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​📘 About the Author 
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At SankulaHub, we believe in the magic of slow-burning love stories, where emotions unfold naturally and characters speak straight to your heart. Each of our novels is a handcrafted journey through tender connections, unspoken glances, and the quiet courage it takes to love again. Our stories are written in a deeply human voice — no filler, no fluff, just pure, immersive romance that lingers long after the last page. Whether you’re reading under a warm lamplight or curled up in your favorite chair, we hope this book brings a spark to your day and a little warmth to your soul.
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​🌟 Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters
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Get to know the heart of the story — without spoilers.


●  Kavya Mehra – A 39-year-old literature professor, practical and composed, healing from a long-forgotten heartbreak.

●  Reyan Sen – A 24-year-old passionate theatre artist with an old soul, full of fire, charm, and raw emotional depth.

●  Nisha Kapoor – Kavya’s colleague and loyal friend, observant and often the quiet voice of reason.

●  Vihaan Roy – Reyan’s best friend, quirky and honest, often unintentionally pushing things into motion.

●  Professor Shalini Rao – Kavya’s mentor and confidante, wise and warm with a sharp eye for truth.
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​💫 Introduction Scene
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Kavya Mehra had always believed that age brought clarity. At nearly forty, she had mapped her life into tidy quadrants: work, solitude, books, and carefully measured conversations. Love — the reckless, consuming kind — had once left a mark so deep that she had shut its door with quiet finality. Or so she thought.

That belief unraveled the day Reyan Sen walked into her seminar hall — not as a student, but as a guest speaker. His voice carried a fire she hadn’t felt in years, his eyes too expressive for someone so young. It was just theatre, she reminded herself. Just stage magic. But something about his passion, the way he spoke of broken characters finding redemption, felt like a mirror.

She didn’t know yet that he would become the chapter she never expected — the youthful spark she thought life had long extinguished.
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​Chapter 1: The First Glance Across the Room

[image: ]


The department seminar room wasn’t designed for romance. Its whiteboards were cluttered with past deadlines, the chairs squeaked under the weight of fatigue, and the windows bore the stubborn smudges of forgotten rains. Kavya Mehra stood near the podium, aligning her lecture notes with clinical precision. It was just another Wednesday afternoon.

She had taught literature for fifteen years — enough to memorize the expressions of boredom, intrigue, and performative interest from students. But today wasn’t about students. Today was about guest lectures, and the university’s decision to invite a young theatre artist for their new "Intersections of Art and Literature" series. Kavya hadn’t objected, but she hadn’t been excited either. These sessions often sparkled and faded like matchsticks — loud applause, little impact.

Then Reyan Sen walked in.

He was late, unapologetically so. The door creaked open at 2:09 PM. Kavya turned instinctively, a stern greeting forming on her lips — but the words dissolved before they reached her tongue.

Reyan’s presence was... different.

He carried himself like someone who belonged nowhere and everywhere all at once. Messy dark hair, a weathered leather journal clutched in one hand, and those eyes — deep, expressive, scanning the room with a kind of quiet mischief. He offered a half-smile, not quite arrogant, but far from nervous. His eyes met hers for a fraction longer than necessary.

She felt it — the pause.

Not attraction, not yet. But something. A flicker. A spark.

He walked to the front without waiting for instruction. “Sorry I’m late,” he said, tone casual, like he was speaking to a group of friends. “Missed the turn twice. This place hides like a shy character from a novel.”

There was a ripple of laughter in the room. Kavya didn’t smile, but something loosened in her chest. She took her seat in the front row, eyes fixed on her notebook. She didn’t want to watch him. And yet, she did.

Reyan began speaking about stage language — how characters reveal themselves not just in lines, but in silences, gestures, the weight of breath between two words. His voice danced through anecdotes, each one vivid, alive. He recited a monologue from a forgotten Bengali play, his accent melting into the character’s grief, then pulled them out with a joke that drew genuine laughter.

Kavya had seen talented speakers before. But this was different.

He wasn’t performing.

He was being.

And it made her uncomfortable — not because of what he said, but because of how it made her feel. Like someone had cracked open a window she had long sealed shut.

When the session ended, applause rang louder than usual. Students surrounded him with questions, selfies, and giddy admiration. Kavya stayed back, organizing her papers, pretending not to listen when one girl gushed, “You’re like someone straight out of a movie!”

Reyan laughed softly. “Only if it’s a tragedy,” he said.

She stood, ready to leave, when he turned toward her. Their eyes met again.

“That was... powerful,” she said, her voice formal, measured.

“And here I thought you were bored the whole time,” he teased, stepping closer.

Kavya arched an eyebrow. “I don’t applaud on cue.”

“Good. I prefer honest silences to fake claps.”

A pause.

“Kavya Mehra,” she offered.

“Reyan Sen. But you already knew that.”

She allowed a faint smile. “I did. Thank you for your time today.”

“Thank you for the challenge. I kept looking at you to see if you’d frown — that’s how I knew I was doing okay.”

She didn’t reply. Instead, she gathered her bag and walked out. But the echo of his voice — low, playful, unmistakably present — followed her down the hallway.

That night, as she brewed her chamomile tea and opened her bookmarked novel, the words felt distant. Her mind kept drifting back to Reyan’s monologue. To the way he had looked at her — not like a guest speaker looking at a professor, but like a soul recognizing something familiar.

She turned the page.

Then closed the book.

And stared at the cup in her hands, wondering why her pulse was quicker than usual.

It was just a glance across the room, she told herself.

But some glances change the shape of everything that follows.
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​Chapter 2: Coffee After the Curtain Falls
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Three days later, Kavya found herself standing at the entrance of the campus auditorium — a place she rarely visited unless required. The evening air was thick with monsoon humidity, and posters of Reyan Sen’s theatre production fluttered against rusted noticeboards.

She hadn’t planned to attend. In fact, she had marked the event with a mental note titled irrelevant. But something about that Wednesday afternoon had lingered. His words, the quiet way he’d studied the room — and her — refused to be dismissed.

It was a curiosity. Nothing more, she told herself.

The lights dimmed. A hush fell. The play began.

It wasn’t a grand production. No elaborate sets. No spotlight-heavy dramatics. Just six actors and a story that moved like a gentle storm — subtle at first, then aching in its force.

Reyan wasn’t the lead, but he stole every scene he entered. He played a war photographer returning home after years of silence. His character spoke sparsely, but his presence — the heaviness in his posture, the tension in his hands — told stories louder than any dialogue.

There was a moment in the second act when he sat alone on a wooden bench, eyes cast downward, saying nothing. The silence stretched. Unbroken. Raw. Kavya’s breath caught in her throat.

She had taught hundreds of students the importance of pauses in literature — but never had a pause moved her like that one.

When the curtain fell, she didn’t applaud immediately. She just sat there, stunned by
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