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Chapter 1: The First Page
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It was the kind of beach you see in postcards, the sort you only visit when you're far away from the world to forget how it’s supposed to be lived. The soft white sand stretched across the horizon, untouched, like something in a dream. I worked at the only hotel nearby, a small, faded place with the charm of a forgotten time. Guests came and went, but no one really stayed. I didn’t mind, not then.

I first saw her one morning when I went to check the beach for trash, part of my daily routine. She was sitting near the edge, her back to the surf, her white hair like a cloud framing her face. She didn’t notice me at first—she had a book open in her lap, a pen in hand, and I could see the lines of a story taking shape on the pages.

I didn’t approach her at first. Something about her calm presence, the ease with which she seemed to exist there, made me hesitate. But then, one day, I found myself walking closer.

“Excuse me,” I said, unsure of what to expect. “Are you... writing?”

She looked up, and for a moment, I couldn’t breathe. She had this look of quiet grace, as if she’d been living stories long before I could even read. Her smile was gentle, the kind of smile you remember long after it’s gone.

“Yes, I am,” she replied, her voice soft like the breeze. “And you are?”

“Uh... I work at the hotel down the road,” I stammered, feeling foolish. “I... I’ve been trying to write. It’s something I’ve always wanted to do.”

“Is that so?” she asked, tilting her head slightly, her eyes narrowing with curiosity. “What have you written?”

I shifted my weight awkwardly. “Not much, really. Just bits and pieces. I don't know where to start.”

She leaned back slightly, regarding me with a thoughtful expression. “I see. You know, writing is a bit like the waves.” She gestured to the ocean behind her. “You can’t force it to be anything other than what it is in the moment. You have to let it come to you.”

I nodded, taking in her words. “It’s hard to wait for something like that.”

She chuckled softly. “Patience is part of the craft. You can’t rush stories. They take time.”

I glanced down at her book. “What are you writing?”

“A romance,” she said, her smile widening slightly. “What else? It’s my thing, after all.”

“Romance...” I muttered, trying to hide the way my heart seemed to speed up. “Do you think I could... maybe get some advice?”

She looked at me, appraising me for a moment. “Advice? What kind of advice do you need?”

I hesitated. “I don’t know. Maybe... how to make it real? I don’t know how to make my characters feel like... like they’re actually in love.”

Her smile softened even more, and she sat up, closing her book with a quiet snap. “Let’s take a walk, then. Maybe the ocean can give us some ideas.”

Days passed, and I found myself drawn back to her. Sometimes I’d bring her coffee or some fruit from the hotel, not because she asked for it, but because I wanted to see her. It wasn’t just the advice anymore. I found myself wanting to know more—about her, about the way she lived in that cabin, so far from the world.

One afternoon, after a long day at the hotel, I found her sitting at the edge of the beach again, her book in hand. I approached quietly, not wanting to disturb her, but she looked up and smiled.

“You’re late,” she teased gently. “Didn’t you miss our little chats?”

I chuckled, sitting down beside her. “I did. I... I didn’t want to impose.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Impose? You think you’re imposing by asking a question or two? You’re a young man, after all. Don’t hide your curiosity.”

“I guess I get caught up in my head sometimes,” I said, unsure of where this was going, but feeling something inside shift. I liked her honesty. I liked that she wasn’t... like anyone else.

She looked out at the waves, her gaze distant for a moment. “Tell me, what draws you to romance? Is it the idea of love, or the way it makes you feel?”

I thought about it, the words coming slower than I wanted. “I think... I think it’s how it makes me see the world. The small things that matter. The way people look at each other when they’re in love... it’s different, isn’t it?”

Her smile was small but knowing. “Yes, it is. You’re learning.” She turned to face me, the breeze catching her hair, making it shimmer. “Tell me, do you think that kind of love could ever happen here? In a place like this?”

I didn’t answer immediately. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, an unfamiliar weight in the air between us. “Maybe,” I said quietly, looking down at the sand, unsure if I was speaking about the place, or about her.

She laughed softly, the sound like a melody. “Perhaps you should write about it.”

I swallowed, unsure of what to say. “I don’t know if I could do it justice.”

Her gaze softened, and for a moment, I felt as if I had her full attention, as if she were seeing something in me I hadn’t yet seen myself. “In writing, you’re allowed to be anything you want. Just write what feels real to you.”

And with that, I understood something. It wasn’t just her words, her advice, or even the way she looked at me with that smile that made me feel... different. It was everything about her. The way she carried herself, the quiet wisdom that seemed to seep out of her, the way she made everything feel a little softer.

I had come for advice on writing, but I was beginning to realize that what I really needed was to understand how I had become so... drawn to her.

But I said nothing, just smiled in return, my heart racing, and the sea continuing to roll in with the tide.
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Chapter 2: The Writer’s Retreat
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We walked along the shore, the sound of the waves keeping time with the rhythm of our footsteps. It was slow, easy. Her white hair glowed under the afternoon sun, shimmering in the light like something that didn’t belong to this world. I didn’t know how long we’d been walking or how many words had passed between us, but everything felt like it had found its own perfect place.

“So, tell me, Ethan,” Vivian said, breaking the silence, her voice still as soft as the sea breeze. “What is it you truly want from writing? I suspect you’ve been chasing more than just a good story.”

I thought about her question for a moment. The air smelled of salt and earth, mixing with the warmth of the sun. “I think I’m chasing... understanding. The way people connect. How love makes everything different.”

Her lips curved into a small, knowing smile. “Ah, the heart of it, then. You’ll never quite understand it all. But that’s the beauty of it, isn’t it? The mystery.”

I glanced at her, unsure of how to express the pull I felt, the way her words seemed to unravel something inside me. “I guess so. But, you know, it doesn’t make it any easier.”

“Nothing worthwhile ever does,” she replied, her voice soft but firm. She stopped walking, and I followed suit, looking out at the ocean. “Ethan, I live not far from here. My cabin’s a little secluded, but I have a library. Maybe you’d like to come see it. A writer’s retreat.”

I hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “I’d like that. Very much.”

Vivian’s smile deepened as she started walking again, leading the way back toward the path that cut through the dunes. “It’s not much, just a place full of books and quiet. I spend a lot of time here. Some say it’s a little old-fashioned, but that’s what I like about it.”

“I can’t imagine a better place to be,” I said, the words slipping out before I could stop them. “It sounds perfect.”

When we reached her cabin, the place had the kind of warmth that comes with age—simple, timeless, like it had always been there, waiting for me. The front door opened with a soft creak, and Vivian stepped inside, motioning for me to follow. The scent of wood, old pages, and something faintly floral filled the air.

She led me through a small hallway into a room that looked more like a sanctuary than a library. The shelves were packed from floor to ceiling with books, their spines worn from years of being touched, read, and loved. The windows let in the golden light of the setting sun, casting everything in a soft glow.

“You’re right,” I said, almost in awe. “This is... amazing.”

She smiled again, that same quiet smile that always seemed to hold a secret
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