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​✍️ About the Author
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SankulaHub proudly presents heartfelt stories that celebrate quiet love, gentle strength, and unforgettable emotional journeys.
At the core of every tale is the belief that words—when written with truth—can heal even the most guarded hearts.
This story is part of our growing collection of romance novels meant to make you feel seen, cherished, and quietly hopeful.
Whether you're reading under a cozy blanket or on a quiet bus ride, our books are written for you—the dreamers, the healers, the ones who’ve been broken and learned to love again.
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​💌 Dedication
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For those who never got the apology they deserved,
but still found the courage to forgive.
For those whose hearts were broken silently,
but still chose to believe in love again.
This story is for you—
because words can still find their way into healing.
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​🌧️ Introduction / Hook Scene
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​Chapter 1: The Bookshop in the Rain

The rain had a way of erasing noise, like a hush drawn across the world. Mira stood beneath the narrow green awning of Hargrove Street’s oldest bookshop, watching water trickle down the edges like tiny silver rivers. It had been raining since dawn—a slow, steady kind of rain that didn’t force you to run for cover, but instead asked you to sit with whatever it was you were trying not to feel.

She wasn’t supposed to be here today.
Not on this street. Not in this city.
Not after everything.
Her umbrella had snapped halfway through her walk—an almost laughable metaphor for how the past few months had unfolded. She had considered just going back home. But something, something unspoken and quiet and irrational, had guided her here.

The bell above the door jingled as she pushed it open, releasing the scent of old pages, worn wood, and vanilla tea. The bookshop hadn’t changed in years—walls lined with shelves that reached up to ceilings, dust motes floating like memories in the shafts of yellow light.

“Welcome back, Mira,” came a soft voice from behind the desk.

Mr. Anand. He remembered everyone. He said her name like it belonged there, like she hadn’t disappeared for the last seven months trying to plan a future that had cracked beneath her feet.

She offered him a weak smile and nodded. Words felt too heavy this morning.

She wandered toward the back, past the fiction section, past the travel memoirs, until she reached her corner—the poetry shelf. Nestled between Rilke and Neruda was her sanctuary. She ran her fingers across the worn spines as if greeting old friends.

That’s when she found it.

A hardback copy of Letters to a Young Poet, the exact edition she used to read during college on rainy days just like this. She pulled it down without thinking and opened it to the center.

Something fluttered out.

A folded piece of paper—thick, ivory, the edges slightly yellowed with time. Not a receipt. Not a bookmark. A letter.

There was no envelope. No name. Just the first line written in clean, slanted cursive:


If you’re holding this, it means you were meant to find it.
I don’t believe in fate, but I do believe in timing. Maybe these words reached you when you needed them. Maybe I wrote them when I needed to be heard.

Mira froze.

She scanned the rest. It wasn’t long. A page and a half. But it felt like a whisper meant for her soul.

The writer spoke of heartbreak—not dramatic or cruel, but quiet and unraveling. The kind of love that didn’t end with a slammed door, but with slow silences and drifting hands. They wrote about loss and stillness. About choosing not to chase someone who had already left. About learning to forgive yourself when no one else does.

Mira’s throat tightened. The words... they echoed. They mirrored things she hadn’t said out loud. Her hands trembled slightly as she folded the letter again, placing it gently back in the book.

She looked around. No one else was in that aisle. Mr. Anand hummed softly at the front desk, unaware.

Mira wasn’t sure why, but she tucked the book under her arm and carried it to the counter. She didn’t need it. She already owned a copy at home. But this one—this copy—held something else.

“Found a good one?” Mr. Anand asked as he rang it up.

She hesitated. Then nodded. “Yes. I think... I think I was meant to find this.”

He didn’t ask anything more. That’s the thing about book people—they respect the mystery.

Back outside, the rain hadn’t stopped. But she didn’t mind anymore. The letter was still in her bag. And in her chest, something stirred. Not healed. Not mended. But maybe... maybe beginning.

Because sometimes healing doesn’t begin with closure.

Sometimes it begins with a stranger’s words
—and the feeling that someone, somewhere, once felt just like you.
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​✨ Chapter 2: Ink-Stained Memories
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The apartment was too quiet.

Mira placed the book gently on the edge of her desk, next to the untouched cup of tea she’d made that morning. The letter—that letter—had been reread three times since she got home, and each time it pulled something deeper out of her. It didn’t matter who had written it. Not yet. What mattered was the feeling it had left behind.

A strange comfort.
A stranger’s ache that mirrored her own.
A voice on paper that said things she couldn’t even admit to herself.
She stood by the window, her fingertips resting on the cold glass, watching the raindrops trace slow, uneven paths across the pane. Below, the street was half-flooded, the bookstore sign across the way now barely visible through the gray.

Her mind wandered, uninvited, to Varun.

The last time she’d spoken to him was two months ago, and it hadn’t ended in anger—but indifference. The kind that cuts deeper than shouting ever could.

“I just don’t think we want the same kind of forever,” he had said.

She had nodded, even though everything inside her was screaming not to let go. But what do you hold onto when the person in front of you no longer reaches for your hand?

They had grown apart without meaning to. A slow unraveling of shared plans and stolen smiles. He had stopped asking about her writing. She had stopped reminding him that she needed more
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