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teen- “She’s the one | want”.

~ Christian Kingston.

The car came to a halt in front of King Enterprises,
Carter stepping out of the passenger seat almost
immediately and hastily making a move to open
the door for me. Fixing the cufflink of my sleeves
one last time, | stepped out of the car, Carter
closing it behind as we were welcomed by three
workers from the Management team, their heads
slightly bowed as they offered their greetings.

| offered them a small curt, one of my hands
going to the pocket of my suit pants as | took the
lead, walking into the massive building which the
Headquarters of King Enterprises situated in
America, yet again welcomed by two rows of
workers waiting on the inside, collectively bowing
their heads the minute | stepped foot in the
building.

“Welcome back, Mr. Kingston." They greeted
collectively.

I strolled past them, Carter walking a f

outside tagging along, the other w
dispersing to their vari te
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| ring my office, | was welcomed yet il |
again by that familiar space | had missed i
“admittedly. Now, this office feels like home to me.
No other office could replace it. My hand wentto
undo the button of the suit jacket, which |
shrugged off and placed on the coat hanger
before taking my seat behind the table, drawing

the chair closer.

“About today’s schedule, switch that board

meeting tomorrow and schedule it to take place in
fifteen minutes, send an email to all the Directors,

| want them there ASAPR” | picked up the first

folder in sight, one about the impending business |
need to take care of, then carried on giving my '
instructions to Carter. "Also schedule a meeting
with the CEO of Brian & Co. somehow between

2-3, we need to discuss the acquisition.”

Carter’s nervous chuckle came, making me halt
my action of going through the document in my
hand for | just know something is bound to come
up, something | wouldn't like. “Yeah, a !




given him instructions. But, for him to say that i
means there's something. .

He visibly swallowed thickly, his lips tilted
upwards into an uneasy smile. Then, he hastily
dropped another folder in front of me, and before |
could ask him to explain, he did the honors
himself. “Mrs. Gloria put this together and ordered
me vehemently to make sure you go through it as
scheduled till she gets what she wants..."

My brows furrowed together, as | stared at him,
then at the grey folder that somehow made me
feel uneasy. Hesitantly, | reached out to pick it up,
getting chills from it almost instantly—I could
sense this not going in my favor almost
immediately. The unluckiness is rolling of it in
waves | could practically see it.

still, | flicked it open, and the moment my eyes fe |
on the first page, | could only shudder, dr
back on the table almost immedi




a year or two if she has to.”

| huffed out a breath of disbelief, my eyes dilated.
“No." | shook my head, pushing the folder away
while shuddering, the mere thought of going
through meeting every woman on the list making
me have chills all over. “| will not do any of this. |
told her | have someone, why is she doing this
again?”

Carter's smile fell, as he gave me a look that
screamed whether | really just said that. “That was
the lie you made two years ago before you
whisked yourself overseas and haven't returned till
now. You don't think she'd buy that lie again, did
you?” There are a few situations where Carter
seems to forget I'm his boss, and not the other
way around, this is one of those situations.

“Whatever.” | threw another creeped out
folder, then met his gaze again witl
determined one. “l am not go

Gy ‘dont have a
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l ve tumed it down. | don't have anythmg agamst_' .
her personally, in fact, I'm to weigh it all ratlonally. :
she's the best candidate | have. However, | can't
agree to her, not when there's someone else |'ve

set my mind on.

Carter nodded, to confirm my question. “Under
Mrs. Gloria's order, I've sent her a gift under your
name to look forward to your blind date on Sunday
night.” His lips slanted upwards into a smile. “Cute
designer heels that are of a limited nhumber—
befitting of your image.” He then dropped his
tablet on the table, pushing it towards me. “I've
cleared up your schedule for the weekend, so you
don't have a way out of this.”

| gave him a deadpanned ook, wondering when
he became all in on my mother's team. | should
probably get a new assistant, yeah? Someone that




g | waved it off, sinking back on my seat, “She cén‘ 7 ':
"handle her exhibition on her own. There's no need
for me to go there.” Art has never been my thing, |
think Grace is the one that exhibited the art talent
in the family. | on the other hand is the sibling that
hasn't quite grasped the talent and love for art. I'd
rather not go.

“I've checked the guest list for any potential
business clients” As if there’s any need for that. *
CEO of Brian and Co. will be there, so it might be
easier for you to meet than to set another
appointment. Don't you think?”

“Set the appointment.” | gave him a pointed look.

still, he ignored me and carried on, “Others are
Zara Rutherford.” Oh, God. There it is, the reason

why he's trying to get me to go there. He didn't
stop though. “Kuffer Grande, Prime Minister Joe
Ally, CEO of Heralds, CEO of Montague Concept,
do you still want me to cancel your invite?” He
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then? Alright. I'll be on it.” Then he offered me a
curt nod and walked out.




-sported Grace and Zara seated together onthe 4

same table, but | couldn't spot her anywhere. |
frowned, wondering if Carter fooled me into being
here for some other reason. However, before |
could dwell on that thought, | heard the voice | had
been yearning to hear in two years.

“15 million dollars.” Her voice, it was just as |
remembered it, only more assertive. It didn’t take
long to pinpoint her then, considering everyone

else pretty much looked in her direction. | couldn’t

see her face, but the mere sight of her back had
me grinning.

She's seated alone in her table, seeming
unbothered by the seclusion. If anything, | could
tell from her square shoulders and confident
posture that she couldn't care less about it. And
without much thought, | found myself raising my
paddle, raising the bid higher. Why did | do so?
Well, certainly not for the piece of art.




' -fmy way to the stage to receive the documents 0
the art, but really, all | was yearning to do was to
meet her gaze. Even as my gaze met Grace's one
that swirled with question—though something
about the knowing look on her face told me she
knew what | am up to, and that | would get an
earful from her later on,

| wasn't bothered. All | wanted was for my eyes to
meet hers, to meet Isabella’s, and it did. Because
as | looked in her direction, our gazes met, and
upon seeing the surprised look masking her
expression, | found myself grinning, my heart
swelling. However, all it took was for me 1o look
away for a split second, to receive the documents
and stuff, then when | looked again, she was

nowhere in sight.
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