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PRAISE FOR THE BOOKS OF 
#1 INTERNATIONAL 
BESTSELLING AUTHOR
KERK MURRAY



Since the Day We Promised



“A beautiful story about second chances.”— Reader Review



“This book reminded me why I fell in love with southern fiction in the first place.”— Reader Review



“I was for real crying by chapter seven … Their story was so innocent and pure.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Left


“Haven't cried that hard over a book in a long time.”— Reader Review



“I read this in one sitting on a rainy weekend and it was PERFECT. Already ordered copies for my book club.”— Reader Review



“I picked up this book on a whim and now I'm ordering everything Kerk Murray has ever written.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Wished


“I read it in one sitting! If you love small town romance with realistic characters, you need to read this. I already pre-ordered the next one.”— Reader Review



“Loved every page. The Wishing Tree concept was so romantic and unique. Kerk Murray is an auto-buy author for me now.”— Reader Review



“I hope this gets made into a movie. So good!”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Kissed


“This is the first romance I’ve read written by a male and won’t be my last by this author. His take on romance was surprisingly insightful—you can’t help but cheer for Kara and Ethan.”— Reader Review



“The best story in the series by far!”— Reader Review



“I can’t wait to read more Kerk Murray books! He’s my favorite new-to-me author.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Fell


“Hadley Cove feels like a character in itself. It’s a place that feels both real and magical and one that I never want to leave.”— Reader Review



“Kerk has a gift for capturing the nuances of human emotion. I found myself stopping to highlight several passages.”— Reader Review



“I’ve been a fan of Kerk’s work since Pawprints On Our Hearts, and Since the Day We Fell did not disappoint.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Danced


“Murray’s writing is simply gorgeous.”— The Book Commentary



“An emotional rollercoaster that will make you fall in love with love all over again.” — Reader Review



“A beautiful escapist Nicholas Sparks type romance.”— Reader Review



Pawprints On Our Hearts


“Animal lovers will feel connected to Murray’s almost spiritual awakening and admire his devotion to following his heart, even in the face of tremendous sacrifice. This touching memoir overflows with intense emotion.”— Booklife by Publishers Weekly



“A deeply moving memoir... one of the best books that capture the connection between human beings and dogs... Pawprints on Our Hearts inspires a love for animals while exploring the painful edges of the human heart in need of love and healing.”— The Book Commentary



“A powerful and emotional story.”  — Alyson Sheldrake, Bestselling author of “Kat the Dog"











  
  


BEFORE YOU BEGIN…
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You’re invited to join my private Facebook Reader Group, where you’ll make new book friends, meet other animal lovers, and be the first to know about new releases, book clubs, and special deals.




Join here :



Kerk Murray’s private 
Facebook Reader Group





















  
  
STORY PLAYLIST
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Listen to it on your favorite music streaming platform.
Download it by clicking here.

Liam’s listens:





	“I’ll Be Seeing You” — Billie Holiday


	 “Blue Moon” — Frank Sinatra


	 “Unchained Melody” — Les Baxter 


	 “Stand By Me” — Ben E. King


	 “Earth Angel” — The Penguins


	  “In the Still of the Night” — The Five Satins


	 “Tennessee Waltz” — Patti Page


	 “Cry” — Johnnie Ray


	 “Only You” — The Platters


	 “Love Me Tender” — Elvis Presley






Amelia’s listens:



	 “Dream a Little Dream of Me” — Ella Fitzgerald 


	 “La Vie En Rose” — Édith Piaf


	 “Secret Love” — Doris Day


	 “Moonlight Serenade” — Glenn Miller


	 “Que Sera, Sera” — Doris Day 


	 “At Last” — Etta James


	 “I Only Have Eyes for You” — The Flamingos


	“Young at Heart” — Frank Sinatra


	“Autumn Leaves” — Nat King Cole


	“Love Is a Many-Splendored Thing” — The Four Aces













  
  


































For those who need a second chance, 


—this one’s for you.













  
  
DEAR READER,

Welcome to where it all began—Hadley Cove, 1948. 

As I wrote this story, I found myself reflecting on the promises we make and the extraordinary power they hold over our entire lives. 

You’ll meet young Liam and Amelia, whose friendship blooms under a pecan tree and whose story spans years of separation, loss, and hope.

My hope is that as you follow Liam’s journey from a scared eight-year-old to the wise storyteller we meet at Second Chance Rescuer, you’ll feel the red dirt beneath bare feet, smell the honeysuckle on summer air, and perhaps recognize the child you once were in their experiences. I invite you to consider the promises you’ve made, the people who shaped you, and the enduring truth that some love is worth waiting a lifetime for.

Thank you for being a part of this incredible adventure and for joining me in creating a more compassionate world for all living beings, one heartwarming story at a time. 

Your support through reading and sharing this series, along with your kind words in messages and reviews, means more than I can express. I’m forever grateful. 

Don’t forget to check out the extras I’ve included at the front and end of the book, created with you in mind.

(Keep in mind that though this is the sixth book in this series, it’s actually the prequel and takes place before Since the Day We Danced.)

With love,
Kerk











  
  




















“We are all in the gutter,


but some of us are looking at the stars.”






—Oscar Wilde, Lady Windermere's Fan
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Saturday


There it was ... Fourteen twenty-two Muscadine Drive. 

Liam Wright shut off the engine and sat there for a minute, resting his hands on the wheel of his old Ford F1. Through the windshield, webbed with old cracks he’d always meant to fix, he studied the house he’d built with his own two hands.

His granddaughter, Emma, and her husband, Chad, lived here now. He’d given it to Emma as a wedding gift, not long after her grandmother had died. It felt right passing along the place that had seen decades of birthdays, scraped knees, and muddy shoes by the door. He’d since moved to a smaller place on the water. Easier to manage. Easier on the heart.

Emma had done a fine job taking care of the place. The dark-brown wood had aged with grace. Those forest-green shutters he’d painted and repainted more times than he could count still hung straight. The wraparound porch, where he’d taught Emma to tie her shoes and sat through summer storms, made the place feel exactly as a home should. Loved. Looked after.

Of course, that was all Emma’s doing. 

In all the years she’d been with Chad, Liam couldn’t recall seeing that boy mow the grass even once. Emma kept the lawn trimmed, the hedges neat, and the flower beds blooming along the walkway. It all fell on her shoulders, and it pained him. She deserved more. But if he’d learned anything over the years, it was that he couldn’t change anyone or change things for them. He could only love them and hope that was enough.

As he climbed out of the truck, his knees reminded him he wasn’t twenty. Wasn’t even seventy anymore, for that matter. His eyes roamed over its Meadow Green paint that had faded over the years—more gray-green now than anything—but she still ran like the day he’d gotten her. 

When he took a breath, the June morning air hit him like a warm, damp blanket. Humidity clung to him, plastering his shirt to his back.

This hot already?

It wasn’t even nine o’clock yet. 

In coastal Georgia, summers arrived in April and didn’t let up until October. Seemed like the summers had gotten worse every year, or maybe it just felt that way after eighty-two years on this earth.

Eighty-two?

Somewhere after thirty-five, he’d stopped counting.

As Liam walked up the stone path, he glanced at the empty spot in the driveway where Chad usually parked his red Camaro. Only Emma’s little Honda sat beneath the carport. The front door was wide open.

“Em? Are you in here?” Liam called out, poking his head through the screen door.

“Upstairs, Grandpa! I’ll be down in two!”

He stepped inside and closed the door behind him. “Okay. I’ll be here.”

Liam walked into the living room and over to the fireplace. As he looked at the photographs on the mantelpiece, he smiled at one of Emma with her friend, Lisa, at what looked like a wine tasting, both of them holding half-empty glasses and laughing. He’d always liked Lisa—she’d been a good friend to Emma for as long as he could remember. 

Next to it sat a favorite photo of him and Emma when she was maybe seven or eight, both of them grinning at the camera with the ocean behind them. One of her small hands was curled into his; the other clutched a bright green bucket. A half-built, lopsided sandcastle leaned in the foreground—clearly the work of two proud amateurs.

As his eyes continued along the mantel, he paused.

Emma and Chad’s wedding photo was missing.

Maybe she moved it. Or maybe ...

He didn’t know the reason—but still, he noticed.

“I’m almost ready!” Emma called from upstairs. “Just have to grab a few boxes from the kitchen, then we can go!” 

“Okay, dear! Is there anything I can do to help?” 

“No, no. Be there in a sec ... have to find my other shoe.” 

Liam turned back to the fireplace and ran his hand along the piece of wood he’d fixed to the brick wall years ago. His fingers traced the rough outline of a heart carved into the grain.

Inside it, the initials remained: A + L.

He smiled, remembering the afternoon he’d carved them decades ago … 

Blue sundress. 

Auburn curls.

Sunlight beneath the pecan tree—

“Okay, ready!” Emma clattered down the stairs, and Liam blinked as she grabbed boxes on her way through the kitchen. “Just got a few deliveries in Savannah after I drop you off.”

Liam reached for a box. “Let me help you with those.” 

“I’ve got it, Grandpa,” she said, but he was already prying one free from her hands.

“I might be older than the marsh grass at low tide, but I still walk three miles every morning. These bones have some strength left in them, you know.”

“I know, I know.” Emma chuckled. “You’ve done enough for me already.”

“I’d do anything for my Em.”

Their eyes met for a moment before he walked over to the front door and held it open for her. “So the dog treat business is doing well?”

She blew out a breath and breezed past him. “I don’t know if I’d say well ... but I’m selling some boxes here and there.”

“Some are better than none. Don’t sell yourself short. I think you’ve got a good thing going. And I’ve never heard any complaints from the dogs at the rescue,” Liam said as they walked to her car.

Emma popped the trunk, and they loaded the boxes inside, arranging them so they wouldn’t slide around during the drive. He smiled at how carefully she’d labeled each one in her neat handwriting.

That handwriting? Sure didn’t come from my side.

“Grandpa.” Emma glanced over at his truck. “When’s the last time you got the oil changed in that thing?”

“March fifteenth. Three thousand two hundred miles ago. Had the points and plugs checked, greased all the fittings, and the brakes adjusted. I rotate the tires myself every six months.”

“You shouldn’t be rotating your own tires at your age—”

“If I quit doing things just because ‘I shouldn’t,’ I’d be sitting in a rocking chair talking to squirrels.”

Emma shook her head, but couldn’t hide her smile. “We could go look at something new, you know. Something with air conditioning that actually works. Maybe some of those modern safety features—”

“Don’t need all those bells and whistles. I don’t want something new. She may not look like much, but she gets me to where I need to go.”

Emma laughed and closed the trunk. “All right, all right. But if that thing breaks down on you ...”

“It won’t.”

After they got into the car and Emma started to drive, Liam sensed she had something on her mind. He waited a few blocks, watching the trees blur past the window, before speaking up. They rolled to a stop at a red light.

“Did you two have another fight?” 

Emma glanced over at him. “No. Of course not. What makes you say that?” 

“Well, the front door was wide open when I got there. And I—”

“He forgot something at work, that’s all.” She looked away. “Left in a hurry.” 

Liam thought about mentioning the missing wedding photo from the mantelpiece, but decided against it. If she’d moved it, she had her reasons. There was something she wasn’t telling him, but he’d learned better than to press—Emma was like her grandmother that way. He’d have to wait for her to come to him.


      [image: ]As they pulled into Second Chance Rescue, the familiar sound of barking and the songs of mockingbirds in the towering live oak welcomed them. Liam smiled at the sight of the building that had become a second home. The cottage-style structure looked inviting, with its bright red front door and clean white shutters. Flower boxes beneath each window spilled over with purple petunias and trailing ivy—Emma had helped plant those last spring. Just above the entrance, a brass plaque etched with the silhouettes of a cat and a dog glinted in the morning sun.

The moment they stepped inside, Kara looked up from behind the counter where she was wiping down the surface. Her face lit up. “Em! Liam! Good to see y’all again.” She came around the desk and pulled them both into a quick hug. “Charlotte’s here in the back—”

“Liam!” 

Charlotte came bounding through a set of doors to the side of them, her ponytail swinging and sneakers skidding on the tile.

“Hello young lady.” Liam opened his arms, and she wrapped him in a quick hug. “How’s school?”

Charlotte groaned, rolling her eyes. “Ugh, it’s school. But I’m surviving.”

“You’re the spitting image of your mama, you know that? Got her smile. And that same look when you talk about something you don’t like.”

“She gets that from years of dealing with me, poor thing.” Kara flung an arm over her chest like she was in an old soap opera.

Charlotte smirked. “It’s not so bad. We make a good team.”

“That we do.” Kara gave her a quick squeeze, then faced Liam. “Your storytelling has been such a hit with our Rescue Reader program. Honestly, you’ve been a godsend to us. The animals calm right down when you start reading. I swear you’re like the ‘animal whisperer’ or something.”

He waved her off with a chuckle. “Oh, come on now. I just read to them, that’s all.”

Kara gestured toward her daughter. “Don’t be so modest. Charlotte here tells everyone about the voices you do for different characters.”

“Well, I can’t imagine doing anything else with all the time I have on my hands these days. Besides, I think I enjoy it as much as they do.”

Emma smiled. “He does have a lovely voice for it, doesn’t he?”

Liam gently nudged her arm. “Don’t you have some boxes to deliver?”

“I do,” she said with a sigh. “But I’ll be back. Shouldn’t take long if I-95 ain’t too crazy. See y’all later!”

After they all waved their goodbyes to Emma, Kara turned to Liam and Charlotte. “Well, shall we see what story we’re reading today?” She led them over to the bookcase and sorted through the titles—Charlotte’s Web, The Incredible Journey, Shiloh, Stuart Little.

“I wish we had a new story to read.” Charlotte frowned at her mom.

“You’ll survive,” Kara said. “We can just read one of these again. You love Charlotte’s Web.”

Charlotte shrugged. “Well, yeah—I mean, it does have my name in it.”

“Hard to compete with a classic like that.” Liam grinned, then surveyed the books again. “You know what? Maybe I won’t read a story today. I can share one I know—by heart.”

Charlotte tilted her head. “Like ... one you made up?”

“Now this I’ve got to hear.” Kara folded her arms.

“You won’t find it on any bestseller list.” Liam rubbed the back of his neck. “But it’s one I’ve carried around with me for quite some time now.”

His mind drifted to the initials carved on the mantelpiece: A + L. He closed his eyes for a moment, and could almost smell her lavender perfume. Her laughter echoing as he chased her around that old pecan tree. The warmth of her small hand in his after he’d finally caught her. 

Liam opened his eyes. “Let’s gather the animals and bring them into the reading area.”

Kara glanced at the clipboard on the shelf. “We have a few volunteers today, plus some folks looking to adopt who might want to listen in. Is that okay?”

“The more the merrier.”

After everyone had chosen an animal for the Rescue Reader program, they made their way into the reading room. The cozy space was a patchwork of overstuffed sofas and chairs arranged in a loose semicircle. Charlotte settled on the floor with Whiskers, the tabby cat, purring in her lap, while a volunteer sat nearby with Danni, a cocker spaniel, snuggled against her side. Another volunteer held Snowball, a white rabbit that twitched her nose at all the activity. A few potential adopters had joined them—one with Scout, a border collie, sitting at his feet, and another gently petting Marmalade, an orange cat that had claimed the arm of her chair.

Liam eased himself into an old recliner and looked toward the corner, where a golden retriever rested inside a crate. A volunteer sat by the dog, who was still too anxious to join everyone else. Liam caught the dog’s eye and gave him a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry, Riley boy. You can listen from right there.”

Once everyone had settled in, the room fell into silence. All eyes shifted to Liam. Even the animals seemed to lean in.

His throat closed. His breath snagged halfway between his chest and the ache of remembering. Every yesterday. Every tomorrow. Every version of the life he might’ve lived. Somehow, all at once, right there with him.

Not today. I can’t do this.

He glanced around at the expectant faces: Kara, Charlotte, the volunteers, the animals. They were all waiting—for a story, yes, but also for him.

Sunlight streamed through the windows, but it was the single stained-glass panel near the back that caught his attention. Shades of gold and violet shimmered across the floor. For a split second, he could almost see her standing there—arms crossed, a half-smile on her face, and that look that always told him: you’ve got this.

The lump in his throat didn’t vanish, but something steadied inside him.

“Well,” he said, voice slightly hoarse. “Here goes nothing.”

Another pause. 

He looked down at his hands and held still.

Then, as the moment found him, he drew a measured breath and lifted his gaze to the faces gathered before him.

“It was 1948 ...”
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