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About This Book

Emma's morning went from bad to catastrophic when a handsome stranger spilled coffee all over her—just minutes before the most important presentation of her career. But Daniel's genuine apology and borrowed shirt might just be the beginning of something extraordinary.

What starts as a coffee shop collision evolves into a beautiful romance that transcends past heartbreaks and builds toward an inspiring future. When Daniel discovers that the land where Emma's beloved grandmother's house once stood is for sale, he sees an opportunity to help Emma honor her past while building their future together.

From borrowed shirts to building dreams, from secret passages to surprise proposals, this heartwarming contemporary romance follows two people who find love in the most unexpected way. Emma, a passionate architect with a dream of creating spaces that hold beautiful memories, and Daniel, a creative marketer who left behind family expectations to follow his heart, discover that sometimes the best things in life come from accidental beginnings.

Through coffee disasters and candlelit dinners, through the restoration of Emma's grandmother's land and the building of a community center that will serve generations to come, Emma and Daniel learn that true love isn't just about finding the right person—it's about building something beautiful together.

Perfect for readers who love:

Meet-cutes that make you swoon

Slow-burn romance with genuine emotion

Community-focused storylines

Sweet romance with depth and meaning

Heartwarming family legacies
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Chapter 1: The Collision
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The coffee splashed across Emma's pristine white blouse like a modern art catastrophe. She gasped, more from shock than the lukewarm temperature of the liquid, and looked up to see the most apologetic pair of green eyes she'd ever encountered.

"I am so, so sorry," the man stammered, frantically grabbing napkins from the nearby counter. "I wasn't looking where I was going. Please, let me pay for dry cleaning, or buy you a new shirt, or—"

"It's fine," Emma interrupted, though it absolutely wasn't. She had a crucial presentation in twenty minutes, and now she looked like she'd lost a battle with a cappuccino machine. "Really. I'll just... figure something out."

But as she looked into those earnest eyes, framed by dark hair that fell carelessly across his forehead, she found it hard to maintain her irritation. There was something disarming about his genuine concern, the way his hands trembled slightly as he held out the napkins.

"I work just upstairs," he said quickly. "I have an extra shirt in my office. It's probably too big, but it's clean and... better than coffee-stained?"

Emma checked her watch. Fifteen minutes now. She bit her lip, weighing her options. Pride versus practicality. The stranger seemed to sense her internal debate.

"I'm Daniel, by the way," he offered, extending his hand, then thinking better of it since it was still covered in coffee. "And I promise I'm not a serial killer or anything. My office is in the marketing firm on the fifth floor. You can call security if you want—though that might take longer than you have."

Despite everything, Emma found herself smiling. "Emma. And I have exactly fourteen minutes to be presentable for the most important meeting of my career."

"Then we should run," Daniel said, already moving toward the elevator.

And just like that, covered in coffee and following a complete stranger, Emma felt the first flutter of something she couldn't quite name. Something that felt suspiciously like the beginning of a story.
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Chapter 2: The Borrowed Shirt
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Daniel's office was a chaotic testament to creative energy. Sketches covered every surface, post-it notes created a rainbow on one wall, and somehow three coffee mugs sat on his desk—all half-full, all probably from different days.

"Don't judge me," he said, catching her expression as he rummaged through a drawer. "I do my best thinking in organized chaos. Ah, here it is."

He held up a navy blue button-down shirt, still in its dry cleaning plastic. "Emergency backup. I learned to keep one here after I spilled an entire Thai takeout on myself during a client call."

Emma accepted it gratefully. "Is there somewhere I can change?"

"Conference room next door. It's empty—I checked the schedule while we were in the elevator." He paused at the door. "And Emma? Good luck with your presentation. Whatever it is, they'd be crazy not to love it."

Three minutes later, Emma emerged looking far more professional than she had any right to. The shirt was indeed too large, but she'd tucked it in and rolled up the sleeves, and somehow it worked. More importantly, she smelled like cedar and something clean instead of espresso.

"How do I look?" she asked, doing a quick spin.

Daniel looked up from his computer and froze. In his oversized shirt, with her hair slightly disheveled from the quick change, Emma was absolutely radiant. "You look... capable," he managed, which was perhaps the least romantic thing he could have said, but also somehow exactly right.

"Capable. I'll take it." Emma grabbed her portfolio. "I'll get this back to you. Which floor is your presentation on?"

"Third floor, conference room B."

"I'm on seven. Johnson & Associates."

Daniel's eyebrows shot up. "The architectural firm? You're an architect?"

"Trying to be. Today's my chance to pitch a community center design to the city council." Emma checked her watch again. "Two minutes. I really have to run."

"Go. Knock 'em dead." Daniel called after her, "And Emma? Don't forget about the shirt!"

She paused at the door, turning back with a grin. "How could I forget? It smells like you."

Then she was gone, leaving Daniel staring at the empty doorway, wondering if he'd just imagined the slight flush on her cheeks, the way her smile had lingered an extra second. He shook his head and tried to return to his work, but his mind kept wandering to a woman in a borrowed shirt and the intriguing possibility of seeing her again.
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Chapter 3: The Unexpected Text
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Emma nailed the presentation. Despite starting two minutes late and wearing a borrowed shirt three sizes too big, she delivered her vision with such passion that the city council members leaned forward in their seats, captivated. When she finished, the lead councilwoman smiled—actually smiled—and said they'd be in touch.

The adrenaline carried her all the way back to her desk before reality set in. She was still wearing Daniel's shirt. And she had absolutely no way to contact him except to go back down to the fifth floor.

Her phone buzzed. An unknown number.

"So... did you convince them that coffee-stained is the new black, or did my shirt save the day?"

Emma laughed out loud, earning curious glances from her coworkers. She typed back quickly.

"Your shirt is officially my lucky charm. How did you get my number?"

Three dots appeared, disappeared, appeared again.

"I may have asked the receptionist at Johnson & Associates if anyone matching your description worked there. I also may have mentioned I had your shirt and needed to arrange its safe return. Was that creepy? That was probably creepy."

"It was resourceful. There's a difference."

"Good. Because I was thinking... maybe you could return the shirt over dinner? As compensation for ruining your morning?"

Emma stared at her phone, her heart doing an unexpected gymnastics routine. This was crazy. She didn't date clients, and while Daniel wasn't technically a client, he was... what? A stranger who'd spilled coffee on her? A man whose shirt she was currently wearing? Someone whose smile had made her forget, for just a moment, how stressed she'd been?

"You already bought me the shirt by lending it to me. But I'd be happy to return it over dinner anyway. When?"

"Tonight? There's an Italian place around the corner. Giuseppe's. Seven o'clock?"

Emma hesitated for only a second before typing:

"It's a date."

Then she paused and quickly added:

"I mean, not a DATE date. Just a... shirt return dinner. You know what I mean."

Daniel's response was immediate:

"Right. Totally not a date. Just two people, one shirt, and excellent pasta. See you at seven, Emma."

Emma saved his number under "Coffee Catastrophe Guy" and tried very hard to focus on her work for the rest of the day. She failed spectacularly, spending most of the afternoon redesigning her entire evening around a dinner that was definitely, absolutely, completely not a date.
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