Chapter Fifteen- “Montague Concept.”.

Two Years Later.

Isabella Montague.

"Well, you've done it.” Amy stated, barging into my
office with a folder in her hand, and a phone in the
other. | didn’t look up from the file | was reading,
but | saw from the corner of my eyes as she
reached my desk, and then placed a tablet there,
pushing it forward to my eye level. “Made it to the
cover of Forbes 30 under 30 for Art & Style.
Congratulations Miss Montague.”

My eyes flicked to the image of me, surely under
the webpage of Forbes, before | slanted it back to
the current folder I'm dealing with. | didn't say a
thing to her, not because I'm upset or anything but
| simply don't have a thing to say. Not when my
mind is occupied with my current task.
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She tutted, shaking her head. “I don't know when '
you became like this.” She waved her hand,

referring to me as a whole. “A workaholic through

and through—even more than | am.” She couldn’t

get to add a thing more though, because there

was a knock that came. She gave them the

go-ahead, and then the door was pushed open.

One of the employees peeped in, her lips slanted
into a warm smile. “Miss Montague, you have a
delivery” She closed the door behind her, with a
bouquet of roses in her hand. Closing the distance
between us, she placed the bouquet on the table. *
This came in for you." She said.

| offered her a small, genuine smile. “Thank you." |
dismissed her, and she went out without a word
more. | extended my hand out to pick the card
situated between the roses. There was a single
line of information written on it.

-Congratulations on making it to Forbes
Montague. S5
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to have a suitor there.” A
ment lacing her tone. “You've

I kissed my teeth, dropping the card back into the E
bougquet and then pushed it towards her. “You can
have it if you want.” | stated, my tone lacking any
interest, my gaze slanting back to the file | can no
longer focus on thanks to the sudden diverge of
attention elsewhere. No matter how hard | stare

and try to zone my attention back on it though, |

know | wouldn't be able to do so until Amy goes

out.

She sighed, tutting. “You're even more hopeless
than | was.” She stated. Somehow, in the past two
years, | think we indeed switched personalities.
She then continued, choosing to not comment on
my attitude like she usually does at least fifty
times a day. “The Art Exhibition is today, should |
still RSVP you being there?”




11
‘hummed, closing the folder in front of me
‘don't have to come with me.”

“Are you sure?” She asked, a brow arched slightly.
“You know whose exhibition it is. Are you sure you

don't want me to come along in case something
goes on.”

| pushed my chair back, getting on my feet. “I'm
sure” | met her gaze with mine, offering her a
small reassuring smile. “Besides, what's the
possibility of what's on your mind happening?”

“Like...80 percent?” She stated as a matter of fact.

| pretended to think, then nodded my head. “Nullify
it” | turned around, extending my hand out to the
coat hanger and get my overcoat off it. “Stop
worrying. It'll be fine. | can handle it. Don't worry.” |
shrugged on the coat, turning around to face her,
while picking up my phone. “Arrange a car for me
up front with a driver” | gave her a look that _
showed | don't want her to even think of tagging 1
along. 28

| know she'll just nag me
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meaning to check, but since she’s here mlght as i
well brush me up oniit. Y

oh
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Amy gave me a deadpanned look, “It's weekend,” 1
She stated, like it's the most obvious thing ever. It
really isn't. Time flies when you have your nose

buried in your work.

My lips parted. “Oh’

She rolled her eyes, but carried on nonetheless.
Your high school friend, Helena, is getting married
tomorrow.” | made a face at the mention of
someone | wouldn't exactly call my friend. We
didn’t get along even back in school so | was
already thinking of ways to get out of this. Why
would | go somewhere | have no interest, nor am |
welcomed?

Amy upon noticing the look on my face was quick
to add something she knows | wouldn't turn do"" il fif
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reaching the elevator, | stepped in alone, as |ts-thée
executive one that only | use, tapping the button:
that will take me to the lobby.

As the doors closed, | released a small sigh,
tapping my heel clad feet on the floor as | waited
for the seconds to pass by. In the meantime, | was
stuck staring at my reflection in the mirror, Amy’s
earlier words coming back to my mind. | made it
to Forbes, it's something | should be proud of and
celebrate. And | am, | worked my ass off for it
anyway. Only | know the amount of time and
energy | put into building this company back on its
feet.

The woman that stared at me through those

mirrors isn't the same woman | was

two-years-ago. No, this is a woman | am proud to
become. And as the doors slid open and | walk d,'u.
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