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About This Book

When Emma Sinclair inherits her late aunt's beloved bookstore in the small coastal town of Willowbrook, she's forced to choose between her fast-paced career in Manhattan and a legacy she never expected. What she doesn't anticipate is falling for Owen Thatcher, the grumpy coffee shop owner next door who seems determined to challenge her at every turn.

As Emma struggles to save the failing bookstore and find her place in a town she left behind years ago, she discovers that sometimes the best stories aren't found in books—they're written in the moments between coffee and conversation, in the quiet understanding of a kindred spirit, and in the courage to choose love over fear.

Between the Pages is a heartwarming romance about second chances, finding home, and the transformative power of love. Perfect for fans of small-town romance, enemies-to-lovers stories, and anyone who believes that the best happily-ever-afters are worth fighting for.
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Chapter One

The Letter
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The letter arrived on a Tuesday morning, slipped between bills and grocery store circulars like it had always belonged there. Emma Sinclair almost missed it entirely, her mind already racing through the day ahead—presentations to finish, meetings to attend, a life carefully constructed in the gleaming towers of Manhattan that left no room for surprises.

But there it was, cream-colored and elegant, her name written in flowing script across the front. She recognized the handwriting immediately. Aunt Margaret.

Emma's hands trembled as she tore open the envelope. Margaret had passed away three weeks ago, and Emma had barely made it to the funeral, flying in and out of the small coastal town of Willowbrook in less than twenty-four hours. There had been condolences to accept, relatives to greet, and a gnawing guilt she couldn't quite shake.

The letter was brief. Margaret, in her typical no-nonsense way, had left Emma something. Not money, not jewelry, but The Book Nook—the bookstore that had been Margaret's pride and joy for thirty years.

Emma read the words three times, each pass making them feel less real. A bookstore. In Willowbrook. A town she'd left behind fifteen years ago and never looked back.

Her phone buzzed with a reminder: client meeting in thirty minutes. Emma glanced at the letter one more time, then tucked it into her purse. She'd deal with it later. She always dealt with everything later.

But as she stepped out into the crisp New York morning, something nagged at her. Margaret's handwriting, so familiar and warm. The way she'd signed the letter: "Follow your heart, my dear girl. It knows the way home."

Emma hadn't thought about home in years.
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Chapter Two

Coming Home
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Three weeks later, Emma found herself standing in front of The Book Nook with a rolling suitcase and a growing sense of panic. The storefront looked exactly as she remembered—bay windows filled with carefully arranged displays, a hand-painted sign swinging gently in the autumn breeze, and a warm glow emanating from within.

She'd taken a leave of absence from work. "Just a month," she'd told her boss, "to settle the estate." But standing here now, she wasn't sure a month would be enough.

The bell above the door chimed as she entered, and the scent hit her immediately—old paper, leather bindings, and that indefinable smell of stories waiting to be discovered. Emma's throat tightened. She'd spent countless afternoons here as a child, curled up in the reading nook while Margaret worked, lost in worlds of adventure and romance.

"You must be Emma."

She turned to find a young woman with auburn hair and a warm smile approaching. "I'm Sophie. I've been managing the store for Margaret for the past two years. I'm so sorry for your loss."

Emma shook her hand, grateful for the kindness. "Thank you. I appreciate you keeping everything running."

Sophie's smile wavered slightly. "I've been doing my best, but honestly, we've been struggling. The big chain bookstore opened up on the highway last year, and foot traffic has been down. Margaret was working on some ideas to bring in more customers, but..." She trailed off, and Emma could fill in the rest.

"I see." Emma glanced around the store, suddenly overwhelmed. She knew nothing about running a bookstore. She was an account executive, for God's sake. She dealt with spreadsheets and quarterly reports, not inventory and community engagement.

"There's someone you should meet," Sophie said, nodding toward the window. "He owns the coffee shop next door. The Daily Grind. Margaret and he had a... complicated relationship."

Emma followed her gaze and spotted a man through the window, wiping down tables with efficient, precise movements. Dark hair, strong jawline, and an expression that could only be described as perpetually annoyed.

"That's Owen Thatcher," Sophie continued. "He moved here about five years ago and opened the coffee shop. Let's just say he and Margaret didn't exactly see eye to eye on... well, most things."

As if sensing their attention, Owen looked up, his dark eyes meeting Emma's through the glass. For a moment, neither moved. Then he frowned and turned away.

"Wonderful," Emma muttered. "A grumpy neighbor. Just what I need."

Sophie laughed. "Don't worry. His bark is worse than his bite. Usually."
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Chapter Three

The Flood
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Emma's first official day as a bookstore owner began with a disaster.

She'd arrived early, determined to prove she could handle this. She'd spent the previous evening reading through Margaret's notebooks, trying to understand the business. But theory and practice, as it turned out, were very different things.

The morning started well enough. She'd managed to open the store without setting off any alarms, had even successfully processed her first sale—a mystery novel to a sweet elderly woman who'd known Margaret for decades. But then came the plumbing issue.

Water was pooling in the back storage room, seeping dangerously close to boxes of new inventory. Emma had called three plumbers, but none could come until the next day. Panic rising, she did what she always did when faced with a problem she couldn't solve—she tried to fix it herself.

Which is how Owen Thatcher found her: soaking wet, covered in grime, and swearing at a pipe wrench that refused to cooperate.

"You're going to flood both our stores if you keep doing that," he said from the doorway, his voice flat and unimpressed.

Emma jumped, banging her head on a shelf. "Christ! Don't you knock?"

"The door was open. I could hear you from next door." He stepped into the room, assessing the situation with what appeared to be professional disdain. "Move."

"Excuse me?"

"Move," he repeated, already rolling up his sleeves. "Before you cause actual damage."

Emma wanted to argue, to tell him she had everything under control, but the water was still flowing and her pride wasn't worth ruining Margaret's legacy. She stepped aside.

Owen worked in silence, his movements quick and efficient. Within ten minutes, he'd stopped the leak and was examining the pipes with a critical eye.

"These need to be replaced," he said finally. "The whole system is ancient. Margaret knew it, but she kept putting it off."

"How do you know that?" Emma asked, surprised by the familiarity in his tone.

Owen stood, wiping his hands on a rag he'd pulled from his pocket. "Because she asked me to look at it six months ago. I gave her a quote, but she said she'd get back to me. She never did."

There was something in his voice—not quite sadness, but close to it. Emma studied him more carefully. Up close, he was even more intimidating. Tall and broad-shouldered, with a face that seemed carved from granite. But his hands, she noticed, were surprisingly gentle as he carefully set down the wrench.

"Thank you," she said quietly. "For helping. I didn't mean to be difficult."

Owen's expression softened slightly, just for a moment. "You're Margaret's niece. Emma, right?"

She nodded.

"She talked about you sometimes," he said. "Said you were doing important work in the city."

The words stung more than they should have. Important work. Was that what she'd been telling herself all these years? That her sixty-hour weeks and endless meetings were more important than spending time with the woman
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