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Praise for “BECKONED, Part 3: From Los Angeles with Love”

It has been so long since I have read a series that has kept my interest like this one! I literally couldn’t wait to jump into part 3 of this series and again as with the first two books I wasn’t disappointed! I just can’t help but be swept up in the relationship between Angela and Soren! I really am drawn to them. Again the author did a fabulous job with the writing in this book and I really do love her writing style – I honestly feel like I am on the journey with these characters through the author’s fabulous descriptive writing! There were some good twists in the story and just when you think Soren is finally making his move along comes someone new to throw things up the air again! It’s getting harder to review these books without giving away too much of the storyline but without doubt if you have read any of this series then you will not be disappointed with this one! It’s about to get pretty sexy!!!! I am so excited to read part 4! -Katie from the United Kingdom, 5-star review
Aviva Vaughn just keeps bringing it. Another book in the Beckoned series that I could not put down. The way Ms. Vaughn writes, always is so descriptive and makes you feel like you are right there with the characters. She keeps you on your toes with all the twists and turns. You keep reading because you want to see what is going to happen next. I cannot wait to read Part 4 in the series. -Dori from Florida, 5-star review
Something I’ve always admired about books is that when you find a well written series each book may even be better than the last, unlike motion pictures where the second rarely adds up. This is just one of the many reasons I’ve always favored a good book over a movie. My point is that I feel this way about Aviva Vaughn’s Beckoned series. I was completely drawn into Angela and Soren’s story in book one, book two blew my mind and yet somehow even after following their story a third time, I NEED to know more. Unfortunately I can’t divulge too much information without giving the storyline away but once again I enjoy the storytelling, the wording is somehow deep while having a storyline that is true to life and very relatable. The characters are once again relatable and enjoyable and there were times I felt conflicted for Angela. I’m really looking forward to continuing the Beckoned series and following Aviva Vaughn’s writing. -Felicia from U.S.A., 5-star review
This lady has completely captured me with this series, at first I was intrigued to see how a American author would write about the UK and she definitely did it justice. I really feel that Aviva characters really pull you into the story and plays wonders with your imagination not many authors can really do that for me I've only got a hand full I will read hundreds of times over and over and she has definitely gone on that list for myself. -Claire from the United Kingdom, 5-star review
The more I get to read about these two, I love the person that Angela is becoming and seeing Soren coming into his own is a great experience as well. This book is more about the difficulties of a long term relationship and just how far those difficulties will push these two young lovers to the breaking point for their love. The deeper I get into this serial read, the more I grow attached to how Soren and Angela will turn out in the end. Will they finally get their happily ever after or will they allow the distance between them to end what has only just begun for them? Don’t miss out on this great read, and fantastic author, jump on the Vaughn train and get to reading this amazing series! -Ashleigh from Iowa, 5-star review
The whole story/series has been fascinating and captivating- but this book takes it to a whole new level. Ms. Vaughn has upped the ante, so to speak, and produced a story that I devoured in matter of hours. I couldn’t put it down and HAD to find out what was happening. The books just seem to get better and better.... And the love triangle of sorts/the ‘threat,’ and the emotional roller coaster that this story took me on had me sooooo conflicted. I love the characters and thought I knew how their story would play out. But Ms. Vaughn brought in a bit of a twist, a surprising element, that really drew me in and held me captive the entire way! I read this book about a week ago and have been mulling over how to do it the justice that it deserves. The whole series has been a surprising find, I never expected to love it as much as I have/do. Ms. Vaughn had my emotions and allegiances all tied up in knots, And I loved every minute. This book gives a new meaning to the word sizzling! There are some no-holds-barred romps that singed my eyebrows and melted the screen on my kindle! This is definitely the best of the books, so far. It had everything you could want in a great read- it was captivating, sentimental, emotional, romantic, seductive, sexy, realistic and entirely believable. I am now really anxious about the next book, and to find out how the story will end. Thank you, Ms. Vaughn! -Angela from Australia, 5-star review
Woah part three! This series just keeps getting better! I read this one in just a few hours because I could not stop reading it! After finding out this is the author’s favorite book of the series, I was so excited to read this and Aviva Vaughn did NOT disappoint! This book gave me a new appreciation for California and seeing it through the eyes of someone who truly loves it is wonderful. Every time Aviva Vaughn describes a new location, I can picture it in such vivid detail. She really has a way with words! Bring on Part 4!! -Emily from Ohio, 5-star review
I enjoyed how much this was written with vibrance, much like the first two, but even better! Just when you didn’t think that it could be any better! You really feel as if you are taking in the City of Angels in for yourself. Aviva’s ability to bring to life food and locations completely transform you to each and every place that the characters visit. It is of course written in a fan-fiction of sorts to Jane Austen’s works. You can’t deny the connections of writing styles between Aviva Vaughn and Jane Austen. Throw in some awesome lustiness and you have one heck of a nice afternoon all in the pages of this wonderful book. -Liz from Nebraska, 5-star review
I loved that we yet again get to delve back into these two’s lives. Their journey has been so tumultuous and has had me on the edge of my seat that I couldn’t wait to jump right back into their story. If you expect they might catch a break in this book then think again. The writer takes you on just as many twist and turns as the first two books. I always find myself hoping that they will make it work, that everything be will ok in the end. The fact that I have been this invested in the characters for all three books is testament to just how well they have been written. I cannot wait to jump into book 4!! -Kerry from the United Kingdom, 5-star review
I’m not even sure I’m even capable to begin to describe how much i enjoy this book ( and series ). Wow, it’s such a roller ride! So much attention to details, scenic scenes and characters ! I can picture it all in my head and hear their voices. Phenomenal story plot, with drama, suspense, intrigue ... oh and sooo much love!! We can’t all forgot that! The characters are relatable and entertaining! Such an amazing story, once you read one, you’ll want to read the others ASAP!! -Nicole from Missouri, 4-star review
This series just gets better and better with each book. The chemistry between Angela and Soren is stronger in this book and we get to see a bit of a stronger side of Soren. Aviva Vaughn continues to guide her readers through a descriptive journey of all the cities she has the readers travel to with her characters. This book really takes you into an emotional roller coaster and Angela batters with inner turmoil regarding her relationship with Soren and the new temptation. I can’t wait to read book 4 to see what finally happens between Angela and Soren.  -Lisette from Florida, 5-star review
Beckoned Part 3: From Los Angeles with Love by Aviva Vaughn is absolutely my favorite book by this author! Angela and Soren’s story is so sweet, charming, steamy and full of discoveries both individually and as a couple. I feel so emotionally invested in their story, being able to read their story from the beginning and seeing how it developed over time as they overcame many obstacles made them seem so real. I absolutely loved how this story had some added drama as new characters were introduced, it had me reading this book in one sitting as I just had to know how it was all going to play out! This book had some twists and turns I didn’t expect, but really enjoyed them. I feel like I have gotten to know these characters very well and consider them my friends. Aviva writes with such color and I am transported into her book experiencing the sights and sounds of her locations. I couldn’t wait to read this book and am diving right into the final book. -Kristi from Oklahoma, 5-star review
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Aviva Vaughn (ah-VEE-vah) loves reading, traveling, and eating...preferably all at once. She isn’t afraid to try new things, which has made for an interesting—although not always straight forward—life.



She is an avid reader and especially likes books with multifaceted characters who reveal something about that most compelling of all subjects: human nature; no matter what species they are or what planet they are from.



For a list of her favorite books visit her website at AvivaVaughn.com/about
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September 2016

To my parents who gave me the blessing/curse of figuring it out on my own. Thank you for an interesting life. I love you.

And to my own little who—unfortunately(?)—will not have the same luxury. Thank you for choosing me to be your mommy. I love you.

With thanks to Edith Wharton and Margaret Mitchell who taught me that sometimes the best romances are also tragedies.

Wishing you love and romance,
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Chapter 1: Uncertain
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July 12, 2001 somewhere over the Atlantic Ocean

Angela turned back from the jet way, brushing past the flight attendant who had just taken her ticket, and ran toward Soren, his dark, Savile Row suit moving farther and farther away from her.

“Soren, wait...” she called out, extending her arm, reaching out for him.

She grabbed his shoulder, but the fabric felt wrong. Instead of worsted wool it felt like cotton knit.

“Don’t go...” she tugged on his shoulder, waiting for him to turn around, tears streaming down her face.

She awoke with a start.

“Would you like a tissue my dear?” The kind elderly woman sitting next to Angela held out the white paper like a surrender flag and smiled through her thick glasses.

Angela looked at her right hand, wrapped around the peach-colored, cotton knit sweater of the sweet-looking woman. She released the woman’s arm. 

“Sorry,” she said quietly, reaching for the tissue, which felt like a security blanket to her swollen, tear-stained face.

She pulled her light, cashmere wrap tighter around her to stave off the chilly plane cabin air. Now that they were above the clouds, the bright light through the window burned her eyes. She pulled the shade shut and leaned her head against the wall.

She had been crying off and on, ever since the plane had taken off from London on her return trip bound for her native city of Los Angeles and far away from Soren.

Soren Lund, the man of her dreams who had suddenly become a surprising reality during her just completed trip to London. She couldn’t think of the brooding Dane without thinking about his stormy, blue eyes that seemed to look right into her soul. 

Her elderly neighbor stole a concerned look at Angela.

Angela turned to the woman. “Thank you,” she said, wiping her nose. “Please excuse me, I’m just sad to be leaving.”

The woman patted Angela’s arm comfortingly. “No need to explain darling, you go ahead and cry. It’s good to get it out.” 

At the word “darling,” Angela began crying harder. “Darling” was the word that Soren always called her, and hearing it again—even from another person—was like tearing the bandage off a wound. 

She didn’t know why she was crying so much. It wasn’t like she and Soren had been dating long. They had met almost a year ago as MBA students at the Barcelona Instituto de Negocios—or BIN—but it wasn’t until they reconnected in London last week that their long-burning desire was ignited. She closed her eyes and remembered the feeling of his lips on her neck and it sent shivers down her spine.

At least that was better than crying.

Inhaling slowly she took stock of her situation: her eyelids were almost swollen shut, her cheeks hurt, and she was starting to have difficulty breathing out of her nose. 

She needed to calm down. 

Pulling out her black sketchbook/journal, she turned the pages past the sketches and journaling she did in London and Bath, found a blank page and started writing.

7/12/01, on the plane home




Has it really been only ten days since I left Los Angeles? I feel like I stepped through the looking glass when I got off the plane in London. So much has happened.



The most important thing is that I’ve fallen in love with Soren Lund. Oh God, how ridiculous does that sound? I guess the many months in Barcelona made it easy to fall fast here in London...and I thought he was falling in love with me too, but the words were never said.



I’m such a blind idiot. How could I mess up so badly in only ten days? How could I have hurt him unintentionally so many times without an alarm bell ever going off in my head? Am I that naive? Am I that selfish? I’m sure Marco would answer “yes” to both of those for me. 




She paused, shaking her head as she thought of her dear friend Marco Lucian. Marco was one of Soren’s fellow MBA classmates at BIN. With a wicked sense of humor and vivid, green eyes, he was a firecracker of an Italian: a Roman candle. Marco was instrumental in helping Angela and Soren overcome some of the misunderstandings they had experienced during their nascent relationship.




The bottom line is, whatever mistakes I made...they were mistakes. They were innocent. I never meant to hurt Soren by having lunch with Marco, dancing with Rolfe or having my Peter issues resurface. And then, when it was time to say goodbye, it was as if he didn’t even know how he felt about me. He gave me lots of gifts and gestures, but he never said the words I needed to hear.



And what the hell was that at the airport? Was that a “goodbye forever” or what? I don’t even know? I poured my heart out to him about Peter and was left hanging. I literally have no idea where we stand at this point. But what I do know is that I am completely in love with Soren. My heart is literally aching right now as I write this.



I know that long-distance relationships are hard, but I also know that I want to at least try to make it work. The last thing he said to me was “there’s so much we need to figure out and discuss.” What the hell does that mean? Is he my boyfriend or my stockbroker? His words were like a knife through my heart. 



I would give myself to him completely if he would ask. I get that there are no guarantees, and that it might not work, but what I don’t get is that he doesn’t even seem to be willing to try.



All those kisses and gestures, and yet he didn’t ask the simple question, “When can I see you again?” Does that mean he doesn’t want to?



Oh God, here come the tears again, this isn’t helping at all. I just wish I knew how he felt...
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Chapter 2: Welcome Home
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“Welcome to Los Angeles.” The flight attendant's voice over the loudspeaker woke Angela up suddenly. 

She had been dreaming vividly. In her dreams, she was walking away from Soren, toward the airport gate. She wanted to turn around and run into his arms but some invisible force made it impossible. She felt as though she had been physically fighting the invisible force the whole flight. Her limbs were heavy with fatigue. 

Facing her parents at arrivals was going to be a trial.

After two hours of baggage and customs, Angela burst through into the bright, sunny international arrivals area of LAX and immediately saw her mom waving her arms over her head like she was signaling Angela in for a landing. 

It was only a little after 1pm, but it felt like bedtime to Angela. She took off her cashmere wrap and threw it in in the new carry on Soren gave her. The thought made her want to cry again.

“Honey, pumpkin, baby, it’s so good to see you. I missed you so much,” her mother, Lillian, gushed as she enveloped her only child in a big hug, heavily scented with her favorite gardenia perfume. The powerful, synthetic fragrance made Angela feel queasy.

Angela smiled weakly. “Hi mommy, it’s good to see you too.” She hugged and kissed her mother and then her father, trying to be happy to see them, but she felt like a soulless shell. 

“What’s wrong sweetie pie, you look so glum. Are you hungry?” Her mom asked as she grabbed one of Angela’s new roller bags and started weaving through the crowds, directing Angela to where the car was.

Angela’s dad had her other roller bag and shouted, “Lillian, it’s over that way,” as he gestured in the opposite direction, clearly exasperated.

Lillian rolled her eyes and turned around, bumping into three other people as she navigated her turn on the crowded sidewalk.

“Thanks mom, but I’m not hungry. I’m just tired is all. Jet lagged. I know you want to take me out for lunch, but can we get together tomorrow? I really just want to get home and sleep.”

Angela didn’t have to fake anything, she really felt bone tired.

Her parents exchanged concerned glances before her mom said, “Not hungry? That’s not like you, but we’ll get you home right away, and then tomorrow you can tell us all about your exciting trip to England.” 

Angela smiled gratefully at her sweet mother. Being an only child had its perks, but sometimes she wished that her every move wasn’t so very important to her parents. When she had returned from her semester in Spain, her mother had pestered her for weeks to make up for the lost time. Fortunately, she had only been gone ten days this time, so her mother wouldn’t be quite so clingy. 

Or unfortunately, I should say. 

She wished that she had been with Soren longer; remembering his lips on hers, their bodies pressed together and the beautiful memories they had created during their short—but intense—time together.

“Here we are,” her dad said as he popped the trunk on the white, 1990’s-era Jaguar sedan that he had bought used. He loaded in the luggage while Angela got into the backseat.

“So did you have a good time?” Lillian asked pleasantly as her husband started up the car.

“Yes,” Angela replied flatly.

“Did you see Marco?” her dad asked, looking backwards as he pulled out of the parking space.

“Uh huh,” Angela murmured.

Lillian turned around, trying to make eye contact with Angela. “Was the weather nice?”

Avoiding her mother’s gaze Angela answered, “Very nice.”

Angela pretended not to notice when her mother narrowed her eyes at her, continuing to stare out the window, watching the landscape pass without really seeing; mentally immersed in replaying the scene at Heathrow airport over and over again in her mind.

“This is a boarding message for KLM flight #1002 to Amsterdam with service to Los Angeles. We will begin boarding first class and business class passengers.”

“That’s you,” Soren said coldly.

Angela could feel the distance he was putting between them and it sparked a bit of anger inside of her that felt somehow comforting. 

“That’s my flight, but I’m not boarding yet, they just called first and business.”

Soren repeated more quietly this time, “That’s you.”

She looked down at her boarding pass and saw for the first time the bold letters spelling “FIRST CLASS.” The words seemed to yell at her from the page, and a dull roar built-up in her ears. 

His final thoughtfulness made her feel off balance and confused. 

She wiped at her eyes with the heel of her hand, willing herself not to cry until she got home. She looked out the window at the Santa Monica Mountains, cloaked in their characteristic pecan-brown of dry earth, chaparral, and oak tree trunks with just a sprinkling of deep, pine-green from the glossy leaves of the trees. 

Her parents didn’t ask her another question, and Angela fell silent for the rest of the 30-minute drive north from LAX airport to her 1-bedroom apartment in Encino.

Encino is a small, suburban neighborhood located in the San Fernando Valley area of Los Angeles abutting the Santa Monica Mountains. The word Encino is Spanish for “oak tree” and the area lives up to its name with thousands of huge, broad oaks—some hundreds of years old—peppering its streets, parks, and homes. One famous oak tree, of the Quercus agrifolia variety—known as the Lang Oak—sadly perished a few years earlier in the El Niño storms of 1998 at a verified age of over 1,000 years, living much longer than most of its species, which are considered old at three-hundred.

A sleepy community, Encino’s claims to fame are that it was the childhood hometown of Michael Jackson and the site of the Sepulveda Basin Recreation Area, one of Los Angeles’ largest city parks covering an area of over 2,000 acres or almost two-and-a-half-times larger than New York’s Central Park.

The temperature in the Los Angeles Basin was about 85 degrees, the same as it had been in London, but the air in L.A. was always bone dry, which made the heat more bearable. As the car climbed through the Sepulveda Pass toward Encino, the thermometer rose with it about ten degrees. The Valley, as locals called it, was usually warmer than the Basin.

As the Holguín car descended into the Valley, Angela saw the bone-white curve of the Sepulveda Dam come into view. An engineering marvel completed in 1941, the majestic dam was a frequent star in music videos, commercials, film and television. Angela smiled as she recalled the time she recognized it in the movie Gattaca. She double-exhaled at the site of the dam’s beautiful, Streamline Moderne lines which always felt like a “welcome home” sign from the city she loved so much.

“Here we are sweetheart,” her father said, shooting Angela a concerned look as they pulled up to her mid-century apartment building with its strong, linear angles and glass and stucco façade. “Are you sure you’re okay? I’ve never heard you so quiet.”

“Just tired dad.” Angela inhaled a stuttered breath trying to align her mental reality with her physical one. It was hard to believe that she had been in Soren’s arms earlier this morning, although technically it was already a new day in England; flying backwards across time zones was always such a mind game. 

“Can we help you with your luggage?” Her mom asked gently.

“No mom. I got it.” Angela felt relieved as she looked toward the bright white building that had been her home for the last few years. Her bed beckoned.

Her parents exchanged looks again.

“Are you sure you’re okay honey?” her mom asked.

The worried tone in her mother’s voice was enough to get her going. Angela started moving quickly. She wanted to get into the safety of her apartment before her parents started to overreact. “Yes mom, I’m fine.” Her dad opened his car door, “Dad, don’t get out. I’ll get my bags. You guys get going...really, I’m just exhausted,” she said as she made a big show of yawning, hoping they would back down.

“Okay sweetheart. Just let us know if you need anything,” her mom said through the window.

Angela pulled her roller bags out of the trunk, working hard to make it look easy so her father would stay in the car. She waved at his reflection in the side-view mirror. She rolled the bags to the glass and aluminum security door and gave her parents a final wave. When they finally pulled away, she sighed heavily, grateful to let her guard down.

She fished her keys out of her carry on and pushed through the security doors, grabbed her mail, and walked through the lush, palm-tree courtyard of the small, two-story building. An elderly woman dressed in black—who spoke nothing but Russian—nodded her head at Angela as she swayed in a metal rocking chair pushing against the ground with her black, orthopedic shoes. Angela nodded back and carried one roller bag up the stairs to her apartment landing.

One of Angela’s favorite things about her building was how private and quiet it was. Her staircase served only her apartment and the one across from her, and with only twenty-five units, the building felt more like a huge duplex than an impersonal apartment building.

After two trips up the stairs, Angela finally opened the door to her small but beautifully-furnished apartment that she had cobbled together with street finds, good deals at vintage shops, and fortunate hand-me-downs from her parents. 

The air in the apartment was warm and stale.  Angela put her keys on the hardwood table adjacent to the front door, feeling none of the joy that she usually felt upon coming home. 

She looked around languidly, taking in the décor that she had so artfully picked out and arranged. 

Her favorite tableau included a gilded, Peruvian sunburst mirror—a gift from her parents—that hung over two very masculine, black 1960's leather and wood lounge chairs—that she had scored for a song at a vintage shop—that were placed on either side of a small, elaborately-carved wood Chinese side table upon which two dainty, scrolled English pewter lamps topped with colorful silk shades sat. The arrangement just didn't beckon to her to sit and linger the way it usually did.  

Instead, she flipped on the AC, shrugged out of her travel clothes, and fell into her bed. 

When she woke up fourteen hours later, she felt groggy and disoriented. She looked around, but couldn’t see anything; it was pitch-black outside. She turned on the light by her bed and saw her cell phone sitting on her nightstand, uncharged. 

What time is it? 

She plugged the dead phone into the wall socket to charge. Fumbling through her carry on, she looked for her watch, which she had stowed away when she went through airport security yesterday. Her watch read “4:24am.”

Damn!

Her parents were probably worried about her. 

And Soren!, she thought, realizing that he had no way to get ahold of her as her European phone didn’t work in the U.S. and her American phone was dead. Then again, what if he wasn’t trying to get in touch with her at all?

She sighed thinking how much she wished she could change their last two days together. Her heart ached at the memory of their final words to each other. She’d been so rude and cold. She needed to apologize to him.

Now wide-awake, she threw on a robe and hurried out to her living room to turn on her laptop. She paused momentarily before hitting the power key. Who knew what an email from Soren might say? Maybe he wrote saying they were over. 

A chill went up her spine.

She took a deep breath and started up her computer.

When her email program began to boot up she saw her inbox populating with the many messages that had built-up over the last two weeks. The most recent ones all had the same email address “soren.lund@hotmail.dk.” The timestamps read 2:36pm, 9:15pm, 11:23pm, 2:58am and 4:12am.

She smiled, happy to see that he had written. She clicked on the one from 2:36pm.


From: Soren Lund

To: Angela Holguín

July 12, 2001 at 2:36pm

Subject: Let me know when you arrive



Darling,



I’m going to bed soon, and you’ll be arriving home safely in Los Angeles while I’m asleep, so I just wanted to write you a little note saying that I miss you already and to please email me when I can call you and get ahold of you (by phone I mean, I wish I could actually get a “hold” of you right this moment. I miss the feeling of you in my arms...)



Sorry, my email was hijacked by a non-Danish person who knows how to express affection. I’m back now. Please let me know you’ve arrived safely.



Yours,

Soren



Angela broke out into a big smile reading his sweet email. It felt like her heart had melted into pure liquid.

He misses me! Relief flooded over her. They could figure this out.

She reread the email, smiling as she did. Soren was far more playful in writing than she had ever seen him in person. What an interesting revelation that was. Maybe their long-distance relationship would reveal other aspects of Soren that she wasn’t familiar with yet. She read his next email.


From: Soren Lund

To: Angela Holguín

July 12, 2001 at 9:15pm

Subject: Don't forget to let me know you arrived safely



Darling,



You should have arrived by now, but maybe you were tired or are catching up with your parents. Please just send me a quick email so I know that you are okay. I’ll look for your email when I get to work. Don’t forget.



Yours,

Soren



Her heart swelled—momentarily—at his thoughtfulness, but then her eye caught the subject line of the next three emails and her heart started to beat faster. Furrowing her brow, she opened his third email.


From: Soren Lund

To: Angela Holguín

July 12, 2001 at 11:23pm

Subject: Are you mad at me?



Angela,

I know that things didn’t end ideally when you left, but that’s no reason not to send me an email so that I know you are safe. I tried calling your American phone number, but it went straight to voicemail. I’m starting to get worried.

Still yours,

Soren



Oh poor baby. She had worried him and then she read the next one.


From: Soren Lund

To: Angela Holguín

July 13, 2001 at 2:58am

Subject: What’s going on here? 



Angela, you should have landed over 12 hours ago. This is getting ridiculous. Soren



Angela couldn’t believe what she was reading. Was Soren actually getting mad at her? The realization both concerned her and amused her. Considering the way things had been left, she was happily surprised to see this outpouring of emotion from him. Maybe falling asleep for so long had been a good idea after all. However, she also found his tone more than a little condescending.

She narrowed her eyes as she clicked on the most recent email, which was timestamped only thirty minutes ago.


From: Soren Lund

To: Angela Holguín

July 13, 2001 at 4:12am

Subject: Is there a problem



Am I missing something here? Why haven’t you emailed and why aren’t you answering your phone? Ignoring me is very childish.



Her eyebrow arched swiftly as she digested the last email. 

Oh no he didn’t.

​​
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Chapter 3: Understanding
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Angela stood up and paced around her living room, doing laps around her large, koa coffee table. Her mind raced as she considered Soren’s five emails in their totality. The first couple had been so endearing, but the last two reminded her of their final interaction in Heathrow: cold and condescending.

She had opened herself up to him about Peter, exposed a pain that she would have rather ignored, and instead of that bringing them closer together, it had driven them apart. After dozens of laps around her living room, she walked back over to her laptop and reread his emails. Sighing, she put her fingers to the keyboard and hit “reply” to his very first email.

Dear Soren,






She scowled. Deleting the “Dear” she continued.


Soren,



I’m responding to this email because it seemed that you were not exactly in your right mind when you wrote the last two. I’m sorry I didn’t write sooner but after getting home, I fell asleep immediately and just woke up thirty minutes ago. I didn’t mean to make you worry. 



My American cell phone was dead, but it is charging right now, I forgot to plug it in before I fell asleep. Just so you know I can only receive international calls on it, it isn’t set up to make them.



Angela



She reread the email. Part of her wanted to confess to him how much she missed him, but she was still hurting from the tone of his missives. Her reply might be bland, but it was factual, and factual felt safe. She hit send and then headed to the kitchen for a glass of water. 

The combination of air travel and many hours of sleep had left her parched. She drained the glass, refilled it and was just about to put the glass up to her lips again when she heard her cell phone ringing from her bedroom. She ran to the phone and saw a Spanish phone number on the display.  Her heart leapt into her throat.

“Hello,” she said out of breath, her lips dry with nervousness even though she had just hydrated herself.

“Oh my God, are you trying to give me a heart attack? I’ve been completely out of my mind the last few hours,” Soren said breathlessly, the sound of cars honking audible in the background.

Her heart melted at the sincere concern in his voice, helping to repair some of the damage done by their less-than-ideal goodbye at the airport. From the background noise, Angela knew Soren must be out on the street, outside of his work. He would never speak this openly at his cubicle.

“I’m sorry, but I was so exhausted when I got home that I went straight to bed and forgot to charge my phone. I was so tired I didn’t even put on pajamas. I just threw off my travel clothes and fell into bed,” Angela said in one, long breath.

“That’s a nice image,” he said suggestively, the tightness in his voice diminishing noticeably.

“Soren!” she said with mock anger, secretly thrilled at the direction this conversation was taking. She could feel the strain between them lifting, and it was such a relief.

“I can’t help it. I’ll take any excuse to imagine you with no clothes on,” he said quietly.

She smiled at the lightness in his voice. It was as though the airport scene had never happened.

“Angela...” he trailed off, his voice cracking.

Her heart clenched at the sound.

“Yes...” she said gently.

“I was such an ass at the airport.” His words were heavy with regret.

Angela sighed, her residual anger for Soren evaporating.

He exhaled. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it since you left. I’ve just been sitting like an idiot in front of my computer, wishing I could turn back time and do it all over.”

She smiled. “I’ve been thinking the same thing too.”

“Why? You didn’t do anything wrong. You were right. We have feelings for each other; that should be enough. I’m always trying to analyze everything, but I don’t want to analyze you, I want to...”

Love me? Angela thought, finishing his sentence, her heart beating rapidly. “Yes?” she prodded.

He sighed. “I just want to follow my feelings.”

She exhaled the breath she’d been holding. It wasn’t exactly what she wanted, but it was definitely a step in the right direction.

She smiled. “I’d like that too. That’s all I’ve ever wanted.”

“I know. It just doesn’t come naturally to me. But when you got on the plane and didn’t turn around...well, let’s just say I know now why they use the term ‘heartbreak.’ It literally felt like my heart was broken. And I don’t want to feel that way again.”

Her heart clenched. “Thank you. I really needed to hear that.” She stood up and began pacing again, only this time it was a casual, meander.

“But seriously, I’m just glad you’re okay. I didn’t like not having a way to check on you. I don’t even know your parents’ first names so I couldn’t do a decent search for them on the internet...”

Her eyes widened. “You were looking up my parents?”

“What else could I do? I don’t know anybody in Los Angeles. My next step was to call the airlines or the police. I was really starting to panic.”

Soren panic? The concept seemed so foreign to her. He was always so calm, cool, and collected. Then she remembered that it was not too many days ago when he didn’t seem so calm, cool, or collected as she recalled how tongue-tied he had always been around her until that day—almost two weeks ago—when she bravely took the first step and kissed him. But now Soren seemed so unflappable that it was hard to remember what he had been like before. 

His version of panic probably looked like her version of meditating.

“I’ll give you my mom’s email address and phone number if it makes you feel better,” she said uncertainly. This was not something any man had ever asked for before.

Soren replied immediately, “Please do. That will make me feel much better.” 

She stifled her laughter at his serious tone. “Okay, I’m sending it right now. I’ll also send you Charlene’s number since she always knows how to get ahold of me.”

“Good thinking,” he said clearly relieved. 

How sweet. 

She must mean a lot to him for him to have become so worried. She hugged herself.

Everything is going to be all right. 
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Chapter 4: The Question
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“...and then Jorge straightened up, lifting his hands off the back of the person below him and looked out over the crowds around him. He felt as tall as a mountain. He did it. He climbed to the top of the castell.” Angela smiled, pressed shift, and tapped the quotation mark key loudly, pleased with the scene she had just created. She could just imagine her young, dark-haired hero standing at the top of a human tower six-levels high, waving his right arm with infectious enthusiasm.

The last six weeks had flown by in a blur of creative inspiration. It was like her subconscious mind had been working on the story of Jorge and Estel—the heroes of her children’s book set in Barcelona—and now it was flooding out of her in wild bursts of productivity. Sometimes when she started writing it was hard for her to stop, and she’d look up at her clock in shock that three hours had passed without her noticing. It was exciting.

Writing her books was so much fun that she had to be disciplined about it or it would pull her away from the work that was keeping a roof over her head: transcription. 

She had been a fast typist ever since her mother enrolled her in a typing course the summer after seventh grade. By her senior year of high school, she was so fast she won a typewriter for having the fastest corrected WPM—words per minute—of any student: 69. Her typing was even faster now—112 WPM corrected—and transcribing medical and legal dictation from home was what paid the bills. 

She also worked a few hours a week tutoring students for standardized tests. Her 95th-percentile scores on her SAT and GMAT tests earned her $100-$200 an hour as a private tutor via a Craigslist ad that she maintained. She figured the high price she charged would help keep the weirdos at bay and so far, it had worked.

By keeping her expenses low, including rarely eating out, she was able to save just enough for a small travel fund, her luxury of choice. Another benefit of the mindless “day jobs” was that it reserved all of her creativity and problem-solving for her writing.

In order to make sure she transcribed enough to pay the rent, she worked on her own books in the early morning and late evening, and reserved “work hours” for transcription.

One of her favorite things about working on her book was being transported back to the magical city of Barcelona. When she wrote she could feel the dark, cool, stone passages of the Old City rise up around her. The aromas of the charcuterie and cheese mongers scenting the salty sea air. The fashionable Barcelonese brushing by her on the streets.

The Festival, her book’s working title, was definitely her favorite story to work on, although the one set in Bath was also fun.

She leaned back in her chair and looked
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If you feel like
you don’t belong anywhere.
Try L.A.
~Aviva Vaughn






