. exchanged a glance, a
g passing between them, and |

Unaware of their animosity, Alexandra took a se
‘casually. He even acted the host, pointing at the ‘
| potion in Wren's hand. "0ld lady, looks like you -
| might have gone overboard with that potion. janet 3 |
health is weak, and strong medication could be risky-
| A gentler approach might be safer.” i

Wren stopped working and looked up sharply.

| 0ld lady?

L Ever since the previous head forced her to stay with
the Barton family a decade ago, Wren had harbored
animosity towards the family. Her treatmen f
wn nephew, Alexandra, was colder than
stranger. The two blatantly ignored each ot




mustbeblind.

g him, Wren continued her work.

~

i
/inson, however, shot Alexandra a warning I
'Enough,” he said curtly.

Turning to Wren, he offered, "Don't listen to him,s
Wren. You look fantastic, as elegant and graceful ass
when we met in college.”

Wren's expression remained neutral, but a flicker of
pleasure crossed her mind. "Maybe you do have
'some taste, after all.”

,; Alexandra watched their exchange with amusement.
sems your eyesight's failing too, old man. No

er you messed up the potion.”

son's face hardened into a glare. "Enough!" 1 he
ited, his voice tight with anger.

ed a fist in a wordless threat.




him during his absence.

5ot

vioments earlier, the bustling hallway made it

P

difficult for Rosanna to acknowledge Vinson openly.

| Wren felt a fresh throb in her temples as she
| connected the dots. The tearful woman in the |
| hallway was Rosanna, she realized. Years ago, even
‘before graduation, Rosanna had declared her love for
" VWinson, even running away to find him.

The incident had tarnished Vinson's reputation, and
he public outcry was swift and harsh. It was a

rprise anyone still remembered.

r a decade of separation, she'd rekindlec
on with Vinson, and now his pa
so reappeared. Life, it seemed, W







