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Some love stories begin with a chance meeting.

This one begins with a lie.

Elena Hart has spent years believing that powerful billionaire Adrian Blackwood destroyed her family. Determined to uncover the truth, she infiltrates his company with one goal in mind: expose him.

But the man she expected to hate is nothing like the monster she imagined.

Behind Adrian's cold exterior lies a dangerous secret, one that could shatter everything Elena thinks she knows about her past. As hidden enemies close in and long-buried truths begin to surface, the line between trust and betrayal becomes impossible to see.

What starts as a mission for revenge quickly turns into an attraction neither of them can resist.

Yet some obsessions are stronger than love.

And some secrets are worth killing for.

When Elena becomes the target of a deadly conspiracy, Adrian will risk everything to protect her. His fortune. His reputation. Even his life.

Because losing her is no longer an option.

In a world where deception hides behind every smile and danger lurks behind every promise, one question remains:

How far would you go to make the person you love yours forever?
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PROLOGUE 
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The first time I saw Adrian Blackwood, I wanted him destroyed.

Not arrested.

Not exposed.

Destroyed.

I stood across the street from Blackwood Technologies as rain hammered the city, staring at the glass tower that carried his name. Twenty-seven floors of power, money, and secrets.

The kind of building that made ordinary people feel small.

The kind of building my father used to point at whenever we drove through downtown.

"People like that don't become powerful by accident," he would always say.

Back then, I thought he admired men like Adrian Blackwood.

Now I know better.

Three years ago, my father died under circumstances nobody could explain.

A single-car accident.

No witnesses.

No investigation worth mentioning.

Case closed.

At least that's what the police report claimed.

But six months before his death, my father had been investigating something connected to Blackwood Technologies.

Something big enough to make him lose sleep.

Something important enough that he hid files in places only he knew.

And then he died.

The city moved on.

I never did.

A flash of headlights pulled me from my thoughts.

A black luxury sedan rolled toward the entrance.

The security guards straightened immediately.

The driver stepped out first.

Then Adrian Blackwood emerged.

For a moment, everything around me seemed to disappear.

He was taller than I expected.

Calm.

Controlled.

Dangerously confident.

The kind of man who looked like he had never lost a battle in his life.

People moved aside without being asked.

Employees greeted him nervously.

He barely acknowledged them.

His expression never changed.

Neither did mine.

Because all I could think about was the photograph hidden inside my apartment.

The one showing my father standing beside Adrian Blackwood only weeks before his death.

The one piece of evidence nobody could explain.

The one reason I had spent the last year preparing for this moment.

Tomorrow, I would walk into Adrian's company as a newly hired employee.

Tomorrow, I would begin tearing apart his perfect world.

What I didn't know then was that I had everything backwards.

The man I believed was the villain would become my only ally.

And the truth waiting for me inside that building was far more dangerous than anything I could imagine.

Including him.
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Chapter One
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The Man She Hates
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"The most dangerous enemies are not the ones we fear. They are the ones we think we already understand."

The building was even taller than I remembered.

I stood across the street with my hands buried inside the pockets of my coat, staring at the glass tower that carried his name.

BLACKWOOD TECHNOLOGIES.

The silver letters gleamed beneath the morning sun like a warning.

People hurried through the revolving doors carrying coffee cups and briefcases. Some laughed. Some looked exhausted. Others moved with the kind of confidence that came from belonging somewhere important.

I hated every single one of them.

Not because they had jobs.

Not because they worked for a billionaire.

Because they got to walk into that building without knowing what kind of man sat at the top.

My fingers tightened around the employee badge hanging from my neck.

Elena Hart.

Research Analyst.

A fake title for a fake life.

The irony almost made me laugh.

If Blackwood Technologies knew who I really was, security would drag me off the property before I reached the lobby.

I looked up one last time.

Twenty-seven floors.

Twenty-seven floors separating me from the truth.

My father's face flashed through my mind.

The way he used to smile whenever he came home from work.

The way he hummed old songs while making breakfast.

The way his eyes looked during the final months before he died.

Fearful.

Distracted.

Haunted.

At the time I hadn't understood why.

Now I did.

Because six months before his death, he had started investigating something connected to Adrian Blackwood.

Three years later, I was standing outside the man's company searching for answers.

My father deserved that much.

I took a deep breath and crossed the street.

No turning back.

The lobby looked more like a luxury hotel than a corporate headquarters.

Marble floors reflected the sunlight streaming through enormous windows.

A waterfall cascaded down a polished stone wall.

Fresh flowers decorated the reception desk.

Everything smelled expensive.

Everything looked perfect.

That was what powerful men did.

They built beautiful walls around ugly secrets.

The receptionist greeted me with a bright smile.

"First day?"

I forced one of my own.

"Is it that obvious?"

She laughed.

"A little."

I signed the visitor log and stepped toward the elevators.

My pulse was racing.

Not from excitement.

From nerves.

And anger.

Mostly anger.

The elevator doors opened.

Employees packed inside.

I squeezed into a corner and watched the numbers climb.

Five.

Eight.

Twelve.

Fifteen.

Each floor felt like another step toward a confrontation years in the making.

When the doors finally opened, I followed the crowd into a sleek office space buzzing with activity.

Large windows overlooked the city skyline.

Glass walls separated departments.

Computer screens glowed everywhere.

People talked quietly while moving between meetings.

No one paid attention to me.

Good.

That was exactly how I wanted it.

Invisible.

For now.

A woman named Rachel from Human Resources spent the next hour introducing me to everyone.
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