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Chapter 1: Crash Landing in Paradise
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The runway at Gatwick Airport shimmered under a rare December sun, but Tyche Papadopoulos felt like she was traversing a personal blizzard. Her phone buzzed in her coat pocket as she dragged her carry-on toward the plane, the words ‘You’re fired’ still ringing in her ears like a bad pop song. A week before Christmas, no less. She’d been the PR manager at NetSphere, an IT network provider that prided itself on “connectivity solutions” but apparently not on human decency. Derek, the NetSphere boss, muttered the news with a grimace, citing “restructuring.” Just the next morning, he sent a new LinkedIn invitation. Tyche knew better. She’d called him out for his lazy campaign ideas last month, and he’d been gunning for her ever since.

She ignored the buzzing phone and squinted at the plane ahead, a sleek jet bound for Corfu. Her pre-booked Christmas holiday was now her lifeline—a chance to escape London’s grey drizzle and her imploding career. Corfu, with its emerald hills and sapphire seas, promised sun, ouzo, and a reset. Tyche adjusted her oversized sunglasses, channeling her inner Audrey Hepburn despite the pit in her stomach. You’ve got this, she told herself. New chapter, new Tyche.

The phone buzzed again. She sighed and fished it out, seeing “Frank” on the screen. Her ex-colleague, a data analyst with a heart bigger than his Excel spreadsheets, was probably checking in. She answered as she joined the boarding queue, the wind whipping her dark curls.

“Tyche, what the hell happened?” Frank’s voice was equal parts worry and gossip-hound. “Derek’s spinning some nonsense about you flaking. Said it was a ‘woman thing.’ Can you believe that prick?”

Tyche snorted, earning a glance from the posh couple ahead of her. “Oh, I believe it. Derek’s ego is a medical marvel. I’m fine, Frank. Just boarding my flight to Corfu. Holiday mode activated.”

“Corfu? Swanky. You sure you’re okay? I mean, getting canned right before Christmas...”

“I’m peachy,” Tyche lied, her voice bright as the neon safety vest of the ground crew. “I’ll sip cocktails, charm some locals, and plot my comeback. Talk later, yeah?” 

She hung up before Frank could pry further, her bravado wavering. The truth? She was gutted. NetSphere had been her proving ground, where she’d turned dry tech jargon into viral campaigns. Now, at thirty-two, she was jobless and single, with only a suitcase and a dream of baklava to her name.

The flight was a blur of recycled air and a rom-com she half-watched. Tyche’s mind churned: What’s next? Freelance PR? Start my own agency? Join a goat farm? By the time the plane touched down at Corfu’s Ioannis Kapodistrias Airport, the sun was dipping low, painting the sky in shades of tangerine and rose. She stepped onto the tarmac, the warm island breeze wrapping around her like a hug. For the first time all day, she exhaled.
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THE GROTTA VERDE, A five-star resort perched above Paleokastritsa’s turquoise coves, was everything the brochure promised: whitewashed walls draped in bougainvillea, infinity pools that seemed to spill into the Ionian Sea, and a lobby that smelled of citrus and wealth. Tyche checked in, her mood lifting as the receptionist, a cheerful woman named Maria, handed her a welcome mimosa.

“Your room has a sea view, Ms. Papadopoulos,” Maria said, her English accented with Corfu’s musical lilt. “And tonight’s cocktail hour is at the rooftop bar. Enjoy!”

Tyche grinned, sipping the mimosa. “You had me at rooftop bar.”

Her room was a slice of paradise—crisp linens, a balcony overlooking the glittering sea, and a minibar she planned to raid later. She swapped her travel-worn jeans for a flowy white dress, radiating mythic grace.  As she headed to the rooftop, the stress of London felt a world away.

The bar was buzzing with holidaymakers: bronzed couples, a gaggle of influencers snapping selfies, and a lone woman sketching in a notebook. Tyche grabbed a gin and tonic and slid onto a barstool, her eyes scanning the crowd. The sketching woman caught her attention—mid-forties, with a chic bob and a kaftan that screamed “I have a Pinterest board for everything.” Tyche, never one to shy away from a chat, leaned over.

“Love your vibe,” she said, nodding at the sketchbook. “You an artist?”

The woman looked up, her smile warm. “Interior designer, actually. Susan. Just doodling some ideas inspired by this place. The colors here are unreal.”

“Tyche,” she replied, clinking her glass against Susan’s wine. “PR manager. Well, ex-PR manager as of this morning. I’m here to drown my sorrows in ouzo and sunshine.”

Susan laughed, her eyes crinkling. “Ouch, rough day? Well, you picked the right spot to rebound. Corfu’s magic. I’m here scouting for a client’s villa redo. You ever been?”

“First time. I booked this trip on a whim last month, and now it’s my life raft.” Tyche’s tone was light, but Susan’s knowing nod suggested she caught the undercurrent.

They chatted about Corfu’s beaches, Susan’s design projects, and Tyche’s knack for spinning tech geekery into sexy ad campaigns. The gin and the view were working their magic, and Tyche felt her spark returning. Maybe this trip wasn’t just an escape—it was a chance to reinvent.

Then, a commotion broke the rooftop’s buzz. Two police officers marched through the crowd, their radios crackling. Tyche and Susan exchanged a glance as the officers approached a young woman at the bar, her blonde hair tangled and her eyes wild. She was arguing loudly in accented English, something about “my sister” and “not fair.” The officers escorted her out, ignoring her protests.

“What was that about?” Tyche muttered, craning her neck.

Susan leaned in, her voice low. “Heard from the bartender earlier—some drama with the yoga instructor’s sister. Apparently, she had a meltdown, maybe schizophrenia-related. The hotel manager kicked them both out.”

Tyche frowned. “Harsh. Kicking out the instructor too? That’s cold.”

“Welcome to paradise,” Susan said dryly, sipping her wine.
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THE NEXT MORNING, TYCHE woke to sunlight streaming through her balcony doors. She’d planned to join the resort’s yoga class, craving a stretch and some Zen, but a sign on the studio door read: Yoga cancelled until further notice. She groaned, remembering the previous night’s drama. As she turned to leave, a woman with a sleek ponytail and a fitness tracker jogged up.

“Hey, you here for yoga?” the woman asked, her accent a mix of Greek and something else. “I’m Agaia. I’m covering the class since... well, you know.”

Tyche nodded, intrigued. “Tyche. Yeah, I heard about the sister thing. You’re a lifesaver.”

Agaia grinned, unlocking the studio. “I’m a fitness instructor on the side, so I figured I’d step in. Come on, let’s get our om on.”

The class was small but lively, with Agaia leading a flow that left Tyche sweaty and grinning. Agaia’s energy was infectious—part drill sergeant, part stand-up comic. As they rolled up their mats, Tyche lingered, curious about her new instructor.

“You’re not just a fitness guru, are you?” Tyche teased. “What’s your deal?”

Agaia laughed, wiping her brow. “Oh, I’m a jack-of-all-trades. I help run my family’s boutique hotel down the coast, sell handmade beauty products in town, and
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