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Dedication


For everyone who has ever felt lost —  and found themselves in someone’s eyes,  if only for a summer.


About the Author

Elara N writes heartfelt coming-of-age stories about love, healing, and the quiet beauty of ordinary moments.

Her books are inspired by real emotions and places that stay in your heart long after the story ends.

When she isn’t writing, Elara spends her time near the sea, sketching, dreaming, and collecting sunsets.
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Introduction
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The summer I turned seventeen was supposed to be simple.

A quiet escape. A pause button after a year that had broken me in ways I didn’t yet understand.

But then came Bellamare — a town painted in gold and salt and light — and the boy who saw colors where I only saw mistakes.

I didn’t come here to fall in love.

I came here to remember how to breathe.
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Arrival in Bellamare


The train slid into Bellamare with a sigh, as if even metal softened in this kind of light. Mia Parker pressed her palm to the window and watched pastel houses step down to the water like they, too, were trying to touch the sea. The platform was small—one crooked clock, two stone benches, and a cat with a torn ear supervising everything from the shade.  Her suitcase wobbled behind her, one wheel already complaining about cobblestones it had never met before. Heat rose from the platform and folded around her; somewhere a church bell counted ten, then gave up. The air smelled like salt and lemons and something sweet she couldn’t name yet.

“Signorina Parker?” The voice carried a melody that made the name feel softer. A small woman in a linen dress waved from the end of the platform, bracelets chiming on her wrist. “I am Signora Conti. Welcome, welcome. You are thinner than your photograph. We will fix this.”

Mia smiled, small and cautious. “Hi. Thank you for meeting me.”

“It is nothing. I like the train, it reminds me to be on time for once.” Signora Conti took the suitcase without asking and started toward the exit with surprising speed. “You will love your room. It has a balcony and an argument with the ocean.”

“An argument?”

“The waves insist they are the loudest thing in

Bellamare. The swallows disagree. You will decide.”  They stepped out into a square sunlit like a postcard. A fountain napped in the center, coins sleeping at the bottom. Two boys darted past on bikes. A fisherman with a cigarette tucked behind his ear sold silverfish from a blue crate; he winked at them as if every new arrival was a secret.

Mia tried to breathe deeper, like she could inhale a calmer version of herself. She’d come here to stop thinking in past tense. No more sentences that began with I used to, I almost, I lost. Just a summer of space. Maybe by the end of it, the ache would quiet into something she could carry without wincing.  The guesthouse sat on a narrow street that smelled like laundry and basil. Vines laced the railings; terracotta pots lined the steps, each with a hand-painted name. “They are good residents,” said Signora Conti, patting a pot of rosemary. “Quiet. Not like my nephew.”

Inside, the hallway was mosaic tiles and framed photographs: fishermen with impossible mustaches, women in crisp dresses, a girl laughing mid-spin, hair a ribbon of night. The place felt lived-in, loved, the way a sweater does when it still remembers the shoulders it belongs to.

“Your room,” said Signora Conti, throwing open French doors. A breath of sea leapt in. The room was small but generous—white walls, iron bed, a wooden wardrobe that had known secrets. On the table, a bowl of lemons glowed like captive suns.

Mia walked to the balcony. Below, the street poured toward the sea; gulls drifted as if tugged by strings. She could hear the swallows and the waves and decided the argument was a tie.

“Unpack later,” said Signora Conti. “Eat now. My sister made almond cookies that forgive all sins.”

They ate in the kitchen at a table scarred with old stories. Signora moved like a breeze, pouring iced coffee, slicing cheese, pushing a basket of bread toward Mia as if nutrition could be negotiated by willpower alone.

“You are here for art, yes?” Signora asked between operations. “Your mother wrote that you draw things that feel like prayers.”

Mia’s throat tightened. “I... paint. Sometimes.” “So you will again.” Signora said it like a promise she could keep for both of them.

After lunch, sleep tugged visible threads at the corners of Mia’s eyes. She resisted, wanting to mark the day like a first page with sharp edges, but jet lag and relief make a loyal team. She dimmed the shutters and lay down, the sheet warm against her skin. The sea spoke in low syllables. When dreams came, they smelled like lemons.

She woke to voices in the courtyard. The light had turned honey-soft; shadows were long and thoughtful. Someone laughed—a sound like surf finding pebbles. She stepped onto the balcony and leaned into air that felt stitched by gold.

Below, a boy lifted a plank from the back of a small truck and balanced it on his shoulder the way dancers balance a partner—effort swallowed by grace. He
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