bbed him from behind, gripping his pants ti ghtl

‘Nate... | was wrong."

Eleanor looked miserable as she collapsed onto the floor,
weakly sobbing and admitting her mistake. "l was just scared...
Scared that in the three years I'm away, you'll fall in love with
her. I'm afraid that you'll leave me."

Nathaniel frowned as he looked down at Eleanor's slightly
swollen cheek. He felt helpless as he helped her up and spoke
in a softer tone.

‘| promised to marry you, remember? Ending my marriage with
her was only a matter of time. You're just being worried for

nothing."

Eleanor clutched his sleeve and pouted. 'It's my fault, but I
didn't mean to hurt anyone. | just went about it the wrong way.
Nate... Please find it in your heart to forgive me!"

He didn't scold her, which was a relief to Eleahdf éhe |

into him, revealing her snow-white shoulders, hépmg
back over. i ;‘ “‘”
! | \ ‘ ] |
1 il
- But Nathaniel pushed her away with a sdo o “
\

i




l‘ ) nk.t'
haniel grabbed her hand and glared at her coldly.

“Ellie, | never thought you'd stoop so low and use stich nas
words against her. You used to be so sweet and innocent."

Eleanor was taken aback, realizing she had really pushed
too far this time.

Nathaniel had his own set of values and limits, and when shei?fj
crossed them, he would distance himself even further. ;

“Well, | still am! I'm sorry. | know | was wrong, but | wasn't
thinking straight. | won't do it again. Nate, please give me a
chance to make it right. Remember how | saved you years ago?"

Nathaniel remembered her strong and determined look when
she had saved him. She was so weak and small, but she stoodj
up to protect him. '

Maybe she really didn't mean to hurt Lucinda. Maybe, like she i
said, she was just worried

something like this again.”

Eleanor felt a wave of relief wash over her, but before \)
speak, Nathaniel held out his hand. !

"Give me the key."

She froze She was about to d




After Eleanor left, Flynn who had been wamng'ln,

quietly entered the living room, expecting to be scol’ded “his
boss. it

Nathaniel glared at Flynn with cold eyes. "Do you thmk you
make decisions for me now? If this repeats itself, you know t

consequences."

‘Yes, sir."

Nathaniel tugged at his tie in frustration and lit a cigarette
before taking a long drag, replaying the way Lucinda had Iooked
at him before she left.

Her eyes were as cold as ice.

He couldn't help but wonder if it was because of the wrongs
that were done to her this time that she was so dead-set on
divorcing him. it




shabby. And she was requesting to see the bkesidéhf- {o]
arrogantly like she owned the place!

“Um, do you have an appointment with him?" the receptiohi‘s_t
asked hesitantly.

Lucinda shook her head. "No."

The receptionist almost burst out laughing. "Do you even know
where you are? You can't just waltz in here and demand to see
the president without a prior appointment. Who do you think

you are?" :

Her unwelcoming words made Lucinda's face tighten in
annoyance. "Is this how you usually treat your guests?"




