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For everyone who still believes in gentle beginnings,

who has waited longer than they planned,

and who keeps choosing love even when it costs surrender.

This story is for the ones who pray between heartbeats

and trust that God is working in the quiet.
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All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without the written permission of the author.  

Scripture quotations are taken from the Holy Bible, New International Version (NIV) unless otherwise noted. Used by permission.
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​Ezra & Mara: A FaithForge Romance
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​📖 Chapter 1: Brews, Banter, and Beginnings ☕✨

​
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Ezra adjusted his backpack as he stepped into Java House Yaya Centre, Nairobi’s iconic coffee hub buzzing with students, freelancers, and after-church crews. The rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee mingled with laughter and the low hum of background music. It felt like a crossroads of stories, every table holding its own drama, dreams, or whispered secrets.

He wasn’t here for secrets, though. He was here for a recharge. And maybe - just maybe - something else he hadn’t yet named.

“Bro, you’re late,” came a familiar voice.

Ezra turned to see Kimani, his longtime friend, waving him over to a corner table. Kimani had that signature Nairobi vibe: a T-shirt with a funny slogan (“Pray Hard, Nap Harder”), jeans slightly frayed at the ankles, and an energy that made every conversation feel like it was happening on stage.

Kimani ➡️ Ezra (WhatsApp text, earlier that morning):

>“If you’re late, you’re buying. And none of that Americano nonsense. Real coffee, bruh.”

Ezra smirked as he slid into the seat. “You act like I’ve ever made you buy anything.”

“True, true,” Kimani said with mock seriousness. “But today feels different. Today’s a ‘double cappuccino with destiny’ kind of day.”

Before Ezra could respond, their server appeared.

And that’s when it happened.

She wasn’t flashy. No dramatic entrance. Just a warm smile as she carried herself with quiet confidence. Her name tag read Mara.

“Good afternoon. What can I get you gentlemen?” she asked.

Her voice carried that mix of friendliness and grace that made you want to order the entire menu just to keep her talking.

Ezra opened his mouth, but Kimani, of course, beat him to it.

“Two cappuccinos, strong. And maybe... throw in some encouragement for my guy here. He looks like he needs it.”

Mara chuckled, tilting her head. “Encouragement isn’t on the menu... but wisdom usually comes in quiet packages.”

She turned to Ezra with a gentle smile. “Cappuccino’s fine?”

Ezra nodded, caught off guard by the kindness layered in her words.

Kimani blinked, mouth slightly open. “Wait, did you just defend him?”

“Not defend,” Mara said with a small shrug, already jotting down the order. “Just stating what I’ve noticed. Quiet people usually see more than the rest of us.”

Ezra froze mid-nod, and Kimani’s smirk returned, though softer this time.

-—✦—-

Ezra thought back to youth group banter the previous week, when Kimani had roasted him for being too quiet around women.

> Kimani (at Bible study, mid-laughter):

“Bro, you’ve memorised all of Romans but can’t even say hi to a barista. Apostle Paul wrote whole letters. You can’t write a text?”

––––––––
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Everyone had laughed. Ezra laughed too, but the words stuck.

And here was a barista actually reframing the narrative - for him, not against him.

-—✦—-

As Mara left to place the order, Kimani leaned in. “See? Divine appointment, my guy. Jeremiah 29:11 in action.”

Ezra rolled his eyes. “That verse wasn’t about coffee dates.”

Kimani grinned. “Context is overrated.”

>>>

> Kimani (muttering as he stirs sugar):

“God said, ‘It is not good for man to be alone’ (Genesis 2:18).”

>Ezra: “He wasn’t talking about Java House.”

>Kimani: “He was talking about vibes, bro. VIBES.”

-—✦—-

When Mara returned with their drinks, Ezra caught her smile again. It wasn’t flirty, not forced. Just... genuine. And something about it tugged at him.

“Enjoy your coffee,” she said, setting the cups down.

Kimani raised his cup like it was communion. “To new beginnings.”

Ezra clinked his cup against Kimani’s, shaking his head but smiling.

Mara, walking away, muttered just loud enough for him to hear: “Let’s hope you actually drink it before it goes cold.”

Ezra blinked. Was that... another tease?

Kimani snorted, nearly choking on his cappuccino. “Bro. She roasted you, but in Proverbs style - ‘The one who has knowledge uses words with restraint.’”

-—✦—-
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When Mara got off work, outside, Naomi was waiting. Always Naomi. She leaned on the hood of her dented Toyota Corolla, humming some improvised tune that clashed with the mundaneness of Mara’s world. She waved a box of cookies in one hand and a bar of chocolate in the other.

“Pick your weapon,” Naomi announced.

They spent that evening at Naomi’s flat. Naomi insisted on cooking chapati, teasing Mara into helping. “Rolling them unevenly doesn’t make you a failure - it makes them artisanal,” she quipped as flour dusted the counter. Laughter came in small bursts, each one loosening the long day and bringing to Mara's mind the one client that stuck that day, Ezra.

Naomi: “Seems like quite the mystery, huh.

Hope to see him again?”

“Maybe”, Mara said, feigning nonchalance. “You know the saying, Man plans, God laughs”

Later that week, Naomi drove Mara down to Nakuru. “ We need fresh air, trees, and your mum’s cooking,” she declared, not giving Mara the chance to argue. The gospel CD spinning in the car warbled between tracks, but Naomi sang along anyway, unapologetic.

At Mara’s parents’ house, Naomi blended right in. She peeled potatoes with her mum, sparred with her dad about football scores, and insisted they all end the evening with a round of praise choruses. “Joy is warfare,” she said matter-of-factly, fiddling with her violin that she carried everywhere. Mara wanted to roll her eyes, but instead she smiled. Her friend’s unshakable optimism felt like God whispering, ‘See? What would have become of you had you not believed that you'd see the goodness of the lord in the land of the living?

-—✦—-

Later after the café (Text Exchange):

Ezra ➡️ Kimani

> “You’re ridiculous.”

Kimani ➡️ Ezra

> “Ridiculously prophetic. You’ll thank me at the wedding. 😂”

Ezra didn’t reply, but he found himself replaying Mara’s smile in his head long after he’d left the café.

>>>

Walking back through Yaya, Ezra muttered a prayer under his breath.

“Lord, if You’re in this... don’t let me mess it up.”

He didn’t know it yet, but this ordinary Sunday coffee stop had just opened a chapter that would change everything.
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​📖 Chapter 2: Streetlight Encounters 🌆🍌
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Nairobi has a way of shrinking the world. One moment, you’re in a sea of strangers. Next, you bump into the same face three times in a week, as if God Himself signed off the script.

For Ezra, that face was Mara.

It was a Tuesday, and the Kawangware streets were in full chorus: hawkers hollering over piles of tomatoes, shoe shiners clinking their brushes against tin cans, and matatus shouting destinations in competing basslines. The air smelled like roasted maize, fresh-cut pineapples, and just a hint of open sewer - Kawangware’s signature fragrance.

Ezra had ducked out on his lunch break from work. He wanted chapati and beans from Mama Shiru’s kibanda > a hole-in-the-wall joint that locals swore had anointing in every pan.

He was halfway through dodging a boda boda when he froze.

Mara.

She was at a fruit stand, her brow furrowed as she negotiated over bananas.

>“Hii si utanipea na chwani?”(Fifty for this bunch) she asked.

The vendor laughed. “Haiya, madam, si ni fresh kutoka Meru! Hata angels wanataka hii.” (Come on, madam, these are fresh from Meru! Even angels would want these.)

Ezra nearly laughed out loud. He hadn’t expected to see her again so soon, yet here she was - bananas in hand, looking half sceptical, half amused.
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