allowing her to return home to prepare for the jok
I or was he actually refusing to hire her?

~ "I'm not going to hire you," Brandon stated ﬂatly-

 "The Larson Group does not need to use your
identity as the Turners' adopted daughter to
improve our corporate image. We would adjust
our relationships with other companies ourselves.
It was true, the relations between Larson Group
and Barnes' long-established businesses needed
to be improved. But we would not give in first.

~ That's not my style.”

| Somehow, Vivian could feel the slight hostility from
‘Brandon

here are many orphans who are am|




ympathy or emphasuing her identity.
' She should have emphasized her abilities more.

Vivian still tried to defend herself, but it was _
useless. The staff escorted her out and let the
next interviewee come in. 2

Narrowing his eyes, Brandon felt a familiar feeling
as he looked at Vivian's receding figure.

The way Vivian spoke just now was exactly the
same as that of the young Charis, who was
arrogant and confident.

However, Vivian was different from Charis. Charis
' self-assurance was natural and deep in her bones
as a daughter born into a wealthy family, which
Vivian couldn't pretend to be. Vivian appeared to
~ be a complete parody. |

When Vivian took the elevator down_‘




female employee holding a couple of cups
coffee and the male employee, holding a cake box,
both smiled brightly.

*| didn't expect Janet to show up today. She is still
very nice. She even brought us coffee and cake,’
the lady said with a smile.

The male employee, who appeared to have joined
the Larson Group just recently, was surprised to
learn that Janet had previously worked for the
Larson Group. "I had no idea Mrs. Larson worked
here before she became a famous designer!" he
exclaimed. "But honestly, she looked much more
beautiful in person than in pictures on the Internet.”

A trace of disdain flashed through Vivian's eyes

when she overheard their conversation. Janetwas |




~ secretly pushed the female employee from behir d.

"Hey! What are you doing?" the lady employee;
turned and yelled at Vivian.

The coffee in her hand spilled and splashed on
her white dress when Vivian pushed her. The
brown coffee stains on the dress made it look
dreadful.

"You pushed me on purpose?" the lady asked,
pulling the hemline of her dress.

‘I'm sorry. | was careless," Vivian apologized
insincerely while feigning an innocent expression.
However, deep down, she felt not sorry at all.

"Which department are you in?" The female

employee became furious when Vivian gave he '[‘
perfunctory apology. '
VMan slightly curled the cor ;: g




get it. It's not a big deal. Offending the Turne
‘will not help you in any way." In hushed tones, thi
male employee next to the lady tried to calm her

down. The lady employee could only shut up and -
swallow her resentment.

The elevator door eventually opened. Vivian
walked out arrogantly, smiling.

As Vivian approached the gate of the Larson

ced an increasing number




