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	Introduction 

	Sometimes healing looks like heartbreak—and sometimes, the second chance you need is your own.

	Lena left the ashes of her old life behind. Reinvention was the plan, and for a moment, it worked. But when a familiar face shows up in a city that was never meant to remember her, everything unravels—again.

	In The Second Hello, Lena finds herself pulled between who she was, who she’s becoming, and who she’s afraid to be. With a past that won’t stay buried and a future she’s still too scared to reach for, Lena must navigate love, loss, and the messy beauty of starting over—again and again.

	Bohemian at heart but battle-worn at soul, Lena isn’t just trying to find home—she’s learning to build it from scratch. But some things—like unfinished love and hard truths—demand more than a fresh start. They demand courage.

	Book Two of the Boho Hearts trilogy, Hannah Stone delivers another emotionally rich, stylishly raw novel about what it really takes to heal.

	

	 


Dedication

	For every woman who’s ever doubted her worth, rewritten her story, or stood up after being knocked down—this is for you.

	You are your own second chance.

	

	

	

	 


Preface

	When I began writing The Second Hello, I didn’t know it would become a mirror. A reflection of all the times I tried, failed, restarted, and healed. This book is personal—not because every detail happened, but because the emotions behind them are real.

	Lena’s journey isn’t a fantasy. It’s the everyday resilience so many of us carry quietly. It’s the silent bravery of starting over, the messy magic of choosing yourself, and the soft, steady pulse of becoming.

	If you’ve ever felt like your story was over, I hope this book reminds you that the next chapter is always yours to write.

	—H.S.

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	


Chapter One The Second Chance

	The sky over Santa Fe was the kind of blue you only notice when your life is falling apart—brilliant, unapologetic, and completely indifferent to your mood.

	Lena lit a cigarette she didn’t really want and stared out over the adobe skyline. Earth tones, desert wind, and the smell of something wild—that was the backdrop now. She’d traded skyscrapers for sagebrush, heartbreak for heat, and still… here it was again. The ache. That low, insistent hum in her chest.

	She wasn’t running anymore. At least, that’s what she told herself when she packed up her life in L.A. and moved to a town that felt like both a postcard and a prayer. She’d found a studio space above a yoga shop, where the windows stayed open and the light poured in like honey. Most days, she painted barefoot with Stevie Nicks playing in the background and tried to believe in beginnings.

	But beginnings are liars sometimes. Especially when your past finds your new address.

	He walked into her gallery opening like he belonged there—same crooked smile, same reckless energy. Noah. The man she’d left on a rainy night with a half-written letter and a suitcase full of guilt.

	“Lena,” he said, like no time had passed.

	Her fingers tightened around the wine glass. She was wearing a linen jumpsuit and turquoise earrings, a costume for the life she was trying to believe in. But his voice undid her.

	“Noah,” she said. Just his name. Nothing else.

	And suddenly, everything she’d buried—every kiss, every fight, every why-didn’t-you—rose up like smoke in her lungs.

	This wasn’t the plan. Santa Fe was supposed to be the fresh canvas. But some ghosts don't need permission to haunt you.

	 


Chapter Two Familiar Strangers

	The next morning, the desert was quiet in that particular Santa Fe way—like even the wind was still sipping its coffee.

	Lena stood barefoot on her porch, wrapped in her favorite shawl, the one with tiny suns stitched into the fabric. The air was crisp, the sky already glowing with soft peach light, and her stomach was tight with the kind of ache that sleep never cures.

	Noah was back. That wasn’t just a ghost last night—it was him, in the flesh. And he hadn’t changed, not really. Still charismatic. Still dangerous in the way that people are when they make you feel seen and vulnerable at the same time.

	She hated that she’d noticed his cologne.

	Her phone buzzed on the kitchen counter inside. She ignored it. Instead, she brewed strong coffee and lit incense—rituals she’d adopted to keep herself grounded. New town, new routines, same old chaos.

	The text came anyway, short and sharp:

	Noah: We should talk.

	She stared at the screen. Three words, and already her boundaries felt flimsy. She deleted the message, made another cup of coffee, and tried to focus on the day ahead.

	The gallery was closed on Sundays, but she had commissions to finish, and Zoe was coming over—her desert soul sister, part astrologer, part bartender, and 100% no-bullshit.

	Zoe arrived barefoot, holding matcha and a folder full of horoscopes. She took one look at Lena and raised an eyebrow.

	“You didn’t sleep.”

	“I slept. Just not… well.”

	Zoe set the drinks down and perched on a stool. “You’re vibrating like a tuning fork. Spill.”

	Lena hesitated.

	“Noah,” Zoe said instantly. “Knew it. I felt it in the energy. Your whole aura is screaming ‘unfinished business.’”

	Lena groaned and slumped into the chair. “Why does he get to just walk in like no time passed? Like I almost lost myself the last time?”

	“Because men like Noah are emotional tsunamis. They don’t knock. They crash.” Zoe paused. “But you? You’re not the same woman you were back then.”

	“I feel like her,” Lena whispered.

	“Feeling isn’t fact, babe.”

	They worked in silence for a while, the kind of companionable quiet that only exists between women who’ve cried on each other’s floors. Lena painted long, moody brushstrokes, all indigo and ochre, while Zoe read out loud from a birth chart.

	“You’re in your Chiron return,” she said. “The wound is re-opening so you can finally heal it.”

	“Sounds painful.”

	“Growth is.”

	By evening, Lena had nearly convinced herself she was fine. That she could handle seeing Noah. That she didn’t care. That her story was hers now, not something he could walk back into.

	Then came the knock at the door.

	Three slow taps. The kind that didn’t ask for permission.

	She opened it without thinking. And there he was—sun-tanned, infuriatingly handsome, and holding a bag of green chile enchiladas like it was an apology.

	“I figured you hadn’t eaten.”

	She stared at him for a beat too long.

	“Lena,” he said softly, “I never stopped loving you.”

	And just like that, everything she’d tried to rebuild felt like sand under her feet.
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