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​About the Author
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For as long as I can remember, I’ve believed in the power of quiet love stories—the kind that bloom slowly, in between missed glances, scribbled margins, and shared silences. I write not because I have all the answers about love, but because I’ve felt its hesitations, its fears, and its gentle returns.

Through Crush Notes and Coffee Breaks, I wanted to explore how love can begin with a single page, a stranger’s thought, or an ordinary moment that lingers just a little longer than it should. Every story I tell carries a part of someone I’ve met, something I’ve lost, or a hope I still carry.

SankulaHub gave me a space to not only publish stories but to share emotions. If my words have ever made you pause, smile, or remember someone you once knew, then I’ve done what I came here to do.

Thank you for reading. Thank you for believing in soft beginnings and quiet endings.
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​Dedication
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To the quiet corners of cafés, where hearts speak louder than words.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Introduction: The Hook Scene
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It was a slow Wednesday evening, the kind that moved like honey—thick, warm, and quietly stretching toward night. The hum of the espresso machine was steady background music to Meera’s thoughts as she wiped down the counter at Campus Grounds, the tucked-away coffee shop just beyond the economics building. Most students passed by it without a glance, but the regulars knew—this was where deadlines were softened by foam art, and confessions were stirred into mugs of bitter brew.

She noticed the notebook only after clearing table four.

It wasn’t one of the spiral-bound, syllabus-crammed kind. No stickers. No creased corners. Just a plain, brown-covered journal with a single black ink smudge on the top right—almost like a fingerprint that refused to fade.

She glanced around. Empty. The boy who sat there earlier had worn a dark blue hoodie and never once looked up from his laptop. She remembered the way he kept adjusting his sleeve, nervously scratching the side of his palm when he thought no one was looking.

She flipped the notebook open, just a peek. Just enough to know who to return it to.

And there it was. A sentence.


“Some people drink coffee. Others are poetry. But she—she was the silence between both.”


Meera blinked.

She hadn’t meant to read it aloud, but the words echoed off her lips like they were waiting to be spoken.

Who wrote that?

More pages. Some half-filled with sketches, others with fragments—lines that felt too honest to be fiction. Notes of someone watching the world carefully, seeing details most people missed. She felt suddenly like she had intruded. Like she'd touched something raw and private.

A gust of wind slipped through the open window, rustling the pages.

That’s when she noticed it. Near the bottom corner of a loose sheet—barely visible—a first name. Scribbled quickly like an afterthought.

Aarav.

She closed the notebook.

Outside, the sun dipped low behind the library tower, and the city began to blur into golden smudges.

Inside the café, Meera stood still—heart oddly quickened by a stranger’s unfinished thoughts.

She didn’t know it yet, but this notebook was going to change everything.
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​Cast Snapshot
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A brief look at the hearts you’re about to meet.

Meera Rao
A grounded economics student who works part-time at the campus café. Fiercely independent, observant, and quietly hopeful.
Aarav Malhotra
A literature major with a guarded heart and a secret notebook full of poetry he never meant to share.
Kabir Sen
Aarav’s best friend and roommate. Outspoken, loyal, and always hiding something behind his humor.
Tanya Iyer
Meera’s roommate and closest confidante. Blunt, stylish, and unafraid to call things as she sees them.
Professor Leela Kapoor
Soft-spoken professor of Comparative Literature. Wise, intuitive, and far more involved in their story than they realize.
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​Chapter 1: Meera Finds the Notebook
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The campus café always smelled like a mix of cinnamon, ink, and fatigue.

It was that hour before sunset when golden light fell unevenly across the tables, catching in the glass windows and turning everything hazy. Students sat hunched over textbooks, headphones in, half-sipped coffee cups pushed to the side like forgotten companions. The murmur of espresso machines, the soft hiss of milk steaming, and the occasional tap of laptop keys created a familiar, comforting rhythm.

Meera wiped her hands on the apron tied at her waist and stepped out from behind the counter. Her shift had technically ended ten minutes ago, but she wasn’t in a hurry to leave. The café had always been a quiet pocket in her otherwise packed schedule—part-time work hours that gave her a front-row seat to human behavior. Lovers breaking up over lattes. Friendships forming over cappuccinos. Loneliness, laughter, longing—it all played out here.

She moved to Table Four, her usual clean-up spot, and paused.

A notebook sat on the edge of the chair, half-tucked under the table.

Not the kind with course notes or scribbled formulas. This one was simple—brown cover, no branding, the kind of book you bought on impulse and never told anyone you kept. She picked it up and turned it over in her hands. A smudge near the corner, like a thumbprint, darkened the edge. It felt worn, used, personal.

Meera looked around. The boy who had been sitting there earlier—he wore a navy
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