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    Dedication
To the ones who found love over shared meals, laughter between deadlines,and memories brewed stronger than coffee.
And to every heart that ever beat a little faster in a college canteen—this story is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Epigraph
"Somewhere between coffee breaks and class notes,we fell in love without knowing it was happening."

      

    


​Main Character Bios – CANTEEN CRUSH

​1. Aarav Mehta


●  Age: 21

●  Major: Mass Communication

●  Personality: Confident, charming, and witty. Known for his effortless popularity and talent in music and hosting events. Deep down, he’s more vulnerable than he appears.

●  Role: The heartthrob of the canteen and E. Carry’s unexpected love interest.


​2. E. Carry (Emily Carry)


●  Age: 20

●  Background: British exchange student

●  Major: Literature

●  Personality: Smart, quiet, and observant. She’s recovering from a difficult breakup and moved abroad to start fresh. Keeps people at a distance—but Aarav slowly breaks through.

●  Role: Mysterious newcomer whose presence changes everything.


​3. Kabir Singh


●  Age: 21

●  Major: Engineering

●  Personality: Loud, humorous, loyal. He hides his own insecurities with constant jokes. He’s the glue that holds the group together.

●  Role: Aarav’s best friend and comic relief with surprising emotional depth.


​4. Lily M. (Lily Morgan)


●  Age: 20

●  Background: American-Indian student

●  Major: Fashion Design

●  Personality: Stylish, bold, and a gossip queen. Fiercely loyal to E. Carry, she’s a romantic at heart who secretly likes Kabir.

●  Role: E. Carry’s best friend and voice of reason (sometimes).


​5. Riya Patel


●  Age: 21

●  Major: Business

●  Personality: Competitive, clever, and a bit manipulative. Deep down, she’s insecure and afraid of not being enough.

●  Role: Aarav’s admirer who sees E. Carry as a threat.


​6. Danny Brook


●  Age: 22

●  Background: British, E. Carry’s childhood friend

●  Major: Visual Arts

●  Personality: Artistic, introverted, and brooding. Has loved E. Carry for years but never confessed.

●  Role: Adds tension to the love triangle between Aarav and E. Carry.


​7. Roy Fernandez


●  Age: 23

●  Major: Law

●  Personality: Intense, powerful presence. He’s a senior who returns to campus to run an alumni event.

●  Role: Mysterious rival who challenges Aarav’s position and stirs deeper tension.


​8. Professor Rebecca Sinha


●  Age: 40s

●  Subject: English Literature

●  Personality: Eccentric, poetic, and unexpectedly insightful. Students often think she’s odd—until her advice hits home.

●  Role: The wise, quirky mentor who subtly guides the main characters’ emotional journeys.
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​Chapter 1: The Girl by the Window
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There was a rhythm to college life that could be felt strongest in the canteen. It wasn’t just a place to eat—it was the heart of the campus. A place where laughter echoed louder than lectures, secrets slipped through steaming cups of chai, and crushes bloomed like roses in a field of caffeine.

It was 11:47 AM when Aarav Mehta strolled into the canteen, as if the very space adjusted to his arrival. Heads turned—some in admiration, some in annoyance, and some because it was impossible not to look at someone who carried charisma like a second skin. His black hoodie was slightly unzipped, revealing a graphic tee with an obscure band logo. His eyes scanned the room—not out of curiosity, but with the confidence of someone who already knew the terrain.

Kabir Singh, sitting at their usual table near the vending machine, waved him over.

"Late again, Romeo," Kabir smirked, shoving a half-eaten samosa into his mouth. “What’s your excuse today? Lost in your fan mail?”

Aarav plopped into the chair beside him, stealing a fry from Kabir’s plate. "Had to talk to Professor Sharma about the upcoming fest. Also, some freshers were asking me how to not get lost on campus. Naturally, I had to guide them."

"Naturally," Kabir rolled his eyes. "With your GPS-like charm."

Their banter was interrupted when Lily M., the ever-fashionable fashion major, breezed in like a runway model. Her curly auburn hair bounced with each step, and her oversized sunglasses stayed perched like she was in LA, not Delhi.

“Boys,” she greeted, sliding into her seat gracefully. “Did you hear? There’s a new girl in Literature. British. And, rumor has it, she’s hot in a cold, mysterious kind of way.”

Kabir raised an eyebrow. “Cold and mysterious? Sounds like my kind of woman.”

“Relax,” Lily said, snatching a fry. “I met her at orientation. Her name’s Emily... something. She goes by E. Carry. Super posh. Quiet. But polite.”

Aarav wasn’t paying attention to the words. His eyes had found her already.

Near the window, at the far end of the canteen, sat a girl unlike anyone he’d seen on campus. She wasn’t trying to be noticed. She wore a simple denim jacket over a navy-blue dress, her blonde hair pulled up into a messy bun. One leg crossed over the other, a book in hand, and a half-drunk cup of coffee beside her tray. She wasn’t scrolling her phone or laughing with friends. She was just... existing. In her own world. As if she carried it with her.

"That's her?" he asked.

Lily followed his gaze and nodded. “That’s E. Carry. Told you. Mystery vibes.”

“Interesting,” Aarav muttered.

Kabir leaned in. “Don’t even think about it.”

“I’m not thinking about anything,” Aarav said casually, but the glint in his eyes said otherwise.

Aarav wasn’t used to feeling curious. Most things in life either amused him or bored him—there was rarely a third category. But something about the girl by the window refused to fit into any of his usual boxes. Maybe it was how unaware she was of the noise around her. Or how she turned a page with such intention, as if each word mattered more than the world itself.

He stood up.

Kabir groaned. “You’re seriously going to talk to her? Bro, she looks like she reads Russian novels for fun and judges men based on punctuation.”

“That’s oddly specific,” Lily said with a smirk. “But accurate.”

Aarav shrugged. “I’ll keep it short. A welcome to India. A hello. Maybe a witty observation about the coffee.”

“You mean you’ll wing it,” Kabir muttered, leaning back with a knowing look.

He was right, of course. Aarav always winged it. That was part of his charm. No plans. No pressure. Just instinct.

E. Carry heard the footsteps before she looked up. She always did. A quiet part of her mind tracked movement like a hawk—an old habit from years of trying not to be surprised by people’s attention. But this time, she was caught off-guard by the smile.

He had the kind of face you remembered. Jawline sharp, eyes warm. Not classically handsome, but... magnetic. That was worse, she thought. Magnetic meant dangerous.

“Mind if I sit?” he asked, already halfway pulling out the chair opposite hers.

She closed her book slowly, placing a bookmark between the pages. “It’s a free country.”

Aarav grinned. “True. But some people glare when I assume that extends to their table.”

She studied him for a second, then tilted her head. “You don’t seem like someone who worries about being glared at.”

“I don’t. But you seemed worth the exception.”

That made her raise an eyebrow. Not roll her eyes—raise an eyebrow. A subtle difference, but enough to encourage him.

“I’m Aarav,” he offered. “Mass Comm, third year. Part-time emcee, full-time canteen addict.”

“E. Carry,” she replied. “Literature. First year.”

“No full-time title?”

She sipped her coffee. “Full-time observer.”

He chuckled, leaning forward on his elbows. “Then I hope I make a good subject.”

“You talk like someone who’s used to being watched.”

He leaned back, impressed. “Maybe I am. But you talk like someone who doesn’t care.”

She didn’t smile, but her eyes sparkled. Just slightly.

“I don’t,” she said.

Back at the usual table, Kabir watched the scene unfold.

“He’s actually doing it,” he whispered.

Lily sighed dramatically. “Of course he is. He probably thinks this is some indie movie and he’s the brooding hero with a secret talent.”

“Isn’t he?” Kabir asked.

Lily threw a napkin at him.

Ten minutes passed. Then fifteen. E. Carry hadn’t thrown him out yet. That alone was a victory. Aarav kept the conversation light—he talked about the terrible vending machine coffee, the pigeons that ruled the canteen roof like tiny gangsters
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