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​About the Author
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Sankula Ramesh is the voice behind every romance published under SankulaHub. With a deep respect for quiet emotions, unspoken memories, and second chances, he brings to life stories that are grounded in realism and steeped in feeling. Each novel is an invitation to sit with characters who love deeply, hurt honestly, and find their way back to one another through patience, growth, and gentle rediscovery.

His stories are not written to impress — they are written to be remembered. No shortcuts. No false drama. Just real emotions in real time.

Hearts of Riverstone Creek is another journey through the soft corners of the heart. A place where love left behind may not be gone, only waiting.
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​Introduction: The Letter That Stayed Unsent
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The letter had yellowed at the edges, the paper soft from years of folding and unfolding. It sat inside a leather journal that Riya hadn't touched in months. She found it again only because she was packing to leave Mumbai for the weekend.

She ran her fingers over the faded ink. It was her handwriting, shakier than she remembered. Every line carried a weight she hadn't known how to voice back then.

I didn't leave because I stopped loving you.
I left because I didn't know how to love you while loving myself.
She had written it the night before she boarded a train out of Riverstone Creek, thinking it might bring her peace. But she never mailed it. She had folded it once, then again, until it felt small enough to disappear.

Now, years later, another train was bringing her back to the same town, for reasons far less dramatic. A weekend mural project. Two and a half days of painting the town library wall. That was all.

But nothing about Riverstone Creek was simple. Not its skies. Not its silence. And certainly not the man who still ran the bookstore on Main Street.

Riya closed the letter. She didn’t know if she was coming back to finish something or to finally let it go.

What she did know was this—her heart hadn’t stopped remembering.
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​Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters
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Riya Malhotra
A quiet and thoughtful mural artist who left Riverstone Creek years ago to chase independence. Behind her composed exterior is a heart still carrying questions she never got to ask.
Aarav Deshmukh
Owner of The Lantern Bookstore, steady and reserved. His roots run deep in the town, and so do the feelings he thought he buried the day Riya left.
Radha Deshmukh
Aarav’s widowed mother. She raised him after his father’s sudden passing. Now dealing with early signs of memory loss, she sees more than she speaks.
Meera Patel
Riya’s younger cousin, curious, outspoken, and fiercely loyal. The kind of person who opens doors others are too afraid to knock on.
Karan Vyas
The childhood friend who always stayed in town. Lighthearted and playful, but more observant than people think. Often the first to notice what others miss.
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​Deleted Scene: Aarav – The Day She Left
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The rain had come down heavier that morning than the forecast suggested. It didn't matter. The bookstore stayed open, like it always did — even when the weather wasn’t kind.

Aarav was behind the counter restocking paperbacks when he realized she was late. Riya was always on time, even if she looked distracted when she arrived. She didn’t like to talk before her first cup of tea. He had grown used to that rhythm. It was one of many quiet routines between them — the kind that didn’t ask for effort.

By eleven-thirty, he had made her tea anyway.

By noon, it had gone cold.

He told himself maybe she’d just missed her train. Maybe she was caught in something else — a family visit, a painting, a long walk.

But something in his chest had already shifted. A familiar ache. Like the pause before you’re told something you already know but can’t admit yet.

He stepped into the back room, opened the drawer beneath the old receipts, and found the envelope.

No name on it.

Just left there.

He didn’t open it at first.
He just stared at the handwriting.
Soft strokes. Hesitant. As if unsure whether the words inside had earned the right to exist.
The envelope remained untouched for three days.

When he finally opened it, the ink was already smudged in places.

I didn’t leave because I stopped loving you.
I left because I didn’t know how to love you and myself at the same time.
He read the sentence four times. Not because he didn’t understand it. But because he felt every part of it.

He set the letter down.

Didn’t cry.

Didn’t curse.

He just closed the drawer again.

That evening, he stayed at the bookstore an hour past closing. The lights stayed on. A few customers lingered. No one asked if he was okay.

Riverstone Creek wasn’t the kind of town where people pried. It was the kind of town where people waited for you to speak first.

He shelved the last book of the day — a thin poetry collection she had once read aloud from, half-mocking its sentimentality. And yet, she had returned to it often.

He turned the lights off slowly.

Stepped outside.

I looked toward the bridge.

And didn’t follow.

Because love wasn’t something you chased.

Not hers.

Not his.

It was something you stood still in.

Even when it hurts.
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​Journal Entry: Riya – The Night Before I Returned
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Mumbai never truly sleeps. The lights outside my window blink like questions I don’t know how to answer. I’ve packed my brushes, a change of clothes, a sketchbook I haven’t opened in six months, and a letter I once promised myself I would never read again.

The train ticket is on the desk.

I haven’t picked it up yet.

I told Meera I’d come for the mural. Three days. Nothing more. I said it like a fact. But the truth is, I’m scared. Not of going back — but of what I might find still waiting there.

What if the bookstore still smells the same? What if the bridge creaks beneath my feet exactly how I remember? What if he hasn’t changed?

What if he has?

I left Riverstone Creek with a heart full of noise — ambition, restlessness, the kind of fear that makes you pretend you’re brave when you’re really just running.

I told myself that if I ever returned, I’d be someone else. Someone stronger. But here I am, hours before boarding that train, still questioning the same things.

What if he sees me and remembers everything?
What if he doesn’t?
I don’t know what I want from this return. Closure? Maybe. Forgiveness? I’m not sure I’ve earned it. I think I just want a moment of stillness. One look. One scene that tells me I’m not too late.

That the girl who left was allowed to come home.

Not to be the same.
But to be honest.
If I see him, I won’t ask anything of him.

I’ll just look.
And if he looks back —
I’ll know.
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