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​About the Author
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Sankula Ramesh is the heart behind SankulaHub—a creative space where stories find their way into readers’ lives with warmth, emotion, and honesty. With a passion for deeply human storytelling, Ramesh brings to life characters who linger long after the final page, each shaped by quiet moments, second chances, and the beauty of imperfection.

“Love in December Lights” is one such journey—tender, nostalgic, and rooted in the belief that even after years of silence, some hearts still speak the same language.

Outside of writing, Ramesh is dedicated to building meaningful content for readers and creators through the SankulaHub platform, offering everything from eBooks to tools that empower digital storytelling.

To explore more romance novels, creative resources, or to connect, visit SankulaHub.
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​Meet the Cast
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(A Quick Look Before the Story Begins)

Isla Devine – Once the girl who dreamed in snowflakes and sketchbooks, she returns to Willowridge after ten long years—carrying memories she never truly let go.

Reid Halston – A quiet carpenter with a strong heart, Reid stayed behind and built a life out of patience, tradition, and the ache of unanswered questions.

Mrs. Halston – Reid’s warm, intuitive mother who always believed some love stories simply take longer to unfold.

Jonas & Mae – Owners of the cozy Book Nook Café. Their quiet wisdom and shared glances are woven into the very fabric of the town.

Hannah – Isla’s younger cousin, full of spark and planning her December engagement—unaware of the emotional storm brewing around her.
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​Introduction
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The air always felt different in December.

It wasn’t just the cold, or the way the frost laced itself across the windows of the Book Nook Café. It was something quieter—like time slowed its steps in Willowridge once the snow began to fall. The lights came out early. People lingered longer in conversations. And memories, no matter how long buried, seemed to rise like fog from the riverbanks.

Isla Devine hadn't stepped foot in Willowridge for ten years.

Not since the winter she left without goodbye. Not since the day her heart clenched with the weight of something she couldn’t say and something Reid Halston had never asked.

Now, as the bus curved around the final bend and the town came into view—dusted in white, dotted with warm lanterns, and unmistakably still hers in some forgotten corner of her heart—she realized December was just as she remembered.

Only she wasn’t.

A return was never as simple as coming home. Not when the past sat beside you like a second shadow. Not when the one you left behind still lived here, building shelves in the same workshop, walking the same frozen roads, maybe even holding the same hurt.

But love, like December, had a quiet way of making room for second chances.

Sometimes, it waited in the flicker of porch lights.

Sometimes, in the hush between snowflakes.

And sometimes—in stories like this one—it began again just when the last lantern was lit.
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​Chapter 1: The Return in Snowlight
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The bus hissed as it pulled into the small station, its tires grinding against a patch of frozen slush. Isla Devine sat motionless in her window seat, her gloved fingers gripping the worn strap of her sketchpad bag. Outside, Willowridge looked like something from a snow globe—quiet, frosted, and achingly familiar.

She didn’t move at first. For a second—maybe longer—she just stared through the fogged window as snowflakes drifted under the dim glow of the station lamps. It felt surreal, like watching a dream she used to have before the city noise pushed it away. The town hadn’t changed much. Same arched lampposts. Same wooden benches outside the diner. Same rhythm of stillness that once made her feel safe.

And then it hit her—not in a dramatic sweep of emotion, but in the soft, devastating ache that crept into her chest: she had no idea how to come home to a place that had once meant everything, but now felt like someone else’s story.

She finally rose, adjusting her wool coat and pulling her beanie lower over her ears. Her boots touched the pavement, and a chill crawled up her spine that had nothing to do with the weather. Every breath she took felt like opening a box she’d taped shut years ago.

The last time she stood on Willowridge soil was ten winters ago—right before she left without telling Reid goodbye.

She hadn’t meant for it to be forever.

She hadn’t known how long “away” would be.

But time, she’d learned, doesn’t wait for clarity.

As she walked past the bench where she and Reid used to sit after his late shifts at the workshop, she found herself pausing. The bench was still there. Same spot. Same faint carving on the side—R.H. + I.D. They’d etched it one summer evening with a pocketknife, half-laughing, half-serious. She didn’t know it had lasted. Or maybe someone had left it untouched, quietly respecting the history etched into wood.

She pulled her bag tighter and moved on.

Jonas and Mae had offered her the upstairs loft at the Book Nook for a few weeks. She’d accepted before she could overthink it. It was supposed to be temporary. Just a place to breathe, to work quietly on the winter illustrations her client in Boston needed. She had promised herself she wouldn’t linger in old memories.

But she hadn’t expected them to be waiting for her—alive and breathing in every corner of town.

Especially not him.

Across town, Reid Halston stood at the edge of his workshop, sanding a cedar frame with practiced precision. The wind whistled through the gaps in the barn doors, and the smell of sawdust clung to his jacket like a second skin.

He should’ve closed early. Snow was starting to pick up, and the festival team had asked him to finalize the central archway by the weekend. But he stayed longer than he needed—he always did around this time of year.

December was never easy.

He told people it was the rush of holiday projects or the town committee’s endless requests for handmade signs. But in truth, it was the way the cold air carried memories more sharply than any other season. The way lights flickered on Main Street just the way she used to draw them—soft, warm, imperfect. The way the silence of snowfall reminded him of her laugh when she wasn’t guarding herself.

He hadn’t said her name out loud in years.

But some wounds didn’t need names to ache.

He dusted off his hands and reached for his thermos, glancing toward the snow-slicked road just beyond the trees.

That’s when he felt it—not a sound, not a sight—but that strange tightening in the chest that comes when something shifts. Like the past brushing against the present without warning.

He looked up.

The last of the daylight was fading behind the hills. Lanterns along the sidewalks flickered one by one.

And in the distance, under the halo of the bus station light, he saw a figure in a gray coat pause beside the old bench.

He couldn’t see her face.

But his heart didn’t need to.

Isla was back.

And the snow hadn't even started falling hard yet.
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​Chapter 2: A Name on Frosted Glass
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The loft above the Book Nook Café smelled exactly how Isla remembered it—baked cinnamon, a hint of espresso, and aged paperbacks. The wooden stairs creaked the same way, though Jonas had promised they were sturdier now. Mae had left a plate of almond biscuits by the kettle, wrapped in the same floral cloth Isla used to see on their café counter as a teenager.

It was strange—how memories could stay folded into corners, untouched for years, and still feel familiar the moment you returned.

She ran her fingers across the windowsill and looked outside. The snow had thickened. Lanterns glowed across the street, throwing soft light onto the pavement. For a second, she almost saw herself and Reid from years ago—walking home from the winter fair, fingers brushing, hearts unsure.

The past felt like a reflection she could almost touch—but not quite.

She turned away and reached into her bag, pulling out a leather-bound sketchbook. It had been a habit since art school—carry one everywhere, draw what you feel instead of what you see. But for the first time in months, she hesitated to open it. Her fingers hovered above the cover, reluctant.

What if the page reminded her of things she wasn’t ready to face?

Instead, she moved toward the window again and used her palm to wipe away the frost gathering at the corners. On the bottom right glass pane, someone had written in thick finger strokes:

Love Lives Here

It was
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