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The Tailor’s Touch

Chapter 1

The Perfect Fit
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The brass bell above the shop door chimed softly as Nelson Reed unlocked it at precisely eight o'clock.

As always.

The familiar scent of pressed wool, cedar, and steam greeted him as he stepped inside. Sunlight filtered through the front windows, illuminating rows of fabric bolts arranged neatly along the walls. Navy, charcoal, burgundy, emerald, ivory. Every color had its place. Every tool had its place.

Order mattered.

Especially to Nelson.

He hung his coat on the rack near the back office and surveyed the shop with a critical eye. Nothing appeared out of place.

Good.

The shop represented more than a business.

It represented survival.

Five years earlier, Reed Bespoke Tailoring had nearly disappeared. A disastrous relationship, a nearly empty bank account, and a string of sleepless nights had brought Nelson dangerously close to giving up.

Instead, he had rebuilt.

One stitch at a time.

One client at a time.

Now, at thirty-four, he had established himself as one of the city's most respected bespoke tailors.

The thought brought a small smile to his face.

Not because of the recognition.

Because he had earned it.

The back door opened.

"Morning, boss."

Nelson glanced up as Mia Alvarez entered carrying two cups of coffee.

"You were late."

She checked her watch dramatically.

"Thirty-seven seconds."

"Thirty-nine."

Mia laughed.

"You're impossible."

She handed him a cup.

"Which is exactly why your suits fit better than everyone else's."

Nelson accepted the coffee.

"Flattery won't get you out of being late."

"It might."

"It won't."

She grinned.

"Worth a try."

Mia had worked with him for nearly four years.

She managed appointments, customer relations, and occasionally prevented Nelson from turning into a complete workaholic.

The last part was arguably her most important responsibility.

She glanced toward the appointment book.

"Looks busy."

"Very."

Wedding season had arrived.

The next three months were nearly fully booked.

Grooms.

Best men.

Fathers of brides.

Business executives preparing for summer galas.

The schedule looked intimidating.

To Nelson, it looked exciting.

Every client represented a challenge.

Every body required a different solution.

Every suit told a story.

Mia scanned the day's appointments.

"Looks like we've got another VIP this afternoon."

Nelson raised an eyebrow.

"VIP?"

She pointed.

"John Mercer."

The name sounded vaguely familiar.

Mia immediately recognized his expression.

"You don't know who that is."

"Apparently not."

She looked horrified.

"Only one of the most successful architects in the city."

Nelson shrugged.

"I don't follow architecture."

"You should."

"I barely have time to sleep."

"Fair point."

She studied the schedule.

"Apparently he's coming in for a custom suit."

Nelson nodded.

"Then I'll make him a custom suit."

Mia laughed.

"You're impossible."

The conversation ended as the first clients of the day arrived.

Hours passed quickly.

Measurements.

Fittings.

Consultations.

Fabric selections.

By early afternoon, Nelson was exactly where he felt most comfortable.

Working.

Creating.

Perfecting.

At three o'clock sharp, the front bell chimed.

Mia looked up from the desk.

Her expression shifted immediately.

Interesting.

Nelson noticed.

That usually meant someone notable had arrived.

A tall man entered the shop.

Dark hair.

Broad shoulders.

Confident posture.

Expensive coat.

Expensive watch.

Expensive shoes.

Yet despite all of it, Nelson immediately identified the problem.

Nothing fit properly.

The coat strained slightly across the shoulders.

The sleeves were too short.

The trousers broke awkwardly over the shoes.

The proportions were wrong.

Most people wouldn't notice.

Nelson noticed instantly.

The man approached the desk.

"John Mercer."

His voice was warm and confident.

"I'm here for a three o'clock appointment."

Mia smiled.

"Of course. Welcome."

She gestured toward the fitting area.

"Nelson will be with you shortly."

John's gaze shifted.

For the first time, their eyes met.

Something unexpected happened.

A brief pause.

Not long.

Not dramatic.

Just enough to register.

John looked away first.

Nelson immediately returned to organizing fabric samples.

Professional.

Always professional.

A moment later, Mia appeared beside him.

"You saw that."

"Saw what?"

"That."

"I have no idea what you're talking about."

She rolled her eyes.

"Liar."

Nelson ignored her.

Mia looked far too pleased with herself.

A few minutes later he approached the fitting area.

"Mr. Mercer."

"Please. John."

Nelson nodded.

"Nelson."

They shook hands.

John's grip was firm.

Steady.

Comforting.

The observation irritated Nelson.

He didn't need to notice things like that.

"Let's get started."

John followed him toward the private fitting platform.

The consultation began exactly as hundreds had before it.

Purpose of the suit.

Event details.

Preferred style.

Color palette.

Fabric options.

At first everything remained strictly professional.

Then something shifted.

"You designed the Harbor Arts Center, didn't you?" Nelson asked.

John looked surprised.

"I did."

"I walked through it last year."

"You did?"

Nelson nodded.

"The natural lighting was impressive."

A smile appeared on John's face.

"Most people talk about the exterior."

"The interior was better."

The smile widened.

For some reason, Nelson found that unexpectedly satisfying.

"Thank you," John said.

The sincerity in his voice felt genuine.

Not practiced.

Not polite.

Genuine.

Nelson moved toward the measuring tape hanging around his neck.

"Arms out, please."

John complied.

The measuring process required precision.

Chest.

Shoulders.

Waist.

Sleeve length.

Inseam.

Neck.

Normally Nelson performed measurements with complete emotional detachment.

A body was simply a collection of proportions.

Nothing more.

Yet standing close to John felt oddly different.

Not uncomfortable.

Just noticeable.

John smelled faintly of cedar and citrus.

His posture was relaxed.

Trusting.

Most clients became awkward during fittings.

John seemed perfectly at ease.

"How long have you been tailoring?" John asked.

"Since I was nineteen."

"That's impressive."

Nelson recorded a measurement.

"I've been doing it long enough."

"You enjoy it."

The statement surprised him.

Most people assumed tailoring was simply a job.

"It shows," John continued.

"You talk about fabric the way artists talk about paint."

Nelson glanced up.

Their eyes met again.

For a brief second, neither looked away.

Then Nelson returned to his notes.

"It matters."

"What does?"

"The details."

John smiled.

"I understand that."

Of course he did.

An architect would.

Both professions relied on precision.

Both transformed ideas into something tangible.

The realization created an unexpected sense of familiarity.

They continued talking throughout the fitting.

Architecture.

Design.

Craftsmanship.

Business ownership.

To Nelson's surprise, the conversation flowed easily.

Too easily.

Nearly an hour passed before he realized it.

The measurements were complete.

The fabric selected.

Everything finalized.

Yet neither man seemed in a hurry to leave.

Finally John glanced at his watch.

"I should probably let you get back to work."

"Probably."

Neither moved immediately.

Another strange pause.

Another moment neither fully understood.

John smiled.

"I'm looking forward to seeing the finished suit."

"It'll be ready in three weeks."

"I'll be counting the days."

Something about the way he said it caused warmth to flicker unexpectedly in Nelson's chest.

John headed toward the door.

Halfway there he stopped.

Turned.

"Nelson?"

"Yes?"

"I mean this sincerely."

Nelson waited.

John smiled.

"I've had custom clothing made before."

"Okay."

"This is the first time someone looked at me and immediately knew everything that didn't fit."

The comment caught him off guard.

John laughed softly.

"Not just the suit."

Before Nelson could respond, John walked out the door.

The bell chimed.

Silence settled over the shop.

A few seconds later Mia appeared.

"Well."

Nelson returned to organizing fabrics.

"Well what?"

She stared.

"Oh, come on."

"What?"

"That was the longest fitting appointment in history."

"It wasn't."

"It absolutely was."

Nelson ignored her.

Mia folded her arms.

"You like him."

"No."

"You do."

"I don't even know him."

"You want to."

Nelson focused intensely on a stack of fabric samples.

Mia's grin widened.

"Definitely."

"You're imagining things."

"Am I?"

"Yes."

She laughed.

"Whatever you say."

The rest of the afternoon passed normally.

Clients came and went.

Measurements were taken.

Orders were finalized.

Work continued.

Yet somehow, every so often, Nelson found himself thinking about a tall architect with warm eyes and an easy smile.

Which was ridiculous.

He barely knew the man.

A fitting appointment was a fitting appointment.

Nothing more.

Nothing less.

Still, as evening arrived and he locked the shop for the night, he caught himself looking at the appointment calendar.

Three weeks.

That was when John would return.

For reasons he couldn't quite explain, Nelson found himself looking forward to it.

More than he should.

Much more than he should.

As he switched off the lights and stepped into the fading evening sunlight, one thought lingered quietly in the back of his mind.

For the first time in a very long time, meeting someone hadn't felt exhausting.

It had felt easy.

And that alone was enough to make him wonder whether something unexpected had just begun.
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Chapter 2

Measuring More Than Fabric
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The following three weeks passed in a blur of fabric, fittings, and deadlines.

Wedding season had arrived in full force.

Nelson barely had time to eat lunch most days.

Not that he minded.

Work had always been his preferred distraction.

A difficult customer could be solved with patience.

A flawed pattern could be corrected with skill.

A badly fitted jacket could be rebuilt one stitch at a time.

People were far more complicated.

Which was precisely why Nelson found himself annoyed every time he glanced at the calendar.

Not because he was counting days.

He wasn't.

Absolutely not.

Yet somehow he knew exactly when John Mercer's fitting appointment was scheduled.

Mia noticed, of course.

She noticed everything.

"You're staring at the calendar again."

Nelson didn't look up from his worktable.

"I'm checking appointments."

"Sure you are."

He continued pinning a sleeve.

Mia smirked.

"Just admit you're looking forward to seeing Architect Guy."

"Architect Guy has a name."

The words left his mouth before he could stop them.

Mia's grin widened instantly.

"Aha."

Nelson sighed.

"Please go away."

"No chance."

She leaned against the counter.

"You know, most people would simply acknowledge they're interested in someone."

"I'm not interested."

"You remembered his profession."

"He's a client."

"You remembered his profession three weeks later."

Nelson pointed toward the front desk.

"Don't you have work to do?"

Mia laughed.

"You're impossible."

Fortunately, a customer entered before she could continue.

The conversation ended.

Unfortunately, she was probably right.

Not about being interested.

About being impossible.



The bell above the door chimed shortly after three o'clock.

Nelson didn't immediately look up.

He was carefully hand-finishing a lapel.

Precision mattered.

Distractions could wait.

Even so, something made him glance toward the entrance.

John stood just inside the shop.

For a brief moment Nelson forgot what he was doing.

The architect wore a simple navy button-down shirt with charcoal trousers.

Nothing flashy.

Nothing designed to attract attention.

Yet somehow he drew attention anyway.

John spotted him and smiled.

The expression felt surprisingly familiar.

Like greeting someone he already knew.

Which made no sense.

They had met exactly once.

"Good afternoon."

Nelson set aside the jacket.

"You're right on time."

"I try."

Their handshake felt easier this time.

Less formal.

Less awkward.

As though some invisible barrier had already been crossed.

Mia appeared from nowhere.

Suspiciously quickly.

"Welcome back."

"Thank you."

She looked between them.

Then smiled in a way Nelson immediately distrusted.

"I'll leave you two alone."

John appeared amused.

Nelson appeared horrified.

Mia disappeared before either could respond.

"She's always like that?" John asked.

"Worse."

John laughed.

The sound was warm and genuine.

Nelson found himself smiling.

Again.

That was becoming a problem.



The partially completed suit hung nearby.

John immediately noticed it.

His eyes widened.

"That's mine?"

Nelson nodded.

"Mostly."

John stepped closer.

The unfinished jacket already looked impressive.

Fine charcoal wool.

Clean lines.

Sharp structure.

Elegant proportions.

The suit wasn't complete yet, but its quality was obvious.

John carefully examined the details.

"Wow."

The simple word carried genuine admiration.

Nelson felt oddly pleased.

"It still needs work."

"Maybe."

John reached toward the sleeve.

"To me it already looks incredible."

Nelson moved beside him.

"The shoulder line still needs adjustment."

John looked confused.

"It does?"

"Yes."

"How can you tell?"

Nelson pointed.

"Here."

John leaned closer.

Their shoulders nearly touched.

"The curve isn't perfect yet."

John studied the area.

After several seconds he laughed.

"I have absolutely no idea what you're talking about."

Nelson chuckled.

The sound surprised both of them.

"I spend all day looking for flaws."

"Occupational hazard?"

"Something like that."

John nodded thoughtfully.

"I understand."

Nelson looked at him.

"You do?"

"Absolutely."

He gestured toward the jacket.

"People walk through one of my buildings and say it looks nice."

Nelson smiled.

"And?"

"And I'm staring at the ceiling thinking about a support beam that's two inches thicker than I wanted."

The comparison made perfect sense.

For the first time, Nelson realized just how similar their professions really were.

Both involved creating something beautiful.

Both required precision.

Both demanded endless attention to detail.

Both were often misunderstood by people who only saw the finished product.

"Most people don't notice the details," Nelson said.

John nodded.

"But we do."

A moment passed.

A quiet understanding settled between them.

One that felt surprisingly meaningful.



The fitting began.

John stepped onto the platform while Nelson carefully adjusted the unfinished jacket.

The process required concentration.

Pins.

Measurements.

Small corrections.

Tiny improvements.

Yet unlike most fittings, conversation flowed
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