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Dedication
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To every woman who has ever been told she must choose.

To the dreamers who refuse to shrink,

and to the lovers who refuse to disappear.

To those who have chased ambition with trembling hands

and guarded their hearts with quiet strength.

May you never feel forced to become smaller

to make your success comfortable for others.

May you never silence your passion

to prove your power.

And may you always grow into the kind of person

who can hold both —

without losing yourself.

This book is for you.
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About the Book

Clara Bennett has spent her entire life chasing power.

From humble beginnings to a global leadership role, she has built her success with discipline, ambition, and an unshakable determination to never be powerless again. When she is offered a life-changing international promotion, it feels like the ultimate reward for years of sacrifice.

But success comes with a cost.

Daniel — the man who has loved her long before the titles and recognition — is no longer willing to stand on the sidelines of her ambition. As career demands intensify and emotional distance grows, Clara is forced to confront a question she has spent years avoiding:

Can a woman truly have both power and passion — or must one always be sacrificed?

Set across cities and seasons of growth, Power or Passion is a compelling story about ambition, love, identity, and emotional maturity. It explores the silent pressures high-achieving women face, the vulnerability required to build lasting relationships, and the courage it takes to evolve without losing yourself.

This is not just a story about choosing between career and love.

It is a story about becoming whole.
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Chapter One – The Offer
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Clara Bennett never believed in destiny.

She believed in strategy.

At twenty-eight, she had climbed from nothing to everything. From a one-room apartment in Surulere to a glass office overlooking Victoria Island. From rejection letters to being the youngest Director at The Sterling Group.

Power did not come to her.

She chased it.

And she earned it.

On the night everything changed, she was wearing red.

Not because it was romantic.

But because red commanded attention.

The award ceremony hall shimmered with chandeliers and ambition. CEOs, politicians, industry leaders — all in one room. And tonight, Clara was receiving the “Emerging Power Leader of the Year” award.

Her phone vibrated just before her name was called.

Tunde.

She stared at the screen.

She hadn’t spoken to him in three weeks.

Not since he said the words that unsettled her perfectly arranged life:

"Clara, when will it ever be our turn?"

She declined the call.

Moments later, the spotlight found her.

“Please welcome Miss Clara Bennett”

Applause.

Loud.

Heavy.

Validating.

She walked to the stage with controlled elegance. Every step measured. Every breath calculated.

She took the award.

She smiled.

She thanked the board.

She spoke about hard work.

She did not speak about love.

Because love had been waiting.

And she had not.

Later that night, her driver handed her another envelope.

“No sender, ma.”

She opened it inside the car.

Inside was a handwritten note.

You have to choose now.

Power... or Passion.

You cannot keep both.

Her chest tightened.

Only one person would write that.

Tunde.

The boy who loved her before the suits.

The man who waited through her promotions.

The only person who ever asked her to slow down.

The only person she was afraid to lose.

When she got home, her apartment felt too quiet.

Too big.

Too successful.

Her phone buzzed again.

This time, it wasn’t Daniel.

It was Mr. Harrison, Chairman of The Sterling Group.

She answered immediately.

“Congratulations, Clara.”

“Thank you, sir.”

There was a pause.

Then

“We’re expanding to London. And I want you to lead it.”

Silence swallowed her.

London.

International power.

A seat at global tables.

The kind of promotion that doesn’t knock twice.

“You’ll need to relocate in two months,” he added.

Two months.

Her eyes drifted to the envelope on the table.

Power.

Or Passion.

Because Daniel had made one thing clear weeks ago.

He was done waiting.

He wanted marriage.

He wanted presence.

He wanted partnership.

Not a woman who loved him between meetings.

“Sir...” she swallowed. “When do you need my answer?”

“By Friday.”

Friday.

Four days to decide her entire life.

When she ended the call, the room felt smaller.

For the first time in years...

Clara did not feel powerful.

She felt divided.

That night, she didn’t sleep.

She replayed memories instead.

Daniel cooking in her kitchen at midnight.

Daniel waiting outside her office in the rain.

Daniel saying, “I don’t need you to be less successful. I just need you to be present.”

And then she replayed something else.

The hunger she felt growing up.

The shame of not having.

The promise she made at sixteen:

I will never be powerless again.

Love could wait.

Power could not.

But what if waiting meant losing it forever?

At 3:12am, she finally sent a message.

To Tunde.

“We need to talk.
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Chapter Two -The Ultimatum
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Tunde did not reply immediately.

That alone unsettled Clara.

He was never the silent type. He confronted. He questioned. He fought. Silence was not his weapon.

But tonight, it was.

Her message remained on one tick.

She stared at it longer than she would ever admit.

By morning, still nothing.

By afternoon, nothing.

By evening, she was angry.

Not because he hadn’t replied.

But because she cared that he hadn’t.

Friday was approaching too fast.

London.

The word echoed in her head like a drumbeat.

London meant expansion. London meant power at a global level. London meant becoming untouchable.

But London also meant distance. Time zones. Missed calls. A love stretched thin across oceans.

And Daniel had already been stretched thin.

At 8:47pm, her phone rang.

Daniel.

She didn’t let it ring twice.

“Hello.”

His voice was calm. Too calm.

“We can talk now.”

“Where are you?”

“At our place.”

Our place.

The small rooftop restaurant in Lekki where they had their first real argument. And their first real apology. The place where he once told her, “I don’t compete with your dreams. I just don’t want to lose to them.”

She grabbed her keys.

For the first time in years, she told her driver to stay home.

She needed control tonight.

Tunde was already seated when she arrived.

White shirt. Rolled sleeves. Familiar presence.

He looked up when she approached.

Not with anger.

With exhaustion.

“You look tired,” she said.

“I am.”

She sat opposite him.

The city lights blinked around them. Cars passed below. Life moved forward as if nothing important was about to happen.

“You sent me a note,” she said carefully.

“Yes.”

“You’re giving me an ultimatum?”

He exhaled slowly.

“I’m giving myself one.”

Her brows tightened.

“What does that mean?”

“It means I can’t keep loving you halfway.”

The words landed heavier than she expected.

“You think I love you halfway?”

“I think you love me in between meetings.”

Silence.

He wasn’t shouting. He wasn’t dramatic.

He was done negotiating.

“Clara,” he continued, softer now, “I have watched you build your empire. I’ve supported you. I’ve celebrated you. I’ve defended you when people said you were too ambitious.”

She looked down.

“But I cannot keep being scheduled.”

Her throat tightened.

“You think this is easy for me?” she asked.

“No,” he replied. “I think it’s easy for you to choose.”

That hit.

Because maybe it was.

Power had always been clear. Structured. Rewarding.

Love was messy. Demanding. Unpredictable.

“Marry me,” he said suddenly.

Her head snapped up.

“What?”

“Marry me. Let’s build something together. Not just your career. Us.”

The air shifted.

Marriage.

Commitment. Stability. Presence.

“Or?” she asked quietly.

His jaw tightened.

“Or I walk away before I resent you.”

The ultimatum was no longer poetic.

It was real.

Her phone buzzed again.

She didn’t want to look.

But she did.

Mr. Harrison.

A reminder message:

“Hope you’re ready for London. Big things ahead.”

Her heart pounded.

Daniel noticed.

“Is that them?”

She didn’t answer.

He nodded slowly.

“You see?” he whispered. “I’m competing with something that doesn’t even have a heartbeat.”

Tears stung her eyes, but she refused to let them fall.

“I worked too hard for this,” she said.

“And I worked too hard to love you properly,” he replied.

Another silence.

Louder this time.

More final.

“Answer me honestly,” he said.

“If you choose London... do you see me in your life five years from now?”

She opened her mouth.

Closed it.

Five years.

Boardrooms. International contracts. A stronger version of herself.

Did she see Tunde beside her?

Or did she see him waiting?

That was the problem.

She didn’t know.

And uncertainty is crueler than rejection.

“I need time,” she whispered.

“You don’t have it,” he said gently.

“Friday,” she murmured.

“No,” he replied.

“Now.”

Her pulse raced.

Now.

Power was patient.

Passion was urgent.

For the first time in her life...

Clara Bennett was afraid of her own answer.
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