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​🖋️ About the Author

Sankula Ramesh is the creative force behind SankulaHub, where heartfelt stories come to life through emotionally rich, clean romance novels. With a passion for exploring love in the spaces we least expect—between boardroom battles, coffee breaks, or quiet moments on rooftops—Ramesh crafts characters that feel real, flawed, and beautifully human.

Each story from SankulaHub is rooted in emotional depth, layered storytelling, and a commitment to clean, engaging narratives that linger long after the last page. Writing isn’t just a profession here—it’s a way to reconnect with the small, everyday pulses of love, loss, and second chances.

When not immersed in crafting fiction, Ramesh builds digital tools and creative resources to empower storytellers, readers, and dreamers alike.
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Meet the Characters – A Quick Glimpse 

Emily Carter
HR Director. Principled, passionate, and unafraid to speak her mind—even when it puts her at odds with the top brass. She believes in people, not just performance.
Nathan Blake
CFO. Brilliant with numbers, guarded with emotions. Known for making tough decisions, but beneath the sharp exterior lies a story no one in the office knows yet.
Jasmine Patel
Emily’s best friend and colleague. Always armed with a coffee cup, a new rumor, and a loyal heart. The unofficial morale booster of the office.
Mr. Langston
Company CEO. Calm, neutral, and quietly observant. He’s been with the company through thick and thin and watches more than he lets on.
Avery Blake
Nathan’s younger sister. A free-spirited artist with a talent for saying exactly what Nathan tries to avoid feeling.
Rosa Mendoza
A long-time employee at risk of being laid off. Her quiet strength becomes a turning point in Emily and Nathan’s battle for the heart of the company.
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“If you cut those positions, you don’t just lose numbers—you lose people. Lives. Stories. Loyalty.”

Emily Carter’s voice carried through the polished glass walls of the tenth-floor boardroom. She wasn’t shouting, but the sharpness in her tone sliced through the stale air like a scalpel. Around the long oak table, a few executives looked away, suddenly fascinated by their notes. Only one person didn’t flinch.

Nathan Blake.
Newly appointed CFO. Impeccably tailored. Unimpressed.
He flipped a page in the quarterly report without so much as lifting his eyes. “I’m aware,” he said coolly, “but the data doesn’t make decisions based on sentiment. If we keep overextending, the entire department becomes unsustainable.”

Emily leaned forward, hands braced against the table. “And what do you call a team that gives you everything for years, only to be discarded for a line graph?”

Finally, he looked up.

Their eyes met like two opposing currents—hers, defiant and burning; his, quiet but unyielding. Neither blinked. Neither backed down. For a full, breathless second, the room held still.

Mr. Langston, the CEO, cleared his throat. “Alright, let’s take a moment, shall we? Emotions are high. This is a working draft, not a final decision.”

But the room already knew—this wasn’t just a disagreement. It was the beginning.
Of something neither of them wanted.
Of something neither of them could stop.
Emily sat down slowly, jaw tight. Nathan followed her movements with those unreadable eyes, then returned to his spreadsheet.
Just another meeting.
Just another day.
But something had shifted. And nothing, from this point on, would stay the same.
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Emily Carter stared at the elevator’s polished steel doors, her reflection warped by the shine. Her hands were still trembling slightly from the meeting, but she masked it by clutching her notepad tighter. The elevator dinged open, and she stepped inside, alone, the silence a welcome contrast to the war zone upstairs.

She exhaled slowly.
Third clash in two weeks.
Each one louder, sharper.
It wasn’t just that Nathan Blake had walked into her professional world like he owned it—it was the way he ignored the people behind every policy. Every layoff proposal he sent across her desk was clinical, surgical, and entirely devoid of empathy.

Emily prided herself on being steady, measured. But something about him—

No. Not something. Everything.

From his perfectly calculated responses to the way he made decisions without bothering to look anyone in the eye, he reminded her of every executive she’d ever worked under who used profit margins as shields for cruelty.

Back at her desk, she dropped the notepad beside her keyboard and slumped into her chair. The open-plan floor buzzed softly with Monday energy—phone rings, muted laughter near the coffee machine, the scent of reheated takeout hovering in the air.

Jasmine rolled her chair over. “So... you made it through another duel with the Ice Man.”

Emily gave her a sideways glance. “You know that nickname’s not professional.”

“Which is why I only say it at your desk,” Jasmine whispered, winking.

Emily allowed herself a tiny smile, but it faded as she reached for the manila folder Nathan had handed her—his revised downsizing proposal. Fifty-seven positions. Some part-time, some long-standing full-timers like Rosa Mendoza, who had been with the company for nearly twenty years. People who’d shown up during storms and lockdowns. People who remembered the name of every new hire’s spouse or child.

Gone, according to Nathan’s numbers.

She flipped open the folder. Neatly typed tables. Financial justifications. No room for heart. No footnotes for the birthdays Rosa had never missed or the mentoring she gave to juniors.

Emily dropped the folder on her desk, untouched. “I don’t get how someone can be that detached.”

Jasmine stirred sugar into her tea, watching her. “He transferred from New York corporate, right? Maybe it’s just how they train people up there. Ice in the veins.”

“Or maybe it’s how they reward people who don’t feel anything,” Emily muttered.

But that wasn’t entirely true, was it?

Because in the boardroom, when she’d challenged him—when she’d said lives, stories, loyalty—he hadn’t responded with mockery. He hadn’t brushed her off. He’d looked at her. Just for a second. Like something had cracked in his mask.

She hated that she noticed it.

Hated more that she wanted to know what was behind it.

Her phone buzzed—an email from Mr. Langston. "Please review the revised projections with Nathan by Friday. Schedule a one-on-one meeting. Your discretion."

Emily groaned aloud.

Jasmine peeked at the screen. “Oof. You and him. Alone. That’ll be fireworks and paperwork.”

“I’m canceling Friday,” Emily said flatly, closing the laptop. “Maybe forever.”






That evening, as she walked to the train station, the city hummed with summer dusk. Horns, laughter from rooftop bars, the scent of garlic and caramel from food trucks lining the sidewalk. It should’ve calmed her. But her mind kept looping back to that room. To that moment.

His eyes.
Not cold, exactly.
Just... guarded. Like someone had locked a part of him away a long time ago and thrown away the key.
Emily knew that kind of look.

She’d worn it herself, once.

When her ex-fiancé had blindsided her with a breakup the week before her last promotion. When he’d told her she was too “intense about work” and he wanted someone who “knew how to relax.”

She’d buried herself in strategy reports and team meetings after that. Learned to file pain away into Excel rows and color-coded task lists.

But she’d never forgotten what it felt like—to be called too much when all she’d ever done was care.

She paused outside the corner bakery, drawn by the soft glow inside and the smell of fresh bread. Her feet ached, her chest tight.

She needed something sweet. Something warm. Something that reminded her she wasn’t made of spreadsheets and HR bulletins.

Inside, the cashier smiled as she picked a
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