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​About the Author
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Ramesh Sankula, the heart behind SankulaHub, believes that it’s never too late to rewrite your story. With a deep passion for emotionally rich storytelling, he creates romance novels that celebrate second chances, rediscovery, and the courage it takes to love again—especially when life has already written many chapters. His characters are not just imagined—they’re reflections of resilience, quiet strength, and the longing we all carry to be seen and understood.

Through each story, Ramesh invites readers to pause, reflect, and reconnect with the forgotten corners of their own hearts. “New Chapters at Fifty” is more than a novel—it’s a tribute to the hope that blooms in unexpected seasons and the quiet beauty of starting over.

When he’s not writing, Ramesh pours his creativity into digital design, book publishing, and helping others bring their stories to life through SankulaHub.
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​Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters
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Get to know the heart of our story before the first page turns.


●  Meera Sinha – A 50-year-old retired schoolteacher who returns to her hometown after decades. Strong, thoughtful, and quietly rebuilding her life after heartbreak.

●  Arjun Malhotra – A 52-year-old widower and bookstore owner. Reserved yet deeply empathetic, he hides a poetic soul behind his quiet demeanor.

●  Tara Sinha – Meera’s outspoken daughter in her late 20s, fiercely protective and struggling to understand her mother’s new life.

●  Mrs. Lobo – The cheerful, meddling neighbor who believes love stories deserve sequels—and sometimes, rewrites.

●  Dev Mehta – Arjun’s old friend, a jovial cafe owner who offers unsolicited advice and unexpected wisdom.


​Introduction Scene

The train slowed as it curved toward the familiar, faded platform. Meera Sinha sat by the window, fingers tightening around the worn leather strap of her handbag. Beyond the glass, a billboard flashed a welcome message to visitors, but she didn’t need it. The scent of wet earth, the way the mist clung to the roofs of the small station buildings, the distant cry of a tea vendor—this was home. Or at least, it had been.

Twenty-seven years ago, she had left this town with a suitcase full of dreams and a heart full of love. Now she was back with just a suitcase and a heart that felt... quieter. Not broken, not bitter, but quieter—like a house with the lights turned off in most rooms.

She stepped off the train onto the same concrete that had once launched her into marriage, motherhood, and then years of compromise she’d never meant to make. Her daughter thought she was here to “slow down,” to relax, to age gracefully. But Meera knew the truth. She hadn’t come back to retreat from life—she had come to start living it.

The taxi ride through town was a slow scroll of memories. Her school’s old gates still stood, now covered in vines. The sweet shop her father took her to as a child was still there, its paint peeling but its charm intact. And then came the turn—the one that curved past the little bookstore she used to love. She caught a glimpse through the dusty glass window: bookshelves, a reading chair, and a man bent over a cup of tea.

It was silly, the way her heart beat faster for a place. But maybe, just maybe, places remembered us, too.

As the taxi pulled into the gate of her late uncle’s cottage, Meera let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. She was here. Fifty, yes. But not finished.

Not even close.
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​Chapter 1: A Key in the Garden
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The rusted gate creaked as Meera nudged it open with her shoulder, her suitcase trailing behind her like a tired child. The cottage stood tucked between two gulmohar trees, its tiled roof dusted with time and a coating of moss. Wild grass had claimed the front yard in her absence, but the house itself still held its dignity—like an old woman who refused to be forgotten.

She had arrived alone.

There had been no warm hugs at the station, no teary reunions. Just a cab driver who spoke little and drove even less. And that was fine. Meera had long stopped waiting for grand gestures. Her life had taught her that sometimes the softest moments—like finding an old photo in a drawer or hearing a familiar song in a stranger’s voice—were the ones that lingered longest.

Inside the cottage, everything smelled of stillness. Her uncle’s old wooden armchair sat unmoved, facing the same direction it always had—toward the window, toward the light. The kitchen counters were bare, the shelves dusty, but nothing was broken. A home waiting for breath again.

She placed her suitcase by the door and opened the windows, one by one. As air swept through the house, she felt a strange surge of purpose. She didn’t know yet what she’d rebuild—only that something inside her had to.

Later, with a cup of ginger tea in hand and a warm shawl wrapped around her shoulders, Meera wandered into the garden. Her uncle’s small plot had once been a burst of jasmine and hibiscus. Now it was wild, tangled, and beautiful in its rebellion.

That’s when she saw it.

Half-buried beneath a cluster of stones near the bench, something metallic caught the light. She bent down, brushing away the damp earth, and pulled it free—a key. Not just any key. An old, heavy iron one with a looped top and grooves worn smooth by time.

It didn’t match the locks in the house. She was certain of that. And yet, it felt like it had been left there for her, waiting all these years to be found.

Meera sat on the bench and turned the key over in her palm. Was it her uncle’s? A forgotten drawer? Or something else entirely?

She didn’t know what it unlocked. But something told her—this was no accident.

She smiled, the first real smile in days.

Because suddenly, this wasn’t just a return.

It was the beginning of something.
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​Chapter 2: The Bookstore with No Sign

[image: ]


Two days later, Meera found herself standing outside a building she hadn’t seen in nearly three decades. It was still nameless—no signboard, no hours, no promotions. Just a quiet glass door, aged with smudges and sunlight, and shelves of books visible through the windows, like old friends lined up and waiting.

She hesitated, her hand hovering near the handle. Why had she come? Curiosity, yes. But also something more difficult to name. That old bookstore had been her haven as a teenager. A place where she could escape into other people’s lives when her own had felt too small.

The bell above the door chimed softly as she stepped inside. The scent hit her first—paper, wood polish, and time. It was a scent her bones remembered.

“Be right with you,” a voice called from the back.

Meera ran her hand gently across the spines of a row of books. Some were new editions, some clearly secondhand. Poetry, local history, romance, mystery. The world stacked neatly into shelves.

A man emerged from behind a curtain. He wore a gray wool cardigan and wire-rimmed glasses that magnified thoughtful eyes. His salt-and-pepper beard softened a face that might have once been stern.

He paused when he saw her. Not with surprise, but recognition—the kind that lives just beneath memory.

“Looking for something?” he asked.

She smiled faintly. “Maybe. Or maybe just looking.”

He nodded, as if that made perfect sense.

“You’re welcome to,” he said. “We don’t rush people here.”

He turned back to the counter, but Meera couldn’t take her eyes off him. There was something in the way he moved—deliberate, grounded. A man who knew silence and had made peace with it.

She wandered deeper into the shop. The poetry section was untouched, and in it, she found an old copy of Letters from an Unknown Woman. She remembered reading it here the first time she’d been in love. That thought made her laugh, quietly.

When she returned to the front, the man was making tea. Two cups.

“I thought you might stay a while,” he said. “You seem like someone who knows how to sit with stories.”

She tilted her head. “And you are?”

“Arjun,” he said simply.

“Meera.”

He smiled. “Then welcome back, Meera.”

And in that moment—tea brewing, books whispering, and a silence that didn’t feel lonely—she felt it again.

That tug.

That unfamiliar flutter of something beginning.
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