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Dedicated to everyone who’s ever sent a text they regretted, stalked their crush’s Instagram at 2 a.m., or cried into a tub of ice cream while watching a rom-com they pretended to hate, 

This one’s for you.

(You absolute idiots. I love you.)
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Here’s the thing: every romance novel wants you to believe love is magical. That the universe conspires to bring two people together. That serendipity is real. That one day you’ll lock eyes with a stranger across a crowded room and know this is it.

Yeah, no.

In real life, love doesn’t look like that. In real life, you’re sweaty, late, holding a half-spilled latte, and your “crowded room” is a Starbucks line where someone is yelling about almond milk. In real life, relationships are built on mismatched schedules, Netflix fights, and the daily question: Did you seriously forget to buy toilet paper again?

This book is my protest against the shiny lies of rom-coms, and also my love letter to them. Because even though love is ridiculous, embarrassing, and downright stupid... we still fall for it.

So, let’s laugh at love together. Not the elegant, Instagram-filtered version, but the painfully awkward, karaoke-night kind. Because if we can’t laugh at love, then honestly, what’s the point?
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The Science of Stupidity

Love is stupid.

Not just a little stupid, the full-blown, tripping-over-your-own-feet, making-a-fool-of-yourself kind of stupid.

Think about it. Perfectly intelligent people, people who can solve complex math problems, negotiate multi-million-dollar deals, and operate machinery without losing a limb, suddenly become blabbering idiots the second someone flashes them a smile. They write poetry that doesn’t rhyme, buy overpriced flowers that will die in three days, and declare “forever” after knowing someone for the length of a Netflix episode.

Maya Kapoor knew this all too well. She had statistics to back it up: half of marriages ended in divorce, and the other half probably wished they had. Love songs were just recycled lies sung in different keys. And don’t even get her started on romantic movies, the ones where a man chases a woman to an airport, as if international security would ever let him through without a boarding pass.

Maya had seen enough. She was done. Finished. Signed, sealed, and sarcastically delivered. Love was for idiots, and she was far too smart for that particular brand of nonsense.

At least, that’s what she told herself.

Because somewhere in the middle of coffee stains, karaoke disasters, and one very inconvenient man named Arjun Mehra, Maya was about to learn that love wasn’t just stupid, sometimes, it was stupid enough to change everything.
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Love is a Scam

Because dating apps, flowers, and couples   

Therapy is basically a business model.

Maya Kapoor had cracked the code of modern romance. And the answer wasn’t destiny, or fate, or Cupid shooting arrows like some unlicensed government assassin. No, the answer was capitalism.

Love, according to Maya, was nothing more than a billion-dollar scam dressed up in fairy lights and heart-shaped balloons.

It was everywhere. Supermarkets dedicated entire aisles to it. Chocolates that cost fifty rupees on an ordinary day suddenly shot up to three hundred because someone decided cocoa tastes better when wrapped in red foil with the word “love” stamped on it. Florists practically had a black market for roses every Valentine’s week. And don’t even get her started on engagement rings. Three months’ salary, the ads claimed, as if men were now required by law to bankrupt themselves just to prove they liked someone enough to share Netflix passwords.

Maya wasn’t bitter. She was observant. That’s what she told herself anyway, sipping her overpriced cappuccino in a café designed specifically to trick lonely people into thinking caffeine equaled companionship.

The café was called Café Amour, which Maya thought was French for overrated coffee with undercooked croissants. Heart-shaped foam art floated in her cup, mocking her. A chalkboard menu displayed a “Couple’s Special Combo”, two lattes and one slice of red velvet cake, “perfect for sharing.”

“Of course,” Maya muttered to herself, stabbing her spoon into her solo slice of chocolate cake. “Even baked goods are in committed relationships.”

Across the room, a couple giggled over a milkshake with two straws. Two straws. Maya wanted to march over and ask them if they’d ever heard of hygiene. Sharing straws was just swapping saliva under the pretense of romance.

Her best friend, Neha, plopped down into the chair opposite her, nearly knocking over the tiny vase with a single plastic rose the café had thoughtfully placed on every table.

“You’re scowling,” Neha observed, unwrapping her scarf. “Again.”

“I’m not scowling,” Maya corrected. “I’m conducting an anthropological study of modern mating rituals.”

“Right,” Neha said, deadpan. “And the results of your research so far?”

“That love,” Maya declared, gesturing around the café as though unveiling a courtroom exhibit, “is a scam. A pyramid scheme for emotions. A marketing strategy disguised as feelings.”

Neha raised an eyebrow. She was used to Maya’s rants, but this one seemed extra caffeinated. “Go on, Professor Kapoor.”

“Okay,” Maya leaned forward, warming up like a TED Talk speaker. “Think about it. Flowers die. Chocolates melt. Jewelry can be resold at fifty percent value, if you’re lucky. But the industries behind them? They thrive. Romance is just capitalism in lipstick. People aren’t falling in love; they’re falling for advertising campaigns.”

“Uh-huh.” Neha sipped her latte, unimpressed.

“Weddings,” Maya continued, building momentum. “The single biggest scam of them all. Half the people don’t even want to get married, but tradition, family pressure, and Instagram aesthetics guilt-trip them into spending twenty lakhs on a three-day costume drama. And for what? Divorce lawyers need jobs too?”

“Maya...” Neha began cautiously.

“And don’t think I’ve forgotten about dating apps,” Maya cut in, stabbing her fork into her cake for emphasis. “They’re the most brilliant scam of the 21st century. You literally swipe through people like they’re discount products. And if you don’t find someone, you keep paying for premium upgrades. ‘Boost your profile! Increase your visibility!’ It’s like Amazon Prime but for human souls.”

“Done?” Neha asked.

“Not even close.”

Maya launched into another example, romantic movies. “The rom-com industrial complex has single-handedly warped an entire generation’s expectations. Airports! Why is it always airports? As if TSA agents are just waiting for some lovesick fool to sprint through the terminal shouting, ‘Wait, I love you!’ In real life, they’d get tackled by security and banned from flying for life.”

By now, other patrons had started glancing over, mildly alarmed by the passionate woman railing against roses, chocolates, and possibly romance itself. Maya didn’t care. She was on a roll.

“Don’t you see, Neha? Love is nothing but a social Ponzi scheme. People keep buying into it because they think there’s a payoff at the end, but really, it’s just debt, heartbreak, and joint Netflix accounts you’ll never get rid of.”

Neha let her finish, then calmly asked, “So... is this why you’re still single?”

Maya paused, fork mid-air. “I’m not single. I’m independently owned and operated.”

Neha snorted. “That’s one way to brand it.”

“Branding is everything,” Maya said. “If love can get away with it, so can I.”

They both laughed, but deep down, Maya knew her cynicism wasn’t just performance art. It was armor. Armor built from years of watching her parents’ marriage dissolve into passive-aggressive silence, from dating app disasters that ranged from creepy to catastrophic, from seeing friends fall headfirst into relationships only to crawl out months later with mascara running and dignity in tatters.

Maya wasn’t against companionship, exactly. She liked people, at least, the ones who didn’t insist on baby-talking to their partners in public. But she wasn’t about to gamble her sanity on something she was ninety percent sure would end in tears.

No, thank you.

Her phone buzzed with a notification. Against her better judgment, she glanced at the screen.

“New matches waiting for you on Heartify!”

Of course. The one app she hadn’t yet deleted. Heartify, the dating app that promised “Love at First Swipe.”

She snorted and slid the phone face-down. “Love at first swipe? More like disappointment at first chat.”

Neha watched her. “You know, for someone who calls love a scam, you still keep signing up for the lottery.”

Maya rolled her eyes. “It’s not the lottery. It’s... market research.”

“Market research?”

“Exactly. I need material for my future book.”

“Oh God,” Neha groaned. “Don’t tell me you’re writing Love is Stupid: A Survivor’s Guide.”

Maya grinned. “Working title: Love is a Scam and Other Obvious Truths No One Wants to Admit.”

“Catchy,” Neha admitted. “But you do realize that if you keep mocking love like this, the universe is going to send you some grand, ridiculous, rom-com-style romance just to spite you.”

“The universe,” Maya said, “can mind its own business.”

But even as she said it, Maya had the uncomfortable feeling that Neha might be right. Because if life had taught her one lesson, it was this: whenever you loudly declare something will never happen, fate laughs, rolls up its sleeves, and says, challenge accepted.

And Maya Kapoor had just dared the universe in the middle of Café Amour.

That was her first mistake.
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Meet-Cute, Not-So-Cute

Maya Kapoor didn’t believe in signs.

Not traffic signs, those were useful, especially the ones that warned you about cows blocking the road. She meant the other kind of signs. The romantic ones. The universe conspiring, the stars aligning, two souls bumping into each other as if destiny had scheduled the whole thing in Google Calendar.

“Coincidences,” Maya called them, “are just badly timed inconveniences.”

And as she would soon discover, the universe had a dark sense of humor.

It happened on a Wednesday morning, which, according to Maya, was the most aggressively boring day of the week. Monday had drama. Friday had anticipation. But Wednesday? Wednesday was just beige.

She had a presentation at work later, the kind where her boss would nod meaninglessly while scrolling through emails, and she needed caffeine like a drowning person needed oxygen. So she popped into Café Amour again, despite swearing the previous week she’d never set foot in that overpriced love-themed madhouse again.

The café was bustling. Couples leaned across tables whispering, a group of college students laughed too loudly in the corner, and a man at the counter was arguing about the difference between oat milk and almond milk as if the future of the planet depended on it.

Maya, eyes half-shut with exhaustion, ordered a large Americano to go. She clutched the steaming cup like it was holy nectar, muttered a distracted “thanks” to the barista, and turned,  straight into him.

The collision was cinematic, if by cinematic you mean messy, painful, and scalding. Coffee splashed everywhere, on her shirt, on his shirt, on the floor. The cup went flying like a stunt prop. Maya stumbled back, gasping.

“Are you kidding me?” she snapped.

The man she had drenched blinked, then looked down at his shirt. A white button-up, now decorated with a giant brown Rorschach blotch across the chest.

“Well,” he said slowly, “at least now it has character.”

Maya froze. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t swearing. He wasn’t even glaring at her like a normal person would. Instead, he was smiling, no, grinning, like someone had just told him a charming secret.

And somehow, that made it worse.

“Excuse me?” Maya demanded. “I just spilled boiling coffee on you. You should be yelling. Or suing me. Or at the very least, glaring dramatically.”

He tilted his head, considering. “I could glare, if it would make you feel better.”

Sarcasm. Delivered in a calm, velvety voice. Oh no.

“I don’t need you to glare for my benefit,” Maya snapped. “I need you to realize you’ve just been assaulted by Arabica beans and hot water.”

The man chuckled. Actually chuckled. “Relax. It’s just coffee. Besides, now I smell like a café. That’s... not the worst thing.”

Maya groaned. “Of course. I spill coffee on a stranger, and instead of being normal about it, he decides to flirt with caffeine metaphors.”

“I wasn’t flirting,” he said, that smile not budging. “Though if you’d like me to ”

“Absolutely not.”

“I could come up with something about being brewed for each other.”

Maya gaped. “Oh my God, you’re serious.”

“I’m Arjun,” he said, sticking out a damp, coffee-stained hand.

Maya stared at it like it was contagious. “You’re wet.”

“Technically, we’re both wet. Shared trauma builds bonds, you know.”

“Stop.” She pinched the bridge of her nose. “Just... stop talking before you make it worse.”

Arjun laughed again, unoffended. “Okay, okay. No more puns. But seriously, are you all right? You didn’t burn yourself?”
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