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Chapter 67

Duncan, caught up in the ambiance of the bar, took a final glimpse at
Peterson as he approached, Peterson's foatsteps seemed to synchronize
with the melodic, calming song emanating from the speakers, causing
Duncan to unconsciously sway his head in chythm. Taking a sip from his
drink, Duncan's gaze inadvertently landed on a gicl, and he
unintentionally winked at her. However, instead of reciprocating the
gesture, the girl frovmed in response.

Tn the midst of this interaction, Peterson reached Duncan's side and
tapped him on the shoulder. His tone cartied a hint of anger as he
questioned Duncan's decision to keep his presence at the bat a secret.
Hew, [ can see that vou've been hete for awhile, but vou deliberately
chose not ta inform me. Why?" Peterson asked, his frustration evident,
However, despite Peterson's inquiries, Duncan remained silent, paying
no attention to him. He continued to smile and enjoy his drink,
seemingly indifferent to Peterson's growing irritation.

Dunecan's silent and dismissive demeanor only exacerbated Peterson's
annoyance, further fueling his frustration.

The bartender, obzerving the unfolding situation, was talken aback by
Duncan's seemingly obliviousness to Peterson's presence. Noticing
Peterson's escalating anger, the bartender felt compelled to intervene,

assuming that Duncan was simply unaware of being addressed.

Approaching Duncan, Lhe bartender spoke up in an allempl Lo bring his
attention to Peterson. ""sir, there's a man behind you who is trying to get
your attention,” the bartender said, hoping to bridge the communication

EAp.



However, Duncan's gaze remained (ixed elsewhere, causing the
bartender to retreat and attend to another customer who had just
appeared at the bar. While serving the newcomer, the bartender couldn't
help but steal occasional glances at Peterson, silently praying that he

wouldn't unleash his frustration in a dismplive manner.

Meanwhile, Peterson momentarily contemnplated forcefully grabbing
Duncan by the nape to gain his attention. Howewer, he stopped himself,
realizing the futility of such an action. Instead, he took a step forward
and positioned himself by Duncan's side, hoping that proximity would

compel him to acknowledge his presence.

As Duncan caught a glimpse of Peterson from the cornet of his eve, he
abruptly ceased his chythmic head movernents and deliberately adopted
an expression of feipned obliviousness. Turning his head to face
Petersan, he put on a fagade of surprise. "0h, Peterson Ropers, you're

here?" Duncan said, his tone laced with a hint of sarcasm.

Gritting his teeth, Peterson managed to maintain his composuare but his
frustration was palpable. "'l was here," he replied, his voice tinged with

AT ATCE.

Seemingly unaffected by Peterson's irritation, Duncan responded with a
nonchalant tone. "Oh, oh. | never knew," he retorted, feipning innocence

and disinterest.

Exasperated by Duncan's dismissive behavior, Peterson’s frustration
grew, and his voice began to rise. "Then why didn't you call?" he
dernanded, almost velling,

Duncan, howewer, was quick to assert his boundaries, issuing a warning
to Peterson. " Excuse me? Mind your tone," he cautioned, his eyes



narrowing as he glared at Peterson. Pointing at him with a dismissive
expression, Duncan made it elear that he would not tolerate being
spoken to disrespectiully.

Duncan maintained his assertive stance, refusing to engage further with
Pelerson's albempl to diflfuse the silualion. "Don't talk to me anyhow, "

he reiterated, his tone firm and unwavering.

Ohserving Peterson clenching his fist, Duncan could sense the
frustration and helplessness emanating from him. Despite his own
irritation, Duncan recognized that Peterson had sought him out with the
intention of seeking assistance with the problems he was facing. This
realization tempered Duncan's response, and he momentarily sofiened

his demeanor.

Peterson, recognixing the need to rectify the situation, swallowed his
anger and mustered up the courage to apologize. "Um, Duncan, T'm
sorry. 1didn't mean to sound mude," he admitted, his tone sincere and
remorseful

Duncan, finding a hint of amusement in Peterson's apology, chose to
remnain silent. Though inwardly pleased by Peterson's lack of further
argurnent, he relrained (rom responding verbally. Instead, he allowed
the silence Lo linger belween thern, content with the facl thal Pelersan
had acknowledged his mistake and opted for a more conciliatory
approach.

Afrer a minute that felt like hours for Peterson, he couldn't take it
anymore, Just as Peterson reached his breaking point and was about to
confront Duncan for deliberately keeping him waiting without an
apology, Duncan cleared his throat, capturing Peterson's attention.
Shifting his gaze to Peterson, Duncan finally acknowledged him and
posed the question, "So, how may [ help you, Petersond”



Caughil ol guard by Duncan's sudden change in dermmeanor and
willinpniess to address the situation, Peterson felt a mixture of relief and
surprise. Glancing away, he realized that, for the first time in his life, he
didn't regret refraining from taking immediate action. He understood
that if he had acted impulsively, things may not have turmed oot well for

him, and he certainly didn't want to cause a scene in the bar.

Taking a moment ta collect himiself, Petersaon mustered a composed
response. "Well, Duncan, ['ve been dealing with some problems lately,
and [ thought you might be able to offer some puidance or advice," he
explained, his frustration mementarily subsiding as a glimmer of hope
emerged. He hoped that Duncan's change in atttude signaled a

willingniess Lo lend a helping hand.

Peterson, determined to express his suspicions, continued his
conversation with Duncan. T know you likely have a hand in my recent

failures, Duncan," he asserted, his tone tinged with accusation.

Duncan, feigning ignerance and acting visibly annoyed, responded with
a question, attempting to deflect Peterson's accusation. ""What do you

mean?™ he asked, as if unaware of the events Pelerson was referring to.

Unfazed by Duncan's response, Peterson pressed on, recounting the
misfortunes that had befallen him. "1 lost my job the same day you
threatened me," he began, his voice filled with frustration. "'T lost my
chance of securing a big deal, and now, I'm almost losing what T've
wotked hard for. It's hard to believe that all of these are just mere
coincidences. 1 believe you played a part in all of it."

Duncan, adopting an air of nonchalance, dismissed Peterson's
accusations. "Pardon? Tonly threatened you,' he replied, his voice lnged

wilh sarcasm. "And don’t you think it's just a mere coincidence thal




things started going wrong for you after that?"

Peterson shook his head, unwilling to accept Duncan's explanation. He
felt deep in his gut that there was more to the situation than mere
coincidence, and he remained steadfast in his belief that Duncan had a

role to play in his recent siring of misforiunes.

Feeling the steain in his legs from standing, Peterson twitched his nose

as he suggested, "'First, luncan, let's go over to my seat and talk

properly. My legs are almost aching."

Slaring back al Pelerson, Duncan hesilated for a moment belore
standing up and glancing around the bar. Peterson thought he wanted to
oblige his wish. However, as he took a step forward, attempting to lead
the way to his table, Duncan's response abruptly halted any movement.

"I'm going nowhere," Duncan retorted, his voice finm and unwavering.
He maintained his position, refusing to accommodate Peterson's
request, With a dismissive tone, he added, "And if you can't
inconvenience yourself for a moment, then get out of my tace."

Pelerson furrowed his brows, his expression & mixiore of disbelief and
dizdain. He stared at Duncan, feeling a deep-seated hatred for him
intensify. The refusal to even consider a small gesture of accommeodation
only reinforced Peterson's negative perception of Duncan.

As Peterson and Duncan exchanged intense stares, a strange colncidence
seerned to unfold in the bar. The previously lively atmosphere quieted
down, almost as if the entire bar was holding its breath, sensing the
tension between the two men.

Taking a step back, Duncan retreated to the safety of his bar stoaol,
perched atop it as he waved dismissively at Peterson. Hisvoice carried a



hint of annovance as he spoke, "'"Please leave my sight if yon have
nothing to say," Duncan commanded, his words laced with a clear desire
to be rid of Peterson.

Peterson, unable to maintain his composure any longer, felt his anger
Mare up once again. "Duncan, you're disrespecting me," he retorted, his
voice edped with frustration. Tn his desperation to pain some semblance
of control, Peterson sought to remind Duncan of his own significance. "
Do vou even know who Lam?"

BbDuncan's gaze remained steady, his expression unchanged, With a
touch of bitterness in his voice, he responded, "Yes, | know exactly who
you are. You're a man who slept with my wife, causing me o lose so
rmuch. And now, you have the awdacity to come o me, thinking T can help
yvou. That's who vou are, Peterson Rogers.”

The exchanpe hetween the two men crackled with tension, as their
history and grievances hung heavily in the air. Some of the bar patrons,
sensing the palpable animosity, watched in hushed anticipation, unsure
of what would transpire next.

Peterson became aware of some of the bar patrons' stares, their eves
lixed on him and Duncan as they engaged in a lense conversation.
Recopnizing Lhe polential for a heated arpument, Pelerson roade 2
conscious decision to refrain from escalating the situation any further.
He understood that engaging in a verbal battle with Duncan in a public
selling would only draw more altention and possibly creale unnecessary

tension and also soil his name in the mud it anyone recopnizes him.

Ag Peterson felt the weight of the patrons® gazes, he silently composed
his thoughts. "1'll get back at you later, Duncan. Just wait till T et to the
top again," he whispered to himself, determined to prove his point and
regain his position.



Realizing the need Lo prioritize his own well -being and emotional
restoration, Peterson acknowledgzed that succumbing to Duncan's
Nonsense was a temporary compromise he had to make. [t was a strategic
move to diffuse the tension and focus on rebuilding himself before

pursuing any [urther conlronlations.

Duncan, sensing Peterson's change in demeanor, glanced at him beiefly
but decided to continue sipping his drink, perhaps intrigued by the shitt
in their interaction.

Pelerson, muslering up the courage, spoke Lo Duncan once again, this
time with a more conciliatory tone. " Duncan, ['m sorry for what 1 said,"
he admitted, recognizing the importance of extending an apelogy in
order to find common ground.

Howoever, Duncan, still harboring the resentment from their previous
exchange, curtly responded, "Apology not aceepted."”

Pelerson took a deep breath, understanding that appeasing Duncan
would not be an easy Lask. Despile the rejection of his apolopy, he
persisted, acknowledping the necessity of Duncan's assistance. "Olay,"
he replied, his voice filled with sincerity, "1 still need your help, please.”

The hall was now in Duncan's court, and Peterson hoped that by

displaying humility and vulnerability, he could appeal to Duncan's sense
of compassion and willingness to cooperate.

"Peterson Rogers, L don't think I can help you."
"1 think you can."

"Really



Pelerson's expression remained earnest as he responded o Duncan's
skepticism. "Yes, you might be in the right pesition to help me," he
rejterated, confident in his assessment

Duncan's doubt was evident, and he wanted to understand why Peterson
believed he had the ability to assist him. An inquisitive look appeared on
Duncan's face, prompting Peterson to provide more context.

With ne reason to withhold information and recognizing the need for

[ransparency, Pelerson revealed, "1 called Babelle. You know her, dghit?™

Duncan shook his head, indicating his lack of familiarity with Babette.
The mention af her name seemed to pigue his curiosity a bit but he didn't
show it in his expression, and he awaited further explanation from

Peterson.

As Duncan looked away, Peterson sensed a shift in the atmosphere, He
realized that his attempt to engage Duncan with the mention of Babette
had been perceived as a mind parme. Understanding thatl his stratepy had
backlired, Pelerson made a menlal nole lo approach the conversalion

muare cautiously moving forward.

Believing that Duncan was being honest about his lack of familiarity with
Babette, Peterson decided to provide more informiation to support his

request for help.

"Well, the voung woman is the Manager of The Walton Group of
Companies,” Peterson began, his voice steady. "The company [ used to
waork [or, Vasl Group Company, is actually one of the subsidiary
companies under The Walton Group. T was on the verge ol baing,
promoted when, for reasons unknown to me, Twas abrupt by and

unexpectedly fired."



Duncan's response caughl Peterson off guarnd. "Why Lell me your pathetic
situation?" Duncan questioned, his tone filled with a mix of disbelief and
perhaps even a touch of disdain.

Petersaon maintained his compaosure, outwardly unatfected by Duncan's
cutting remark. He understood that Duncan's response was a reflection
of his own frustrations and skepticism. Peterson took a moment to
callect his thoughts before responding.

"Tunderstand that my situation might appear pathetic to you," Peterson
replied calmly, his voice laced with delermination. "Bul T don'l wanl my
situation to worsen. Babette told me [ offended someone bigger than me
and that...”

"Oh, really?" Duncan interrupted with a mocking tone before bursting

into laughter.

"Sa, Peterson, [ thought vou only step on the toes of helpless people and
upsel poor peaple like me, just like the way vou Leok my wile and slept

wilh her. T never knew you da oflend people bipper than you "

Peterson's face tightened as Duncan’s mocking tone and accusations cut
deep. He felt the weight of Duncan's words but retorted, "T dan’t aftend

people bigger than me, T know my limits unlike you,"
"Tsee, so you're nol lirmited (o sleeping with marced wormen. "

Peterson's expression remained composed, despite the escalating

tension and the weipht of Duncan's accusations.



