ey's fingers closed ar

; ry strand of her hair felt electrified, and h'e'rh
. erupted in a sudden pattern of gooseflesh. '
'ivHer lips parted, ready to call for the nearby
| bodyguards, but in a surprising turn, Audrey's grip

i

- slackened, replaced with an almost teasing smile.

"Janet, there's no need for alarm." Audrey's voice
. was soft as she gently lowered herself onto a plush
sofa, her movements a study in elegance. "Brandon
and I share blood, and through marriage, you're now
| family. Why would I wish harm upon you?"

. The answer to that question remained a mystery, a

hadow lurking just out of reach in Janet's thoughts.,




Janet's voice held a shard of ice. "Speak yo Y
_.f-Audrey. We're alone. No need for masks."

| A glint of mischief danced in Audrey's eyes. "Th

- something I believe will pique your interest."

From somewhere, she produced a document—a }
medical report. With a flourish, she slid it across the =
table toward Janet. "Care to enlighten yourself?" =

i
|

Janet's eyes narrowed, her distrust evident in her ‘1

tone. "And what might this be?"

Leaning back, Audrey's posture oozed nonchalance.
A smirk played on her lips. "Oh, aren't you curious?"

she teased.

. As Janet's eyes flitted over the top of the report, a
jolt of recognition hit her. Her own name was typed

 out in bold.

" :;B,ut how did Audrey come into possession of suc:

ersonal document?




*challenge and assurance.

|

-1

whispered, her voice dripping with a curious 1 |

e -
]

| After what felt like an eternity, Janet's longlng t@

| know overcame her reluctance. With a shaky hand,

she reached out and lifted the report.

As she read, the world around her seemed to dim,
with each word carrying a heavier weight than the &
last.

When she finished, the paper quivered in her grasp, ;

the enormity of its contents almost too much to

bear.

Breaking the heavy silence, Audrey's voice came out,

full of amusement. "Quite the revelation, isn't it? Did

L you ever think that the man you adore could keep,

‘such monumental secrets from you?"




ound the strength to meet Audrey's ga
, previously sparkling with life, were now
of profound despair and uncertainty. With an eff

she rasped, "Is this some kind of cruel trick? This

' report... It can't be real. Regardless of the games you

play, I refuse to be taken in!"

Audrey's face lit up with a perverse kind of joy, her
eyes twinkling in the dim light. She leaned forward,
resting her chin on her palm, the hint of a smirk
playing at her lips. "Do you really doubt its

authenticity, Janet?"

Her finger lightly grazed the report, settling on a

| distinct signature. Taking a slow, deliberate sip of

her tea, she continued, "You see, the signature is
' Brandon's. His handwriting should be familiar to you.

Why would he falsify such a document?"

he realization was like a sharp, cold blade piercing ':

ugh Janet's chest, its sting reaching her very
\s she gazed at the signature, her entire

n its axis. A pang of sorrow surge




| Her words hung heavily in the air. "I just thoug
| fitting that I be the one to unveil this truth. I

| better to hear it from a family than stumble upon it

F eventually, isn't it?"




