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On a mysterious hidden island where time bends and love refuses to die, two souls find each other again and again. Drawn by an unexplainable force, Kai Everhart arrives on the island, only to meet a stranger who looks at them with heartbreak and recognition. But how can that be, when they’ve never met before?

As memories of past lives begin to unravel—of passion, loss, and an unbroken curse—the lovers realize they are trapped in an endless cycle. The jungle whispers their story, the stars align as they did before, and fate gives them one final chance: break the cycle, or be lost to time forever.

Will their love be strong enough to rewrite destiny? Or will history repeat itself once more?

A tale of passion, tragedy, and fate, Jungle Love is a deep, evocative romance where love is both the key and the curse. 

Foreword

Love is the most powerful force in the universe. It transcends time, defies logic, and lingers in the echoes of forgotten memories. Some love stories are fleeting—a spark that fades too soon. But others are eternal, written into the fabric of existence itself, waiting to be rediscovered in every lifetime.

Jungle Love is one such story. It is not just about romance, but about destiny, sacrifice, and the unbreakable connection between two souls who find each other again and again, even when the world conspires to keep them apart.

This novel was born from the idea that love is more than just a moment—it is a journey, one that stretches beyond a single lifetime. Set against the lush backdrop of a hidden island, where time bends and the past whispers through the trees, this story explores the depth of passion, the ache of loss, and the eternal hope that love will always find its way home.

To those who have ever felt a connection they could not explain, to those who believe in the magic of fate, and to those who dream of a love that lasts beyond time—this book is for you.

Welcome to Jungle Love. Let the journey begin.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

Manoranjan Ghoshal

Manoranjan Ghoshal is a passionate storyteller who weaves tales of love, mystery, and destiny. With a deep fascination for romance that transcends time, his writing explores the intensity of emotions, the beauty of the unknown, and the power of fate. Jungle Love is a testament to his love for intricate storytelling, blending passion, adventure, and the supernatural into an unforgettable journey. When he's not writing, he enjoys exploring nature, reading timeless love stories, and discovering the mysteries of life.
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Jungle Love was born from a fascination with the idea that love is more than just a fleeting moment—it is eternal, shifting, finding ways to exist across lifetimes, across impossible barriers.

This story is for those who have ever felt the weight of regret, the pull of what could have been, and the hope that love will always find a way.

Thank you for joining this journey. I hope you felt the magic, the heartbreak, and the wonder of a love that refused to be forgotten.

With all my heart,
Manoranjan ghoshal
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Kai Everhart had always been a man of reason, but nothing about this island made sense. The way the mist curled like whispers around his feet, the way the trees seemed to hum with secrets—this place was more than just an uncharted paradise. It was alive.

He had washed ashore in the dead of night, his boat wrecked by a sudden storm that appeared out of nowhere. Now, as the first light of dawn stretched across the sky, he could feel it—a pull, like something, or someone, was waiting for him.

And then he saw her.

A woman stood at the edge of the jungle, her dark hair cascading over bare shoulders, her silver eyes gleaming in the early light. She wasn’t just beautiful; she was otherworldly.

Selene Vale.

He didn’t know how he knew her name, but it slid into his mind as naturally as a long-forgotten memory. She tilted her head, watching him with a knowing gaze.

“You shouldn’t be here,” she whispered, though there was no anger in her voice—only something that sounded dangerously close to longing.

Kai took a step closer. “And yet, I think I was always meant to be.”

A soft breeze danced through the open window, rustling the pages of an old, forgotten notebook.

Kai Everhart found it tucked away beneath a pile of books, the leather cracked with time, the ink faded but still legible.

With trembling fingers, they opened it.

Inside, in handwriting that looked achingly familiar, was a letter.

To the one who finally got it right,

If you’re reading this, then it means you made it. You chose love, not regret. You chose to live, not run. And for that, I thank you.

I am you. A version of you that existed in a time that no longer does. A shadow of the past, a whisper in the wind. But even though my world has faded, my love remains.

Love is never lost. It just waits to be found again.

Live well. Love fully. And never forget—we were always meant to find our way back.

Forever yours,
A version of you that once was.
A tear slipped down Kai Everhart’s cheek as they pressed a hand to the words.

A past self, a past love, a past life—all of it had led here.

"Thank you," they whispered.

Then, gently, they closed the notebook—and walked forward into the life that was finally, truly theirs.

The waves crashed softly against the shore, their rhythmic lullaby blending with the whispers of the wind. The scent of salt and wild earth filled the air, thick with the untamed beauty of the jungle that stretched beyond the sand. Towering trees loomed in the distance, their emerald canopies swaying like ancient guardians of a forgotten world.

Kai Everhart stood at the edge of the beach, staring into the dense green abyss ahead. Something about this island felt eerily familiar, though they had never been here before—or so they thought.

Kai Everhart and the neck name is Kai means "sea" in Hawaiian, symbolizing the island, mystery, and a connection to something greater than him. Everhart means "brave and eternal heart," which fits a man whose love defies time itself.

The journey to this place had been unexpected. A last-minute assignment, a craving for escape, or maybe a pull they couldn't explain. The map had marked this island as uncharted, a place spoken of only in whispers among sailors and explorers. A land lost to time.

As they stepped forward, the jungle swallowed them whole. The cool shade wrapped around their skin, the air suddenly thick with the sound of unseen creatures rustling in the foliage. Vines curled around ancient ruins, their stone carvings weathered but still whispering stories of another time.

Then, a sound—a voice.

Soft. Familiar. Calling their name.

They froze.

Someone was there.

Or rather... someone was waiting.

The voice sent a shiver down Kai's spine. It wasn’t just a voice—it was a whisper from the past, something unexplainable yet deeply familiar.

They turned sharply, heart pounding against their ribs. The jungle was thick, the shadows long, and yet... someone was there.

The island was ancient, filled with ruins swallowed by time, their carvings depicting stories of lost lovers, of souls searching for each other across lifetimes. Kai traced the markings on the stone walls, a strange déjà vu creeping into his bones.

Beside him, Selene watched, her fingers brushing against the same symbols. “They say the island only calls those who have unfinished stories to tell.”

He turned to her. “And what’s our story?”

She hesitated, her gaze dropping. “One that never found its ending.”

A figure emerged from between the trees. Tall, poised, and watching those with an intensity that made the air feel heavier. Their dark eyes held something impossible—recognition.

"You came back," the stranger murmured, a small, wistful smile tugging at their lips.

Protagonist frowned. Back? They had never been here before. Had they?

"I’m sorry," they said carefully. "Do I know you?"

A flicker of pain crossed the stranger’s face. It was fleeting, but unmistakable. They took a step closer, and the jungle seemed to shift with them—as if it, too, was waiting for an answer.

"You will," they whispered. "Soon."

And then, before Kai could speak, a gust of wind rushed through the trees, carrying with it a faint scent—something warm, nostalgic, like rain-soaked earth and jasmine.

A scent they knew.

Even though they shouldn’t.

The scent lingered in the air, wrapping around Kai like a forgotten memory just out of reach. Their pulse quickened.

"What do you mean... I will?" They took a cautious step closer.

The stranger—this mysterious, impossibly familiar person—watched them with an unreadable expression. Their eyes, dark as the depths of the jungle, shimmered with something unspoken. Longing? Pain? Hope?

"You don’t remember me," they finally said, more
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