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Chapter 1: The Coffee Spill Catastrophe
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The day began with the unmistakable hum of printers, the faint clacking of keyboards, and the low buzz of chatter that drifted through the cubicles like a lazy current. Bright fluorescent lights gleamed overhead, giving the office an eternal morning glow that fooled no one. Employees of Crestwell Marketing had already fallen into their routines—some sipping coffee, some already counting down the hours until lunch.

Amelia Grant stood by the coffee station, clutching her reusable cup like a lifeline. Mondays were never merciful, and this one felt particularly cruel. Her presentation for the morning meeting was sitting on her desk, printed and neatly stapled, but she had yet to muster the courage to face her team. She took a deep breath and told herself she’d survive this day, like every other.

That was when the disaster struck.

“Hey, watch out—!”

The warning came too late. A tall man in a navy suit rounded the corner at full speed, holding a folder and a phone pressed to his ear. His shoulder collided with hers, and in one heart-stopping second, Amelia’s freshly poured coffee launched into the air like a caffeinated comet. It arced beautifully before splattering across his crisp white shirt.

A stunned silence followed.

Amelia froze, mouth open, horror plastered on her face. The man blinked, looking down at the dark brown stain spreading across his chest and tie. His phone call abruptly ended as he lowered the device, eyes narrowing at the culprit.

“Oh no—oh my gosh, I’m so sorry!” Amelia blurted, grabbing a wad of napkins and fumbling toward him. “I didn’t see you there! You came out of nowhere!”

He stared at her, his expression unreadable—half annoyance, half disbelief. He took a slow breath before replying, “I came out of nowhere? This is the hallway, not a jungle.”

That stung a little. Amelia pressed napkins against his shirt anyway, trying to dab at the stain. He looked down at her hand, then at her face, then sighed—a long, tired sigh that suggested this was the last thing he needed.

“Please stop,” he said finally, pulling back a step. “You’re just making it worse.”

Amelia froze mid-dab. “Right. Sorry. I just—coffee—”

“Yes,” he interrupted, glancing down again. “I noticed.”

Someone nearby snickered. The humiliation hit her in a wave of heat. She wanted to melt into the carpet tiles.

The man pinched the bridge of his nose and muttered, “First day as floor manager and I already look like I lost a fight with a cappuccino.”

“Wait—floor manager?” Amelia repeated, eyes widening.

He gave her a flat look. “Yes. Daniel Mercer. And you are?”

“Amelia Grant,” she said quickly, offering a napkin like a peace treaty. “Graphic design. And again, I’m so sorry. I can pay for your dry cleaning, or—um—buy you a new shirt? Not that I think I should, but—actually, I totally should.”

Daniel exhaled, glanced at his ruined shirt, and shook his head with a faint, resigned smile. “Let’s just call it an accident. No harm done.”

“Except for your shirt.”

He looked down again. “Right. That.”

Amelia almost laughed at the sheer awkwardness of it. He seemed like the kind of person who never got flustered, which somehow made his slightly irritated calmness even funnier.

Then came the voice from behind her.

“Wow, Amelia, already making an impression on the new boss?” It was Ben from accounting, leaning against a cubicle wall with a grin. “Didn’t think it’d involve caffeine assault.”

Laughter rippled through the nearby desks. Amelia groaned inwardly.

Daniel’s eyebrow twitched. “Boss?” he echoed.

Ben shrugged. “Word around the office says you’re heading the new client project team. So, technically, yeah. You’re the boss now.”

Daniel gave Amelia a look that could only be described as mildly amused punishment. “Well then, Ms. Grant, looks like we’ll be working together closely. Let’s hope the rest of our collaboration involves fewer beverages.”

The laughter grew louder. Amelia managed a weak smile and muttered, “I’ll try to keep liquids out of it.”
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By the time she reached her desk, her coworkers had turned the entire event into a running joke. Notes reading Caution: Spill Zone appeared taped to her monitor. A plastic cup of decaf coffee was placed on her chair with a sticky note that read Training cup for Amelia.

She pretended not to see them, focusing on her monitor as her face burned.

“You know,” came a voice beside her, “most people wait at least a week before becoming office legend.”

It was Tessa, her best friend and fellow designer, plopping into the neighboring chair. Tessa was all bright smiles and unapologetic commentary.

“Legend is not the word I’d use,” Amelia muttered, clicking through her emails.

“Oh, come on,” Tessa said, grinning. “You threw coffee on the new manager! You’ve got to admit, that’s iconic. It’s like the universe’s way of saying, ‘Welcome to the team, Daniel.’”

“I’d prefer the universe said it with a handshake,” Amelia replied.

Tessa giggled. “Or a latte handshake, apparently.”

Amelia groaned, dropping her forehead onto the desk. “Please stop.”

“Nope,” Tessa said cheerfully. “Too good to waste.”

—-
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When the morning meeting rolled around, Amelia braced herself. Daniel entered the conference room wearing a fresh shirt, calm and professional as though the earlier disaster had never happened. But when his eyes briefly met hers, a flicker of amusement crossed his face.

He started the meeting efficiently, outlining project deadlines and expectations. His tone was clear and confident—decisive, but not overbearing. He seemed to have the kind of authority that didn’t need to shout to be respected.

Still, Amelia could feel the occasional glance from coworkers every time Daniel mentioned “collaboration” or “attention to detail.” She refused to look up.

“Ms. Grant,” Daniel said suddenly, snapping her out of her thoughts. “You’ll be handling the layout concepts for the Baxter account, correct?”

“Uh—yes, that’s right.”

“Good. I reviewed your portfolio. Excellent work.”

That silenced the room. Amelia blinked. “You—you did?”

He nodded. “Your design work for the Fairmont campaign was clean, balanced, and clever. You have an eye for flow. I’d like you to lead the mock-up presentation next week.”

Her heart skipped. “Me? Lead?”

“Yes,” he said simply. “I trust you can handle it.”

The tone was neutral, but the words carried weight. The tension in Amelia’s shoulders eased a little. Maybe this day wouldn’t be a complete disaster after all.

—-
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After the meeting, as everyone filtered out, Daniel stopped by her desk. She nearly knocked over her pencil cup trying to look composed.

“Relax,” he said, a small smile tugging at his mouth. “No more coffee-related consequences, I promise.”

“I wasn’t worried,” she said quickly.

He raised an eyebrow. “You look worried.”

“Okay, maybe a little,” she admitted, then added, “Thank you—for not making a big deal about this morning.”

Daniel shrugged lightly. “Accidents happen. Besides, I’ve seen worse first impressions.”

Amelia smiled faintly. “Hard to imagine.”

“You’d be surprised,” he said, glancing toward the hallway. “On my first day at a previous firm, I locked myself out of the conference room. During a client pitch.”

Her jaw dropped. “No way.”

“Way,” he replied. “Fifteen minutes of me knocking on the glass door while everyone inside tried to ignore me.”

Amelia laughed, the sound easing the awkwardness between them. For the first time that morning, she felt her nerves settle.

“Well,” she said, “I guess we’re even.”

He smiled again—this time, more genuine. “Let’s call it that.”

Then he was gone, heading toward his office, leaving Amelia oddly buoyant.

—-
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By lunchtime, the coffee spill had already transformed from a disaster into a favorite office story. People stopped by her desk just to ask for her “autograph.” Tessa started calling her “Caffeine Queen.”

Amelia took it all with good humor, even if her dignity had taken a hit. What surprised her most, though, was Daniel’s calmness. He wasn’t cold or stiff like she’d expected from management. There was a quiet steadiness about him that balanced the chaos of their workplace.

That afternoon, when he passed her desk to review project boards, he paused briefly. “Amelia, good start on the Baxter mock-ups. I like the color direction.”

She blinked. “You already looked at them?”

“Efficiency is key,” he said with a faint smirk. “And I make it a habit not to underestimate the people who spill coffee on me.”

“Glad to know that’s your standard of trust,” she replied, smiling despite herself.

“Don’t push your luck,” he said, walking away.

But she caught the ghost of a grin as he turned the corner.

—-
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By the time five o’clock rolled around, the day’s tension had faded into amusement. The coffee spill catastrophe had turned into the kind of story that would live in office lore for months—part humiliation, part comedy, and maybe, just maybe, the beginning of something unexpected.

Amelia slung her bag over her shoulder and glanced once more toward Daniel’s office. He was still there, leaning over some documents, a faint crease of concentration on his brow. She smiled faintly, shaking her head at the absurdity of it all.

One ruined shirt, one accidental introduction, and somehow, she didn’t dread tomorrow quite as much as she had that morning.

Because sometimes, she thought, disasters were just beginnings in disguise.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: The Apology That Started It All
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The next morning, Amelia stood outside the small glass-walled office that now belonged to Daniel Mercer, holding a paper bag in one hand and a coffee cup carrier in the other. Her stomach churned with nerves, even though she’d rehearsed what she wanted to say at least twenty times on the elevator ride up.

This was her peace offering.

Inside the bag was a freshly pressed shirt from the dry cleaners — the exact same brand and color as the one she’d ruined yesterday. She’d hunted it down after work, trying not to imagine what he must’ve thought of her. The two coffees were strategic: one black, one latte, because she had no idea which he preferred.

She raised her hand to knock, hesitated, then lowered it again. Through the glass, Daniel sat at his desk, sleeves rolled up, focused on a spreadsheet. His expression was unreadable, as usual, calm and precise.

Amelia took a breath, squared her shoulders, and knocked.

He looked up instantly, eyes landing on her. A flicker of recognition crossed his face, followed by a faint, curious smile.

“Morning,” he said, gesturing toward the door. “You can come in, Ms. Grant.”

“Good morning,” she said, stepping inside carefully, as though the carpet might collapse under her nerves. “I, um... brought something.”

Daniel leaned back slightly in his chair, eyebrow raised. “Another beverage attack?”

Her face turned crimson. “No! Peace offering, actually.” She held out the bag and coffee carrier. “For yesterday. I felt
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