Two days later, in the Larson Group's building.

Vivian opened the door of the meeting room. She |
had her long hair tied up in a ponytail, and her |
makeup was perfectly-applied. In her silver gray
suit and leather high-heeled shoes, she looked
very capable.

"I'm sorry. I'm not late, am I1?" She could see that
Brandon was already waiting for her as she came
in, despite her having got there what she thought
was 15 minutes early. She hadn't expected him to
get there before her.

"No, you're not late. | came in early.” Brandon put
his coffee cup down carefully, his eyes not leaving |

resume.
At the sound of shuffling papers




Brandon was already waiting for her as she camé:?

in, despite her having got there what she thought |
was 15 minutes early. She hadn't expected him to
get there before her.

"No, you're not late. | came in early." Brandon put
his coffee cup down carefully, his eyes not leaving
the resume on the table. Under the bright lights of
the meeting room, he was examining Vivian's
resume.

At the sound of shuffling papers rubbing together,
Vivian carefully wiped her fingers under the table.




Vivian asked. "Have | done something wrong?" .

- She looked so innocent, as if she didn't understand ",_‘ |
| anything. '

Brandon smiled slightly. "No. You haven't done
anything wrong. How would you like to handle
public relations for the Larson Group?"

Vivian tried to keep calm. "What's the position,
exactly?"

She was worried that if she was only in public
relations, it would keep her out of the core
business of the Larson Group, where she felt her
abilities would be better suited. Vivian shifted
uncomfortably in her seat. 1

. The Larson Group had a huge, powerful public
| relations team, but there were so many staff. If s




that eas to get a top ]Ob in the Larson.g .
Brandon explained calmly.

It was obvious what he meant. If Vivian wante'd'fi)} |
stay here, the best she could hope for was to befﬁ
an intern. If she wanted a permanent position, with

actual power, she'd be better off going back to the
Turner Group.

She sat there and pondered it for a bit, but then
came to a decision.

She grinned across the table, and accepted it.

"You're right. I'm still young. | could do with the
experience, more training it is."

If she could stay close to Brandon, then there were
plenty of ways she could get her revenge on him
and Janet. ¢ i




Brandon had some documents on his desi(h ’ i
signing. When he was done, he looked up at Seani |
and said, "She's an intern in the Larson Group now. ?}
I'd like you to keep an eye on her for me."

Sean whispered sarcastically, "Great. Yet another
job for me."

"Speak up if you've got any complaints, I'm all ears."

With a wave of his hand Brandon quickly signed

the document.

"No, no complaints. I'd just like to say that, M,r; |
Larson, if you don't trust Vivian, why have you
given her a job?" If Brandon hadn't given her ajob"_:"
Sean wouldn't have to keep an eye on her Th s
kind of complicati

normally liked things SImpIe and direct ’




Youthinkit'spossible Miss Turner hascomebac
as Vivian?" :
"What the hell are you talking about?" Brandonz;».!
frowned and stared at Sean like he was an idiot.
"It's probably just her influence. | have a feeling
that Charis had been in contact Vivian, secretly,
and maybe even told her some secrets that only
she knows."

Charis was the one who had caused Brandon's
amnesia. And if Vivian was so close to her, then
with Vivian by his side, Brandon might be able to
find a way to know what Charis had done and even

get his memories back. ‘
Besides, he only gave Vivian an unimportant
i)

i position in his company.

';-‘FGkay, | get it." Sean had no ide
as thinking of doing, but as




