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CHAPTER 1

New Friend Request.

Emma.

“Where is this?”

“Antalya.”

“I thought it was Antalya.” | “I just wanted to make sure.”

“Where are you from?”

“England.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Can I ask you something?” | “Of course.”

“How did you even find my account?”

“I saw you in Antalya about four months ago.”

“I followed you to the place where you were working.” | “I asked for your name.” | “When I went back to England, I started looking for you on social media.” | “Eventually... I found you.”

“That’s a crazy story.”

“Maybe...” | “But it’s true.”

“You have two children?”

“Yes.” | “I should have told you earlier.”

“I wasn’t expecting that.”

“I know.”

“I miss Antalya.”

“I’ve been thinking...”

“I want to come back to Antalya before the summer ends.”

“I want to meet you.”

“And I miss the sun... the sea... everything about Antalya.”

“You know... a lot of girls flirt with me at work.”

“Especially the Russian customers.”

“Really?”

“I’m joking.”

“Come on... I’m kidding.”

“I don’t know if you’re joking or not.”

“Emma, I promise it was only a joke.” | “I was trying to make you laugh.”

“Trust isn’t easy for me.”

“Maybe coming to Antalya isn’t a good idea anymore.”

“I’m in Antalya.”

“Really?” | “Where are you?”

“Let’s meet.”

“I don’t think I can.”

“Why?”

“I’m not ready.”

“I’m flying back to England tomorrow.”

“I’m going to Istanbul.”

“Really?” | “Yes.” | “I want to find work there.”

“I’ll be in Istanbul next month.”

“Maybe we can finally meet there.”

“Okay.” | “Let’s meet in Istanbul.”

Accommodation provided.

“Hi.”

“Hi.”

“How are you?”

“I’m good. You?” | “I’m okay.”

“It’s a beautiful place.”

Emma.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Can you send me a picture of your hand?”

“Now it’s your turn.”

“Send me a picture of yourself.”

“You look good.”

“Thanks.”

“Can I tell you something?”

“Of course.”

“My family is coming to Marmaris again this year.”

“We’re coming on August 24.”

“I hope you have a great holiday.”

“Thank you.”

“When you come to Marmaris... would you like to meet?”

“Yes.”

“We could spend two or three days together.”

“Good morning.”

“I’m happy you arrived safely.”

“When would you like to meet?”

CHAPTER 2

Hello. My name is Mike. | I met your mother in Antalya while she was on holiday. | She gave me your Instagram because I’d like to get to know you.

“Good morning.”

“I hope my mother treated you well.”

“Good morning.” | “She treated me very well. She was one of the kindest people I’ve met this summer.”

“That sounds exactly like my mum.” | “She loves talking to people.”

“So... how did you meet my mum?”

“Your family came to the bar where I work.” | “The sink got blocked.”

“Only my mum could turn a blocked sink into introducing someone to her daughter.”

“Very normal.” | “She’s always trying to help people.”

“I’m heading out to train.”

“Have a good workout.”

“How did it go?”

“It was good. I’m exhausted now.”

“I guess that’s the point of the gym.”

“Good morning.”

“If you come, I’ll show you around Istanbul.”

“I’d like that.”

“I’ve decided something.”

“I want to come to Istanbul for my birthday.”

“Are you still there?”

“Yes.”

“Would that be okay?”

“Of course.”

“I’d love that.”

“Good morning.”

“Have a nice day.”

“Take care of yourself.”

“My dear.”

“Good evening.”

“Now you have to believe me.”

“I believe you’re serious.”

“But I’m still not getting my hopes up.”

“Why?”

“Because I’ve been disappointed before.”

“I’m not them.”

“I made the reservation today.”

“You booked it?”

“Yes.” | “I wanted everything ready before I arrived.”

“I’m so excited I can’t sleep.”

“Neither can I.”

Scheduled Arrival: 04:50

“We landed.”

“Take your time.” | “I’m waiting.”

“Waiting for my suitcase.”

“No rush.” | “I’ll be here.”

“Passport control.”

24,873 steps.

25,104 steps.

“We’ve landed.”

“I’ll be waiting.”

“Passport control.”

“Don’t forget your jacket collar.”

“Too late.”

“Good thing I’ll be back in Turkey soon.”

“We landed safely.”

“We’re at the hotel now.”

“I’m glad you’re here.” | “I’ll see you tonight.”

M ♥ E
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​CHAPTER 1
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People think summer is just another season.

For me, it was a second life.

Every year, when the warm Mediterranean wind began to carry the scent of salt and sunscreen through the streets of Antalya, I packed my bag, left my family’s house behind, and headed south. It had become a routine I never questioned.

My name is Mike.

I was twenty-three years old.

I had dark skin from spending every summer under the Turkish sun, naturally curly black hair that never stayed in place no matter how much I tried, and a body shaped by years of lifting weights. Fitness wasn’t just a hobby to me—it was the one thing in my life I could always control.

Every winter I returned to my family’s home.

I slept for hours, trained almost every day, recovered from the exhausting tourist season, and waited for summer to come again.

Then I would return to Antalya.

Again.

And again.

My life wasn’t exciting.

But it was peaceful.

At least, that’s what I believed.



Antalya never truly slept during the summer.

By noon, the streets shimmered beneath the scorching sun. Palm trees swayed lazily beside the roads while tourists wandered through the old town with cameras hanging around their necks. The air smelled of grilled seafood, fresh coffee, sunscreen, and the sea.

By sunset, everything changed.

Restaurants filled with laughter.

Bars came alive.

Music echoed through the narrow streets.

That was when my work began.

Some seasons I worked as a waiter.

Other summers I stood behind the bar, mixing cocktails until long after midnight.

I actually preferred bartending.

There was something satisfying about the rhythm.

Ice hitting the shaker.

Glasses clinking together.

The sound of people laughing while I worked faster than anyone around me.

Even during the busiest nights, I always found myself smiling.

Maybe because I enjoyed watching people create memories.

I never imagined that one day my own life would become one of those stories.



After every shift, no matter how exhausted I was, I followed the same routine.

I rode home through the warm streets of Antalya on my motorcycle while the city slowly became quiet again.

The roads near the beach were almost empty after midnight.

Streetlights reflected on the Mediterranean like broken pieces of gold.

Sometimes I stopped for a few minutes just to listen to the waves.

Those moments belonged only to me.

No customers.

No noise.

No responsibilities.

Just the sea...

...and my thoughts.



Fitness was still part of my daily life.

No matter how tired I felt after work, I always found time to train.

Walking into the gym felt like entering another world.

The smell of rubber flooring...

Metal weights stacked against the walls...

Music echoing through the speakers...

Everything there made sense.

Unlike life, the gym was simple.

If you worked hard, you improved.

There were no lies.

No broken promises.

Only effort and results.

I liked that.



One evening, after another busy shift, I sat alone outside the staff entrance, drinking a bottle of water while scrolling through my phone.

It was almost one in the morning.

The air was still warm.

Some tourists were laughing as they walked toward the beach.

Others were already searching for another bar that hadn’t closed yet.

I opened Snapchat without thinking.

Mostly out of habit.

I wasn’t expecting anything.

Then my phone vibrated.
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New Friend Request.
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The username was unfamiliar.
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Emma.
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I looked at the screen for a few seconds.

I didn’t recognize the name.

I didn’t recognize the profile.

Still...

I accepted the request.

I locked my phone, stood up, and walked back inside to finish cleaning the bar.

At that moment...

I had absolutely no idea that pressing one simple button would become the beginning of the longest, most painful, and most unforgettable chapter of my life.

I didn’t think about the friend request again.

The tourist season was in full swing, and my days were all beginning to look the same.

Wake up.

Go to the gym.

Eat.

Get ready for work.

Spend the entire evening serving tourists until long after midnight.

Sleep.

Repeat.

Antalya had a strange kind of beauty during the summer.

The city belonged to the sea during the day...

...and to music during the night.

Sometimes I stood behind the bar for hours without stopping. Russians ordered cocktails, English tourists laughed loudly over football matches, German families enjoyed quiet dinners, and every night ended with the same tired feeling in my legs.

I loved it anyway.

This city always made me feel alive.



A few days after accepting Emma’s request, I noticed a notification.

She had sent me a Snap.

Nothing special.

Just an ordinary photo.

No caption.

No message.

No introduction.

I looked at it for a few seconds and replied with a quick picture of where I was.

That was all.

No conversation followed.



The same thing happened again the next day.

Another random photo.

Another random reply.

Sometimes it was the sky outside her window.

Sometimes it was my motorcycle parked outside the restaurant.

Sometimes it was a cup of coffee.

Sometimes it was the sea in Antalya just before sunset.

We never wrote a single word.

We simply exchanged moments.

It was strange...

But somehow it felt natural.



Two weeks passed like that.

We still knew almost nothing about each other.

I didn’t know where she lived.

I didn’t know how old she was.

I didn’t even know what her voice sounded like.

She was just another name on Snapchat.

And I was just another name on hers.

To be honest...

I didn’t think much about it.

Life was already busy enough.

Every night I returned to my apartment exhausted.

Every morning I woke up thinking only about training and work.

Emma was simply someone who occasionally appeared on my phone screen for a few seconds before disappearing again.

Nothing more.

Or at least...

That’s what I believed.



One warm evening, the restaurant was quieter than usual.

The sunset painted the Mediterranean in shades of orange and gold.

From behind the bar I could see the last boats returning to the marina while tourists stopped every few meters to take photographs.

I took out my phone during a short break.

Without thinking, I opened Snapchat and took a quick picture of the view outside.

The sea.

The palm trees.

The evening light covering Antalya.

I pressed send.

A few seconds later...

For the first time in two weeks...

Emma replied with words instead of another photo.

My phone vibrated almost immediately.

Instead of another picture, there was a message.
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“Where is this?”
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I looked at the screen for a second before replying.
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“Antalya.”
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A few moments later, another message appeared.
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“I thought it was Antalya.”

“I just wanted to make sure.”
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That was it.

The conversation ended almost as quickly as it had started.

No long introductions.

No flirting.

No endless questions.

Just a few simple messages between two strangers.

I slipped my phone back into my pocket as one of the waiters called my name.

“Mike, table twelve!”

“I’m coming.”

I walked back behind the bar, grabbed a shaker, filled it with ice, and continued working as if nothing had happened.

Outside, the streets of Antalya were glowing beneath the evening lights.

Music echoed from every direction.

People laughed.

Glasses clinked together.

Life continued exactly as it always had.



Over the next few days, we went back to sending random snaps.

Sometimes I sent her the beach before my shift.

Sometimes the empty gym early in the morning.

Sometimes the streets of the Old Town after midnight.

She kept doing the same.

A coffee.

A cloudy sky.

A street somewhere I didn’t recognize.

A meal.

Nothing personal.

Nothing that revealed who she really was.

It was almost as if we were watching tiny pieces of each other’s lives through a window that never fully opened.



One evening, after closing the bar, I sat alone outside with a bottle of water.

The city had finally become quiet.

Only the sound of the waves reached me from the beach.

I opened Snapchat again.

Emma had just sent another picture.

This time, instead of replying with another photo, I hesitated.

I realized something.

For weeks, we had exchanged moments...

But I didn’t even know where she was from.

I typed a short message.
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“Where are you from?”
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I pressed send.

Then I locked my phone and leaned back in my chair.

The warm Mediterranean breeze carried the smell of salt through the empty streets.

I wasn’t expecting much.

Maybe she wouldn’t answer until the next day.

Maybe she’d ignore the question completely.

Either way, it didn’t matter.

At least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

A few minutes later, my phone vibrated again.

She had replied.

I picked up my phone.

Her reply was short.
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“England.”
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I read the word twice.

England.

I had never been there.

The only things I knew about it came from tourists who visited Antalya every summer.

I smiled to myself and typed back.
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“Really?”
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A few seconds later, another message appeared.
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“Yes.”
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For the first time since accepting her friend request, our conversation didn’t end after one sentence.

It wasn’t a long conversation.

It wasn’t exciting.

It was just... easy.

We talked about simple things.

Nothing personal.

Nothing too deep.

Just enough for two strangers to stop being complete strangers.



The following days felt different.

We still exchanged photos throughout the day, but now they were followed by short conversations.

I would send her a picture of the beach before work.

She would ask how hot it was.

She would send me a picture of the cloudy sky outside her window.

I would joke that I preferred the Mediterranean sun.

Little by little, we became more comfortable talking.

There was no pressure.

No expectations.

Just two people getting to know each other one message at a time.



One evening, while I was sitting outside the restaurant after work, something crossed my mind.

It had been bothering me for days.

I looked at her profile again.

England.

No mutual friends.

No explanation.

Finally, I asked.
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“Can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”
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I took a deep breath before typing.
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“How did you even find my account?”
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The typing indicator appeared almost immediately.

Then disappeared.

Then appeared again.

It looked as if she was thinking carefully about what to say.

Finally, her message arrived.
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“I saw you in Antalya about four months ago.”
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I frowned.

She continued.
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“I followed you to the place where you were working.”

“I asked for your name.”

“When I went back to England, I started looking for you on social media.”

“Eventually... I found you.”
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I stared at the screen in silence.

It sounded unbelievable.

Too unbelievable.

If someone had asked for my name, my boss probably would have told them.

That part made sense.

But searching for months just to find me?

It sounded like something from a movie.

I leaned back in my chair and looked toward the sea.

The waves rolled gently onto the shore while music drifted through the warm Antalya night.

I didn’t know whether to believe her.

Honestly...

I didn’t.

But I didn’t argue.

I simply smiled to myself and typed one short reply.
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“That’s a crazy story.”
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A laughing emoji appeared on my screen.

Then she wrote,
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“Maybe...”

“But it’s true.”
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I wasn’t convinced.

Still...

I kept talking.

After that night, our conversations became a little more regular.

Not because we planned them.

They just happened naturally.

Whenever I had a few minutes between customers, I checked my phone.

Sometimes there was a message from Emma waiting for me.

Sometimes I was the one who wrote first.

There were no complicated conversations.

We talked about ordinary things.

The weather.

My work in Antalya.

The places she had visited.

The food we liked.

The music we listened to.

Every conversation revealed another small piece of who we were.



One evening, I was sitting alone outside the restaurant after my shift.

The streets were quieter than usual.

Most tourists had already returned to their hotels, and only a few people were still walking along the waterfront.

Emma and I had been talking for almost an hour.

At one point, she casually mentioned something that made me stop reading for a second.

She had two children.

I looked at the message again.

Twice.

Then a third time.

Until that moment, she had never mentioned them.

Not once.

I wasn’t angry.

I was simply surprised.

I typed carefully.
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