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Marcus felt immensely guilty. “I'm soIry,
Sabbie, I'm sorry, you..you should get your
sleep. We'll talk at work tomorrow.” With
that, he immediately ended the call.

'On this end, Sabrina had fallen into her

~ husband's arms. She placed her phone back

on top of the bedside drawer and pouted
angrily. “Sebastian! I hate you! You knew it
was a call from my cousin; if you don'’t

want to answer, just hang up. But you
insisted on answering! And after you did,
you didn't allow me to talk to him! Why are

.l, h;.Y°“ doing this!”
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d presse_d _her'b’eneath hun.

He was unreasonable. Very, very,
unreasonable. As long as he saw her
talking to a man, chatting with him, then
he would punish her when she came home.

“Dear..." she whined. “This afternoon in
your office, we already...”

\“Are you doubting your husband'’s
_ stamina?" he asked her coldly.

Sabrina:

But that night was not as terrible as she
imagined. He had plenty of ways to torture
her. Sometimes, he would play hard-to-get,
hunger marketing, all sorts of different

- methods that she could never defend




is the real you?”

~ Sabrina did not get angry at his words. She

" laid her head in the crook of her arm,
berating him gently. “How can you be so
evil?”

To his ears, even this sentence of hers
made him feel like he was going to drown
in her charms. He could not stay with her

“ in their bedroom any longer. Otherwise, he
would definitely be taking leave again for
the morning.

He jumped out of bed like a carp jumping
out of a pond then pulled her up too, saying
to her gently, “I forbid you from wearing
tight suits or heels today because they don’
t suit your body. You can only wear baggy

clothes made out of pure cotton and white
s 3




Aino who had just woken up.

"Wow, mom, you look like you are my sister.

“You little rascal' What are you talking
about!"

N
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_ "Mommy, didn't you notice? You are
dressed like a schoolgirl today."

it ” t notxce the resemblance herself.
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