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​🖋️ About the Author

[image: ]


SankulaHub believes in the quiet kind of love—the kind that waits, heals, and grows in silence.

At SankulaHub, every romance we write begins with a deep breath, a forgotten letter, or a glance that says what words never could. Our stories are not about perfection—they’re about people who’ve been hurt, who’ve walked away, and who find their way back to each other, even if it takes years. Especially if it takes years.

We write for the reader who still believes in handwritten notes, in cloudy afternoons with tea, in love that doesn’t shout but stays.

If Clouds Between Us finds its way into your heart, it’s because part of it came from ours.

To explore more stories, digital creations, or to connect, visit:
🌐www.sankulahub.com
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​💌 Dedication
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For the ones who parted with heavy hearts,
but never truly let go.
This is for the love that lingered... quietly, patiently,
between the clouds.
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​📝 Opening Quote
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“Some distances are made of miles.
Others are made of words we never said.”
— Unknown
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​🌧️ Introduction / Hook Scene
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Dharwala, Himachal — Late Monsoon

The clouds always came without warning in Dharwala. They rolled over the hills like thoughts that refused to stay buried, silent and slow until they spilled into rain. Aarav Mehra stood at the edge of the old railway platform, suitcase in hand, watching the mist climb over the station board like it was trying to hide the name.

He hadn't been here in ten years.
Ten years since the town had seen him.
Ten years since he’d walked away from Naina Kapoor — and everything that once made this place feel like home.
A part of him had hoped things would feel smaller.
That the station would have shrunk with time. That the bookstore on Hill Street might be gone. That her voice wouldn’t echo in the wind the same way it used to. But nothing had changed. Not the rain. Not the smell of damp leaves. Not the fact that his heart still tightened at the thought of seeing her again.
The engagement was tomorrow. His brother’s. That’s why he was here — or so he told himself.

But there was another reason too. One he hadn’t dared to say out loud.
Not even to himself.
As he walked through the familiar market road, a soft melody drifted from a small radio shop. A voice. A poem. And then, her name.


“This is Naina... and you're listening to Raindrift, the show where love letters find their way back.”


Aarav froze mid-step.

That voice. That name. That show.

He had once written her letters—unsigned, unsent—only for her to read them out loud on air. Without ever knowing they were his.

Back then, it was a game. Now, it felt like a ghost.

He didn’t know if she’d recognize him.
He didn’t know if she’d care.
But standing there in the rain, with a hundred unspoken words swelling in his chest...
Aarav realized: The clouds between them had never truly cleared.
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​☁️ Chapter 1: The Forecast Changes
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The rain hadn’t stopped since morning.

It fell in whispers and bursts, like the town itself wasn’t sure if it wanted to remember or forget. Aarav tightened his grip on the umbrella, though it was already useless — the wind had a mind of its own here, twisting around corners, seeping through the seams of his jacket. His suitcase wheels scraped unevenly over the stone-paved lane leading toward the Mehra family home.

The road had changed a little. A few new signboards, a couple of cafés with English names, but the trees lining the path still leaned in the same way, like old women gossiping over low fences. And then there was the smell — wet pine and mud — unchanged, unwavering. It pulled something loose inside him.

He should have felt detached. He wanted to. But Dharwala was the kind of place that didn’t let go of its people easily.

As he reached the gate, his mother was already waiting under the porch, her silver hair tied back, her arms crossed in the exact same way he remembered from every childhood scolding.

“Aarav,” she said, her voice tight with emotion she wouldn’t show.

“Ma.” He gave her a quick hug, stiff but sincere.

She looked older, thinner, her glasses fogged from the rain. “You still don’t call enough.”

“I’m here now,” he offered, as if presence could replace absence.

She didn't argue. Instead, she stepped aside to let him in. The house smelled of turmeric, fresh rain, and the faintest trace of old secrets. He noticed the flowers in the brass bowl by the door, freshly arranged — as if she knew he'd be looking.

Dinner was already cooking. His brother, Aryan, had apparently gone out to help with engagement arrangements. Aarav was grateful. He wasn’t ready to make small talk or big confessions.

He took the guest room at the back — not his old room. That one, he saw, had been turned into a study now. Clean, functional, free of memories. He unpacked slowly, letting the quiet seep in.

And then he heard it again. That voice.


“You’re listening to Raindrift, with me — Naina Kapoor. Today’s poem is about the things we carry. Even when we think we’ve let them go...”


Aarav’s hands froze mid-fold.

He moved to the window, pulling back the curtain slightly, just enough to see the town blinking through the haze of rain.

She was still here. Still on the air. Still reaching people with her voice.

He closed his eyes and let the sound of her wrap around him like mist.
The way it used to.
The way it always did.
And then a memory rushed back—her laugh, just before the storm that ended everything. The last time he saw her, she was standing under a broken umbrella, refusing to cry.

He left anyway.

And now he was back.

But whether to make peace... or to reopen wounds—he didn’t know yet.
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