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Story 1: “When Emma Met Jake”.

Emma walked into the coffee shop with one simple mission: get her latte and get her peace. She was tired of work, tired of people, and tired of life behaving like a Netflix series without a script. All she wanted was five minutes of silence.

And that was exactly when the Universe decided: “Let’s add a plot twist.”

A guy stood at the counter. The type who smiles like he was born on a billboard and has never learned that life also includes taxes. His hair was perfect, his shirt was too white, and his smile was too wide.

Emma looked at him and thought:  

“No. Absolutely not. A capital N NO.”

Jake looked at Emma and thought:  

“Yes. Yes, yes, yes. And yes again.”

He smiled. Not a normal smile — a smile that comes with the phrase “I’m a nice guy” and the belief that it always works.

“Hi,” he said, as if he were in a movie where he was the main character and Emma was the prize.

Emma nodded politely, hoping the conversation would die a natural death. But the conversation was Jake, and Jake didn’t die that easily.

“Crazy line today,” he said, looking at a line that was completely normal.

“Mhm,” Emma replied, already feeling her peace melt like ice in hot coffee.

Jake continued: “I usually get a caramel macchiato, but today... I’m feeling wild. Latte.”

Emma looked at him as if he had just announced he invented water.  

“If latte is ‘wild,’ then I’m a rodeo champion,” she thought.

When she picked up her coffee, Jake was already prepared to “save her day.”

“Let me get the door for you!” he exclaimed.

The doors were automatic.  

They opened by themselves.  

Jake still stood there with his hand out, as if he had opened them with his charisma.

Emma walked out, hoping he would stay inside.  

He did not.

“By the way,” he said, catching up to her on the sidewalk, “I’m Jake.”

Emma sighed. “Emma.”

“Beautiful name,” he said.

She smiled politely, but inside she thought:  

“If he says ‘beautiful’ one more time, I will become ugly out of protest.”

They walked in the same direction. It was fate.  

No — it was a coincidence, but Jake took it as a sign.

“Maybe we could grab coffee sometime?” he asked, as if they weren’t literally drinking coffee at that exact moment.

Emma looked at her cup.  

Looked at him.  

Looked at the sky, searching for a sign.

The sky stayed silent.  

Even the pigeon on the streetlight stayed silent.

“I’ll think about it,” she said, which in American English means:  

“Absolutely not.”

Jake walked three steps away.  

And then came back.

“Just so you know,” he said with a smile bright enough to power a small city, “I’m really glad I met you.”

Emma smiled.  

Not because she liked him.  

But because sometimes life is so absurd, the only thing left to do is laugh.

And that’s how their story began.  

She didn’t like him.  

He liked her far too much.  

And the Universe, as always, sat in the corner laughing, knowing this would be a good one.
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Chapter 2: “Jake Doesn’t Give Up. Emma Doesn’t Either.”
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Emma was convinced that after that awkward coffee shop encounter, she would never see Jake again.  

America is big.  

People disappear into crowds.  

And she sincerely hoped Jake would disappear faster than her motivation to work on Mondays.

But Jake did not disappear.  

Jake appeared.

The next morning, Emma walked toward her office, and there he was — standing by the same coffee shop as if he owned the place or at least invested in its coffee beans.

“Emma!” he called out, as if they were old friends who hadn’t seen each other in five years, not twenty hours.

Emma thought:  

“Okay, Universe, I get it. You hate me.”

“Good morning!” Jake smiled so widely it looked like he had a solar panel installed in his face.

“Morning,” Emma replied, hoping brevity would discourage him.  

It did not.  

Of course it didn’t.

“Guess what?” Jake said.

Emma stayed silent. She knew he would tell her anyway.

“I got you something!”

He lifted his hand, and there it was...  

A latte.  

Exactly the same one she ordered yesterday.

Emma looked at the coffee.  

Looked at Jake.  

Looked at the coffee again.

“Is he stalking me? Is he just extremely, extremely enthusiastic? Is this the moment where a Netflix true crime documentary begins?”

“Thanks,” she said, because she was polite.  

But her brain screamed:  

“No, no, no, no, NO!”

Jake beamed. “I remembered your order!”

Emma smiled. “Great memory.”

“Wonderful. Next he’ll remember my address, my car, and my birthday — which even I don’t remember.”

They walked in the same direction. Again.  

Jake took it as fate.  

Emma took it as punishment.

“So, Emma,” he began, “I was thinking... maybe we could go out sometime?”

Emma inhaled deeply.  

She knew she had to be gentle but firm.  

Like someone explaining to a dog that shoes are not food.

“I’m... not really looking for anything right now,” she said.

Jake nodded. “Totally understand.”

Emma exhaled in relief.

Jake added: “We can start as friends.”

Emma inhaled again.  

This time with less relief.

“Sure,” she said, because she was polite.  

And her brain screamed:  

“Why did I say that? WHY?!”

Jake lit up even more. “Awesome! I’ll text you!”

Emma stopped. “Wait... how will you text me?”

Jake lifted his phone. “You gave me your number yesterday.”

Emma froze.  

She had NOT given him her number.  

She remembered that very clearly.  

She would sooner give him a kidney.

“Jake... I didn’t give you my number.”

Jake blinked. “You didn’t? Oh. Then I must have guessed.”

Emma’s eyes widened. “You... guessed?”

“Yeah! I tried a few combinations. Third one worked!”

Emma said nothing.  

Her brain screamed.  

Her soul screamed.  

Even her latte screamed.

Jake continued: “So... friends?”

Emma smiled.  

It was the kind of smile that meant:  

“I’m polite, but internally I’m running to Mexico.”

“Sure,” she said.

Jake walked away, happy like a man who believes life is a romantic comedy.

Emma watched him go and thought:  

“If this is a romantic comedy, then I’m the character trying to escape the movie.”

And that was the beginning of their second chapter.  

Jake doesn’t give up.  

Emma doesn’t either.
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Chapter 3: “When Fate Decided to Laugh Out Loud”
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Emma had decided: today she would not see Jake.  

She was determined.  

She was ready.  

She even put on sunglasses to pretend she was invisible.

And that was exactly why, of course, she ran into him.

They both opened the coffee shop door at the same time — from opposite sides — and collided so perfectly, it felt like the Universe had physically shoved them together.

“Emma!” Jake shouted, falling backward and almost dropping his coffee.

“Jake,” Emma sighed, falling forward and almost dropping her coffee.

And then it happened.

They both tried to catch each other.  

They both stretched out their hands.  

They both tripped on the same step.

And they both fell.

Not gracefully.  

Not romantically.  

Not like in the movies.

No.  

Like in real life:  

with a sound that resembled “plop,” “ow,” and “why me.”

Jake landed on his back.  

Emma landed on Jake.  

The coffee landed on both of them.

“Are you okay?” Jake gasped, looking like someone who had just survived a mild earthquake.

Emma lay on top of him and thought:  

“If someone is taking a picture right now, I’m changing my identity.”

She stood up, wiped coffee off her shirt, and said:  

“Great. Perfect. Amazing. Exactly how I wanted to start my day.”

Jake stood up too, looking like a wet cat trying to maintain dignity.

“Well... at least we fell together,” he smiled.

Emma looked at him.  

At the wet shirt.  

At the coffee stains.  

At his smile, still shining like a billboard.

“Of course he’s smiling. Of course.”

“Let me buy you a new coffee,” Jake offered.

Emma lifted her cup.  

It was empty.  

It was a tragedy.

“Fine,” she said. “But only because caffeine is the only thing keeping me alive.”

They walked inside.  

The barista looked at them and said:  

“Oh. You two again.”

Emma waved her hand. “Don’t ask.”

Jake added: “We had a moment.”

Emma looked at him.  

“Jake, we had a collision.”

Jake smiled. “Same thing.”

They sat at a small table, waiting for their new coffees.  

Emma tried to stay calm.  

Jake tried to stay cheerful.  

Both tried to pretend the disaster hadn’t happened.

And then Emma noticed it.

On Jake’s shirt, the coffee stain had formed a giant shape.  

A shape that looked like... a heart.

She laughed.  

For the first time since she met him.

Jake looked down. “What? What’s funny?”

Emma pointed at the stain. “Your shirt. It’s... romantic.”

Jake looked.  

And then he laughed too.

And for the first time, they laughed together.

Not because they were a couple.  

Not because they were meant to be.  

But because life is sometimes so absurd, the only thing left to do is laugh.

And that was the beginning of their third chapter.  

With a fall.  

With coffee.  

And with laughter neither of them expected.
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