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An unexpected encounter opens up an emotional journey full of memories, struggles and choices. Isabelle and Olivier, once a couple, now meet again by fate. Their story is like a delicate picture scroll, showing the complexity of love, the challenges of work and the struggles of the heart. Let us enter this world full of traces of the past, feel their love and pain, and their courage and confusion in the face of choices.
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Chapter 1: Encounter
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Paris, the city of romance, makes you feel like you are in a dreamlike world.

Isabelle Leroy strolls alone through the streets of Paris, her figure standing out from the bustling crowd. She is wearing a simple yet fashionable trench coat, the flowing lines of which seem to have been sketched by the most delicate brush of a designer. Her long hair flows in the wind, cascading down her shoulders like a waterfall, each strand of hair shimmering with golden light, as if kissed by the sun. Her eyes reveal a unique temperament, with a firm confidence and a hint of sadness.

Isabelle is in Paris for an international advertising creativity seminar. As a rising creative director in the advertising industry, she knows how important this opportunity is. She is eager to gain more inspiration from the seminar, broaden her horizons, and inject new vitality into her career.

The seminar was held in an old and solemn building, the walls of which were covered with traces of the passage of time, as if it were a thick history book. The atmosphere in the venue was warm, and advertising elites from all over the world gathered together, their ideas colliding and sparking. Isabelle listened attentively to each speaker, holding a pen in her hand and occasionally recording some important ideas and inspirations in her notebook. Her thoughts were like a speeding train, running quickly on the creative track.

After the conference, the organiser held a social event in an open-air garden. The garden was full of flowers of all colours, as if they were competing in a beauty contest. The fountain shimmered in the sunlight, and the water danced in the air like dancing sprites. Isabelle was holding a glass of champagne and strolling in the garden, enjoying the moment of tranquillity and beauty.

At that moment, her gaze was suddenly drawn to a familiar figure. The figure was barely visible in the crowd, but Isabelle could clearly feel his presence. Her heart beat faster involuntarily, and a complex emotion welled up in her heart. She slowly walked towards the figure, each step carrying a thousand pounds of weight.

As she got closer, she finally saw the man's face clearly. It was Olivier Laurent, her ex-husband. Olivier was wearing a well-tailored suit, which highlighted his tall figure. His hair was neatly combed, and his eyes revealed a mature man's charm. He was also holding a glass of champagne in his hand and talking to the people around him.

Olivier was also surprised by Isabelle's appearance. A hint of surprise flashed in his eyes, but it quickly returned to a calm expression. The two of them looked at each other quietly, as if time had stopped flowing at that moment. The surrounding crowd and the noisy sounds seemed to have disappeared, leaving only the two of them.

‘Isabelle, I never expected to see you here,’ Olivier's voice broke the silence, his tone full of surprise and emotion.

Isabelle smiled slightly, her smile tinged with a hint of bitterness and helplessness. ‘Yes, Olivier, I didn't expect it either. The world is really small, isn't it?’

Olivier nodded slightly, his eyes revealing a complex emotion. ‘It's been a long time. How have you been?’

Isabelle took a deep breath and tried to keep her emotions calm. ‘I'm fine. I've been working hard and pursuing my dreams. How about you?’

Olivier smiled, his smile showing a hint of confidence and pride. ‘I'm also working hard for my career. The company's development is going well.’

Although their conversation seemed to be plain, it was full of emotions surging beneath the surface. They used to be the closest people to each other, but now they have become the most familiar strangers. They both have countless words they want to say, but they don't know where to start.

At that moment, a gentle breeze blew through, and the flowers in the garden swayed in the wind, as if cheering for their encounter. Isabelle's hair was blown about by the wind, and she gently lifted her hand to push it behind her ear. This simple action caused a strange emotion to well up in Olivier's heart.

‘Do you remember the time we spent together in Paris?’ Olivier suddenly said, his eyes shining with memories.

Isabelle's heart stirred, and those beautiful memories surged back to her mind like a tide. ‘Of course I remember. We were so happy back then.’

Olivier sighed softly, and a hint of regret and guilt shone in his eyes. ‘Unfortunately, everything is already in the past.’

Isabelle was silent for a moment, and a determined light shone in her eyes. ‘Yes, the past is irreversible, but we must all look forward.’

Olivier nodded, his heart filled with admiration for Isabelle. ‘You're right, we should all face the future bravely.’

The two were silent for a moment, their hearts thinking about their relationship and the future direction. At this time, a waiter walked over and said, ‘Sir, madam, would you like another glass of champagne?’

Olivier smiled and said, ‘Yes, another glass.’

The waiter poured them a glass of champagne and left with a smile. Olivier raised his glass and said to Isabelle, ‘To our encounter.’

Isabelle raised her glass, and a complex emotion shone in her eyes. ‘Cheers.’
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