get me on her wrong side?" she asked t

she wasn't truly believing it. It was just a pla
tease. 1

Her grandmother hummed in response, as
casually as if it were the most ordinary thing in
the world —as if conspiring against her precious
granddaughter were her second nature. "Of
course! After all, | need to keep you on my side. |
can't let my precious granddaughter change her

favourites, after all”

Arwen locked her jaws, fighting the urge to roll
her eyes. "No wonder Mom is so smart. She has,

after all, taken after you.'

"Who said that?" Offended, the old woman's
voice turned sharply, her voice laced with

mockery. "She may be cunning, but she is.




audlble in her tone. "l snmply levelled the gr
for you, dear. Your mother may wantyouto '
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settle down with that not-so-handsome boy she
chose for you, but I believe you deserved better
than a life controlled by her expectations."

Arwen's expression softened. There was nothing
to retort. Her grandmother's methods might be
questionable, but Arwen knew deep down that it
was all out of her genuine love and

protectiveness.

And to be honest, if she hadn't played that trick,
it would have been hard to escape from her
mother's plans. And not to mention, if not for
that trick, she might also have missed this
chance with Aiden. And that alone would have




know you think that in the world onl

courage and power to challenge ydﬁ ,

But believe me, you are wrong, You hold that
power and authority better than me. And may
not now, but in the future, you might find it
back.".

Arwen felt her grandmother was simply
comforting her, giving her the courage to face
her mother in future. But she had a big
misunderstanding in that, A misunderstanding

that she might only understand later with time.

A comfortable silence stretched between them
for a moment. But soon, Brenda's voice broke

through, getting cheerful again.

"Okay, enough of serious talks. Tell me what

should I do or plan next to save you from the =
next setup?" she asked, almost excited t [
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Granna, I don't think that will be neces
anymore " '

A brief silence settled over the call before
Brenda's voice returned, sounding slightly
perplexed. "Wennie, don't tell me you are ready
to settle down with that boy. That Foster Kid is
not good enough for you. He might have some
handful achievements, but he definitely is not

capable of keeping you happy.’
"Granna, Ryan is —"

Before she could say anything, Brenda cut in, "Or
don't tell me all my words just now fell on deaf
ears. You are not considering settling for your
mother's expectations, are you?" she paused,
then continued, "Don't let my efforts go waste. It

hard-earned money. I don'tlike to
even on my own daughte .




‘What I mean is, you can save your finesse. It

won't be required —not any longer. I will handle
it myself this time." ‘

"And how are you going to do that?"

Arwen paused for a moment, contemplating
something in her thoughts. She had no major
plans, but the one she had was enough to rule
one any chances her mother would turn to

create with Ryan. So, she was confident about it.

“What is it, Wennie? Tell me." Brenda asked
again, her voice losing the playful tone it had
carried all this while.

And once again, Arwen was not surprised. She

was well aware of her grandmother's abilityto
shift gears. After all, the old lady has ‘ i
single-handedly managed an empire for
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Ryan again. She can no longer push me to settle

|
with her plans, or control me." 8




