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      Paige Carter pulled up to the valet and all but snatched the ticket from the young man’s hand as she stepped out of her car. She was supposed to be here at 6:00 and it was already 6:10, so she knew her boyfriend would be annoyed. Tom never yelled or got angry when she was late, but she could see the disappointment in his eyes and it was worse than when a parent looked at you that way. It made her uncomfortable, having that much power over a grown man, so she did her best to avoid being in that situation. Today had just been a long day at work and when it was this hot, she felt sluggish.

      She didn’t mean to fall behind, but somehow it always happened where Tom was concerned. She often wondered if, subconsciously, she did it on purpose. Nothing else made sense, because she was always punctual for work and other appointments. There was something about him, though, that brought out the procrastination and disorganization she usually kept at bay.

      Since summer in Las Vegas was hotter than the hinges of the gates of hell probably were, and she could feel the makeup she’d so carefully applied begin to melt off her face, she resigned herself to arriving late, not looking her best and undoubtedly spending half the night apologizing. With a sigh of frustration, she hurried to the entrance.

      Pasting a smile on her face, she approached the hostess. “Hi. My boyfriend is probably already here and—”

      “Miss Carter!” The hostess’s eyes twinkled as she grinned at her. “Oh, yes, he’s here! Your whole family is here! Are you totally excited?”

      Paige cocked her head slightly, her brows knitting together. “Um, what?”

      “Uhh…” The girl’s face darkened slightly and she turned away, fidgeting with something on her computer. “Oh, um, maybe I was mistaken. What’s your boyfriend’s name again?”

      Paige had a funny feeling in the pit of her stomach. “Tom. Tom Malone.”

      “Okay, yes. Um, follow me.” She strode into the heart of the restaurant and Paige had no choice but to follow, scanning the tables for Tom.

      They walked all the way to the back and the hostess turned with a smile. “You’re here in the back room—have a wonderful evening!” She opened the double doors that led into the big room usually reserved for private parties and Paige stepped forward with trepidation.

      “There she is!” Tom was grinning broadly as he approached her, and Paige’s stomach dropped.

      “What’s going on?” she whispered under her breath as he brushed his lips across hers.

      “Wait and see!” he whispered back impishly.

      Paige nearly groaned as she spotted her parents sitting at a table with her sister, Nicky, and her Aunt Sue and Uncle Paul. Her father gave her a thumbs-up while her mother waggled her fingers. She glanced from her parents to Tom and then across the room where she spotted her traitorous best friend, Raegan Warner, who should have warned her that something was going on. Because something was definitely going on.

      “Tom!” She squeezed his hand harder than she intended and he turned in surprise, his eyes widening slightly.

      “Honey, I know you’re always cranky after a long week at work but trust me, okay? You’re going to like this!” He kissed her cheek and pulled her along with him to a table at the front of the room, where his parents and sister were sitting.

      “Why is everyone so dressed up?” she hissed in his ear. “I’m in capris and a T-shirt!”

      “You’re gorgeous no matter what you’re wearing!” he whispered.

      She wanted to roll her eyes but he was being so sweet and earnest, she mentally chided herself as she gave him a little smile. “Thanks—but you know I hate surprises.”

      “This one is worth it!” he grinned, pulling out her chair and waiting for her to sit down.

      “Hi, Mrs. Malone, Mr. Malone.” Paige nodded at his parents before turning to his sister, Jean, who hated her. “Hi, Jean.”

      “Hi.” Jean raised her eyebrows. “Nice Duran Duran T-shirt.”

      “That’s what happens with surprises,” Paige said lightly. “If I’d known, I would’ve dressed for a special occasion.”

      “Since it’s not that special of an occasion,” Jean muttered, “I guess you’re dressed fine.”

      “Jean!” Tom gave his sister a dirty look but she merely shrugged.

      He sighed but after a wink at Paige, turned and let out a low whistle. “Excuse me, everyone! Now that Paige is here, I have an announcement.”

      Paige was getting more and more nervous as she looked up at Tom. Her parents’ obvious happiness, Jean’s grumpy attitude and the number of friends in the room made his intentions perfectly clear; he was going to propose again and she had no graceful way to refuse him.

      “Mr. Carter.” Tom took a wireless microphone that seemed to appear out of thin air and walked across the room to Paige’s father, Seth. “You know how I feel about Paige.”

      Seth smiled. “I think everyone does, son.”

      No, no, no, Paige thought, her eyes wide, stomach churning as he spoke.

      “So after nearly two wonderful years together, I was hoping to get your blessing to ask for her hand in marriage.”

      Fuck me loud, Paige groaned inwardly. She cut her eyes to Raegan, who was slowly realizing that the shock on Paige’s face was not laced with excitement.

      “Well, of course you have my blessing,” Seth replied. “But I’m not the one who has to marry you. Ultimately, it’s Paige’s decision.”

      The guests began to twitter and chuckle, whispers filling the room as Tom walked back towards Paige, pulling a small black box out of his pocket.

      I’m going to kill him, she thought, too horrified to move and wondering how the hell she was going to get out of this.

      “Paige, would you come down here please?” he asked.

      Paige gulped, a roaring in her ears telling her she might start hyperventilating any moment now. She was screwed. There was no way to walk out of here without making a fool of herself, embarrassing Tom, or some combination of the two.

      “Honey?” Tom spoke again, his smile faltering slightly.

      “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Jean muttered. “Just say no and spare us all the headache of watching the two of you make the worst decision of your lives!”

      Fuck, fuck, fuck. Paige stood on wobbly knees, struggling to breathe, breaking out in a cold sweat. “T-tom?” Her voice was barely a whisper but her eyes were pleading with him to stop this insanity. He had to know she was going to say no. Why else would he have done it so publicly? This was more than a disaster; this was a nightmare and apparently she wasn’t going to wake up before the bad part.

      “Sweetheart, I—” He took her icy cold hand in his and pulled her towards him.

      “Tom, no!” she whispered frantically. “Please—not here.”

      His smile fell a little further. “Paige…”

      “Put the microphone down,” she implored, blinking away tears that were threatening to fall. “I have to talk to you—alone!”

      He frowned. “Honey…”

      “If you truly love me, you’ll do this for me.” She was whispering, desperation in her voice and written all over her face.

      Tom took a deep breath and let it out slowly, before picking up the microphone and smiling broadly again. “My girl seems to want this part to be private. Can you give us a couple minutes?” He put down the mike amidst boos, cheers and catcalls, and pulled Paige from the room. They walked around the corner and down the hallway where the bathrooms were. Finally, he leaned against the wall and met her gaze. “Why do I get the feeling it’s not that you don’t want me to propose in there, it’s that you don’t want me to propose at all?”

      She swallowed. “It’s not that black and white,” she whispered, searching her mind for something she could tell him to make him understand. To make him think about her needs. Hell, to make him stop trying to move so fast.

      Raegan told her she was crazy. She worked as a waitress at a casino on the Strip and seemed to meet the very worst possible guys, so Paige thought her opinion of Tom was a bit skewed. Raegan was right about one thing, though: Tom was one of a kind. He wanted to be in a committed relationship and was willing to put in the work to make that happen. He’d already proposed once and she’d had to gently point out that they were both still young, needing time to get to know each other and grow up a little too. He’d been disappointed, but seemed to take her words to heart. He’d bought the house not long after that and seemed intent on showing her how much of a grown-up he was. She just wished he would slow down. Growing up, to her, didn’t mean giving up all semblance of youth; it meant living and exploring to find out who you were and what you really wanted in life. Tom was on the fast track to leaving behind every bit of childhood and focusing on retirement.

      If she could get him to slow down, to stop rushing all the milestones, it would be easier to love him. She didn’t want a mortgage, babies and a dog at 24. She wanted to travel, go to concerts, and get beyond an entry-level position at her job. Tom said he understood, but actions spoke louder than words and his actions said the opposite. He wanted a spouse and a white picket fence sooner rather than later. Paige wanted that too, but later rather than sooner. Was it so wrong to want to enjoy life as an adult without a lot of responsibility for a little while longer?

      “Then what is it, exactly?” he asked, his normally easygoing smile turning into a scowl. “I moved too fast the first time, but dammit, Paige. It’s been almost two years!”

      “Eighteen months,” she contradicted, warring with herself about whether to just let him go and get this over with or to try to explain so that he would be patient a little longer.

      “Paige, what’s going to change at 24 months or 36 months or, hell, 100 months?!”

      She bit her lower lip and tried to articulate her reservations. “It’s just…I don’t…” She couldn’t seem to do anything but sigh.

      “Do you love me, Paige?” he asked tightly, his brown eyes boring into hers intently.

      “I do,” she whispered. “But we’re at really different places in life right now.”

      “That again?” he demanded. “Jesus, you want to wait until we’re 30? Forty? I mean, how old will be old enough?!”

      “It’s not about age!” she protested. “It’s about lifestyle… You have the big house and the car and the job. You want the wife and babies to go with it, and I’m not ready.”

      “What do you want to do?” he asked in frustration, calming down now that she’d admitted she loved him.

      “I want to focus on my career and get to a point where I feel successful, instead of one step above entry-level. I want to travel. I want to go on adventures… You’re only 26, Tom. Why don’t you want to go on adventures?”

      He looked startled, his eyes narrowing a little. “I, um, well, like what?”

      “Swimming with sharks in the South Pacific or zip-lining across Costa Rica or excavating shit in the desert in Egypt—I don’t know! Don’t you dream about anything other than accounting?”

      He met her gaze sadly, stuffing his hands—and the box with the ring—in his pockets. “You,” he said softly. “I dream about you.”

      Embarrassment and guilt tore through her, making her want to cry. He didn’t deserve a woman like her—he deserved better. He wasn’t the kind of guy who dreamed about adventure; his dreams were about reality. Life, love, marriage, children and retirement; that summed up Tom Malone and it was the opposite of everything Paige wanted. There was just no way to explain that without hurting his feelings.

      “There’s something I have to tell you,” she finally said, taking a step away from him and looking anywhere but his face. “I, um, I’m kind of…already married.”

      “Huh?” Tom looked too confused to even be angry.

      “I mean, I think I am.”

      “What?! You think you’re married? How can you not know?”

      “It was a crazy fling during spring break, three years ago.” She looked down. “He was leaving to go back to school the next morning and we couldn’t find any papers or anything so we…assumed we hadn’t actually done it, like legally, and…forgot about it.”

      “Forgot about it? Are you kidding me?” He was staring at her as though a unicorn horn had just poked through her forehead.

      “It was spring break…drinking, partying, carrying on—a too-much-fun overload—and then he was running to catch his flight and eventually going back to Greece… We weren’t sure what we’d done. So he left me his information and said to call him. I never did.”

      Tom was still staring at her. “Let me get this straight. Three years ago you had a wild week with some guy from Greece, whom you may or may not have married, but instead of finding out, you went your separate ways and decided to just ignore it?!”

      Hearing it spoken out loud like that, it really sounded dumb, but all she could do was nod.

      “Is that your idea of an adventure?”

      Her eyes shot up and met his, hurt, guilt and a twinge of anger running through her. “That’s not fair,” she said hotly. “Name one college student who didn’t do something dumb!”

      He arched his brows. “I can name at least one.”

      She scowled. “I’m sorry! I can’t help who I am! It’s not like I’ve changed…I’ve always been this way and you asked me out anyway. I’ve never lied about who I was and I’ve tried to compromise, to do some things your way while still doing other things my own way. You just don’t seem to want to do any compromising on your end, and now—”

      “No compromising?!” He glared at her. “Everything I’ve done has been a compromise! If it were up to me, we’d already be married and living together! Instead I keep waiting and putting my life on hold so you can grow up!”

      “How have you put your life on hold?” She frowned at him, suddenly tired of this, tired of everything. “Your career is on track, you bought the big McMansion in the suburbs, you have a fancy car and the monthly golf date at the country club. How is delaying putting a ring on my finger holding you back?”

      “Single guys don’t get the corner offices or the partner offers—they’re too busy partying to snag the better clients.”

      “So you need a wife to further your career?” She was getting pissed now, folding her arms across her chest. “All that stuff about dreaming about me was just bullshit!”

      “No! Honey, wait.” He ran a hand through his thin brown hair and sighed. He reached out and gently put his hands around hers, pulling her closer to him. “Listen, that came out all wrong. I’m sorry.”

      “Tom, I don’t know if I can do this anymore,” she admitted. “I love you, but we’re in really different places in our lives. Sometimes it feels like you don’t know me at all.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “If you wanted me to say yes tonight, this wasn’t the way to do it. You know I don’t like surprises and gathering all these people stressed me out—even if things were perfect between us, I might’ve said no because it’s just so overwhelming for me.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “And I know you love this stuff. In the end, I don’t ever want to be the reason you don’t do something. I don’t want to hold you back.”

      “You’re not.” He looked sad. “But I kind of feel like your heart is somewhere else.”

      “That’s not true!” she protested. “I’ve never been unfaithful! Never!”

      “That’s not what I meant. I know that’s not who you are…but you’re in a different place in life. You want your freedom for a while, to explore the things you feel are missing, and I’m ready to settle down. Maybe…” He met her eyes almost guiltily. “Maybe we need a break.”

      “A break?” She blinked.

      “At the very least, you need to find out, one way or another, if you’re married. If you are, you need to do something about it. If you’re not, I still think we need some time to think about the future, about where we want to be in a year, five years…ten.”

      “I…okay.” She didn’t know how to argue because he was right. Even though it could be different between them, he obviously wasn’t willing to find middle ground. He wanted things to be the way he wanted them; her needs and wants weren’t his priority, even though he made it appear that they were by spoiling her with gifts she didn’t need and the type of overwhelming attention she didn’t want.

      “Let’s take a little time to regroup. You can sort out your…marital status and I can think about the idea of adventures.”

      She looked up into his handsome face in surprise. “Really? You’ll think about adventures?”

      He shrugged. “For me to love you, I’d think I’d have to.”

      “It has to be a choice,” she said softly. “Not a burden.”

      “That’s why I have to think about it.”

      “That’s fair.” She paused. “Tom, my parents don’t know—”

      He smiled faintly. “About your possible marriage? I figured. Don’t worry. I’ll cover for you.”

      “You will?” She looked at him curiously. “Why?”

      “Because you’re right—I didn’t make tonight about you…it was about me. I wanted the big party, the big surprise, the big engagement. I know you, though, and I knew you wouldn’t like it. I just hoped you wouldn’t be able to say no.”

      “I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “But that’s not fair to either of us. I do have to find out, one way or another, whether or not I got married three years ago. And you have to decide if you’re willing to put off the white picket fence dream for another year or two, until I’ve had time to follow some of my dreams too. Once we get married and have kids, everything will change, Tom, and I don’t know that I want to give up that much freedom at 24.”

      “Maybe some time apart will make us see that we’re meant to be together,” he said.

      “Maybe,” she whispered softly, leaning up to press a chaste kiss on his cheek.

      “Go ahead and go,” he said, releasing her hands. “I’ll think of something to tell everyone.”

      “Oh. No, that’s not fair. We should tell them together. I can—”

      “Tonight was my fault,” he admitted. “I never should have put you on the spot like that, so I’ll make it right.”

      “But what will you tell them?”

      “That I shouldn’t have planned something like this without talking to you first and that you want a private, romantic engagement, not something this big or ostentatious. When they ask where you are, I’ll say you’re upset with me and that I’m giving you time to cool off. In a few days, we’ll tell people we’re taking a break.”

      “And then?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at him.

      “I don’t know.” He met her gaze sadly. “I guess we’ll regroup when the time is right.”
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      The flight to Greece took forever; more than four hours to New York and then another nine to get to Athens. It had given her a lot of time to think and she was even more confused than she’d been before she left Las Vegas. The debacle with Tom had been epic, even for her, and she cringed every time she thought about walking into that room.

      Her friends and family were confused because Tom was the kind of guy most women her age were looking for. Not only was he handsome, smart, and funny, he also made an excellent living as an accountant and owned a beautiful home in a gated subdivision. He drove a Mercedes, bought her nice gifts and was generally a good guy. As far as she knew, he’d never cheated, never done drugs and barely drank other than the occasional beer. He’d given her a key to his house, a drawer in his dresser and had asked her to move in repeatedly. He didn’t have a single flaw, she thought irritably. Maybe that was the problem.

      In the 18 months they’d been dating, he’d often surprised her with unplanned weekends away, tickets to shows, and random day trips. His surprise proposal could have been anything from a romantic dinner for two to a formal ceremony where the mayor granted her keys to the city.

      She almost snorted at the thought, chuckling at her own sarcasm. Tom was a good guy and she hated being so out of sync with him. Quiet and unassuming, he was always there for her, supportive and as interested in her needs as a guy could be. Maybe too much so, she thought with a grimace. If Tom did have a fault, it was that he seemed to read her mind. If she so much as looked at a purse online, it would appear on her doorstep a day later. If she’d forgotten to schedule an appointment for a haircut, and her hairdresser was booked, he’d make a few calls and an opening would miraculously appear. Sometimes, she wanted to figure out how to afford the purse or get the appointment herself—and he refused to let her. He thought his job was to take care of her, but she just wanted someone who would be there to lend moral support.

      Putting her ear buds in as she navigated her way through the airport, she hummed along to the end of Billy Joel’s “Just the Way You Are” on the music app on her cell phone. The romantic lyrics made her a little melancholy and she was about to find a different song when the melody of the next song froze her hand in place. The first few bars of Bruno Mars’ “Marry You” inexplicably brought tears to her eyes, and for the hundredth time this week, she thought of him. Apollo. She could still picture his mesmerizing green eyes, chiseled features and body reminiscent of a Greek god. Literally. Tall, Greek and even-hotter-than-Vegas-in-summer good-looking, she’d done her best the last three years not to think about him. Or the spring break he’d come to Vegas. Or the nights they’d spent dancing and kissing as if nothing else in the world existed, running from casino to nightclub to the gondola ride at the Venetian. Or how he’d brought her body alive in ways that made her shudder just thinking about them.

      She was here in Greece specifically to see him, though, so there was no escaping him, her memories or reality because they were now all rolled into one.

      

      By the time she got her luggage, passed through customs and found the car she’d hired to drive her to her hotel, she was drained. She’d left Las Vegas early yesterday morning, spent four hours wandering around the airport in New York, and then flown all night—through more time zones than she could count—before arriving in Greece at 11:00 in the morning. It was nearly 2:30 by the time she got to her hotel, and she was hot, exhausted and starving. Luckily, she was near Syntagma Square, which was a busy tourist area downtown, just a couple blocks from her hotel. She was too tired to explore much so she went to a kiosk where she bought two bottles of water, a chocolate bar and something called a tiropita. It had a fillo crust and was filled with a Greek cheese she’d never heard of called kasseri, but it practically melted in her mouth and she all but inhaled it. On impulse, and because at 1.49 euros it fit her budget, she bought another and forced herself to wander the busy winding streets for a little while. If she could make it until about 6:00, she’d sleep for 12 hours and be ready for tomorrow’s mission.

      Though she was dreading it, she and Raegan had talked for hours about this, and came to the conclusion that she’d be better off getting it over with. Once she faced Apollo and got him to sign the divorce papers, she would be free to enjoy her remaining four days in Greece. She would have done anything to be able to stay longer but flying to Athens in the summer was ridiculously expensive and though she could have found slightly cheaper hotels, she’d wanted to stay somewhere that appeared safe and clean. Greece was generally pretty safe, but as a foreign woman traveling alone, she wasn’t comfortable taking any chances. A better hotel meant a more expensive one, which would diminish her already meager budget, resulting in less time here. She simply reminded herself over and over that this was still the trip of a lifetime. Well, it would be. Once she got the divorce papers signed.

      Three days after her ill-fated engagement party, she and Raegan had walked into the government office where she’d requested a copy of her marriage certificate, stating that she’d lost it. Raegan had been standing behind her, fingers crossed, waiting as the clerk looked it up and verified her identity. Sure enough, on April 3rd, three years ago, she had married Apollo Lakkas. She’d known his last name because he’d given her his business card, but seeing the marriage certificate had left her a little light-headed. Raegan managed to get her outside and got her to drink some cold water, but for at least half an hour, Paige had been shell-shocked. She’d known it was possible, even likely, considering the vague memories she had, but it didn’t seem real. Who just walked into a chapel and got married to a guy she met at a club in Las Vegas during spring break? Apparently she did.

      After it sunk in, she’d debated calling him, but Raegan thought seeing him in person would be better and give her some sort of closure. Besides, she needed to get divorced and it would be easier to do it in person. That way, she would know it was done and would be able to file everything as soon as she got back. She’d found a lawyer willing to draw up basic divorce papers for a reasonable amount, citing irreconcilable differences and that each party was responsible for their own debts and assets. They would need to have their signatures notarized at the embassy and then it would be over. She could walk away from Apollo Lakkas and their spontaneous marriage without looking back. Then she could enjoy Greece, a place she’d never dreamed she would get to; after all, this was her first true adventure.

      Looking up into a clear blue sky, she couldn’t help but smile. She was really in Greece, and even though seeing Apollo again was going to be hard, she was as excited as she’d ever been about anything. No one back home had understood why she was suddenly running off to Greece, and she’d had to lie to everyone except Raegan, but this was truly a dream come true for her. Except for that pesky divorce thing. And the hotter-than-hot Greek god she still had to face. She didn’t remember a lot about the details of their time together, but she remembered him. Lord, who could forget a guy like Apollo?

      Do not think about that, she told herself firmly as she crawled between the cool sheets. She absolutely had to force herself not to think about the way it had felt to have his strong body moving on hers, those amazing lips on her breasts, and his hands…she shook her head abruptly. No! Stop it! She closed her eyes and thought about Tom. Kind, patient Tom, who wanted to marry her and give her the kind of life she could only dream of: money, vacations, a beautiful house and a big, wonderful family. Things that a hunk like Apollo probably had no interest in—guys like him didn’t do that kind of thing with regular girls like her. Especially when they lived 7,000 miles away. Except, he kind of did. Because they were already married. Sort of. She dozed off remembering the first time he’d kissed her.

      

      Paige woke up feeling like a new woman. It was early, just after 7:00, but getting 12 hours of sleep made a huge difference and she was ready to face the day. She dressed in a light summer dress made of white cotton and trimmed with eyelet lace. It fell off the shoulders, leaving them bare, revealing smooth, lightly tanned skin. It was a little short, falling mid-thigh, but showed off her legs and lots more silky skin. She hesitated, looking in the mirror and wondering what Apollo would think. She hoped he wasn’t disappointed. Though they didn’t have a future together, she didn’t want his memories to be that of a plain, boring American girl.

      Her ash-blond hair fell just above her shoulders and was parted on the side, all one length—nothing exciting. Her hazel eyes had regular eyelashes that forced her to go out of her way to use lots of lengthening mascara to make them longer. The smattering of freckles across her nose made her crazy, but in temperatures like they had both here and at home, she only wore foundation for special occasions since it was usually gone before she arrived at her destination anyway. Her lips were funky, too, with the lower one slightly larger than the upper. She always tried to use pale colors on them so the disparity was less obvious. Even though Tom said it was sexy, she’d never believed him.

      She turned away from the mirror and put the divorce papers, her passport, cash and credit cards into the cross-body purse she’d brought, along with lip gloss, her room key and a map she’d picked up at the front desk. She would take a bus to Piraeus, where Apollo’s family’s shipping company was located, and then she would walk or take a taxi to the building. It was still early, though, so she planned to take her time grabbing a bite to eat and wandering around the Square. The Greek Parliament House was directly across the street from Syntagma Square, and she’d read that the changing of the guards was something she should see. She’d also heard that feeding the pigeons was fun, so she would do that too. Hopefully it would be interesting enough to distract her from what she had to do.

      

      The Greek Parliament House was just north of the square and she took the time to read a bit of the history in the guidebook she’d grabbed at a kiosk outside the hotel. It said the building had been erected in the mid-1800s and had an austere neoclassical façade. The Tomb of the Unknown Soldier sat out front and was protected by the presidential guard, called Evzones. They wore traditional attire called foustanellas, which were essentially white skirts that had 400 pleats, representing the number of years the Greeks had been under Turkish rule. The skirts were paired with white, long-sleeved shirts, an embroidered vest and pointed red shoes with large pompoms. It was like nothing she’d ever seen in the U.S. and she took pictures with her phone, hoping she would remember all the details.

      The changing of the guards took place every hour on the hour and she waited for the next change to occur. It looked like a slow dance where the soldiers kicked their legs in the air. She found the synchronization of the ceremony fascinating and got in line to take a picture with one of the guards once it was over. She felt a moment of sadness as she handed her phone to the nearest tourist so they could take the picture, wishing Raegan had been able to come with her so they could enjoy this together. She wondered if this was the kind of thing Tom would enjoy, but something told her it wasn’t. He was probably more interested in staying at a resort with a golf course than exploring Greek customs and history.

      Seeing that time had slipped away, she decided to skip feeding the pigeons that roamed around everywhere, and looked for the bus to take her to Piraeus. Hoping she didn’t get lost, she sat at a window and took in every detail of the city. The mix of old and new was incredible, and she wished she’d brought a good camera to get pictures of the dozens of buildings that had such spectacular architecture. She didn’t own a camera like that, though, and asking Tom if she could borrow his seemed a bit odd considering they weren’t speaking. She hadn’t heard from him since the night of his surprise and in a way she was relieved. Despite the fact that he’d said he would think about “adventures,” the idea that he had to spend time thinking about it was pretty telling. She didn’t have to put any effort into it; she knew instinctively that she wanted to see and do new things. She didn’t make a lot of money, but she always spent it on experiences before items.

      The apartment she and Raegan shared was filled with hand-me-down furniture and thrift store finds. Though she’d invested in a professional wardrobe since she worked in the sales and marketing department of a professional hockey team, the rest of her clothes were older and bought for comfort; jeans with the knees torn out, concert T-shirts, and yoga pants from Walmart. She’d bought the dress she was wearing today, though, specifically for this trip. Paired with beaded white sandals and silver earrings, it had felt Greek to her, and she thought she looked pretty today. Maybe not pretty enough for a guy like Apollo, but hopefully attractive enough to at least not embarrass herself.

      The bus let her off on a busy corner in what appeared to be a shopping area, and the kind gentleman who’d sat next to her got off as well, telling her that the office she was looking for was just a block north. So she headed in that direction, grateful that the numbers on the buildings and shops seemed to be going the right way. When she arrived, she felt the first twinge of fear creep up her spine. What if he was out of town? What if he didn’t even work there anymore? What if she’d come all the way to Greece for nothing? Or worse, what if he’d unwittingly gotten married and she was about to completely destroy his life? Somehow, she hadn’t thought about that until just now.

      She vacillated and stood on the street chewing her lip in a panic. Finally, she reminded herself that he’d been equally responsible for walking away without a second glance and if he hadn’t been concerned that he’d possibly gotten married, it hadn’t been her job to seek him out. Until now, anyway. Lifting her chin and steeling her resolve, she opened the door and stepped inside, grateful that there was air conditioning. There were three men standing behind a large counter that separated the back of the office from what
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