~ torrential rain. Suddenly, a familiar figure of a

woman appeared on the road.

Like always, she was elegantly dressed and was '
holding an umbrella to shield herself from the rain. '
Vivian watched as the woman joined the crowd

not far away.

When she saw the woman's face, her eyes

widened in shock. "Miss Turner?"' she mumbled to
 herself. i

ut the next second, Charis' figure disap
o the crowd.




' Vivian, reached out her hands, and tried to strangle

Vivian. "Why didn't you take revenge for me? Why?!
You even betrayed me."
Charis' delicate face looked so ferocious right now.

It was unlike the gentle and elegant woman Vivian
remembered. She was terrifying.

Meanwhile, Vivian could not breathe. Just as she

felt she was going to pass out, she jolted awake.

It was a dream!

!




vian dismissed her subordinates and open

| iron door to the basement. As she did so, a stink

wafted into her senses.

Upon hearing the door open, the blindfolded ma,n,;':-:
shouted, "Why did you kidnap me? Mr. Larson, | |
didn't do anything! | swear to God I'm innocent!”

With a sneer tugging at the corners of Vivian's 5
mouth, she dragged a chair for her to sit in front :
of the man. "If you didn't do anything, why did you
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When he saw that the person in front of him was :
not Brandon nor one of his subordinates, a
perplexed look flashed across Arion’s face. "Wait
a minute. You're not Brandon's subordinate!" he

exclaimed.

The truth was, it was Charis who had asked Arion
to fake his death and flee the country. Of course,
he obediently did as told. After all, this country
was Brandon's territory. As long as Arion was here,
" Brandon would catch him in whichever city he fled
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Arion's collar and queried, "What did Charis ask

- you to do back then? Did you lace Brandon's dri
because you have something against him?"

Arion was shocked to hear such an accusation,
but he immediately denied it. "What the hell are
you talking about? I'm just a rescuer. How could

you accuse me of doing such a thing?!"

'| know you don't want to admit what you've done
because I'm not Brandon. But | can still use his

| means to make you talk. Let's see how long you

| can hold out," Vivian sneered.

&




drug she gave me. But af‘ter qunte some time, |

heard from my fellow rescuer that Brandon had

lost his memory.*

Arion could no longer bear his thirst. He swallowed
hard and stared at the bottle of water in Vivian's
hand longingly. "Beingrichis amazing. Rich people
can get whatever they want, even things you don't

know existed."

Vivian had heard enough. She expressionlessly
threw the bottle to the ground, and Arion crawled
- over to pick it up.




