asi;‘-‘;the past began to release her, its grip
loosening like shadows fading at dawn. She felt
the weight lift, a gentle freedom unfolding. Now,
she could step forward, no longer bound by
echoes. Healing was hers to claim, as it was

always meant to be.

Hunter returned to the city at night, the glow of its
lights reflecting off the rearview mirror as he drove
through familiar streets. It was his first time back
since the k******x¥xg since the revelation about
Mara—since everything had shattered. But this
wasn't a grand return. He was here only to collect
his things from his office and leave behind the
remnants of his former life. And if he could
summon the courage, to face Estelle one last
time. He needed to apologize for all the wrongs he
had done to her. He had been reflecting on how to
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do that for the past few days Although he ne\(er

'some relief from the guilt that wer"’
hi.sxheart.A greedy man.he i§ ‘ ‘5 H




ced to a visitor with no right to sta: e
swallowed hard, clenching his fists beside hlma
he nodded at the security guards, who stood |
vigilantly in place, no doubt due to recent events.
Looking forward, he tried to block out the
memories of the past. But he knew he was only
deluding himself; it was impossible not to
remember. He needed to see her, whether he liked

it or not. He needed to apologize—that was all he
could offer.

Inside, the halls were hauntingly silent. Only his
echoing footsteps and the erratic thud of his heart
accompanied him as he headed toward his old
office. He had chosen to come at night, to avoid
people and the inevitable whispers; he wasn't
welcome here anymore. At first, he had hoped he'd
return to fight for his place, but after everything

that had happened, he realized he no longer ha_d_:_ s !

the strength. The revelations had drained
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the door behind him. As he walked back dc
empty hallway, he caught a glimpse of Estell
the distance and he froze. }
Estelle's head was bowed, her attention focused
on some papers she was skimming as she
walked. She looked just as he remembered—
strong, and resilient, but with a guardedness that
hadn't been there before. He wanted to run to her,
to fall at her feet and beg for forgiveness. But she
hadn't seen him yet, and somehow that felt like a
small mercy. He could turn around and hide, but

he found his feet glued to the tiled floor, refusing

to listen to his brain's instructions.
Just then, her head lifted, and their gazes locked.

Hunter's heart clenched, and he swallowed hard
as her piercing gaze assessed him, chilling him

with a coldness he never thought they couls

possess. She didn't look surprised; if she
hid it well. When had her eyes becom




‘f']jh

| i o ‘ ! . ry
uestion. What was he doing he

“I... | came to get my things,” he managed,

voice slightly trembling. Estelle nodded, her
expression unchanged, her eyes still holding him
in place as if they demanded more from him. |

“And.." Hunter continued, meeting her gaze with
effort. “| wanted to apologize.

Estelle’s brow arched, her expression unreadable
except for the hint of a frown. That made Hunter
feel small, a feeling he hadn't known often. He'd
always been the one looking at her with a cold
stare, with that familiar arch of his brow. Was this
what she'd felt all those years? Insignificant,
belittled?

He gathered his courage and spoke again, just as

she turned to walk away.




- I'm so sorry for everything. I'
[ft‘re'a'téd'you, for not being there when we los
child. I'm sorry for not being the husband and
partner you wanted. I'm sorry | couldn't love you
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the way you deserved. I'm... I'm so sorry.”

1".
The weight of his words and his guilt q;'ej
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Estelle squeezed her eyes shut, forcing back the
tears that threatened to spill. She had made it her
goal over the past few days not to cry or falter, not
to let anything or anyone shake her. This was her
past—a lesson she had been forced to learn.
However, his sudden apology and mention of the
past tugged at a wound she had worked so hard to
heal. She took a steadying breath, squared her

shoulders, and turned to face him.

For a fleeting moment, her heart tightened as she
saw the man she had once loved looking so
broken, shoulders slumped, his head bowed. This
was a man who never showed weakness, who
never shed a tear for anyone. But that didnt mean

he deserved her pity.

“vou don't need to apologize,” she said, her voice

sharp and controlled, surprising even herself.




him to recover; she turned and walked away,
fighting the urge to laugh or cry.

But something else surfaced instead—a smile,
faint but genuine, tugging at the corners of her
lips. She could finally feel the past loosening its

hold, allowing her to move forward, to finally heal.
As it should be.
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