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​About the Author 
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At SankulaHub, we believe stories are more than just pages bound together—they are quiet mirrors of our deepest questions, loud echoes of the feelings we hide, and soft places to land when real life gets too hard. This book, like every story we write, is designed to feel like a conversation between old friends—emotional, real, and comforting in all the right ways. Whether you’re here for the heartbreak, the hope, or the healing, thank you for trusting us with your time.
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​Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters
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●  Eloise Hunter – 29. A New York wedding planner who prides herself on control, grace, and never looking back—until her ex crashes the most important event of her life.

●  Carter Wells – 33. Eloise’s fiancé. Reliable, calm, the kind of man who balances budgets and brews pour-over coffee at 6 AM. But is predictability enough?

●  Graham Knox – 32. Carter’s best man... and Eloise’s ex. A former travel photojournalist with the kind of presence that fills a room—and a past that never fully closed.

●  Aria Monroe – 30. Eloise’s best friend, business partner, and truth-teller. Loud where Eloise is quiet, bold where Eloise is careful.

●  Vincent Hale – 34. Carter’s oldest friend and fellow groomsman. Observant, sharp-witted, and starting to sense this wedding might not go as smoothly as planned.
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​Opening Scene: A Moment Before Everything Changed

[image: ]


There are moments that split your life in two—before and after, peace and chaos, certainty and doubt.

For Eloise Hunter, that moment arrives with a name.

“Graham Knox,” Vincent says casually, pointing across the ballroom rehearsal space. “He made it after all.”

And just like that, the past she buried beneath white satin, ivory roses, and five-tiered dreams... opens its eyes and walks back into the room.

She sees Graham before her mind can decide not to look—tall, tousled, with that same crooked smile and the unspoken things behind his eyes.

Her heart doesn’t flutter.
It clenches.
This weekend was supposed to be about Carter. About new beginnings.
But some endings don’t stay buried. And some hearts don’t forget how to ache.
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​Chapter 1: The Man in the Mirror
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The morning light in Manhattan was the kind that tricked you into believing the day would go as planned.

Eloise Hunter stood in front of the gilded mirror at the Wellington Grand Hotel, pinning the final strands of her smooth brunette hair into place. Her reflection was calm, elegant, composed—exactly the image she’d trained herself to project for years. It was rehearsal day for her wedding, and the entire weekend had been carefully orchestrated, just like every high-end event she curated for clients.

This time, the bride was her.
This time, she had everything under control.
Except the mirror had a way of seeing beneath the surface.
And today, it was harder to meet her own eyes.
Aria’s voice pierced the air, bold as always. “Babe, please tell me you’re not about to touch that spreadsheet again.”

Eloise turned with a sigh, setting the tablet down. “It’s not the spreadsheet. It’s the table layout. Carter wanted to move his aunt closer to the stage.”

Aria raised an eyebrow. “You’re the bride. You shouldn’t be fussing with seating charts. You should be sipping something bubbly and letting me handle the chaos.”

Eloise smiled faintly. “I’m not good at letting go.”

“No kidding,” Aria muttered, handing her a coffee instead. “But at least pretend you’re human today, not a wedding-bot.”

They both laughed. It helped. For a moment.

But somewhere in the background, anxiety hummed like a bad chord.
Something was... off.
Eloise couldn’t explain it. She had no reason to feel nervous.
Carter Wells was everything she had once wished for—stable, loyal, kind. The opposite of chaos. The opposite of heartbreak.
She was safe with him. And she was ready for safety.

At least, that’s what she told herself. Over and over.

The rehearsal space at the Wellington’s Crystal Room was already buzzing when they arrived. Silver chairs arranged in neat rows, soft music echoing off the marble, and Aria darting about with the clipboard like a caffeinated general.

Eloise barely had time to scan the room before Carter’s arms wrapped around her from behind.

“You look beautiful,” he whispered against her ear.

“Even in flats?” she teased, turning to face him.

“Especially in flats. You're radiant, El.”
He kissed her softly, the kind of kiss that felt polite, proper, and practiced.
She smiled. She meant it.

And then Vincent Hale walked in—with someone trailing behind him.

Tall. Familiar.
A voice that made time crack in half.
“Sorry I’m late,” came the low, smooth tone from across the room.

Her spine stiffened.
She turned—slowly, like in a dream she didn’t want to be in.
Graham Knox.

Wearing a black suit, no tie, sleeves slightly rolled, like he didn’t care for formality but still managed to look infuriatingly good in it. His eyes scanned the room, landed on her, and held.

No smile.
No apology.
Just a quiet acknowledgment of shared history.
The breath left her lungs as if someone had punched her.

Vincent looked between them and raised a brow. “Oh... you two know each other?”

Carter answered, oblivious. “Yeah, they dated ages ago. Back in college.”

Eloise wanted to correct him. It wasn’t just “dating.” It was all-consuming, nearly-forever, rip-your-ribs-out love.
Until Graham had left. No warning. No closure.
Just silence, and a note.
A footnote in her past.

But now he was here.
Standing five feet from her.
As the best man in her wedding.
That night, in her hotel suite, Eloise sat at the edge of the bed, wedding files open but unread.

Carter was at his bachelor dinner. Aria had gone out with the bridal party.

And she was alone with questions she’d buried long ago.

Why now?

Why had Graham agreed to be best man at her wedding?

And worse... why did part of her still wonder what he might say...
...before she walked down the aisle?
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​Chapter 2: The Invitation No One Expected
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The next morning, Eloise stepped into the hotel garden lounge with an uneasy rhythm in her step. The sun was out, the orchids were in bloom, and the final pre-wedding brunch was perfectly timed before the big day.

Everything looked just as she had planned.

And yet, she felt like a guest in someone else’s dream.

Her hands tightened around her coffee cup as Aria leaned in from across the table. “You didn’t sleep, did you?”

Eloise gave her a look. “I had spreadsheets to obsess over.”

“Nice deflection. But try again.” Aria tilted her head. “Was it Carter’s awkward toast? Or was it the human ghost in a suit who showed up like he owns oxygen?”

“Don’t,” Eloise said, too sharply.

“Don’t what? Don’t say Graham’s name?” Aria whispered, watching her. “El, what are we doing here? He shows up, your whole energy goes cold, and no one seems to know how weird that is but me.”

Eloise lowered her voice. “It’s not weird. It’s... just timing. And I’m not going to ruin this weekend because of him.”

Aria sipped her mimosa and said nothing more. But her silence spoke volumes.

Across the garden, Graham stood near a hydrangea bush, chatting with Vincent and a few of the groomsmen. He looked infuriatingly at ease, like he wasn’t standing at the epicenter of the emotional earthquake he had triggered.

And then his eyes met hers again.

He held her
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