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A Vacation Romance

by Victor Scott

A romance sparked by a vacation escape

Table of Contents

Introduction

Lost Luggage at Seabreeze Pier

The Rules of Borrowed Smiles

Rainy Boardwalk Confession

The Missing Receipt Leads Back

The Beach House Contract Surprise

Nora Chooses the Quiet Exit

Lucas Finds Her at Dusk Pier

A Vacation Promise Becomes Real

Final Thoughts

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

[image: ]


The salt air always arrives before the sun does, slipping through Seabreeze Pier like a secret you can’t keep. Nora Cho comes for a brief escape - just long enough to hear her own thoughts again - while the boardwalk lights flicker on, one by one, promising warmth even when the weather hesitates.

But comfort has a way of turning into questions. When lost luggage, borrowed smiles, and one too-quiet decision begin to braid together, Nora’s vacation stops being about rest and starts being about what she’s willing to risk - especially in A Vacation Romance.

Chapter 1
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Lost Luggage at Seabreeze Pier
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Salt air hit Nora Winters like a held note - cool and sharp, threading through the warm sun and the tar smell of the pier boards. Seabreeze Harbor sprawled ahead of her in clean, bright lines: white tents at the market, gulls wheeling overhead, the boardwalk stretching toward the water like a promise. She’d been telling herself all morning that this was what she needed. A temporary escape. A change of scenery. No phone calls that started with apologies. No reminders of how quickly life could turn.

Her roller bag bumped over a seam in the pavement as she stepped off the shuttle, the wheels catching once before finding their rhythm. She hadn’t even checked the label before she let herself exhale - one big, stubborn breath - like she could breathe easier if she just arrived. Now, standing under a striped canopy with her bag tilted against her shin, she unzipped it to find the first thing she’d packed for herself: a light sweater and a book with a cracked spine.

Instead, she pulled out a man’s watch box, still in its foam cradle, and a pair of crisp cufflinks tucked into a side pocket. The sweater crumpled between her fingers like it had betrayed her.

Nora stared at the contents, the market noise around her suddenly too loud - vendors calling, someone laughing near the snack stand, the slap of flip-flops on wood. Her mouth went dry. She knew her own tote weight. She knew what she’d put where.

“This isn’t - ” she started, then stopped, because the word she needed wouldn’t come. Not her bag. Not her life. Not her plan.

She zipped it back with careful hands, as if the wrongness might spill out and contaminate everything. Her phone showed the reservation confirmation she’d printed at home and the address for her rental. Her name on the paperwork was correct. Her bag, apparently, wasn’t.

A breeze tugged at her hair and carried the scent of grilled corn from somewhere nearby. Nora swallowed and shifted her bag upright, scanning the people around her like she could catch her luggage’s owner by posture alone. Couples moved past, sunhats bobbing. Families clustered around a map stand. A man in a navy polo wrestled a duffel into the back of a cart. The cart rattled over the boards, brakes squealing softly.

Nora stepped forward, then paused, because the moment she lifted her bag to check the tag again, she felt the weight of what she was doing. If she was wrong, she’d look foolish. If she was right, she’d be late to her own vacation.

She flipped the tag. The name printed in block letters was not hers.

Lucas Hartley.

The name landed in her chest like a stone. She didn’t know anyone named Lucas Hartley. She didn’t have a reason to. Her stomach tightened anyway, as if the universe had made a joke at her expense. She’d come here to be nobody’s problem for a week. Instead, she’d picked up someone else’s life by accident.

“Excuse me,” she called, and her voice sounded too small against the noise.

A man turned - tall, sun-warmed skin, dark hair damp at the temples as if he’d been arguing with the day already. He wore a watch that looked expensive even from a distance, and his gaze flicked immediately to her bag, then to her face. The relief in his expression was so quick it almost looked like hope.

“There you are,” he said.

Nora’s fingers tightened on the zipper pull. “I’m - sorry. This is my bag.”

“It’s not.” He stepped closer, fast enough that she felt the warmth of him before he even reached her. “That’s mine. Lucas Hartley.” He pointed at the tag like it was evidence. “I’ve been looking for it for twenty minutes.”

Nora’s brows drew together. “I have your bag.”

His mouth opened, then closed again, like his thoughts were tripping over each other. He glanced around, then back at her. “You... you have my bag,” he repeated, softer, as if saying it gently might make it true in a way he could accept.

“Yes.” She forced the word out steadier than she felt. “And I don’t know why it’s here.”

He let out a breath that sounded like frustration, but his eyes kept searching her, as if he expected her to apologize with something more than words. “This morning I picked it up at the airport. It was tagged. I swear it was mine. I got to the shuttle, and - ” His hand lifted, then fell. “I thought I was being careful.”

Nora didn’t miss the way he said it: not as blame, but as a confession of carelessness. She hated the thought that she’d become part of his mistake. She also hated that the first thing she’d done on her vacation was pick up his cuffs and watch and pretend it wasn’t happening.

“I’m Nora Winters,” she said, because if she didn’t offer something solid, she’d drown in the absurdity. “I’m here for a rental across the boardwalk. I was unpacking to - ” She stopped, because the rest of the sentence was too personal. To get my mind to stop looping.

His gaze sharpened at her name, then flicked away. “Nora.” He tried it like he was memorizing. “Okay. Great. We... we can fix this.”

“Can we?” Nora heard the edge in her own voice. She hadn’t meant to sound sharp. She just couldn’t afford to lose time. Time was the thing she’d come to buy back.

He nodded toward the market. “If you’ll come with me to the information booth, we can confirm the swap. There’s a staff desk. They might know what happened.”

Nora glanced down at her bag again, at the cufflinks that didn’t belong to her life, at the sweater that did. “I can come,” she said. “But you’ll have to understand. I already opened it.”

His shoulders eased a fraction. “I get it.” He lifted his hands, palms out, a gesture that said he wasn’t accusing her of theft. “I’m not mad at you.”

That made her throat burn with a different emotion - something warmer than irritation. She didn’t want warmth. She wanted distance. Yet the way he looked at her, like he was trying to keep things fair, made her feel oddly seen in the middle of her own mess.

He held out his hand. “Let me at least take a look at the tag.”

Nora hesitated, then handed him the bag by the handle. Their fingers brushed - quick contact, but electricity didn’t care about timing. She felt it in her wrist, in the place her body kept remembering touch even when her mind insisted she was only here to escape.

He turned the tag toward the light. “Yep.” A quick check. Then he looked up at her again. “That’s mine.”

Nora forced her face into something neutral. “So we’re both - ” She swallowed. “We’re both in the same boat.”

His mouth tilted, not quite a smile. “Except yours has my cufflinks.”

The sound that escaped her - half laugh, half disbelief - surprised her. “And yours has my sweater.”

He leaned in slightly, lowering his voice
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