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​...A Note from the Author...
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This novel marks my first release of the Year of the Fire Horse, 2026! After being away for several months, I am beyond thrilled to finally introduce my fourth book. Personally, I feel so accomplished to have finished this story, as it’s a Rom-Com concept I’ve been dreaming of writing for a very long time.

I truly hope that all my readers find joy and relaxation within these pages. Please help me welcome Khun Sai and Khun Nam into your hearts!
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XOXO,

Nanaruk 

March 4, 2026
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​Chapter 1: The Librarian’s Era
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Amidst the chaotic business district in the heart of Bangkok, filled with towering skyscrapers and the sighing honks of traffic, there lay a small alley near Siam Square where time seemed to have stood still for thirty years. Nestled there was "Bannarakarn" (The Librarian’s Era), a two-unit vintage bookstore with tiny vines creeping along the edges of weathered wooden window frames. Despite its age, it held a peculiar charm for those who knew how to see its value.

"Nam, how many times have I told you not to climb that ladder? It’s not in good shape," the raspy voice of the retired store manager called out to a slender young woman in dust-stained denim overalls.

"Just a second, Uncle Mai! I noticed that the first-edition copy of The Little Prince was on the wrong shelf. I don't want the customers to miss it," Nam shouted back, tip-toeing on the wooden ladder that creaked in protest of her weight.

While Nam was busy organizing her world of letters, the front wooden door, adorned with a brass wind chime, was pushed open. A clear, crystalline ring echoed through the shop, mingling with the scent of old paper and the drip coffee Nam had just brewed behind the counter.

The person who stepped in was a woman in a meticulously tailored beige suit. Her hair was pulled back into a perfect, sleek bun, revealing a sharp, beautiful face and eyes that were calm yet commanded authority. Sai, the owner of the Saisiri Real Estate empire, stepped into the shop feeling a slight irritation at the dust floating in the air.

She hadn't come for the love of reading, but to ‘evaluate the enemy.’ This plot of land was the final puzzle piece she needed to possess in order to build an ultimate luxury condominium that would yield billions in profit.

‘Just a dilapidated bookstore. Why did the scouts say the owner was so stubborn?’ Sai thought coldly, her gaze sweeping across the room.

But then... her eyes caught a slender figure on the wooden ladder, nearly three meters high.

The warm afternoon sun filtered through the hazy glass, catching Nam’s face perfectly. Her clear cheeks were lightly smudged with dust, her large eyes were focused intently on her task, and her thin lips were pressed together in deep thought. Sai felt as if her world, which usually spun at the speed of light, had come to a sudden screeching halt.

Thump-thump...

The sound of her heart—a reminder that she was human and not a business robot—beat louder than ever before.

"Whoa!"

Nam’s exclamation snapped Sai back to reality. The cursed wooden ladder lost its balance just as Nam reached for a book on the highest shelf. The bookstore owner’s body plummeted toward the ground, following the laws of gravity. Sai didn't think; she moved on instinct. She lunged forward to catch her.

Thud!

Nam squeezed her eyes shut, bracing for the pain. Instead, she found herself cradled in a pair of strong, warm arms. A faint scent of designer perfume mixed with the soft smell of baby powder from the stranger made Nam’s heart flutter uncontrollably.

Nam opened her eyes to find a pair of sharp eyes already gazing back at her. At a distance of only a few inches, they could feel each other’s breath.

"Are... are you alright?" Sai asked. The voice that was usually steady and stern in boardrooms was now strangely trembling.

"I... I’m fine. Thank you for catching me." Nam quickly pulled herself up to stand firmly, her face flushed crimson all the way to her ears. "Are you hurt anywhere? I... I’m actually quite heavy." Nam blushed with embarrassment and shyness; this customer was exceptionally beautiful and sophisticated.

Sai quickly adjusted her expression back to a cold, stoic mask, feigning to brush dust off her expensive suit to hide her agitation. "It’s nothing. I exercise often. Anyway... is this shop open for business as usual?"

"Yes, it is! Welcome to Bannarakarn." Nam gave a wide smile that made Sai look away. "Are you looking for any specific genre? Or would you like me to recommend a book that’s 'fated' for you?"

‘Fated, huh...’ Sai repeated the word in her mind, thinking that this word might apply to people more than books.

"I like... history. Something old and valuable," Sai answered evasively, trying to maintain her business persona. "I’m actually interested in space management, so I wanted to see how a vintage shop like this maintains its condition."

"Oh! Must you be an architect or a designer then? That’s wonderful!" Nam’s eyes sparkled. "I’m actually thinking about renovating the shop soon. I want to turn it into a Book Cafe while keeping the classic vibe. Do you believe these books have lives of their own? If we tear this place down, the memories of the people around here will vanish with every brick."

Nam’s words were like an arrow piercing right through Sai’s target. Sai looked at Nam’s fingertips as they tenderly brushed the cover of an old book. The intention to ‘make an offer to buy the land’ today was tucked away in her pocket for some unknown reason.

"You seem to love this place very much," Sai said softly.

"More than my own life," Nam replied with a cheerful laugh. "By the way... what is your name? I’ll sign you up for a membership card. Since you saved me today, I’ll let you borrow a book for free for a month!"

Sai hesitated for a moment. Normally, she never gave her nickname to strangers so easily. But today...

"My name is Sai."

"Khun Sai... what a lovely name. It matches the color of your suit today perfectly," Nam smiled broadly. "I’m Nam. The bookstore owner who almost fell off a ladder just now."

Sai looked at that smile and found herself curling her lips into a smirk without realizing it. It was a smile her secretary would have to rub her eyes to believe, for this young CEO smiled less often than one could find a needle in an ocean.

"Then, Khun Sai, why don't you try reading this one?" Nam picked up a muted blue hardcover book and handed it over. "It’s called The Architecture of Happiness. I think it might help you find inspiration for new designs... something that isn't just a square building."

Sai took the book. The coolness of the old paper transferred to her hand, but the warmth from Nam’s fingertips, which had accidentally touched hers during the exchange, lingered on her skin.

"Thank you... I’ll give it a try," Sai said, looking around the shop once more. This time, she saw more than just dust and rotting wood. She saw dreams hidden in every nook and cranny.

Before leaving the shop, Sai turned back to look at the young woman who was happily humming while organizing books. A certain feeling told her that the easiest condominium project of her career had just become the most difficult task of her life.

‘Trick her into selling her heritage?’ Sai thought, gripping the book tightly in her hand. ‘Why is my heart racing like this? Oh, Sai, what are you doing!’
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​Chapter 2: The Mysterious Regular
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On a bustling Monday morning in the Siam Square area, the sunlight glinted off the vintage wooden sign of "Bannarakarn." Nam was busy arranging small pots of golden pothos on the windowside wooden table, which she had just polished until it gleamed, preparing for the customers who would visit the small coffee corner she had always dreamed of.

Ring... Ring...

The wind chime rang a bit earlier than the usual opening time. Nam looked up from her plants, a welcoming smile freezing on her face when she saw a slender figure in a powerful dark grey suit stepping in, wearing charcoal-black designer sunglasses.

"Khun Sai?" Nam exclaimed. "You’re here early! The shop isn't quite ready yet."

Sai removed her sunglasses, revealing sharp eyes that seemed a bit softer today than on their first meeting (if one looked closely). "I happened to have a meeting nearby... so I thought I’d drop by to return the book I borrowed the other day."

"Return it? You’ve finished it already?" Nam’s eyes widened. "That’s an architectural philosophy book, nearly four hundred pages long! It’s only been three days!"

Sai stiffened slightly. The truth was, she had only managed the first ten pages before drifting off to sleep, exhausted from her executive duties. But to maintain her persona as a "well-read businesswoman," she cleared her throat lightly.

"I’m a fast reader... I summarize key points quickly." Sai placed the book on the counter with a stoic demeanor. "But I must admit, the content was intriguing. Especially the chapter about 'spaces that create happiness.' It made me... think about many things."

‘Think about how to seize this place as smoothly as possible,’ a small voice in Sai’s head mocked her. Yet, her eyes remained fixed on Nam’s fingertips as she picked up the book to check its condition.

"That’s wonderful! I’m so glad you liked it," Nam gave a wide, eye-closing smile. "Would you like a cup of coffee today? I just got some fresh beans from Nan. They smell amazing."

Sai glanced at her million-baht wristwatch, which warned her she was going to be late for a board meeting where construction budgets were to be decided. "Alright... I’ll have an Americano, no sugar."

As Nam ground the coffee by hand—the clack-clack sound of the grinder alternating with the rich aroma beginning to fill the air—Sai found herself tracing Nam’s slender back, looking nimble in her cream-colored apron. Her hair, tied up loosely, had a few stray strands falling against her cheek, making Sai feel a sudden urge to reach out and tuck them behind her ear... but she caught herself just in time.

"Is working in real estate exhausting?" Nam asked without looking back. "You mentioned being an investment consultant the other day, so I tried to look up some information. The business world seems so... intensely competitive, doesn't it?"

Sai flinched at the phrase 'look up some information
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