
Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1
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"I want a divorce, Phoenix." I gazed disbelievingly at Ace, the love of my life, my husband of five long years.

"Please Lord, let this be a dream," I mumbled, ignoring the splitting pain in my chest.

I closed my eyes, praying that when I lift my eyes open, the nightmare will come to an end.

But the heavens have failed to grant my pleas. When my eyes opened I found myself seated across my husband with a stone-cold expression plastered on his face.

I couldn't describe the pain, but it made me stop breathing.

My fingers trembled, and I slowly had to let go of the glass of champagne I held in my icy fingers.

"You're j-joking right?" The words tumbled freely before I could stop myself.

There is a small part of me that wishes this is another one of his jokes, and that he didn't mean what he said. 

But when the words left his mouth, it felt like a sharp piece of glass piercing through my illusions. It hit me even harder than the first time he said those words,"I'm serious, Phoenix. I want to end this marriage."

We shared five years of marriage and yet he looked at me like a total stranger—not the same woman he vowed to love for the rest of his life in front of the altar.

His face showed no sign of humor, his lips were not stretched into his customary wide boyish grin that I loved. That moment I knew my greatest fear had finally come to life.

My throat went dry as we fought gaze. Trying to quench my thirst, I picked up the glass of champagne but accidentally knocked it over. 

The crimson liquid spilled all over the cream-colored tablecloth before I was able to pick it up. The glass was now empty—like how hollow I feel deep within. 

My eyes landed on the mess I made on the table cloth. If I could see how the blood flowed from my wounded heart, it would have made a huge red stain on the tablecloth, similar to the spilled champagne.

"Why Ace, Am I not enough?" I said the words aloud and without a trace of fear showing in my face. 

I was extraordinarily calm when a normal wife would be furiously sobbing at the mere mention of divorce from her beloved husband.

"You're not the problem, it's me. I'm sorry I fell out of love." He replied calmly. I couldn't help but wonder if he even shared my pain, when he couldn't even show a speck of sympathy or even fake one. "I made a mistake marrying you."

I died inside. He regretted our marriage and it hurt.

His words felt like an invisible hand was gripping my neck, causing my chest to constrict until I feared I might not be able to breathe. 

After sacrificing my dreams to make him happy, he broke my heart into thousands of shards in return. The damage had been done, my irreparable heart was beyond salvation. 

Seeing how lightly he was taking this break up twisted my fragile heart. He showed no pain as he bid me goodbye, making me wonder if he ever loved me. 

"Why Ace?" I asked for the second time, demanding the truth from him.

"I want a child, Phoenix. As my wife, you failed to bear me a son. You can't fulfill the responsibility of providing me an heir and I have no further reason to stay in this marriage."

His words pierced straight to my heart like a relentless attack, as if a knife was repeatedly piercing me. Yet, surprisingly, I managed to stay conscious despite the overwhelming pain.

If Vien, our daughter, didn't die from that accident then this would never have happened. But that tragedy claimed my daughter's life. 

Even if I wished I was the one who died that night, it will never change that truth that she's gone forever. 

And though I tried to have another child, I failed. But Ace shouldn't put all the blame on my shoulders, it wasn't my fault alone. 

"Can't you see I'm doing my best, Ace?" The words came out of my lips in a barely audible whisper. "Don't you see how difficult it was for me too? I go to regular check-ups, undergo strict diets, and obediently follow all my doctor's advice. Even if sometimes it was difficult to follow those strict demands, and even if I was afraid of the pain from the injection needles, I kept my mouth shut and never did I complain. I did all that because I love you." 

The lengthy reproach I shot him sent me on the verge of tears, but he looked at me with his cold, vacant eyes, without even bothering to fake sympathy for the sake of our long marriage. 

I shook my head and closed my eyes, refusing to cry or break down in public. Even if it was getting harder to do so after every passing second, I had to maintain my composure. Everyone inside the restaurant was looking at our table and I didn't want to create a scene in front of a huge crowd.

One mistake and I'll end up as tomorrow's sizzling headline. My life was complicated enough, I didn't want to add more burden to my miserable life by announcing to the world I was Mr. CEO's secret wife. 

Ace Carter Grayson, the man sitting like a demigod on the opposite chair in front of me, was a notorious playboy, gracing the front cover of illustrious magazines all over the country. 

Well-known in the business world, he came from an influential family and every soul in the country knew about his existence. 

He was perfect on all fronts, the exact description of every girl's dream husband, but to me—Ace was now my nightmare. 

"Please give me time, Ace. I'm doing everything I can. I promise I'll bear a son in time." I pleaded, swallowing my pride.

Leaving my husband is not something I wanted. I cherish and love him deeply. Ace and I have the power to work through our problems without resorting to divorce.

However, he has a different mindset. While I am grappling with ways to mend our relationship, he has thrown in the towel, and that is what pains me the most.

"Your plea will not work on me," Ace replied. He rose from his chair and cast me a frosty gaze—icy enough to freeze hell itself. "I can't go on like this. I'm tired of this relationship, tired of us." 

My jaw dropped to the marble floor.

I stared straight into his beautiful blue eyes, hoping that they would reflect the same pain I felt. However, I was wholly disappointed. His eyes were beautiful but blank, with no emotion in them. They reminded me of a cold hard statue.

Seeing his stoic expression was a crunchy wake-up slap. I realized how pathetic I'd been for begging someone like him to not leave me. 

Taking deep breaths, I reign in my emotions. When the chaos inside me subsided, I opened my mouth to speak but he  immediately cut me off.

"Whether you like it or not, I will file for divorce." He announced with clenched fists. "You're not gonna stop me. I wasted five years of my life with you and I cannot afford to waste more!"

My saintly self-control finally reached an abrupt end. 

Disgust flooded my insides and my hands began to tremble. My gaze pierced through him like a knife and he flinched in response.

I got up from my seat with the regal poise of a queen—ready to announce the beginning of a battle.

"If it's what you want then I'll give you the freedom you ask for. But I hope you won't come to regret this choice someday. Once something is given up, it may come with a price that cannot be reversed."

Without waiting for his response, I ripped off my wedding band from my finger and tossed it on top of the table where it rolled in circles before dropping to where the crimson stain was.

For years, I safeguarded the ring as a symbol of my commitment to care for him as my husband. However, in relinquishing the ring, I'm letting go of that promise. Henceforth, I am no longer his wife.

I looked at him and for once, felt nothing except hate as I wondered how could he tear apart in a minute what I've been trying to fix for years? He's cruel to end everything on our fifth wedding anniversary.

After one final glance at the look of surprise on his face, I marched out of the restaurant, hailed a cab and climbed inside.

I didn't cry when I'm safely inside the dimly lit cab, nor when I spotted the familiar figure of my soon-to-be ex-husband emerging from the upscale restaurant. 

I held back my tears as he chased after the fast-receding cab, possessed by a frenzy that led to futile pursuit. Eventually, he was left behind, gasping for breath, as the driver accelerated into the dimly-lit highway.

"To Saint Paul's Hospital please," I mumbled to the middle-aged man stoically seated on the driver's seat.

A weary sigh escaped my lips. I leaned on the backseat and shut my eyes tightly until I saw stars burst behind my eyelids.

It all felt surreal like a dream, but the mental and emotional exhaustion I felt served as proof that this couldn't be a dream after all.

I forced my eyes open and shifted my attention outside the window, blindly staring at the pitch-black, deserted highway, becoming more aware of how dark and empty my life had been. 

When the cab screeched against the cemented pavement and pulled into a stop did I become aware that I had reached my destination. I immediately clambered out of the cab and gently closed the door. 

The window of the car rolled down and the driver's head peeked from inside. "You forgot to pay." He said politely.

Color spread on my cheeks. I realized that a lot of thoughts had crowded my mind that I had forgotten about it. Without delay, I reached into my wallet, retrieved paper bills, and handed them to him.

"I'm sorry," I mumbled apologetically with a lopsided smile. 

The man fumbled for a change and handed it to me. "Please keep it." I told him.

The white exterior of the gigantic hospital greeted my vision when I looked up. My stomach lurched forward at the sight. I hated this place, but I was familiar with it. I spent countless nights here, watching over my mom.

Cold air hit me immediately as I walked along the cold, endless white hallways, causing me to shiver. My hands immediately curled underneath my breasts, providing myself with an inch of warmth.

I stopped at a familiar door, my face losing their color as my trembling fingers reached for the knob. A dozen possibilities invaded my thoughts, each worse than the next. 

What if I walked into the room and saw an empty bed? What if she lay there, not breathing? What if I had arrived too late? Countless scenarios raced through my mind, causing me to feel overwhelmed and on the verge of losing my sanity.

Tears raced down my cheeks before I knew it. I didn't cry when Ace asked for divorce, but when confronted with the possible loss of my mom, I lost it.

I hurriedly wiped wetness on my cheeks with the sleeve of my shirt. "Mom?" I called out after I opened the door, but there was no response. 

Panic leapt inside me as I stared at the empty hospital bed.

"M-mom? W-here are you? This isn't funny anymore.”

I felt frozen at that moment.

My legs quivered, and I felt my strength ebbing away, tears flowing in sync.

Was I too late? Is my mother gone?

A heart-wrenching sob escaped my lips as I rushed to the bed, running my hand over the crumpled sheets. They were cold, colder than the chill that shot through my spine. 

"Honey... Is that you?" A soft whisper broke through my thoughts. I jumped in response and ran to where the voice came from.

I found mom seated on the single sofa at the far corner of the room, her frail form leaning on the pillow behind her back.

"Mom!" I sobbed and wrapped her thin frame into my arms, feeling the comforting warmth of her body against my cold palms.

I nearly fainted from fear, imagining that she had succumbed to her battle with stage three cancer. 

My father had passed away years ago from a chronic illness, and I hadn't healed from that loss. The idea of losing my mother next filled me with an overwhelming sense of fear. I didn't think I could bear it.

"I-I thought! I-I thought you—" My tears gushed forth as I knelt in front of her. I could barely breathe while I held her in my arms. 

"I'm not going away, honey." She said softly as though she was able to read my thoughts. She gently brushed my hair with her thin fingers. "I will never leave you, even if I die I will always be your guardian angel." She added.

With those words, she made me cry even more. My arms tightened around her, fearing that she would disappear if I let her go.

I could handle losing my husband, but losing Mom would be like losing the air I breathe. She's the only one I have left, and losing her would be a loss from which I could never recover.

Mom held me tight as I wept. When my gaze shifted to her face, I caught the tears sparkling in her eyes but she didn't cry, she wanted me to see how strong she was in spite of her condition. 

I swallowed hard and pulled myself together. I could breathe a lot more freely now that I had cried out my hurt and anger with Mom's support.

"I don't want to see you crying, Phoenix," Mom whispered gently. "It hurts me to see your beautiful eyes filled with tears. I'll let you cry today, but next time, I won't allow it."

Mom lifted my chin, ensuring that our eyes met. She gently cradled my cheeks in her hands, with a look of love shining in her eyes as she studied my face. It was as if she was trying to memorize every detail. 

After a long moment of silence she finally spoke, her tone soft and comforting as she asked me the question I knew would emerge from her lips. "Did you and Ace have a fight?"

I swallowed deeply and pursed my lips into a thin line. Unwilling to answer the question, I held her wrinkled hands and wrapped them with my own. "We did not, Mom." I lied.

"Hmmm," she murmured skeptically. "You can't deceive me, Phoenix. Your eyes reveal the truth," she said, with a glimmer of understanding in her gaze.

Understanding that there was no point in hiding the truth from the woman who knew me best, I eventually revealed to her the events that unfolded at the restaurant and Ace's request for a divorce.

I waited for her to tell me I was crazy for begging my husband to stay but instead of criticizing me, my Mom looked at me with kindness and sympathy.

"You will never be happy unless you let go of the things that make you sad. While it will be difficult to move on, there's no use holding on to the love which wasn't yours anymore." Mom lifted her fingers and touched my face, that's when I realized tears were once again, drifting down my cheeks.

"I did it, Mom. I let him go because I can't hold onto something that has no chance of working out. I took a risk and it didn't turn out as I hoped, but at least I gave it a shot."

"You did the right thing honey, You're a strong woman and I'm proud of you." Mom's lips curved into a blissful smile that melted my heart. She tenderly caressed my messy hair while gently untangling the knots.

"Stop crying, you didn't lose anything tonight. Instead you regained your freedom and self-respect." She added, staring at my different coloured eyes with appreciation. My left eye was seagreen, while my right eye had the color of honey, a rare eye condition.

I got up from the floor, and gently lifted my Mom up from the sofa.

"It's late Mom, it's time for you to sleep. I'll be here to celebrate your birthday tomorrow."

She made no protests. Mom's body was so light that I had no difficulty transferring her from the sofa to the bed. It didn't take long for her to drift off to sleep. 

I listened to her soft snores and watched the steady rise and fall of her chest.

"I love you." I whispered and kissed her on the cheek. My lips stretched into a smile as I heard her respond 'I love you too' in her sleep. 

Sighing, I sat on the single sofa and reached for the guitar leaning against the wall. The guitar was my baby, it was a gift from Mom a year ago.

I strummed the strings, and a comforting warmth spread throughout me as I heard the magical sounds. I began to sing a soft, sad song of goodbye to the only man I ever loved, even if he wasn't here to listen. 

Moments later, I fell asleep, exhausted from the day's events. 

I dreamt of Ace and the life we could have had if he had loved me in return. However, my blissful dreams quickly turned into a nightmare when I was jolted awake by a frantic, loud yell.

"CODE BLUE - CODE BLUE - PATIENT ISN'T RESPONDING!" 

"Get the defibrillator!" The loud yell came from the doctor.

I felt like I had been drenched with an ice-cold bucket of water in the face, jolting me out of my trance as I stood up.

Hurried footsteps echoed inside the room, and the medical staff crowded around my Mom's bed.

"Mom!!!" I gasped in fear, rooted to the spot and unable to move.

I could not see her because of the medical staff, but I could hear the soft beeping of the heart monitor. Then, the soft beeps became one continuous beep. I stared blankly at the monitor, paralyzed with fear as I saw a flat line forming.

It felt like my own heart stopped beating.

A nurse arrived with the defibrillator, and they were trying their best to revive her. But their faces were grim, they knew the chances of her living were slim.

"Be prepared for the worst," One of the doctors said regrettably, and my heart dropped to the floor and shattered into a thousand pieces.

I captured mom's frail hands, clinging to them desperately, calling her name over and over again as though I could will her to continue fighting.

Mom was thin, her sagging skin clung to her thin bones. It was heartbreaking to see her like this, but it would crush my heart more if she died like a withered plant right in front of my eyes.

"Please don't do this to me, Mom." I pleaded over and over again until I could no longer hear my voice. At last, my strength faded and I collapsed on the floor.

The nurses grabbed me by the arms and helped me get up. "Calm down," One of the nurses said. "You have to be strong in times like this." 

Meanwhile, I saw the doctors swarm around my mother, trying once again to save her.

I anxiously waited outside her room, unable to bear watching as the doctor worked to save her. At that moment, all I could do was hope that she would be alright.

I decided to make my way to the hospital's tiny chapel to pray for God's mercy.

"Please don't take her yet, Lord, it's her birthday today." I sobbed. I collapsed on the wooden bench with tears drifting down my cheeks like a waterfall.

"I understand that you will eventually take her from me, but please grant me more time to cherish her. I have not yet expressed my gratitude for all she has done in raising me. I want to take her to the places she has always wanted to visit and share delicious meals together. Take Ace if you must, but spare my Mom."

I remained kneeling at the altar until the pressure on my knees became unbearable. I rose to my feet and used the sleeve of my shirt to dry my cheeks.

I retraced my steps back to my mother's hospital room with unsteady steps, terrified that I would be welcomed by Mom's cold, unfeeling body.

Thankfully, God had decided to listen to my desperate prayers. I saw my Mom lying on the bed, breathing weakly but she's alive.

The heart monitor had a steady beep. I ran towards her and hugged her tightly, tears soaking my lashes. My body was slumped over her chest.

"Your mother's condition has stabilized for now."

The doctor's news filled my chest with relief. God is good, he listened to my prayers. I nearly leapt forward to hug him in delight, but stopped myself before I could embarrass myself.

"Thank you." I told him, swallowing hard to stop myself from breaking into grateful sobs.

The doctor smiled in response and laid a gentle hand on my shoulders. "You need to take good care of yourself. You can't afford to get sick while looking after your mother." He reminded me with concern before he left to check on the other patients.

When he was gone, I went to the bathroom to freshen up. As I stared at my own reflection in the bathroom mirror, all I could feel was shame.

I almost didn't recognize myself. I was a shell of the beautiful woman I used to be.

My long thick hair that Ace used to love was tangled and frizzy, it laid flat on my scalp, making me look dull and lifeless.

Without makeup on, I didn't look like a natural beauty. In fact, I looked like a reanimated corpse, with my haggard expression and deathly complexion. The only color on my face were my dark eye circles, due to my lack of sleep.

I had been worried over my Mom's condition and trying to make Ace happy, I hadn't been able to sleep peacefully for months. 

My clothes were unsightly. They looked so unfashionable that even my own mother once told me my own grandmother would be even embarrassed to wear it in public. 

I sighed and looked away from my pathetic reflection, wondering if it was my physical appearance that drove my husband away. 

Who would want an ugly wife like you? You're weak and incapable. My brain whispered maliciously, crushing what was left of my self-confidence into smithereens. 

The mean voice in my brain sounded suspiciously like Angela's, Ace's secretary. She was always hanging around Ace, making snide comments about me in his presence.

Ace never bothered to defend me. I should have seen the divorce coming a mile away. Come to think of it, were he and Angela involved? Was that why he wanted a divorce? To be with her for good? 

I shook my head as I made my way back to Mom's bedside, watching the rhythmic rise and fall of her chest as she slept. There was no time to dwell on negative thoughts. I told myself that it doesn't matter if Ace doesn't want me. I have my mother and that's more than enough.

—
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It was early morning when I kissed Mom goodbye and hurriedly left the hospital. Time was of the essence, I needed to leave early to sneak into the Greyson Mansion to retrieve my belongings while my soon-to-be ex-husband was at work. 

I didn't have my car with me and I decided to take a cab. 

When I arrived at my destination, I told the servants to not inform Ace that I came to take my things. I didn't want him to know I came back, even if it was for a good reason.

I gathered all my belongings together, preparing to pack them all in my large suitcase. I purposely left the gifts Ace gave me in the past behind. I didn't care if it was a box of priceless jewelry, limited edition branded bags or customized designer shoes, I didn't want any hint of him in my new life.

I was so absorbed in packing that I almost didn't hear the sound of a woman's laughter echoing through the mansion. It could have been a helper, but then I heard Ace's voice too, along with the sound of hurried footsteps.

A deep frown instantly formed on my forehead as I heard them talking cheerfully.

The woman's voice sounds familiar - as though I had heard it many times in my head. Could it be her? 

Angered, I sat on the edge of my marriage bed. I held my breath in surprise. Why was Ace here? He should be at work! I knew his work schedule, and he had never lazed around at home in the morning.

A nagging curiosity got over me, I had to know what he was doing at home. I turned on the eighty-inch flat screen TV in my bedroom - it was connected to the CCTV. I could spy on my husband and the mysterious woman.

It was Angela. The laughing woman was Angela. My heart fell to the floor and shattered yet again. My worst fears have come to life - my husband was indeed having an affair with her! 

I was on the verge of breaking down but I held myself, willing myself to calm down. It could be a misunderstanding. They could be meeting here for work. They could be happy because of work.

I continued to watch in silence. 

With my heart in my throat, I watched as they entered the kitchen to take an expensive wine from the cellar. I bit my tongue in surprise. My husband had forbidden me to even touch a single bottle, but now he was willing to open and serve it to another woman?

I increased the television volume to better eavesdrop on them. 

"You look good today." Ace said, eyeing Angela, his secretary. His eyes sparkled with admiration as he took a sip from his wine glass.

The sight hurt me beyond description. He never once looked at me like that, that look he gave her was tender and it made my heart ache with jealousy.

"That dress makes you look beautiful. You wore it better than the models I saw on the runways."

His compliment gave me another harsh wake-up slap. Ace never gave me a compliment before, even after five years of marriage!

"Thank you," Angela responded, taking a demure sip of her wine. She batted her eyes in mischief as she gently bit on the bottom of her scarlet lips, shooting a coy look over her wine glass.

She was out to seduce him! I was furious that I wanted to rip that smile off her lips, but there's nothing I could do except continue to watch the unfolding drama.

Ace set his wineglass aside and strolled towards her. His muscular arms slithered around her tiny waist, pulling her closer to him until their bodies touched, until nothing could pass between them, not even air.

"I'm afraid your wife will see us, Ace." Angela warned, gently pushing him away. But Ace held her firmly.

"It doesn't matter," he replied. "I asked her for a divorce and she agreed." 

Angela smiled triumphantly and her eyes lit up like fireworks on the fourth of July. "You did?" 

"Yes."

"I'm so happy," She exclaimed, clinging to his neck like a delighted child. "You're a saint for staying with a woman like her for a long time! I've always wondered how you could bear to stay married to her all these years. She's not even pretty, with her eye bags and pale lips. The clothes she wears are way old-fashioned! She's too unsuitable as your wife." 

My cheeks turned beet red from all the insults. I felt humiliated.

"Let's not talk about her, Angela."

"But I want to know more about her." she insisted maliciously. 

"Was she good in bed? I'm curious?"

My fist curled into a tight ball. The secretary's angelic name does not suit her one bit. She was a snake in sheep's clothing.

He shrugged his shoulders. "You probably don't want to hear about boring stuff, so I suggest you stop asking."

A soft chuckle escaped Angela's lips and she pulled him closer. I watched in horror as their lips touched.

My heart crumbled to the floor and shattered into millions of shards as I watched him kiss her passionately, with no signs of stopping anytime soon.

The ringing in my ears grew louder, and I realized that if I stayed there, I might do something I'd regret for the rest of my life.

I shakily turned the TV off, unable to watch any longer. Lugging my heavy suitcase behind me, I hurriedly left the room. 

I ran out of the gates, my emotions raging in me. I felt like a volcano ready to erupt at any moment. I had no clue of my destination - I didn't care where my feet took me. As long as I'm far away from this hell hole that's the Greyson mansion, anywhere else is fine.

My worst fears were confirmed—my husband was having an affair with his secretary.

I crossed the street absentmindedly, immersed in a storm of thoughts. The constant honking of cars
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