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​About the Author  
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Sankula Ramesh writes stories for anyone who’s ever held back from saying what they truly felt. With a deep understanding of silence, longing, and the emotions that live in unsent messages, Ramesh creates heartfelt romance novels grounded in everyday love—the kind that grows slowly, quietly, and leaves a lasting mark. Every story comes from a place of truth, told with care and honesty. Through the SankulaHub series, he hopes readers will find both reflection and warmth in the moments between the words.
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​Dedication
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For those who left messages in draft.

And for the ones who were brave enough to send them anyway.
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​Introduction / Hook Scene
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The Message

It came on a Tuesday.

Not a particularly remarkable Tuesday—just a humid afternoon in July, with thunderclouds rolling above Mira’s apartment window and a half-finished canvas sitting untouched on the easel.

She was scrolling mindlessly through an old photo folder when the vibration startled her.

Text Message (Unknown Number):

“Text me when you’re brave enough.”

She stared at the screen, thinking it was a wrong number. Then she read it again. And again.

There was no name attached, no emojis, no context—just those six words, as if plucked from the middle of a conversation she had once started but never finished.

Her fingers trembled as she held the phone. The words didn’t scare her. What scared her was how familiar they felt.

This wasn’t random.

This wasn’t spam.

This was someone who knew.

Five minutes passed. She didn’t reply.

She got up, walked to the window, and opened it slightly. The air was heavy. Somewhere in the distance, the sound of a bus horn echoed down the road. The kind of sound that always reminded her of leaving.

She looked back at her phone.

The message was still there.

“Text me when you’re brave enough.”

Mira Desai hadn’t spoken to Rivan Mehta in four years.

And now she wasn’t sure if she could.

But she also wasn’t sure she couldn’t.
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​Chapter 1 — The Message
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The clock on Mira’s wall had stopped ticking weeks ago.

It still read 3:17 p.m., just as it had the day the battery died. She hadn’t bothered to fix it. Time had become abstract since she left her teaching fellowship, since she moved back into the apartment above her mother’s old studio, and especially since the day she gave up trying to explain why her hands no longer reached for the paintbrush the way they used to.

She sat cross-legged on the faded floor mattress, a brush in one hand and a mug of cold coffee in the other, the half-finished portrait of a girl with no eyes staring back at her from the canvas.

Then her phone buzzed.

Mira glanced at it out of instinct. There it was. A simple message.

“Text me when you’re brave enough.”

She didn’t know whether to laugh or drop the phone.

At first, she thought it might be a joke. One of those random spam messages or cryptic texts meant for someone else. But something about it—a strange, low current running beneath those words—made her chest tighten. It felt directed. Specific.

Personal.

She read it again, aloud this time. The words echoed faintly against the quiet walls.

She tapped the number. No name. No prior conversation. No clue.

Mira stared at the screen, her thumb hovering over the keyboard, unsure if she wanted to respond or throw the phone into a drawer and pretend it never happened.

And then it hit her—no, reminded her.

There was only one person who ever used that phrase with her.

She closed her eyes.

Four years ago, on the last night of their final semester, she and Rivan had sat by the lake at the edge of campus. He was twirling a pen between his fingers, watching her struggle to explain why she was afraid to leave home, why she hadn't applied to the art school abroad.

“You don’t have to tell me anything now,” he’d said, voice quiet, eyes avoiding hers. “Just text me... when you’re brave enough.”

It had been a parting line, half a tease, half a wound. She’d never responded. Not with a message. Not even with a goodbye.

She had left him waiting.

And now, four years later, someone had sent that line to her again.

Mira tossed the brush aside and sat upright. Her heart was thudding against her ribs, slow and heavy, like it did when she was about to get on stage or open an exam result. Her fingers opened her gallery and scrolled back through old photos, like muscle memory was leading her there before her mind could catch up.

There he was.

Rivan Mehta.

He hadn’t aged in her memory. Same eyes that could hold storms, same crooked smile that always looked like he was about to tell her something he wasn’t sure she wanted to hear. They hadn’t spoken since graduation. He had left for a writing job in Bangalore. She had stayed back in Ahmedabad. They hadn’t said goodbye properly. Just silence, thick and stretched over years.

And now—this message.

It had to be him.

Who else could it be?

The worst part wasn’t the uncertainty. It was the way her body responded—as if someone had taken the lid off a memory box she’d hidden deep under guilt and silence.

She stood up, paced. Then sat down again.

She typed.

“Is this... Rivan?”

She stared at it. Then deleted it.

She typed again.

“Who is this?”

Deleted that, too.

Then finally she just locked the phone and let it fall beside her.

Outside, thunder grumbled low in the sky. The clouds looked heavy with something about to break.

She leaned back against the wall and exhaled slowly.

If it really was him...

Why now?

And why that message?

But deep down, she already knew the answer.

Maybe he was finally ready to say what he hadn’t before.

Or maybe, just maybe...

He was waiting for her to be ready.
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​Chapter 2 — That Last Semester
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The last semester of college had a weight to it.

Not the heavy kind that pressed on your chest like grief, but the soft, uncertain kind that drifted through empty corridors and late-night conversations, settling quietly into corners. Like something was always almost happening.

Mira remembered the feeling well.

That last semester at Devshree Arts College was a blur of unfinished projects, chai in paper cups, half-lit campus lawns, and music floating down the stairwells from practice rooms no one ever locked. Everything felt temporary. Not rushed—just fragile. As if every moment was made of glass and could shatter if held too tightly.

And in the middle of it all, there was Rivan.

He wasn’t the first boy she’d noticed in college. But he was the first one she kept noticing.
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