‘Seeing him again was like reopening a wound

she'd long forgotten, the ache surged through her,
raw and unrelenting. Feelings shed buried clawed
their way to the surface, raw and aching, as if
they'd never left at all. Her heart trembled, a
delicate balance between longing and despair.
The walls she'd built around her soul crumbled in
his presence. His eyes, familiar yet distant, ignited
a spark she'd fought to extinguish, and she
realized the truth she couldn't escape -Some
emotions aren’t buried, they re just waiting,
silently, for the moment they can remind you they.

never truly left.

Estelle stood by the window of her modest studio
apartment, her hands wrapped around a warm cup
of tea. The morning sun poured in through the
sheer white curtains, bathing the room in a soft
golden glow. She smiled to herself, feeling a rare

sense of peace.

The world she had left behind felt like a distant

IS rad




women, focusing on outfits for special occasi
But what surprised her most was how much she }
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loved working with children. Their innoce
laughter had become her greatest solace.




Estelle knelt beside her, holding up a sketch
~ Onitwas a design for a matching

mother-daughter dress set for a family

anniversary.

“| think that's a great idea, Chloe," Estelle replied,
tapping her pencil against her chin. “How about
we add some sparkle to the hemline? That way,

it's not too much but still shines when you twirl.”

Chloe giggled, spinning in an imaginary dress. *

Like a princess?”

“Yes, like a princess!” Estelle confirmed, and the

little girl yelped with happiness.

Her mother, seated on the couch nearby, smiled
warmly. “You have a way with her, Estelle. She's

usually so shy, but you bring her out of her shell.”

Estelle shrugged modestly, but the compliment
warmed her heart. “Kids have a way of reminding
us what's important,” she said, tweaking the
design.
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8 -11er new life - the su'npllcuty of it, the creatwnty a ‘, d ,' ’
the connections she was building. When she left ’

]

her home country, she had been broken and
uncertain about what to do. But then she had
found purpose and solace in sketching beautiful
dresses, and that unexpected talent had
blossomed into something more profound. She
not only designed dresses but also worked with
clients, especially brides, right up until their

wedding events were over.

It was stressful work at times, depending on how
extravagant the occasion was and her clients’
personalities. Regardless, she loved and enjoyed

her work and couldn’t be more at peace withiit.

The quiet hum of her sewing machine filled the
room as Estelle worked on another design. Her
fingers moved deftly over the fabric, the rhythm of
the needle hitting the machine plate and the '
sound of the pedals soothing. She had just




The moment she opened it, her breath caughtin

>

her throat.

Standing there before her was Ryan. Her eyes
widened as she took him in, dressed sharply in a
tailored blazer and dark jeans. His hair, usually
longer, was cut short and slightly tousled, as
though he'd been running his fingers through it.
His expression was blank and unreadable unlike

hers which were rounded with surprise.

“Ryan?” she whispered, her voice tinged with
disbelief. For a moment, they simply stared at
each other. Estelle’s mind raced. Why is he here?
Is he... getting married? Most of her clients came
for wedding or birthday outfits, but Ryan didn't

seem like someone who'd need either.

him, a voice -bubbly and vibrant snapped he
| y sna_pe‘.e(is‘
of her daze. e

~ “Hello!"




' Oh hi. Pardon my rudeness. Please, come ln”'Sher i

stepped aside, gesturing for them to enter, even
as her spine stiffened and her mind whirled with
questions.

As they walked past her, the faint scent of Ryan's
cologne drifted by, stirring an ache she hadn't felt
in months. She closed the door and turned around,
her heart racing and her emotions in a tangled
mess. She hadn't seen him since she left a year
ago, since she stood by his hospital bed, her quilt
and anguish consuming her, and walked away
while he lay unconscious. And now he’s here? With
a woman who could be his bride? How would she
deal with that when her heart was in such

disarray?
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 her with an mtenslty that made her chest

tighten. She couldn't tell if he was angry,
indifferent, or something else entirely, and the

vagueness unsettled her.

“I'm getting married!” Olivia announced suddenly,

her excitement spilling over.

“What?" The word slipped out before Estelle could

stop it, her voice a mix of shock and disbelief.

Olivia paused, her hand frozen mid-gesture. She

tilted her head, eyebrows raised.

“| mean, congratulations!” Estelle rushed to
recover, plastering a smile on her face. “That's

wonderful news.”

Her cheeks burned with embarrassment, and she
avoided looking at Ryan, whose expression
remained frustratingly blank. Inside, her emotions
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itk l‘his hands in hIS pockets, hls posture i :
and his large frame shielding the afternoon llght ’

from fully streaming through the room. Estelle’s
breath caught as she studied him from afar. His
broad shoulders seemed weighed down, his
stance far more rigid than she remembered. The
Ryan she once knew had always exuded quiet
strength and confidence. Now, there was an air of
complete seriousness about him, one she couldn’t
quite place. Maybe she was the only one reading it

like that due to their past.

Her heart twisted painfully, but she quickly tore her
eyes away, forcing herself to focus on Olivia's
chatter. She reminded herself that Ryan's life was
no longer her concern. Whatever connection they

once had was severed the moment she left.

When the consultation finally ended, Olivia stood.
with a bright smile. “I should expect a draft nex(
week, then?” A . !f?-.

“Of course, Estelle replledv esco




afternoon, his expression softened. The intensity

in his stare was almost unbearable, as though he
was searching for something unspoken between

them.

“It's good to see you, Estelle,” he said quietly, his

voice low and deliberate.

Before she could respond, he turned and walked

out, leaving her standing frozen in the doorway.

For a long moment, Estelle stood frozen, her heart
pounding furiously. Her fingers clenched the edge
of the doorframe as she replayed his words in her
mind. Her emotions were a jumbled mix of
confusion, regret, and an ache she didn't want to

acknowledge.

When she finally moved, it was to press a
trembling hand to her chest, trying to steady her
~ breathing. But the rhythm of her heart refused to

i
slow. i
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