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Sophie

The shrill sound of the alarm clock yanked me from a dream I couldn’t quite remember. My fingers fumbled for the snooze button, eventually silencing the invasive noise. I rubbed my eyes and took a deep breath, willing myself to gather my thoughts before facing the day.

“Mommy!” Ella’s voice called out from her room. It always reminded me of what was really important. With the familiar chill of the hardwood floor beneath my feet, I headed toward her laughter-filled voice.

“Coming, sweetheart,” I replied. The moment I stepped through the doorway, I was greeted by her infectious smile. It had the power to melt away any lingering grogginess or worries from my mind. “Good morning, my little sunshine,” I said while bending down to give her a soft kiss on the forehead.

“Morning, Mommy!” Ella giggled, kicking her tiny legs under the covers. “Did you have good dreams?”

I paused for a moment, trying to recall the fragments that still lingered at the edges of my consciousness. They were elusive, slipping away like wisps of steam. “I think so, but I can’t remember them now. What about you?”

Ella nodded enthusiastically. “I dreamed about unicorns! And they let me ride on their backs, and we went to a big castle made of candy!”

“Wow,” I marveled. My mind conjured up some amazement as I began to help her out of her pajamas and into her clothes for the day. “That sounds like a fantastic adventure.”

“Uh-huh,” she agreed, wriggling her arms free from her top. “And you were there too! We ate candy together and danced with the unicorns!”

“Sounds like a party I wouldn’t want to miss.” I grinned. “Alright, let’s finish getting you dressed and ready for daycare.”

As I fastened the buttons on her tiny cardigan, I felt a twinge of envy for her innocence and boundless imagination. In her world, everything was possible, and every day was an opportunity for new adventures. I hoped that as she grew older she would hold onto that sense of wonder.

“Alright, little lady,” I said while securing the last button and smoothing down her hair. “You’re all set for daycare. Let’s go have some breakfast and then we’ll be on our way.”

“Yay!” Ella clapped her hands. “I can’t wait!”

As we left her room hand in hand, I took a moment to appreciate the simple joy of being a mother. Even in the midst of life’s chaos, these precious moments with my daughter always managed to ground me, reminding me of what truly mattered.

With breakfast underway, I dashed around the house, gathering my belongings for the day. Keys, wallet, phone, check! I packed our bags with everything we needed: extra clothes, snacks, and Ella’s favorite stuffed animal, Mr. Whiskers.

“Alright, Ella,” I called out as I slipped on my shoes. “Time to head out. You ready?”

“Ready!” she chirped, hopping off the chair and wiping her hands on her pants.

“Let’s go, then!” I said as I grabbed our bags and ushered her towards the door. As we stepped outside, I took a deep breath, inhaling the crisp morning air.

“Mommy?” Ella asked, tugging at my sleeve as we hurried down the sidewalk. “Can we play ‘I Spy’ on the way to daycare?”

“Of course, sweetheart,” I agreed. My mind was already submerged in thoughts of the day ahead, but I reminded myself to make the most of our time together. I needed to create memories that would last a lifetime, even if they were just shared over a simple game of ‘I Spy.’

The cool morning air brushed against my cheeks as we reached the daycare’s front door. Ella’s small hand was clasped firmly in mine, seeking comfort. The familiar sounds of children laughing and playing filled the room and instantly put me at ease.

“Good morning, Sophie! And good morning to you, little Miss Ella!” Ms. Johnson, Ella’s favorite teacher, greeted us warmly. Her eyes crinkled with genuine affection as she knelt down to greet my daughter.

“Morning, Ms. Johnson!” Ella beamed before turning to me. “Mommy, can I go play now?”

“Of course, sweetheart,” I said, giving her a quick hug and kiss on the cheek. “Have a great day!”

Ella scampered off to join her friends while I chatted briefly with Ms. Johnson about Ella’s planned activities for the day. But my mind was secretly preoccupied with hope for a smooth day at work.

“Thanks, Ms. Johnson. See you later!” I waved goodbye and hurried to my office, the weight of the upcoming workday settling on my shoulders.

The city loomed over me as I walked down its bustling sidewalks, packed with jostling people as much in a hurry to get to their jobs as I was. I smiled at the thought. Becoming a marketing project manager had taken patience and I had worked hard for it. Happily so. I loved it, especially working with clients and turning their visions into reality with the help of other creative people. 

I knew some firms were hard on single parents, but Waverly Global had been a revelation. It was a place where doing exceptional work by the due date was more important than punching a time clock. With a bright kid to raise, I couldn’t have been more grateful. 

In the bustling lobby of Waverly Global Enterprises, the best place for company gossip, I engaged in casual morning small talk with Max, our cheery receptionist. His height made him slightly intimidating while his open smile and shaggy hair showcased his more welcoming nature. Everybody confided in Max.

Our typical ‘good morning’ chatter was interrupted by the entrance door swinging open, announcing a new arrival. 

“Good morning,” Max called out, his cheerful smile firmly in place. “How can I help you?”

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched as a man with an air of brisk confidence walked towards us.

“Morning! I have an appointment with Eric Johnson,” he announced. His resonant voice drew everyone’s attention. 

As he approached the front desk, I caught a glimpse of his face. The sight felt like a punch in the gut. 

It was Nicholas. 

My breath hitched as the shock of seeing him after years washed over me. Our shared past, once faded, came back to me in overwhelming waves.

Nicholas, mid-conversation with Max, turned to scan the room. Seeing me, he froze. The shock was clear in his piercing blue eyes.

“Sophie?” His usually composed voice shook slightly. Then the familiar charming grin surfaced, making my heart flutter in a rhythm I hadn’t felt for a long time.

“Nicholas,” I stammered, forcing myself to remain calm. My mind was in turmoil filled with memories of our past and the secret I harbored: Ella.

“Mr. Johnson is waiting for you, Mr. Morgan. You can take the elevator up to the thirty-fifth floor.”

Nicholas glanced at me, a flicker of confusion and surprise in his eyes. Then he nodded at Max, wrapping up their conversation. With a final glance in my direction, he turned and strode towards the elevators, leaving me standing there in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.
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Sophie

My workstation in the Waverly Global Enterprises marketing department was usually a haven of tranquility amidst the corporate hustle. But as the scent of Nicholas’s cologne lingered in the air, it transformed into a haunted space, each corner echoing a past I thought I had left behind.

Nicholas was the billionaire with a magnetic charm who had effortlessly invaded my life when I was merely nineteen, naive and brimming with hopeful ambitions. A random encounter at a bustling bar had swiftly spiraled into six intoxicating months of wild nights and morning kisses. Our love story was a whirlwind romance, intense and terrifying in some ways. And heartrending in its end.

The discovery of my pregnancy had upended my life, bringing with it a tempest of fear and anxiety that ultimately led me to escape.

He never knew.

“Morning, Sophie!” Michaela Rodriguez’s cheery greeting reverberated within the confines of my office, pulling me back from the precipice of the past. 

“Morning, Michaela,” I said as I forced a strained smile. Supportive as she always was, there was still no sense in letting the head of HR know anything was bothering me. My fingers tightened around the edge of the desk. The cold mahogany beneath my hand drew me back into the present and grounded me against the undercurrent of my resurfacing feelings.

The workday unfolded as if I were caught in a hazy dream. Each task was performed mechanically, a rhythmic routine enacted with practiced ease. Despite the structured symphony of work at Waverly Global Enterprises, my mind was swaying to a different, more intimate beat. The echoes of my past with Nicholas played a dissonant melody that grew increasingly hard to ignore.

My reverie was interrupted when my colleague Mark arrived at my office door. Clutching a file of contracts in his hands, he issued a request that was as casual as the tilt of his head. “Hey, Sophie,” he began. His voice was a welcome intrusion on my thoughts. “Could you review these contracts for me?”

“Sure, Mark,” I responded, my voice wavering slightly. “I’ll have them back to you by the end of the day.”

As Mark walked away, a sense of impending loneliness washed over me. My mind slipped back into a wistful daydream. Echoes of the shared laughter, the warmth of Nicholas’s arms, and the intoxicating scent of his cologne consumed me. The old emotions stirred, past and present blending seamlessly into a poignant memory of regret and longing.

The neon lights of Jekyll’s Bar had been flickering above the door that night, cutting through the fog as my jittery nerves mirrored the weather’s uncertainty. I was nineteen, an impressionable age, nervously stepping into adulthood and its myriad experiences. On a dare from my friends, I found myself perched on a barstool, my fingers tightly wrapped around the stem of a Cosmopolitan. Its tangy sweetness failed to calm the butterflies rioting in my stomach. It was my first visit to a bar. I wasn’t even old enough to be there.

Suddenly, the clamoring noise faded into a hushed whisper as he entered the room. 

Nicholas. 

He stood tall and confident; a man who knew his place in the world. His charm was captivating, almost hypnotic in its pull. The crowded room felt as if it had emptied as my world narrowed down to him.

With a heart pounding in my chest and a strange pull I couldn’t resist, I found myself walking over to him. 

“Can I buy you a drink?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper yet mustered with confidence. He looked at me, surprise framing his striking features before a slow smile spread across his face.

His laughter was infectious. It was a rich, melodious sound that filled the room and warmed my heart. We ended up talking, losing track of time amidst laughter and growing fascination. He was rich, enchantingly charismatic, yet grounded. His stories, peppered with wit and humor, drew me in. I was the painter, and he was the scenic vista, each detail contributing to a masterpiece I was unknowingly creating in my mind.

As the night wore on, he offered to walk me home. The chivalrous act was simple yet, in hindsight, pivotal in our blossoming relationship. The city lights melded into the fog. It cast a soft glow around us and created an intimate world where only Nicholas and I existed.

We stopped in front of my apartment. Both of us were reluctant to part ways. He looked at me, his eyes reflecting the same emotions I was wrestling with. Breaking the silence, he whispered, “Can I see you again, Sophie?”

“Yes,” I responded. And the seed of a whirlwind romance was planted in that fleeting moment.

My peaceful reverie was soon disrupted by our marketing manager Natalie’s voice reverberating through the enclosed space. 

“Earth to Sophie, did you hear me?” Her question was sharp, a stark contrast against the soft memories flickering in my mind.

“Sorry, Natalie,” I hurriedly apologized. My cheeks burned with embarrassment. “I just... I’m kind of spaced out today.”

She shook her black hair, the bun never moving. “The meeting with Eric and the client is after lunch. I hope you’re back with us by then.”

“Right.” I sighed as she left. 

The lunch hour couldn’t have arrived any sooner. I convinced Max to grab a sandwich at the local deli, and we settled ourselves on a bench to watch pedestrians and pigeons as we ate. The crisp air was a much-needed respite from the suffocating confines of my haunted office and the ever-present ghost of Nicholas. 

Max’s cheerful banter during lunch eased the tension momentarily. His voice, though muffled by my heavy thoughts, managed to pull me back to reality, “Everything okay? You seem a little off today.”

Doing my best to brush off his concern, I responded with a half-hearted smile. “Just feeling a bit overwhelmed with work, that’s all.” I continued nibbling around the edges of my sandwich and tearing off bits of bread for the birds.

The remainder of the day felt like an elaborate tug-of-war, my past wrestling with my present. The office, once a place of solace, felt like a battleground. Each familiar sight and sound was a trigger pulling me back into the past. The occasional laughter echoing from across the room sent a whirlwind of emotions through me. An intense desire to reach out, to share a conversation, or just a brief moment of togetherness with Nicholas, clashed fiercely against my inherent fear of rekindling an old flame.

Especially this particular old flame.

Sarah, the designer who had the workstation closest to me, looked over the partition and frowned. Her concerned voice broke through the storm inside me. “Hey, Sophie. You don’t seem like yourself today. Everything alright?”

I managed to paint on a reassuring smile, offering her a semblance of my usual self, “Really, I’m fine. Just one of those days, you know?”

“Well, let me know if you need anything,” she said as she settled back into her workspace.

The clock on my desk was moving much too slowly for my liking. But it promised a new campaign would be kicking off soon, a new client to focus on. A way to put the thoughts of Nicholas that kept tempting me out of my head. 

Then it hit me: Nicholas had told Max that he was here to meet with Eric Johnson, our CEO. Did that mean Nicholas was the new client? Would I suddenly be working with him when all I wanted to do was crawl home and play games with my daughter?

I put my head on my desk, pretending this wasn’t happening, but knowing without any doubt that it absolutely was. 

“Sophie?” Natalie’s voice made me pop my head up. “We’re meeting now. Conference Room One.”

“On my way,” I said as I gathered my laptop and notebook and trailed behind my manager. We made the trip up in the elevator to the thirty-seventh floor, with me hoping against hope that I was wrong.

I wasn’t. The first person I saw as I walked into the meeting was Nicholas. I had no idea how to respond other than with the most professional smile I had ever plastered on my face.
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Nicholas

I had heard nothing but good things about Waverly Global’s marketing department. Diligent, analytical, trustworthy, and forward-thinking. All the things you want when you’re looking for new ideas to take your company to the next level.

What I hadn’t heard was that Sophie Anderson was working there. 

Seeing her in the lobby had been enough of a shock, but when she suddenly appeared for the initial meeting with Eric Johnson’s team, I couldn’t speak. Her presence had filled the meeting room when she entered like a powerful, intoxicating perfume, and I struggled to tear my gaze away. 

The look on her face of surprise and, oddly enough, horror, told me she hadn’t expected this to happen, either. But she looked away quickly and found a seat at the far end of the conference table. She opened her laptop and greeted her colleagues with a professional air and an alluring smile.

I remembered that smile, the girlish charm that had drawn me in the night we met at Jekyll’s Bar. She was young, luscious, the perfect catch. But although I couldn’t wait to take possession of her, there was something else about her too. Something that had made me want to cherish her and protect her. 

Those polar opposite impulses battled within me from that first night.

Her persona was different now. A maturity had replaced that girlish charm. Her eyes sparkled with an allure that was new to me. It hinted at a depth I hadn’t seen before. 

I wondered if she still remembered our chemistry, as intense as it was fickle.

“Nicholas, are you here with me, man?” Eric Johnson, CEO of the marketing company I had just hired, tugged me back to the present. 

“Sorry, Eric,” I managed to mumble an apology. “I got lost in thought.”

“Understandable. It’s a lot to process.” Eric continued, though completely oblivious to the source of my distraction. “What’s your take on these new marketing strategies our team prepared for you?” His question barely registered as my eyes continuously wandered back to Sophie.

“Sounds promising,” I responded mindlessly. The truth was Sophie had ensnared my thoughts. I saw her now, not as an office employee, not as a college student, but as a heart-stopping woman who had managed to reignite a fire I thought had long fizzled out.

“Hey, have you met our new project manager yet? Sophie Anderson.” Natalie, Eric’s marketing manager, chimed in. Her casual comment sent my pulse racing as she waved a hand toward the woman I had never forgotten.

“No, not yet,” I managed to respond, hoping no one could hear how hard my heart was thumping. “She seems... young.” 

Natalie shot me a look. “She’s been really great so far, very focused and dedicated. I think you’ll like working with her.”

Eric nodded. “She started as an intern and we were lucky enough to convince her to stay. She’s full of youthful, creative ideas that have been incredibly successful for the projects she’s worked on.” He smiled at me, the look of a man who knew exactly what he was doing and how to do it better than anyone else. “Only the best for your company, right?”

“Right. Thanks. I’m looking forward to working with her,” I said. I pretended to play along while my mind was anything but calm. I watched, entranced, as Sophie chatted with the other arriving team members. She effortlessly engaged everyone she met with a radiant smile and vivacious charm.

I took a deep breath as the meeting started, questioning my ability to steer the situation while my thoughts ran wild..

Thankfully, Eric and Natalie had been right. Sophie was a fountain of new ideas. She rattled off one concept after another, accepting the ones I passed on with aplomb and moving on to the next. Her passion for the work radiated up and down the table, like an echo of the passion she and I had once shared.

The meeting ended, and Sophie was out the door before I could disengage from Eric and Natalie who were intent on asking for my feedback and discussing proposed timelines. I watched Sophie through the glass walls, walking away quickly and never looking back, just like she had before. 

And that simply wasn’t acceptable.

I turned back to Eric and Natalie and reengaged. I politely let them know that I was going to be spending a considerable amount of time at Waverly, on the pretext of being a very hands-on client. That was actually the truth; I was always hands-on. But I had more than one reason this time. 

They politely agreed to set me up in a temporary space in the smaller conference room on the marketing floor for whenever I came by. They claimed it was because they appreciated my input. They didn’t even seem bothered by it, which told me that they were either lying or they believed enough in their team that a meddling client was no big deal. 

From the confident looks in their eyes, I figured it was the latter. And that suited my purposes beautifully.

I took the elevator down with Eric and Natalie. Eric continued to the main floor with me, but I watched as Natalie got off on the fourth floor. I assumed that was where the marketing department was located. When we got to the lobby, I stepped off with Eric. 

“It was nice meeting with you, man,” Eric said as I shook his hand. 

“You, too. I look forward to working on this project with you and Natalie.” I had a few weeks of meetings coming up. Weeks to use my temporary space. Weeks to see Sophie again. 

“We’re both excited, too.” He sighed as he checked his watch. “I hate to cut this short, but I have another meeting to get to.”

I chuckled. “Of course. I’ll see you later.”

Eric strode out of the lobby without looking back. Once he was out, I turned back to the elevator. I knew the receptionist, Maxwell according to his desk name plate, was watching me. But I simply ignored him. 

I rode up to the fourth floor and maintained an air of confidence as my eyes scoured the space. It was difficult to spot anyone with all the cubicle partitions, but it didn’t take me long before I heard her voice. I followed the sound until I spotted her inside what appeared to be a break room. 

I pulled some papers out of my briefcase and positioned myself near the break room door under the pretense of studying a report, stealing glances at Sophie whenever I could. A magnetic pull was drawing me towards her, a pull I couldn’t resist despite realizing the complications it might bring. It might also bring me the answers I needed.

“Hey, Nicholas.” Her voice was soft and as enchanting as I remembered, and it yanked me from my thoughts. 

A surge of warmth washed over me as our eyes met, despite the sense of apprehension on her part. I needed to go slowly. At least for now.

“Hi, Sophie. How are you?”

“Busy, but good,” she responded, nodding, her eyes glancing everywhere but at me. 

“Great. Same here,” I replied. “It’ll be nice working on the project together.”

Her eyes darted toward mine. Was that fear I saw? 

“Nicholas, do you have a minute?” 

“Of course,” I responded instantly. My pulse was heavy, but she only took one step inside before she stopped. 

I watched her breasts rise and fall as she took a deep breath. I fought a wave of desire and memory, afraid to even speak.

“I know we have a past,” she started, her voice barely a whisper. “But we need to keep things professional here.”

“Absolutely,” I pretended to agree. “I wouldn’t want it any other way.”

“Good.” And that was it. 

With a curt nod, she turned and walked away, leaving me tangled in a web of old memories and unspoken longing. The past was behind us, but the intensity of what we once shared was hard to ignore. 

That night, as I lay in bed alone, I wondered about the significance of our reunion. Was it merely chance that brought us together again, or was fate intervening, guiding us toward each other like two lost souls destined to be reunited? I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something greater at play.  An unshaken connection that went beyond the boundaries of a simple fling.

I knew that I couldn’t ignore the pull between us. I made a decision. I was determined to pursue Sophie, to make her mine again. There was nothing that would stop what was obviously fated to happen. I wouldn’t let it.
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