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​About the Author 
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SankulaHub is a creative haven for stories that speak to the quiet corners of the heart. Our romance eBooks are crafted not by formulas or trends, but by an unshakable belief in slow, soul-deep love. We write for those who believe that the most powerful moments are often the softest—the look across a table, the letter never sent, the pause before a word is spoken.

Every SankulaHub romance begins with a simple premise and blossoms into something deeper: a journey through vulnerability, longing, and quiet redemption. Our stories don’t shout—they linger.

Thank you for choosing to spend your time with one of our stories. Whether you’re reading this late at night, curled up with tea, or stealing moments during a lunch break, we hope this book finds you when you need it most.
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​Optional Opening Quote
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"Sometimes, the proposal that changes your life isn't the one you anticipated—it's the one that reflects how deeply someone sees you."
— SankulaHub
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​Cast Snapshot
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Meet the characters of “The Proposal She Never Expected” before Chapter 1 begins. No spoilers—just a quiet introduction.

Ananya Rao – A composed, intelligent 32-year-old project consultant in Delhi who never imagined love could enter her life through the very door she walks through every morning. Guarded, but kind.

Kabir Malhotra – A 35-year-old Senior Architect at the firm. Gentle, reserved, and intuitive. He’s admired Ananya from afar for years—but never found the right moment... until now.

Mr. Suresh Mehra – Their eccentric but respected boss who seems more observant than he lets on.

Ritu Singh – Ananya’s lively best friend and office teammate, whose laughter fills the silence Ananya often clings to.

Arjun Mehra – Suresh's son, a wildcard who once showed interest in Ananya and may complicate matters unexpectedly.

Nina Rao – Ananya’s younger sister, a romantic at heart and gentle reminder of the life Ananya has tried to keep at arm’s length.
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​Introduction / Hook Scene
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Chapter-less Prologue (starts mid-action, dramatic but clean)


The rain started just as Ananya reached the building’s lobby, dulling the city noise into a soft hush. She stood at the glass entrance of the architecture firm she’d worked at for six steady years, umbrella folded, water pooling at her feet. She was ten minutes early, as usual.

What she didn’t expect was to see Kabir already there—waiting by the elevator, holding a single file in one hand, and something unreadable in his expression.

He saw her, nodded politely, then said it.

“Can we talk?”
His voice wasn’t urgent, but it had weight.
She blinked, unsure why her pulse skipped. “Of course. Is everything alright?”

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he opened the conference room door beside them. Empty. Quiet.

“I’ve drafted something,” he said, setting the file down on the glass table. “It’s not a proposal for a project. It’s a personal one. And I... I’d like you to read it.”

She stared at the file. Pale blue. Her name handwritten across the front in his neat architect’s lettering.

“I’m not asking for anything right now,” he added softly. “Only when you open it.”

The file remained untouched between them.
And outside, the rain kept falling—like the city was holding its breath.
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​Chapter 1 – The File on the Table

[image: ]


The hum of the office had always comforted Ananya. Keyboards clicking in a quiet rhythm. Phones ringing in short bursts. Voices lowered in hushed collaboration. It was the background score of her life—predictable, orderly, safe.

But today, something disrupted that calm.

The moment she stepped into the conference room to drop off morning notes, she saw it. A file—blue, thick, neatly labeled in handwriting she recognized instantly. Her name was written across it.

Ananya Rao.

And beneath that, in the same precise penmanship:
Private. Kindly read in confidence – Kabir.
She froze. Not because she was startled, but because she wasn’t. She had sensed something shifting for weeks—quiet glances, the way his greetings lingered slightly longer than necessary, the gentle pauses when they crossed paths. Nothing inappropriate, never crossing a line. But unmistakable, all the same.

She glanced around the room. Empty.

The file lay untouched on the polished table, completely out of place in a room typically reserved for high-level architectural briefings and client presentations.

Her fingers hovered over it but didn’t make contact. Instead, she stepped back, heart tapping a beat faster than usual.

She didn’t open it.

The day unfolded in its usual pattern, but her mind kept circling back to that blue file.

Kabir Malhotra, senior architect, known for his composed demeanor and detailed planning, had never done anything impulsive—not in the six years she had known him. So what could this be?

A joke? Unlikely. He wasn’t the type.

A resignation letter with her as a reference? Oddly specific, and completely improbable.

A personal letter? That thought stayed with her longer than she cared to admit.

By mid-morning, she found herself sipping coffee in the far corner of the breakroom, trying to keep her hands from fidgeting. Kabir walked in casually, like he always did. No tension in his shoulders, no sign that he had done anything unusual that day.

“Good morning,” he said simply.

“Morning,” she replied, tone neutral.

Their eyes met briefly. There was something unreadable in his—like he was waiting. But when she didn’t offer more, he nodded and walked past her, stirring sugar into his coffee like it was just another Tuesday.

That afternoon, she sat across from him in a team review meeting. Their chairs were arranged around a long oak table, portfolios open, sketches pinned with thumbtacks. He presented updates on a heritage library renovation project with his usual clarity.

Only once did he glance her way—mid-sentence, mid-thought—just a flicker of a glance.

And she looked away.

By the end of the day, the file was still there.

She returned to the conference room at 6:25 p.m., when most others had packed up and left. The city outside the window was beginning to shimmer in twilight. She stood at the threshold again, unsure whether she had come to retrieve it... or leave it untouched forever.

She picked it up.

It was heavier than it looked, filled with more than a few pages. Neatly clipped. No envelope. Just his handwriting again, this time inside the front cover:

“This isn’t a proposal. At least not in the traditional sense. But if you read to the end, you’ll understand why I had to write it.”
— K.”
She took a long breath and tucked it into her satchel without opening it. The silence of the room was louder than ever now, as if waiting with her.

As she left the building, her reflection in the glass door caught her eye.

Same blazer. Same tired face.

But something was different.

A part of her knew—however this unfolded—this wasn’t just about a file.
It was about what had quietly grown between them when neither of them was brave enough to name it.
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