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Introduction
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Love begins softly - sometimes as a glance, a laugh, or a moment that lingers longer than it should. 

First Love is a story about that beginning-the kind of love that shapes who we become and stays with us, even when life carries us in different directions.

This book is part of the Love Story series - a collection of heartfelt tales exploring the many shades of love:

Innocent and wild, tender and untamed, fleeting, yet eternal.

Each story stands on its own, yet together they weave a tapestry of emotion, memory, and the quiet beauty of human connection.

So take a breath, open your heart, and step into First Love-where every heartbeat tells a story.

Chapter 1 Sparks Of The Summer

––––––––
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LUKE HAD NEVER BEEN one for sitting still. Growing up in the backwoods of Tennessee, his days were filled with dirt roads, rickety trucks, and the constant roar of his buddy’s motorcycles. Friday night meant one thing: bonfires, music blasting from old radios, and laughter that carried through fields like wind itself.

He kicked at a stray pebble, eyes scanning the familiar horizon, when movement caught his attention. Emma. She wasn’t like anyone Luke had noticed before. Her jeans were worn, a little faded at the knees, and her hair had that wild curl that seemed to defy even the summer breeze. But it was her laugh-rich, untamed sound-that made him pause. The world seemed to tilt, just a little, when she smiled.

By the second week, their adventures had become a routine of whispered plans and stolen moments. They would sneak out past Fairview together, racing down dirt roads in his old truck, hearts pounding faster than the engine.

One night, leaning against the hood under the glow of a dying bonfire, Emma brushed her hand against his. A spark ran through him-something electric, soft, yet unshakeable.

Luke pulled a crumpled notebook from his backpack, fingers trembling. He scribbled lines he’d been holding inside, words that wouldn’t let him sleep: 

We kicked up dust on a 

Friday night,

Jeans torn, trucks roaring

Past the light,

You laughed from the porch,

Hair a wild mess,

First time I saw you, my heart

Couldn’t rest.

He handed it to Emma with a nervous grin. She read it, eyes shining in the firelight, and tucked it into her jacket pocket without a word. That was enough; the poem spoke for both of them, capturing the intensity of a first love that felt like it might just last forever.

The next morning, Luke lingered on the porch, watching the sunlight spill over the fields. Emma emerged from the farmhouse, hair mussed from sleep and eyes sparkling with mischief.

“You left your notebook behind,” she teased, holding it up.

Luke groaned, taking it. “Guess the poems are chasing me now,” he said.

Emma laughed, brushing past him. “Maybe they should be written in the wind, not on paper,” she said softly, turning to catch a butterfly that floated by.

Morning light warms the

Field,

Your laugh echoes, wild and

Free,

Every glance, every breath, a

Promise,

This summer, you and me.

Luke watched her walk away, notebook clutched to his chest. Some summers, he thought, only came once-but this one felt infinite.

That following friday, Luke and Emma found themselves at the edge of the cornfields. The smell of the earth was sharp after the day’s sun, rustling stalks surrounding them like whispers in a secret world. Emma darted through the field, laughter echoing across the expanse, and Luke gave chase, dodging leaves and stalks. “I’m going to get you!” he shouted. “You wish!” Emma called back, twirling past him.

Eventually, he caught her near the old barn. Breathing heavily, he pulled out his notebook once more:

Among the corn and dust, 

Your laughter pulls me close, 

Heartbeats matching the

Rustle of leaves,

Every glance feels like

Magic.

Emma read it aloud, smiling softly. “You really capture everything, Luke,” she said.

Luke shrugged, chest full. “Only because it’s all real. You’re real.”

The night fell slowly. Stars began to prick the sky with tiny points of light. Luke leaned back against the hood of his truck, notebook open. He wrote, capturing the quit magic of the evening:

Stars whisper, the wind

Hums, 

Hearts beat together in

Silence,

The world fades, but we remain,

Young, alive, infinite.

Emma lay beside him, head on his shoulder, watching the constellations emerge. “Some nights,” she whispered, “I think the stars are just waiting for us.”

Luke smiled, pressing a gentle kiss to her temple. “Then we better not keep them waiting,” he murmured. 

Even as the firelight faded that night, Luke couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted. He found himself scanning the porch the next day, wondering if she’d appear again, and when she did, it felt as if the summer itself had begun anew.
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Chapter 2 - The Fair Adventure
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The town fair had always been a fleeting spectacle of lights, sounds, and smells, but with Emma by his side, Luke felt it transform into something magical. The air was thick with the sugary aroma of funnel cakes and popcorn, blending with the earthy scent of grass and hay from nearby stalls. Children’s laughter mingled with the distant clang of the ring toss, and the hum of the carousel created a soft, hypnotic rhythm.

Luke adjusted the strap of his backpack, a nervous excitement tingling in his chest. “Alright,” he said, grinning at Emma. “First stop: the ring toss. Think you can beat me?”
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