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The view of the sea from this embankment is a dreamlike and utterly relaxing sight. Tourists arriving at this western tip of Great Britain can imagine looking straight across the Atlantic Ocean and spotting the coasts of Panama, as nothing obstructs that fantastic aerial line.

The sun begins to dip below the horizon, painting the sky with warm hues of orange, pink, and purple. The church, dedicated to Saint Ia of Cornwall, stands majestically, with its historic architecture and an aura of tranquility. From its elevated position, the coastal town of St. Ives offers a panoramic view of the sea. Waves gently break against the shore, creating a rhythmic and enveloping sound.

Isabel, seated on a wide, ancient wooden bench in front of the 

church, follows the flight of seagulls circling in the air, as if dancing in harmony with the sea breeze. The leisurely rhythm of the waves breaking against the shore seems to synchronize with her heartbeat, enveloping her in a calm she hadn't felt in a long time. The colors of the sunset paint the sky and the sea, as if an invisible artist were creating an ephemeral masterpiece just for this moment.

Isabel’s mind, caught between this spectacle of light and the constant murmur of the water, wanders to her own smallness in the face of such immensity. The vastness of the ocean seems to embrace her, reminding her that forces far greater and more eternal exist than her daily worries. In this remote corner of the world, far from the hustle and responsibilities, Isabel feels the knots of tension that always accompany her begin to unravel.

For a moment, she allows herself to imagine that she isn't the Isabel burdened with endless lists of tasks, obligations, and expectations. Here, on this bench facing the Atlantic, she is simply a stranger before nature, without the weight of her usual identity. This time, however brief, belongs only to her.

She closes her eyes, letting the salty aroma of the sea and the sweetness of wildflowers fill her senses. It’s an act of liberation, as if she could shed the layers of her daily life, those that sometimes seem to shackle her. She feels the cool wind on her face and smiles, aware that here, no one knows her, no one expects anything from her.

For the first time in a long time, Isabel feels truly free. Free from her responsibilities, from the expectations of others, even from her own. In this space of connection with nature, she finds a peace that had become a distant memory. She watches the seagulls with renewed fascination, envying the lightness of their flight, their ability to float effortlessly on the wind. The sea, eternal and immense, seems to speak to her in its language of waves and whispers. It reminds her that life continues to flow, that there is always a horizon, and that, in that vastness, there is room to start anew.

At the opposite end of Isabel’s bench, Alex is lost in his own thoughts. The sea breeze caresses his face, lightly ruffling his hair, and he breathes deeply, savoring that mix of salt and freshness that seems to purify something within him.

As the first lights of the town begin to twinkle like small stars, Alex observes the gradual change of the landscape. In contrast to the agitation of London, this place feels like another world. Here, there are no car horns or the constant echo of hurried footsteps. "Always surrounded by concrete and noise," he thinks, his eyes losing themselves in the vastness of the ocean. There, the horizon offers him a freedom London could never provide. Here, even the air feels lighter, less laden with tensions. Alex closes his eyes and lets the rhythmic sound of the waves envelop him. This place reminds him of what he had forgotten: how it feels to be at peace with himself.

Alex and Isabel remain absorbed in their thoughts until Alex, his gaze fixed on the sea, breaks the silence.

"It's worth coming up to watch the sunset. A spectacle that astonishes us daily." He turns to Isabel, smiling naturally. "A divine gift for those of us who live watching skyscrapers or bathing in electric light." Isabel looks at him, then turns her gaze back to the sea.

"I think you've read my mind. Nature teaches us that it's possible to say goodbye with grandeur and calm, without violence or dissonance. Simply by accepting the flow of life and the change it brings. It's beautiful, don't you think?" Alex nods, with a look that blends awe and agreement.

"These moments seem transformative. In my case, I came looking for exactly this: peace, calm, silence so I could think."

"Hello," Isabel says with a smile, "I'm Isabel, and I came for exactly the same reason. Though I might have defined it differently, in the end, it’s the same. I’m happy to have found this peace in such a busy place," she says, extending her right hand and leaning slightly toward him.

"Pleased to meet you, Alex. Glad to not be the only one who bolted from the big city in search of tranquility. Are you from London too?" Alex asks, shaking her hand with a smile.

"Yes, from London too." Isabel smiles. "Where all the mad people are. The rest live in the countryside, in towns or villages, enjoying fresh air and picturesque sunsets. To be honest, I've never been to another big city in the UK, so I speak without knowing the facts."

She leans back slightly on the bench, letting her thoughts flow as her gaze drifts to the horizon, where the sea meets the darkening sky. She reflects on how unusual this moment is. In her daily life, filled with scheduled activities, meetings, commitments, and responsibilities, there is no room for spontaneity. She can't remember the last time she simply sat anywhere, talking to a stranger without worrying about the clock or an agenda to keep.

"This is so simple, yet so extraordinary," she thinks as she watches the town lights twinkle in the distance. Conversing unhurriedly, without interruptions, without a purpose beyond enjoying the moment, is a luxury she hasn't allowed herself in a long time.

She feels liberated, as if for a few hours she has left behind the invisible burden that always accompanies her: the endless list of things to do, unanswered emails, decisions that can’t wait. Here, on this bench in front of the Atlantic, those things seem 

to belong to a distant world that now holds no relevance.

Isabel takes a deep breath, letting the fresh, salty air fill her lungs, and smiles to herself. How good this small reprieve feels. How good it feels to simply be, without worrying about anything else. This instant, with Alex as a casual conversation partner, reminds her that life can also be simple, and that sometimes, in that simplicity, true fulfillment is found.

With a slight internal chuckle, Isabel promises herself to try to be more spontaneous in the future. Perhaps it won't always be possible, but moments like this, she thinks, are what make life worthwhile and give it a different meaning.

Alex lets out a chuckle, relaxed by the friendly atmosphere that has formed between them. He leans back a little on the bench, looking up at the sky which is already turning dark blue, dotted with the first stars.

"It's funny how a casual conversation can make a place like this feel even more special," he comments, still smiling. "In a way, everything seems more welcoming when you have someone to share it with."

Isabel nods, thinking how true that is. Until a few moments ago, she had been completely absorbed in her own thoughts, enjoying the silence. But now, Alex's company seems to add a different dimension to the moment, as if the landscape itself had become more vibrant.

"Don't you think places like this almost invite you to stay longer than you planned?" Alex asks, looking towards the town lights. "And, since we're here, I think it would be a good time to get some dinner. You do eat dinner from time to time, right? Could I invite you to share a table?"

Isabel observes him, appreciating his spontaneity and the naturalness of the invitation. A smile forms on her lips before she replies.

"Yes, I usually eat dinner, and I think you've chosen a good time to propose it. I accept your invitation. Do you have a place in mind?"

Alex points down, where the warm lights of a nearby pub illuminate the cobblestone street.

"There's a pub down there that looks quite welcoming. What do you say we go in there?"

"Perfect!" Isabel replies, standing up as she gathers her coat. The idea of sharing a meal in a picturesque place seems like the ideal end to a day full of serenity and unexpected discoveries.
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Though the church embankment is much higher than the rest of the town, the descent is quick. The narrow streets of St. Ives come alive with restaurants, pubs, and stalls eager to satisfy visitors' hunger and curiosity. The atmosphere is vibrant: the murmur of conversations blends with laughter and the tempting aromas of freshly prepared food wafting through the air.

Ahead of them, a family walks arm-in-arm. A father carries his little daughter on his shoulders. The mother holds the arm of her older son, who can't be more than ten. They're all laughing at something the youngest has said, a contagious, carefree laugh that cuts through the street sounds like a burst of pure joy.

Isabel watches them for a few seconds and falls behind, unnoticed. A pang of nostalgia crosses her chest. It's a simple scene, but it holds everything she’s missed for years. That spontaneous warmth. Physical contact without fear. The certainty of belonging.

There was a time when she thought she could have that. Before so many decisions. Before so much duty.

She feels a lump in her throat, but disguises it with a long sigh. Sometimes she wonders if she did the right thing by stepping away. If the price wasn't too high. She's dreamed of returning, of leaving everything behind and going back to that family home where old photos are still kept, where voices that are no longer there linger, and the possibility, perhaps remote, of rebuilding something lost.

But she didn't. And today, that laughing family in front of her reminds her that loneliness, when it settles in uninvited, knows how to be cruelly silent.

“Are you okay?” Alex asks, noticing she's stopped moving.

Isabel offers him a small smile, shaking her head as if to ward off a thought. “Yes, I just got distracted,” she replies, resuming her pace.

Alex doesn’t press. They simply walk the rest of the way in comfortable silence, until they stop in front of a cozy pub, lit by warm lights that contrast with the cool evening breeze.

Alexander moves with firm steps through the river of people, his natural presence seeming to carve a path. At over 1.85 meters tall and with an upright posture, he clearly stands out among the pedestrians. His dark, wavy hair frames a face with masculine features that reflect authority and confidence. His penetrating sky-blue eyes observe everything around him with curiosity and intelligence. Even in sportswear, his elegant demeanor reveals someone accustomed to being observed, though he knows how to camouflage his distinction with an approachable charm.

Behind him, Isabel follows his steps with grace and discretion, letting him lead the way through the bustle. At 37 years old, her slender, athletic figure reflects the care she takes of herself. Her dark brown hair, falling in soft waves over her shoulders, frames a face with fine, firm features, marked by a blend of elegance and determination. Her hazel eyes, warm and expressive, catch every detail around her, reflecting sharp intelligence and natural empathy. Despite her athletic attire, Isabel projects unwavering sophistication, as if she could be walking into a formal meeting or an elegant gala. However, there's something relaxed about her movements tonight, a lightness that contrasts with her usual professional demeanor. Her warm smile occasionally flashes, like a promise of closeness, while her attitude mixes courtesy and firmness, showing a self-assured woman.

They move forward together yet separately, two strangers who have just met and yet share an unexpected synchronicity. Alexander, with his imposing figure, seems to open a path for both, while Isabel follows, curiously observing groups of tourists pausing in front of shop windows or chatting animatedly on street corners. Although their mutual company is recent, there's a naturalness to their interaction, as if both understand that this moment, however fleeting, deserves to be shared.

When Alexander stops in front of a pub entrance, he turns slightly to Isabel and, with a smile, points to the crowd gathered outside. The scene, with its bustle and warmth, seems like the perfect place to cap off a day full of unexpected discoveries.

"This is it, and it looks like many others had the same idea. What can I get you? There are many more options here than just fish and chips."

"I'm going for the fried fish and a beer," Isabel replies with a smile, making it clear there's no other option for her in a typical pub.

Alexander nods, amused, and disappears into the crowd. Isabel watches him make his way with the skill of someone accustomed to navigating rivers of people, his imposing figure seeming to lead effortlessly. She remains by the entrance, enjoying the scene.

The pub, lit with yellowish lights, emanates a warmth that contrasts with the cool sea breeze. From the doorway, she can glimpse the interior walls decorated with old photographs of St. Ives, rusty anchors, and fishing nets, hanging as reminders of the town's maritime legacy. The murmur inside is inviting, with laughter, toasts, and the occasional sound of an out-of-tune piano someone is attempting to play. A group of regulars animatedly discusses the weather, while others focus on parlor games at the sturdy wooden tables. The aroma of beer and food mixes with a faint scent of salt that drifts in through the open windows facing the sea.

Alexander returns shortly after, carrying two frothy beer mugs and a brown paper basket with the famous fish and chips.

"I hope you're hungry," he says, handing her one of the mugs as they take a seat on a wooden bench by the edge of the pub.

Isabel takes a sip of her beer, enjoying the freshness of the drink in contrast to the sea breeze. Alexander observes her with a mix of seriousness and charm, as if studying her. Not in an intrusive way, but with genuine curiosity.

"Alexander, do you come here often?" Isabel asks.

"Alex, please. Alexander sounds like a scolding, like when my mother would say, 'Alexander Louis, what did you do?' This is actually my first day in St. Ives," Alex replies with a slight smile. "I always escape to visit places like this when I have free time. There's something special about these small towns by the sea, don't you think?"

Isabel nods. She's met many men whose confidence bordered 

on arrogance, but Alex sounds different. His deep, calm tone suggests a life full of diverse experiences and a mind always searching for something deeper.

"Yes, there's something authentic about them," Isabel finally replies. "Though sometimes I think we cling to that idea of authenticity because we need to believe that places still exist that haven't been completely contaminated by modernity."

Alex nods, considering her words. He takes a piece of fried fish and chews while his eyes remain fixed on the horizon barely visible beyond the windows.

"You're right, Isabel. There's a beauty in simplicity, but also in what each of us brings when we arrive at these places. Like you, for example. You seem to come from a very different world."

Isabel smiles, slightly surprised, wondering how much he sees in her and how much he interprets.

"I suppose we all bring something of our world with us, don't we?" she responds, holding his gaze. "I was born in Latin America, and that's something I can't hide: it's in my accent, my convictions, my beliefs, and even my manners."

Alexander looks at her intently, and his smile widens with a spark of approval.

"To unexpected encounters, then," he says, raising his beer mug.

"Cheers," Isabel replies, clinking her mug with his. As she does, she feels a comforting warmth that doesn't come solely from the drink or the sunset.

"Are you just passing through the country or do you live here?"

"I'm passing through... residing," Isabel replies, letting out a laugh, probably encouraged by the beer. Then she clarifies, "I work at an embassy, so my stay is temporary. And you?"

"I was born in London, though sometimes I wish it were the London of my childhood," Alex admits nostalgically. "The streets were less crowded, the air cleaner... But I know that city no longer exists."

Isabel, listening intently, notices how Alex's eyes darken, caught in memories of a time that seems to have been lost.

"We all change, cities do too," she says with a slight smile. "Sometimes it hurts, but there's also beauty in change. Not everything new is bad; new faces, new stories..."

Alex nods, though his expression remains thoughtful.

"Perhaps, but it's hard not to feel that London has lost something of its essence, its soul. The quiet refuges are full of tourists; the neighborhoods where I played as a child are now filled with new, cold buildings."

"Though I think you must be close to my age," Isabel reflects. "I'm 37. We are undoubtedly the generation that, along with our parents', has seen the most accelerated changes around us. Perhaps we should adapt and let go of the image of what used to be."

Alex looks at her with admiration and a slight challenge.

"I suppose the trick is to find what's new that's worthwhile, right?"

"Exactly," Isabel responds, nodding. "To find what makes things unique and appreciate it. And maybe, just maybe, be part of the change we wish to see."
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Isabel de la Vega is the Ambassador of the Republic of Panama, in her third year of tenure. She is a career diplomat, and ever since she graduated with honors at 22 with a Bachelor's in International Relations, she envisioned her life with a clear goal: to become an ambassador in the Panamanian foreign service.

At 24, she completed her Master's in International Law and Diplomacy at Georgetown University in Washington D.C. She then undertook specialized courses in Human Rights and Conflict Resolution at Oxford, and at 25, began as an assistant in the Multilateral Affairs Directorate of Panama's Ministry of Foreign Affairs. At 26, she joined the United Nations, overseeing the human rights section and leading key negotiations. At 28, she was appointed Deputy Ambassador to Spain, where she strengthened bilateral relations and promoted trade and cultural agreements.

At 30, she returned to Panama to take on the role of Director of International Affairs within the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, coordinating foreign policies and representing Panama in important international forums. Then, at 34, due to her outstanding career and achievements, she was named Ambassador Extraordinary and Plenipotentiary of Panama to the United Kingdom. Isabel de la Vega has published numerous internationally recognized articles and has received awards for her work in human rights and diplomatic outreach.

She speaks four languages fluently and is an excellent negotiator, with a great capacity for mediating conflicts and building consensus. Passionate about defending human rights and gender equality, she actively participates in non-governmental organizations and community projects. With such an active life, she has reached 37 years old, single, and ready to analyze her life to address her shortcomings and desires.

A month ago, she decided to plan a getaway to the country's west coast. She rented a vehicle and a house for her solitary stay, instructing her staff to clear ten days from her schedule and give vacation to those who attend to her daily needs. She made it clear that she would be traveling alone, without an escort, and that her secretaries would be on duty to handle any tasks that could substitute for her.

Isabel left London very early, full of anticipation for traveling through the English countryside: rolling green hills, cultivated fields, and picturesque small towns with stone houses and traditional pubs. In these three years, she had never considered such a "mischief," but observing her life and those of her friends around the world, she knows she has missed something. She needs to revitalize her private life, as her professional one has been so successful.

She passes near Stonehenge and wonders if she should detour, but decides to continue her route towards Cornwall. Perhaps on her return, she'll make a "technical" stop at the monument. Upon arriving in Cornwall, the landscape transforms again: stunning coastlines with dramatic cliffs and golden sand beaches, beautiful yet cold, especially for a Panamanian who never forgets to bring a pashmina, even in the middle of a London summer.

The north coast of Cornwall, in particular, boasts spectacular cliffs and surfing beaches like the bustling Newquay. Cornwall is full of charming small fishing villages, such as St. Ives, Falmouth, and Polperro, with narrow streets, quaint cottages, and harbors full of fishing boats. It's also dotted with historic castles and ruins, like Tintagel Castle, associated with the legend of King Arthur, and St. Michael's Mount Castle, which stands on a tidal island.

Isabel arrives in St. Ives and is ecstatic about the white sand and turquoise water. She wants to find the house she rented, drop off her things, and go for a walk through the town. After unloading her luggage, she heads down towards the harbor, following the route she'd drawn in her mind, observing the town's landscape through the wide windows.

St. Ives harbor is the heart of the town, full of charm with its small fishing boats swaying in the water. Around the harbor are traditional stone houses and narrow streets with shops, cafes, and pubs. It's a perfect place to stroll, soak in the atmosphere, and sample fresh fish and seafood at one of the local restaurants.

Her plan for the day is set: head down to the harbor, then go up to St. Ia's Church of Cornwall, watch the sunset, and return to the house to read and rest.
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Alexander Louis Fitzwilliam is a 38-year-old lawyer who graduated with honors from Oxford University with a Bachelor's in International Law and Human Rights. He later completed a Master's in International Law at Cambridge University, specializing in asylum and refugee law.

He began his career at a prestigious law firm in London, where he quickly distinguished himself through his work on human rights cases. He represented numerous asylum seekers and refugees, especially in complex and high-profile cases, achieving an impressive track record of successes. He worked tirelessly in defending individuals against persecution and abuse, earning the respect and admiration of his colleagues and clients. His experience in international litigation includes representing clients in international courts and cases involving multiple jurisdictions. Additionally, he collaborated closely with non-governmental organizations and international bodies specializing in human rights and asylum, expanding his 

network of contacts and resources.

Recognized for his human rights work, he has received several awards and mentions in legal publications. His contacts with international entities and NGOs provide him with support for handling complex and sensitive cases.

Alexander grew up in a large family with refined tastes and a love for the good life and fine dining. Although his career is demanding, he deeply values his personal and family relationships. He enjoys hiking with his mother, traversing the English countryside, and cycling with his two older brothers. With his younger sister, he shares his passion for music; each year, he buys two season tickets for the Albert Hall and attends performances with her. His sister appreciates this respite amidst raising three small children.

Alexander is a man of imposing presence and natural 

charisma. His height and upright posture make him stand out in any crowd, but it's his personality that truly leaves a lasting impression. He is a person of great intelligence and insight, with an analytical mind capable of unraveling the most complex cases. Despite his success and recognition, he maintains a humility and empathy that make him approachable and well-

liked by those who know him.

Alex has always had a companion on his arm, but never a woman in his home. When his last girlfriend, Giselle, grew tired of waiting for a formal declaration, she decided to confront him during a family lunch at the Fitzwilliam home. In front of the entire family, she reproached him for his lack of seriousness, inconsideration, and inattention.

Alex couldn't hide his surprise.

"I don't understand your anger or your complaints, much less why you'd choose this family moment to reproach me for a situation I was never consciously part of. You were always a good friend with whom I had occasional sex. Mom, don't make that face, because after four kids, you must know something about this." After mocking his mother, who was looking at him horrified, he turned his attention back to Giselle. "Giselle, you never asked me privately about my feelings or where we were headed. You enjoyed the moment just as much as I did, and that's where I stayed: in the moment. I never promised or intended anything beyond that. I haven't intended it in my life, and I don't think I'll change my mind. I'm happy as I am, and I'm going to grow old watching my nephews grow up and supporting my siblings in their lives and projects."

Giselle, tears in her eyes, rose from the table and left hastily, leaving an uncomfortable silence in the room. Alex's mother tried to ease the tension by changing the subject, but Alex knew the conversation had left its mark, and everyone was trying to understand where his existence was heading.

Needing time to reflect on his life from a different angle, Alex decided to take a trip to Cornwall, far from the daily urgencies London presented him. He planned a vacation to reclaim his peace, regain calm, and rethink his goals and aspirations.
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Amina Al-Salem, 23, Princess of Kuwait, is a young woman of classic Kuwaiti beauty, with an elegance that combines grace and strength. Her golden skin, soft as desert sands, contrasts with large, almond-shaped eyes of a deep brown, capable of conveying both serenity and determination. Her perfectly arched eyebrows frame a delicate, oval face, while her dark, wavy hair, covered with a hijab, highlights the depth of her gaze. Slender and upright, Amina moves with an innate elegance, blending the tradition of her heritage with touches of modernity that reflect her independent spirit.

Amina was born into one of the most prominent families in her country. Her father, Emir Omar Al-Salem, is a respected leader, known for his intelligence and handling of trade relations with the Western world. In the public sphere, the Emir is an almost mythical figure: a man of firm word, with a penetrating gaze that seems to cut through those who dare to defy him. His speeches inspire respect and admiration; his mastery of multiple languages allows him to connect with leaders worldwide, and his presence in negotiations is both strategic and intimidating. But in the privacy of his home, away from cameras and formal meetings, Omar is a reserved, at times even melancholic, man who carries the weight of decisions impacting millions on his shoulders.

For Amina, her father is an enigma. Although their relationship has always been respectful, she has grown up seeing a man divided between his duty to his country and the emotions he often hides behind an impenetrable façade. The few times she has seen him let down his guard have been fleeting moments: a sincere smile while watching the desert at sunset, a deep sigh after a long meeting, or a lost gaze remembering his youth.

From an early age, Amina has felt the pressure to live up to the expectations that come with her family name. Educated in the best institutions worldwide, she masters several languages and possesses a brilliant intellect, undoubtedly inherited from her father. However, she has found her own way to stand out, combining her Western education with a deep respect for her roots. Deep down, Amina shares a similar struggle with her father: the desire to find a space where she can simply be herself, free from the ties of her surname. The figure of Omar Al-Salem, with all his complexity, has profoundly shaped Amina's life. Although few know the Emir in private, or his intimidating character, Amina has come to understand that behind the man of steel lies someone who, like her, seeks balance between duty and personal freedom.

Her mother, Sheikha Layla Al-Salem, is an influential figure in Kuwaiti society, known for her philanthropic work and dedication to education and women's rights. Amina has two older siblings, Layla's children: Hassan and Yasmin. Hassan, 27, is destined to follow in his father's footsteps in politics and country administration. Yasmin, 25, has a strong entrepreneurial spirit and has gained wide recognition in the fashion industry. Amina also has other siblings from her father's other wives, with whom she does not maintain a close relationship.

Before moving to Oxford, Amina lived in a luxurious palace in Kuwait's capital. Her life was filled with privileges and opportunities that other young people were unaware of or simply did not have access to. She always showed a great interest in psychology and mental well-being, which led her to seek higher education in this field.

With special permission from the Regent Prince of Kuwait, Khalid Al-Faisal, Amina moved to Oxford to study psychology. This decision was supported by her family, who recognized her passion and determination to help others through understanding the human mind. In Oxford, Amina lives in an apartment near the university, enjoying independence and the opportunity to immerse herself in a different culture. Her experience in Oxford was transformative, allowing her to grow both academically and personally. She made friends from all over the world and participated in various extracurricular activities, including debate groups and human rights organizations.

During her time in Oxford, Amina had the opportunity to participate in a cultural exchange program that took her to visit several European cities. This program not only allowed her to broaden her perspective but also gave her the opportunity to share her own culture and learn from others. Amina volunteered at a psychological support center for students, where she applied her knowledge and helped her peers face emotional and academic challenges.

Despite her success and the opportunities she has had
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