.:fThe bedroom was bathed in warm sunl
| streaming through the large windows
| illuminating Janet as she lay in bed.

It was well past ten when she finally opened
her eyes, feeling groggy and drained. She slowly
rose, went to freshen up, and changed her =
clothes.

Descending the stairs, Janet found the dining
room deserted. However, Nightingale was there,
having arrived early, sitting patiently on the
sofa.

"Good morning," Janet greeted her with a
\ friendly smile, though she couldn't quite shake
| off the unease from the previous day's

isagreement between Nightingale and Brandon
bout chasing Jeremy.

's not early anymore," Nightingale responde:
xpression somber. She approached Jan
look of concern. "You seem off. Is

ol

e affecting you?"
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Descending the stairs, Janet found the dining
room deserted. However, Nightingale was there, &
having arrived early, sitting patiently on the =
sofa. '

"Good morning," Janet greeted her with a
friendly smile, though she couldn't quite shake
off the unease from the previous day's
disagreement between Nightingale and Brandon
about chasing Jeremy.

"It's not early anymore," Nightingale responded, |
her expression somber. She approached Janet

. with a look of concern. "You seem off. Is the-"";
medicine affecting you?" |

et touched her cheek thoughtfully, a fr_o:,g r




In the kitchen, Nightingale reached for a gla
- and filled it with water.

She glanced around, ensuring privacy, before
discreetly retrieving a 'white pill from her =
pocket and dropping it into the water.

The pill dissolved quickly, leaving no evidence .
of its existence.

This poison, which Nightingale had stumbled
upon in a remote area, was particularly
insidious. Its effects mimicked common
illnesses, but it was lethal after three days of
. continuous intake. ‘

| If Janet succumbed to it, Brandon would likely
| attribute her death to the medicine she had
een taking to cure infertility.
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1ght1ngale s brow creased, her plan to
the water down in the kitchen moments
', thwarted by Mandy's interruption.

"Hey, stop right there! I need to talk to you,
Mandy said with confidence. "I'm Janets
de31gner Please fetch her to try on this dress."
Unaware of Nightingale's true identity, Mandy
mistook her for a housemaid.

Nightingale, with a brief glance at Mandy, set
the water glass aside on a table and turned to
go upstairs for Janet.

Meanwhile, Mandy took a seat on the sofa. She
" turned to her assistant and instructed, “Open 2
the garment bag; let's get the dress ready." '

"Okay," responded the assistant, placing th
ss on the coffee table and caref

oping the garment bag.







