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​About the Author
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There are stories we live through—and then there are stories we carry quietly in the corners of our heart. I write the second kind.

As someone who has always believed in the power of “one more chance,” my stories are born not from perfect love, but from the messier, more human kind—the kind that breaks, heals, and sometimes comes back stronger. One More Time, Just Us is one of those stories that found me rather than the other way around. A whisper of longing, a sigh of regret, a heartbeat of hope—this novel threads together all of that.

I write for those who’ve been hurt but still believe. For those who look back but walk forward. For anyone who has ever wondered, “What if we tried again?”

Thank you for holding this book in your hands. I hope it finds you when you need it most.

Warmly,
SankulaHub Author
Romance. Real. Relatable.
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​Dedication
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To the ones who left... and came back.
To the hearts that paused... but never stopped feeling.
And to anyone who still believes love deserves a second try.
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​Opening Quote
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"Sometimes love doesn’t need to be louder—it just needs to last long enough to be heard again."
— Unknown
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​Cast Snapshot (Meet the Characters – No Spoilers)
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Elara Verma
A quiet, resilient woman in her early thirties, Elara returns to her hometown after a decade away. Once idealistic and warm-hearted, she's now guarded but deeply introspective.
Kian Mehta
A thoughtful bookstore owner and Elara’s first love. Kian never truly moved on but wears his regret behind calm eyes and careful words.
Tara Fernandes
Elara’s childhood best friend. Witty, loyal, and fiercely protective, she knows more about the past than she lets on.
Mr. Desai
The elderly owner of “Alder Pages,” the local bookstore where Kian now works. A steady presence in the town and an unlikely source of wisdom.
Mrs. Kamala Verma
Elara’s mother, once vibrant and expressive, now battling grief in her own quiet way after her husband’s passing.
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​Introduction / Hook Scene:  “The Station Where It  Started Again”
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The air smelled like dust, old paper, and memories Elara didn’t want to unpack.

Her fingers tightened around the leather handle of her travel bag as the train hissed to a halt, the screech of brakes louder than her thoughts. Larchwood Town hadn’t changed much—not the station, not the way the wind cut sideways in the late afternoon, not the old yellow bench near the edge of the platform where she used to wait... for him.

She stepped down carefully, trying not to look uncertain. Ten years away, and her feet still remembered the rhythm of this place.

Her heart, however, did not.

The crowd dispersed slowly—children tugging at mothers, elderly men with walking sticks, one or two teenagers scrolling through their phones. And then, like a pause stitched into reality, she saw him.

Kian Mehta.

Leaning casually against a rusted pillar near the station exit, arms crossed, head bowed slightly like he was lost in thought. Or memory. Or maybe in everything they used to be.

Elara’s breath caught.

His hair was shorter now, neater. His face older, more defined, but his eyes—when they finally lifted and met hers—still had that quiet storm in them.

For a moment, neither moved. A blink stretched into a heartbeat. A heartbeat into a memory.

Then his lips parted. “I didn’t know you were coming back.”

She could’ve said, “Just for a few days.” She could’ve said, “For the memorial.” She could’ve said anything that made it less... heavy.

But instead, she whispered, “Neither did I.”

And just like that, the past walked up to greet her.
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​Chapter One: “Of Bookstores and Avoided Conversations”
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Elara hadn’t meant to walk past the bookstore that day.

She told herself it was a coincidence. That her feet, anxious to reconnect with familiarity, had simply wandered where they felt safest. But deep down, she knew better.

Alder Pages stood just as it had a decade ago—modest, weather-worn, with ivy creeping up its faded brick wall and an old wooden sign that swayed gently in the wind. It was the kind of place time never fully touched. The kind of place where stories—real and imagined—came to wait.

She hesitated at the entrance, hand grazing the doorframe like it might remember her.

Inside, it smelled like sandalwood and ink. Comforting. Familiar. Dangerous.

The bell above the door jingled softly as she entered, and for a fleeting second, she wanted to be invisible—to melt into the shelves and the silence. But a voice pulled her back.

“Elara?”

She turned slowly. And there he was again.

Kian.

Behind the counter, wearing a soft gray sweater and the same expression he wore the night she left: part surprise, part ache.

“I—” she started, but the words got lost somewhere between her ribs and her throat.

He stepped out from behind the counter, wiping his hands on a cloth. “Didn’t expect you to be here.”

She offered a tight smile. “Neither did I.”

He looked at her for a moment, as if trying to read the unsaid lines between her brows. “You still read poetry?”

Elara glanced at
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