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​About the Author 

[image: ]


Sankula Ramesh is the creative mind behind SankulaHub—a growing haven of soulful stories, heartfelt designs, and digital dreams. As a storyteller, he believes the smallest moments can carry the deepest meanings. His romance novels are born from quiet glances, missed chances, and the ache of unsaid words. With every title, he invites readers to feel more, pause longer, and remember what love once felt like—before it was defined, filtered, or forgotten.

When not writing, Ramesh curates digital tools, crafts logo art, and builds online experiences that touch both heart and mind. "That One Semester with You" is another heartfelt offering in his series of deeply emotional, human-first love stories.
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​Opening Quote
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"Sometimes, the shortest seasons leave the longest echoes."
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​Introduction: The Week Before Goodbye

[image: ]


The noticeboard outside the auditorium was crowded, as always—half-torn event flyers, forgotten job postings, and someone's poetic attempt to describe heartbreak with a blue pen. Rhea stood there anyway, staring at nothing in particular, trying to delay the truth settling in her chest.

One week.

That’s all that was left.

Seven days until the semester would end. Until she’d board that train back home. Until she’d leave behind this campus, these corridors, and most painfully—him.

Ayaan hadn’t spoken to her in over a week. Not after what happened on the rooftop. Not after she said what she said—too sharply, too fast, and too late to take it back.

She walked past the mess hall, the debating wing, and finally reached the eastern garden, where golden bougainvillea bloomed like quiet witnesses to a thousand unspoken goodbyes.

And that’s where she found it.

A folded paper tucked beneath her favorite bench, held down by a pebble.

Her name was written on it.

Rhea.

No flourish. No punctuation. Just her name.

She sat down, ignoring the dry leaves that crunched beneath her jeans, and unfolded it.

The handwriting was unmistakable.

Ayaan’s.

“If this semester ends without you knowing how much you mattered to me, then I’d never forgive myself. I’ll be here tomorrow. By the library. If you want to remember what we could’ve been.”

She blinked once. Twice.

Then I looked up.

The sun had just started to set, painting the sky with soft orange streaks—like memory had reached out and smeared itself across the present.

Was it too late to fix what broke?

Or would this one semester remain the only place their love ever lived?
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​Cast Snapshot
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Get to know the people you’re about to meet. These five lives shape the story of that unforgettable semester.

Rhea Sharma
Second-year literature student. Sharp-witted, fiercely independent, and unexpectedly vulnerable when it comes to matters of the heart.
Ayaan Sen
Quiet and introspective economics major. Drawn to meaning more than noise, he hides more emotions than he shares.
Zoya Fernandes
Rhea’s roommate and constant reality check. Spirited, loyal, and the voice that speaks when Rhea cannot.
Ishaan Mehra
Ayaan’s closest friend since first year. Sarcastic, observant, and more emotionally intuitive than he lets on.
Professor Deshmukh
Faculty in charge of the debating society. Grounded, kind, and unintentionally central to more than one turning point.

Chapter One: The First Day They Met

The morning air outside the campus hostel was crisp, almost brittle, like it hadn’t yet decided whether to settle into summer or hold onto the tail end of spring. Rhea adjusted the strap of her sling bag and looked around the courtyard, eyes narrowed against the sunlight that filtered through the neem trees overhead.

It was her first day back for the new semester.

The same cracked benches. The same faded murals on the mess hall walls. But everything still felt different. She had come back quieter this time. More watchful.

After losing her father three months ago, returning to college was not about catching up with friends or rushing to the cafe for iced tea. It was about trying to feel normal in a place that used to make her feel alive.

She walked past the language block, her footsteps echoing slightly in the empty corridor, and found her way to the debate room. The door was already ajar, and voices drifted out.

Inside, Zoya was animatedly explaining something to a new face. A guy.

Rhea slowed at the threshold.

He had a book in one hand—something thick and political—and wore glasses that he kept adjusting every few seconds, like he wasn’t quite used to how the world looked through them.

Zoya caught sight of Rhea and waved her in. “You’re finally here. I was just telling him you’re the reason the debate team survived last semester.”

Rhea offered a polite smile. “Dramatic as always.”

Zoya grinned and turned to the guy. “Ayaan, meet Rhea. Rhea, this is Ayaan Sen. He’s a transfer student. Econ major. He’s joining the debate team.”

Rhea nodded. “Welcome to the chaos.”

Ayaan gave a slight smile, eyes meeting hers just briefly before flicking away. “Thanks. Still figuring out if it’s chaos or just... noise.”

That was the first thing he ever said to her.

And she didn’t know then how much it would echo later.

Over the next half hour, they reviewed practice schedules and assignments. Ayaan barely spoke unless asked a direct question. But Rhea noticed he listened. Closely. Like he stored away what people said for later, like it mattered.

When the meeting ended and students began filing out, Ayaan stayed behind, slowly packing his bag.

Rhea lingered too, pretending to organize papers on the desk.

She cleared her throat. “Do you always carry that book around, or are you trying to make a statement?”

Ayaan glanced at her, then at the cover. “It’s not for show. I actually read it.”

“That’s rare,” she said, leaning back against the desk. “Most guys carry guitars or headphones.”

“I don’t like loud things,” he said without missing a beat.

Rhea tilted her head, intrigued. “What do you like then?”

Ayaan took a moment before replying. “Quiet people who still say a lot.”

She didn’t know how to answer that.

So she didn’t.

Later, as she walked back to her hostel, she found herself replaying the conversation in her head. Not because it had been particularly long or emotional. But because it felt like something had shifted.

Like a curtain had moved, just slightly.

And for the first time since her father’s death, Rhea felt the whisper of something new.

Something not heavy.

Something beginning.
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