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Strangers to Soulmates

“Between My Heartbeats”

In the quiet between heartbeats, I still find you 
in the hush before sleep,
in the warmth I swear your body still leaves on my skin.
I miss you in ways the clock can’t measure,
in the ache that pulls me closer to your ghost,
in the breath I hold when I imagine your lips against mine.
The miles are nothing but numbers,
yet my arms remember the weight of you,
my hands, the map of every curve and softness.
If you were here now,
I’d hold you until the world melted away 
feed you my love in every kiss,
in every slow, hungry touch
until your pulse matched mine,
until neither of us could tell
where you ended and I began.
Because I don’t just love you...
I burn for you.
And I miss you like the ocean misses the moon 
endlessly,
faithfully,
and with a pull I can never break.
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He was a man from down under. Rough around the edges, with scars etched deep into his hands and heart, but his soul was wide open, waiting for something he couldn’t name. She was a woman shaped by a city of war and resilience, carrying a daughter in her arms and a fire in her chest that never went out. Two complete strangers, oceans apart, yet destiny had its own plans.

Their first words weren’t perfect. Awkward pauses filled video calls, typos hid behind hurried replies, and yet there was something there a flicker, a pull, a magnetic tug that neither of them could explain. Each message became a thread, weaving them closer. Late at night, she’d reread his letters, feeling the warmth of his words even through a screen. And he? He memorised the curve of her smile from a single photo, tracing her voice in the quiet of his room.

Sometimes, when the world felt heavy, she would sit in the quiet with her daughter sleeping nearby, thinking about the man who had unknowingly claimed a piece of her heart. She imagined his hands, the way he might hold them both, protectively, gently, yet firmly. He, in turn, would look out at the night sky and imagine her eyes, bright and fierce, catching the moonlight, and wonder how it was possible to feel so connected to someone he had never held.

Through typed letters and video calls, they found each other in ways even their own hearts didn’t understand yet. Every joke, every confession, every silence shared in tandem created a rhythm between them a rhythm neither wanted to break. And even in moments of misunderstanding, a single word, a single look, reminded them that perhaps, just perhaps, they weren’t so different after all.

The days stretched into weeks, and every day brought a new layer: the comfort of familiarity, the thrill of discovery, the warmth of laughter spilling across screens. Slowly, they began to learn each other’s patterns the way she bit her lip when nervous, the way he frowned when thinking deeply, the cadence of her laughter, the small sighs she made when tired. And in those small details, their connection deepened, becoming something neither could ignore.

He called her Queen Shark. She called him her Megalodon. Their teasing started as playful banter but soon carried an undertow of longing. His letters grew longer, more raw. Vulnerability bled through the words, his fears and desires exposed like an open wound. Her replies, once careful and measured, became fiery, dripping with truth and a longing she hadn’t allowed herself before.

He told her of the scars he carried, the weight of nights spent alone, the fears that clawed at him silently. She showed him the storms she had walked through the nights of fear and loss, the war in her city, and yet the way she still danced in the rain with her daughter. Somehow, in the middle of their mess, they met each other. Truly met each other, heart to heart, without pretence or masks.

Between messages, there were small moments she treasured his humor, the teasing about ridiculous things like who had the better coffee routine, the way he would insist that she was impossible to forget. And he cherished the quiet confessions she allowed him to see, the way she described a mundane morning with her daughter and made it feel extraordinary.

Some nights, they stayed on video calls until the early hours. He would watch her daughter sleeping peacefully in the background, and he could feel the love she carried like a tangible presence. She would glance at him, shy but curious, and say something trivial something that made her laugh and he would realise that the trivial moments were becoming the most precious.

They laughed at the absurdities of life. They shared dreams that seemed impossible yet irresistible. And in every conversation, every confession, they discovered that longing could exist in layers: longing for connection, longing for understanding, longing for something neither could name but both desperately needed. Every late-night call left their hearts racing, yet somehow full, as if each word was a promise waiting to be kept.

When a stranger tried to poison what they were building, it almost worked. Lies hit deep, seeping into the spaces between their messages, threatening to undo the fragile trust they had formed. Their video call that day was raw and jagged, filled not with smiles but with confessions that cut both ways.

She said his honesty felt like accusation wrapped in love. He said her silence felt like abandonment in disguise. Pain hung between them like storm clouds, heavy and relentless. Yet they didn’t give up. He sent proof. She watched the flicker of truth in his eyes. He watched the tremor in her heart.

Even in those moments of doubt, there were small acts that tethered them together: the way she remembered a joke from a week prior, the way he waited patiently for her to answer a difficult question. Through it all, they realised: neither of them was perfect. But the flaws, the scars, the missteps they were part of the beauty. And sometimes, love wasn’t about perfection it was about choosing each other, over and over, despite everything.

During quiet moments, after the storm of emotions, they would linger on calls a little longer than needed, sharing music, talking about dreams, or simply sitting in silence, feeling each other’s presence across the distance. Each of these moments strengthened the fragile bridge of trust and intimacy they had painstakingly built.

She said she wanted to come home. Not just for a visit. For good. To leave behind the ruins of her past and start fresh somewhere she could be held, not just remembered. He showed her the ring, a quiet promise in gold and steel. She showed him her tears, vulnerability spilling over like an ocean tide. And in that moment, silence became promise.

She couldn’t go a day without seeing his face. He couldn’t sleep unless he saw hers. They laughed again, teased each other like they used to, rediscovering the joy that had always existed just beneath the surface.

Planning a life together became more than a dream it became a blueprint. Every shared idea, every little detail from the house to the dogs, from the backyard where their daughter could run free to the quiet mornings they would spend together was a brick in the foundation of their empire.

And in quiet moments, when they sat together watching the sun dip below the horizon, they talked about things unspoken before: hopes, fears, and the life they would build. Every gentle touch, every whispered laugh, every shared glance became a testament to the bridge they had built between their worlds. She would rest her head on his shoulder, feeling his heartbeat against hers, and he would feel a peace he had never known before.

Not made of gold or castles, their empire was built of something far stronger. Letters that bled truth. Promises kept. Late-night calls with a little girl falling asleep smiling. Laughter echoing through empty hallways, conversations about the mundane, the silly, the important all of it layered into a structure only they could understand.

He promised to ask her father for her hand. She promised to call her family the moment she stood beside him. They spoke of dogs, houses, backyards, and dreams, layering hope and trust brick by brick. Pain and scars became mortar, and love became the walls, the foundation, the crown of it all.

Every evening they spent together brought small victories: teaching her daughter a new word, cooking meals that ended in flour-covered laughter, or simply sitting in silence watching the sunset. Their love was no longer a distant flame it had become a roaring fire, steady and unyielding, capable of warming everyone it touched.

They built their empire on truth. On survival. On a love they refused to let go of. Like penguins and swans, they chose each other, every day, for life. Every kiss, every whispered "I love you," every shared glance reinforced the empire they were building not of material wealth, but of connection, trust, and unwavering devotion.

They built their empire on truth. On survival. On a love they refused to let go of. Like penguins and swans, they chose each other, every day, for life. Every kiss, every whispered "I love you," every shared glance reinforced the empire they were building not of material wealth, but of connection, trust, and unwavering devotion.

The first time he met her at the airport, the world seemed to narrow to a single point of light. She stepped through the arrivals gate with her daughter clutching her hand, eyes wide with a mix of exhaustion and wonder after the long flight from a city still echoing with distant sirens in memory.

He stood there, tall and solid, hands rough from years of hard work, heart hammering like a drum in his chest. No more screens. No more pixels. Just her real, breathing, the faint scent of travel and jasmine clinging to her hair.“Queen Shark,” he said softly, voice cracking with the weight of months condensed into seconds.

She smiled, that same curve he had memorised, and walked straight into his arms. Her daughter peeked up at him shyly, and he knelt, producing a small stuffed megalodon toy from his jacket. “For you, little one. Welcome home.

”Tears flowed freely that night in the quiet of his modest house on the edge of the Australian bush. The air smelled of eucalyptus and rain-soaked earth. She unpacked slowly, each item a bridge between worlds her daughter’s favourite blanket, a worn photo of her family back home, a small jar of spices that carried the ghost of her old kitchen.

He watched her from the doorway, afraid to speak too loudly lest the dream shatter. When the little girl finally slept in the room they had painted soft blue together over video calls, they stood on the back porch under a sky blazing with southern stars.“I’m scared,” she whispered.“So am I,” he replied, pulling her close.

“But we’re here now.”The weeks that followed were a beautiful chaos of adjustment. Mornings began with coffee on the verandah his strong and black, hers sweetened with honey and her teaching him simple words in her native tongue while
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Epilogue: The Fire Still Burns
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