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Chapter 1: The Fracture Beneath the Bloom
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Rain tapped gently against the windowpane as Mira Langley pressed her fingers to the glass, watching the city breathe beneath a silver sky. Seattle’s streets shimmered with reflections of moving headlights and neon shop signs, the world blurred just enough to feel unreal. Behind her, the soft murmur of the café wrapped around the low hiss of steaming milk and the clatter of ceramic cups. The familiar chaos of morning.

She wasn’t sure why she had come here.

The café had once been her sanctuary. Mornings were slow here, the staff kind, the coffee strong. It had been a place to think, to read, to write when she still believed her words might go somewhere. Now, it felt like she was waiting for a version of herself to walk in, younger and wide-eyed, before everything had become... complicated.

Her coat was still damp, curling at the sleeves. She pulled it tighter, glancing at the far end of the café. That table—third from the window, near the bookshelf—hadn’t changed. Neither had he.

Elias Thorne sat exactly where she’d expected him to, though he hadn’t seen her yet. He leaned over a battered notebook, one hand raking through his hair absently, the other twirling a pen. His cup of coffee steamed untouched, the way it always did when he was thinking too hard to remember the real world.

He looked the same. Almost.

Maybe a little thinner. A little more tired around the eyes. But the way he focused, as though he could bend time by willing it to slow, hadn’t changed. It was that intensity that had drawn her to him in the first place.

She stood frozen for a moment too long.

He looked up.

Their eyes met through the foggy pane of glass, and Mira’s breath caught. It was strange, that jolt. Like muscle memory. Like something that should’ve faded years ago sparking again without permission.

She stepped inside.

The door’s bell chimed delicately, announcing her to the quiet space. The barista looked up from behind the counter with a soft smile that Mira didn’t return. Her eyes stayed fixed on Elias.

He stood slowly as she approached, his fingers still curled around the pen as if unsure whether to put it down or keep it between them like a shield.

“Mira,” he said, and there was something behind her name — a breath of disbelief, a half-swallowed question.

She nodded, setting her bag down carefully before slipping into the seat opposite him. The space between them was small, but felt like a canyon.

“Wasn’t sure you’d show,” he added after a pause.

“I wasn’t sure I would either,” she replied. Her voice came out softer than she’d meant it to. A little hoarse. The kind of voice people use when they’re not sure how much they’re allowed to feel.

Elias nodded. He looked down at his notebook, closed it slowly, then folded his hands on top of it. “I didn’t think I’d see you again.”

Mira didn’t say anything. There were too many answers, and none of them were honest.

“I sent the invitation because it felt wrong not to,” he continued, eyes steady on hers. “But I didn’t expect...”

“You’re getting married,” she said.

It wasn’t a question.

He hesitated. “I am.”

She looked down at her hands, traced the small crack in the varnish of the table with her thumb. “Then congratulations.”

“Don’t do that,” he said quietly.

“Do what?”

“Say it like it doesn’t matter.”

Mira looked up, expression unreadable. “I said it because it matters.”

They sat in silence for a while, the kind that stretches too long and gathers weight in its stillness. The café had grown busier since she arrived. A woman with a laptop and a toddler. A man in a suit arguing softly into his phone. Laughter from the counter. Life, moving around them, oblivious.

“I didn’t know who else to talk to about it,” Elias said finally.

“You have her now,” Mira said, without bitterness.

“I do,” he admitted. “But this isn’t about her. Not really.”

“Then what is it about?”

He took a breath, leaned back in his chair. “Do you remember the letter you left me?”

She stiffened. “I remember writing it.”

“You never signed it.”

“That was the point.”

“I still have it.”

Mira looked at him sharply. “Why?”

“I don’t know. Maybe because it didn’t feel like the end.”

She exhaled through her nose, something almost like a laugh. “It was.”

“Was it?” Elias asked, tilting his head. “Because I’ve spent the last two years pretending it was. But now that you’re here, it doesn’t feel like it anymore.”

“You’re marrying someone else.”

“That’s not an answer.”

Mira stood abruptly, pushing her chair back. “Then maybe I don’t have one.”

Elias rose too, but slower. Measured. “I’m not asking for anything. I just wanted to see you. To ask why you left without saying goodbye.”

“I did say goodbye,” she said, voice sharper now. “You just didn’t like the way I said it.”

His expression didn’t change. “You said I’d understand one day.”

“Do you?”

He shook his head. “Not even close.”

Outside, the rain had started again, harder now, sweeping down the glass in thin sheets. Mira glanced toward the window, then back at him. The room felt too bright, too exposed.

“I didn’t come here to explain,” she said. “I came because I thought I could sit across from you and feel nothing. And I was wrong.”

Elias’s jaw clenched. “Then why stay?”

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “Maybe I needed to remember how to forget you.”

He watched her for a long time. Said nothing.

She turned, picked up her bag, and walked toward the door. Her fingers trembled slightly as she pushed it open. The bell chimed again. This time, it sounded like an ending.

Elias stood alone at the table, staring down at the notebook he hadn’t opened.

Behind him, her empty chair faced the window. Outside, through the downpour, the city blurred again, glass and rain weaving together.
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Chapter 2: A Smile Behind Glass
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Mira didn’t go home right away.

Instead, she wandered. Rain slicked the sidewalks, soaking into the hem of her jeans and the cuffs of her coat, but she didn’t care. The city was a blur of motion and muffled sound — tires hissing on wet pavement, umbrellas bobbing in and out of view, the occasional laughter of strangers tucked into warm doorways. It had always comforted her, this kind of weather. There was a hush in it, as if the world agreed to soften for a while.

She paused beneath a small awning outside a flower shop. The window display was cluttered with too much: daffodils, pink carnations, a ridiculous balloon shaped like a smiling sun. In the center of it all sat a single glass rose, pale and imperfect. A crack ran up one side of the stem, almost invisible unless you looked closely.

She did.

Mira stared at it for a long time, the same way she had stared at Elias earlier that morning — not because she wanted to, but because she couldn’t look away.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
CONTEMPORARY ROMANCE

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

KELAKKIYAR SIDDHAR





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





