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​“Unwritten Chapters of the Heart”


​📘 About the Author
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SankulaHub is more than a creative space—it's a heart-led initiative where stories are not just written, but felt. Our romance novels aren’t just about love; they’re about memory, vulnerability, and the quiet strength in second chances. Every story is handcrafted with care, emotion, and a natural flow that mirrors real human connections.

We believe in slow storytelling. We believe in unspoken moments that linger. And we believe that some hearts are never truly done writing their love story.

This book, like every title from SankulaHub, is written for readers who want to feel every word—not just read it.
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​💌 Dedication
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To the words that stayed inside your chest,
The letters you never sent,
And the love that waited, quietly, for a page to turn.
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​✨ Opening Quote
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"Some stories are never finished. They pause, they wait, and when the heart is ready—they continue."
— Unknown
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​📖 Introduction / Hook Scene

[image: ]


Mira Desai stood in her childhood bedroom, the one with fading yellow wallpaper and a window that overlooked the banyan tree.
The air smelled of eucalyptus and paper—familiar, grounding. She hadn’t stepped inside this room in seven years. Not since the day she left town with a heart full of silence and a mind full of unsent letters.
Now, she is back. Temporarily, she told herself. Just until her father regained enough strength to climb stairs again. But she knew better.

In the bottom drawer of her old desk, tucked beneath a bundle of worn notebooks and postcards, she found them.

Envelopes.
Cream-colored, unposted, and still sealed.
Each one marked with a single name: Rivan.
She stared at them, her chest tightening with every memory they pulled to the surface. Her fingers trembled as she picked up the top one, dated June 17, 2018—the day after they last spoke.

She had written to him when she couldn’t talk.
Poured everything into ink because she was too afraid of how her voice would shake.
And yet, she never sent a single one.

Outside, the town hadn’t changed much.
Same lazy afternoons, same bakery smells in the breeze, same narrow roads where everyone still knew your name.
And maybe—just maybe—he hadn’t changed either.

But seven years is a long time to let a story rest.
Long enough for new chapters to be written...
Or for old ones to be reopened.
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​📘 Meet the Cast of Unwritten Chapters of the Heart
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(A quiet glimpse into the hearts that shape this story...)

Mira Desai
 A thoughtful, introspective writer returning to Larchwood after years away—still carrying the weight of unsent letters and unspoken truths.

Rivan Malhotra
 A gentle, artistic soul who never left town... and never let go of the girl who once inspired every page of his sketchbook.

Tara Iyer
 Mira’s best friend—grounded, wise, and fiercely loyal. She sees more than she says and always knew where Mira’s heart truly belonged.

​Mr. Devraj Desai
 Mira’s father. Once a man of logic and routine, now fading slowly into silence—but still anchored by love and memory.

​Larchwood Town
 A small, whisper-quiet place where time moves slowly, and emotions linger in the air like autumn leaves that never fully fall.

​
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​📚 Chapter 1: The Letters I Never Sent
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The first letter was dated exactly two days after she left town.

Mira sat cross-legged on the wooden floor, her childhood desk chair pushed aside. The late afternoon sun filtered through lace curtains, casting patterns on the floor like faded memories trying to reach her again. She held the envelope delicately, like it might crumble under the weight of everything unsaid.

Her handwriting hadn’t changed. The slant still dipped slightly on the left. She remembered how her hand trembled when she wrote it, how the tears kept staining the paper even when she tried to keep them off.

She hadn’t opened the letters since writing them. Never reread them. Never mailed them. She’d convinced herself it was better that way—tidier, less painful. Closure, she once called it.

Now, sitting there with her fingers hovering over the edge of the flap, she realized it wasn’t closure at all.

It was avoidance. Grief. Cowardice dressed up as strength.

She peeled open the envelope slowly.


“Rivan,
I didn’t know how to say goodbye with my voice, so I’m writing it here. I don’t know if this is a letter or a confession. Or maybe it’s just me trying to breathe. You didn’t ask me to stay, and I didn’t beg you to stop me. Maybe we both thought that was love, being noble enough to let go.
But it didn’t feel noble. It felt like silence screaming.
I want to hate you. I do. But all I can do is miss you.

— Mira”


Her eyes welled again as she folded it back.

There were nineteen more letters, each sealed, dated, and written in moments when she had tried to move on. They lived in this drawer like ghosts—not ready to disappear, not brave enough to be released.

She stayed there for hours, reading them one by one.

Some were furious, accusing him of choosing safety over her. Others were soft, almost pleading. Some were short—three lines of grief. Others were entire chapters of reflection.

The last one, written exactly a year after she left, was different. It had no anger, no blame, just a single sentence:


“If you ever come looking for me, I’ll still be here, even if I pretend I’m not.”


That letter had never been finished. No signature. No period. Just an ending that trailed off—like the chapter they’d never written together.

Mira sat still for a long time.

And then, without knowing why, she stood up, walked to the mirror, and looked at herself.

Seven years had changed her hair, the curve of her jawline, even the way her eyes held sorrow—but one thing hadn’t changed: she had never really stopped writing to him. Even in her silence, she had been speaking to him all along.

The drawer creaked shut behind her.

And somewhere across town, in a classroom at St. Elora’s School, Rivan Malhotra paused mid-sentence while grading an essay.
His fingers froze. His eyes lost focus.
And for no logical reason at all,
He thought of Mira.
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