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Chapter 36

Everyone's eyes grow bigger as Ma'am Luna glared at Lisawho couldn't
stand up straipht and stared at her.

Lisa's emoiions swirled inside her, a tumulivous storm ol shame,
humiliation, and confusion. The stinging sensation on her cheek served
as a constant reminder of the physical and emotional impact of her
grandmother's slap. As her family members arose, her parents'
expressions were a mix of concern and disbeliel, Lisa felt the weipht of

their callective judgment pressing down on her.

Feeling exposed and vulnerable, Lisa's eyes darted from one family
member te anather, briefly making eve contact before dropping her faze
to the laptop screen in front of her. The screen, once a source of comfort
and escape, now seemed like a portal into her own darkness. She couldn't
help but question herself, wondering if the person in the video was truly
her. Doubl pnawed at her, bul deep down, she knew it wasn'Cher. 1L was a
relief to have that clarity, but it also intensified her need to find out who
was behind the video that aimed to tarnish her reputation.

Her mind raced, trying to piece together the puzzle. "Someone made this
video to expose me," she thought, her hand instinetively rising to cup
het burning cheek. "Who could it be? Why would they do this?™ The
betrayal she felt added another layer to her emotional turmoil, as she
grappled with the idea that someone close to her might be responsible
for this malicious act.

Despite the whirlwind of emotions, Liza knew she had to act quickly to
mend the situation with her grandmoether. She inderstood the
importance of pacifying her angry grandmother before delving into the

miystery surrounding the video's origin. With a heawvy heart, she



mustered her courage and approached her grandmother, her voice filled
with remorse as she apologized for her actions, seeking forgiveness and
hoping to bridge the gap caused by the slap.

"I amn sorry, grandmaother..."

"sorry?! How dare you say that? You're the reason that Peterson barged
im and acted outrageous that night. It's all because of YOU."

"Hm, I bet she only did such a lowly thing to see my lovely daughter,
Zinnia, being embarrassed in fronl of everyone, " Laila said, hoping Lo

[uel her mother's anger.

In that moment, Lisa's emotions were a cormplex blend of shame, regret,
and determination. She hit her lips as Ma'am Tuna's eyes shot lasers at

her. Mot deterred, she pulped, gathering a little courage to state her claim.
"Grandmother, [ did that, but the lady in the video it's not me..."

"0h, really? Stop being ridiculous,” Marcus snapped. "You can also claim
that I faked the video.”

"Yes, you did.”

"Shul your rmauth because T did no such thing. Tam nol desperale like
you. Grandmaothet, I suspected Lisa this moming when she refused to let
me go through her presentation. | knew she was hiding something. 5o, [
got to the company and got hold of the CCI'V footage for the last few days
and found this"

Duncan, who was standing by the closed door of the meeting room,
eavesdropping on their conversation couldn't stop himself from
smirking after hearing Marcus claim he found the video himself,



"Whal a fool," he thoughl "Taking credil for my work." Duncan slid his
hand into his pocket as his mind flashed back to some hours ago.

=% Around 10 am ***

Duncan walked into the CCTV control and monitoring room with
calculated steps, trying to minimize any noise that might disturb the
sleeping man on duty. The dimly lit room was filled with rows of screens
displaying surveillance footage from various areas of the Lennart Sky
cornpany. He silently moved towards the vacant seal next to the

slumbering walchman, careful nol Lo startle him.

Taking a seat, Duncan quickly assessed the systems in front aof him. His
goal was clear: ta find footape from a few days back, hoping he would
find the captured footage of Lisa entering Zinnia's office. He had sneaked
inte the room later that day and deleted the record of him almeost
swapping the flash drives before Lisa walked in that day and he was
unable to check and take the footage of Lisa committing her deed
because he heard the footsteps of the man on duty that day approaching
after e had done his job in the toilet.

With practiced ease, Duncan navigated through the software, accessing
different carneras and timelines, and searching for the specific
timeframe he was interested in.

Minutes turned into a tense and meticulous search. Duncan's eyes
scanned the sereens, his fingers deftly adjusting the controls and
settings. He paid careful attention to each camera feed, hoping to spot
any relevant events or individuals that might held the key to his
investigation. He wanted to see the footage first so he could call Abigail
Lex heelpr himm et il



However, despite his best efforts, Duncan's search proved [utile. The
footage he sought eluded him, leaving him frustrated and disheartened.
He Imew that time was of the essence, and the clock was ticking against
him.

Deciding to tale a different approach, Duncan made a calculated
decision. He gently woke up the watchman, who stirred from his
slumber, progey and disoriented. Duncan feigned concem, telling the

watchman that he had dozed off and should be more careful.

"Sir, vou're lucky Twas the one who cauphl you. You know il il was
Marcus, youwould have been fired already."”

The watchman, unaware of Duncan's true intentions, thanked him, still
half-asleep and unaware of the drupped cookie he had consumed earlier
which Duncan had brought for him.

Satisfied that he had successfully diverted suspicion, Duncan quietly left
the room, leaving the walchman to resume his duties. He knew there was
rmuch more wark Lo be done, and he couldn'L allord any lurther delays.
With a determined mindset, Duncan prepared hirmsalf for the next steps
im his investigation, determined to uncover the truth, even if it meant
delving into the shadows of deception and manipulation. 1

He got out of the building and called Abigail, she was the only one who
could help. She quickly answered the call.

"Hey, Abigail?"

"Hello, Duncan," she answered with a cheerful tone that almest made
Duncan wonder if she was excited about something at the moment or
because he called. Not feeling big about himself, he ruled off his second
thought of her exciternent and went straight to the paint.



Duncan narrowed his eves as the sun's rays [iltered through the
transparent canopy beside the building above his head, casting a glare on
his face. He held the phone to his ear, his voice filled with a mix of
frustration and determination as he spoke to Abigail.

"I need your help,” he began, his tone urgent. "'1was looking for
evidence to nab Lisa, but I found nothing. It's like she's covered her

tracks too well. T puess she deleted the footage. "

Abigail's voice on the other end af the line conveyed sympathy. "Oh,

sarry aboul thal. Whal do vou need rmy help wilh?"

Duncan took a deep breath, weighing his words carefully. "'Tneed you to
make a fake video of Lisa entering Zinnia's office and stealing a flash

drive.”

There was a moment of silence before Abigail responded, her voice filled
with disbelief. "What? Duncan, that's crossing a line. Creating false
evidence is unethical, and it could have serious consequences il you're

cauphl"

Duncan's gaze hardened, his determination unwavering. "1 know it's a
difficult request, but we need something concrete to expose Lisa's troe

intentions. I'm willing to dowhatever it takes to expase her."

Abigail hesitated, clearly tom beltween lovalty and moral principles. "'1
can't do that," she finally said, her voice firm. "But Xia, she'sa
professional when it comes to multimedia. I'll talk to her and see if she's

willing Lo help."

Relief washed over Duncan as he heard Abigail's suggestion. ""Thank vou,
Abigail Xia's gkills could be the key to revealing the truth. Whatever

resources she needs, I'll make sure she has them."



"That will be good."

"Can she pet the video ready in the next 2 hours?"
"I'll make sure of that," Abigail assured.

"Thank vou so much, Abigail.™

As the conversation ended, Duncan's mind buzzed with plans and
contingencies. He kmew that the path he was taking was risky, but he
believed it was necessary in his plan to expose Lisa, He wanted to see her

downcasted and shattered for messing with him.

With Abigail's assurance that ¥ia would assist, he felt a renewed sense of
hope and determination. He was ready to take the next step, getting
some images and other relevant videos of Lisa to help Xia in creating the
video.

'I'wo hours later, at a coneealed area around the company's building,
Duncan's heart raced with excitement as he received the flash drive
containing the fake video Abigail had sent through his trusted
bodypuard, Jack. Mow, holding the flash drive in his hands, he couldn't
wiait to confirm what it contained.

Plugging the flash drive into the laptop Jack gave him, Duncan watched
as the files loaded onto his screen. His eyes widened in amazement as he
saw the meticulously crafted video, so convincingly orchestrated that it
could easily pass as real. The attention ta detail was astonishing, and
Duncan couldn't help but marvel at Xia's skills in creating such a litelike

forgery.

Overwhelmed by a sense of gratitude and admiration for Abigail‘s
resourcefulness, Duncan felt compelled to express his appreciation. He



quickly composed a short heartfelt message, commending Abipail for her
tenacity and cunning, and expressing his gratitude for her unwavering
support. With a click of the send button, he let her know just how much

he valued her contribution to their cause.

He ardered Jack to leave withoul being noticed and headed to Marcus'
affice. Getting to the hallway of the floor of Marcus' office, Duncan saw
Marcus emerging from his office and making his way toward the other
elevator at the end of the hall. Realizing that his presence in Marcus'
office would likely raise suspicions, Duncan swiftly retreated, finding
refuge in the nearby hallway. He watched as Marcus disappeared into the
elevator and, once he was certain the coast was clear, hurriedly made his

way to the office,

With a mixture of urgency and caution, Duncan entered the office,
making sure to close the door behind him. He carefully placed the flash
drive an the desk. Bul belore he could delve into lurther analysis or
stralegizing, he knew he had to disappear termpararily, erasing any Lrace
af his involvement, and with a last linpering plance at the flash drive, he
left his office, leaving behind a sense of anticipation for what the future
held. The hallway was empty as he made his way out, disappearing into
the bustling corridors, the flash drive now a hidden secret waiting tobe

unweiled at the oppartune moment.
=***End Of Flashbacl®***
A salisfactory smile parled Duncan's lips as he siraightened up.

"You can take the eredit, Mareus, but the victory will be mine at the end.
No ane can overthrow Duncan Walton."

Hearing Ma'am Luna lel oul an angry yvell made Duncan more happy Lo

kniew Lhe extent ol her anger. He knew Lhings wouldn'L end well Triside



there, but he didn't expect what was going to happen next.



