My finger drummed the steering wheel of my car, i
‘Hailee Steinfeld’s song End This L.O.V.E blaring
through the speaker as | pressed down on the
peddle, the car speeding up as my hand turned the
steering wheel to take a sharp corner down the
lane of my family mansion.

| didn't slow down on my speed as | approached
the sturdy gate, made of wrought iron and lined by

the sides by the imposing stone walls, adorned
with intricate carvings and ornate details, knowing
it would open without me having to worry, and it
did even before | approached, giving me enough
way to drive into the mansion.

| was instantly welcomed by the meticulously
landscaped lawns that stretch elegantly into the
distance, the expanse green spaces maintained
ardently, mirroring the prestige of the centuries
standing mansion passed down from one
generation of Montagues to the next. Tall
 trees stand as silent sentinels, prowdmg
"”ghade and a sense of endurir I
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of it and ensuring nothing stands out, or gets out_ 1iii1 ]
of place.

Water fountains grace the estate, their gentle
cascades adding a soothing melody to the
atmosphere. Elaborate stone fountains, adorned

with intricate sculptures and classical motifs
serve as focal points amidst the carefully planned
gardens. The sound of trickling water during one's
strolls creates a tranquil ambiance—the one of the
few things | actually enjoy about the suffocating
air in the mansion.

Overall, my family mansion has this air of refined
elegance of old money, a testament of a bygone
era which my family wishes to uphold its tradition
regardless of the time transition to the 21st
century. It has an architectural mastery impossible
to be found in this century, sprawllng landscapes




The car came to a halt once in front of the
mansion. | turned it off and stepped out, handing
my keys to the awaiting valet. My boots clad feet
took a few steps up the staircase leading to the
entrance. | was dressed in a Burberry overcoat
with a subtle check pattern that subtly nods at the
brand’s heritage, the rich camel color adding a
touch of aesthetic to it all.

Beneath, | don a cashmere sweater, paired with
tailored Ralph Lauren trousers, to provide a classic
silhouette to align with the timeless style | was
aiming for. For footwear, | chose a pair of
knee-high leather boots by Jimmy Choo, the one
of the three of the latest collection. With sleek
lines and subtle gold accents, it stands as an
evident of the elite collection.

| accessorized the whole look with a pair of

oversized tortoiseshell sunglasses by Chanel _
perched on my node, shielding my eyes from the
sun while simultaneously adding a touch of il
elegance to my whole. {ir Al




41K

~ My hair, | left it in its natural curls, flowing down
my back, courtesy of Amy—whom had went
straight to her home to meet Nona while | chose
to drive myself back to my family home straight

from the airport having arrived back in England an
hour ago.

Besides, | like the sense of freedom that comes
with driving myself. | need something to take my
mind off everything, and driving myself just
happens to be what | want—getting the fresh air
and inhaling it. Keeping those thoughts out of my
mind, | tried to focus on my current task in hand.

The grand double doors were opened for me by
the guards standing there, whom gave a curt nod
as she they said their greetings. | offered them a
smile back, returning the greeting as | stepped
into the grand halls of the mansion—instantly
welcomed by the distant sound of classical music
being played somewhere in the near distance.
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Yup, sounds like home alright. i g
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ed my old father Ieanmg into

My father, the old aristocrat with nothing but grey
hair placed a hand on my arms, patting it
adorningly, his own lips slanted into a warm smile.
“\ivien.” He called out my second name, it being
the only name he addresses me with. “I'm glad
you're back. Come, sit, let's have breakfast
together.”

He turned his head in the direction of the seat to
his right, where someone | wasn't particularly
excited to see was seated. “Sebastian, move over.
" His tone became stern—the same voice
everyone else knows him with. He didn't need to
elaborate, that simple statement as enough to not
be messed with.

Sebastian, my half-brother shifted his gaze from
my father, then to me, his expression hard‘ening, 4




- | removed my arms from around my father and
then occupied the now empty seat, flashing him a
smile which he reciprocated. When | lifted my
gaze to stare directly across me, | was welcomed
with another face I'd rather not see in a thousand

years, but | have no choice but to stick to.

Her expression was blank as a canvas, though
upon meeting my gaze, her lips slowly curled
upwards into what one would think is a sweet,
genuine smile but | knew otherwise. “Vivien.” She
spat the name, with a sickly sweet smile. “Good to
have you back.” Believe me, if there’s to be a
female devil, then it would be this woman.

Still, | forced myself to hold up my smile, mirroring
her expression. “It feels good to be back as well."

She nodded slowly, then slanted her gaze behind
me. “Serve Lady Vivien, do you need to be told




made it with love”

| hummed, staring at it longer than necessary
before lifting my gaze to meet hers. “I can tell.” |
then shifted my gaze to the man seated beside
her, never once sparing me a glance. In fact, he
was acting as if there's no one there to begin with,
ignoring my existence as a whole.

| didn't comment on it, in no mood to get involved
with him. I'd prefer it if it remain that way. My gaze
moved to the woman seated beside him, the living
version of an England Barbie doll in human form.

“—Victoria must've helped as well." | said, referring
to her daughter-in-law, Alexander's wife of two
years. Yet another person with the same attitude
as them all. “I can practically feel the love
bouncing off her as well.”
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Victoria looked up from her meal unbothered;',t'd




Instead, Josephine steered the conversation back
to the earlier point. “Try it” She said gesturing to
the food. “It's your favorite if | remember, right?”

| hummed, my fingers moving to the cutleries. |
tried to hide it, but my fingers were slightly
shaking as | reached out to take the spoon. |
forced it to stop though, as | held the spoon firmly,
and against my growing nerves and curling
intestines, placed the spoon into the soup and
brought it to my mouth.

| forced it down my throat, my eyes stinging as |
felt nauseous almost instantly, but | blinked back
repeatedly to hide it. After a few seconds, | flicked
my eyes open and placed it on Josephine’s
awaiting ones—her lips curled into a satisfied
smile. “It's good." | forced out, my voice sounding
clearer than | feel internally. “As always.”

She chuckled, then carried on with her breakfa
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