

    
        
          Her Midlife Melody

        

        
        
          SankulaHub

        

        
          Published by SankulaHub, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HER MIDLIFE MELODY

    

    
      First edition. July 16, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 SankulaHub.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231374991

    

    
    
      Written by SankulaHub.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Her Midlife Melody

🖋️ About the Author

✨ Optional Opening Quote

🎵 Introduction / Hook Scene

📘 Chapter 1: The House That Echoed

📘 Chapter 2: A Room in Tideglen

📘 Chapter 3: The Quiet Spine

📘 Chapter 4: Sea Glass and Second Chances

📘 Chapter 5: Unfinished Songs

📘 Chapter 6: Paper Lanterns

📘 Chapter 7: The Echo Room

📘 Chapter 8: A Letter Never Sent

📘 Chapter 9: In the Key of Now

📘 Chapter 10: The Dress Rehearsal

📘 Chapter 11: An Evening in D Minor

📘 Chapter 12: When the Audience Disappears

📘 Chapter 13: The Room with No Clocks

📘 Chapter 14: The Letter She Did Send

📘 Chapter 15: The Forgotten Recital

📘 Chapter 16: The Bridge Between Notes

📘 Chapter 17: The Melody That Stayed

📘 Chapter 18: Sixteen Bars and a Kiss

📘 Chapter 19: Not the Ending

📘 Chapter 20: The Last Note Isn’t the End

📝 Final Takeaway / Epilogue

🎭 Behind the Story: Character & Setting Reflections

🎁 Bonus Content

🙏 Thank You Note

📬 Reader Engagement Section

Sign up for SankulaHub's Mailing List

Further Reading: Chasing My Golden Years

Also By SankulaHub


​Her Midlife Melody

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​🖋️ About the Author
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SankulaHub is more than just a name—it’s a heart-led creative space that believes in stories that heal, connect, and endure. At SankulaHub, we craft each romance eBook with care, emotion, and originality, making sure every page feels like a lived moment.

Our stories focus on human connection—tender, complex, and timeless. Whether it’s a love found in the quiet corners of a bookstore or a second chance blooming late in life, we believe in writing stories that echo long after the final chapter.

We don’t just tell love stories—we remind you that love still finds us, even when we think it’s passed us by.

Thank you for choosing to read with SankulaHub. We’re honored to walk beside you on this journey.
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​✨ Optional Opening Quote
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“Sometimes, life gives you the melody before you know the words.”
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​🎵 Introduction / Hook Scene
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Mae Harwood turned forty-eight the day her divorce papers arrived.

It wasn’t dramatic. No shouting. No broken china or slammed doors. Just a crisp envelope left on the kitchen table of a house that no longer felt like hers. The morning sun poured through the lace curtains she had once picked out with care, and it struck the gold lettering of the law firm’s seal like a spotlight—cruel and theatrical.

She didn’t cry. Not then.

Instead, she reached for the kettle like she always did, poured water over her single tea bag, and let silence wrap around her like an old, frayed shawl. The piano in the corner sat untouched. Dust had begun to collect on its lid. Mae couldn’t remember the last time she played.

Two years ago, maybe? Before James stopped asking about her music. Before Zoe left for university and the house shrank into a whisper. Before she realized she had no idea who she was when no one was watching.

Her phone buzzed, slicing through the stillness.

A message from Zoe:
"Happy birthday, Mama! Call me later? Love you."
Mae smiled weakly. She typed out a reply, paused, deleted it, and typed again.

"Thank you, sweetheart. I will. Love you too."

She put the phone down and stared at the envelope again. Not out of anger—but disbelief. Not because she was blindsided—but because a part of her had genuinely hoped that maybe, just maybe, James would change his mind.

A knock at the door startled her.

She wasn’t expecting anyone.

When she opened it, a man in a navy uniform stood with a large envelope in his hand.

“Mae Harwood?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Certified post.”

She signed, took the envelope, and closed the door slowly. The paper felt heavy, official. She peeled it open carefully and unfolded the contents. The letterhead said Tideglen Conservatory of Music. Her hands trembled slightly.

She read.

Dear Ms. Harwood,
We are pleased to offer you the position of Guest Instructor for our midlife retraining residency...
She stopped. Blinked.

It couldn’t be.

She hadn’t applied. Not recently. Maybe years ago. Back when she believed there was still time. Back when the dream of teaching piano to hopeful learners—of finding purpose through music—still flickered in her chest.

The town? Tideglen Bay.

A name she hadn’t heard in nearly three decades. Where she spent one magical summer as a student. Where she had kissed a boy beneath a streetlight, her first recital still echoing in her bones.

Mae sat down slowly on the edge of the couch. She looked at the piano.

For the first time in years, she reached for the cover, lifted it, and laid her fingers gently on the keys.

A melody came. Hesitant. Unfinished. But hers.

It was the first note of something new.

Something... waiting.
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​📘 Chapter 1: The House That Echoed
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The keys were out of tune.

Mae pressed down on middle C again, frowning at the slight wobble in tone. It had been years since a tuner had stepped into the living room. James used to complain about the piano—how it cluttered the space, how the notes disrupted his calls. Eventually, she stopped playing. It was easier than arguing.

But now, in the quiet aftermath of his absence, the instrument called to her again.

She didn’t know what surprised her more—the envelope from Tideglen or how her fingers still remembered Chopin.

The offer letter sat open beside her tea. The program started in six weeks. Room and board provided. The job was temporary—just four months—but something about it felt less like a job and more like a lifeline.

Mae looked around the house. The walls, once warm with laughter, now stood bare, except for the fading outlines of framed photos James had taken with him. Only a few remained—Zoe’s fifth-grade recital, a snapshot of her holding a seashell at the beach, and a candid one Mae didn’t remember posing for: her eyes closed, head thrown back in laughter.

She wasn’t that woman anymore. Or maybe she was buried beneath years of being quiet, agreeable, forgettable.

Her fingers hovered over the keys again.

Maybe Tideglen was a chance to remember.

A knock on the window pulled her attention. Margaret, her neighbor, waved from across the flowerbed, holding a container of what Mae guessed was lemon cake.

“You up for company?” she called through the glass.

Mae smiled faintly and opened the door. “Come in.”

Margaret stepped in, her cardigan trailing behind her like a cape. “I saw your curtains still drawn at ten and figured either you were sleeping in like a teenager, or something big happened.”

Mae gestured to the papers on the table. “A bit of both.”

Margaret squinted at the letter. “Tideglen? That’s far. What’s this?”

“A teaching residency. Piano.”

Margaret raised an eyebrow. “And you’re thinking about it?”

“I’m... not sure.”

“You’re always sure. You just pretend you’re not because you think being sure makes you selfish.”

Mae blinked. Margaret had always had a way of cutting straight to the marrow.

“I haven’t played in years,” Mae whispered.

Margaret placed the cake on the table and sat across from her. “Then maybe it’s time you started again.”

They sat in silence, the kind shared between women who had watched years slip through their fingers like sand. Then Margaret reached across the table, squeezed Mae’s hand, and said, “You deserve music, Mae. Even if you have to leave to find it again.”

Later that evening, Mae stood in the hallway with a half-packed suitcase open on her bed. She pulled a folded sweater from the shelf—cream wool, worn thin at the elbows. Inside the sleeve, tucked like a memory, was a photo from her youth.

Tideglen. Summer of ‘96.

She was seated at an outdoor piano beneath the linden trees. A boy stood beside her—Henry. His name came to her like a forgotten note. They had played a duet together at the festival.

He kissed her hand once before she left, promising to write.

He never did.

Mae stared at the photo. Maybe Tideglen wasn’t just about music.

Maybe it was about unfinished songs.
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