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Welcome to the Love Stories Series

This is Volume 2 of the Love Stories Series, a collection of eight heartfelt tales exploring the many shades of love—first love, self-love, and the moments in between that shape who we are.

In this volume, Scraped Knees and Firefly Eyes, we follow Cassie on a journey of self-discovery, growth, and the courage it takes to truly love yourself. Through dirt roads, late-night adventures, scraped knees, and firefly-lit skies, she learns that love isn’t just found in others—it begins within.

Each story in this series can be experienced on its own, but together they form a tapestry of emotions, memories, and reflections on the ways love touches our lives.

Join us in Volume 2, and immerse yourself in the laughter, the challenges, and the triumphs of Cassie’s unforgettable journey.

Chapter One – Barefoot Beginnings

––––––––
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THE SUN BEAT DOWN ON the red clay road until it shimmered like a mirage, the air thick with the hum of cicadas. Cassie sat barefoot on the porch steps, the wood warm beneath her legs, and watched dust swirl in lazy spirals each time a truck rattled by. Her mama’s wind chimes clinked softly in the afternoon breeze, a sweet, uneven melody that blended with the scent of honeysuckle curling up the railing.

She had her old spiral notebook propped against her knee — the one with the faded pink cover and a corner chewed by the family dog. The pages fluttered whenever the wind picked up, whispering secrets she hadn’t yet written. She’d started the journal after her teacher said writing things down helped “make sense of the noise inside your head.” Cassie wasn’t sure what kind of noise the woman meant, but she knew that sometimes, when she tried to sleep, her mind buzzed like the cicadas — full of half-formed questions and hopes she couldn’t quite name.

She tapped the pencil against her knee, watching a line of ants climb over the step.

Barefoot on gravel, chasing summer heat, she wrote slowly. The words felt like a small spell — a way of catching a piece of the afternoon before it slipped away.

Her mama called from inside, “Cassie, you done with those chores?”

“Almost!” she shouted back, though the truth was she hadn’t even started. The laundry still sat folded on the kitchen table, and the goats hadn’t been fed. But the day was too perfect for responsibility — blue sky stretching forever, the far-off sound of a tractor, the soft rustle of corn in the fields.

Tommy’s laughter echoed from somewhere down the road, that easy, reckless sound that made her heart trip over itself. He was probably with the other boys, skipping stones at the creek or daring each other to climb the old oak behind the mill. Cassie smiled despite herself. Tommy was trouble wrapped in charm — a grin that made every girl look twice and every parent sigh. She’d grown up with him, shared crayons in Sunday school, and raced bikes through the dusty back roads, but lately, something about him felt different. Or maybe she was the one who’d changed.

She turned back to her notebook, pressing the pencil harder now.

First crush at the creek, sneaking past the cows. He laughed too loud, I blushed, I didn’t know how.

She paused and blew a stray strand of hair from her face. Her cheeks warmed just remembering the way Tommy had splashed water at her last week, teasing until she threw a handful back, both of them breathless with laughter. The moment had ended too soon, his friends calling him away, leaving her standing barefoot in the mud, heart drumming like the wings of a trapped bird.

The porch creaked as her mama stepped outside, wiping her hands on a towel. “You writin’ again?”

Cassie nodded, trying to hide her notebook behind her knee, but Mama just smiled that soft, knowing smile. “Ain’t nothin’ wrong with that,” she said. “Words got power, baby. Sometimes more than you realize.”

Cassie smiled faintly. “I’m just writing about stuff — nothing important.”

Mama leaned against the post, looking out at the golden fields. “Everything’s important if it matters to you.”

When her mama went back inside, Cassie let the pencil hover above the paper again. She wanted to write everything — the sting of gravel under her feet, the thrill of laughter echoing across the fields, the ache of wanting to be seen for who she really was. But words could only hold so much.

She looked out toward the horizon, where the heat shimmered like liquid glass. Somewhere beyond that, she thought, there had to be more — more than the gossip of a small town, more than the rules about how a girl should sit, speak, and dream.

She wrote in the margin, almost like a secret:

Town whispers follow me, acting right, stay small. But I want to run, to feel alive, to feel it all.
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