
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Hearts Collide
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Chapter 1: Unexpected Encounters
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Alex hunched over his laptop in the corner of the café, the hum of conversation and the occasional hiss of the espresso machine fading into a kind of comforting background noise. His fingers paused over the keyboard as he scrolled through the last line of his report, frowning. One more revision and it would be ready to send, but somehow the words felt flat. Not enough spark.

He sighed and pushed his chair back slightly, rubbing at his eyes. Maybe he just needed a break. Maybe a coffee would help.

“Large cappuccino?” the barista called.

Alex didn’t answer right away. He was still staring at the screen when a sudden collision sent his laptop tilting perilously. Coffee sloshed over the edge of the counter and landed in a warm, sticky puddle on the floor—and on his backpack.

“Oh my—!”

Alex looked up, blinking. Standing in front of him was a guy with sandy brown hair that refused to stay in place, and a grin that seemed entirely too confident for someone who had just almost ruined his laptop. He was holding a cup of coffee, now half-spilled, and looking genuinely mortified.

“I—I’m so sorry! I didn’t see you there,” the guy said, leaning down to mop up some of the spill with a napkin.

Alex blinked, taken aback. The guy’s eyes were bright, almost mischievous, like he knew this was awkward but wasn’t about to be embarrassed by it. “It’s... fine,” Alex muttered, trying to sound calm even as his pulse ticked up.

“Really, I—uh—” the guy started, then hesitated, as if deciding whether to continue or let it drop. Finally, he shoved his hands into his hoodie pockets. “I guess this is my way of introducing myself? Ethan.”

“Alex,” he said, managing a small smile, though he felt slightly on edge.

Ethan tilted his head, studying him. “Alex... okay. That’s a nice name. Matches your... serious vibe.” He gestured vaguely at the laptop. “Productivity central over here?”

Alex raised an eyebrow. “Something like that.” He tried to mask his nerves. Something about this guy—something magnetic—was making it hard to think straight.

Ethan grinned again, a little sheepishly. “Well, I didn’t mean to ruin it. But hey, maybe it’s fate, right? You know, bump into each other and all that?”

Alex frowned, unsure how to respond. Fate? That was... cheesy. And yet, he felt a tiny spark of curiosity he couldn’t shake.

“I—I should probably get going,” Alex said, gathering his things and making sure the coffee hadn’t seeped into anything else.

“Yeah, yeah,” Ethan replied, still smiling, “but maybe I’ll see you around. Cafés aren’t exactly the size of a football field, right?”

Alex chuckled softly, shaking his head. “Maybe not.”

He walked to the door, trying to convince himself this was just a random encounter and nothing more. But as he glanced back over his shoulder, he caught Ethan waving at him, carefree and easy, and felt a strange pull in his chest. Something told him he hadn’t seen the last of this guy.

Outside, the city felt colder, less chaotic. Alex walked the short distance to his apartment, his mind replaying the brief, flustered interaction. Ethan’s grin, the glint of mischief in his eyes, the way he had leaned just a little too close while apologizing...

Alex sighed. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe it was just caffeine and coincidence. But deep down, he knew that fate—or whatever it was—had just made its first move. And somehow, he didn’t want to resist it.
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Chapter 2: Lingering Thoughts
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Alex stared out the window of his apartment, the city buzzing below, but his mind wasn’t on the traffic or the people passing by. It was on Ethan—the messy-haired guy with the grin that wouldn’t quit.

He shook his head, trying to dismiss it. It was just a bump in a café, he told himself. Nothing to think about. Move on. But he couldn’t. The way Ethan had laughed off the spilled coffee, the easy confidence in his voice... it had lodged itself in Alex’s brain like a catchy song he couldn’t stop humming.

Meanwhile, across town, Ethan was having a similar problem. He leaned back in his chair at work, scrolling absentmindedly through emails, and found himself picturing Alex’s sharp eyes and quiet intensity. Who even is that guy? he thought. He seems... serious, but interesting. Like he’s hiding a whole other story under that calm exterior.

Neither of them would admit it, of course, but their brief encounter had already left its mark.



The next morning, fate seemed determined to intervene. Alex walked into his classroom, backpack slung over one shoulder, and froze for a fraction of a second.

There was Ethan, leaning against the wall with that same grin, talking to a classmate. Their eyes met, and Alex felt his stomach do a little flip. He tried to look casual, adjusting his backpack as if it weren’t betraying him.
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