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SankulaHub is more than just a name—it’s a home for stories that speak to the quiet, powerful emotions we carry in our hearts. Every romance we publish is built on sincerity, slow-blooming love, and the belief that second chances aren’t just possible—they're often the most beautiful kind.

At SankulaHub, we specialize in emotionally grounded, clean romance stories set in cozy, relatable worlds. From small-town reunions to heart-healing moments between soulmates, our books aim to leave readers with warmth, hope, and the kind of joy that lingers long after the last page is turned.

We believe in writing from the heart, for the heart.

To discover more romance titles, creative tools, and digital offerings, visit our Author page at SankulaHub
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The rain always came without warning in Willow Hill.

It would slip through the sky like an old memory, gentle at first—like it was trying not to disturb anyone—then swell into something fuller, bolder, refusing to be ignored. Aanya Verma had come to love this town. Everything here reminded her of something she thought she had forgotten.

She stood beneath the overhang of her tiny studio, watching the soft drizzle paint the street silver. The mural she’d been working on was only half-done, the colors paused in motion, as if waiting for her to finish what her heart had long put away.

Her phone buzzed. A message from the mayor’s office.


“Mr. Raghav Malhotra will arrive today at 3 PM. Please coordinate directly with him on the town square restoration plans.”


Aanya’s breath caught.

It had been eleven years.

She didn’t need to read his name twice. The moment she saw it, her body remembered everything her mind had spent a decade trying to erase—his voice, his smile, the way he had walked away without ever turning back.

She pressed her palm to her chest, steadying herself.

“Don’t be stupid,” she whispered to herself. “It’s just a project. Just a name.”

But the town would remember. The benches where they’d carved initials. The café where they used to sit in silence that said more than words. The cliff where they promised to never let life pull them apart.

Aanya turned back toward the mural wall.

It was a half-finished garden. And somewhere in the corner, beneath pale strokes of blue and green, she had painted a figure—his silhouette. She hadn’t realized until now.

Maybe she had been waiting for this moment, too.

Even if she didn’t want to admit it.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter One: The Man with the Umbrella
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The town square hadn’t changed much.

Same cobblestone paths, same ivy creeping up the side of Mrs. Lobo’s bakery, and the same crooked bench that had survived more winters than it should’ve. But somehow, it felt smaller to Raghav Malhotra—as if returning to a place you once called home meant shrinking a little, remembering how you once fit into a world that no longer held your shape.

He stood just outside the mayor’s office, umbrella in hand, suitcase beside him. The rain had slowed to a drizzle, enough to make the air feel heavier, like it, too, had stories it wasn’t ready to share.

A woman passed by with a paper bag tucked under her arm. She glanced at him, did a double take, then hurried off as if she’d seen a ghost.

Maybe she had.

That’s how most people here would see him. A shadow from the past.

He hadn’t come back in eleven years. Not after the fight. Not after the night Aanya had stood on that broken bridge with tears in her eyes and told him not to call again. He hadn’t meant to leave things like that. But back then, youth was loud and stubborn, and he had been both.

Now, he is older. Not necessarily wiser, but tired of carrying the weight of unfinished conversations.

The door to the mayor’s office creaked open, and a familiar face emerged.

“Raghav?” The voice was cautious but warm.

“Mr. Mathur,” he said, offering a smile. “Still running the town without losing your mind?”

“Barely.” The mayor chuckled, shaking his hand. “But I’m more surprised you said yes to this project. I thought the city swallowed people like you for good.”

“It tried,” Raghav admitted. “But I wanted to build something real again. Something that matters. And when your letter mentioned Willow Hill, I—”

“You thought of her.” The mayor didn’t need to say Aanya’s name.

Raghav exhaled.

“She’s still here,” Mathur said gently. “Runs an art studio now. Paints more than she speaks, but... she’s good. And strong.”

Raghav nodded, gripping the umbrella tighter. “That doesn’t surprise me.”

“Come inside. We’ll go over the restoration details first. She’ll meet you at the site later today.”

Raghav followed, but his mind stayed in the rain.

The bridge. Her voice. The weight of goodbye. And the one question he’d never stopped asking:
What if I’d stayed?
He didn’t know what kind of reunion awaited him—but he wasn’t here to rewrite the past.

He was here to see if maybe, just maybe, it wasn’t too late to build something new.
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​Chapter Two: The Meeting Point
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Aanya reached the town square earlier than she needed to.

She told herself it was for the light—the way the afternoon sun fell just right on the bricks, soft and golden, perfect for measuring paint tones against the wall. But she knew better. She didn’t even bring her swatches. Only a thermos of masala tea she barely touched.

She hadn’t seen Raghav in over a decade. Not since the night she said things she regretted. Not since he left before she could ask him to stay. Not since their world, once so tightly wound around each other, snapped in half without warning.

And yet, here they were—about to work together again, like nothing had ever broken.

She stood near the fountain, arms crossed, watching the wind move leaves across the cobblestones. Children laughed in the distance, a faint echo of happier times. She remembered painting murals with him in this very spot, the way he used to make fun of her for getting paint on her nose, the way they used to dream aloud—big dreams about cities and galleries and a life full of art and purpose.

Then, she heard footsteps. Steady. Familiar.

She didn’t need to turn.

The silence that followed told her everything.

Raghav stood a few feet behind her, hesitant, umbrella folded and damp at his side. His presence felt the same—like gravity. Like something she had spent years training herself to live without.

“Aanya,” he said quietly, as if the word might break in his mouth.

She turned, slowly, and for a moment, they simply looked at each other. Not like strangers. Not like lovers. But like two people standing on the very edge of memory, unsure if it would carry them or collapse beneath their feet.

“You're early,” she said, her voice more steady than she felt.

“So are you.”

A beat of silence. The rain had stopped, but the air was still thick with things unsaid.

“I saw the sketches,” he offered. “You’ve gotten better.”

“Time does that.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “You?”

“Wiser,” he said. “I think.”

She smiled faintly. “Let’s see if that wisdom helps us fix this place.”

He nodded, looking up at the faded wall they were assigned to restore. “It’s funny,” he said. “This wall used to be our canvas. Now it’s our starting point.”

“Or our test,” she murmured.

Their eyes met again. And for the first time in years, something stirred—not a spark, but the slow rekindling of something once lost.

They turned toward the wall, brushes ready, silence between them no longer uncomfortable—but waiting.

Like the second chance neither of them had dared to hope for.
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