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“Grow old along with me!

The best is yet to be,

The last of life, for which the first was made.”

— Robert Browning
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To those who dare to love deeply,

who grow through every flaw and fear,

and find their match not in perfection,

but in acceptance and transformation.
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Author’s Note

A Suitable Match: Heart’s Siren is a story of opposites who find themselves not despite their differences, but because of them.

Fiona, a principled and gentle primary school teacher, meets a stern and self-made tycoon whose confidence both intimidates and intrigues her.

Together, they navigate emotional walls, personal growth, and the transforming power of love.

This novel is full of tension, tenderness, and moments that simmer and sizzle—because love is never simple.

Thank you for opening these pages and joining their journey.

# Hearts in Collision

*A Contemporary Romance Novel*
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## Chapter 1: First Glance

The coffee shop hums with Monday morning chaos, and I'm already running late—again. My lesson plans are scattered across the tiny corner table like autumn leaves, and I've somehow managed to knock over my sugar dispenser twice in the span of five minutes. The barista's giving me that look—the one that says "please don't break anything else"—and honestly, I don't blame her.

*Focus, Fiona. You have twenty-three seven-year-olds waiting for you.*

I'm stuffing my papers into my oversized tote bag when the entire atmosphere of the café shifts. It's subtle at first, like the moment before thunder rolls across the sky. Conversations don't exactly stop, but they... soften. Even the espresso machine seems to hiss more quietly.

That's when I see him.

He's standing near the counter, and good lord, he's tall. Not just tall—commanding. The kind of presence that makes you straighten your shoulders without realizing it. His suit is charcoal gray, perfectly tailored, and probably costs more than my monthly rent. But it's not the expensive clothes that steal my breath.

It's the way he carries himself.

Every movement is deliberate, controlled. When he lifts his phone to his ear, his voice cuts through the morning chatter with quiet authority. I can't make out the words, but I don't need to. The tone says everything—this is a man who doesn't ask twice, doesn't waste time on pleasantries, doesn't suffer fools.

His hair is dark, styled with just enough product to look effortless but clearly isn't. There's a hint of stubble along his jawline that makes him look dangerously polished rather than unkempt. And his hands—God, his hands—long fingers wrapped around his phone like he's conducting a symphony of corporate warfare.

I should look away. I know I should. But then he turns slightly, and I catch sight of his profile. Strong jaw, straight nose, and when he frowns at whatever the person on the other end is saying, there's something almost boyish about the way his eyebrows draw together.

*Stop staring, Fiona. You're being creepy.*

But I can't help myself. There's something magnetic about him, something that makes my chest tighten and my palms go sweaty. He's everything I'm not—composed, sophisticated, probably never spills anything or trips over his own feet or forgets to set his alarm clock.

He ends his call with a sharp "I'll handle it" and slides the phone into his jacket pocket. That's when his gaze sweeps the room, and for one heart-stopping moment, his eyes meet mine.

Steel gray. That's the only way to describe them. Not cold, exactly, but... assessing. Like he's cataloging everything he sees and filing it away for future reference. I feel pinned in place, a butterfly under glass, and heat floods my cheeks.

*Look away, look away, look away.*

Instead, I do what I always do when I'm nervous—I fidget. My elbow knocks against my coffee cup, sending a small tsunami of lukewarm latte across my carefully organized lesson plans.

"Oh, no!" The words tumble out louder than I intended, and several heads turn my way. Including his.

I'm scrambling for napkins, muttering apologies to my soggy papers, when I feel rather than see someone approach my table. The air around me seems to thicken, charged with an energy that makes the fine hairs on my arms stand up.

"Are you alright?"

His voice is exactly what I expected—deep, controlled, with just a hint of gravel around the edges. It's the kind of voice that could make reading the phone book sound like poetry, and it does absolutely nothing for my already frazzled nerves.

I look up, and he's standing right beside my table, close enough that I can smell his cologne—something expensive and masculine that makes my head spin. Up close, he's even more devastating. Those gray eyes are focused entirely on me, and there's something in them that I can't quite read.

Concern? Amusement? Irritation that the clumsy girl is making a scene?

"I'm—yes, I'm fine," I stammer, still mopping up coffee with increasingly soggy napkins. "Just me being me, you know? Human disaster in motion."

The corner of his mouth twitches. It's not quite a smile, but it's something, and it makes my heart do a funny little skip.

"Here." He reaches into his jacket and pulls out a pristine white handkerchief. An actual handkerchief. Who carries those anymore?

"Oh, you don't have to—"

"I insist." He holds it out to me, and when our fingers brush as I take it, I swear I feel an electric shock run up my arm.

The handkerchief is soft, expensive cotton, and it smells faintly of his cologne. I dab at the worst of the coffee spill, acutely aware that he's still standing there, still watching me with those penetrating gray eyes.

"Thank you," I murmur, holding the now-damp cloth back out to him. "I'll wash it and—"

"Keep it." His voice is softer now, less commanding. "You might need it again."

There's something in the way he says it that makes me wonder if he's talking about more than just coffee spills. Like maybe he sees right through me to all the other disasters waiting to happen.

"I should go," I say, gathering my damp papers with as much dignity as I can muster. "I have a classroom full of second-graders who are probably wondering where their teacher is."

"Second grade." He nods, and I think I detect a hint of something—respect?—in his voice. "That takes patience."

"And a high tolerance for chaos," I add, slinging my bag over my shoulder. "Which, as you can see, I'm well-equipped for."

This time, he definitely almost smiles. It transforms his entire face, softening the sharp edges and making him look less like a corporate warrior and more like... well, like a man. A devastatingly attractive man who's making my knees feel decidedly unsteady.
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