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To all who believe in love at first sight... and second chances.
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Chapter 1 – The Collision
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Aisha Kapoor balanced a tray of orchids in one hand and her buzzing phone in the other as she wove through the crowded lobby of the Imperial Hotel. Her heels clicked against the polished marble floor, the sound sharp and purposeful, but inside she was a storm. The Kapoor–Singh wedding rehearsal dinner was less than an hour away, and as the lead event planner, she couldn’t afford another slip. Every tiny detail had to be flawless, or her reputation—which she had worked tirelessly to build—would crumble like a house of cards.

Her phone vibrated again, flashing another message from the bride’s mother. Are you sure the orchids are white enough? The bride prefers cream, not ivory. Aisha clenched her jaw. The orchids were imported, hand-selected, perfect. Still, she typed out a calm response with her thumb while balancing the tray against her hip.

She turned a corner too quickly.

And slammed straight into someone.

The orchids scattered like fallen snowflakes, her phone slipped from her hand, and panic gripped her chest. Time slowed. She braced for the crash of breaking petals and shattered dignity. But before she could hit the floor, a firm hand caught her elbow, steadying her with surprising gentleness.

“Whoa,” a deep voice said, warm with amusement. “Easy there.”

Her gaze shot upward, and the world seemed to tilt. He was tall—well over six feet—with broad shoulders and a lean, confident frame. Dark hair curled slightly at the edges, as though it defied any attempt at taming. But it was his eyes that unsettled her most: rich brown, sharp yet playful, holding hers longer than a stranger should.

Annoyingly handsome, she thought, shaking herself free of his grasp.

“Sorry,” she muttered, crouching to gather the orchids before they bruised. Her voice betrayed none of the irritation bubbling in her chest.

The man crouched beside her, scooping up the flowers with unexpected care. His long fingers brushed hers as he handed one back, and she quickly withdrew her hand.

“These are beautiful,” he said, glancing at the tray. “For the Kapoor wedding?”

Her head snapped up. “How do you know that?”

The corner of his mouth lifted into a grin that could only be described as trouble. “Because I’m catering it.”

Her stomach dropped. No. It couldn’t be.

“You?” she asked, her tone laced with disbelief.

He offered a mock bow. “Arjun Malhotra, at your service.”

The name was enough to make her blood pressure spike. She had heard plenty about him—the charming café owner who had turned half the city into addicts for his tiramisu, the man who thrived on chaos and charisma in equal measure. And now, apparently, the man hired to cater desserts for her most important wedding of the season.

“This must be some kind of mistake,” she said, rising to her feet with her tray balanced once more. “I specifically asked for Indigo Catering.”

“And you got them,” Arjun said, standing too, his grin infuriatingly relaxed. “They subcontract their desserts to me. Best in the business. Haven’t you heard?”

Yes, she had heard. Too many times. But she didn’t have the luxury of indulging his ego.

“Look,” she said crisply, straightening her blazer. “Just... stay out of my way. I don’t want any surprises tonight.”

Arjun slipped his hands casually into his pockets, tilting his head with an expression that was equal parts mischief and challenge. “Funny. I live for surprises.”

Her lips pressed into a thin line. Of course he did. Men like Arjun Malhotra thrived on spontaneity, charm, and last-minute improvisations. But Aisha Kapoor? She lived for order, precision, and flawless execution. The thought of him meddling in her carefully constructed plans made her skin prickle with unease.

She turned sharply, heels clicking once more as she strode toward the ballroom. But even as she walked away, she could feel his gaze lingering on her. Amused. Intrigued. Like she was a puzzle he suddenly wanted to solve.

And that unsettled her more than the collision itself.
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Chapter 2 – Enemies or Something More?
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“This must be a joke,” Aisha said, her voice clipped as she adjusted the orchids back into their tray. She could still feel his eyes on her, warm and unsettling. “You’re catering tonight’s event?”

Arjun rose smoothly to his feet, his easy smile irritatingly intact. “Surprise.”

She resisted the urge to roll her eyes. “I specifically contracted Indigo Catering. They were supposed to handle everything.”

“And they are,” Arjun replied, slipping his hands into his pockets like he had all the time in the world. “But they subcontract desserts to me. I handle what I do best—sweet endings.”

The way he said it, his voice low and teasing, made her bristle. She was too tired for flirtation, too focused to entertain the arrogance dripping from his every word.

“Great,” she muttered. “Exactly what I needed—an unpredictable wildcard in the middle of the most important event of my career.”

Arjun chuckled softly, clearly amused by her exasperation. “Unpredictable, yes. But a wildcard? I prefer to think of myself as the ace in the deck.”

Aisha glared at him, her brown eyes narrowing into daggers. “You can think of yourself however you like. Just don’t interfere with my system. I’ve spent months planning this wedding, and one wrong step could—”

“Relax,” Arjun cut in gently. “I’m not here to ruin your big night. I’m here to make it unforgettable.”

There was something in his tone—an undercurrent of sincerity—that caught her off guard. But just as quickly, she shoved the thought away. She couldn’t afford to get distracted.

She lifted her chin. “Listen carefully. Tonight must run like clockwork. No delays. No surprises. If I see even the smallest issue with your part of the service, I’ll—”

“You’ll what?” he asked, leaning slightly closer, a teasing smirk tugging at his lips. “Fire me? Report me? Ban me from ever working with Indigo again?”

Her jaw tightened. “Try me.”

For a moment, their eyes locked, sparks crackling in the air between them. It was as though the bustling hotel lobby around them faded, leaving only the two of them in a silent battle of wills.

Arjun was the first to break the tension, his grin widening. “You’re feisty. I like that.”

“Good for you,” she shot back, turning on her heel.

He called after her, his voice playful. “See you tonight, Kapoor. Try not to trip over any more orchids.”

She didn’t look back. She couldn’t. If she did, she might betray the faintest trace of amusement threatening to creep across her face. And she refused to give him that satisfaction.

Hours later, as the rehearsal dinner began, Aisha was a whirlwind of motion. She oversaw the seating arrangements, coordinated with the musicians, ensured the lighting matched the bride’s chosen palette, and kept the waitstaff moving in synchronized perfection.

Her clipboard was her shield, her lists her weapons, and her composure her armor.

Until she spotted him
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