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Dedication Page

This book is dedicated to every heart that has broken and healed,
to every soul that still believes in forever.
Because sometimes, the greatest miracles are not in the stars,
but in the simple act of two people choosing each other—again and again.

Book Description

Love Beyond Time: A Journey of Hearts Separated by Distance, United by Destiny

Some love stories are written in the stars. Others are carved through pain, distance, and the test of time.When two souls meet, they discover a bond so deep that no miles, no silence, and no obstacles can break it. Through letters, stolen conversations, and quiet moments of longing, they hold on to each other, even when the world tries to pull them apart.But love is never without sacrifice. Tears are shed, decisions are made, and dreams are tested. As destiny weaves its mysterious threads, their story becomes not just about romance, but about courage, resilience, and the unshakable belief that true love always finds its way home.

Love Beyond Time is a heart-touching tale inspired by true events—a journey of passion, pain, and hope. A story for anyone who has ever loved across distance, waited against time, and believed in the magic of forever.
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Chapter One – The Encounter
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The station clock struck eight-thirty when Anaya realized she was late. Again.She cursed under her breath as the train doors closed with their usual indifference, leaving her stranded on the platform. Commuters shuffled past her in an impatient wave, their umbrellas dripping rainwater, their eyes fixed on the next destination.Anaya pulled her dupatta tighter around her shoulders, the morning drizzle clinging to her hair. The city smelled of wet concrete, roasted peanuts, and rain-soaked earth. She hated being late—her boss never spared her his sharp looks—but today, strangely, she wasn’t angry. She was tired of rushing, of running through life as if it were a race she hadn’t signed up for.A small café stood across the road, its windows fogged with warmth, the golden light inside spilling out like an invitation. She had passed it a hundred times but never stepped in. Today, with the next train thirty minutes away and her mood already soured, she decided to enter.The bell above the door chimed as she pushed it open.Inside, the world shifted.The air was thick with the comforting aroma of coffee beans and cinnamon. Wooden tables stood scattered, some occupied by students bent over laptops, others by office workers flipping through newspapers. Music played softly—an old Kishore Kumar song, familiar yet distant, like a memory half-forgotten.Anaya chose a corner table near the window. As she set down her bag and ordered a cappuccino, her eyes wandered, tracing the little details of the place: a chalkboard with messy quotes about love and caffeine, fairy lights draped across the counter, and in the farthest corner—A boy with a sketchbook.

He sat alone, his head bent, hair falling messily across his forehead. A cup of black coffee steamed beside him, untouched, as his pencil moved across the page with deliberate strokes. She couldn’t see what he was drawing, but there was something about the stillness of his posture that pulled her in.Anaya wasn’t the kind to stare at strangers. Yet, she found herself doing exactly that until he looked up.Their eyes met.Just for a second.She quickly looked away, pretending to admire the rain outside, but her pulse had betrayed her.The waiter returned with her cappuccino, placing it gently on the table. She wrapped her hands around the cup, grateful for the warmth, but her mind kept drifting to the boy in the corner. Something about him seemed oddly familiar, though she couldn’t place why.Minutes passed. Anaya opened her laptop, determined to check her emails. She was halfway through typing when a shadow fell across her table. She looked up.It was him.

“Excuse me,” he said, his voice calm, smooth, carrying the faintest trace of curiosity. “You dropped this.”In his hand was a folded sheet of paper.Anaya frowned. “I don’t think—” She checked her table, then her bag. A sheet was missing from her notebook—the one she scribbled poetry on absentmindedly. Perhaps it had slipped out when she rushed to set her things down.She accepted it, slightly embarrassed. “Oh. Thank you.”He smiled—not the broad, showy kind, but a subtle curve of the lips that seemed genuine. “You write?”Anaya hesitated. “Sometimes. Nothing serious.”

He tilted his head, as though amused. “Words are never nothing. May I?” He gestured to the chair opposite hers.Before she could object, he sat down. Bold.

“I’m Aarav,” he said, extending a hand.Anaya shook it reluctantly. His palm was warm, his grip firm. “Anaya.”For a moment, neither spoke. The silence wasn’t awkward; it was weighted, like the pause before the first drop of rain falls.

“So,” Aarav broke it, leaning back. “Do you often leave poetry lying around for strangers to find? Or am I just lucky?”

She rolled her eyes, though a smile tugged at her lips. “It wasn’t intentional.”

“Hmm,” he said, feigning seriousness. “I’ll choose to believe it was fate then.”

Anaya took a sip of her cappuccino, hiding her expression behind the rim. He was too forward, too easy with his words. But something about his presence was oddly comforting.“You sketch,” she pointed out, gesturing to the book still in his hand. “What were you drawing?”Aarav hesitated, then slid the sketchbook across the table. “See for yourself.”Curious, she flipped it open.

The page revealed a half-finished sketch of the café—the window, the hanging lights, the very corner where she now sat. Except in his drawing, there was also a girl, hair falling to her shoulders, eyes lost in thought, a cup of coffee between her hands.

Anaya looked up, stunned. “You were sketching me?”

Aarav didn’t flinch. “I sketch what catches my attention. Today, it happened to be you.”Heat crept to her cheeks. “That’s... bold.”

“Art doesn’t apologize,” he said simply.

Silence stretched again, but this time it hummed differently. She closed the book gently, pushing it back toward him.

“You shouldn’t just draw strangers without asking,” she said, though her tone lacked real reprimand.

“Maybe,” Aarav admitted, leaning forward slightly. “But you didn’t seem like a stranger to me.”

The words lingered, heavier than they should have.

Anaya looked away, out the rain-streaked window. For reasons she couldn’t explain, her heart beat faster. She told herself it was just the surprise, the audacity of him. But deep down, a small voice whispered—it was something more.

The rain outside thickened, streaking the glass in silver lines. Inside the café, warmth wrapped around them, creating a strange pocket of intimacy. Anaya tapped her fingers against her cup, trying to ground herself, but Aarav’s gaze was steady—too steady.“Why me?” she finally asked, surprising herself.

“Why not you?” Aarav countered, his lips curving into that quiet smile again. “Everyone else here was glued to a screen, rushing through life. You... you looked like you were listening to the rain.”

Anaya blinked. She hadn’t realized it was so obvious. “Maybe I just missed my train,” she said dryly.

“Or maybe the train missed you,” he said, as if that solved everything.

She shook her head, stifling a laugh. “You talk like a poet.”

“And you write like one,” he replied smoothly, nodding toward the folded paper she had tucked into her notebook. “So we’re even.”

Anaya didn’t respond immediately. She wasn’t used to strangers disarming her this easily. Usually, she kept people at a safe distance with polite nods and short answers. But something about Aarav made her lean in, not pull back.

“What do you do?” she asked, partly to shift the focus.He tilted his head, considering. “At the moment? I sketch. I watch. I drink coffee I don’t really like.”

“That’s not an answer.”He chuckled softly. “Freelance graphic designer, if you want a label. But labels are boring.”“And yet, sometimes necessary.”

He studied her then, his dark eyes sharp, searching. “And you? What’s your label?”

“Corporate slave,” she said with a smirk. “Nine-to-six job, endless emails, a boss who thinks time is his personal property.”

“Ah.” Aarav leaned back, as if disappointed. “So you’re living the dream.”

“Hardly,” Anaya said, rolling her eyes. “It pays the bills.”

“And feeds your poetry?” he teased.She stilled. Nobody ever linked her job to her secret writing before. She barely admitted to herself that her late-night scribbles were poetry, let alone to a stranger she’d known for ten minutes.

“How do you—” she began.“Call it intuition,” he said lightly. “Or maybe I just notice things most people overlook.”

Her heart gave an involuntary flutter, and she hated that it did.The waiter arrived to clear her empty cup. Aarav ordered another coffee without asking her if she wanted company, as though it were already decided.Anaya checked the time. She was now officially late for work. But instead of panic, she felt a strange calm settle over her. Missing the next train didn’t feel disastrous. In fact, for the first time in weeks, it felt... right.

“So,” Aarav said once the waiter left, resting his chin on his hand, “tell me something about yourself. Something that wouldn’t fit on a business card.”She hesitated, caught between irritation and intrigue. He was far too curious, far too open. Yet there was something freeing about it.

“Fine,” she said slowly. “I love the sea. I could sit by the shore for hours and not get bored. It makes me feel... infinite.”Aarav’s expression softened, as though he understood more than her words. “The sea has that effect. It’s both vast and personal. Like a mirror that shows you what you don’t want to admit.”Her breath caught. Nobody had ever put it like that before.“And you?” she asked quickly, needing to deflect the intensity. “What wouldn’t fit on your business card?”

He grinned. “I collect moments. Strange ones, small ones, the kind most people walk past without noticing. Like this one, right now.”Anaya arched a brow. “This? A random conversation in a café?”

“Exactly,” Aarav said. “Most people will forget it. But for me, it’s worth keeping.”

Her throat tightened, though she forced a light tone. “You sound like you live in a movie.” “Maybe I do,” he said, eyes twinkling. “And maybe today, you just walked into my scene.”

Before Anaya could respond, the bell above the café door jingled again. A rush of cold air swept in with new customers, shattering the fragile bubble around them.Reality returned. Her phone buzzed with a reminder—Meeting with Sharma sir at 10:00 a.m.Her stomach dropped.“I should go,” she said quickly, gathering her things.“Of course,” Aarav said, though his voice held no disappointment, only calm acceptance. “But before you do...”

He tore a page from his sketchbook, scribbled something, and slid it toward her.She glanced at it. A number. A name. A little sketch of a paper boat drifting in water.“Call me,” he said simply.

Anaya tucked it into her notebook without promising anything. She stood, adjusting her bag, trying to ignore the strange tug in her chest.

As she reached the door, she looked back once.

Aarav was already sketching again, but this time, she swore she saw the ghost of her own profile forming on the page.

The moment Anaya stepped back into
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