
        
            
                
            
        

    
				A Letter From Dorothy

				Hello!

				Welcome to Before The Rose Petal Beach, a special ebook preview for my eighth novel. What you’re about to read is a scene that takes place before the novel begins, as well as the first two chapters of the book. At the end there is also an exclusive Q&A session where I reveal all about the process of writing this book. 

				I really hope you enjoy this preview and it gives you a good taste for The Rose Petal Beach. Do let me know what you think by contacting me through Facebook, Twitter or through my website – www.dorothykoomson.co.uk. I’d love to hear from you. 

				Dorothy x 

	
				Before The Rose Petal Beach

				Not very long ago

				I’m closing my eyes really slowly in the hope I can freeze-frame the world. And once it’s done, once it’s paused, I’ll know my lover will still be out there somewhere, and our lives won’t have passed each other by. 

				The ice-cold sea slaps against my shins, and even though I don’t want to, I know I have to open my eyes again, I have to come back to where the world is still turning, moving, going on. 

				The people who are on Brighton beach will see me here in the sea, a perfect red rose in my hand and they’ll wonder what I’m doing, or they’ll think I’m really quite mad. I am. Of course I am. But I need to be here and I have to do this because I can’t freeze-frame the world.

				Each petal of the rose comes away from the stem after the gentlest of tugs, and I keep on pulling until the spindly green stalk is bare except for the tightly curled inner bud, which is folded like tiny arms around its shiny red heart. Once my hand is crammed with dark red petals that I must be careful not to crush, I step further into the waiting sea. 

				I shut my eyes, ever so slowly and try again to freeze-frame the world. I want it to work, I want the world to stop, because I can’t believe this is all happening to me. I can’t believe my life in London is over, and now I have been banished – entirely by choice – to Brighton, to be beside the sea. I open my eyes, stare out to the horizon, in the city where I lost my lover; the place where my life is about to begin again. 

				I move deeper into the sea, the water hungrily soaking my dress, robbing my body of heat. And carefully, slowly, I release the petals in my hand. I want to be brave like her, the woman in the legend of The Rose Petal Beach. 

				I want to be able to do what she did and pledge my life to finding my lover. She lost her beloved at sea and without a second thought, she went to the deserted island where he was last seen and she promised to search every inch of it until she had found him. As she walked her feet were cut by the sharp pebbles of the beach and because her love was so rare and wondrous, so deep and beautiful and pure, every drop of her blood turned into a rose petal, until the beach became a blanket of perfect, red petals. 
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