yunched over, retching out every coﬁtent*i')"f'fﬁl
mach. | took in a deep breath, before | vomited
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vards.

| remained in that position for a while, trying to get
a little energy to get myself back on my feet. It
took a short while, but soon enough, | felt | had the
strength to get up and fix up myself. So, | made

my way to the sink and washed my mouth,
brushing my teeth clean afterwards to get rid of
the bitter taste left.

Afterwards, | splashed some water on my face
repeatedly, drying it off with a towel. | left the
bathroom afterwards, making my way back into
my bedroom with weary bones, settling on the
chaise lounge there after shrugging off the
overcoat | had on. | had already taken off the
boots when | entered the room, before making a
beeline to the en-suite to empty out the contents
of my stomach.

Picking up my phone | had dropped there earlier
on, | swiped it to unlock, my gaze falling on Amy's i
message that had come through a wk
| ~I'm only seeing now. ’




While | was still in America. | refreshed the page,
seeing more articles sprout up on the web, and |
scrolled through it, looking for a particular one |
was stuck in earlier, but is nowhere to be found
NOW.

My brows drew in, knowing | asked Amy to leave it
as it is and not make any move to take it down. |
know she couldn’t have done since | asked her not
to as | was planning on addressing it when | come
back. But it's now nowhere to be found. The other
articles are, but that particular one is nowhere to
be found.

| turned off my phone and dropped it aside,
unwilling to spend more screen time, knowing it'll
only add to my growing pile of worries. | flicked
my eyes close, trying to tune out the memories of
what I'd read from that article to what transpired
earlier during breakfast out of my head—seek'“"’

silence with some shut e tuc ‘ w‘
e




'And it's about to be noon already—meaning Amy R

would be here in an hour or so. Another yawn
escaped my lips, which | used my hand to cover.
Dropping my legs from the couch, | got on my
feet, stretching to get rid of the sores I'd gotten
from sleeping in such uncomfortable situation
before making my way to the bathroom again to
freshen up.

Once done, | made my way out of my room and
towards the study, the only place where | know I'd
find my old man. Upon reaching the mahogany
door leading to his study, | knocked on it softly,
awaiting his response that came soon after.

“Yes.." His voice was the usual gruff voice
everyone in the house knows him with, the same
one that makes him appear strict and
unapproachable to them all. But, not me. Never
me. “...come in."

A small smile donned my face as | pushed the
door open, and stepped in—my gaze fallin




document he's viewing on the tablet, hls gaze
falling on me. His lips instantly slanted upwarc
into a warm smile. “...Vivien” He lifted his hand,
and waved me over. “Come, | was just thinking of
calling you." He closed the tablet, and placed it on
the table.

Alexander looked up as well, his gaze falling on
me. When our eyes met, he gave me a look that
was hard to decipher. | held his gaze for a split
second, my heart spiking behind my ribcage, my
feet suddenly cold.

| blinked, shifting my gaze from him to my father,
my earlier smile returning as | closed the distance
between us, going to settle down on one of the
two chairs situated in front of his desk.

He leaned close, dropping his hands on the table
and intertwining them. “How was your rest? Are i
you still jetlagged?” f

| shook my head. “I'm gopd now.”




| breathed out a small, discrete breath and then
offered dad another smile, this time, a more
relived one. “You wanted to talk?” | quirked a brow
slightly, suddenly nervous. | know he wouldn't be

angry at me for any reason, he has never been.
Even when he gave me an ultimatum when |
decided to marry James, a man he never liked—to
either marry him and cut ties with my family, or to
stay in the family, | still chose James.

He didn’t cut ties with me regardless. He still
asked one of my Uncles, unknown to the business
world to walk me down the aisle since | hid my
family identity from James. And, he still supported
me financially without me having to ask. He didnt
call, but he sends messages every once in a while.

And when my marriage to James crumbled, and |
decided to return home, he sent Amy to take care
of me and return me back home in one piece.
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| released a sigh of relief. “I'm glad then.” | was |

hoping | wouldn't screw it up, since | didn't wantto

let him down. | have no idea why he asked me 10

go, but I'm glad | did.

He nodded slowly, then continued. “And while
we're on that, |'ve come to a decision.” He reached
out to take off his spectacles, folding it and
placing it aside. “Our business in America isn't
doing that well, and I've invested a lot in it. So, |
want you to handle it

My lips parted. “What..”




