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​Dedication

 For every heart that was once turned away, and for every soul brave enough to return. 

  This story is yours, too. 

​Introduction

Some stories don’t end — they wait. 

They linger in the shadows of memory, hidden in the laughter we ignored and the confessions we never gave voice to. Sometimes rejection doesn’t close a door; it leaves it cracked open, daring us to walk through again. 

This is Sophy and Matthew’s story. But it is also yours. 

Because who among us hasn’t been dismissed, overlooked, or left behind? And who among us hasn’t secretly wondered — what if they came back? 

When Destiny Collides is not just a tale of reunion, tension, and second chances. It is a mirror. Each chapter carries a question, each scene an echo of our own unfinished stories. 

WOLFER NOTE

  Love and rejection shape us in ways we rarely admit. But every collision — no matter how sharp — has the power to turn us into something stronger, something truer. Read this not only as fiction, but as reflection. Somewhere between their story and yours, you may find the pieces that fit. 

​Table of Contents

Chapter One — The Return (Reunion Sparks) When the past walks back into the room. 

 Reflection: What feelings resurface when someone from your past suddenly returns? 

Chapter Two — The Sweet Retaliation (Playful Provocation) Games of teasing, hiding what the heart cannot deny. 

 Reflection: Have you ever sought subtle revenge in love — and what did it reveal about you? 

Chapter Three — Unraveling Walls (The First Vulnerabilities) Late-night words and laughter that loosen the guard. 

 Reflection: How has past rejection shaped the way you open up now? 

Chapter Four — The Confession (Truths Unveiled) The courage to name the pain that was once silenced. 

 Reflection: What truths have you kept hidden that still shape your relationships today? 

Chapter Five — The Push-Pull (Jealousy & Miscommunication) When pride and fear twist what was meant to be clear. 

 Reflection: When jealousy shows up, what insecurity is it really pointing to? 

Chapter Six — Breaking or Bonding (The Emotional Climax) A collision too loud to ignore, where choices matter most. 

 Reflection: In love, do you retreat when things break — or fight to rebuild stronger? 

​Chapter Seven — Becoming Whole Together (Resolution) Finding love again, not as it was — but as it was always meant to be. 

 Reflection: What does reconciliation mean to you — with others, and with yourself? 

​Chapter One

— The Return

​The café was quiet, the kind of place where the world seemed to slow down. Conversations hushed into background hums, the clinking of cutlery softened by the mellow jazz floating through the air. Sophy had chosen this place because it felt safe, anonymous —

the kind of corner where no ghosts of her past could find her. 

She was wrong. 

Matthew sat only three tables away, angled toward the window, his fingers wrapped around a steaming cup of coffee. His profile was sharp, familiar, dangerous in its ability to undo her. Years had passed since she last saw him, yet time had only sculpted what was already striking. He looked older, but in the way men do when they finally understand who they are. 

Sophy’s chest tightened. She should have left the moment she recognized him. But her feet refused, rooting her to the spot as though the universe itself was daring her to stay. 

He noticed her. Of course he did. His gaze lifted, steady, unflinching — and in that instant, the café shrank, the distance between them collapsing. His lips curved, slow, deliberate. Not bitter. Not sweet. A smile caught somewhere between memory and challenge. 

“Long time,” Matthew said, voice smooth but threaded with something she couldn’t name. 

Her pulse raced. She forced herself to walk closer, carrying herself with the same carefully cultivated poise that had once hidden every nervous thought in school. She would not falter now. “Didn’t think I’d ever see you again.” 

​He leaned back in his chair, appraising her as though she were a puzzle he already knew the answer to. “Life has a way of circling back, doesn’t it?” 

Sophy wanted to roll her eyes, to break the tension with something dismissive, but her throat betrayed her. Instead, she sat at the table across from him, almost without realizing she’d chosen proximity over escape. 

“You look…” Matthew paused, as if the right word mattered. 

“Different.” 

“Different good, or different bad?” she countered, arching a brow. 

“Different real.” He studied her, and she hated how steady his gaze was. How it seemed to peel back the years and land directly on the girl who had once brushed him aside. 

A sharp memory surged, unbidden — his nervous confession outside the library, the way she had deflected, embarrassed, unwilling to admit the possibility. She had laughed it off, though not unkindly, telling herself it was better that way. But his face afterward, the quiet devastation… she had never forgotten. 

Sophy stiffened. “People change.” 

“Some do,” he said. “Some just get better at pretending.” 

The air thickened between them. 

She crossed her arms, trying to hide the sting his words left. “What are you doing here anyway? This isn’t your side of the city.” 

​He smirked, sipping his coffee. “Maybe I was meant to be here. 

Maybe you were.” 

Her heartbeat betrayed her calm exterior. Old sparks tangled with old regrets, setting fire to the careful walls she had built. She wanted to tell him he was wrong, that destiny wasn’t real, that this was nothing more than coincidence. But the weight in his voice said otherwise. 

For a long moment, neither spoke. Only the rhythm of the café filled the silence, and yet the silence between them was louder. 

It was then Sophy realized the truth: she hadn’t just walked into a café. She had walked back into the unfinished story she had once refused to write. 


Reflection

  When someone from your past returns, it’s never just them who comes back. Old choices, old fears, and the person you once were walk through the door as well. The question is — which version of you will answer? 

Sophy shifted slightly in her seat, pretending to examine the menu, though she hadn’t even glanced at it. Every instinct screamed at her to leave, but something stronger — curiosity, or maybe fate itself —

held her in place. 

Matthew’s eyes didn’t waver. He studied her with a calm intensity that made it impossible to look away. It wasn’t anger or judgment she saw there, nor pity. It was recognition — the recognition of everything they had once been, and everything they had tried to bury. 

​“You look… the same,” he said finally, a faint smile brushing his lips. “But also… different. In all the ways that matter.” 

Sophy felt heat creep up her neck. Different. That word carried weight — a subtle acknowledgment that she had grown, evolved, but not erased. And yet, the memory of their shared past pressed down, reminding her that the mistakes, the misunderstandings, and the careless cruelty hadn’t disappeared. 

“I suppose time does that to people,” she said lightly, forcing casualness she didn’t feel. 

“Time,” he echoed softly, “doesn’t fix everything. Some things…

