
BREAKING THE CROSS 

Premise: 

Damian Cross, a cold and ruthless billionaire heir, runs his family’s global empire with an 

iron grip. He’s used to people fearing him, obeying him, or desiring his wealth. 

But when Ava Carter, a struggling young woman desperate to support her family, lands a job at 

his company, she refuses to bow to his arrogance. 

Their clashes ignite sparks neither can deny. The billionaire who has everything finds himself 

undone by the one girl who has nothing—except her fire. 

 

 

 

Chapter Breakdown (10 chapters) 

1. The Interview – Ava stumbles into Damian’s office; sparks of conflict. 

2. First Clash – She refuses to be intimidated, shocking him. 

3. Unwanted Attraction – Damian finds himself drawn to her stubbornness. 

4. The Gala – Ava is forced to attend an elite event as his “assistant,” worlds collide. 

5. Walls Crack – A rare moment where Damian shows vulnerability. 

6. Rumors & Rivalries – Office whispers threaten her job and reputation. 

7. The Kiss – Tension explodes into passion. 

8. Betrayal – A misunderstanding (she thinks he used her, he thinks she betrayed him). 

9. The Truth Revealed – Damian risks everything to prove his love. 

10. Happily Ever After – The cold billionaire melts for the girl who changed him. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Chapter 1 – The Interview 

Ava Carter had never felt smaller than she did standing in front of the gleaming glass tower of 

Cross Enterprises. 

The building rose above the city like a monument to wealth and power, its mirrored windows 

catching the sunlight in a way that made it almost impossible to look at directly. People in 

tailored suits and red-bottomed heels streamed in and out, moving with the kind of confidence 

that only came from knowing you belonged there. 

Ava did not belong. 

Her shoes were scuffed, her blouse borrowed from her older sister, and her résumé printed on the 

cheapest paper she could afford. She clutched it to her chest as though it might protect her from 

the world she was about to walk into. 

“You’ve got this,” she whispered to herself, forcing her legs forward. “It’s just an interview. One 

shot. Don’t blow it.” 

Inside, the lobby was marble and gold, polished so perfectly that Ava caught her reflection in the 

floor. A receptionist with a voice smoother than silk directed her to the fiftieth floor. By the time 

the elevator doors slid open, her palms were damp, her heart rattling against her ribs. 

The assistant who met her barely glanced at her. “Mr. Cross is waiting. Don’t waste his time.” 

Ava swallowed hard. Damian Cross. The name was practically legend. Billionaire heir. CEO of 

the most powerful company in the city. Brutal in business. Cold in relationships. The kind of 

man who destroyed competitors before breakfast and closed deals worth billions before lunch. 

And now, Ava was supposed to convince him to hire her. 

She stepped into his office, and the breath left her lungs. 

The room was massive, the walls nothing but glass overlooking the city skyline. Behind an 

imposing desk of dark wood sat Damian Cross himself. 

He didn’t look up immediately, his pen scratching across a document. He wore a charcoal suit 

that looked like it cost more than her entire apartment, his tie knotted with precision, his 

cufflinks gleaming. Everything about him radiated control. 

When his eyes finally lifted, Ava nearly forgot how to breathe. 



They were the coldest eyes she had ever seen—steel gray, sharp enough to cut through her. His 

face was chiseled, flawless, the kind of devastatingly handsome that belonged on magazine 

covers. But there was no warmth in him. Only authority. Only power. 

“You’re late,” he said, though she was exactly on time. His voice was deep, smooth, but edged 

like a blade. 

“I—I’m not,” Ava stammered, gripping her résumé tighter. “The elevator—” 

“Excuses,” he interrupted, leaning back in his chair. “Tell me, Miss Carter, why should I give 

you five minutes of my day when there are a hundred more qualified candidates waiting?” 

Her stomach dropped. She needed this job. Rent was overdue. Her mother’s medical bills were 

stacking higher every month. She couldn’t afford to fail. 

And yet, something in his tone lit a fire inside her. 

She straightened her shoulders. “Because I’m not afraid of hard work. And I don’t quit.” 

His brows arched, the faintest hint of amusement tugging at his mouth. “Everyone says that. 

What makes you different?” 

Ava’s pulse raced. She could lie. She could flatter. But looking at him, she knew he would see 

straight through it. 

So she told the truth. 

“I don’t have the luxury of failure,” she said softly. “This isn’t just a job to me. It’s survival. And 

that means I’ll give you everything I have, every single day.” 

For a moment, silence hung heavy in the air. Damian’s gaze lingered on her longer than she 

expected, unreadable, assessing. 

Then he stood. He was taller than she imagined, his presence filling the room, the city skyline 

itself seeming smaller behind him. He circled the desk slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. 

When he stopped in front of her, Ava felt her knees threaten to buckle. 

“Interesting,” he murmured, his voice low, dangerous. “Most people who sit in that chair 

tremble. You don’t.” 

“I’m trembling on the inside,” she admitted before she could stop herself. 

For the first time, something flickered in his expression—something almost human. The corner 

of his mouth curved, not quite a smile, but close. 



“Honesty,” he said. “Rare. Risky. And occasionally… valuable.” 

Her breath caught. Was that approval? 

Before she could be sure, his expression shuttered again. He handed her résumé back without 

glancing at it. 

“You’ll hear from me if I decide you’re worth my time.” 

Dismissed. Just like that. 

Ava forced herself to stand, to meet his gaze one last time. “Thank you for considering me, Mr. 

Cross.” 

As she left the office, her heart hammered with equal parts dread and exhilaration. 

She had just stood toe-to-toe with Damian Cross, the man everyone feared. And though he might 

not admit it, she had seen something flicker in his cold gray eyes when she spoke. 

For the first time in years, Ava dared to hope. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 2 – First Clash 

Ava hadn’t expected to hear from Cross Enterprises again. 

She spent three sleepless nights replaying every detail of the interview—his cold eyes, his 

cutting tone, the way her heart had thundered in her chest when he leaned too close. She told 

herself she’d failed. That she’d embarrassed herself. That she should start searching for another 

job. 

Then the email arrived. 

Report to Cross Enterprises. Monday morning. Position: Executive Assistant to Mr. Damian 

Cross. 

Her hands had trembled so violently she nearly dropped her phone. 

Now, standing once again in the mirrored lobby, Ava felt like she’d stepped into someone else’s 

life. She clutched her cheap leather handbag, surrounded by men in designer suits and women in 

dresses that probably cost more than her rent. 

When she reached the executive floor, Damian’s assistant—a sleek woman named Miranda who 

looked like she’d been carved out of ice—greeted her with a look that said you don’t belong 

here. 

“This way,” Miranda said coolly, leading Ava to the office. “Mr. Cross doesn’t tolerate 

incompetence. Keep up or you won’t last a week.” 

Ava swallowed hard but forced herself to nod. 

Inside, Damian sat behind his massive desk, as composed as ever, tapping out a message on his 

laptop. He didn’t look up when Ava entered. 

“You’re late again,” he said. 

Ava blinked. “It’s eight fifty-nine. My start time was nine.” 

“Eight fifty-nine,” he repeated, finally lifting his gaze to hers, “is late. Nine o’clock sharp is 

when work begins, not when you wander through my door.” 

Her cheeks flushed. She wanted to argue, to tell him that one minute didn’t matter. But 

something in his eyes warned her he wanted her to argue, just so he could cut her down. 



So she took a slow breath and said, “It won’t happen again.” 

For a flicker of a moment, the corner of his mouth curved. Not a smile. More like 

acknowledgment. 

“Good.” He rose smoothly, adjusting his cufflinks. “Follow me.” 

The next hour was a whirlwind. Damian strode through the office like a general leading an army, 

Ava scrambling to keep up as he issued orders in clipped tones. She took notes as quickly as she 

could, her hand cramping, her head spinning. 

“Reschedule the Singapore call,” he snapped. “And have legal draft a new NDA for the Milan 

project. If it’s not on my desk by noon, don’t bother coming back tomorrow.” 

“Yes, Mr. Cross,” Ava said breathlessly, nearly tripping as she tried to keep pace. 

When they finally returned to his office, she collapsed into the chair opposite his desk, her 

notebook filled with chaotic scribbles. 

“You’re slow,” he said flatly, already scanning his computer screen. 

“I’m human,” she shot back before she could stop herself. 

The words hung in the air like a challenge. Damian’s eyes lifted, sharp and dangerous. 

For a moment, she thought she’d gone too far. That he would fire her on the spot. 

Then, unexpectedly, he leaned back in his chair, studying her as though she were a puzzle. 

“Most people try to impress me,” he said slowly. “They grovel. They flatter. They break under 

pressure.” 

“I’m not most people,” Ava replied, her voice steadier than she felt. 

The silence between them stretched, electric. His gaze lingered on her longer than it should have, 

as though he were testing the edges of her defiance. 

Finally, he said, “No. You’re not.” 

Before she could react, his phone rang. He snatched it up, barking orders, already consumed by 

business again. 

Ava sat frozen, her heart pounding, her skin prickling with the strange awareness that something 

had just shifted between them. 

He was her boss. Cold. Untouchable. Dangerous. 



And yet, she couldn’t deny the truth curling low in her stomach: 

Damian Cross fascinated her. 

And she had the sinking feeling that fascination was the most dangerous thing of all 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 3 – Unwanted Attraction 

Damian Cross prided himself on control. 

Control of his company. 

Control of his fortune. 

Control of his image. 

And most of all—control of himself. 

But since the morning Ava Carter walked into his office, that control had begun to slip. 

It started with little things. The way her hair fell loose around her face when she bent over her 

notebook. The determined frown she wore when she tried to keep up with his impossible pace. 

The quiet defiance in her voice when she answered him instead of bowing her head like everyone 

else. 

She was nothing like the polished women who threw themselves at him at every gala, every 

business trip, every late-night meeting. She didn’t chase him. She didn’t flirt. She barely 

tolerated him. 

And for reasons Damian couldn’t explain, that made him notice her all the more. 

 

Ava, for her part, was trying her best to ignore the pull that seemed to hum between them. 

Her first week had been a brutal blur—sleepless nights, endless lists of tasks, and Miranda’s icy 

disdain every time she passed the assistant’s desk. But she refused to give up. 

She needed this job. And no arrogant billionaire was going to scare her away. 

Still, she couldn’t ignore the way her heart thudded whenever Damian’s gaze lingered on her too 

long. Or the way her breath caught when he leaned close to correct her work, his cologne—

clean, sharp, intoxicating—wrapping around her like a trap. 

She told herself it was just nerves. Just stress. Just the pressure of the job. 

But late at night, lying awake in her tiny apartment, she caught herself replaying the sound of his 

voice, the flicker of something softer in his eyes when he thought she wasn’t looking. 

 

The tension came to a head one Friday evening. 



Everyone else had gone home, the office quiet except for the ticking of the clock and the hum of 

Damian’s desk lamp. Ava was still at her computer, trying to finish the mountain of reports he’d 

assigned. 

“You’re still here,” his voice came from across the room. 

She jumped, glancing up to see him watching her from his desk. His jacket was off, his shirt 

sleeves rolled to his forearms. He looked less like the untouchable CEO and more like… a man. 

A dangerously attractive man. 

“I have work to finish,” she said quickly, eyes darting back to her screen. 

Damian stood, crossing the room with slow, measured steps. “Most assistants would have quit by 

now. Do you enjoy punishment, Miss Carter?” 

Her cheeks flushed. “No. I enjoy earning my place.” 

He stopped beside her desk, close enough that she could feel the heat of his body. His gaze 

dropped to her lips for the briefest second before lifting back to her eyes. 

Something thick and unspoken filled the air between them. 

“You’re different,” he murmured, almost to himself. 

Ava’s pulse raced. She forced herself to look away, to shut down her computer, to grab her bag. 

“Goodnight, Mr. Cross.” 

She brushed past him, heart hammering. She didn’t see the way his jaw clenched, or the way his 

hands curled into fists as if fighting himself. 

Damian Cross didn’t allow distractions. 

And yet, Ava Carter was becoming impossible to ignore. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 4 – The Gala 

Ava Carter stood stiffly in front of Damian Cross’s desk, fingers twisting together as he 

delivered his latest decree with the calm authority of a man who never expected to be questioned. 

“You’ll be accompanying me tonight,” he said, adjusting his cufflinks as if the matter were 

already settled. “The Cross Foundation Gala. Black tie.” 

Ava blinked. “Excuse me? I’m your assistant, not—” 

“My assistant,” he cut in, his dark eyes lifting to meet hers. “Which means when I need you, 

you’re there. Tonight, you’ll be there.” 

She squared her shoulders. “I wasn’t hired to play dress-up for your world, Mr. Cross.” 

One corner of his mouth curved—something between amusement and warning. “Then consider 

it… an extended job description.” 

Ava’s cheeks burned. She wanted to tell him exactly what he could do with his “job description,” 

but her brother’s medical bills flashed across her mind. Losing this job wasn’t an option. So, she 

pressed her lips into a thin line and gave the barest nod. 

 

The Transformation 

Hours later, Ava stepped out of the dressing room in a floor-length, midnight-blue gown that 

hugged her figure before flaring at the hem. She’d argued against it, of course, but Damian’s 

personal assistant had insisted it was already arranged. 

When she walked into his office, Damian actually paused mid-sentence, his phone slipping from 

his hand onto the desk. His gaze traveled slowly, deliberately, from the sweep of her hair to the 

heels she could barely balance on. 

“You’re staring,” Ava said flatly. 

His expression shuttered, cold mask snapping back in place. “Don’t flatter yourself, Miss Carter. 

I was… surprised.” 

“Don’t worry,” she muttered, smoothing invisible wrinkles over her skirt. “This doesn’t change 

who I am.” 

Damian leaned closer as he offered his arm. His cologne—clean, expensive, intoxicating—

wrapped around her. “No one could mistake you for anyone else,” he said quietly. 



She didn’t know whether it was an insult or something else. 

 

The Gala 

The ballroom shimmered with chandeliers and glittering gowns. Ava felt every pair of eyes turn 

to her as she stepped inside on Damian’s arm. Whispers followed them like smoke. 

“Who is she?” 

“His latest fling?” 

“She won’t last a week.” 

Ava’s spine stiffened. Damian’s hand settled lightly against the small of her back—not gentle, 

exactly, but steady, grounding. She hated that it helped. 

 

The Collision 

He led her through a maze of CEOs and socialites, introducing her with a cool: “My assistant, 

Ava Carter.” 

One man, older and smug, looked her over with a sneer. “How quaint, Cross. Hiring charity 

cases these days?” 

Before Damian could react, Ava shot back, “Better a charity case than a case study in 

arrogance.” 

The circle of men chuckled. The smug man flushed. Damian’s lips twitched—was that a 

suppressed grin? 

“Careful, Miss Carter,” he murmured once they moved on. “You’re starting to sound like me.” 

 

The Dance 

Later, as the orchestra swelled, Damian extended a hand. “Dance with me.” 

“I don’t waltz,” she said. 

“You don’t have to. Just follow my lead.” 

On the floor, his hand firm at her waist, Ava tried to keep space between them. Impossible. The 

closeness of his body, the heat radiating from him, sent her pulse skittering. 



“You don’t strike me as the waltzing type,” she said, her voice a little too sharp to hide her 

nerves. 

His dark gaze held hers. “I don’t waltz with just anyone.” 

Her throat tightened. She looked away, but it was too late—the air between them was already 

charged, sparking with something neither of them wanted to name. 

 

Aftermath 

In the car afterward, silence stretched thick. The city lights flickered across Damian’s profile, 

sharp and unreadable. 

“You enjoyed parading me like some possession, didn’t you?” Ava finally said, staring out the 

window. 

“No.” His voice was low, deliberate. “I needed someone I could trust tonight. That left only 

you.” 

Her breath caught. It wasn’t an apology exactly, but it wasn’t arrogance either. For the first time, 

she glimpsed something beneath his armor—something real. 

And that scared her more than his power ever had. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 5 – Walls Crack 

Ava had learned to walk the marble halls of Cross Enterprises with her head held high, even 

when people whispered behind her back. She’d learned to tune out Damian’s clipped commands 

and cold stares. But nothing prepared her for the moment she pushed open his office door and 

found him… human. 

He was seated at his desk, head bowed, jacket discarded. Papers lay scattered, a whiskey glass 

untouched at his elbow. For the first time, Damian Cross didn’t look untouchable. He looked 

exhausted. 

Ava froze. She should leave. This wasn’t her place. But then his hand pressed against his temple, 

and she caught the faintest tremor in it. 

“Mr. Cross?” Her voice was cautious. 

His head snapped up, eyes hard, mask sliding back into place. “Don’t you knock?” 

“You didn’t answer.” She hesitated, then stepped inside. “Are you… all right?” 

A humorless laugh escaped him. “Do I look all right?” 

He rarely let emotion slip. Ava saw now the sharp lines of strain around his mouth, the weight of 

battles he never admitted fighting. 

She crossed the room slowly, almost against her better judgment, and set a glass of water in front 

of him. “You should drink that instead of whiskey.” 

He stared at her, incredulous. “Are you seriously giving me health advice right now?” 

“Yes.” She folded her arms, meeting his glare. “Someone has to.” 

For a moment, silence. Then—shockingly—his lips curved, not in mockery, but in something 

softer. “You’re insane,” he murmured, almost to himself. 

Ava swallowed. The look in his eyes wasn’t the cold steel she knew. It was something raw. 

Something vulnerable. And it made her chest ache. 

“You don’t have to do it all alone, you know,” she said quietly. 

His jaw tightened. “That’s the only way I’ve survived.” 

Her heart thudded. For once, Damian Cross wasn’t the ruthless billionaire heir. He was just a 

man, haunted and tired. And against every warning bell in her head, she wanted to be the one 

who eased his burden. 



When she turned to leave, his voice stopped her. 

“Thank you… Ava.” 

It was the first time he had said her name like it mattered. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 6 – Rumors & Rivalries 

By Monday morning, the office buzzed with whispers. Ava could feel eyes on her as she walked 

to her desk, every hushed voice sharpening her unease. 

“She’s the reason he was late to the meeting.” 

“Please. He doesn’t look at anyone else like that.” 

“Sleeping her way up. Classic.” 

Her stomach twisted. She’d worked too hard to be reduced to gossip. 

The final blow came at lunch when a glossy, perfectly dressed woman appeared in the lobby—

Vivienne Laurent, Damian’s ex and the darling of the business world. She kissed Damian on the 

cheek like she owned him, her sharp gaze slicing straight to Ava. 

“So,” Vivienne purred, eyes lingering with disdain, “this is the assistant I’ve heard so much 

about.” 

Ava stiffened. “Nice to meet you.” 

Vivienne’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. “Charming. Tell me, do you fetch coffee as well as you 

fetch attention?” 

Ava opened her mouth, but Damian’s voice cut in, low and warning. “Vivienne.” 

The other woman only laughed, brushing her fingers along his sleeve. “Careful, Damian. People 

are starting to wonder if you’ve gone soft.” 

The comment lodged like a thorn in Ava’s chest. She turned away before he could see the sting 

in her eyes. 

 

That afternoon, Ava found her desk piled with paperwork she’d never seen before. A junior 

executive smirked as he dumped another stack. “Orders from the top. Guess sleeping with the 

boss doesn’t get you out of real work.” 

Her cheeks burned. “Excuse me?” 

“Everyone knows why you’re still here.” He leaned closer, voice dripping poison. “Women like 

you never last. Cross gets bored.” 

Before she could retort, Damian’s shadow fell across them. His voice was a blade. 

“Is there a problem here?” 



The junior executive paled. “N-no, sir.” 

“Then get back to work before I decide your position is redundant.” 

The man scurried off. Ava stood rigid, hands clenched into fists. “You shouldn’t have done that.” 

Damian frowned. “He was out of line.” 

“And now the entire office thinks I need you to fight my battles.” Her voice shook with fury and 

humiliation. “Do you have any idea what that feels like?” 

For once, he didn’t have a ready answer. His silence only fueled the storm inside her. 

That night, alone in her apartment, Ava stared at the ceiling. She couldn’t deny the pull between 

them—but with every rumor, every whisper, it was costing her more than she could bear. 

And for the first time, she wondered if Damian Cross was worth it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 7 – The Kiss 

The day dragged on like a storm building over glass waters. Ava had done everything possible to 

avoid Damian since the scene with the junior executive. She kept her head down, shuffled 

papers, responded curtly, and left every room the moment she felt his presence. But Damian 

Cross wasn’t the kind of man one could avoid forever. 

When evening came, the office was nearly empty. The usual hum of phones and clicking 

keyboards had died into silence. Ava gathered her things, praying she could escape unnoticed. 

But as she stepped into the lobby, she heard the deep, unmistakable timbre of his voice. 

“Ava.” 

She stopped. Slowly, she turned. He was leaning against the glass wall, jacket slung over his 

shoulder, tie loosened. The picture of power undone. 

“I don’t have time for another lecture,” she said, lifting her chin. 

“I didn’t call you here for a lecture.” He stepped closer. “I called you because we need to talk.” 

Her pulse spiked. “About what? How the entire office thinks I’m your—your—” She couldn’t 

say the word. “Do you know how humiliating that is?” 

His eyes softened in a way that shook her. “Do you think I don’t hear it too? That I don’t notice 

every whisper when you walk past?” 

“Then stop making it worse,” she shot back. “Stop interfering. Stop—” 

“I can’t,” he said simply. 

Her breath caught. “Why not?” 

Damian’s gaze locked with hers, dark and unyielding. “Because I can’t stand by while they tear 

you apart. Because whether you want me to or not, I notice everything. Every insult. Every 

glance. Every man who looks at you like you don’t belong here.” 

Her chest tightened, fury and confusion warring inside her. “You’re my boss, Damian. You don’t 

get to—” 

“Damn it, Ava,” he snapped, closing the distance. “You think this is about power? About me 

pulling strings to control you?” 

She swallowed hard, her back brushing against the wall as he stopped inches away. His voice 

dropped to a husky rasp. 



“This is about the fact that I can’t get you out of my head. That every time you walk into a room, 

I feel like I’ve already lost.” 

The air between them crackled. Ava’s heart thundered, her body betraying the defenses she’d 

carefully built. She wanted to shove him away, to tell him he was arrogant and infuriating and 

impossible. But when his hand brushed her cheek, gentle, tentative—everything inside her 

shattered. 

“Damian…” she whispered. 

He didn’t wait for permission. His mouth came down on hers, fierce and claiming, as if he’d 

been starving for her all along. The kiss was fire—hot, desperate, unstoppable. She should have 

pushed him back. Instead, she found herself melting into him, her hands gripping his shirt like he 

was the only solid thing in her world. 

The kiss deepened, his lips moving against hers with hunger and restraint all at once, as though 

he was both terrified of losing her and terrified of having her. When he finally pulled back, their 

breaths mingled, ragged and uneven. 

“This is wrong,” Ava whispered, though her trembling voice betrayed her. 

His forehead rested against hers. “Then tell me to stop. Tell me you don’t feel it too.” 

She couldn’t. She didn’t. 

Instead, silence wrapped around them, heavy with everything unspoken. Ava’s heart screamed 

warnings, but her body hummed with truth: she wanted him. Against every rule, every reason—

she wanted Damian Cross. 

And the dangerous part was, she wasn’t sure she’d survive it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 8 – Betrayal 

Ava barely slept after the kiss. Her lips still burned with the memory, her heart torn between 

desire and fear. She’d sworn she would never be the kind of woman who fell for her boss—

especially not one like Damian Cross. But every time she closed her eyes, she saw him, felt him, 

and it terrified her. 

The next morning, the office felt different. Everyone seemed to stare harder, whisper louder. And 

then she saw the headline. 

CROSS HEIR SEEN WITH MYSTERY WOMAN — NEW STRATEGY TO SECURE 

INVESTORS? 

The picture was from the gala: Damian with his hand at her back, eyes fixed on her like she was 

the only person in the room. Ava’s stomach twisted. 

By noon, rumors spread like wildfire. Some claimed she was his mistress, others that Damian 

had used her as a pawn to impress potential partners. When she entered the break room, 

conversation stopped cold. 

“Congratulations,” one woman said with a sweet but poisonous smile. “I guess sleeping with the 

boss has its perks.” 

Ava fled before they saw the tears brimming in her eyes. 

 

That evening, she stormed into Damian’s office. “Did you know?” 

He glanced up from his papers, unfazed. “About what?” 

“The article! The pictures! Everyone thinks I’m your—your—” Her voice broke. 

His jaw tightened, but his tone remained maddeningly calm. “Does it matter what they think?” 

“Of course it matters!” Ava’s voice shook with fury. “My reputation matters. My job matters. 

My dignity matters.” 

Damian stood, eyes darkening. “You think I’d let them take that from you?” 



“You already did!” she snapped. “You put me in that position. You paraded me in front of your 

world, and now look what’s happened.” 

He stepped closer, hands curling into fists. “I brought you because I trusted you. Because I 

needed you by my side.” 

Her breath hitched. “Needed me? Or used me?” 

The silence was sharp as a blade. His eyes flickered—hurt, anger, something she couldn’t name. 

“You think I used you?” he asked, voice low and dangerous. 

“What else am I supposed to think?” 

Damian’s face hardened into the cold mask she knew too well. “If that’s what you believe, then 

perhaps you don’t belong here after all.” 

The words hit harder than a slap. Ava felt her chest cave in, tears blurring her vision. 

She whispered, “I thought… I thought I mattered to you.” 

For a fraction of a second, pain crossed his face. Then he looked away. “You don’t understand 

the world I live in. People are weapons. Everything is strategy.” 

Her heart cracked. “Then I was just another weapon to you.” 

She turned and walked out before he could answer, her footsteps echoing like thunder in the 

hollow halls of Cross Enterprises. 

And for the first time, Damian Cross let someone walk away. 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 9 – The Truth Revealed 

Three days. Three days since Ava had spoken to Damian, three days since she’d packed her 

things and left his office with her resignation letter on his desk. 

She should have felt free. Instead, she felt hollow. 

But freedom didn’t pay bills. Freedom didn’t cover her brother’s medicine. She swallowed her 

pride and began applying for jobs, though each rejection email stung sharper than the last. 

Meanwhile, Damian was unraveling. 

 

In his office, he slammed a folder shut, his temper barely leashed. “Find out who leaked that 

story,” he ordered his head of security. 

“It wasn’t internal, sir,” the man replied carefully. “The photographs and article came from 

Vivienne Laurent’s media contacts. She wanted to smear Ava. And you.” 

Damian’s blood ran cold. “Vivienne.” 

The betrayal burned. He should have seen it—Vivienne’s calculated smile, her whispered 

warnings about “going soft.” She’d orchestrated everything, manipulating Ava’s downfall to 

make him vulnerable. 

“Sir,” his assistant added, “there’s more. The supposed leak of financial documents last week—

the one you thought Miss Carter was involved in—it was Laurent’s team. Not her.” 

Damian’s world stopped. 

Ava hadn’t betrayed him. She had been the one betrayed. And he had let her believe the worst. 

For the first time in his life, Damian Cross felt panic. Real, gut-deep fear—not of losing power, 

but of losing her. 

 

He found Ava two nights later, at the small diner where she worked extra shifts after leaving 

Cross Enterprises. She looked tired, hair tied back, apron smudged with flour. Yet even here, she 

was luminous to him. 

“Ava.” 

She froze, the tray in her hand trembling. “What are you doing here?” 



“I needed to see you.” His voice was rough, stripped of arrogance. 

“Well, I don’t need to see you.” She tried to walk past, but his hand caught her wrist—gentle, not 

forceful. 

“Vivienne set you up,” he said urgently. “The article, the rumors, even the supposed leak. It was 

her. Not you. I was wrong.” 

Her breath caught, but her eyes were still hard. “And you only realized this now?” 

“Yes,” he admitted, the word choking him. “And it cost me everything. I don’t care about the 

company, the empire, the power—none of it matters without you.” 

Her chest tightened, tears threatening. “Do you have any idea how much you hurt me? You made 

me believe I was nothing more than a pawn to you.” 

Damian stepped closer, his voice breaking. “You were never a pawn. You were the only person 

who ever made me feel like more than a machine. More than the name I was born into. You 

made me human.” 

The diner was quiet, the world suspended. 

Ava’s defenses trembled. She wanted to believe him. She wanted to let go of the anger. But trust 

wasn’t so easily mended. 

“Why should I forgive you?” she whispered. 

“Because I’ll spend the rest of my life proving I deserve it.” 

His eyes shone with a rawness she had never seen—fear, regret, love. Real love. 

And for the first time, Ava Carter believed that Damian Cross wasn’t untouchable after all. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 10 – Happily Ever After 

The city was alive that night—lights blazing across the skyline, laughter spilling from rooftop 

bars, the hum of traffic beneath it all. Ava Carter, however, felt a world apart from the noise. 

She sat on the steps of her apartment building, bundled in her worn jacket, staring at the cracked 

concrete beneath her feet. The last week had been a storm—resigning, rumors, Damian’s 

confession. She wanted to believe him, wanted to give in to the pull that had nearly consumed 

her since the day they met. 

But could she really trust a man like Damian Cross? 

The man who held empires in his hands? The man who could destroy or protect her with a single 

word? 

Her phone buzzed. A message. 

“Come to the Cross Foundation tonight. Please. – D” 

Her chest tightened. Every instinct screamed at her to delete it, to stay safe in the small life she 

knew. But her heart… her heart wouldn’t let her. 

 

The Gala Return 

When Ava arrived, she almost turned back. 

The Cross Foundation’s annual charity gala was even grander than before, the ballroom dripping 

with chandeliers and gold. But this time, it wasn’t whispers of scandal that filled the air—it was 

anticipation. 

Because Damian Cross was standing at the center of it all, waiting for her. 

Every head turned when she entered. Ava froze, cheeks burning, ready for the judgment. But 

instead of sneers, she found only curiosity—because Damian was striding straight toward her, 

eyes locked, as if the room and the world held no one else. 

“Ava,” he said, stopping before her. 

Her throat tightened. “What are you doing?” 

“Something I should have done a long time ago.” 

And then—before the city’s elite, before the world—Damian Cross dropped to one knee. 



Gasps rippled through the crowd. 

Ava’s heart nearly stopped. “Damian—” 

He took her hand, his own trembling. His voice carried, strong and raw, every word 

reverberating through her bones. 

“I built an empire on power and fear. I thought that was enough. But then you walked into my 

life, and for the first time, I saw what I was missing. You challenged me. You infuriated me. You 

saved me. You’re the only person who ever looked at me and saw more than the name ‘Cross.’” 

Tears blurred her vision. 

He went on, voice breaking. “I hurt you. I doubted you. And I’ll regret that for the rest of my 

life. But if you give me the chance, I’ll spend every day proving that Damian Cross isn’t just a 

man who commands the world—he’s a man who belongs to you.” 

The room was silent. Cameras flashed. And Damian held her gaze like it was a lifeline. 

“Ava Carter,” he said softly, “will you let me love you—for real, for always?” 

 

The Answer 

Ava’s breath shuddered. Part of her still trembled with fear—fear of the power he wielded, fear 

of being swallowed by his world. But looking down at him now, on his knees in front of 

everyone, she didn’t see the ruthless billionaire. 

She saw the man who had once whispered “thank you” when he thought no one was listening. 

The man who had defended her when she couldn’t defend herself. The man who, against every 

instinct, had opened his guarded heart to her. 

Tears slipped free as she whispered, “Yes.” 

The crowd erupted in applause, but Ava barely heard it. Damian rose, pulling her into his arms, 

and kissed her with a passion that silenced everything else. It wasn’t the desperate fire of their 

first kiss—it was steadier, deeper. A promise sealed in the space between them. 

 

Epilogue within the Chapter 

Weeks later, Ava woke to sunlight streaming across Damian’s penthouse. The city sprawled 

beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows, but her gaze was fixed on the man beside her—sleeping, 

for once at peace. 



She smiled, brushing a hand over his jaw. For the first time, she wasn’t afraid of being 

swallowed by his world. Because now, it was their world. 

Damian stirred, catching her wrist gently. “Watching me sleep?” he murmured, voice rough with 

morning. 

“Someone has to keep you human,” she teased. 

His eyes opened, softer than she’d ever seen them. “That’s what you are, Ava. My humanity. My 

everything.” 

She leaned down, kissing him. “And you’re mine.” 

For all his billions, his power, his empire—this was the treasure Damian Cross had never known 

he needed. And for Ava Carter, the girl who once had nothing, she realized she now had 

everything. 

Not wealth. Not status. 

Love. 

 

  The End   

 


