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​🖋️ About the Author


[image: ]




Sankula Ramesh is the heart behind SankulaHub, where stories are crafted not just to entertain but to linger. Known for writing romance that feels real—soft-spoken, emotionally rich, and grounded in everyday humanity—he believes that the quietest moments often carry the loudest emotions. Through characters who love deeply, forgive gently, and heal slowly, he invites readers into worlds where stillness speaks louder than words. Every story is written with warmth, a hint of nostalgia, and a deep respect for love’s power to transform lives.

When he's not writing, he curates digital tools, designs logos, and creates meaningful products for dreamers, creatives, and small business owners. "Stillness in Her Smile" is yet another chapter in his growing collection of heartfelt fiction.
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​🌸 Introduction / Hook Scene
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Sometimes, silence doesn’t mean emptiness—it holds the whole story.

The first time Caleb saw her, she was sitting alone on the weathered bench beside Willow Creek, her hands wrapped around a steaming paper cup. Autumn leaves fell in slow spirals around her, but she didn’t seem to notice. Her gaze was fixed on the horizon where the morning fog met the still water, as if watching something no one else could see.

She didn’t smile at him. Not that day.

But something in the way she blinked slowly, like letting go of a memory, made him pause mid-step. She looked like someone who had once laughed loudly... and then stopped. There was a calmness about her—almost sacred, almost sad. Like still water over deep pain.

Caleb didn’t speak. He just nodded, respectful of whatever silence she was holding. And when she finally turned her face toward him, he saw it—that faint curve of her lips. It wasn’t a full smile, more like a whisper of one. But it was enough.

Stillness. In her smile.

And from that moment on, Caleb found himself returning to the creek more often than necessary, carrying with him questions he never thought he’d ask... and hoping she’d answer with more than just silence.
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​📖 Chapter 1 – The Quiet Routine
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Elara Whitmore had built her life around quiet things.

Each morning began the same way: a kettle whistle at exactly 6:45, the scent of chamomile and peppermint drifting through her cottage kitchen, and the rustle of the daily paper at her doorstep—though she rarely read more than the weather and obituaries. After that, she walked the short path through the woods to Willow Creek, always arriving by 7:15 with her cup of tea, always sitting on the same bench, and always leaving before the joggers overtook the trail.

People in town called her “the creek lady,” and most meant it kindly. Elara didn’t mind. She liked that they saw her as part of the landscape—predictable, peaceful, unbothered. What they didn’t see, what no one knew, was that every morning she still half-expected James to join her.

Her late husband had died four years ago. A roadside collision. No warning, no last words. One morning he was sipping coffee beside her, and by sunset, she was identifying his belongings from a sealed bag.

Grief had changed her—not into someone bitter or loud, but someone muted. Softer in the edges, slower in the center. Willow Creek had become her sanctuary, the only place she could hear him still—his laughter in the wind, his footsteps in the crunch of leaves. She spoke to him sometimes, only in her head, never out loud.
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