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​About the Author
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Love, in all its unpredictable beauty, has always fascinated the author behind SankulaHub’s romance collection. With a deep appreciation for human emotion, second chances, and the quiet moments that change everything, the storyteller behind Lessons from a Younger Love invites readers into worlds where love isn’t always easy, but always worth it.

Writing from a place of sincerity and heart, each novel brings characters to life in a way that feels intimate and real—where past regrets meet present longing, and where age, time, or circumstance cannot silence the pulse of connection.

This story, like many before it, is a reminder that the heart doesn’t always follow logic—and sometimes, the greatest love stories are the ones no one expects.

Thank you for choosing to spend your time with this book. Every page was written with you in mind.
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​Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters

[image: ]




Rhea Kapoor

A 39-year-old literature professor guarding a heart once broken, Rhea has built a life of quiet routine—until someone unexpectedly reminds her how much she’s still capable of feeling.

Kiaan Verma

At 26, Kiaan is a passionate and intuitive photographer with a soul wiser than his years. His lens sees what others miss—especially the truth hidden in Rhea’s guarded eyes.

Meera Kapoor

Rhea’s younger sister and closest confidante. Grounded, cheerful, and supportive, Meera believes in second chances more than anyone she knows.

Arjun Desai

Rhea’s former fiancé, now a successful academic in the U.S., whose reappearance stirs up unresolved memories.

Raghu “Rags” Malhotra

Kiaan’s best friend and fellow creative spirit. Often the voice of spontaneity, he’s the first to challenge Kiaan’s ideas of love and logic.

Professor Mrinalini Singh

Rhea’s mentor and lifelong friend. With a sharp mind and gentle wit, she serves as the unexpected compass when Rhea finds herself emotionally adrift.


​Introduction Scene


The soft glow of evening settled across the old campus courtyard, casting long shadows over stone benches and weathered trees. Rhea Kapoor leaned against the balcony rail of the English department lounge, watching as students trickled out below, laughter rising like birds startled into flight.

She had stood here hundreds of times, yet today, everything felt oddly unfamiliar. Maybe it was the air—thick with jasmine and something unspoken. Maybe it was her own breath, catching against the ache she had tried for years to quiet.

At thirty-nine, Rhea had grown used to solitude—not the cold kind, but the quiet kind. The kind that came with coffee brewed for one, curtains drawn just so, and a stack of poetry books on the nightstand that no longer made her cry. Life, she had told herself, was full. Not bursting, not thrilling, but full. Reliable.

And then, one Thursday morning, he walked into her classroom.

Kiaan Verma.

Late twenties, camera slung over one shoulder, questions in his eyes and calm in his voice. He wasn’t a student. He wasn’t faculty. Just a visiting photographer for the university’s cultural series—assigned to shadow departments for a feature. A temporary presence, she assumed.

But some presences—no matter how fleeting—stir things you thought were long buried.

He had asked too many questions. Smiled too easily. I looked at her like she was still visible.

It was dangerous.

And she knew it was ridiculous.

But what Rhea didn’t know—not yet—was that love doesn’t care about perfect timing. It doesn’t ask for resumes or permission. It simply arrives. And sometimes, it arrives in the form of someone younger, braver, and entirely unwilling to let her keep hiding.
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​Chapter 1: The First Frame
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Rhea Kapoor was never late.

It wasn’t vanity or discipline that kept her punctual—it was preservation. Being early meant she never had to rush, never had to explain, and more importantly, never had to arrive into chaos. It was how she protected herself from the noise that always threatened to spill in.

But this morning, the faculty elevator had stalled between floors. Her handbag strap had snapped in the middle of the lobby. And by the time she entered her classroom, the clock had already ticked six minutes past nine.

The room fell momentarily silent, a dozen curious eyes tracking her every move.

She offered a curt nod, adjusting the scarf around her shoulders. “Good morning. Sorry for the delay.”

The students murmured back. Rhea moved to the desk and was about to begin when she noticed a stranger leaning against the side wall. Camera in hand. Casual. Observant.

He wasn’t startled by her arrival—if anything, he seemed amused.

Her eyes narrowed slightly. “Can I help you?”

The man straightened. “Kiaan Verma. I’m with the University Arts Collective. I emailed last week—I’m documenting the teaching process for the spring archive. They said this class was on the list.”

She remembered now. A vague message buried between meeting notes. She had dismissed it. She didn’t like being observed.

“Right,” she replied, lips tightening. “Just don’t disrupt the class.”

He smiled easily. “I wouldn't dream of it.”

Rhea turned to the board, chalk in hand, and began outlining today’s discussion: Romanticism and the Role of Personal Grief. A favorite topic—rich with nuance, layered with longing. But her rhythm was off today. She could feel his presence behind the lens, each click of the shutter echoing louder than it should. Her voice wavered for half a second, only she noticed. At least, she thought only she noticed.

She avoided looking in his direction.

But midway through quoting Keats, she glanced up—and there he was, capturing her with quiet certainty, as if her expression itself were part of the lecture.

Something flickered inside her, like a match lit too close to dry paper.

After class, she gathered her notes briskly, hoping he would leave without small talk. But he didn’t.

“Can I show you something?” he asked, approaching with calm confidence. He extended his camera.

“No, thank you.”

“It’s just a test shot,” he persisted. “You might want to see how you appear when you talk about grief.”

His tone wasn’t mocking. It was sincere. Oddly disarming.

She hesitated—then reached for the camera.

The photo showed her mid-sentence, one hand lifted, eyes focused, mouth softly parted. But it wasn’t the composition that caught her breath—it was what she saw beneath it. There was life in her face. Not just knowledge. Not just structure. But something unguarded.
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