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Introduction
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Welcome to Cedar Street...

Love has a way of finding us in the quiet moments—the soft hum of an espresso machine, the laughter tucked into the corners of a café, the sweet aroma of cinnamon drifting through the air. Sometimes it comes when we least expect it, disguised as a stranger’s smile or a glance that lingers too long.

The Café on Cedar Street is about second chances—about rediscovering joy when life feels shattered and learning that home isn’t a place, but a feeling. Within these pages, you’ll meet Sophie, a woman who traded skyscrapers for simplicity in search of peace, and Ethan, a man hiding from the weight of fame, who never imagined love would find him again.

If this book makes you smile, cry, or stay up too late turning pages, I’d love for you to share that joy with others. A simple review means the world to authors and helps stories like this find new hearts to live in.

Now, grab your favorite drink, settle into a cozy spot, and let’s take a walk down Cedar Street together...
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Prologue
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Rain fell in relentless sheets, painting the night in streaks of silver. The glow from the café spilled onto the slick pavement, casting golden ripples that shimmered and swayed like candlelight on water. Inside, the world was warm—rich with the aroma of roasted beans and vanilla syrup, the low hum of jazz curling through the air like a secret.

He sat in his usual spot, back to the wall, facing the window. Ethan Blake cradled a mug in both hands, letting the steam rise against his face as he watched the rain. To anyone else, he looked like a man enjoying a quiet night. But Ethan wasn’t anyone else. His life wasn’t quiet. Not really.

Two years ago, his words had been on every bookshelf, his face on every magazine. People called him a genius, a phenomenon. But they didn’t know what it cost him—the sleepless nights, the pressure that carved pieces out of him until there was almost nothing left. So he’d vanished. Walked away from the glittering cage and buried himself here, in this sleepy town where nobody cared who he was.

Or so he thought.

The bell above the door jingled, and a gust of wind swept in with a woman who seemed made of shadows and rain. Her umbrella dangled broken at her side, her hair plastered to her cheeks, her coat clinging to her like a second skin. She paused in the doorway, breathless, her eyes scanning the room before landing on an empty corner table.

For a moment—just a flicker—her gaze brushed his. Something inside him tightened, sharp and unexpected, like the first drop of whiskey after a long dry spell. She looked away, unaware of the storm she’d just stirred inside him.
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