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A Chance Encounter

It was a crisp autumn morning in the heart of New York City. The golden leaves swirled around the bustling streets, catching the light of the rising sun. Claire Bennett walked briskly through Central Park, her scarf wrapped tightly around her neck. She loved these quiet walks before the city fully woke up, a brief reprieve from the chaos of her life as a struggling artist. Her sketchpad was tucked under her arm, ready for inspiration to strike. Little did she know, today wouldn’t just inspire her art—it would change her life.

As she reached her favourite bench near the fountain, Claire noticed someone already there. A man sat hunched over a book, seemingly lost in its pages. He had a rugged yet refined look, with a long coat draped over his broad shoulders and dark hair tousled by the wind. Claire hesitated for a moment, unsure if she should interrupt his solitude, but something about him intrigued her. She decided to sit on the other end of the bench, pulling out her sketchpad and pencil.

The sound of her pencil scratching against the paper must have caught his attention because the man looked up. His deep green eyes met hers, and he offered a brief, polite smile. “Beautiful morning,” he said, his voice warm and smooth like honey. Claire nodded, feeling an unexpected flutter in her chest. “It is,” she replied, a little shyly. “Perfect for reading or drawing.”

He glanced at her sketchpad and then back at her face. “Are you an artist?” he asked, closing his book. Claire shrugged, unsure of how to answer. “I try to be,” she said with a small laugh. “I’m still figuring it out.” His smile widened, and he extended a hand. “I’m Ethan, by the way. Ethan Gallagher.”

Claire hesitated for a moment before shaking his hand. “Claire Bennett,” she said, feeling a strange spark at his touch. For reasons she couldn’t explain, she felt like she had known him for years, even though they had just met. The air between them seemed to hum with an unspoken connection.

They spent the next hour talking, their conversation flowing effortlessly. Ethan told her he was a writer, though he hadn’t published anything yet. “Just like me,” Claire said, smiling. “An artist who isn’t quite an artist yet.” They laughed, their shared struggles forming a bond neither of them expected. By the time they parted ways, Claire felt a sense of loss, as if she were leaving behind something important.

Ethan handed her a small piece of paper before they left. “In case you ever want to share your sketches,” he said, his smile playful yet sincere. On the paper was his phone number, scribbled in a neat, confident script. Claire tucked it into her pocket, feeling her cheeks flush. As she walked away, she couldn’t help but glance back. Ethan was still sitting on the bench, watching her with a thoughtful expression.

For the rest of the day, Claire’s mind kept drifting back to him. She wondered if she would ever see him again—or if this was just a fleeting moment, destined to fade like the autumn leaves. But deep down, she knew something had shifted. The promise of tomorrow suddenly felt brighter, more alive.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: 

[image: ]


Whispers in the Rain

The days passed, but Claire couldn’t shake the memory of Ethan Gallagher. His voice, his smile, the way his eyes seemed to understand her without her saying a word—it all lingered in her mind like a song she couldn’t stop humming. She had tucked his number into one of her sketchbooks, telling herself she wouldn’t call. She didn’t want to seem desperate or cling to a chance encounter. But every time she flipped through her drawings, the thought of him crept back into her heart.

It was a week later when the city was drenched in rain. Claire stood under the awning of a small coffee shop, her umbrella forgotten at home. The storm had come out of nowhere, and now she was stranded, watching the streets blur through the downpour. She sighed, hugging her coat closer to her body, when a familiar voice called out behind her.

“Claire?”

She turned, half-expecting to be mistaken for someone else. But there he was—Ethan, standing just a few feet away, holding a black umbrella large enough for two. His coat was damp at the edges, and his dark hair was slightly mussed from the wind, but his smile was as warm as she remembered. “What are the odds?” he asked, stepping closer.

Claire laughed, her cheeks flushing. “Apparently better than I thought.” She gestured toward the rain. “Guess I’m stuck here unless I want to drown.”

Ethan tilted his head, the playful look in his eyes making her heart skip. “Lucky for you, I’m something of a rescuer in situations like this.” Without waiting for her reply, he extended his umbrella toward her. “Come on. Where are you headed?”

She hesitated for a moment, then stepped under the umbrella, standing so close she could feel the heat radiating from him. “I was just going home,” she said softly. “It’s not far.”

They walked together through the rain, the city’s noises muffled by the steady rhythm of water hitting the pavement. Claire couldn’t help but steal glances at him. There was something so effortlessly charming about the way he carried himself, as if he belonged in every moment. “So, do you always rescue strangers in the rain?” she teased, trying to hide the nervous edge in her voice.

He chuckled, his green eyes crinkling at the corners. “Only the ones who leave an impression.” His words hung in the air, and Claire felt her breath catch. She wasn’t sure what to say, so she looked straight ahead, focusing on the puddles they stepped over.

When they reached her building, Ethan lingered at the door, his hand gripping the umbrella. “You know,” he began, his voice softer now, “I’ve been hoping I’d run into you again. I almost convinced myself to call you, but I didn’t want to seem pushy.”

Claire blinked in surprise. “You... were going to call me?”

He nodded, his expression earnest. “But I figured if it was meant to be, we’d cross paths again.” A small smile tugged at the corners of his lips. “And here we are.”

Claire couldn’t help but smile back, her heart racing. “Here we are,” she echoed. For a moment, the rain, the city, and everything else faded away. It was just the two of them, standing on the threshold of something that felt bigger than either of them could understand.

“Maybe...” she began, her voice barely above a whisper, “we don’t have to leave it up to chance anymore.” She reached into her bag, pulling out a pen and a scrap of paper. Scribbling her number, she handed it to him, her hand trembling slightly.

Ethan took it, his smile lighting up his face. “I won’t lose this,” he promised. His eyes held hers for a moment longer before he stepped back, tipping his umbrella in a mock salute. “Until next time, Claire.”

As he disappeared into the rain, Claire stood there, her heart full of something she hadn’t felt in a long time—hope. The storm might have drenched the city, but to her, the world had never seemed brighter.
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