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​✍️ About the Author
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At SankulaHub, we believe that the most powerful stories don’t always begin with grand declarations—but with quiet moments. A glance. A pause. A conversation over coffee that changes everything.
This is where we live—inside the stillness between words and the fire beneath silence.
Our romance titles are rooted in realism, written for readers who crave emotional depth, character-driven journeys, and the warmth of human connection without superficial tropes.
Each book is handcrafted with care, heart, and honesty—one chapter at a time.
If you’ve ever sat across from a stranger and wondered what if, this one’s for you.
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​✍️ Dedication
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For those who’ve ever chosen the same table twice.
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​✍️ Introduction (Hook Scene)
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The rain came without warning—sharp, warm droplets pounding the sidewalks and blurring the city’s hard edges. People hurried under awnings and umbrellas, conversations drowned out by the rising rhythm of thunder. Riya stood still for a moment outside the café, holding her scarf tighter around her neck, wondering if the storm was outside or within her.

Inside Café D’Souza, the lights glowed golden, windows fogged, and the scent of freshly brewed coffee mingled with cinnamon. She pushed the door open, the bell overhead tinkling as if announcing not just her arrival, but something else entirely.

"Sorry, ma'am," the barista said with a quick glance at the crowded room. "Only one table left. You’d have to share."

At the far end, a man in a charcoal blazer raised his head—mid-sip of black coffee, one earphone still tucked in, a faint frown of hesitation crossing his brow.

Riya hesitated, just for a breath.

He nodded, polite, detached. She stepped forward. The table by the window. Two strangers. One table.

Neither of them knew that a conversation hadn’t started—but a story had.
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​✍️ Cast Snapshot 
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Riya Kapoor
Freelance travel writer with a love for people-watching, quietly navigating a past she hasn’t fully left behind.
Kabir Mehta
Architecture professor new to the city—practical, distant, hiding the emotional bruises of a life recently torn apart.
Saanvi Rao
Riya’s roommate and best friend, hopelessly romantic and loud about it, always pushing Riya toward courage.
Sameer Jain
Kabir’s coworker, friend, and reluctant matchmaker, more perceptive than he lets on.
Mrs. D’Souza
The owner of the café, semi-retired, whimsical, believes that tables don’t just seat people—they choose them.
Arjun Sen
A familiar name from Riya’s past—complicated, unfinished, and not as far behind as she thinks.
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​✍️ Chapter 1 – The Table by the Window
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The café always felt like a pause. Even before she knew its name, Riya had passed by Café D’Souza on her evening walks, slowing down as if the air itself changed around its doors. There was something about it—the ivy creeping along the walls, the chalkboard menus with curling letters, the low jazz humming from inside. It looked like a place where endings turned quietly into beginnings.

Today, though, she wasn’t walking past. She was stepping in.

The door closed behind her with a soft thud, shutting out the storm but not the silence that came with being noticed in a room full of strangers. She smoothed her scarf, ran a hand through her rain-damp hair, and approached the counter.

“Masala chai, please,” she said, voice low. “And maybe... just somewhere to sit?”

The barista—Amal, his name tag read—offered her a sympathetic smile. “It’s packed. There’s one seat left, but... you’ll have to share.”

Riya followed his gesture and found him.

He looked up from his coffee. Clean-shaven, neat hair slightly ruffled from the humidity, sleeves rolled to his elbows, one hand resting on a closed notebook beside him. His eyes met hers—steady, unreadable, not unkind.

Riya waited. So did he.

And then, almost imperceptibly, he moved his coffee slightly to the side.

She walked over.

“May I?” she asked.

He nodded once. “It’s your table too now.”

The silence between them wasn’t awkward at first—it was polite, respectful. She sipped her chai and stared out at the rain. He glanced occasionally at her scarf, now a little more soaked than when she entered, and back at his own notes.

She wondered what he did. He wondered why she looked like she was halfway between leaving and staying.

Their cups emptied. The storm lingered. Neither of them moved.

Then, without looking up, he spoke.

“Do you believe in accidents?”

She blinked. “You mean... fate?”

He shook his head. “No. I mean actual accidents. Like two people sitting at the same table because every other one was full.”

She smiled faintly, the first real one since she entered. “Maybe some accidents are better than plans.”

He finally looked at her.

That was how it began—not with sparks, or flirtation, or declarations. But with shared tea, soaked scarves, and a conversation that didn’t need to be loud to be real.
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​✍️ Chapter 2 – The Sound of Rain Between Sentences
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Kabir had always liked the sound of rain—but only when he was indoors, away from it. When he was younger, he’d sit near the window during monsoons and sketch rooftops under clouds, trying to guess what conversations were unfolding beneath. These days, he doesn't sketch as much. Conversations, too, had become fewer.

But something about today felt different.

The girl—Riya, as he would learn later—had the kind of quiet presence that didn’t ask for space, but gently filled it. She wasn’t wearing earbuds. She didn’t check her phone. She wasn’t scrolling, or texting, or pretending to be busy. She simply sat there, like the rain, existing without explanation.

He found that oddly disarming.

“So,” she said softly, looking at the steaming remnants in her cup. “Do you usually share your table with strangers?”

Kabir gave a half-smile. “Only on Thursdays.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“It’s Thursday,” he added.

A pause. Then she laughed—just once, a small breath of sound that made the corner of his mouth twitch again.

“You’re new to the city?” she asked.

He nodded. “A month in. Still figuring it out.”

“Welcome to Bangalore,” she said. “We don’t usually make eye contact this early in the monsoon season.”

“I’ll make a note,” he replied. “Stay dry. Stay distant.”

She smiled, this time with her eyes. “And what do you do when you’re not avoiding strangers in cafés?”

“Teach architecture. Draw. Overthink. The
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