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When Hearts Start to Soften is a two-book romantic drama series.

Book One: A Journey of Love

Book Two: Love Beyond Time

For the best reading experience, this series is intended to be read in order.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication

[image: ]




To the love that remains even after goodbye,

and to the hearts that learn to live with what they remember.
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This book is a work of fiction intended for emotional storytelling and literary expression. Themes of love, grief, and healing are portrayed with sensitivity and respect. Any resemblance to real people or situations is unintentional.
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Thank you to every reader who carried this story beyond its beginning. Your belief in love that endures through memory and time gives purpose to every page written.

To those who have learned that love does not end—it transforms—this book is for you.
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Some love stories do not end when the journey does. They continue in silence, in memory, and in the quiet moments that shape who we become.

Love Beyond Time is a story about what remains after loss—the echoes of connection, the weight of remembrance, and the courage it takes to keep living with love still in the heart.

This book is not about moving on. It is about moving forward while carrying love with grace.

Welcome to the final chapter of this journey.
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The morning didn’t arrive softly this time.

Nicolas woke with a sense of unease he couldn’t name, the kind that settled deep in the chest before the mind could catch up. The hum of the ship felt louder than usual, the air heavier.

He sat up slowly, running a hand through his hair, replaying the previous night in fragments—the kiss, Alexa’s smile, the way she had pressed her hand briefly to her chest before turning away.

It wasn’t dramatic. That’s what unsettled him.

If something was wrong, it was hiding well.

He checked the time. Breakfast had passed, but Alexa hadn’t said she’d be busy. She’d never been busy.

He dressed quickly and stepped into the corridor.

The silence felt intentional.

Nicolas reached the dining deck, scanning the room instinctively.

Alexa wasn’t there.

He told himself not to read into it. People missed meals. People slept in. People had lives outside of quiet promises made beside the sea.

Still, he felt it—that hollow pause where her presence should have been.

He poured himself coffee and took a seat near the window, eyes flicking up each time the door opened.

Minutes passed.

Then more.

The coffee went cold.

For the first time since meeting her, Nicolas felt the familiar pull of old fear—the kind that warned him not to hope too loudly.

He found her on the upper deck.

Alexa sat alone on a bench, wrapped in his jacket, shoulders slightly hunched, staring out at the ocean like it might offer answers.

Her posture wasn’t wrong.

It was careful.

He approached slowly, not wanting to startle her.

“Hey,” he said gently.

She turned toward him, and for a moment, the smile appeared automatically—then faded.

“Hi,” she replied.

Her voice was steady, but something underneath it trembled.

“You didn’t come to breakfast,” he said, not accusing—just noticing.

She nodded. “I wasn’t hungry.”

He sat beside her, close enough to feel the warmth she still carried from the jacket.

“You okay?” he asked quietly.

She hesitated.

That was new.

“I’m fine,” Alexa said finally.

But she didn’t look at him when she said it.

Nicolas leaned back slightly, giving her space. “You don’t have to explain anything you don’t want to.”

She let out a slow breath.

“That’s the problem,” she said softly. “I want to explain. I just don’t know how.”

He turned toward her fully now.

“I’m listening.”

The ocean stretched endlessly ahead of them, waves folding into one another without urgency.

Alexa clasped her hands together tightly, knuckles paling.

“Have you ever,” she began, then stopped. Swallowed. Started again.

“Have you ever felt like time was watching you?”

Nicolas frowned gently. “Watching you how?”

“Like it’s waiting,” she said. “Patiently.”

His chest tightened.

Alexa pressed her lips together, eyes glistening faintly.

“I don’t want to ruin this,” she said quickly. “Whatever this is between us.”

“You won’t,” he replied immediately.

She shook her head. “I might.”
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