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​About the Author
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Sankula Ramesh, the founder of SankulaHub, believes that every love story deserves a place on the page—even the ones we’re scared to speak aloud. Known for emotionally rich, clean romance novels, Ramesh’s writing explores the quiet intensity of human connection, the fragility of timing, and the courage it takes to love despite the odds.

Each book is crafted with heartfelt realism and a deep respect for the reader’s emotional journey. Through titles like Back to Maplewood Lane and We Belong on Birch Lane, Ramesh has built a world where stories feel personal, immersive, and deeply moving.

When not writing, Ramesh continues to build digital tools, creative content, and self-publishing solutions through SankulaHub.com—where storytelling meets innovation.
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​Dedication

[image: ]


For the ones who’ve loved against logic, against fear, against the ticking clock—
And still chose to stay.
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​Opening Quote
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"Sometimes the heart doesn’t ask for permission. It just knows who makes it feel seen."
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​Introduction: The First Time I Saw Him
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It was a Tuesday morning when I saw him for the first time.

I hadn’t meant to linger in Brindlewood. It was supposed to be a stopover. A pause between grief and the life I was meant to rebuild. I had come with two suitcases, a partial thesis, and a heart still learning how to beat without her voice in my ear.

The town itself felt like a place forgotten by time—stone-paved sidewalks, curled iron lampposts, and maple trees spilling gold like confetti. I found it comforting. Predictable.

But he wasn’t.

I saw him outside the old bookshop, holding a to-go cup from the Paper Swan Café and staring at the scaffolding across the street. He stood like someone used to being alone—comfortable in his stillness, precise in how he carried space. His salt-and-pepper hair caught the light, and for a fleeting second, I forgot how to move.

He glanced my way. Nothing dramatic. Just a flicker of awareness.

But something—something inside me paused. A slow awareness humming beneath the skin.

I remember telling myself: He’s just a man. Too old for you. Probably married. Probably important. Don’t make stories out of silence.

And then I did exactly that.

I made stories.

And this... is the one I never thought I’d tell.
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​Meet the Cast 

​Mira Devansh (23): A literature grad student healing from loss. Quiet, introspective, unsure how to be seen again.
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●  Elias Verma (46): A widowed architect. Brilliant, reserved, carrying grief like second skin. Don't expect love to find him again.

●  Anya Sen (28): Mira’s practical, sharp-tongued cousin and closest friend. Her anchor in Brindlewood.

●  Mr. Raghav Verma (70): Elias’s distant father. Once a literature professor, now a man looking for redemption.

●  Sia Kapoor (45): Elias’s sister-in-law. Protective, skeptical, and fiercely loyal to her late sister’s memory.
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​Chapter One: The Town That Didn’t Expect Me
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I arrived in Brindlewood with the kind of silence that followed me like a second skin. The bus hissed to a stop beside the single-lane sidewalk, and I stepped out into air that smelled like woodsmoke and damp leaves. No crowds. No honking. Just the gentle creak of an old street sign turning in the breeze.

It was late September, and the season had just begun shedding its edges. The trees were only hinting at red, not yet ready to let go. I understood that. I wasn't ready either.

My suitcase wheels rattled against the uneven pavement as I walked toward the rental apartment above the bakery. Anya had arranged everything weeks ago—keys, groceries, internet—knowing I’d resist asking for help if left to myself. That was her way of loving me. Practical. Quiet. No speeches.

The apartment was simple. Slanted ceilings, two small windows, and the constant scent of cinnamon rolls from below. But it was mine. Mine to fall apart in. Mine to heal. Mine to figure things out, even if I didn’t know what that meant yet.

I unpacked slowly that day. Books first. Then my journals. And finally, my mother’s scarf—the pale lavender one she wore the last time we had tea together. I draped it over the nightstand like a promise.

I hadn’t cried since the funeral. Not really. People kept saying things like “you’re strong” and “she’d want you to keep going,” as if grief were a timed race I was supposed to finish. But there in that quiet room, above the scent of sugar and yeast, I let myself sit on the floor and do nothing. Not even cry. Just breathe.

The next morning, I found the Paper Swan Café.

It sat at the corner of Main Street, tucked between a boutique florist and a dusty antique shop. The sign above the door was hand-painted, and the bell above the entrance rang like a memory. Inside, it was a blend of warm woods, mismatched chairs, and wall-length bookshelves. It looked like someone’s dream of comfort—soft jazz playing, pastries under glass, and people speaking in hushed tones.

I ordered chamomile tea and sat near the window, notebook open but blank. I didn’t feel ready to write. My thoughts were scattered. Raw.

And then I saw him again.

Across the street, near the construction scaffolding, stood the man from the day before.

Tall. Still. Intent.

He was speaking to two younger men in hard hats, pointing toward the upper levels of the building with a rolled blueprint in hand. His gestures were calm, deliberate. Authority wrapped in quiet.

There was something unspoken about him. Not arrogance. Not charm. Just presence.

He looked up mid-conversation. I should have looked away.

I didn’t.

Our eyes met for less than a second, but in that second, the world narrowed. My throat tightened unexpectedly. I blinked, and he turned back to the blueprint like nothing had happened.
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