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​The Midnight Carousel Kiss
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​About the Author 
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SankulaHub is a space where stories breathe emotion and romance is written in the language of quiet moments, slow glances, and hearts that heal. Every title we publish carries the promise of original, soul-touching storytelling—crafted with care, written in a fully human tone, and built for lasting connection.

Our romance novels are more than tales—they are invitations into a world where love isn’t rushed, where characters feel like people you once knew, and where every chapter is written with emotional truth.

At SankulaHub, we believe in the power of slow-burn love, second chances, and the magic of the small things—a shared memory, a lingering glance, or a kiss beneath the stars.

To explore more stories like this, visit our official catalog at SankulaHub (or browse us on your favorite book platform).
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​Opening Quote
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“Some moments are written in time, not with ink or memory, but with the turning of a carousel and a kiss that waited too long.”
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​Introduction – The Legend of the Carousel
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They say it only spins once a year.

Long after the crowds of the Lunar Festival have gone home and the music has faded into the trees, when the town is bathed in silver light and the wind barely moves the leaves, the carousel wakes. No tickets. No music. No lights. Just the sound of turning wood and a soft creak that echoes through the stillness of midnight.

It began as a whispered tale—parents calming restless children with a bedtime story, teenagers daring each other to sneak to the town square, elders smiling without confirming whether the legend was real. But over the years, the story took root in the town’s bones.

They say if two hearts are meant to meet—or meant to find their way back to each other—the carousel will spin for them. Just once. One ride. One kiss. And something changes.

It doesn’t promise answers. It doesn’t undo pain. But it gives you a moment—just enough to choose love again.

On the edge of Larkspur Bay, where the gulls cry softly at dawn and the sea air carries old secrets, the carousel stands still for 364 days. And on the 365th, it turns for someone waiting.

Tonight, it will turn again.
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​Cast Snapshot – Meet the Characters
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Elia Monroe

A quiet, reclusive art teacher at Larkspur Elementary. She lives alone in her late grandmother’s cottage and hasn't stepped near the carousel since the night she lost someone dear. Carries grief like a folded letter in her pocket—never opened, never thrown away.

Julian Rae

A traveling watchmaker from the city. He returns to Larkspur Bay hoping to trace the last summer his grandfather spent here. A man of time and detail, but emotionally adrift. The carousel is the last place mentioned in his grandfather’s journal.

Nora Bell

Elia’s closest friend and the warm-hearted owner of “The Gingerleaf Café.” A gentle force in town who believes the carousel is more than myth. She nudges stories together without ever forcing them.

Mr. Callen

The town’s soft-spoken elder and unofficial caretaker of the carousel. Known for restoring old clocks and memories. He’s the only one who’s seen the carousel turn—twice.

Ava Rae

Julian’s younger sister and a childhood visitor of Larkspur Bay. Fiercely intuitive, she believes in fate more than logic. She’s the one who urged Julian to read their grandfather’s letters—and come here.
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​Chapter 1 – The Brushstroke That Didn’t Dry
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Elia Monroe had stopped believing in second chances the year she painted the sea and forgot to give it a horizon.

The painting still hung on the wall of her cottage, just above the worn oak side table where she kept letters she never mailed. She’d stared at that brushstroke—the one that bled too far into the sky—for almost two years, unable to fix it. Not because she didn’t know how. Because the moment she lifted the brush, her hand trembled like the past might rise from the canvas.

It was a Monday when the fog came early. The kind of fog that hushed the town and made the carousel in the square disappear like it had never existed. Elia pulled her cardigan tighter around her frame and pressed her fingertips to the glass window, tracing the curve of the dock through the mist. Larkspur Bay looked like an unfinished dream.

She didn’t plan to visit the square today. She hadn’t for months. Not since the last Lunar Festival. But something felt... restless. Like something unsaid was pacing just beneath her skin. She shook it off and turned back toward the small easel where a new canvas waited.

Still blank.

Still untouched.

Still asking too much.

The knock came just as she reached for her paintbrush.

“Elia?” It was Nora’s voice. Light and unassuming.

Elia opened the door, blinking at her friend who already had a coffee in one hand and what looked like a folded newspaper in the other.

“Let me guess,” Elia said. “Someone claimed the carousel turned again last night?”

Nora grinned. “No, but someone rented the loft above the café. He arrived this morning. A watchmaker.”

Elia raised an eyebrow. “We have watches in this town?”

“We have memories that need mending,” Nora replied. “And I think he’s here for more than watches.”

Elia hesitated. “You think everyone who visits is looking for something more.”

“Because most are.”

She handed Elia the newspaper, folded to a small announcement:

Julian Rae, Master Horologist, will be offering vintage timepiece restoration this season at Gingerleaf Loft.

Elia scanned it, her eyes catching on the name. Rae. It stirred something in the back of her mind, like a distant bell tolling at a funeral she had once attended in her dreams. She couldn’t place it.

Nora watched her carefully. “He asked about the carousel.”

Elia stiffened.

“He said his grandfather visited here often, years ago. Keep a journal.”

Elia's voice was quiet. “What did you tell him?”

“I told him it doesn’t spin. Unless it’s meant to.”

POV Shift: Julian Rae

Julian ran his fingers along the curve of the brass pocket watch, feeling the way it clicked with reluctant rhythm. It was the third watch he’d opened that morning and the only one that had stopped exactly at 11:58 p.m.

“Always the same time,” he murmured to himself.

He had been in Larkspur Bay for less than twelve hours, and already he felt the strange undercurrent that threaded through the town—like everyone moved just slightly slower, listened a little longer. It wasn’t sleepiness. It was... preservation.
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