~ Ethan's POV:

Leaving Hannah at her place on Sunday night was
bittersweet. | was still in ecstasy from the N
weekend. It was perfect. The only thing that |
would change would be bringing our baby boy to
live with us in that refuge. The place had no trace
of our struggles, no drama. It would be the perfect
place to restart, if it weren't for the fact that we
need to work for a living. Hannah had to work
on-site, and ... Well, | had to find out what the hell
was going on with my company.

| had dinner with the whole gang that night.
Everybody was there: Hannah and |, Michael and
Patricia... even Lucy and Timothy were there, and
to my ultimate surprise, they were nice to me.
Nobody told me a thing, but | bet that Lucy and
Timothy had something going on between them
by the way they were looking at each other.




go back to my company as soon as | could. |
didn't sleep well that night. | was worried, and my
heart was heavy. | trusted my gut, and | knew that
something bad was coming. | tried to comfort
myself with the fact that | was going to the city to
find out what was going on, so | could come up
with a solution sooner rather than later. The worst
part, in my opinion, was this damn anxiety even
though | promised myself that | would deal with
whatever was heading at us when the time comes.
Quickly and definitively.

| used the time flying to the city to solve small
problems. | tackled everything that Eric pointed
out in my agenda, and | asked him to tell nobody
that | was heading to the company today. If
something shady was happening, | would arrive




comdors seemed to know something that Id
and | hated that feeling.

When | arrived at my office, Eric stood up and
followed me to my office.

“Hey, Eric, how is it going? What do you have for
me?” | asked him. | would normally ask him
something like that, but today, a little part of me
was afraid of his answer. “| believe that nobody
knew that | was coming. | saw a few surprised
faces on my way to my office,” | added.

“Hey, sir, it's good to have you back today,” Eric
started. “I have your schedule in your agenda, as
always, but | was instructed to let Mr. Callaham
know if and when you come to your office, no
matter when,” Eric told me.

“And who gave you these instructions? | thou
that | was your boss...” | told him.

"l'm sorry about that, sir, but Mr. Ci




I nodded at him. He was right after all. “Fine.
him know that I'm back.” | told him.

“And what should | inform them if they ask how
long you will stay here, sir?” Eric asked me.

“Tell them that | will stay here as long as they need
me,” | simply answered him and went to my office.

Five minutes later, | heard a knock on my door, and
after that, Vincent's face appeared through a c***k
on it. “May | come in?" he asked me.

“Sure,” | murmured to him and made a gesture for
him to come forward.

Vincent entered my office and closed the door. As
soon as he sat down on a chair across the table, |
asked directly at him: “Now that we met
personally, could you please tell me what the hell
is going on?”

a pen from my desk, and wrote'
place is not safe.”




our mouths until we reached the cafeteria Vincent
mentioned. We chose a desk at the corner of the
room, maybe the most secluded place in the shop,
and ordered our drinks. As soon as the waitress

went to the kitchen with our orders, | turned to him
and asked: “So..?"

| knew that he would understand me. | would not
need to repeat my questions. “Oh, thank God you
are here, Ethan!” Vincent exclaimed. “Although |

think that you should come sooner, maybe things
could still be reverted..” he added.

“Why should | come sooner? What is going on
here, Vincent? And why couldn’t we have this
conversation in my office?” | asked him.

Vincent shook his head and said, “I'm afraid the
whole place has been bugged, my friend. What |
tried to explain to you, but | had no proof, is t




slons dlfferently from what they Wo
nonnally do. I think that someone is blackmalllng i
them to make the decisions accordingly. | found a
few bugs in my office and presumed that yours
should have them too. That is why | asked you to
come here with me,” Vincent explained.

‘I see..” I mumbled to him. “Do you think they are
being blackmailed?” | asked him.

‘| do, Ethan! There have been a few awkward
votes. Minor stuff, that makes me believe that
someone else is behind their decisions,” Vincent
told me and slipped to me a paper sheet with a
quick report.

I took a quick look at the report. He was right.
They were minor decisions, but | knew most of the
board for my whole life. There was no way that
they would vote the way they did unless someone
had something against them.




:*my company again.

“Damn it! | need to talk to them and find out who is
behind this and what they have against the board
members,” | told Vincent.

“And be prepared, Ethan. They might have multiple
things against the members of the board, and you
might have to fight against a lot of narratives.
Besides, | think that by this time, they might be
aware of your arrival, so they will be on high alert
for any movements.”

| nodded at him and asked, “Will you help me with
that, Vince?”

“Sure! Just tell me what you need me to do!”
Vincent exclaimed.

*

- After finishing our cups of coffee, we went b
I the ofﬁce | was just gomg to tell E




| nodded at him and murmured, “Thank you, Eric. |
will see what Callaham wants.”

I went to the great meeting room, wondering what

the hell was happening in my own company and
was kind of distracted when | opened the room
door. All the board was there to see me.

| arched my eyebrows and said, “Good morning,
ladies and gentlemen. | didn't expect to see all of
you at once, but that makes my work a little easier,
“| nodded at them.

They all were making strange faces, as if
something was seriously wrong. “What is it?" |
asked them. | was tired of these riddles.

Callaham looked at me and said, “Well, thank you
for coming, Ethan. Unfortunately, we have some
bad news for you."

I sat down on my chair at the head of




“I'm so sorry, Ethan, but with Mrs. Brown's
involvement in the attempt to murder Miss Astor
and later her demise, Brown's Enterprise's
reputation is too low. We needed to do something.
You understand that don't you?” Callaham
insisted.

“But Hannah was cleared from all the accusations!
" | exclaimed.

Callaham sighed. The rest of the council wasn’t
even looking at me in the eye. “That is not all,
Ethan. We are afraid that you've been spending

too much time at the shores with your family. We
needed a present CEO, and we believe that you
should be released from this position for now,” he
told me.
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