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Coffee Room Crush  

About the Author
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The storyteller behind Coffee Room Crush writes contemporary office romances that are grounded in real work-life pressures, quiet longings, and the small, stolen moments that change everything. Years of observing how people carry their hopes and heartbreaks into fluorescent-lit corridors and cluttered desks have turned into a deep love for workplace love stories that feel real, layered, and emotionally satisfying.

In every book, the author aims to protect the gentle, slow-burn nature of connection: glances held a second too long during status meetings, conversations that drift from project updates to childhood memories over coffee, the way two people learn to trust each other in a place that runs on performance reviews and deadlines. Coffee Room Crush continues that focus, bringing an everyday office corner to life as the quiet stage for a love story that refuses to stay in the background.

When not weaving stories, the author is usually scribbling character notes in a notebook, people-watching in public spaces, and collecting details that later turn into entire scenes. Each SankulaHub romance is written with the belief that ordinary people and ordinary workplaces can carry extraordinary emotional journeys.
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Dedication
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For everyone who has ever stared at a coffee machine just a little longer because the right person walked into the room at the wrong time, or the wrong person walked in at what turned out to be exactly the right time.

For the hearts that learned to breathe again between emails, deadlines, and office politics. This one is for the crush you told no one about, and the version of you who wished you were brave enough to stay five minutes longer in that break room.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Cast Snapshot – Meet the Team
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Keira Hale
Twenty-nine, senior operations coordinator at Brightline Metrics, an analytics firm that lives on dashboards, last-minute client calls, and late-night presentations. Keira is organized to the point of obsession, but under all that control is a woman still recovering from a past relationship that blurred every line between her personal and professional life. The office coffee room is her five-minute sanctuary where she remembers she is more than her to-do list.
Jonah Mercer
Thirty-one, recently transferred project manager from the London office to the Hyderabad branch of Brightline Metrics. Jonah is steady, observant, and slightly out of place in a new country, with coffee as his chosen anchor in the unfamiliar. He notices everything, files it away quietly, and is determined that this time he will not let work consume him the way it did in his last role. The coffee room becomes the first place where he feels the new office might someday feel like home.
Maya Hale
Keira’s younger sister by four years, working in a different industry but in the same city. Maya is impulsive, creative, and painfully honest in ways Keira secretly envies. She is the person Keira calls when office life feels like too much, and the outside voice who keeps asking why her sister’s life seems to revolve around other people’s priorities more than her own.
Rafiq Khan
Keira’s closest colleague, an analyst who has mastered the art of surviving corporate storms with humour and well-timed sarcasm. Rafiq pretends he does not believe in office love stories, but he is the first to notice the slight shift in Keira’s posture when a certain new project manager walks into the coffee room.
Diane Reeves
Head of Human Resources at Brightline Metrics, calm-eyed and careful with her words. Diane has seen enough messy office entanglements to know where they usually lead, yet she also understands that people do not stop being human just because they swipe an access card every morning. Her quiet presence will matter more than Keira or Jonah expects.
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Introduction Scene – The First Spill
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The coffee machine in Brightline Metrics’ eleventh floor pantry had a rhythm of its own, one Keira Hale could follow with her eyes closed. She knew exactly how many seconds the machine took to grind, how long before the drip turned into a steady stream, and when the little vibration of the counter warned her that someone had forgotten to empty the used grounds tray. It was the one place in the entire office that did what it was supposed to do every day without complaining, breaking, or sending urgent emails. That morning, as pale light filtered through the tall windows and the first wave of employees logged in at their desks, Keira stood barefoot inside her black heels, rolling her toes to wake herself up while the machine hummed.

Her reflection in the pantry glass door showed a woman who looked more awake than she felt. Hair twisted into a neat low bun, navy-blue blouse tucked into grey trousers, badge hanging exactly in the middle of her chest, she looked like the kind of person who knew what she was doing. Inside, there was a familiar tightness just under her ribs, the one that visited on days with back-to-back meetings and a client presentation that had not stopped running inside her head since three in the morning. She closed her eyes, inhaled the rich scent of coffee, and tried to imagine that the hum around her was an ocean instead of office air conditioning.

The door to the coffee room clicked open, and with it, the fragile quiet broke. Keira glanced up with the half-smile she reserved for colleagues she did not know well enough to greet by name. The man who stepped in did not fit into any of her mental labels yet. Tall, with rolled-up shirt sleeves and a slightly crooked tie that looked like it had started the morning perfectly straight, he paused for a fraction of a second when he saw her, as if recalibrating some private plan. His badge, tilted sideways, caught the light: Jonah Mercer, Project Manager. No team name printed beneath yet. New.

“Is this already taken, or am I allowed to negotiate with the machine?” he asked, voice warm, accent gently stretched in a way that did not sound local. There was a touch of London in the vowels, a low softness at the end of each sentence that made his question feel less like a joke and more like a careful invitation.

Keira stepped aside automatically, the soles of her shoes making a soft squeak against the tiled floor. “It only listens to people who don’t insult it,” she replied, surprised at herself. “If you call it a machine, it gives you burnt espresso. If you call it a miracle, it might let you survive the eleven o’clock review.”

His mouth curved, not into a broad smile, but into something quieter and more genuine. “Miracle it is, then. In that case, allow me to introduce myself properly to the miracle.” He moved closer, leaving enough space that she did not feel crowded but close enough that she caught the faint smell of his cologne, clean and steady like cedar and rain. “Jonah,” he added, turning to her as he pressed the black coffee option. “Today is my first day of officially pretending I know what I’m doing here.”

The familiar joke about first days hovered on her tongue, but Keira swallowed it. Instead, she tilted her head and studied him for a second. He did not have the wide-eyed nervousness of a fresher or the hyper-confidence of someone who came in believing the office owed him something. His eyes tracked the coffee stream like he was relieved to have something simple to focus on, a small island in the middle of a sea of new passwords, new names, new expectations. She recognized the look. She had worn it herself, years ago, when she had first walked into Brightline Metrics and told herself that work would be the one thing that never left.

“Keira,” she said. “I am the one who sends those long emails about timelines that everyone complains about and then follows anyway. If your day ever feels like it is falling apart, you will probably find my name in your inbox.”

“Then I should be very polite to you,” Jonah answered. Him saying her name made it feel softer somehow, like a word she might want to hear again. The machine beeped, announcing that his cup was full. He reached for it, misjudged the distance by a fraction, and the edge of his sleeve caught the handle of her mug instead. It tipped, dark coffee sloshing over the rim, warmth spreading across her fingers before she could move away.

For one heartbeat, the room held its breath. Keira hissed under her own, setting the mug down hard on the counter as liquid pooled around the base. Pain flashed across her fingers, that sharp sting that always came before the burn settled in properly. Jonah’s hand was instantly there, not touching her but hovering, useless and desperate.

“I am so sorry,” he said, the apology immediate and unpracticed. “I swear I know how to operate cups where I come from. Here, I—do you have running water in this room, or do I need to take you to a hospital and make a dramatic first impression?”

Despite the blooming redness on the side of her hand, a small, surprised laugh escaped her. It felt wrong and right at the same time, laughter threaded through pain. “Sink is right behind you. Hospital might be a bit much for a coffee splash, unless you are trying to get out of your induction sessions.”

He moved out of her way so quickly he almost collided with the cabinet, then corrected himself and turned on the tap. The rush of cool water felt like a small mercy against her skin as she held her hand beneath it, stretching her fingers out. Jonah stood beside her, eyes fixed on the reddening mark as if sheer focus could make it disappear. There was a crease between his brows, tiny but deep.

“This is not how I planned to introduce myself to the person in charge of timelines,” he murmured. “I was going for something like ‘Hello, I am reliable and good at my job,’ not ‘Hi, I am a hazard around hot beverages.’”

She watched their reflections in the small square of glass above the sink. Two people framed by a refrigerator humming in the background, a notice board covered in faded posters, and a coffee machine that still had not forgiven them. There was something unexpectedly gentle about the picture. “You have time to improve the impression,” she said, turning off the tap. “Just stay away from my coffee for a while. That will help.”

He caught her gaze for a second longer than necessary. There was gratitude there, and a flicker of something else she did not have time to name. The door opened again, letting in a burst of chatter and the sound of someone complaining about the latest client request. The spell, if that was what it was, broke. The coffee room returned to being just a bright, overused pantry with sticky counters and an overworked machine.

Rafiq stepped inside, eyes instantly dropping to the half-wiped spill on the counter and the faint flush on Keira’s fingers. “Did the miracle betray you?” he asked her, then shifted his attention to Jonah. “Or is this the part where you tell me our new project manager moonlights as a barista and tries to impress you with latte art?”

Keira straightened, instinctively putting a little more distance between herself and Jonah than she needed to. “Accident,” she said. “Survivable. Rafiq, this is Jonah, joining the Northbridge account from London. Jonah, this is the man who will explain to you why our coffee machine is actually the centre of this company’s emotional life.”

Jonah shook Rafiq’s hand, the corners of his mouth lifting again as Rafiq launched into a dramatic monologue about confessions made in this very room, promotions celebrated here before anywhere else, and the way people stared into their cups when they were deciding whether to stay or resign. Keira listened with half an ear, the other half tracking the way Jonah leaned against the counter, already absorbing the rhythms of this place. He fit, she realized with a faint jolt, in a way that unnerved her.

Her calendar reminder buzzed softly on her phone, pulling her back. Eleven o’clock review, thirty minutes earlier than she was ready for. She picked up her now-lukewarm coffee, avoiding the still-damp patch on the table, and moved towards the door. Jonah stepped aside to let her pass, the slightest brush of his sleeve against her arm sending a tiny electric line down to her wrist.

“Keira,” he said, low enough that Rafiq, rummaging in the sugar sachets, would not hear. “Thank you for not making this more awkward than it already is. I owe you a proper, non-injuring cup of coffee at some point. Preferably when I have learned how this machine works.”

She paused, feeling the old, familiar instinct to deflect, to keep everything neat and unmessy. The last time she had accepted coffee from a colleague, it had ended with blurred boundaries, whispered arguments in stairwells, and months of avoiding certain corridors. She had promised herself that in this office, coffee would be nothing but caffeine.

Yet, as she looked at him, at the earnestness in his eyes and the accidental stain on his cuff from her spilled drink, something inside her shifted, almost imperceptibly. Perhaps, she thought, the cafe could hold more than one story.

“We will see if you survive your induction first,” she replied, allowing the faintest hint of warmth into her voice. “Then we will talk about coffee that does not require a first-aid kit.”

She stepped out into the corridor, the noise of the open-plan floor rushing up to meet her. The door swung shut behind her with a soft click, cutting off the low murmur of Jonah and Rafiq’s conversation. As she walked back to her desk, the familiar grid of cubicles and screens felt slightly altered, as if the entire floor had tilted by half a degree.

On her screen, the day’s schedule blinked back in stark, unforgiving blocks of time. Her hand still held the faint coolness of the running water and the ghost of the brief warmth that had followed. She flexed her fingers, opened the client deck, and tried to focus on numbers and bullet points that refused to stay still. Somewhere behind her, past three rows of desks and a glass partition, the coffee machine hummed again, steady and patient, as if it knew that this was not the last time Keira Hale and Jonah Mercer would stand in front of it together.
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Chapter One – The Unwritten Line
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By the time the office settled into its late-morning rhythm, the coffee spill had been absorbed into the day the way most small accidents were: folded into jokes, retold with hand gestures, and then filed away beneath more urgent emergencies. For everyone except Keira. The faint pink mark on her hand had already faded to a soft flush, but she kept noticing it every time her fingers moved across the keyboard. It was a reminder of a moment she had not prepared for, the kind that did not fit into her carefully curated spreadsheets and project plans.

Her inbox blinked with the usual demands. A client in Singapore wanted last-minute changes to a deck that had already been signed off. The Northbridge account needed a revised timeline because someone in their leadership had changed their mind about priorities. An internal reminder from HR about the “mandatory fun” of Friday’s town hall sat unread near the top, radiating cheerfulness that made her eyes ache. Keira inhaled slowly and started sorting, creating mental piles of what needed attention now, what could wait, and what would only feel urgent because people liked to panic.

From her desk near the central aisle, she could see only a portion of the open floor: rows of monitors, heads bent over laptops, the occasional burst of laughter from the marketing cluster. The new project manager’s desk fell just outside her usual line of sight, somewhere in the zone she mentally labeled “client-facing chaos.” She told herself she did not care where he sat. New people arrived, found a corner, and learned how things worked. That was the pattern.

Still, when the internal chat pinged with a new message from “Jonah.Mercer,” her fingers hesitated over the mouse for half a second.

Hi Keira. It seems my initiation into the Northbridge universe involves a lot of acronyms and one accident report for coffee-related damage. I wanted to check how your hand is.

She stared at the message for a moment, aware that even a harmless line of text could become something else if she let it. Her own rules came back to her with the clarity of a contract: no personal chats that lasted longer than necessary, no late-night messaging that felt like company but was actually loneliness, no letting work become the place she looked to for warmth. She had drafted those rules for herself after the last mess, when a charming strategist had turned their shared deadlines into something that looked like a future and then walked away the moment a bigger opportunity came along.

She typed slowly, keeping her reply crisp.

Hand is fine. No damage to report. Thank you for checking. Welcome officially to the chaos. If you survive this week’s client review, the coffee room might forgive you.

She almost deleted the last sentence, then left it there. It could pass as office banter. There was nothing HR could highlight in red. She hit send and forced herself to move on to the next email.

Across the floor, Jonah sat back in his chair as her reply appeared. The day so far had been a blur of onboarding, new names, and the particular exhaustion that came from smiling just enough to seem approachable but not so much that people thought he was overeager. In London, he had reached the point where he moved through the office on autopilot. Here, every step was new. Even the silence sounded different. The white noise of hundreds of keystrokes had a different texture, thinner somehow.

He read her message twice, catching the dry tilt of humour beneath the formal structure. It was the same thing he had heard in her voice when she joked about miracles and timelines. Jonah had always been good at reading tones. It had saved him more than once in rooms where people said one thing and meant another. Here, he could sense a careful distance in Keira, not unkind but deliberate.

His calendar reminded him of the afternoon induction session with HR. Diane Reeves. He had spoken to her briefly during the hiring process, over a video call in which she had asked surprisingly human questions about burnout and boundaries, not just performance and expectations. “We are trying not to burn out our best people,” she had said. “We don’t always succeed, but we’re learning.” He had believed her enough to accept the role.

Before heading into the next meeting, he looked down at the faint brown
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