

    
        
          The Gentle Way Back to You

        

        
        
          SankulaHub

        

        
          Published by SankulaHub, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE GENTLE WAY BACK TO YOU

    

    
      First edition. July 10, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 SankulaHub.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231934423

    

    
    
      Written by SankulaHub.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Gentle Way Back to You

🖋️ About the Author

🌸 Introduction / Hook Scene

📖 Chapter One

📖 Chapter Two

📖 Chapter Three

📖 Chapter Four

📖 Chapter Five

📖 Chapter Six

📖 Chapter Seven

📖 Chapter Eight

📖 Chapter Nine

📖 Chapter Ten

📖 Chapter Eleven

📖 Chapter Twelve

📖 Chapter Thirteen

📖 Chapter Fourteen

📖 Chapter Fifteen

📖 Chapter Sixteen

✨ Epilogue

💬 Final Takeaway

❓ Frequently Asked Questions (FAQs)

🎁 Bonus Content

💌 Thank You Note

💬 Reader Engagement Section

Sign up for SankulaHub's Mailing List

Further Reading: Stillness in Her Smile

Also By SankulaHub

About the Publisher


​The Gentle Way Back to You

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​🖋️ About the Author
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SankulaHub is where stories find their heart. As a digital publishing brand rooted in authenticity and emotion, we create deeply human, clean romance novels that speak to readers who believe in love, healing, and second chances. Every SankulaHub romance is crafted with warmth, natural storytelling, and emotional depth—without clichés, summaries, or artificial tone.

At SankulaHub, our stories aren’t rushed—they breathe, ache, and mend just like real hearts do.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​🌸 Introduction / Hook Scene
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“The past doesn’t knock. It just quietly opens the door you thought you’d locked.”

The first time Elena Rayne saw Willow Fern again, it wasn’t the same.

The hills still curved into the sky the way she remembered. The lake still shimmered like spilled glass under the morning sun. But something had shifted. The streets felt tighter, as if holding in a breath. The old bookstore had closed, the café now had fairy lights instead of the windchimes she used to love, and even the oak tree near the school had lost a few limbs to time.

But it wasn’t the town that unsettled her. It was the quiet knowledge that he might still be here.

Lucas Thorne.

She hadn't spoken his name aloud in years. Hadn’t dared search him on social media, hadn’t asked mutual friends, hadn’t dared. She told herself she was over it. She told herself she had left for better things.

But here she was again, back in the town where she had first learned how to paint... and how to break.

Her fingers tightened around the handle of her suitcase as the old bus pulled away, kicking dust into the air like a curtain lifting on an old stage. She stood in front of the Willow Fern welcome sign, now faded at the edges.

“Elena?”

The voice hit her like soft thunder. Familiar. Firm. And impossibly real.

She turned.

And there he was.

Lucas.

Older. Broader. A touch more tired around the eyes. But it was him — the boy who once loved her so fiercely, and the man who let her go without a word.

Their eyes met. Neither smiled.

Time didn’t stop. It just slowed.

And in that pause, every unspoken word they’d buried rose like mist from the lake.
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​📖 Chapter One
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Back Where We Started

Elena hadn’t planned to stop walking.

But the way Lucas looked at her—not with anger, not even with surprise, but something softer and more cautious—made her feet stay planted. The wind picked up the edges of her scarf, and for a second, they stood like strangers on a platform between two different versions of their lives.

“You... came back,” he said, voice low, unreadable.

She nodded. “Just for a while.”

His jaw moved slightly, like he was considering what to say next. A breeze tugged at his shirt, and she noticed he still wore the same kind of canvas work pants, slightly stained with wood dust and varnish. Of course. He had stayed.

“I didn’t know,” he said.

“I didn’t tell anyone.”

Lucas took a step forward, stopping just out of reach. “The whole town will know by sunset.”

Elena let out a breath that almost became a laugh. “I figured.”

She hadn’t thought it would be this hard. Ten years should’ve built a wall between them. Instead, it felt like she’d walked into a room still carrying the silence he left her in.

“I heard you were in the city,” he said. “Teaching.”

“Still am. Just... needed some time off.”

“Of all places, you picked here?”

She met his eyes then. “I didn’t come back for you.”

Lucas didn’t flinch. “I didn’t ask.”

But the question sat between them, heavy and waiting.

She could feel the weight of their unfinished story coiling inside her, but she wasn’t ready to unravel it. Not now. Not here.

“I’m staying at the Westlake house,” she said, shifting the suitcase to her other hand. “It’s still there, right?”

He blinked. “Yeah. Nobody bought it. Too many stairs.”

“Good.”

She started to turn away.

“Elena,” he said, stopping her.

She looked back, lips parting slightly.

“I hope you find what you’re looking for.”

Her throat tightened. She gave him the smallest nod, then walked toward the old road that curved along the lake, suitcase wheels grumbling softly behind her.

Willow Fern hadn’t changed much.

But she had.

She just didn’t know if that was enough to survive what this place might bring back.
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​📖 Chapter Two
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A Familiar Face, A Distant Gaze

The Westlake house smelled like dust and old lemons.

Elena pushed open the heavy wooden door, and the hinges groaned in protest. The same brass key still worked. She had found it in the side pocket of an old coat, exactly where her grandmother had once told her to keep it—“just in case the world ever sends you back here.”

The world hadn’t sent her. She had chosen it, but not without hesitation.

Sunlight filtered through gauzy curtains that hadn’t been washed in years. The living room was mostly untouched—same floral sofa, same worn rug, same chipped frame holding a picture of her grandparents on their wedding day. She placed her suitcase in the hallway and stood in silence for a long moment.

And then, slowly, she let her shoulders fall.

This house was the last place she’d ever felt like someone was waiting for her.

She ran her hand along the wall, where faint pencil marks still tracked her height at age eight, nine, ten. Her grandmother used to make pancakes every Sunday morning, humming old songs about love and loss. It had been her safe place before she had known what heartbreak even meant.

A soft knock on the window snapped her back.

She turned—and saw the rounded frame of Clara, the café owner from down the road, peeking in with a grin.

“Elena Rayne, as I live and breathe!” Clara called through the screen.

Elena
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