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In the bustling world of corporate power plays and high-stakes business deals, Olivia Hartman reigns supreme. As the youngest female executive at her prestigious firm, she's known for her sharp mind, relentless drive, and unwavering dedication. But beneath her steely exterior lies a heart yearning for companionship. Olivia's only joy comes from her loyal labradoodle, Charlie—a charming, brown doodle that was surrendered to the local Edinburg pound. 

Unbeknownst to Olivia, Charlie is no ordinary dog. He is, in fact, Duke Charles Ashford, a nobleman cursed by an envious sorceress to live as a labradoodle until he can earn true love's acceptance in both his canine and human forms. For years, Charles has navigated his new life, awaiting the day someone might see beyond his furry exterior to the man trapped within.

One fateful evening, Olivia stumbles upon an antique shop while walking Charlie. Drawn to a peculiar, shimmering locket, she purchases it on a whim, unaware of its magical properties. As she places the locket around her  neck, a series of strange events begin to unfold, gradually revealing the truth about her beloved pet.

With the help of the enchanted locket, Charles finds himself able to intermittently transform back into his human form. He must now navigate the delicate task of revealing his true identity to Olivia without scaring her away. As Olivia starts to piece together the mystery, she is both shocked and intrigued by the handsome Duke who emerges from her dog's familiar eyes.

As they embark on a journey to break the curse, Olivia and Charles discover a deep connection that transcends appearances. Their partnership blossoms into a romance that challenges Olivia's preconceived notions of love and loyalty. Together, they delve into the secrets of Charles's past, confront the sorceress who cursed him, and explore the possibility of a future beyond the confines of magic and corporate life.

Doodle Duke is a modern retelling of Swan Lake, blending elements of fantasy and romance in a heartwarming story about breaking curses, finding true love, and embracing the unexpected. Through trials and enchantments, Olivia and Charles must prove that love is not just about seeing with the eyes but understanding with the heart.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

The Power Player

[image: image]


THE SUN HAD BARELY risen over Edinburgh, casting a soft, golden glow over the historic city. The city,  a bustling hub of activity where newly paved streets were lined with French cafes, Boba Tea shops, and Daisey stalls, was lazily waking up. The central square, adorned with a fountain of a naked David, was a popular gathering spot for netizens and citizens alike. Outdoor seating at the cafes invites people to relax and enjoy the scenic views while sipping on freshly brewed chai tea or indulging in maple doughnuts. Just off central square was a neat and tidy alley leading to freshly renovated apartments.  Tall grasses and lush groundcovers hid any garbage thrown on the ground, and bright street lights guided the way so even your bestie felt safe at night.

Hiking a freshly painted metal staircase to a bougie loft, one would feel a serene sense of being on the lookout over a bustling metropolis. Inside a cozy, modest abode on the second floor of the brick building, Olivia Hartman was already at her second-hand wooden desk.  The cherished hand-me-down  had labored through Olivia’s high school graduation, her first job at a newspaper, a cultural shift to remote work, and it now stood proud in the corner of her living room as a statement piece. Her laptop, adorned with an assortment of cat, flower, and fish stickers, was open and various papers were scattered around her. Nearby, her Kindle sat on its poof waiting to be held. The small oscillating fan in the corner of the living room hummed quietly, its breeze a necessary comfort on this warm and humid summer morning. Edinburg was always one laugh away from a complete rain storm. 

Olivia, a driven advertising executive in her early thirties, lived alone in her eclectic cluttered apartment. Upon entering, visitors were greeted by a cozy living room that radiated Olivia's love for all things purple. A comfortable, deep-purple velveteen couch sat against one wall, adorned with mismatched but charming throw pillows in various shades of lavender and plum. A soft, purple area rug with intricate patterns covers the hardwood floor, adding warmth to the space. The space was a mix of practicality and sentimentality—every piece of furniture had a story, every decoration a memory. Her favorite item, however, was not a piece of furniture but her seven-year-old brown labradoodle, Charlie. He lay sprawled on a plush yellow rug beside her desk, his eyes lazily following her every move.

Olivia's home was a testament to her work ethic. The entirety of her home showcased her creativity and ingenuity. Every flat surface was cluttered with notebooks, pens, and sticky notes covered in her neat handwriting. Her laptop screen displayed a complex array of marketing strategies, campaign timelines, and client emails. Olivia's fingers danced over the keyboard, typing out proposals and refining presentations with a fervor that showed just how much of herself she poured into her work. "Good morning, Charlie," Olivia murmured, reaching down to scratch his ears. The dog's tail thumped appreciatively against the floor, and she couldn't help but smile. Charlie was her constant companion, her source of joy and comfort in an often hectic life.  He hated waiting for his morning acknowledgement, but he was so infatuated with Olivia that he would dance on the pin of a needle if he had to.

Olivia, tired of the banal entertainment being offered to her, was on a quest for a hobby or activity that would challenge her and evolve her into a better human. Advertising was more than a job to Olivia—it was her passion. She loved the challenge of creating compelling narratives and the thrill of seeing her ideas come to life. Her mind was constantly churning with new concepts, always striving for perfection. She felt best when she found the ideal balance to a problem and when she knew she was creating value for the world. From a young age, Olivia learned to adapt to the ever-changing world around her. Her mother, a fiercely independent and hardworking woman, juggled multiple jobs to make ends meet. They moved frequently, chasing opportunities and seeking better living conditions. Each new place brought a blend of excitement and uncertainty, but Olivia thrived in the unknown, finding adventure in every change. Looking back on it now, Olivia was certain that her mother was just thrilled they survived.

Her past had propelled her to the upper echelons of her company, but it had also demanded sacrifices. Long hours and high expectations often left her exhausted, but she never complained. Olivia was fueled by an inner fire that refused to be dimmed. She would take down any adversary, any charge, and in its place she would leave a tidy solution.  Olivia sat at her favorite desk in her quaint Edinburgh apartment, the late morning sunlight streaming through the window.

After grabbing a cup of steaming ginger tea, she settled into her chair. Olivia couldn't help but smile at the myriad of memories that her desk had witnessed. One particularly memorable incident came to mind. It was during her first year at university, a time when she was still getting used to the rigorous demands of her business studies. Olivia had decided to tackle her economics assignment. armed with textbooks, highlighters, and an optimistic spirit. However, her focus was constantly interrupted by her beloved labradoodle, Charlie, who seemed to believe that her lap was the perfect spot for a nap. He was still tiny then, and she felt comfort in holding onto him. She loved being able to experience the world without leaving the cozy corner of her house. 

"Charlie, I love you, but you're not exactly helping," she had muttered, trying to gently nudge him off her papers. Charlie, being the charming rascal that he was, responded by giving her the most pitiful puppy eyes she had ever seen. Needless to say, Olivia ended up typing her entire assignment with one hand, the other occupied with petting her demanding furball.

Her desk had also seen its fair share of romantic daydreams. Olivia remembered the time she had spent hours crafting a heartfelt letter to her first college crush. She had agonized over every word, striving for a voice that resonated with wit and sincerity. But when she finally worked up the courage to send it, she accidentally emailed her professor instead. The bemused reply she received was both mortifying and hilarious.  It is shocking that trauma didn’t invoke a career in romance writing.  

Despite these comical misadventures, Olivia’s desk had also been the birthplace of some of her most significant achievements. It was here that she had meticulously planned her urban garden project, sketching out ideas and drafting proposals late into the night. The desk had borne witness to her triumphs and setbacks, the ink stains and coffee rings serving as silent adulations to her dedication and perseverance.

Through all the chaos, Charlie, her beloved labradoodle, was Olivia's constant pulse. She allowed herself to rescue the beloved seven year old brown mix after he mysteriously wound up at the animal sanctuary down the street.  Charlie quickly became her confidant, protector, and best friend. His gentle presence provided comfort during the tumultuous times, and his boundless energy and playful spirit brought joy to her life. Whether it was exploring new neighborhoods or simply curling up together after a long day, Charlie's companionship was a source of stability and unconditional love.

As she took a brief break, Olivia picked up her phone and dialed her mother's number. She leaned back in her chair, glancing out the window at the bustling street below as the call connected.

"Hi, Mom," she said warmly, her voice softening as she heard her mother's familiar tone on the other end.

"Olivia, darling! How are you?" her mother replied, her voice filled with love and concern.

"I'm good, just busy as usual," Olivia sighed, running a hand through her hair. "I've got this huge campaign I'm working on, and it's been taking up most of my time. But you know how much I love it."

Her mother chuckled softly. "I do know, sweetheart. You’ve always been so dedicated. Just make sure you're taking care of yourself too, okay?" Olivia smiled, appreciating her mother's unwavering support. "I will, Mom. Charlie makes sure I get out for walks at least. He’s my little guardian."

The two women chatted for a while, discussing family news and reminiscing about happier times. Olivia's mother had always been her rock, offering advice and encouragement whenever she needed it. These conversations were a lifeline for Olivia, grounding her in the midst of her demanding career. After hanging up, she looked down at Charlie, who was now watching her with his big boyish eyes. "Alright, Char, back to work," she said, ruffling his fur before returning her focus to the screen.

Hours passed in a blur of emails, phone calls, and brainstorming sessions. Olivia was in her element, her mind a whirlwind of creativity and strategy. Every campaign she worked on was a piece of her soul, crafted with care and precision. She believed in the power of storytelling, in the ability of a well-crafted advertisement to touch hearts and inspire action.

As the day turned into evening, Olivia finally leaned back in her chair, stretching her arms above her head. The fan continued its rhythmic oscillation, a soothing presence in the quiet apartment. Charlie, sensing that the workday was drawing to a close, got up and nuzzled her leg, wagging his tail.

"Time for a walk, huh?" Olivia said, smiling down at him. She closed her laptop and stood up, feeling a sense of accomplishment wash over her. Despite the long hours and the relentless pace, she wouldn't trade her work for anything. With Charlie by her side, Olivia stepped out into the cool evening air, ready for a much-needed walk. As they strolled through the charming streets of Edinburgh, she felt a deep sense of contentment. She joyfully mused to herself, knowing that Charlie must believe he was taking her for an evening stroll the way he was prancing around like a prince. Smiling, she continued on. 

Olivia took a deep breath of the cool evening air as she and Charlie stepped out of their apartment building. Edinburgh's streets were bursting with life, more vibrant than a Skittles package.  Olivia loved this time of day, when the city seemed to exhale and settle into a relaxed rhythm. She had no idea who ran this city, but she loved them for it anyway. 

Charlie trotted proudly beside her, his fluffy brown coat gleaming in the fading sunlight. He was a picture of canine perfection, and Olivia couldn't help but feel a swell of pride every time someone admired him. She had rescued him from the animal sanctuary on Swift Street a year ago, and he had transformed from a timid, scruffy mutt into a handsome, confident labradoodle. He was a walking billboard for good grooming. 

Nearing their favorite play yard, the Bark & Roll Dog Park, Olivia couldn't resist showing Charlie off a bit. She straightened his collar and made sure his leash was just the right length to allow him to strut his stuff. They made their way to a nearby watering hole, where other dog owners were out with their pets. She was dumbstruck by the lack of creativity seething off of her neighbors. Olivia hated this part of their walk—the chance to socialize and swap stories with fellow dog lovers- fine.  Having to outshow and outmaneuver everyone in her path- not fine. As they approached the Tiny Timbre Town sign, she spotted Mrs. Hargrove, a sweet elderly lady who always brought her adorable pooch, a Pomeranian named Biscuit.

"Good evening, Mrs. Hargrove!" Olivia called out, waving cheerfully. "How's Biscuit today?"

"Oh, Olivia, dear! Biscuit is doing just fine, thank you," Mrs. Hargrove replied, her eyes lighting up as she saw Charlie. "And how is our handsome Charlie?" Biscuit looked upset on her lap and he started yapping uncontrollably.

"He's great! Aren't you, Charlie?" Olivia said, bending down to give Charlie a pat. He responded by wagging his tail furiously and giving a little bark of agreement.

Mrs. Hargrove chuckled. "He's such a delightful dog. You know, I remember when you first brought him home. He was so shy, but look at him now! A real star."

Olivia beamed. "He sure is. And he's been such a joy to have around."

As they chatted, more dog owners gathered around, drawn by the sight of the magnificent Charlie. Olivia reveled in the attention, happily recounting the story of how she had found Charlie at the animal sanctuary. "He was so scared at first," she said, her voice filled with warmth. "But now, he's the Prince of the Park!"

One of the other dog owners, a young man with a rambunctious golden retriever, chimed in. "I think Charlie might have a fan club," he said with a laugh. "My dog Max here could learn a thing or two from him." Max did a small turn, and shook his coat for emphasis.  

Olivia laughed as they continued their walk. She loved these moments of connection, the way Charlie brought people together and brightened their days. They made their way around the park, Charlie stopping to sniff and explore every interesting scent along the way. Olivia greeted everyone they passed, exchanging pleasantries and compliments about their dogs.

At one point, they encountered a group of children playing frisbee. Charlie's ears perked up, and he watched intently as the frisbee sailed through the air. One of the kids noticed and called out, "Hey, can Charlie play with us?"

Olivia smiled and gave Charlie a gentle nudge. "Go on, boy. Show them what you've got."

Charlie bounded over to the children, his tail wagging excitedly. He leaped into the air and caught the frisbee with a grace that belied his fluffy appearance. The children cheered, and Olivia laughed, clapping her hands. "That's my boy!"

As they continued their walk, Olivia felt a deep sense of contentment. Charlie was more than just a pet—he was a friend, a source of endless joy, and a constant reminder of the simple pleasures in life. They made their way back home, Olivia's heart light with happiness. As they climbed the stairs to their apartment, Olivia glanced down at Charlie, who was panting happily beside her. "You did great today, Charlie," she said, her voice filled with affection. "You're the best thing that's ever happened to me."

Charlie looked up at her with his soulful eyes, as if understanding every word. Olivia unlocked the door and they stepped inside, the warmth of the apartment wrapping around them like a cozy blanket. She closed the door behind them and set about preparing dinner, her heart full of gratitude for the wonderful life she lived. Slipping on her wool library-inspired socks, she stepped onto her Book Spine kitchen mat and began cutting veggies for dinner.  

That night, as Olivia settled onto her well-worn couch, she absentmindedly checked her phone for any messages from her boss. To her relief, there were none. "Great news, Charlie," she murmured, placing the phone on the coffee table. "No fires to put out tonight." She slowly stretched and laid back into the purple sofa.

Charlie, ever vigilant, lay beside her, his eyes scanning the room as if on guard duty. His presence was a comfort, a steadfast protector who had been by her side through thick and thin. Olivia sighed contentedly, feeling the day's stress melt away. She reached down and gently ruffled Charlie's fur. "You're my hero, you know that?" she whispered. Charlie responded with a soft, appreciative wag of his tail.

Olivia lay back, her head resting on a cushion. She closed her eyes and let her mind wander. Images of success and prosperity filled her thoughts: a spacious penthouse with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, a wardrobe full of designer clothes, and a thriving advertising firm where her name was synonymous with innovation and brilliance. She dreamed of travel, luxurious vacations to exotic locales, and the freedom to explore the world without a care.

As she drifted deeper into sleep, the dreams became more vivid. She saw herself on a yacht, the sun setting over a tranquil sea, with Charlie by her side, his salt and peppered brown fur shimmering in the golden light. They sailed toward a horizon filled with endless possibilities, the future as bright and limitless as the ocean before them. Marine life flourished around the helm of the boat, and she savored every fin, every blowhole. 

Back in reality, Charlie remained alert, his senses finely tuned to every sound and movement. He watched over Olivia with a loyalty that was both fierce and tender. The night passed quietly, the city outside their window moved with its usual rhythm. Olivia's dreams continued to dance in her mind, painting a picture of a life filled with joy and achievement.  Her dreams were big enough to overshadow the yearning for love and the loneliness of the night.  

The first light of dawn began to filter through the curtains, and Charlie relaxed slightly, sensing the approach of a new day. Olivia stirred, a smile playing on her lips as she slowly awoke. She reached out and scratched Charlie behind the ears, her heart swelling with affection.

"Good morning, Charwee," she said softly, sitting up and stretching, never running out of cute puppy names. "Ready to take on the world?"

Charlie responded with a happy bark, his tail wagging energetically. Olivia laughed and got up, feeling refreshed and optimistic. The dreams of the night lingered in her mind, a reminder of the aspirations that drove her forward. Olivia stood  to the gentle strains of her favorite morning playlist, courtesy of her Alexa speaker. The soothing sounds of acoustic guitar and soft vocals filled the room, creating a peaceful start to the day. She stretched lazily, savoring the few extra minutes of comfort before the demands of the day began to pull her from sleep’s embrace.

"Good morning, Alexa," she happily exclaimed, as she swung her legs over the side of the bed. Charlie, ever the early riser, was already by her side, tail wagging eagerly. Olivia chuckled at his enthusiasm. “Good morning, Olivia.” It said back. Laughing and moving to her kitchenette, she said to herself, “Alright, alright. Let's get this day started."

She shuffled to the kitchen, Charlie trotting happily beside her. The kitchen, though small, was functional and filled with character. Purple curtains with a delicate sea lion pattern framed the window, allowing sunlight to filter through and brighten the space. Olivia's collection of mismatched, colorful dishware was neatly arranged on open shelves, and a vintage petunia-inspired kettle sat alone on the stovetop. A small table with two chairs sat vacant in the corner, often used for intimate meals or as a workspace for Olivia. The table was covered with a purple tablecloth and usually had a vase of fresh flowers or a bowl of seasonal fruit as a centerpiece.

After a quick stop at the coffee machine to start brewing her morning fuel, she grabbed Charlie's leash and attached it to his collar. "Ready for your walk, boy?" she asked, even though the answer was always a resounding yes. They stepped outside into the crisp Edinburgh morning. These morning walks gave her respite from her past. Olivia's hectic upbringing left an indelible mark on her character. The resilience, adaptability, and optimism she developed during those formative years became her greatest strengths. Her experiences taught her the importance of hard work, perseverance, and the value of a stable and supportive environment. Charlie, ever by her side, continued to be her anchor, providing unwavering support as she navigated the challenges of adulthood.

She still felt like a clumsy teenager some days, but the brisk nature of her walks made people give her the right-of-way. The city was just beginning to stir, and Olivia took a deep breath, enjoying the fresh air. Charlie knew Olivia was not into the walk because she rushed by him when he stopped to smell some ground cover.  That usually meant he needed to potty quickly so he wouldn’t upset her. 

"Time for a shower," Olivia said, heading to the bathroom after they returned and she plopped his outerwear and leash down by the bejeweled entryway table. Charlie followed and plopped down just outside the door, his usual spot during her morning routine.

As the hot water cascaded over her, Olivia let her mind wander. She thought about the campaign they were working on at the agency—an ambitious project for His Royal Highness. The pressure to succeed was immense, but Olivia thrived on the challenge. She couldn't afford to let her team down, and more importantly, she couldn't afford to let herself down.

Stepping out of the shower, she wrapped herself in a towel and quickly dried off. She applied her makeup with practiced ease, choosing a natural look that highlighted her features without being too bold. After blow-drying her hair, she dressed in a sleek, professional outfit: a tailored navy blazer over a crisp white blouse, paired with slim-fit black trousers and her favorite pair of pointed-toe heels.

Feeling put together and ready to conquer the day, she grabbed her phone and called her mom. "Hey, Mom," she said, trying to keep her tone light. "How's everything?"

"Hi, sweetheart! Everything's fine here. How are you doing?"

"I'm good," Olivia replied, forcing a smile even though her mom couldn't see it. "Just the usual busy stuff. Trying not to complain."

"You know you can always talk to me, but perhaps keeping a journal again could help your anxiety, too." her mom said gently.

Olivia sighed. "I know. It's just... work is a lot right now. We're working on a huge campaign for His Royal Highness, and I don't want to disappoint anyone."

"You won't, honey. You always do your best, and that's all anyone can ask for."

"Thanks, Mom," Olivia said, feeling a bit of the weight lift from her shoulders. She glanced over at Charlie, who was stretching his front paws and looking up at her with adoring eyes. "And Charlie's been keeping me company. He's such a good boy."

Her mom laughed. "I'm glad you have him. He is  a wonderful friend."

"He really is," Olivia agreed, smiling at her furry friend. "Anyway, I should get going. Lots to do today."

"Alright, sweetie. Take care and call me if you need anything."

"I will. Love you, Mom."

"Love you too."

Olivia ended the call and put her phone down. She took one last look in the mirror, straightening her blazer and smoothing a stray hair. "Alright, Charlie," she said, grabbing her bag and keys. "Let's do this."

As Olivia's career blossomed, she found herself taking on bigger responsibilities at the advertising agency. Today was a significant milestone: a presentation to the Royal Palace staff. She had been preparing for weeks, meticulously crafting every slide and practicing her delivery until it was flawless.

With her materials double-checked and her bag packed, she glanced at the clock. She was running on time, but just barely. "Alright, Charlie," she said, kneeling down to give him a final hug. "Be good while I'm gone."

Charlie licked her face, and she felt a surge of affection for her furry doggo. She stood up, took a deep breath, and headed out the door, her heart pounding with anticipation. The journey to the Royal Palace was a blur. Olivia arrived just in time, her heart racing as she walked through the grand halls toward the boardroom. She could feel sweat forming on her palms, and she discreetly wiped them on her pants before entering the room.

"Good morning, everyone. Thank you for giving me this opportunity to present our new ad campaign for the Garden Center in the middle of
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