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Chapter 48

Abigail took a step back, her eves widening in astonishment as she
processed the situation. She couldn't understand why Duncan had
chosen not to tell Karla the truth, somehow hurting her feelings too in
the process. It puzzled her, and she found herself questioning Duncan's
motives. Could it be that he had feelings for Karla? The thought crossed
het mind, but she quickly dismissed it, not wanting to entertain the idea

further.

Tnstead, Abigail mustered a smile and decided not ta let this confusion
ruin her day. She didnt want to bring up the topic and risk souring their
time togethet. She hoped that there was nothing more between Duncan
and Karla, and she wanted to maintain her positive outlook

Duncan, noticing her smile, asked, "So, shall we?" He gestured towards
the door, indicating that they should move forward with their plans.
Abigail nodded, accepling his invitation, and they began walking towards

the doot.

A= they entered the house, Abigail pushed the thoughts about Duncan
and Karla to the back of her mind. She wanted to enjoy their time

together and focus on the present moment.

"Excuse me, Duncan.” Abigail made her eat out of the room and returned
with two flute plasses and a bottle of wine.

"Let"s celebrate vour win."

"Oh, no, [don't drink alcohol," Duncan lied, taking his eyes away from
her as a pang of guilt hit him.

"Though you'te a gentlemnan, you still look like one who deinks.”



"Mal really. Idon't drink alcohol at night"

"Tsee. But this wine has only 15% alcohal inil, Duncan."
"Abigail..."

"Come on, don't embarrass me by refusing my request.”
"I'm sorry."

"What? Can't you celebrate your first win with me?"'

"Mo, that's not true. I would love to do that but not tonight. By the way, 1
have mote wins coming so we will get the chance to celebrate more often
with timne, | hope vou understand. "

"I don't understand. You've hurt me with your rejection.” Abigail sighed
with a frowm.

"Hey, I'm sorry. Don't get upset. I will watch vou drink."
"Huh?"
"¥es. Then maybe I'll have an inspiration to draw yow."

" Asw, are you an artist?"" Duncan was reluctant to say and, noticing that,
she learned he was just lying to cheer het up. "You're so funny, Duncan,"”
she remarked and laughed softly as she filled a glass. "So, cheers?"

Duncan held up the other empity glass and clicked it with hers. "Cheers."
She giggled and took a sip.

While Abigail pulped dowm the fourth glass of wine, Duncan perceived

she was pelling drunk and he simply stared al her, thinking of when Lo



stop her and indicate his desire to leave,
"Hevy, Duncan. 1 got to show vou something. Give me a minute, "

Duncan watched as Abigail exited the sitting room, curiosity piqued by
her sudden departure, Moments later, she returned, cradling a small
white puppy in her arms. A smile tugged at Duncan's lips as he saw the
adorable creature nestled in Abigail's embrace.

"Hey, look at my pet," Abigail exclaimed excitedly, lowering the puppy to
the Mleor by Duncan's feel belore taking her place next Lo him on the
couch. Duncan reached down and pently scooped up the puppy, his eyes
lighting up with affection as he observed its plaviul nature.

"She's Riri," Abigail announced prowdly. 'Tsn't she really beautiful '

Duncan nodded, his paze fixved on the toy ball of fur in his hands. "She is,

" he agreed, his voice filled with genuine admiration.

As the night wore an, Abigail's half-drunk state became more apparent,
and Duncan felt a pang of concern. He knew it wasn't healthy for her to
continue drinking excessively. He leaned clogser to her, his tone laced
with worry.

"You're drunk aleeady, abigail," he said softly, urging her to reconsider
her drinking. "Please, quit drinking for tonight.”

But Abigail was persistent, determined to get Duncan to join her in
indulging. She pleaded with him, her eyves pleading.

"Mo, not until you decide to take one shot with me. Please," she
implored, her voice tinged with a playful plea.

Duncan, leeling Lhe weiphl of Abigail's insislence, hesilaled lor a



moment. Finally, he relented, giving in te her request. However, Abigail
didn't stop at just one shot. Playfully, she continued to encourage him to

drink more, teasing and [oking with him.

Caught up in the light-hearted banter, Duncan found himself langhing
and parlly enjoving the momenl, even as he kepl an eyve on Abipail's

alcohol intake, hoping she wouldn't go overboard.

Meanwhile, Karla stood in front of the imposing gates of Abigail's Villa,
her heart pounding with a mix of curiosity and unease, She had followed
Abigail's car and witnessed her and Duncan entering the house together.
Doubt gnawed at her, as she couldn't believe that Duncan would lie to her
about his whereabouts. The uncertainty pushed her to act impulsively,
disreparding the presence of the gatekeeper as she hurriedly made her
way towards the entrance.

As Karla reached the door, a moment of hesitation washed over her. She
felt she shouldn't act rashly. Howewer, driven by a need for answers and
fueled by the surge of emotions, she steeled herself and opened the door.

The scene that greeted Karla inside the house left her stunned and hurt.
She saw Abigail's hand firmly grasping the back of Duncan's head,
pulling him closer for a kiss. Duncan caught off puard and seemingly
aboul Lo stop Abigail, froze as he noticed Karla's presence. Bul belore he
could react, a mix of pain and anget erupted from Karla's lips as she
velled out, her voice laced with betrayal.

The room fell inte a heavy silence, broken only by Karla's cry. The weight
of the moment hung in the air, as emotions switled between the three
individuals, cach grappling with their own feelings and the conscquences
of their actions.

"¥ou bitch, " Karla cursed under her breath as Abigail shilled her gaze o



her, She approached her and grabbed her to Duncan's surprise, T knew
vou had other plans for offering to talke him home "

"Mo, stop it!" Duncan jerked her grip off Abigail and arose as Abigail fell
on her face to the other side of the couch, feigning unconsciousness. "
What's wrong with you, Karla"

"You should ask her that,” Karla said, almost velling as she aggressively
grabbed Abigail's arm.

X¥ia appeared and, taken aback by Karla's violent act, came in belween
and slightly pushed Karla away [rorn Abigail, causing her Lo lel go of
Abigail.

"How dare you touch Ms. Abigail like that?"' Xia asked in a mean tone,
"She is a sly person!" Karla fired at Xia who seoffod.

"Slay awary [tom her. Just leave!”

"and if I don't? Will you throw me out?"

"'m poing todo so if vou foree me. "

"I dare vou. Do it."

Seeing the intensity growing between the two of them, Duncan came in
between. ''Stop this, Karla. What are you even doing here? Can't vou see
Abigail is drunk?"

"Drunk?" Karla ogled at Abigail and shool her head vehemently. "She's

nol drunk. Don't be fooled by her pretense. She's a fucking pretender. "

"watch what vou say, Ms. Karla," Xia warned.



"Do not tell me what to say and if you want a fight, then just know I'm

ready to give it to youw."

¥ia stepped forward toward Karla and Duncan held a hand to her face,
stopping her from taking any turther step. "First take care of Abigail " he
adwised her.

Karla hissed and flung her hair back before walking away.

"Karla!" Duncan takes a step to go after her but Abigail suddenly grabs
his hand.

"Don't go, Duncan, please," she murmured, her short eyelashes
fluttering. Duncan pulled out his hand gently from her grip and ran after

Karla who had left the house.

"Karla, wait." He called out to her as she headed to the gate, He was able
tax catch up with her before she enterad her car and stopped her by

grabhing her arm.

"What's wrong with you, Karla."

"Lt go ol me." She Minched. "Nothing is wrong with me, liar!"
"What?"

"yog, didn't you lie to me? You said vou were at home whereas you came
here with Abigail."

"Loolz, | had no other option and..." he suddenly paused and eyed her. "1

don't even owe you an explanation. You're not my girlfriend."

"Dleay. FINE." she pushed him back and entered her car then deove off
betore he could say anything,.



"Damn. Whal's wrong with her?'" He thoughi aloud. He guickly stiopped a

cab, got in, and asked the driver to go after Karla.

Meanwhile, Abigail's assistant, Lena, walked in and assisted Xia to take

Abigail up to her room.

"How dare that woman accuse Ms. Waclaw of pretending? Dioes she think
somenne like her can do that?"' Xia asked, angrily after they had laid
Abigail on the bed. "She even had the audacity to touch Ms. Waclaw. And

she's lucky she didn't go far or T would have broken her anm."
"Ma, Xia. she's not an ordinary person. She's Karla Burton."
"gh, the heiress of Burton Multinational Investments?"
"Exactly."

"1 always knew she was from a prestigious family but she doesn't parade
like that."

"She's humble...”

"But annoying. She got on my nerves with her attitude and if Duncan
wazn't there, | might have tanght her alesson.”

"It won't be easy, because just like you, [ think she learned martial arts
toa "

"Whatewver."
"Let"s go out. Tcame to collect an impartant file from Ms. Waclaw. "

"It will be in her study room. Let's not disturb her."



"Tapree.'

They both graded aut and immediately the door was shut, Abigail opened

her eyes.



