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g ‘She didn't know the destination, but the paih-'“

~ ahead felt lighter than the weight she'd carried for
years. For once, she wasn't running toward anyone
or away from anything - she was simply walking
for herself. The chaos that had consumed her
heart no longer defined her steps. Each moment
felt like a quiet rebellion against the pain she had
endured. She wasn't certain of the future, but she
was certain of her worth. Leaving behind the
noise, she embraced the solace of her own
company. Her scars whispered stories, but they no
longer screamed her fears. Freedom wasnt just
about escaping - it was about reclaiming. And
though the road was uncertain, she knew this
choice was hers alone. For the first time, that was

enough.

Estelle stood in the middle of her room, her hearjg :




suitcase. Her hand hovered over it for a moment
before she firmly zipped it shut.

It's time, she thought to herself, her heart firm with |

determination but heavy with quiet sadness.

Her parents had always supported her decision to
leave: it was their wish, except for her mother, who
somehow couldn’t let her go.. Well, because she
would be all by herself. However, after everything
that had happened - from Hunter's injury to Ryan's
accident and the unbearable weight of the drama
surrounding her, intensified once more by the
press - her mother had finally relented. She had
allowed Estelle to take a step back and find

herself again.

“you deserve peace, my love," her mother had

finally said after countless words of affirmation,




hand, her father, Christian, looked up and gave h‘é"r:
an encouraging nod, while her brother met her

halfway to collect the suitcase.

Anna’s composure cracked the moment Estelle
reached the bottom step. She pulled her daughter

into a tight embrace, her tears falling freely now.

“I know this is what you need,” Anna said through

her sobs. “But I'll miss you so much. Promise me

you'll call often”

“| will, Mom,” Estelle whispered, her voice

cracking. ‘| promise.”

Christian placed a comforting hand on his wife's
shoulder. “Let her go, Anna. She'll be back wh




As she stepped out of the house, the cool air hit |
her, and for a moment, she hesitated. She glanc‘éd-:.b
back at her parents, her heart tugging at the A

thought of leaving the only constant in her chaotic &l

life. But she pushed forward, knowing this was the
right choice.

The car ride to the airport was a blur of passing
streets and muted thoughts. Ethan, too, was quiet
beside her, his eyes fixated on the road as he
drove. Estelle’s mind wandered to the two men
who had unknowingly shaped her recent life

experiences: Ryan and Hunter.

Ryan had woken up, she'd heard. She had wanted
to visit him again, to thank him properly for risking
his life to save her twice, but his friend's harsh
words echoed in her mind: “Don't show your face

a‘[,,’.
here again.” She didn't know what she'd doneto

warrant such hostility and she knew t
have been the reason to stay '
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tween them, she found herself wis ﬂg

recovery. He deserved a chance to make things
right - not just with her but with himself.

Her thoughts grew heavier as the car pulled into
the airport. Ethan, who had stubbornly chosen to
drive her there only to remain completely mute the

entire time, helped her with her luggage.

The terminal was bustling with activity, families
hugging one another goodbye, others rushing
toward the checkpoints, and the soft hum of
announcements echoing through the air. Estelle
and Ethan moved through the crowd, making their
way to the security checkpoint. Estelle's parent
had tried to convince her to use the family private
jet but she had refused. She needed the crowd

and distraction a private won't offer.

When it was time to board, she and Ethan said |
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seat by the window, tucked her bag under it, and
fastened her seatbelt.

As the plane began to lift into the sky, Estelle

gazed out the window, watching as the familiar

landscape of her hometown slipped away. For the
first time in a long time, she allowed herself to
breathe. There was no more noise, no more
drama, just the quiet hum of the aeroplane and the

promise of a fresh start.

Estelle closed her eyes, her thoughts swirling. She
didn't know exactly where this journey would lead
her, but she knew one thing for sure: she was
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He had waited for this moment, enduring the
weight of every wound, and as the chaos
unfolded, he realized the pain had finally found its
purpose, and the price had been worth it.

On the other side of town, Sarah stood just outside
Paul’s office, located within their mansion whose
walls were adorned with accolades, and the
shelves stacked with books he never read but

wanted people to think he had.

Sarah hesitated at the door for a moment. Her
hands trembled as she clutched a brown folder,
her heart thundering in her chest. She took a deep
breath, mustering the courage she had lacked for

years and stepped inside.

Paul was on the phone, his voice sharp and
commanding. He didn't acknowledge her

presence, though she knew he had seen her.

Dave's face is plaster

‘before




~ consumed by his precious business. His worc

were a punch to her already fragile heart. How ha
she coped with a man as sly and cold as Paul?
She clenched her fists, her nails digging into her

palms to keep herself steady.

When he finally ended the call, Paul leaned back in
his chair, his face twisted in irritation. Still, he
didn't look at her.

“If you're here to waste my time, don't bother. I've
got more important things to deal with,” he said

coldly, flipping through papers on his desk.

Sarah's patience snapped. “More important
things?” Her voice rose before she could stop
herself. “You mean your business? Do you even
care? About Hunter? About anyone besides

yourself?”




about is your stupid business and your revenge
against Dave?”

Paul sighed dramatically, finally looking up at her.
“If you have nothing useful to say, leave my office.

I'm too busy for your dramatics, Sarah.”

She marched toward him and slammed the file
onto his desk, the sound echoing in the room. *

Fine. If you're too busy, let me make this quick.”

Paul's eyes narrowed, his brow arching as he
picked up the file. His brows furrowed as he
scanned the contents, his lips curling into a smirk

when he realized what it was.

“A divorce?” he said, his voice dripping with
disbelief. He tossed the papers back onto the
desk and leaned back, crossing his arms. “I'll

pretend | didn’t see this and that you're u_pse't“




tears brimming in her eyes. “You've got no idea,
Paul.”

Paul’s smirk faltered, but his voice remained cold

and detached. “You're being emotional and it's

embarrassing. Just go..."

“Emotional?” Sarah laughed bitterly, cutting him
off mid-sentence, her tears finally spilling over. “
You have no idea what it’s like to be emotional,
Paul. You don't feel anything - not for me, not for
Hunter, not for anyone!” she screamed. Paul

winced, rubbing his brow in frustration.

“Do you know what it's like to see your son cry
himself to sleep and not be able to do anything
about it because his father is too busy p,I,ayjmg?} x.E;‘*: |

God? Do you know what it's like to s '?sl,“'- i

know you can't give your child t




yed because | had no choice
bellowed back. Paul blinked in shock. The
continued in a low, trembling voice, sharp wi |
regret. “| stayed because my family was
bankrupted, and | had nothing when | met you
except the hope that you'd be the man | thought
you were. But you weren't. You never were. |
stayed for Hunter, for my son, because | didn't
want him to suffer. Not because of what you
brought to the table. But now?" She shook her
head, her voice breaking. “Now, | realize | was

wrong. Staying didn't protect him. It only hurt him
more.”

Paul’s jaw tightened, and for the first time, he

seemed at a loss for words.

“I'm done, Paul," Sarah said, her voice steadier
now as she wiped her wet face with the back of

her hand. “I’'m done pretending. I'm done

sacrificing myself for someone who doesn't




Sarah continued. “That I' II come crawlmg back

Ads-free ;

But you'll realize that _you'fe wrong this time




~ echo of her heels against the hard floor and
loud beating of her heart. She stepped out of the

office, her heart heavy as the door clicked shut
behind her.

That was it - her long years of a sham marriage to '
a selfish man were coming to an official end. She

had stayed for her son, and now she would leave

for her son’s safety.

Paul sat alone in the silent room, the divorce
papers still in his hand. For a moment, he stared at
them, his expression unreadable. Then, with a

sharp exhale, he tossed them onto the desk.

“She'll come around,” he muttered to himself,

dismissing the tense moment as nothing, then

returned to his task. He had a party in a few days, |

and as for Hunter, he would be fine. Sarah wa

being emotional.

A Few Days Later




hose to stay at the hospital,

I:V \ﬁ.‘ S . ‘ { il r‘-‘.
; Hunter like a nursemaid when you're suppose:
be here”

“I'm not coming, Paul,” Sarah said firmly, her calm "“;]
refusal only fueling Paul’s anger. ‘| refuse to :
abandon my son when he needs me the most. You

can enjoy your party on your own.”

The line clicked dead. Paul lowered the phone
slowly, his jaw tightening as a low grow! escaped
his lips. He shoved the phone into his pocket with

such force it was a wonder it didn't c***k.

He cursed under his breath before returning to his

party.

The event was in full swing, radiating luxury with

its glittering chandeliers and elegantly designed
ballroom. Laughter and clinking glasses filled the
air as servers gracefully offered champagne, wh "
a soft piano played in the backgroun ' ;,
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triumphant. The lively crowd laughed and f
alliances over champagne. Paul, on the other
hand, was in a good mood, eager to unveil his

product in his upcoming speech. Just as he

stepped toward the podium, a piercing sound
shattered the air.

The fire alarm blared, cutting through the
celebration. Gasps and murmurs rippled through
the crowd as everyone froze. Then, chaos erupted
when water rained down from the sprinklers,
soaking everyone and everything in the ballroom.
Women shrieked, clutching their expensive gowns
and the men shielded their heads with their
jackets. And, the once-ively event quickly
transformed into frantic shouts and hurried

footsteps.
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through the crowd, his heart pounding with

adrenaline. Dressed in the uniform of the even’t“t |

staff, he blended seamlessly with the staff, whlch
aided him in pulling off his plan perfectly.

All because of Paul, Dave had been a fugitive for
days, and Paul even had the nerve to post his
pictures everywhere, making it hard for him to
move around. But thankfully, he had one of
Hunter's penthouses to himself, a hidden spot no
one would suspect and where he had perfectly

crafted his plan to avenge his father.

The fire alarm had been an easy plan to execute,
all he did was trigger it with a small fire setin a
storage room to activate the sprinklers and drench

everyone.

Through the chaos, Dave spotted his target: Paul;,_ ‘

surrounded by his bodyguards. His grip tighten 9;»,

on the knife concealed in his hand.
moment he'd been waiting for.
who had ruined lives \ Vi




“Sir, get back!” one of the guards shouted, but ,
was too late.

Dave lunged, the blade glinting under the dim

chandelier light before it sank into Paul’s neck.

A collective scream erupted from the crowd, and
everyone scrambled for their lives, not even

bothering about pushing one another.

Paul staggered, his hands flying to his neck as
blood spurted between his fingers and mouth. He
collapsed to the ground, his eyes wide with
disbelief.

“Move!” someone yelled as they carried Paul off

the ground.

Dave, on the other hand, didn't resist as the guards

around him. He had waited f

~ had been worth it.
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