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Chapter 1 – The Spin That Started It All
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The hum of fluorescent lights filled the open-plan office of Marston & Leigh Marketing, blending with the soft clacking of keyboards and the occasional ring of a desk phone. It was a typical Monday morning—until the new incentive wheel was rolled into the center of the floor like a carnival attraction.

A burst of chatter rippled through the room as the wheel came into view. It was bright, divided into colorful segments labeled with rewards: “Extra Vacation Day,” “Gift Card,” “Free Lunch,” “Half-Day Friday,” and the gleaming gold wedge that read “Company Bonus.” Someone whistled low.

“Guess HR’s trying to make Mondays less depressing,” muttered Ryan Blake, leaning back in his chair. He was tall, with a calm confidence that drew attention even when he said nothing. A faint smirk touched his lips as he sipped his coffee, eyes following the wheel as it was set up.

Across from him, Clara West adjusted her glasses and frowned at the commotion. “You’d think people never saw a prize wheel before,” she said, half under her breath. She typed a few quick lines into her report, trying not to get distracted by the growing crowd.

Ryan’s chair rolled closer to her desk. “Don’t tell me you’re too serious to give it a spin.”

“I’m working,” she replied flatly, without looking up.

“Exactly,” he said. “Which means you deserve a break.”

She glanced at him then—just a second—but it was enough to meet his teasing grin. “You’ll do anything to waste time, won’t you?”

“I prefer to call it ‘strategic morale boosting,’” he said, standing and stretching lazily. “Come on, West. Let’s see if you’ve got any luck in you.”

Clara rolled her eyes but couldn’t help a small smile. Ryan’s charm was equal parts infuriating and magnetic. They’d been rivals since he joined the company a year ago—two ambitious, competitive employees climbing the same ladder. Every project turned into a subtle battle.

As their manager, Karen, stepped forward, she clapped her hands. “All right, everyone, listen up! The wheel’s part of our new incentive program. Each week, one person gets a chance to spin. The first spin goes to the top performer of last month.”

All eyes turned to the whiteboard where the performance chart hung. At the top—two names were tied: Clara West and Ryan Blake.

Karen smiled like she’d been waiting for that. “Well, that makes things interesting.”

Ryan crossed his arms, a spark of challenge lighting his expression. “A tie? Guess we’ll need a tiebreaker.”

Karen nodded. “Exactly. You two will both spin. Whoever lands on the higher-value reward gets it—and bragging rights until next month.”

The office erupted in applause and teasing cheers. Clara stood slowly, smoothing her blazer. “Fine,” she said. “Let’s get this over with.”

Ryan gestured toward the wheel. “Ladies first.”

She gave him a sharp look but stepped forward, gripping the handle. The wheel clicked rapidly as she spun it—colors blurring, the entire office holding its breath. It slowed, teetered, and landed on “Free Lunch.”

“Not bad,” Ryan said with a low chuckle. “You get a sandwich.”

She crossed her arms. “Better than nothing.”

Ryan stepped up next, giving the wheel an exaggerated flourish. The office counted aloud, voices rising as the pointer slowed and stopped—on “Company Bonus.”

The crowd cheered. Ryan turned to Clara with mock sympathy. “Guess I’ll be enjoying that extra paycheck.”

She arched a brow. “Luck doesn’t equal skill, Blake.”

“Maybe not,” he said, “but it sure looks good on me.”

The office laughed. Karen shook her head, amused. “All right, back to work, everyone. The fun’s over.”

But the energy lingered, and so did Clara’s irritation.

As the day went on, she found herself glancing toward Ryan’s desk more than once. He was still grinning, chatting with coworkers, that bonus glow making him even more insufferable. She told herself she didn’t care—but she did. Not about the money, but about losing to him. Again.

By noon, she’d buried herself in analytics reports, determined to outdo him next month. She was the company’s data specialist—methodical, precise, and always three steps ahead. Ryan, meanwhile, was all instinct and presentation flair. Somehow, his charm made numbers dance.

At two, a notification popped up on her screen: Team Meeting – Product Pitch Prep, 2:15 PM. She grabbed her notebook and headed to the conference room. Ryan was already there, lounging in a chair, tossing a stress ball from hand to hand.

“Ready to brainstorm?” he asked.

“I’ve already outlined three viable concepts,” she replied.

“Of course you have,” he said. “And I bet they’re all logical, detailed, and completely devoid of risk.”

“Unlike yours, which will probably defy reason and somehow impress everyone anyway.”

He grinned. “Exactly.”

Their banter was interrupted by Karen entering with two other team members, Jonas and Priya. “All right,” Karen said, “we need ideas for the client’s rebranding campaign. Fresh, bold, and marketable. Ryan, Clara—you’re co-leads. I expect a unified proposal by Friday.”

Clara blinked. “Co-leads?”

Karen nodded. “Yes. You two have the highest performance metrics. Time to combine your strengths.”

Ryan gave a low whistle. “Well, West, looks like we’re stuck together.”

She exhaled through her nose. “Wonderful.”

Over the next hour, ideas bounced around the room. Ryan favored daring visuals and humor; Clara insisted on data-backed strategies. Their disagreements were sharp but professional—until one of Ryan’s offhand comments landed like a spark.

“Not everything can be solved with a spreadsheet,” he said, tapping the table.

“And not every good idea can be backed by blind confidence,” she shot back.

Karen intervened with a laugh. “Easy, you two. Save the rivalry for after the pitch.”

When the meeting ended, Clara gathered her notes quickly. Ryan followed her out.

“Hey,” he said. “You know I didn’t mean that as an insult.”

“I know,” she said, though her tone was clipped.

He hesitated, studying her face. “You really hate losing to me, don’t you?”

She looked up at him, eyes steady. “I don’t hate losing. I hate losing to someone who wings it.”

He smiled faintly. “Maybe winging it isn’t so bad sometimes.”

“Not in my world,” she said, and walked off.

By evening, the office had emptied. The faint glow of monitors cast long reflections on the polished floor. Clara stayed behind, finishing a set of projections. When she finally looked up, she realized she wasn’t alone.

Ryan stood near the door, jacket over his arm. “You ever go home before eight?”

She gave a tired smile. “Not when I’m partnered with you.”

He stepped closer. “You know, we might actually make a good team—if we stop trying to outdo each other.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You’d miss the competition.”

“Maybe,” he said. “But I wouldn’t mind seeing what we can pull off if we’re on the same side.”

His tone was softer than usual, without the usual teasing edge. Clara looked at him for a long moment, then turned back to her screen. “We’ll see,” she said quietly.

He nodded and started to leave, pausing at the doorway. “By the way,” he added, “HR told me I can share the bonus reward. If you’re free Friday, lunch is on me.”

She glanced up, surprised. “You’re sharing your prize?”

“Think of it as a peace offering. Or just me being a good winner.”

Clara hesitated, then nodded once. “Fine. Friday.”

As he left, she found herself smiling faintly at the screen. The sound of the wheel’s click from earlier echoed in her memory—small, sharp, like the beginning of something unexpected.

The next morning, word spread fast that the marketing duo was now co-leading the biggest client project of the quarter. Some joked they’d either revolutionize the campaign—or destroy each other trying.

By noon, they were at it again—arguing, brainstorming, pushing each other to the edge of their patience and creativity. Yet, beneath every clash was something new: a current neither could ignore.

When Ryan cracked a rare, genuine laugh during one of their brainstorming sessions, Clara caught herself smiling too.

Neither said it aloud, but something had shifted since that first spin of the wheel—something neither of them quite knew how to name yet.

The wheel had started as a game, a burst of office fun. But for Clara West and Ryan Blake, it marked the beginning of a rivalry that was no longer just about winning. It was the start of something far more complicated—and far more interesting.

And though neither of them would admit it, they were both already hooked.
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Chapter 2 – The Office Rivalry Heats Up


[image: ]


By Wednesday morning, the energy between Clara and Ryan had changed. Not dramatically—no one else seemed to notice—but it was there, like a faint hum beneath the surface. They’d moved from snide remarks to a kind of sparring rhythm, one that kept both of them sharper, more alert.

The marketing department was in full swing when Clara arrived, coffee in one hand, folder in the other. She paused as she reached her desk and saw a note taped to her monitor.

“For data queen: Don’t forget creativity needs caffeine too. —RB”

Next to the note was a steaming cup of cappuccino from the café downstairs. Her brow furrowed, though her lips twitched before she could stop them. Ryan sat a few desks away, pretending to focus on his screen.

She walked over and placed the cup on his desk. “I prefer black coffee.”

He looked up, feigning innocence. “I’ll make a note for next time.”

“There won’t be a next time,” she said, but her tone lacked conviction.

He smiled, satisfied, and turned back to his monitor. “You keep saying that.”

Their colleagues had grown accustomed to their exchanges. Jonas, sitting across from Ryan, whispered to Priya, “If those two ever stop arguing, I’ll think one of them got fired.”

Priya chuckled. “Or married.”

Jonas snorted. “Please, they’d turn a honeymoon into a business pitch.”

Meanwhile, Clara pulled up their project files, mentally shutting out the chatter. The client—a national beverage
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