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​📝 About the Author
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Sankula Ramesh, the heart and mind behind SankulaHub, writes not just to tell stories—but to carry readers into them. With every word, he brings forth a world filled with longing, redemption, and deep emotional truths. Drawing from the quiet corners of everyday love, his stories breathe with authenticity and warmth. He believes in the power of second chances, the tenderness of slow healing, and the joy of falling—sometimes more than once—for the right person. Through He Taught Me to Love, he invites you to slow down, feel deeply, and believe once again in the kind of love that changes everything.
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​🎭 Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters
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●  Nia Varma – A guarded and fiercely independent woman in her late twenties who’s forgotten how to trust love after a painful betrayal.

●  Aarav Kapoor – A patient, emotionally grounded literature professor whose quiet presence hides his own shadows.

●  Myra Varma – Nia’s vibrant younger sister who still believes in fairy tales and wants her sister to believe again too.

●  Dr. Arjun Desai – Nia’s therapist and friend who helps her unpack her past without rushing her healing.

●  Ishaan Kapoor – Aarav’s younger brother, spontaneous and light-hearted, always the comic relief in heavy moments.
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​🌙 Introduction Scene (Narrative Hook)
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Rain had always felt like a betrayal to Nia.

Not because she disliked the water—it was the silence that came with it. The kind that made you hear everything you’d tried to forget.

On that particular Tuesday, the city was blanketed in grey. Umbrellas bobbed like distant memories across the footpath. And there she stood—on the steps of an old college library—watching her sister disappear down the street after one final hug and an annoying wink.

“Just give it a chance, Nia. One class. If it’s awful, you can walk away. But you need to stop hiding behind work.”

She wasn’t hiding, was she?

The library doors creaked behind her as students filtered in. She gripped her satchel, pushed through, and climbed the narrow staircase to the second-floor reading room. And that’s where she first saw him—at the far end, behind a desk cluttered with books, handwritten notes, and a cracked coffee mug that looked like it had survived a war.

He looked up just as she sat down—eyes warm, not curious, but knowing. As if he already understood why she was really there.

And for reasons she couldn't explain, Nia Varma didn’t run.

Not this time.
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​📖 Chapter 1: The Man Who Didn’t Flinch
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The first few moments in any room always told Nia more than she needed to know.

A professor writing too quickly, a student with trembling hands, the silence before someone started to speak—she noticed it all. It was a habit formed not from curiosity, but survival. When love had once left you exposed, you learned to read people before they had the chance to touch your world.

The reading room was quieter than she expected. No sounds except the occasional shuffle of paper, a rustle of coats drying from rain, and the soft clink of ceramic as mugs were lifted and placed down again. It smelled like old paper and something vaguely herbal—perhaps the professor’s tea.

Aarav Kapoor.

She’d googled him the night before—something she rarely did. He was not what she expected a literature professor to look like. His faculty photo was too serious, as if he disliked being photographed. But in person, he seemed... unthreatening. Not boring. Just still.

He didn’t speak for the first ten minutes of class.

Instead, he handed out a single photocopied page—an excerpt from Rilke’s Letters to a Young Poet. Then he sat on the edge of the desk, fingers steepled, and simply watched as the students read.

Nia pretended to read too, but her eyes kept drifting back to him.

When he finally did speak, his voice was low and deliberate, like the first note of a record after the needle lands.

“Anyone can quote Rilke. That’s not the point. What matters is what you understand. What line stuck to your skin?”

A girl across the room raised her hand and quoted a sentence.

Aarav smiled but shook his head. “Nope. That’s what he said. I asked what you felt.”

More silence.

Then he turned slightly, his eyes flicking toward Nia—just for a second—and said, “How about you?”

It was a test. Not of knowledge, but of courage.

She should have said she was just auditing. That she didn’t come here to speak.

But something about the way he asked—without pressure, without expectation—made her speak before she could protect herself.

“That line—‘be patient toward all that is unsolved in your heart’—” she paused, her voice quieter than she intended, “—it doesn’t comfort me. It makes me angry.”

The entire room turned toward her, but Aarav didn’t.

He simply nodded. “That’s honest. Why does it anger you?”

She hesitated again. Then shrugged. “Because some of us have waited long enough. Some of us are tired of patience.”

For a moment, no one moved.

Then, something changed in his eyes. A flicker—not of surprise, but recognition.

Aarav stood, walked back behind his desk, and wrote a single word on the chalkboard: Bravery.

“That,” he said, pointing toward her, “is where literature begins.”

Nia didn’t know it yet, but in that small, hushed room—with its dripping windows and rain-spattered glass—the first thread between two broken people had just been tied.

And it didn’t feel like lightning or fireworks.

It felt... safe.

Which terrified her more than anything else.
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​📖 Chapter 2: The Scar Beneath the Smile
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Nia didn’t return to the reading room for three days.

It wasn’t out of disinterest—quite the opposite. She had felt something stir in that hour, something she’d buried so deeply she forgot it had a name. And that frightened her.

People often assumed time healed everything. They didn’t talk about how time also buried things. How you could wake up years later and find a version of yourself beneath all the rubble—still breathing, still hoping, still afraid.

When she finally walked into the class again, Aarav didn’t acknowledge her return. No pointed glances. No hidden smiles. He simply continued as if she had never left.

And somehow, that made her stay.

“Today,” he said, pacing slowly at the front, “we talk about silence. The kind that isn’t empty, but overflowing.”

He didn’t elaborate. Instead, he passed around sheets—poems, short lines from novels, a paragraph from Virginia Woolf.

Nia read the excerpt in front of her three times. Something about the way Woolf described loneliness as ‘a silence that pressed against your ribs’ made her pulse tick faster.

“What does that silence mean to you?” Aarav asked the class.

Again, no hands. Again, his eyes landed—briefly—on her.

But this time, he didn’t call on her.

After class, as students gathered their things, Nia took longer to pack. Her hands were shaking a little—not from nerves, but from anticipation. She couldn’t explain it, but she wanted... more
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