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After Ellen Cooper’s husband dies of a sudden heart attack, she discovers that she never really knew him. An almost arranged marriage that her father pushed her into, Ellen had thought she has been happy over the last 33 years – or at least satisfied. But as she packs up Robert’s belongings, she is starting to realize that was just a façade that she let herself believe.

To get over her angst and relax so she can face dealing with the will and all the paperwork from Robert’s death, Ellen decides to take a little trip by herself. Never in her life would she have expected to have an adventure, one that may make up for the loveless and dry marriage that she had endured all those years.

She meets a man. A young man. And he makes the next two weeks for Ellen absolute heaven. Well...almost.

Like what you’re reading? 
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“Mom, are you sure about this?” Tyler says in his deep voice. “You know I could take this semester off. I could come to stay with you.”

“I am perfectly fine,” I say as I continue to fold the clothes. “I can handle myself, you know.”

“I know, Mom,” Tyler says. “But I am worried about you. I know losing Dad was hard on you, and I just want to be there for you.”

At the mention of my late husband, I feel a twinge of pain in my heart. I swallow the lump in my throat and force myself to say in a cheery voice, “I am doing just fine. It’s important for you to stay there and concentrate on your studies, okay?”

“Hey, Tyler!” I hear his friend shouting in the background. “Come on, Man! We are getting late.”

“Go,” I say, even though I don’t want him to. “Enjoy. Have fun!”

“Alright,” he says reluctantly. “I love you, Mom! Bye!”

“I love you too,” I whisper, but all I hear is the dial tone. I put the phone down and glance at the pile of clothes in front of me. I never imagined that I would be here, folding my late husband’s clothes so I could give them away to charity. 

Robert and I had been married for 33 years, or at least we would have been had he not died such a sudden death. We had just returned from their annual two-week vacation to Puerto Vallarta when Robert had a severe cardiac arrest. The doctors had tried to explain it to me, about his arteries had been clogged for a while, and how the heart just didn’t get enough blood supply. They had thrown about their medical jargon, but none of it had made sense to me. It had flown over my head as I stared at them helplessly, wondering if they could see that I was somewhere far away.

I had married Robert when I was just 21 years old. It was a happy marriage -all in all, even if he hadn’t been my choice. No, he had been chosen for me by my father and like a good girl, I had followed his orders. I sigh as I look at the pile of clothes in front of me. I know I have to deal with all of the family matter myself, or at least I had told Tyler I would handle it. The thought of running around after lawyers, dealing with the inheritance and the house, it was all too much. Robert had always been the one to handle everything. And now suddenly I was alone, left with all this burden on my shoulder that I had no idea how to deal with. 

I pull out some more of his underwear, and as I glance down, I feel myself freeze. In front of me are five boxers, all clean and neatly put away in the drawer. It was such a small thing, but it hit me like a train. It was at that moment that I realize that I didn’t really know my husband. After all, all these years I had brought him briefs. I had assumed that he liked briefs, but now I find five boxers in his drawer. I realize I had never asked him what he preferred. I always just – assumed. For that matter, I didn’t even know how he liked his coffee. I had always made it with cream and sugar, but did he like it black? Or did he prefer lattes or cappuccinos?

Now that I was thinking about it, I had never really cared to find out. I always thought we had been a happy couple. We rarely fought; we were always amicable to each other. He had been a good husband to me. I never had to worry about money because Robert had earned more than enough. He didn’t drink, he didn’t flirt with other women, and he didn’t smoke. He was charming and handsome, and he had been a good father. Tyler had been doted upon by both me and Robert, even though now I think about it, it was mostly me. Robert was always away on business, flying here and there and I was left behind to look after Tyler. I hadn’t minded it one bit. In fact, I rather liked having the house to myself. Even though Robert was gone, the house didn’t feel empty. I am so used to Robert being away that it just feels like he is away on some trip, that’s all. And yet, even though Robert has always been away, there was one thing he never missed – our vacation to Puerto Vallarta.

When he had been home, he had been cordial and kind. We shared some jokes together and we attended all those parties. I had always enjoyed them. The other couples were enchanting and fun to talk to, and most of those nights were spent socializing. And then Robert would fly away again, and I would continue attending the parties...alone. If I am to be honest, I attended them more often alone than with him. There had never really been any romance in our life. We had been good friends and that’s it. Every time I had said “I love you,” the words had been robotic. I was expected to say them, and I said them. And he would reply just as robotically, “I love you too, dear.”

I throw the briefs back into the drawer and stand up. I turn to face the room and look at all the paperwork the lawyer had left me this morning. He had gone and on about the estate and the affairs that needed to be managed. The idea of dealing with it made me feel frustrated and I feel a wave of exhaustion overtake me. I can’t deal with this! I can’t. It is all just too much. I barely know the man I had lived with for 33 years. But that didn’t change the fact that he had been a good man and also a good friend. And now, I am all alone with all this responsibility on my shoulder.

I sigh and sit down on the couch, pouring myself a generous helping of the red wine. I take a large sip and relax against the cushions. There were so many decisions that I still had to make. I still had to sort through Robert’s will, and how to manage the new financial situation. I down the entire glass and pour myself some more. In my distracted state, I didn’t realize when the bottle slipped from my hands, and the wine went all over the table.

“Oh, shit!” I say, getting up. I pick up the papers from the table, trying to get the wine off them. I run to grab a towel and wipe it up as quickly as I can. Then I flop down on the couch again, trying to dry the papers. I place them upside down on the now dry table, hoping that there wasn't anything important. That’s when my eye fell on it. A bright, colorful ad – COME AND ENJOY THE BEST TWO WEEKS OF YOUR LIFE! WE PROMISE YOU AN EXPERIENCE YOU WILL NOT SOON FORGET! 

The ad is for a resort in Portugal, and it was accompanied by the most scenic pictures I had ever seen. The wildest idea echoes through my head. Why don’t I go for a small holiday? It will give me the break I need to deal with all of this. But it was nonsense. I can’t just up and go there. And yet, why couldn’t I? I pick up my phone and run a quick google check on the resort. The reviews are encouraging, and the pictures are promising. I bite my lip, thinking about it. My heart is racing in my chest, and I am filled with the thrill of adventure. I stare at the ad for another minute, and then I quickly dial a number.

“Hello?” I say. “I just saw an ad for your singles resort. I am interested in your two weeks package- - yeah – yeah -. My name is Mrs. Cooper – actually, that’s not right. My name is Ellen Whistler. Miss Ellen Whistler.”
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“Would you like some wine, ma’am?” The stewardess says, smiling at me. 

“I would love some,” I say. She pours me a glass and I take a sip, enjoying the taste in my mouth. I am on the plane, heading to Portugal for a vacation. I am already feeling so much more relaxed. At least for two weeks, I won’t have to worry about Robert and the lawyers. No, for two weeks I am only going to enjoy and spend some quality time with myself. I lean against my seat, glad that I have chosen to travel business class. The clouds outside are floating by me. They are white, fluffy, and spread as far as the eye can see. I can see the sunlight reflecting off their surface, giving them a yellow tint. I let myself smile and close my eyes, my body slumping as the tension leaves my body. Portugal, here I come.

A few hours later, I am sitting in a taxi, on my way to the resort. The sun is shining, and the city itself is beautiful. I look out of the window, observing the architecture and the local people. I feel a wave of excitement and happiness. This vacation is all about partying and meeting new people but mostly about getting Bob out of my mind.

When the taxi comes to a stop, my mood escalates. I step out of the car, and I am greeted by a grand building right beside the beach
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