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Dedication
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To the moments we never planned,

And the people we chose anyway.
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They were never supposed to meet.

When a canceled flight leaves Lena Müller stranded far from her carefully structured life, the last thing she expects is to share a car with a stranger. Especially one who seems far too comfortable with uncertainty.

Rafael Alvarez isn’t looking for company. He’s learned the hard way that getting close to people only makes it harder to let them go. But something about Lena makes walking away... more complicated than he anticipated.

What begins as a simple road trip turns into something neither of them planned.

Conversations that go deeper than expected.

Silences that feel easier than they should.

A connection that grows in the spaces between control and vulnerability.

But every road has na end.

And when they reach their final destination, they’ll have to face the one question neither of them can avoid:

Was this just a moment...

Or something worth choosing, even if it might not last?
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Chapter 1 — The Unexpected Delay
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Zurich Airport moved with quiet precision.

Everything felt controlled. Ordered. Predictable.

Lena Müller liked it that way.

She stood near Gate E62, her posture straight, one hand wrapped around a paper cup of coffee that had already gone cold. Her carry-on rested beside her, perfectly aligned with the polished edge of the seat. Even her reflection in the glass behind her looked composed. Neutral expression. Hair secured in a clean knot. Nothing out of place.

Her phone buzzed.

She glanced down.

Flight LX814 — DELAYED

A pause.

Then the update refreshed.

CANCELLED

For a brief second, the world tilted.

Not visibly. Not in a way anyone around her would notice. But inside, something tightened. A disruption. Na interruption she hadn’t planned for.

Lena inhaled slowly, steadying herself.

“Of course,” she murmured under her breath.

Around her, the shift was immediate. Conversations rose. Frustration surfaced in multiple languages. People stood, checking screens, adjusting plans, reacting.

Lena didn’t move right away.

She opened her calendar instead.

Every hour of her day was mapped out. Meetings. Calls. Deliverables. A timeline she had built with care and intention.

Now there was a gap.

Unplanned time.

She didn’t like gaps.

She tapped through options quickly. Rebooking. Alternative flights. Nearby cities. Trains. Her mind moved faster than the system could respond.

Nothing immediate.

Her jaw tightened, just slightly.

“Excuse me.”

The voice came from her right. Low. Controlled. Familiar in tone, though she couldn’t place why.

Lena turned.

He stood a step away, close enough to suggest intention, far enough to respect space.

Tall. Dark hair. Well-fitted navy suit, the kind that didn’t try too hard but still made a statement. His expression was composed, but not distant. Observant.

He gestured lightly toward the seat beside her.

“Is this taken?”

“It isn’t,” Lena replied.

Her voice came out even. Professional. Automatic.

He nodded once and sat down, placing his bag at his feet with the same deliberate care she would have used. For a moment, neither of them spoke.

He glanced at the departure screen.

“Let me guess,” he said. “You were on the Geneva flight.”

Lena looked at him again, more carefully this time.

“Yes.”

A faint hint of a smile touched his mouth.

“Thought so. You had the exact same reaction I did.”

“I didn’t have a reaction.”

That earned a quiet exhale, almost a laugh.

“Right,” he said. “Of course not.”

She held his gaze for a second longer than necessary.

There was something unsettling about how easily he had read her. Not entirely accurate, but close enough to be uncomfortable.

He extended a hand.

“Rafael.”

She hesitated.

Just for a fraction of a second.

“Lena.”

Their hands met briefly. His grip was firm, warm, confident without being intrusive. She pulled back first.

“So,” he said, leaning slightly forward, forearms resting on his knees. “What’s your plan?”

“I’m rebooking.”

“Everyone’s rebooking.”

“I’ll find something.”

He studied her, not in a way that felt invasive, but intentional.

“I’m sure you will,” he said. “Eventually.”

She didn’t like the implication.

“And you?” she asked.

He leaned back this time, more relaxed.

“I checked. Next available flight gets us there tomorrow morning. Maybe.”

“That’s not acceptable.”

“No,” he agreed. “It isn’t.”

A brief silence settled between them. Not awkward. Just... present.

Lena glanced back at her phone, refreshing again. Same result.

Rafael watched her for a moment, then spoke again, tone casual.

“There’s another option.”

She didn’t look up.

“I’m listening.”

“Car rental,” he said. “Drive.”

That made her pause.

Slowly, she lifted her gaze.

“That’s a five-hour drive.”

“Closer to four, if traffic behaves.”

She frowned slightly.

“I have meetings.”

“So do I.”

“I don’t take unnecessary risks.”

He tilted his head, considering her.

“It’s not a risk,” he said. “It’s a solution.”

“Traveling with a stranger is a risk.”

“Fair point.”

He didn’t argue. Just accepted it.

That, somehow, made it worse.

Lena studied him again, more carefully now.

He didn’t look reckless. Quite the opposite. Everything about him suggested control, confidence, intention.

Still.

“I don’t know you,” she said.

“No,” he agreed. “You don’t.”

Another pause.

Then, more quietly:

“But we’re going to the same place. At the same time. With the same problem.”

She didn’t respond.

Her mind was already working through variables. Distance. Time. Efficiency. Probability of delay. Cost.

And then there was him.

Unknown factor.

Rafael seemed to read the shift.

“I’m not asking for trust,” he added. “Just... practicality.”

That word landed differently.

Practicality.

Lena exhaled slowly.

Around them, the airport continued its controlled chaos. Announcements echoed softly. People moved. Adjusted. Adapted.

Nothing about this situation was ideal.

But staying here wasn’t either.

She looked at her screen one last time.

Still nothing.

When she spoke again, her voice was calm. Measured.

“If we do this,” she said, “we set clear boundaries.”

A flicker of something crossed his expression. Approval, maybe.

“Of course.”

“We split costs.”

“Agreed.”

“No detours.”

“That depends.”

Her gaze sharpened.

“No detours.”

He held her look for a second, then nodded.

“Fine. No detours.”

Another pause.

Then:

“We leave immediately.”

Rafael stood.

Just like that.

Decisive.

“I’ll handle the car,” he said. “Meet me at the rental area in twenty minutes?”

Lena hesitated.

Only for a moment.

Then she stood as well, reaching for her bag.

“Twenty minutes,” she confirmed.

He gave a small nod and turned, already moving through the crowd with quiet confidence.

Lena watched him go.

Something about this felt... off-pattern.

Unplanned.

Uncalculated.

And yet, she was moving anyway.

She picked up her coffee, then stopped.

Set it back down.

No need.

As she adjusted her grip on her suitcase, one thought settled in, quiet but persistent.

This wasn’t how her day was supposed to go.

But for the first time in a long while, she couldn’t predict what
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