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    To every heart that has carried the weight of painful memories while still hoping for love.
This book is dedicated to those who have learned that forgiveness is not a sign of weakness but an act of courage.
To everyone who has been misunderstood, hurt, or disappointed, may this story remind you that people can grow, hearts can heal, and new beginnings are always possible.
And to the readers who believe that love is strongest when it is built on respect, honesty, and personal growth—this story is for you.
May you always find the strength to let go of the past and the courage to embrace the future.
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Chapter 1: The Man I Never Wanted to See Again
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Olivia Carter stood in front of the towering glass building and tightened her grip on the leather folder tucked beneath her arm.

Blackwood & Pierce Marketing.

The silver letters mounted above the entrance reflected the early morning sunlight, making the company name appear even more imposing.

She had imagined this moment a hundred different times.

After years of late nights, unpaid internships, freelance contracts, rejected applications, and endless networking events, she had finally earned a position at one of the most prestigious marketing firms in the country.

This was more than a job.

It was validation.

Proof that every sacrifice had meant something.

Her phone vibrated in her pocket.

Mom: Good luck on your first day! You're going to be amazing.

A small smile appeared on her face.

She quickly typed a reply.

Thanks. Love you.

After taking one final deep breath, she walked through the revolving doors.

The lobby was breathtaking.

White marble floors stretched beneath enormous crystal chandeliers.

Modern artwork decorated the walls.

A massive digital display showcased the company's latest campaigns.

Everything about the building radiated success.

The receptionist greeted her with a warm smile.

"Good morning. Can I help you?"

"Olivia Carter. I'm starting today."

"Of course. Welcome to Blackwood & Pierce."

The receptionist handed her a visitor badge.

"The orientation meeting starts in fifteen minutes. The conference room is on the twenty-second floor."

"Thank you."

Olivia stepped into the elevator and watched the numbers climb.

Five.

Ten.

Fifteen.

Twenty-two.

Her heart raced with excitement.

This was exactly where she wanted to be.

Exactly where she belonged.

The conference room was already filling with new employees.

Some were chatting nervously.

Others were staring at their phones.

Several introduced themselves while waiting for the orientation session to begin.

A cheerful woman with short blonde hair sat beside her.

"First day jitters?"

Olivia laughed.

"Is it that obvious?"

"A little."

"I'm Olivia."

"Claire."

They shook hands.

"Marketing department?" Claire asked.

Olivia nodded.

"You?"

"Creative design."

Before the conversation could continue, a woman in a navy-blue suit entered the room.

"Good morning, everyone. I'm Samantha Reed, director of human resources. Congratulations on joining the Blackwood & Pierce family."

The presentation began.

Company policies.

Employee expectations.

Department introductions.

Performance standards.

Olivia listened carefully while taking notes.

She loved every minute of it.

Until Samantha casually mentioned something that changed everything.

"Our CEO will be stopping by to welcome everyone personally."

Several people exchanged excited glances.

Claire leaned toward Olivia.

"I heard he's one of the youngest CEOs in the industry."

"Really?"

"Thirty-four, I think."

Olivia shrugged.

She wasn't particularly interested.

She cared more about building a successful career than meeting an executive.

Samantha continued speaking.

"Our founder retired five years ago and transferred leadership to Ethan Blackwood."

The name struck her like a physical blow.

Her pen slipped from her fingers.

Her heart stopped.

No.

It couldn't be.

There had to be another Ethan Blackwood.

The world wasn't that cruel.

Her palms immediately began to sweat.

Claire noticed her expression.

"Are you okay?"

She forced herself to smile.

"Yeah."

But she wasn't okay.

Not even close.

Because she knew that name.

And she had spent years trying to forget it.

Eight years earlier.

University.

The business department.

A crowded lecture hall.

An arrogant, impossibly handsome senior with too much confidence and an infuriating habit of believing he was always right.

Ethan Blackwood.

The wealthy son of one of the city's most influential business families.

He had everything.

Money.

Connections.

Popularity.

And an ego large enough to fill an entire building.

She had been a scholarship student.

He had been business royalty.

They couldn't have been more different.

And somehow, they had become rivals almost immediately.

Every classroom debate became a competition.

Every group project turned into a battle.

Every disagreement escalated into another argument.

He challenged her constantly.

Corrected her.

Questioned her ideas.

Dismissed her opinions.

And although he never physically harmed her, his relentless criticism made her feel small.

Invisible.

Unworthy.

Their final confrontation had been the worst.

A marketing competition.

Months of preparation.

Weeks of hard work.

She had developed an innovative campaign strategy.

And during the final presentation, Ethan had publicly dismantled her proposal.

He had pointed out weaknesses.

Questioned her data.

Exposed flaws she hadn't considered.

The audience had laughed.

Humiliation had burned through her like fire.

She had never forgotten it.

And she had never forgiven him.

After graduation, she had cut every possible connection.

And now, somehow, fate had placed him directly back into her life.

No.

Not just into her life.

Above her.

He was her boss.

The conference room door opened.

Every conversation immediately stopped.

And then she saw him.

Older.

More mature.

More polished.

But unmistakably the same man.

Ethan Blackwood walked into the room with effortless confidence.

His charcoal-gray suit was perfectly tailored.

His dark hair was neatly styled.

His sharp features remained exactly as she remembered.

But there was something different about him.

Something colder.

More controlled.

Success had transformed him.

He wasn't the reckless university student she remembered.

He was a man accustomed to authority.

His eyes slowly moved across the room.

Then they stopped.

On her.

Recognition flashed across his face.

For one brief second, genuine surprise appeared in his expression.

Then it vanished.

Completely.

His face became unreadable.

Professional.

Detached.

As if they had never met.

Her stomach twisted.

He walked toward the front of the room.

"Good morning."

His voice was deeper than she remembered.

Calmer.

More deliberate.

"First, I'd like to welcome all of you to Blackwood & Pierce."

He spoke confidently.

Naturally.

He discussed creativity, leadership, teamwork, and innovation.

Everyone listened.

Everyone seemed impressed.

Everyone except Olivia.

Because she couldn't hear the words.

Her mind was trapped in the past.

She remembered every argument.

Every insult.

Every moment he had made her feel inadequate.

And the fact that he hadn't even acknowledged their history made everything worse.

The speech ended.

Polite applause filled the room.

Then Samantha stood.

"If anyone has questions, now is the perfect opportunity."

Several employees raised their hands.

Olivia remained silent.

She wanted this meeting to end.

Immediately.

Unfortunately, fate wasn't finished with her.

After the session ended, employees slowly began leaving the conference room.

She gathered her notes as quickly as possible.

"Olivia."

Her body immediately froze.

She slowly turned.

He stood behind her.

Close enough for her to notice the faint scent of his cologne.

Close enough to remind her why she needed to leave.

Immediately.

"Hello, Ethan."

The formal greeting felt strange.

His expression remained neutral.

"It's been a long time."

"Not long enough."

The words escaped before she could stop them.

His eyebrows lifted slightly.

"You haven't changed."

She laughed.

"No. I have."

He studied her carefully.

And she hated that he could still make her feel nervous.

"Congratulations on the new position."

"Thank you."

Awkward silence followed.

Then he nodded.

"I'll see you around."

Without another word, he walked away.

She released a breath she hadn't realized she was holding.

Claire suddenly appeared beside her.

"Do you know him?"

"No."

The lie came too quickly.

Claire narrowed her eyes.

"You definitely know him."

Olivia grabbed her folder.

"I should get back to work."

The marketing department occupied the nineteenth floor.

Her new office wasn't large, but she loved it.

A comfortable chair.

A modern desk.

Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city.

Her own workspace.

Her own opportunity.

She refused to allow Ethan Blackwood to ruin it.

Again.

Her new supervisor, Daniel Hayes, introduced her to the team.

Everyone was welcoming.

Friendly.

Supportive.

The exact opposite of what she expected from such a competitive company.

By lunchtime, she had already begun reviewing campaign materials for one of the firm's largest clients.

The work was challenging.

Complex.

Exactly what she wanted.

For the first time that day, she began relaxing.

Then she heard his voice.

"Conference room. Five minutes."

Her shoulders immediately tensed.

Every employee around her immediately began gathering their materials.

Daniel leaned toward her.

"The CEO reviews major campaigns personally."

Wonderful.

Just wonderful.

Five minutes later, she found herself sitting across from Ethan in another conference room.

A large presentation screen displayed campaign proposals.

Team members exchanged ideas.

Notes were taken.

Strategies were discussed.

And for thirty minutes, everything remained professional.

Then someone asked for feedback on a social media campaign.

Olivia hesitated.

Then she spoke.

"I think the campaign relies too heavily on traditional engagement metrics."

Several people turned toward her.

"The current strategy focuses on visibility, but it doesn't create meaningful audience interaction."

Ethan leaned back in his chair.

"What would you suggest?"

Her confidence began returning.

"I'd shift the focus toward community-driven content."

He nodded.

"Why?"

She explained her reasoning.

Consumer behavior.

Audience retention.

Brand loyalty.

Digital engagement.

She spoke passionately.

Confidently.

And for a moment, she forgot who she was talking to.

Until he interrupted.

"Your numbers don't support that conclusion."

The room suddenly felt very familiar.

Too familiar.

The same tone.

The same challenge.

The same dismissive attitude.

Her jaw tightened.

"My research absolutely
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