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	Mutual redemption in a CEO novel

	


Chapter 1

	I looked at the man in front of me, and my heart ached.

	He was 6'2" tall, with model-like proportions and a sculpted, handsome face with strong features. He had a cold and solemn demeanor when silent and spoke with the authority of a king. He was the owner of a renowned global corporation and the rumored domineering CEO.

	The bastard in front of me... oh no, the bachelor, was sitting opposite me and coldly handed me a divorce agreement.

	"Sign it. It will benefit both you and me."

	It's over now.

	I covered my face with my hands, unable to speak, and had a headache.

	The headache wasn't because of the divorce agreement in front of me, but because something that shouldn't have happened in reality was happening to me.

	Here's what happened.

	I am an online writer, specializing in supernatural and suspense themes. However, since online literature has faced stricter regulations, the market for supernatural and suspense has become bleak, making it difficult for me to make a living.

	Because I had done well with previous books, an editor from a website contacted me and asked if I could write custom romance novels for a female audience.

	At that time, I was almost unable to make ends meet, so I nodded decisively.

	As long as the money was right, anything was possible.

	The other party asked me to write a heart-wrenching contemporary CEO novel. When I received the outline from the editor, I was completely stunned.

	Frankly speaking, it was a story about "chasing your wife to the crematorium" – a trope where the hero relentlessly pursues the heroine after wronging her.

	The hero and heroine were in an arranged marriage, but the hero was deeply in love with the supporting female character. The hero always believed that the heroine had schemed her way to the top and destroyed his true love, so he mistreated her in every way possible and wanted her to divorce him.

	There were countless melodramatic plots. The unlucky heroine was bullied by the hero and humiliated by the supporting female characters and the hero's family. In short, it was a terrible mess.

	The point was, the heroine still loved him in the end.

	After reading the synopsis, I began to doubt myself, wondering if I wasn't twisted enough to keep up with the readers' tastes.

	I wrote 20,000 words according to the editor's outline, but it was rejected five times. This wasn't acceptable, that wasn't acceptable, and finally, nothing was acceptable.

	Finally, the picky editor told me I had to submit the manuscript tomorrow.

	So, the night before the deadline, I was still working on my manuscript, my eyes fixed on the computer screen, when I suddenly felt a hot current rush from my nostrils and my vision gradually went black.

	When I opened my eyes again, it was the same scene.

	The male lead was called Cassian Hale. I had revised everything from the name to the character five times.

	Five times!

	I looked at the agreement in front of me, and my gaze involuntarily shifted to Cassian Hale's beautiful face. I decisively refused: "I won't sign it."

	According to the previous setting, the heroine loved the hero deeply, so she decisively refused to sign the divorce agreement and was then tortured by Cassian Hale.

	System documentation tells us that, generally speaking, following the system's operations is the safest option.

	What if I make the wrong choice and can’t get out?

	I don't want to be a trembling character in the book forever.

	Just as I expected, Cassian Hale's eyes grew furious, and he even crumpled the agreement. "Clara Bennett, don't regret this."

	I shook my head, "No regrets, I don't regret it at all."

	Cassian Hale was probably furious. He suddenly swung his long arm, and all the crystal glasses on the table fell to the ground with a harsh sound.

	"Even if you're angry, don't break things!" I immediately stood up from my chair. "I spent a lot of money on this!"

	The other party gripped my chin and stared at me sinisterly, "If you don't sign, I have plenty of ways to make you sign..."

	Cassian Hale was very ruthless. I even felt he was going to crush my jaw. Finally, he let go and left me with a menacing back.

	The butler, who had heard the noise, slowly came out from behind the door and silently cleaned up the mess.

	I breathed a sigh of relief and slumped back into the chair.

	


Chapter 2

	That night, I lay in bed and stared at the ceiling all night but still couldn't figure out why I was here.

	I hadn't done anything wrong. Why was fate playing this joke on me?

	If the plot developed according to the story, I would meet the supporting actress, Lolita, when I went out for coffee the next day. Lolita would then threaten me and splash coffee in my face.

	I stayed awake until dawn, went out early in the morning, and waited in the café I had described.

	Near noon, I finally saw Lolita.

	Her facial features matched those in the book, but... there were also some differences.

	In the book, Lolita was designed as an heiress with a pure appearance but a vicious heart, so her every move had a ladylike air. But the Lolita walking towards me was wearing high heels, and her steps were clumsy, like a gorilla with a sore foot.

	Had I changed the plot? Even if I did, the characters wouldn't be ruined like this, right?

	While I was thinking, Lolita walked towards me with fierce steps and sat on the sofa opposite me.

	She looked like she had eaten something bad, and her expression was a little strange.

	After waiting for a long time, Lolita neither verbally humiliated me nor threw coffee in my face in anger.

	That’s not what I wrote…

	I suddenly looked at the person across from me, hesitated for a moment, and then said to her, "The sky is blue."

	The Lolita across from me froze for a moment, then shared the same expression as me: "The grass is green."

	Really……

	With tears in my eyes, I shouted "Comrade!" and held her hand tightly as if I had found my organization.

	After I finished venting, I wiped my face and started asking her why she was here.

	The other person explained that he was the editor and that this world was actually a book written by his author. Before going to bed at night, he was still thinking about how to revise the book and ended up inside it.

	I looked at him and shuddered.

	"You're Roman, right?"

	The other person also had a look of "No way," but finally said, "Are you Jesse?"

	We exchanged glances, and it was hard to put into words.

	After a dead silence, I spoke weakly, "I see you're a man on IG; how come you were assigned to a female supporting role?"

	"How should I know..." Roman clutched his stomach, looking like he was about to pass away. "It's okay if she's a supporting actress... but why is she on her period? You even mentioned that in your revised manuscript?"

	The editor and the author both traveling into a book at the same time. I wonder if there is any precedent for this in other novels.

	Roman and I ended our brief and awkward small talk and began discussing how to move forward in this book.

	He also agreed with my point of view. The main text of 20,000 words is about seven chapters. If we continue to act according to the plot, we might get out.

	Roman took a few sips of his coffee, and a bit of color returned to his pale face. He looked up at me and said, "Only you know the latest plot changes. What happens after Lolita meets Clara Bennett?"

	"It's just... the two of them were sitting here. Lolita threatened Clara Bennett to leave Cassian Hale. Clara Bennett refused, and then Lolita threw coffee at her, and then..."

	Before I could finish my words, a cup of coffee was thrown in my face!

	The coffee rushed into my nasal cavity, making my nose sore and painful. I used my fingertips to wipe the coffee off my eyelashes, feeling shocked and angry.

	"Are you crazy!"

	Then he spread his hands innocently and said, "It's necessary for the plot."

	Like me, I guess he had been wanting to do this for a long time.

	I sneered and stood up. "Don't you want to know the ending? Come, I'll tell you..."

	Roman should have known what I was going to do, but his position wasn't good, and he had nowhere to hide.

	I picked up the porcelain plate with the dessert and smashed it against Roman’s head, making it shatter. Roman covered his head without saying a word, blood oozing from between his fingers.

	"Alright." I tossed the broken plate to the floor and reached out to brush my coffee-smelling hair away. "Call Cassian Hale and tell him about this. Make it sound as bad as possible. Then Cassian Hale will come after me."

	When Roman kept asking me to revise the manuscript, I wanted to beat the hell out of this picky editor. Just as the original plot was going on, Lolita was fighting with Clara Bennett, lost her balance, fell to the ground, and hit her head.

	It was just a matter of him slipping and falling and then being hit by me. In the end, Cassian Hale would confront me, so there was no need to pay attention to these details.

	Roman looked up at me, his face dark, from behind his hands.

	I shrugged and smiled innocently, "It's necessary for the plot."

	That night, I received a call from Cassian Hale. I don’t know what Roman said to him, but I could tell from his tone that it was quite extreme.

	"You hit Mia on the head, didn't you?" Cassian Hale lowered his voice, a hint of impending doom. "Wait for me at home."

	He hung up the phone without even listening to my explanation. I swallowed and looked out the floor-to-ceiling window. The villa was located on a coastal cliff. The scenery was usually beautiful, but it rained heavily tonight. Affected by the weather, the gentle coast now looked like a ferocious beast. Waves hit the cliff one after another, making a dull sound.

	It was pouring rain.
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