

    
        
          Her Heart’s Private Divide

        

        
        
          SankulaHub

        

        
          Published by SankulaHub, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HER HEART’S PRIVATE DIVIDE

    

    
      First edition. July 21, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 SankulaHub.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231920570

    

    
    
      Written by SankulaHub.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Her Heart’s Private Divide

About the Author

Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters

Chapter 1: The Man at the Edge of the Frame

Chapter 2: What the Sketch Didn't Say

Chapter 3: The Fire That Didn’t Burn Out

Chapter 4: Almost the Truth

Chapter 5: The Sketch Beneath the Surface

Chapter 6: The Wedding That Wasn’t Hers

Chapter 7: The Sound of the Unsaid

Chapter 8: Letters Never Sent

Chapter 9: Echoes in the Frame

Chapter 10: The Table Between Them

Chapter 11: What Comes After Goodbye

Chapter 12: The Art of Beginning Again

Chapter 13: The Pages She Never Showed

Chapter 14: The Soft Place Between Us

Chapter 15: The House with No Corners

Chapter 16: The Things That Stay

Chapter 17: A Quiet Kind of Certainty

Chapter 18: The Space Between Yes and No

Chapter 19: Where the Light Comes In

Chapter 20: The Heart at Rest

Final Takeaway

Behind the Story: Character & Setting Reflections

Bonus Content

FAQs

Thank You Note + Reader Engagement

Sign up for SankulaHub's Mailing List

Further Reading: Falling for the CFO

Also By SankulaHub


​Her Heart’s Private Divide  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​About the Author 

[image: ]


Clara Whitmore’s story is brought to you by SankulaHub, where storytelling meets heart. We believe in powerful emotional arcs, rich character journeys, and stories that feel real—even when they break the rules.
This book is part of our signature romance collection, crafted with deep attention to human tone, emotional continuity, and publishing standards. Thank you for choosing to read this title. We hope it resonates deeply with your heart.
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​Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters
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●  Clara Whitmore – A poised and practical wedding planner, admired for her grace—but haunted by an unfinished past.

●  Ethan Caldwell – Clara’s steady and kind fiancé, a civil engineer building her dream of stability.

●  Julian Hart – A moody and brilliant artist from Clara’s past, whose return forces her to question everything.

●  Lena Whitmore – Clara’s intuitive younger sister, always one step ahead of her secrets.

●  Vivian Holloway – The elegant art gallery owner who sees through façades and encourages Clara to paint her truth.



​The Look She Thought She’d Forgotten

The ivory table linens had been steamed to perfection. The lilies stood upright, their heads gently tilting as if listening in on whispered promises. Clara Whitmore adjusted the last name card at the sweetheart table, smiled to herself, and stepped back.

Everything was exactly how she had planned it—timed, tested, flawless.

Outside the grand oak doors of Rosemoor Hall, soft music drifted from the garden. Guests would arrive in an hour. She had time to check the floral arch once more. Maybe twice.

Clara walked through the hall with her clipboard in hand, mentally replaying her checklist for Ethan’s client’s wedding. Ethan, always reliable Ethan, had commissioned her to coordinate this event personally. She never let him down. She never let anyone down.

And then—she froze.

Across the room, behind the standing bar, a tall man stood facing a wall-length mirror. His profile struck her first—sharp jawline, loose curls that once brushed her collarbone, that careless slouch like he didn’t belong anywhere and didn’t care if he didn’t.

Julian Hart.

He turned as if he had heard her breath catch from across the hall.

Their eyes met.

Her hand tightened around the clipboard, knuckles white.

It had been eight years since she last saw him. Eight years since he’d vanished without a word. Eight years since she buried every sketch, photo, and night soaked in wine and whispered promises.

Now he was here. In the same town. In the same building. On the same day she was finalizing her own wedding.

Clara didn't move. She wasn’t sure she could. Because for the first time in years, her perfectly planned world had cracked.

And her heart remembered the divide it had never truly healed.
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​Chapter 1: The Man at the Edge of the Frame
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The last rays of sunlight scattered like ribbons through the arched windows of Rosemoor Hall, tinting the ballroom in shades of gold and rust. Clara Whitmore stood quietly in the back corner, a clipboard in one hand, the hem of her blazer’s sleeve clutched between her fingers. She always wore this blazer when she worked weddings—soft ivory wool, pressed lapels, a discreet ink stain beneath the inside cuff where no one could see. Familiar. Safe.

It was the kind of jacket you wore when everything had to go perfectly.

The couple she was coordinating for—Ethan’s friends from his firm—were glowing in front of their cake, laughing while the photographer circled them. Clara knew this rhythm well. She timed every laugh, every lighting change. That was her job: to choreograph joy.

But tonight, something about her rhythm felt offbeat. Slower. As if her body were moving ahead but her heart was lagging behind. And it all began thirty minutes ago, when she’d walked through the ballroom doors and seen him.

Julian Hart.

She hadn’t heard that name in nearly eight years. She hadn’t allowed herself to. After college, after he disappeared, Clara built a new world—one with no paint stains on the sheets, no midnight train rides, no arguments about nothing that felt like everything. She built a world where love was calm, predictable, rational.

Where love looked like Ethan.

But the second she saw Julian again, something sharp and aching curled beneath her ribs, like an old wound twisting itself open.

She didn’t go over to him. Of course she didn’t. She was too composed for that, too professional. Instead, she did what Clara always did—she tucked her emotion under a folded napkin and went back to her checklist.

Now, as the DJ queued up the first dance and dimmed the lights, Clara edged behind the bar. She knew he’d be there. She felt his presence like static in the air.

He was leaning against the marble top, nursing something dark in a short glass, his profile half-lit by the soft amber glow. A man more haunted than dangerous, more poetic than kind.

He turned his head, catching her in his gaze before she could retreat.

“You still wear your hair like that,” he said. His voice hadn’t changed. Rough-edged. Slightly amused. A little sad.

Clara blinked. “Do you still remember my hair?”

“I remember everything,” Julian said, then sipped.

The clink of a fork on glass broke the moment. The couple was making a toast. Clara stepped away, just far enough to signal the servers. She turned her back. Breathed deep.

Behind her, Julian’s voice followed—soft, careful. “Didn’t expect to see you here. Thought you’d be living in New York by now.”

Clara glanced over her shoulder. “That dream ended... a while ago.”

He smiled faintly. “So did mine.”

She didn’t ask. She wouldn’t. Not tonight.

Not with Ethan waiting near the garden arch, texting her updates about the schedule. Not with Vivian Holloway, the gallery owner who’d invited Julian to town, sipping champagne just a few feet away, completely unaware of what she’d unleashed.

Not with her heart, already stuttering in its cage.

Back in the hallway outside the ballroom, Clara pressed her hands against the cool tile of the corridor wall. She needed a reset. A full system reboot. She closed her eyes and counted backward from ten.

But all she saw was that night. Their night.

Rain-soaked cobblestones. Julian’s sketchbook. Her trembling hands on his jaw. The way he whispered her name like a confession.

And then the morning after—his sudden silence. Her calls are unanswered. The gallery letter unopened. The plane ticket was unused.

Clara opened her eyes.

This was madness. She was getting married in five weeks. To Ethan. The man who loved her for her steady grace, her plans, her loyalty. The man who never left.

A hand brushed her elbow. She turned sharply.

“Hey,” said Ethan, smiling gently. “You okay? You left the floor.”

Clara nodded too quickly. “Yes, just... checking with the caterer. All good.”

He looked at her a moment longer than necessary, then kissed her temple. “You’re amazing. Everyone’s saying this is the smoothest wedding they’ve ever attended.”

She smiled, but it felt hollow. “That’s good.”

Ethan glanced at his phone. “By the way, that artist—Julian Hart? The guy who did that insane mural outside the Rivergate Bistro? He’s here tonight. Can you believe that?”

Clara froze. “Really?”

“Yeah. I think Mrs. Holloway wants us to tour the exhibit this week. Could be good press for the new resort.”

She nodded numbly.

Ethan tucked his phone away. “Anyway, I’ll get you some cake. You’ve earned it.”

He walked away, and Clara stood in the corridor alone, breath caught between two worlds.

Later, as the hall emptied and she gathered her materials into her planner bag, Clara paused near the archway. One of the servers had missed a small watercolor card—an art place card Julian must’ve dropped. It was folded. Hand-brushed.

She opened it.

Inside was a charcoal sketch of her. Present-day Clara. Same hairstyle. Same eyes. But not the same woman.

In this version, her expression was undone. Raw. Softened by truth.

Beneath the sketch, a message:
"Still wondering what you left behind." —J
Clara’s hand trembled.

The card went into her blazer pocket.

Not her handbag. Not the trash.

Her pocket.

And somewhere deep in her private divide, the ache grew louder.
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