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    To anyone who's ever experienced a love that changes everything, even if only for a season. May you find the courage to embrace life's unexpected moments, and may you always believe in the possibility of new beginnings, no matter how uncertain they may seem. This book is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Summer romances are often dismissed as fleeting, but what if they hold the power to change the course of our lives? What if the love that blossoms in those hot, lazy days, filled with sunsets and saltwater, holds more meaning than we think? There's something about the way the ocean breathes in the distance, the way the sun dips below the horizon, and the way hearts beat a little faster in the warmth of a summer breeze. We often think that love must be long-lasting to be meaningful, but perhaps it's in its brevity that it shows us how deeply we can feel in such a short time. The beauty of a summer romance lies not in its permanence but in its ability to ignite something we didn't know was there. It's a reminder that sometimes, love is not about forever. It's about the moments that take our breath away, the ones that leave imprints on our hearts even as the seasons change. Because in the end, it's not about how long the love lasts, but how deeply it touches us while it does."

      

    


Preface

When I first started writing The Summer We Met, I had one thing in mind: to capture that feeling—the one you get when the world feels like it’s moving in slow motion, and the air is thick with possibility. The kind of summer where everything seems new and filled with wonder, where one decision, one moment, can change the entire course of your life.

I wanted to write about the magic of a summer romance, yes—but also about the messiness of falling in love when you least expect it. Emma and Jake are two people whose lives are unraveling in different ways when they meet, yet their connection feels inevitable, like the rising tide on a calm beach. Their story is one of vulnerability, growth, and discovering that sometimes, love doesn’t just happen for the sake of romance—it happens to heal us, to show us parts of ourselves we never knew were missing.

This book isn’t just about a fling by the sea. It’s about two people who need each other in ways they never thought possible, and the transformative power of love that doesn’t ask for permission. So, as you read this story, I invite you to let yourself be swept away by the current, to remember a summer you’ve loved, or perhaps to imagine one that could change everything.
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Chapter 1: The Sand Between Our Toes
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Emma had never been the spontaneous type. She liked plans, lists, and knowing exactly what came next. But when her life—her carefully constructed life—collapsed under the weight of betrayal and heartbreak, she found herself standing at the edge of a cliff, her future uncertain, and her past hanging heavy like a storm cloud she couldn’t outrun.

She didn’t know exactly what she was hoping for when she packed her car and drove south. Maybe she was just looking for a break, a few weeks of quiet in a place far from the memories of her last relationship. Maybe she needed space to breathe, to remind herself that the world didn’t stop turning just because she was drowning in her own grief.

The beach town she had chosen was small, tucked away from the busier coastal cities. A quiet little corner of the world where the sound of the waves was the loudest noise, and the biggest drama was whether or not a dolphin would appear during the morning surf lessons. It was the kind of place people came to forget, to reset, to reconnect with something that had been lost.

As Emma stepped out of her car and into the warm sand, she could almost hear the tension in her shoulders easing. She stood there for a moment, just taking it all in—the salty air, the endless horizon, the peaceful rhythm of the waves. It was beautiful, serene, and exactly what she needed.

She checked into the small beachside inn, a quaint place run by a kind woman named Linda who had been more than happy to offer a last-minute room for the next month. Linda had given her a knowing smile when Emma mentioned she was there to escape, but there was no judgment in her eyes—only a soft understanding that Emma would figure things out, one way or another.

The first few days in the beach town were spent mostly in solitude. Emma woke up early to walk along the shore, letting the cool water chase after her feet as the sun painted the sky with soft hues of pink and orange. She spent her afternoons reading books she hadn’t had time for in months and enjoying quiet meals in small cafés, watching the local surfers and fishermen as they went about their day.

It wasn’t a bad life. In fact, it was peaceful—far from the whirlwind of her past. Yet, despite the calm, Emma couldn’t shake the feeling that she was standing still. She was healing, but healing was messy, like trying to walk through the sand without leaving tracks. The more she tried to run from the past, the more it followed her, each memory sticking to her like grains of sand.

One evening, after a quiet dinner at a beachside bistro, Emma walked back to her room, her thoughts heavy. She had just gotten to the end of the short boardwalk when a figure stepped into view, blocking the dim light from the streetlamp.

He was tall, with dark hair and a broad smile that could have melted any ice queen. He looked to be in his late twenties, his easy confidence unmistakable. There was something about him that immediately made Emma feel both intrigued and uneasy. He didn’t look like he belonged to this sleepy little town—he looked like someone who lived for adventure, someone who thrived in the chaos of city streets, not the gentle rhythm of a small town by the sea.

“Hey there,” he said, his voice smooth and warm. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

Emma raised an eyebrow, surprised by the directness of the question. “No,” she replied, unsure why the question felt like a challenge. “Just here for a little while.”

He tilted his head, studying her with those dark eyes. “Just visiting or... escaping?”

The word hit her harder than she expected, and she felt a flicker of vulnerability. She didn’t know this man, and yet, his words seemed to peel away the layers she had so carefully wrapped around herself.

“Escaping, I guess,” she said quietly, unsure why she was being so honest with a stranger.

He nodded slowly, a half-smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “I get it. Sometimes, you just need a change of scenery.”

Emma’s eyes narrowed slightly. “And you?”

“Born and raised,” he said with a shrug. “But every now and then, I like to remind myself what it feels like to live outside the bubble.”

There was something about him—his ease, his confidence—that made Emma feel both drawn to and wary of him. She wasn’t sure what it was, but she knew one thing for certain: the summer was going to be a lot more complicated than she had anticipated.
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Chapter 2: Waves of Change
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The following morning, Emma awoke to the sound of the ocean—a soft, constant rumble that whispered at the edges of her consciousness, coaxing her awake. She didn’t immediately open her eyes. For a moment, she just lay there, tangled in the warm sheets of the small bed that overlooked the beach. The morning sun filtered in through the curtains, casting a soft glow across the room, and the air smelled of salt and freshness—like the promise of something new.

She let herself lie still for a little longer, savoring the silence. It was hard to let go of the chaos, the noise, that had become a constant hum in her life back home. In the city, there was always something to do, somewhere to be, a phone call to answer or a meeting to attend. But here, the only thing that demanded her attention was the rising tide.

A deep breath filled her lungs, and for the first time in what felt like months, Emma felt something like peace. The weight of the past hadn’t entirely lifted, but it felt lighter today. Maybe it was the sun on her skin, or the sound of the waves crashing against the shore. Maybe it was the promise of a new beginning, even if that promise wasn’t entirely clear yet.

After a few minutes, Emma pushed herself up and swung her feet to the side of the bed. The wooden floor was cold against her bare feet, but she didn’t mind. It grounded her, in a way. She got dressed quickly, pulling on a pair of shorts and a light tank top. No plans, no agenda, just the simple joy of being in a place where time didn’t seem to matter.

She grabbed her sunglasses and stepped outside, taking in the early morning light. The air was still cool, but the sun was already starting to burn off the chill, and a few early risers were out jogging along the beach, their footprints leaving faint imprints in the sand.

As Emma walked toward the water, she could feel her heart begin to settle into a steady rhythm. The sand between her toes felt soft and comforting, like it was holding her, reassuring her that she didn’t need to have it all figured out right away. The beach, with its endless horizon, was as much about the future as it was about the present. And for the first time in a while, Emma let herself simply be.

She made her way down to the water’s edge, watching as the waves curled in, breaking against the shore in a steady, rhythmic pattern. The ocean was vast—endless, really—and the sight of it stirred something deep within her. It reminded her that there were so many things in life she couldn’t control. The tide came in, and it went out, no matter what. It was a force beyond her, as inevitable as change itself.

But
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