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Chapter 1001: 

 

 

She closed her eyes, her mind racing, scrambling for any possible lifeline, any piece of driftwood in the 

storm, even if it was splintered and poisoned. 

 

 

And then, a name surfaced from the deepest, darkest recess of her memory. A face. A man she had 

sworn to herself she would never, ever contact again. 

 

 

Her eyes snapped open. The despair was still there, but now it was sharpened by a wild, terrifying 

resolve. 

 

 

“Stop the car,” she commanded. 

 

 

The Bentley glided to a halt on the shoulder of a quiet, tree-lined road. 

 

 

Eleonora opened her Hermès handbag. From a hidden compartment, a secret pocket sewn into the silk 

lining, she retrieved an object no one had ever seen her with before. It was an old, cheap-looking flip 

phone. A burner. 

 

 

She flipped it open. The small screen glowed to life. There was only one number in the contacts list. No 

name. Just a single, chilling codename: “Raptor.” 

 



 

Her finger shook as she pressed the call button. 

 

 

The phone rang twice. Then, a voice answered. It was deep, dangerous, and laced with a familiar, 

mocking amusement. 

 

 

“Eleonora? I thought you’d have thrown this number into the Hudson River by now.” 

 

 

She took a deep, shuddering breath, forcing down the panic, the shame, the terror. 

 

 

“Vincent,” she said, her voice a raw, broken whisper. “I need your help.” 

 

 

There was a pause on the other end, followed by a low chuckle that sent a chill down her spine. “Help 

you? Why in the world would I help you, my dear?” 

 

 

Eleonora closed her eyes, the words tearing from her throat, unleashing the secret she had guarded for 

over two decades. The final, most dangerous gamble of her life. 

 

 

“Because Giselle,” she choked out, the name a shard of glass in her mouth, “she’s your daughter, too.” 

 

 

The line went dead silent. A long, suffocating, terrifying silence stretched between them, broken only by 

the sound of her own ragged breathing. She gripped the phone, waiting for the verdict. 



 

 

Hilliard Holloway stood outside the door to Cailin’s hospital room, the polished wood feeling like a 

barrier to another world. He hadn’t slept. His face was a tight, gray mask of exhaustion and internal 

conflict. 

 

 

Julian Croft stood beside him, his usual easygoing demeanor gone, replaced by a quiet concern. 

 

 

“Are you sure you want to push her on the strategy now?” Julian asked, his voice low. “Her physical 

condition…” 

 

 

“She has a right to decide how to use this weapon,” Hilliard cut him off, his own voice raw and gravelly. 

“And besides, this truth is the only leverage we have. The only way to truly dismantle the Van Dorens.” 

 

 

He was referring to the devastation Silas Croft had unleashed days prior. The stunning, unbelievable 

connection between Cailin’s mother, Genevieve, and Donovan Van Doren, a truth that had already 

shattered Cailin’s world. 

 

 

Hilliard took a deep breath that did nothing to calm the frantic beating of his heart. He pushed the door 

open. 

 

Chapter 1002: 

 

 

Cailin was sitting up in bed, propped against a mountain of pillows, staring out the window. The morning 

light filtered through the glass, catching the delicate line of her jaw, making her skin look translucent 

and fragile. 



 

 

She turned her head at the sound of the door. When she saw him, her eyes, which had been distant and 

empty, sharpened with a familiar, cold vigilance. The shock of the revelation had passed, leaving behind 

a hard, crystalline hatred. 

 

 

He pulled a chair over to her bedside and sat down. The space between them felt vast, charged with 

years of pain and misunderstanding. 

 

 

He didn’t know how to begin. The words felt clumsy and inadequate in his mouth. 
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“How are you feeling?” he asked, the question sounding stupid even to his own ears. 

 

 

She didn’t answer. She just watched him with those cool, intelligent eyes, waiting for him to state his 

purpose. 

 

 

He cleared his throat, the sound loud in the quiet room. He didn’t need to tell her the secret, Silas had 

already laid the ruins of her identity bare, but he needed to know if she was ready to burn the world 

down with him. 

 

 

“I know the weight of what Silas told you,” he started, his voice halting. “I know that knowing Donovan 

is your father feels like a secondary poisoning.” 



 

 

Cailin listened without moving, her face a blank canvas. She didn’t deny it; the DNA report had already 

stripped her of the luxury of denial. 

 

 

But when he mentioned the necessity of utilizing this connection to secure the antidote and ensure her 

safety, her body gave a violent, convulsive shudder. 

 

 

Her pupils dilated. Her breath hitched. 

 

 

And then she laughed. 

 

 

It wasn’t a sound of amusement. It was a short, bitter, broken sound, the laugh of someone who had 

already survived the cruelest joke in the world and was now forced to live in the punchline. 

 

 

“Do you expect me to thank him?” she whispered, her voice faint but firm. “To use the blood of the man 

who destroyed my mother as a tool for my own survival?” 

 

 

Hilliard watched the raw pain warring in her eyes. He reached into his jacket and pulled out the file Silas 

had given her previously, now supplemented with additional evidence of Donovan’s systemic erasure of 

her mother. He handed it to her. 

 

 

Her hand trembled as she took it. She stared at the photograph of her mother, a vibrant young woman 

full of life. Next to it was a picture of a young Donovan Van Doren, his face arrogant and handsome. 



 

 

The hatred in her gaze deepened, replacing the fragile grief. 

 

 

She remembered her confrontation with Donovan in the hospital garden. She remembered the flicker of 

shock in his eyes when she had thrown his own betrayal back in his face. 

 

 

The pieces were all there, forming a picture so monstrous she couldn’t bear to look at it, yet she 

couldn’t look away. 

 

 

With a sudden, violent cry, she threw the file to the floor. The papers scattered across the sterile 

linoleum. She wrapped her arms around her head, her body curling into itself as if to ward off a physical 

blow. 


