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Chapter 8: Who Is Your Girlfriend? “Were you followed?” Ethan asked Carlos. He was fr
owning after learning about Carlos’ current predicament. He rose from his seat and turn
ed his back on Carlos. Ethan looked distantly through the windows, taking it all in.

‘I don‘t believe so, uncle. The French gang still believes Alexander and | are in Paris, pr
eparing for the French Open,” Carlos answered. “And the driver who drove me is a com
pany employee. Like all my employees, he had signed a privacy clause. He won't say a
thing.” “I understand you, Carlos. | understand

your reasons for leaving, for chasing your dreams, for going after the reason for your fa
mily‘s downfall, but it should not have been reason enough to cut us completely,” Ethan
berated.

“l.” Carlos gulped. “I regretted not explaining my side. Again, | am sorry, uncle, but when
it all got complicated, | was already stuck in the situation and... | wanted to be man eno
ugh to handle everything.”

Hearing his defense, Ethan sighed. He replied, “Carlos, dealing with everything doesn‘t
make you the man you think we want you to be... A real man‘s power lies in his inbred v
alues, sense of balance, intellect, ability to hold his own in any situation, and his mature
handling of relationships.”

“‘Relationships,” Ethan repeated. “Relationships are equally important to any man... bec
ause no man is an island.”

“‘Nonetheless, | am proud of how you made it this far... without my help,” Ethan turned
to face Carlos. “| am proud of what you have become. And | am very sure you made yo
ur father

proud.”

At the mention of his father, Carlos sensed his chest becoming heavy. He nodded repea
tedly and said, “And | will revive his legacy. Take it even higher.”

Carlos did not expect it, but he noticed Ethan open his arms for him. He walked closer a
nd accepted the hug from Ethan. He said, “Thank you, uncle. Thank you for understandi
ng.” Ethan patted Carlos‘ back. He suggested, “Go to Kate and talk to her. | can‘t promis
e she will be as open-

minded with everything, but don‘t give up. Try your best to bring back the friendship you
once shared.”

‘Friendship?‘ Carlos choked. He did not work so hard for nine

long years just to settle for friendship, but that was good enough for now. He cleared
his throat and answered, “Yes, uncle. May | see her now?” “Go ahead,” Ethan approv
ed.




Kate heard a knock on the door. Immediately assuming it was her mother, she said, “Mo
m, come in. I‘m still fixing my hair.”

She was in the bathroom, combing her hair and adjusting her blouse when she heard t
he door to her room creaked open. After studying herself in the mirror, she walked out
, saying, “Mom, what do you think of this look —"

Seeing it
was Carlos and not her mother, who was standing at the door, Kate froze in her

stance. Her heart raced.

Carlos was leaning on the frame of her door, his grey eyes looking straight at her. She d
id not miss how his adam'’s apple repeatedly bobbed as he studied her. Kate sensed he
r knees turning into noodles, as if her whole body weakened to his presence. Her mouth
parted, but no words left her mouth.

“l think... you look nice,” Carlos implied. He cleared his throat and said. “Kate, can we ta
Ik?”.

“Talk? Don‘t you think we are nine years too late for that talk?” Kate replied. “I'm surpris

ed you still remember the way to this house. How did you even get past dad without a s
cratch?”

“So.” Carlos huffed and asked, “You don‘t want to talk? | can come back next month wh
en you are ready to talk.”

Kate's mouth fell open. She thought, ‘How could he throw it back at me?*

She was planning to play hard to get, but it looked like Kate would have to wait
another month to get her answers! She frowned and countered, “I... I'll be too busy next
month, planning the promotion of your jade watches, so | think... now is better.”

‘Arrgghhh! To think | was planning
on leaving. How am | going to handle seeing Hailey every so often?‘ She said silently.

Kate saw a smile form on his athletic face, and she quickly

sensed the butterflies in her stomach going wild. Carlos looked so different nine years b
ack. To see him up close made a huge difference. Gone was that clean—

shaven face that made him look innocent. The Carlos today looked captivating in every

way; his gaze, his stance, his beard, the tan on his skin, and even the way he narrowed
his eyes appeared to be an invitation. ‘How does one age so handsomely?*




“Then.” Carlos offered his hand and said, “Shall we walk around the mansion as we talk
?”

Kate did not know for how long she gawked at his hand. She wanted to take his hand a
nd feel his touch, the roughness of his skin against her palm, but she held back. Kate re
turned her regard to him, saying, “I don‘t need you to hold me.”

They walked side by side through the hallways, down the stairs, and
through the living room. Kate and Carlos made it out to the garden, only to stop at the s
pot where Carlos often practiced his passing shots.

Carlos smiled as he tucked his hands inside his trouser pocket. He said, “This was
my favorite spot right here. The wall that bounced back my tennis balls.”

“Until dad bought you the tennis ball machine, then you started practicing more often at
school,” Kate reminded.

Silence fell upon them. Carlos shifted to her and said, “Kate, your father did so much for
me already. | did not want him to be obligated to provide for my tennis needs.”

“Oh, so you went to the Mckenzies instead because you did not owe them anything?” K
ate sarcastically suggested. “Mmmm.” Carlos looked at Kate and revealed, “My
deal with William wasn‘t necessarily for free, Kate. It came at a heavy price.”

“What do you mean?” Kate sought.

‘I had a ten—

year contract with William. Termination fees varied in each year that passed and at ever
y stage of the tournament where | was at,” Carlos explained. “William planned it all strat
egically. While | was still training, the termination clause required a hundred thousand d
ollars. That would have been easy at that point, except | was penniless back then and o
nly earned a few bucks from club matches.”

“The termination fee grew larger as the years passed,
and the higher I climbed up the ranks, his estimated income share also grew bigger.”

“And it wasn'‘t only that, the contract required a 30% force savings from all my earnings
withdrawable after eight years.” Carlos scoffed in irritation upon

revealing, “l requested my forced savings to be given

to me since late last year. He only delivered it after | suggested terminating my contract.
” Internalizing everything, Kate asked, “Wait, but it hasn‘t been ten years?”

“| paid for the termination fee. | was planning to wait another year, but.” Carlos looked d
own before answering, “Something
happened that ticked me off. So | paid the price and terminated the contract.”




“‘How— how much did you pay?” Kate asked. “It's not important. You don‘t need to bothe
r yourself with my problems. Besides, William is a problem that is already dealt with,” Ca
rlos responded.

“So that meant you aren't really on good terms with William?” Kate asked.

“We had a good relationship. I did not mind that William was gaining from my success.
After all, he invested in me, and he was my manager. But when | noticed he was trying t
0 manipulate

me into extending my contract and purposely delaying the release of my forced savings,
things changed,” Carlos revealed. “Since last year, | was simply bearing his presence a
nd control over my career.” “Gosh, | thought the

parting was... cordial,” Kate remarked. “When presented in the media, it isn‘t what it see
ms to be, Kate. When you are a public figure, you need to choose your actions and wor
ds wisely,” Carlos explained. Kate was frowning at Carlos‘ retelling. She remembered
the girlfriend that arrived at the office. As they returned to walk around the gardens, she
asked, “But what about Hailey? She‘s your girlfriend, right? How does that affect your re
lationship?” “She is not my girlfriend,” Carlos said outright.

Kate looked elsewhere, all while her eyes widened in surprise. Relief overwhelme
d

her. It was as if a needle had been plucked out of her heart. She reacted, “Oh? Really
? | thought you were.”

“No, she is not and was never my girlfriend.” Carlos stopped walking. He gently grabb
ed Kate‘s arm and asked, “Whatever... made you think that?” ‘Whatever made me thi
nk that? | saw you kiss, but | cannot tell you that! Kate screamed in her

head. She dug through her brain and finally found a better retort. Pulling her hand away
, She answered, “Well, she came today to the office, right? And | heard from Catrina tha
t the third shareholder is your girlfriend. So is she not the third shareholder?” Kate was
expecting a serious answer from Carlos, and she braced herself to accept a heartbre
aking truth. However, he laughed. He was at it so hard that his eyes thinned, and he

clutched his stomach.

His reaction puzzled her, but even in the dark, she noticed how his eyes glistened as he
chuckled. Kate thought, ‘Gosh, he looks so gorgeous when he laughs.‘ It took seconds
before Carlos composed himself. He was clearly amused by Kate's assumptions. When
he diverted his attention to her, he clarified, “Hailey is not my girlfriend, and she does no
t

have a share at my company.” Briefly, Kate paused, but soon, she pursued, “Then... wh
0 is your girlfriend?”

Chapter 9: You Did Not See Me ‘Who is my girlfriend?‘ Carlos pretended to ignore her
guestion and asked, ‘| haven‘t seen Kaleb. Where is he?”




“Are you avoiding the matter here?” Kate suspected. “Why aren‘t you answering my que
stion?

“Why are you interested in finding out who is my girlfriend?” Carlos asked back, and he
could see Kate's stunned expression. He swore; he saw her clench her jaws as a
reaction. “| — I just figured | want to know who | am working for,” Kate reasoned. “What's
wrong with that?”

“‘Really?” Carlos pursued. He folded his arms across his chest, looking intensely at Kate
. “You don‘t have any other reason for asking that?”

Carlos caught how Kate struggled to reply. She wound up snorting, letting out a laugh b
efore answering, “No. That's it. What other reasons would | have?” “| don‘t have a girlfri
end,” Carlos finally cleared the misunderstanding. “I don‘t know why Catrina thought | h
ad one, but no, | don't, and you will eventually meet the company‘s third owner.”

Before Kate

could ask more, Carlos‘ phone rang. He excused himself from Kate, seeing it was Oliver
, his assistant, calling. “Sir, Hugo Bonnet would like to have lunch with you tomorrow. H
e wants to talk about the matches,” Oliver reported.

Carlos hissed. He raked his fingers through his hair before answering, “Tell him | have p
lans tomorrow. Try to push it the next day. The flight alone going to Paris will take up to
seven hours -’

“But sir, detective Bernard had asked me about Hugo Bonnet. He wanted to know
what Mister Bonnet needed,” the assistant revealed. “Do | tell him the truth that you are i
n Braeton?”

Hearing that, Carlos groaned. Flying to see Kate was never part of the plan, and thus, th
ey never informed the detective in charge in Paris. He wanted more time with Kate,
but that would not happen if he was needed in Paris. After ending the call, Carlos conta
cted Alexander. He

updated his friend about the lunch request by one leader of the Bonnet

Gang in France. After

speaking to Alexander, Carlos turned to Kate and described, “Kate, | don‘t have much ti
me. | need to go back to Paris.”

“‘Already?” Kate asked. “Why — why did you even come here if you were just going to sp
end a few hours in Braeton?”

“It was a rash decision,” Carlos admitted. “And we wanted to meet all the directors.”

“Kate,” Carlos warned. “Don‘t go seeing me in France, okay?”




Immediately, Kate frowned. With a hint of dismay in her tone, she asked, “Why?” She ro
lled her eyes and reacted, “Well, it's not like | have the time.”

Carlos walked closer to Kate. He kept her steady with his hands on her arms. He reveal
ed,” Kate, what | am about to tell you is only between us. Well, your father already know
s, but |

supposed you need to know, so you'll stay put. Do you remember when you came to se
e my game years back, and | asked you to return to Kaleb?”

“l could not speak to
you then because | did not want you to get involved in my situation. | am helping the aut
horities track down the gangs that are match fixing the tennis games.”

“This started five years ago. Someone approached me to purposely lose my game for a
hefty amount of money,” Carlos cautiously explained.

“Why — why you do that, and why would they want you to lose?” Kate asked curiously.

“It's the world of gambling, Kate. There are many gambling sites out there that are bettin
g on tennis matches. Syndicates are trying to manipulate the

outcome,” Carlos revealed. “Anyway, | refused the offer. Instead, | reported the incident
to the tennis association, but rather than apprehending the person who approached me,
the authorities came to me for help. The tennis association wanted to end the corruptio
n in tennis match—fixing.”

“l did not want

to have any part of it at all. | just wanted to play tennis and not complicate my life, but th
en.” Carlos gulped and explained, “The detective who approached me revealed that he
was familiar with my father‘s case.”

“What are you saying, Carlos?” Kate sought. She looked at him intently and
demanded, “Tell me.”

“They believed my father's death was not an accident and that it had something to do wi
th the gang that had attempted
to manipulate my father‘s tennis matches,” Carlos informed. “We did not know the exten
t of the gang‘s connections. So playing it safe, | was not allowed to be in contact with clo
se friends and relatives, you know, in case our deals go sour, or we make a mistake alo
ng the way — Kate, we are this close. We have narrowed it down to the gang's leaders b
ased in Paris.” “Alexander is also part of
this.” Holding Kate tighter, Carlos reminded, “So, Kate. | don‘t want you to be involved in
this, and | don‘t want the gang to know who are those that | truly consider family.” “Alex
ander and | are going to screw up their biggest bet. It involves millions of dollars, and w
hen they see their money going down the drain,” Carlos paused and confessed. “They a
ing to come after me. And when they do, | don‘t want you there.” Carlos' phone ran




g again, and he took the call a few steps away from Kate. He was confirming the charter
flight to Paris with Alexander. When he looked back at Kate, he noticed her pale face.

He was about to say goodbye when she burst out in anger, “You know, Carlos. Just bec
ause you left us with so many unanswered questions doesn‘t mean I‘'m going to let
you get killed! I may be upset with how you left, but you are the same person | used t
o consider my best friend!”

She jumped at him and wrapped him in her arms and legs, her body pressed tightly agai
nst his frame. She declared, “You are not going

anywhere! Stay here!” “Kate, what are you doing?” Carlos circled his arms around her, p
rotecting her from falling to the ground. He essentially carried her weight at that point. “I'
m not going to let you leave!” Kate asserted. “If you are going to leave, you will bring an

entire battalion of US soldiers!”

“Dad! Dad!” Kate called. “Call the military!
Call them now!” She screamed at the top of her lungs.

“Shhhhh! Quiet, Kate. This is supposed to be confidential,” Carlos complained.

“Ooops. Sorry.” While continuing to snake her limbs around Carlos‘ body, Kate reached
into her back pocket and took out her phone. She called her father, and when Ethan pic
ked up, she repeated her demands in a whisper, “Dad, call the military. Carlos is leaving
. Don‘t let Carlos go to Paris without-"

“Kate? That would draw attention, and how will the set—up work if they see me
with a thousand US soldiers?” Carlos was convinced that Kate wasn‘t kidding. After all
, her family was well connected to the military.

Kate continued to insist that Carlos not leave, which made the man chuckle at her
actions. Instead of resisting, he embraced her tightly and took a big whiff of her scent. H
e voiced out his inner thoughts, “I missed this. | miss the Kate | knew.”

Somehow, that got Kate to land her feet on the ground. She stilled in his arms and r
elished in his hold. Timidly, she replied, “I — | miss this too. | missed you, Carlos.”

Unfortunately, their embrace was cut short when Ethan walked in
on them. Ethan ordered,” Kate, let Carlos go.”

“‘But Dad,” Kate groaned. While loosening her hold on Carlos‘ body, she still held tightly
onto his sleeve.

“Carlos knows what he is doing, Kate. He is no longer a teenage boy,” Ethan remind
ed. He turned to Carlos and asked, “Do you need to go soon?”

With a nod, Carlos answered, “Yes, unfortunately. Plans are moving forward.”




Ethan and Carlos spoke privately, out from Kate's range, all while they walked back to t
he front of the mansion.

“Well, this time around, you keep in touch,” Ethan suggested. Then, he
and Carlos exchanged numbers.

Soon enough, Kate caught up with the two. She heard Carlos predict, “The driver is abo
ut ten minutes away. So, I'll just wait here in the driveway, Uncle.”

“What? Already?” Kate complained. While Ethan stepped away, she stood before Carlo
s and expressed, “l have so many questions. You can‘t go. This can‘t be just it—

" “If everything falls into place, I'll be back after the French Open, Kate,” Carlos revealed
. “We can talk then.” “If?” Kate asked. “I'm not comfortable with that.”

“‘But | need to go,” Carlos reasoned. “Okay,” Kate gulped. She looked down, back up to
his grey eyes. She requested, “At least... At least answer me this. Why did you leave
without a word? You could have at least told me about your plans?”

Silence stretched between them. Carlos turned in every direction. He sucked in a dee
p breath before he reluctantly

replied, “I... I was hurt, Kate. You did not see me. You were my world, but | was not en
ough for vou.”

“l left without informing you because | did not have the courage to tell you this back then
. The only way | could leave was with the thought of you, in the arms of Tyler.” “| asked
you back then... | asked you if you would ever see me more than just a friend,” Carlos r
eminded. “You did not give me the answer.” “Back then, | knew... | knew | had to be aw
ay from you.”
“Carlos, I'm sorry =" “It's okay. | would have never forced you

to reciprocate my feelings,” Carlos added. He opened his mouth, ready to say more, wh
en they heard the beep of a black car coming their way. Taking a deep breath, and said
in regret, “l need to go, Kate.... I'll see you after the French Open.”

Chapter 10: All | See Is You *** FLASHBACK: During
One Of Carlos‘ Highschool Tennis Practices. ***

After tossing the ball up in the air, Carlos® knees flexed, and his trunk rotated at a forty—
five degree angle in a pro—

drop position. “Arrghhh!” He grunted as he hit the tennis ball with his racket in a powerfu
| serve.

The ball landed on the opponent's service area, garnering Carlos his last points.

“‘Game Ronaldo!” The referee announced the win, making Carlos‘ supporters jump in th
eir seats, cheering him on.




When Carlos took the side bench to rest, Kate rushed across the court. “Here, let me ge
t your water.”

“You did such a good job! I'm
so proud of you, Carlos!” Kate squeaked in excitement. She was so happy for Carlos th
at she unwittingly helped him wipe the sweat off his face. “Kate!” Carlos groaned. “My te

am is looking at me now.” “So, what?” Kate replied, her eyes wandering to Carlos‘ oppo
nent for that practice match at school. “I can‘t take care of you?”

When she saw Tyler walking in their direction, Kate's eyes widened. Carlos may have w
on this match, but Tyler had that confident
walk, that sexy smirk on his face, and that warm aura he gives to most girls at school.

“Nice game, Ronaldo. Too bad you won't join the juniors tournament,” Tyler said. “You
would have easily outranked me if you participated more often.”

“Junior tournament?” Kate asked Carlos.

“He is talking about the ones from across the state, Kate. | won‘t fly my ass there and sp
end for tickets and hotels,” Carlos reasoned while wiping his back with a towel.

Glaring at Carlos, Kate suggested, “I'll tell dad -~

“Wait. Wait. Your dad pays for Carlos' tennis tours? Haha!” Tyler laughed. With his fist u
p to his mouth, he cleared his throat and remarked, “Sorry, man. It's just weird, you kno
w. So if you two went out, Kate‘s father would pay for it too?” “Why not? We are family,”
Kate suggested. “Carlos is like a brother to me.”

“Ah, that's right.” Referring to Carlos, Tyler suggested, “Since you are like a brother to

Kate, then | guess you aren't together.” Tyler winked at Kate, and Carlos saw how she fl
ushed at the attention she was given. Kate giggled, and she answered, “We

aren‘t dating. Haha! We are just friends.” Returning her gaze to Carlos, she urged him t

o back her up. “Right Carlos?” Kate failed to notice how Carlos* grip on his towel tighten
ed. He huffed profusely and faintly replied, “Yeah. We are... just friends.” Carlos saw th

at devilish grin on ‘Tyler's face. He knew Tyler secretly ridiculed him for not earning Kat
e‘s romantic affection.

“‘Maybe we should go out sometime, Kate. Like on a date,” Tyler suggested. He winked
at Kate again before leaving her on cloud nine. After seeing Tyler go, Kate squealed. Sh
e shifted her attention to Carlos and said, “Oh, my god. This is it, Carlos. This is it —-.”

“Why do you like him?” Carlos pointed out, cutting off her enthusiasm. His brows met as
he collected his things.

“He just has this appeal, you know. Plus, he is super handsome,” Kate replied. “Is just th
e looks, Kate? Sure, he is like the perfect Ken, but can‘t you look past that?” Carlos ask




ed, his voice strengthening. “Why are you angry? What did | do?” Kate groaned. “You ar
en't a very supportive friend.”

“We've known each other since we were kids, Kate? Don‘t you know me at all? | wish...
| wish you would look at me the way you look at Tyler.” Finally, Carlos admitted. He look
ed Kate attentively in the eye and said, “I care for you more than that Tyler will ever do.”

Kate was dumbfounded. Her mouth parted, struggling to find the words. Ultimately, she
asked, “What? What are you saying, Carlos?” “Do | have to spell it out for you, Kate? 1 li
ke you. | always had,” Carlos confessed. “But — but, Carlos. You are like a brother to
me,” Kate stuttered in her words as she replied. “I — | don‘t see you that way.”

Carlos walked away, alerting Kate. She repeatedly called for him, “Carlos?” Running aft
er him, she pleaded, “Carlos, wait. Don‘t do this!”

Catching up with him, Kate grabbed his arm

and forced him to look at her. She embraced him outright and rested her face on his che
st, saying, “Tell me what | need to do to make it right? Ill stay away from him. I‘ll ignore
him.” “Why will you stay away from him?” Carlos asked. “Because

you want to? Or do you feel sorry for me?”

Looking up at Carlos, Kate replied, “Because | don‘t want to hurt you. And | don‘t want t
o lose you as my friend? And you are like family to me.”

Dead air fell upon them for seconds. Carlos returned Kate‘s embrace, weakly saying, “Y
ou don‘t have to do that, Kate. Really. I'll
be fine. That would be... selfish of me to ask of you.”

“But _.”
“I'll be fine. This will all go away... In time,” Carlos suggested.
“Nothing will change between us?” Kate asked.

Carlos‘ jaws clenched, but he nodded silently. He took a deep breath and leaned down
, pecking on Kate‘s forehead. He suggested, “Nothing will change... | will always be h
ere for you.” **END OF FLASHBACK: Back To Present.*** Kate was taking her
breakfast. She was drinking coffee at their dining table when she remembered the p
ast.

That incident at the school‘s tennis court was just one. It made her reflect on the ma
ny more

instances when she may have hurt Carlos, and he said nothing. Kate
concluded how Carlos took it all in.




Last night, when Carlos left their mansion grounds, Kate just stood at the gates. Even if
Carlos

car was no longer in her line of sight, she
kept looking at the road. A big part of her wished the car had turned around and Carlos
stayed longer.

Kate wanted more of him. She wanted Carlos. Just when he finally appeared back in he
r life, he was gone, just like that.

‘You did not see me.‘ Those words he spoke lingered in her head throughout the night a
nd left her restless. She did not sleep a wink. Kate sighed, feeling her heart squeezed b
y a hand, and she said under her breath, “Now, all | see is you.”

“Pondering about something?” Kate turned to find her father. He sat next to Kate, and s
oon her mother followed. Ethan asked. “You seemed to be troubled.”

“... I just remembered something back in my high school days. Those times | spent with
Carlos.” Kate stated. “l wish | could turn back time. Why was | so blind?” “Are we still tal
king about how you realized you love him?” Samantha asked. “Sweetie, sometimes, you
‘Il never really know the person‘s true worth until they are gone. It's a sad truth... But it's
a lesson learned.”

Turning to her father, Kate asked, “Dad, why did you let him go to Paris? It's dangerous
for him? Why did you let him go alone?” “Kate,” speaking softly, Ethan explained, “He h
as the French Police and the US detectives working on this operation. They won't let hi
m go through with this plan if they think it was too risky.”

She could not help it. Kate still frowned, worried about Carlos. He had to be safe. There
were so much more that she wanted to say, so many questions in her head, too. Hec
k, she still wanted to tell him how she felt.

“And who said anything about letting him go alone?” Ethan declared, giving Kate a wink

A smile formed on Kate's face as she returned her regard to Ethan. Water Welled in
her eyes when she answered, “Thanks, dad... You are just the best.”

*k%k

Meanwhile, continents away, Carlos was sitting in front of the man who was said t
o be responsible for his father's death. Deep inside, he was enraged, but he held his p

ent—up anger and forced a smile on

his athletic face. Carlos extended his hand to Hugo Bonnet

and greeted, “Mister Bonnet, it‘s so nice to finally meet you.” Mister Bonnet grinne

d playfully. While shaking Carlos’ hand, he said, “You take a lot from Manuel Ronaldo.”




Carlos did not know why, but his skin crawled at how his father‘s name rolled off

Hugo‘s tongue.



