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​📘 About the Author
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At SankulaHub, every story we tell begins with heart.

Our romance novels are not just about love—they're about the silent hopes, the unspoken words, and the deeply personal journeys that connect two souls in unexpected ways. With every page, we aim to bring you closer to characters who feel real, moments that echo your own, and endings that leave your heart full.

Whether it’s a quiet reunion, a chance encounter, or a slow-growing bond, our stories are built around emotional depth, everyday vulnerability, and the kind of love that doesn’t shout—but stays.

“Mentor of My Heart” is another step in that journey—a novel crafted to stir, to soothe, and to stay with you long after the final page.

Thank you for being part of this world. Your presence as a reader means everything to us.

Warmly,
SankulaHub
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​👥 Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters
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A brief introduction to the main characters you’ll meet in this story. No spoilers—just enough to get acquainted before Chapter 1 begins.

●  Elena Marceau – A brilliant and introspective literature graduate from Montréal, Canada, navigating her first job in a bustling European city. Sensitive, determined, and quietly curious.

●  Adrian Vos – A world-renowned cultural anthropologist from The Netherlands. Wise, emotionally reserved, but fiercely passionate about mentoring and preserving untold human stories.

●  Sofia Tanaka – Elena’s best friend and flatmate from Tokyo, Japan—vibrant, stylish, and always ready with good advice and green tea.

●  Dr. Reuben Imani – Adrian’s closest friend and fellow scholar from Nairobi, Kenya. Known for his warmth, playful intellect, and calming presence.

●  Cecilia Rothstein – The museum’s dignified director from Vienna, Austria—tough on the outside but a quiet believer in second chances.


Introduction 

The air inside the museum café was still, heavy with the scent of polished wood, old books, and cinnamon from the morning’s pastries. Elena Marceau sat by the tall window, her journal open, pen poised but unmoving. Outside, the streetcars of Ghent trundled past like ghosts in the mist—familiar now, but never quite hers.

She had been in Belgium for three months.

Three quiet, observant, and often lonely months.

Her days were filled with cataloging ancient artifacts and typing field reports. Her evenings were steeped in silence—shared dinners with Sofia, brief video calls with her mother, and the low hum of the kettle signaling another night of reading instead of living. This wasn’t how she had imagined her first job abroad. The excitement, the newness, the magic she thought would flood her veins like light—none of it had come.

Instead, there was him.

Dr. Adrian Vos.

Tall, measured, sharp-eyed. A man who carried knowledge like a burden and silence like a cloak. He never raised his voice. Never flinched. He simply observed. Like the artifacts they worked on—complex, weathered, and waiting for the right hands to uncover the story beneath.

At first, she felt small under his gaze.

Then, see.

Now, she wasn’t sure.

He rarely smiled, but when he did—on the rarest of occasions—it felt like the room changed color. And she hated herself for noticing. Hated how her pulse responded. Hated how, even now, as she tried to write about anything else, her thoughts trailed back to him. To that late afternoon in the climate-controlled archives, when his fingers brushed hers over a parchment fragment and neither of them moved away.

She closed the journal.

Some stories were too fragile to write just yet.

Outside, a gust of wind curled past the windows, lifting a scarf from a passerby’s neck and spinning it like a ribbon through the square. Elena watched it tumble—light, aimless, free.

She whispered to herself, “Maybe this is how it begins.”
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​Chapter 1: The Archive Silence

[image: ]


The first time Elena heard his voice clearly, it wasn’t during a lecture or at a staff meeting. It was in the silent back room of the museum—among rows of old crates and artifacts still smelling of ship decks, ancient paper, and time itself.

She had been crouched near the bottom shelf, untangling a mislabeled box of tribal masks from a remote Indonesian island, her gloved fingers delicate but impatient. The labels were mixed, the documentation incomplete—another mess handed to the youngest intern with a polite smile and the silent implication of, “You’ll fix it, won’t you?”

A dry cough startled her.

She turned too fast, bumping her head against the shelf. “Ow—sorry—I didn’t know anyone was—”

“Careful,” the voice said.

Low. Steady. With the kind of patience that wasn’t condescending—just practiced. His tone reminded her of history itself: deliberate, heavy, impossible to ignore.

Dr. Adrian Vos stood just beyond the archway, holding a slim leather folder. His eyes, a storm-gray, flicked once to the tangled tags in her hand, then back to her face.

“You’re not required to solve ten years of mismanagement in one week,” he said.

Elena blinked. She had never heard him make anything that sounded like a joke. Was that... humor?

“I’m trying,” she said, glancing down, flustered. “They’re all cross-referenced in different systems. And the handwriting—”

“Dr. Wensel. 2008. His handwriting was unforgivable,” Adrian said, walking past her. He didn’t look at her again, but set the folder down near the shelf and began inspecting the masks himself, one by one. His movements were precise. Almost reverent.

Elena stayed still, unsure if she was meant to leave, help, or simply observe. The room was quiet again. But it wasn’t empty.

“You studied restoration, not anthropology,” he said, still not facing her.

It wasn’t a question. Somehow, he knew.

“Yes,” she said. “My thesis was on pigment recovery in early Renaissance scrolls.”

“An artist’s archaeologist,” he murmured, a trace of something... approving? “Different lenses. Useful.”

She felt her cheeks warm—not from flattery, but from the strange gravity in his words. A man like him, who worked with lost civilizations and cross-continental discoveries, had just called her useful.

A soft silence settled again. Not awkward. Just... full.

“Elena.”

She looked up.

He was watching her now, the edges of his face shadowed by the pale light filtering in from the stained-glass windows above. “Document your process,” he said. “Even your mistakes. They’ll teach you more than what’s in those folders.”

And just like that, he turned, collected the folder, and walked out—his coat brushing the doorframe like a whisper.

Elena remained kneeling on the floor, the unmarked mask still in her hand, the memory of his voice echoing in her chest like a forgotten song.

She wasn’t sure what had just happened.

But it felt like the beginning of something she didn’t know how to name yet.
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​Chapter 2: When the Lights Flickered
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The museum always changed after hours.

The air, once filled with murmurs of tourists and the occasional excited gasp of a child discovering something ancient, grew still. Lights dimmed in stages. The heating lowered. Shadows stretched longer between the high arches. It was in these moments, Elena found, that the building felt most alive—breathing slowly through stone and silence.

She hadn’t planned to stay late.

But her mind refused to let go of the catalog error from earlier. Something about the mask—the pigment, the threading, the surface curvature—didn’t match the archived photos. It wasn’t just a mislabel. It might have been misclassified entirely.

She paced in front of her workstation, running gloved fingers across old field notes, cross-checking pages in two different binders, then turning toward her screen to scan the faded photographs again.

That’s when the lights flickered.

A soft blink—like the museum blinking back.

She paused.

Then came footsteps. Not rushed, not loud. Just steady.

Elena stood, instinctively smoothing her blouse. She wasn’t supposed to be here this late, not alone, not without notifying the supervisor. But as the steps drew closer and then stopped just past the door, she knew who it was before she saw him.

“Still chasing pigment ghosts?” Adrian asked from the doorway.

Elena exhaled. “Maybe.”

He stepped into the room, carrying no folder this time, no purpose in hand. Just him. The man who always seemed on the edge of something distant, like he
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