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      Note on Similarities

    


    

      Wave of Emotions

       is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, or to real events or locations is purely coincidental and unintentional.

    


    

      

    


    


    

      

    


    

      Chapter 1: Salt on the Skin – Malibu

    


    

      Leni & Kai

    


    

      Leni had never learned how to breathe when the heart breaks.

    


    

      In her small Midwestern town, love was a word for country songs, wedding photos on the wall, and the annual harvest festival where everyone pretended to be one big family. When she was sixteen and first saw the ocean—just a YouTube video of a surfer gliding through a turquoise tube—something burst open in her chest. 

      This is my place. My breath. My life.

    


    

      

    


    

      Her mother cried when Leni packed her suitcase at eighteen. “You don’t know anyone there. You have no idea how to surf. What if you drown?”

    


    

      “I know the ocean,” Leni said softly. “And that’s enough.”

    


    

      She moved to California with nothing but an old longboard she’d bought on Craigslist for fifty dollars and a dream bigger than her fear. The first months she slept in hostels, worked nights in a diner, surfed mornings until her arms burned. Then came Chad. He had a shortboard, an expensive car, and a smile that said: 

      I’ll save you.

    


    

      

    


    

      He didn’t save her. He humiliated her. “Longboards are for beginners, babe. Real surfers ride shortboards.” Then he cheated with a yoga influencer who had “better balance.” His last message read: 

      “You’ll never belong.”

    


    

      

    


    

      Leni deleted it, but the words lingered like salt in an open wound.

    


    

      Three years later she stood in Malibu, the borrowed shortboard foreign under her arm. She’d gotten it from a friend who said: “Try it. You’re stronger than you think.” Leni wasn’t sure. But she was here. And that was already something.

    


    

      

    


    

      “You’re petting that thing like it’s a stray dog,” a voice said behind her.

    


    

      Leni turned. The guy had shoulders like a surf god, hair that looked personally styled by the wind, and a grin that said: 

      I know I look good, but I’ll pretend I don’t care.

       His eyes weren’t just blue—they were the ocean on a stormy day, deep and unpredictable. He had scars on his hands, not from knives, but from coral.

    


    

      

    


    

      “I’m Leni. With an 

      i

      .”

    


    

      “Kai. With a 

      K

       like in ‘come with me, I’ll show you how to fall without breaking.’”

    


    

      

    


    

      Kai was born and raised in Malibu. His father had been a fisherman, his mother an artist who turned shells into jewelry. At six he lost his dad. A storm off Big Sur. The body was never found. His mother said: “The sea doesn’t give back what it takes.”
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