable home for him. Now almost twenty-four years later she is still happily married to Gary, they have their own two kids, who are like his own siblings and here he is, still single. Time after time, just when he thought he had met the right woman things turned out to be the opposite. His last love interest was a lovely girl, but she was a psychologist, and she kept picking at his brain as if he was a troubled bipolar individual. It all started off well, but then every time he grew quiet, she wanted to analyze his mood. It simply didn’t work out and when he finally had enough, and told her it was over, she nearly came undone. A year later, she’s married and picking on someone else’s brain.

“I’ll be back in a week or so, I promise,” he mumbled as he glanced up at the majestic fountain.

As long as you keep in touch, I don’t mind how long you take to come home.

He dug in his pocket and took out a coin and flicked it into the fountain, “Who knows, maybe I meet the love of my life here and never come home,” he joked.

Now you’re pushing it, Ella and Mark will miss you, so you better make sure you get home.

“Love you sis,” he said and smiled as he killed the call.

He sat down on one of the benches that surrounded the fountain and stared blankly at his phone before looking up at the Trevi Fountain. Wishing wells had been around for centuries, yet they never really made any wishes come true. They were like falling stars making empty promises. He narrowed his gaze to the plaque against the side of the fountain and read the inscription. 

For romance, with your back to fountain, place two coins in your right hand and toss it over your left shoulder into the fountain.

He smirked and shook his head, its absolute madness to thing that such a trivial thing can make any difference. He didn’t believe in fate or destiny, much less wishing wells and stars. 

While he sat quietly, taking in the serene beauty of his surroundings he spotted two women approaching the fountain. The one was clearly a tourist, with long blonde silk hair, while the other one looked like she belonged here in Rome. She had dark bouncy curls that framed her flawless face. She had an understated beauty but her smile did not reach her eyes. As he watched them he had to smile, they too were at the fountain making silly wishes. The girl with the curls turned her back on the fountain and just like the instruction on the plaque she tossed her coin into the water. Whether it was one or two he wasn’t quite sure, but he was certain that she wasn’t here looking for love. And when the tall man with the long brown shoulder length hair appeared and wrapped his arm around her, it confirmed his suspicions. 

He watched them banter and when they had left, he stepped up to the fountain and turned his back to it, “Here goes nothing,” he said and tossed the two coins he had over his shoulder.

At least it may someday feed a hungry child, he thought as he glanced into the water at the thousands of coins that lay at the bottom. Surely people have helped themselves to other’s wishes. If this fountain was in New York, it would be empty by now.

“You have a week to find her,” a disembodied voice spoke out of the shadows next to the fountain.

Kyle spun around to see who it was. And elderly man leaning on a cane stepped into the light. Wrinkles like lay lines mapped his face, and told their own stories, but it where the lines next to his narrow eyes that depicted a time of happiness and joy, maybe even love.

“Excuse me?” Kyle said as he studied the old man.

“A week, you made a wish at the same time she did,” he said in his croaky voice.

“Who?” Kyle asked confusedly.

“The girl, she made a wish too.”

Kyle frowned and looked at the fountain then back at the man but he was gone. He spun around and walked into the shadows but there was no sign of him. Confused he scratched the back of his head and then muttered, “Foolish dreams of old people.”

The only girl here, who did make a wish, was the brunette he saw earlier, and she was taken, so the old man was clearly confused. He doesn’t recall the blond tossing any coins into the fountain either and he was a hundred percent sure that there were no other people at the fountain. Why am I even entertaining this, he scolded himself as he abruptly turned away from the fountain and made his way to his hotel?

Chapter 3

And all along Nicola had been non-the-wiser, trusting her father’s word that she should stick to men from her own culture. Don’t bother with tourists, don’t come home with an American, it was something he made sure she understood. Being a little girl building big castles in the sky, hoping to one day find her own prince charming, she believed her daddy’s outlook on life. And she did exactly what he expected. She only dated Italians, but it so happens that it’s the local boys whose eyes wander the moment a woman in a short skirt passes them. Her mother on the other hand always told her to follow her heart, no matter what, but they were both gone now, and she was all alone in a big world with a bunch of conceited, dishonest men who wouldn’t think twice to break a woman’s heart.

Nicola got ready for bed, tomorrow would be one of those touch and go days. She had to go for her final fitting and hopefully by some miracle her ice cream cravings haven’t added any pounds and she would still fit into the dress. By the time her head hit the pillow she fell asleep, she had been too tired to allow Carlos to torment her thoughts.

She ran through the empty streets of Rome, wearing her maid of honor dress, but she had no shoes. She had to find her shoes. She searched everywhere, but she couldn’t find them. 

“Your shoes are at the fountain,” and elderly man said as she passed him by.

“How do you know they are there?”

“You left them there.”

The next thing she appeared in the middle of the fountain, water washing down over her, and her shoes dangling from the hands of one of the statues. She tried to jump up to reach them but she was too short. Scanning her surroundings she figured that if she climbed to the top, she could lean over and get them. But then out of the blue, a man stood next to her and effortlessly reached up and unhooked her shoes.

“I believe these are yours?” he said, and a smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.

“Yes, they are, I have no idea how they go there.”

“But you left them here,” he chuckled and held his hand to help her out of the fountain.

“I swear I didn’t!” she protested.

The man started to fade as if he was a ghostly aspiration.

“You have a week to make your wish come true,” he whispered.

“Wait!” she called out and as she reached out for him he disappeared into thin air and she tumbled forward.

Nicola woke with a start, her heart beating a million beats a second. It was the strangest dream she had ever had and for a moment it felt so real. She could still feel the cold water penetrating her skin and the touch of the man who helped her get her shoe still burned in the palm of her hand. She was officially going bonkers, she thought as she got out of bed, but as she went to make coffee, she paused at her closet. She had this terrible feeling about those shoes of hers, she hated them but they were for the wedding, and it was only Angelique who would pick such a horrible color for a wedding. She reached for the door handle and hesitated, she was being silly, she thought and withdrew her hand and turned to go to the kitchen. But this persistent feeling of dread that settled in the pit of her stomach, made her turn back to the closet. Taking a deep breath she reached for the closet door and opened it, and immediately relief washed over her. The shoes were still there, bright pink high heeled sandals with glitter all over them. She leaned her head against one of the shelves and closed her eyes. As soon as her obligations as the maid of honor were over, she was going to travel the world, and get a life. 

~*~

Posters were plastered all over the walls, calendars with crosses drawn in each day and the words one and week written all over it. Kyle felt his way along the wall, climbing over stored boxes and rubbish that were strewn all over the floor to get to the door. One week, one week, one week, he kept repeating in his mind. The face of the elderly man who approached him at the fountain appeared several times reminding him that he had one week to find the girl. He fought his way through the maze of books and book shelves until he finally reached the door that led him outside, but instead of a cobblestoned path, he was trudging in a stream of water. He had to get out of here, or he was going to go insane. He knew he needed to get to the fountain to take down the pair of shoes the girl left there, and perhaps try to find his Cinderella, but every turn he took just took him further and further away from his final destination. 

“This way,” the elderly man said as he appeared out of nowhere, “time is running out.”

Kyle turned left down a small narrow street and rushed through the darkness to the end where the light drew him closer. The next he knew he was standing on the edge of the fountain, looking at the girl with the bouncy curls and hazel eyes. Finally! He thought and stepped into the fountain.

“I believe these are yours?” he smiled.

“Yes, they are, I have no idea how they go there,” she uttered irritably.

“But you left them here,” he chuckled as he held his hand for her.

“I swear I didn’t!” she protested, but she took his hand, anyway.

The moment they were out of the water, she started to fade.

“You have a week to make your wish come true,” she called to him and then shew as gone.

“Wait!” he called out and tried to reach for her, but she was already gone.

By the time Kyle finally woke up he couldn’t shake the strange dream he had. The girl he saw tossing coins into the fountain the night before was the very muse of his dream, and the old man he also met was the one who showed him the way. Talk about going nuts, he thought to himself as he dragged himself out of bed.  This whole finding love scene was starting to play serious tricks on him.

Chapter 4

Nicola stood in front of the full length mirror while the dress maker took her new measurements and Angelique stood tapping her foot impatiently.

“You know if you run around the block a few times, and just eat carrot sticks and cucumber I’m sure you’ll lose the few pounds you’ve gained.”

Nicola rolled her eyes and looked at her reflection in the mirror, “No, I don’t have to do anything. This is a sign, don’t you see?”

“Utter nonsense,” Angelique protested and pushed the assistant out of the way.

“I’m not doing anything, they can just adjust the size,” Nicola said adamantly. She was not interested in stopping her ice cream craving over some wedding, she wasn’t the bride. Maybe this would teach Angelique a valuable lesson to always have a backup plan.

“Miss Dawson, it’s really no trouble, the dress can be adjusted and will fit Miss Morito just fine, I promise,” the dressmaker said and smiled reassuringly.

Angelique offered her a friendly smile and shrugged, “That’s all good, but come tomorrow she’ll have a few more inches we need to consider.”

Nicolle huffed and hooked the straps of the dress and shimmied out of it, “Now that’s absurd. I came for the dress fitting over three months ago, so it took me that long to gain two pounds. You’re so over reacting.”

“Fine,” Angelique muttered, “I’m just looking out for you. All you need is to show up looking like a beached whale and having Carlos and his new girlfriend laugh at you.”

“Ooh, oh that was cruel,” Nicola muttered as she tugged on her simple floral print summers dress, “Some friend you are!”

“Nicola, I didn’t mean...” Angelique started, but Nichole was already half way out of the boutique.

She felt insulted; the fact that Angelique would be so insensitive towards her was albeit typical. She loved her friend, but sometimes she got too much. Having been more like sisters; quarrels between them erupted often enough but also blew over as soon as it started. But right now she was tired, irritated and completely and utterly upset, and for good reason. She was constantly plagued by silly dreams of romance and one particular stranger, and she had Carlos to face in two days. Angered, she stormed blindly out of the boutique not looking left or right and BANG, straight into a tall soft wall of flesh. 

“I’m so sorry!” she apologized, “I wasn’t looking where I was head...”

Her mind froze and her words became trapped on the threshold of her lips as she stood back to look up at the man she collided into. He was the same man who she had been dreaming about, from his ruffled sand brown hair, his brown eyes and slightly crooked nose to his broad shoulders and strong arms, not to mention his casual tourist looking attire. 

“You, I’ve...” she started. This was madness! She shook her head mentally and side stepped him, and set off calling over her shoulder, “I’m so sorry!”

“Wait!”

Nicola’s heard drummed against her rib cage as if it was trying to escape and although the man called for her to wait, she wouldn’t chance it. This was all just too weird.

“Wait, miss!” he called again, and this time she slowed her pace and slowly turned around.

“Have we met before?” he asked as he reached her.

“No we have not,” she said, tilting her chin up defiantly. Keep it together Nicola, she warned herself.

“But I’m sure I’ve seen you before,” he insisted, “Look, I’m only here until Saturday, can I at least interest you in some lunch or coffee?”

Over his shoulders she spotted Angelique looking down the road, and she quickly tugged him by his shirt and into the small Bistro, “We can have coffee, as my apology to you for running into you like I did,” she said and dragged him to the farthest corner so she could hide from her friend.

~*~

Kyle was completely shocked when the girl from his dreams crashed into him on the sidewalk, but too intrigued to let the moment pass. It was just too much of a coincidence that the same girl who made the wish at the fountain, was the girl in his dreams, and who once gain, stumbled into his life so unexpectedly.

One week. The words kept ringing in his head and on quick calculation there were only two days left before the wish would pass. He dismissed that thought to be a silly old wives tale and pulled out her chair for her to sit down.

“You look upset,” he said as he sat down in front of her.

“I am,” she muttered, her eyes darting to the door every few seconds.

“Is someone following you?”

“Probably not, I just had to get away from my friend, we had a bit of a quarrel,” she said a little more calmly now, “Look I’m sorry I bumped into you like that, if you would order yourself anything off the menu I’ll pay for it.”

Kyle chuckled and leaned back against the chair, studying her intently. Now that he was up close to her, he realized just how much she looked like the girl in his dreams. The same bouncy curls that flowed freely down over her shoulders were now pinned up on top of her head, exposing her slender neck. Her lips were a bit fuller than he remembered, but it had the same gloss that gave them a slightly cherry pink color. 

“My name is Kyle,” he murmured as he leaned closer.

“Pardon me,” she said looking up, seemingly confused.

“Kyle, my name,” he said again and smiled, “Forgive me if I’m completely out of line, but you’re breathtaking.”

Her sudden intake of breath made him smile, and he looked down to give her time to process it without feeling intimidated.

“Nicola,” she whispered and then shifted in her chair, “You asked if we have met before, why do you think we have?”

Well this was going to be interesting, he couldn’t exactly tell her that he’s been obsessing about a woman he barely knew, or that every night for the past few days, she had been visiting his dreams. He would come across as a complete stalker.

He shrugged, “You just look familiar,” he said and then sat back for the waiter to take their order.

After the order was placed, Nicola was the one to talk.

“I know this is going to sound really strange, but I’ve seen you before too.”

“You have?”

She nodded, and picked at a bread stick, “At the Triva Fountain.”

“Really, I was there a few nights ago, perhaps that is where I saw you too, you were there with a blond lady and your boyfriend. Now I remember,” he admitted.

She wrinkled her nose and pulled a face, “That was Angelique, my friend, she’s getting married this Saturday, and that was her fiancé.”

Intrigued by that little detail, Kyle felt his heart flutter. So she wasn’t taken at all, “Oh, I assumed when he wrapped his arm around you that you were involved.”

She shook her head, “He was trying to convince me that going to the wedding was going to be a breeze.”

“And you don’t want to go?”

She shook her head but did not elaborate. While she sat folding the napkin over and over, flattening the sides nervously he studied her. What if the old man was right, what if they were destined to meet? Was there any
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