ned d VIOC '
arket and boug |
ants specially for Westley.

When Sophie saw her with the bag, she was

puzzled. She asked, "Gabrielle, why did you
come back with such a big bag of food items?
1 have ordered them this morning.”

"There's no problem about that, Sophie. This
one is specially for Westley tonight,” she
replied with a smile plastered on her face.
Gabrielle carried the things she had bought
into the kitchen. =

It took Sophie a few seconds to process what
Gabrielle had told her before she ran after her
happily. "Gabrielle, do you mean Mr. Morris
will come here for dinner?" she asked with
enthusiasm.

Gabrielle paused for some seconds and
smiled again. "I think he may come," she
replied hopefully.

In reality, she wasn't completely sure why he
| had hung up the phone that way. 'Did he
| agree to come back for dinner or not?' she

ed herself silently.




d

vou, Gabrielle. 1 will be

bout that, Il help you make a [UESE
ful dinner." Sophie was visibly .

“Sophie, I'll be the one to cook the dinner for
| “him. That's what I promised him. I just need
| you to tell me how his taste is and how he
B jikes his meals," she said seriously.

Of course, Sophie was willing to do just that.
| "Don't worry your head too much, Gabrielle.
Mr. Morris 1s not very picky about food, and
he has no allergies. As long as the food 1s

delicious, he's fine with it."
‘As long as it is delicious!” Gabrielle thought.

This was the highest requirement and also
the most difficult thing.

Her cooking skills were just average, sO it
might be a little bit difficult to reach the kind
of taste that her husband wanted.

 Be that as it might, she decided to give it a
try since there was no harm in trying.




* Morris, will you come back for dinner

ght? Your wife bought you a large bag of

- ingredients and said she would cook
“dinner for you by herself."

" Her delight didn't have any effect on Westley.
"] hope she doesn't burn down the kitchen,"

he said indifferently. =

"How can that be possible, Mr. Morris?
Gabrielle is a person who may know how to
cook and even cook well. I saw how she
cleaned up the weeds In the garden very well.
" She was willing to trust Gabrielle.

"Sophie, you should understand that cleaning
up the mess in the garden is different from
burning up the kitchen.” Westley still didn't
believe that his wife could cook and he
wasn't even ready to agree with what Sophie

was saying.

| "Mr. Morris, please don't say that in front of
her. She would be very disappointed. 1 will
keep an eye on her. Just make sure you come
early tonight," she reminded him

25,3% W 65%
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er some time, Jonas came OVer, followed
losely by Alexis.

"Westley, you're going too far with this. Why
didn't you tell us, your brothers that you
were going to get married? Why didn't you
Eell us that you changed your bride
temporarily?" Alexis jokingly asked Westley.

| “There is nothing to share with you, Alexis.
' Besides, you aren't supposed to be back until
next month. Why did you come back ahead
of time?" Westley asked, raising his

eyebrows.

Last month, there was a new project he was
working on in another city, and he had only
| been there for a few days. It was novel.

"How dare you say that? If Jonas hadn't told

“me that you were married, [ wouldn't have

known it. Why the secrecy? 50 1 came back
urpose to see who your wife is. So tell
hose daughter is she?"




4 abrielle was just an adopted '
hter of the Jones family and so, there
was nothing to be curious about.

"It's not something worth celebrating.
There's no need for everyone to be informed, §
" he said coldly. L

To him, he just married her to make Miley
happy. He was abandoned by Nellie, his bride
before marriage, which was a very shameful
thing, so he would not want to tell anyone

about it.

"Okay, okay. It's fine. I don't mind if you
keep a low profile and keep your marriage a
secret. But as your good friend, can [ see your

wife?" Alexis proposed.

"Yes. Can't we meet her already?" Jonas
supported him.

"“There is no need to see her. It's not
necessary," he refused bluntly.

“Okay, I won't see her today. But [ came back
‘because of you. Let's have dinner together




Jonas said with a sneer on

You don't have to go. I'll eat with Alexis,"
‘Westley said as he took a brief look at Jonas,
which pissed him off.

I "Westley, did you say that on purpose?”
Jonas was angry and this showed in the way

he looked at Westley.

"I'm not in the mood to argue with you,
Jonas. Book a restaurant, Alexis,” Westley

said, looking at Alexis.

"But then again, don't you need to go back to
be with your wife?" Alexis asked as he
hesitated to book the restaurant.

"No!" he yelled. "She will eat by herself when
I'm not there," he concluded.

In that case, Alexis felt that there was
nothing more he could say.

Westley knew that his wife was going to
dinner for him, but he didn't go back
purpose so that he could spite her. He

A2 D0 i AR%



al?' he
ds. T s she e
jittle woman is so bold that if I don't |
er a lesson, she won't learn, ' he
1t to himself.

Rlexis booked a place in one of the.
restaurants which were part of his numerous
properties. In this way, they could continue
| to drink even after dinner and no one would

be able to disturb them.

They waited for Westley to finish up with his
work before they went to have dinner
together. At the same time, they also called

Remy to join them.

He was the last to arrive. After they entered
the private room, all the dishes were served.
He sat down next to Westley and took out an
ointment from his pocket and gave it to him.

"Take it back for Gabby. She needs to use it
| to get rid of the scars on her face," Remy told
Westley. As Gabrielle's doctor, he was
responsible for removing the scars on her
lace. @

looked at the ointment with .i M
76.7% m65% |



vardly, he was very happy. 'Could it be
it is because I called her Gabby that

him jealous and upset?’ he thought
deeply. 1

*This is a good sign, ' he mused.

"Aren't you going back home tonight? You
can give it to her when you go back,” Remy

said that on purpose.

"Who said I'm going back tonight?" he asked,
looking at Remy sternly. "I won't go back
until I am drunk, okay?" he said lightly.

Jonas and Alexis sensed that something was

wrong.

'Did the newly married couple fight?' they
asked each other as they gave themselves
puzzled looks.

It was indeed a temporary marriage. How
could they be happy?
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e, what's wrong?" she asked.

Gabrielle, is Westley at home? Did he do
anything to you?" Lance asked, his tone was
urgent and full of concern.

Gabnelle smiled slightly hearing his tone. She
"' felt both sorrowful and thankful that there
was someone worrying about her. "Lance,
Westley hasn't come back home yet, but he is
not as terrible as you think. You can be
assured that he won't do anything to me."

In fact, these words were solely for Lance not
to worry about her. After all, she was the
only person who knew Westley well and how
terrible he could be.

. "Really? He won't do anything to you?" Lance

- asked, a hint of doubt was evident in his

| voice. He found it hard to believe Gabrielle's

| words since judging from Westley's words on

the phone, the man was really angry and

Lance knew that he wouldn't let Gabrielle get
y easily.

brutally abused the two |



he sturdy on@ﬁ like them
wever, they were wrong as they got |
jefeated. They must have gotten the lesson
by now that the more gentle and harmless
‘one looked, the more skillful he could be.

-

Lance cleverly used this psychological fact to ,‘!;
defeat them and that was how he managed Jl
to take the electric baton from the bodyguard

so effortlessly.

"\Westley won't do anything to me. After all,
I'm only a woman. No matter how temble he
is he wouldn't hurt a woman. Gabrielle
tried to explain, comforting herself at the

same time.

However, although Westley didn't beat a
woman directly, he had thousands of ways to
torture a woman. He used the harshest words
that could stab one's heart repeatedly and he
could also torment her in bed with many
methods until she couldn't endure anymore.

At the thought of this, Gabrielle's legs and
| feet instantly became weak. She thought that
Westley really deserved his mighty figure. He§

s a domineering man in his clothes, but a |
: 11.7% W) 65%




me. I'll hel Wu teach him
verly." i'i‘r - was being serious; his voice -
ried a hint of chilling murderous tone as if
e was determined to punish whoever dared
Lo hurt Gabrielle.

Gabrielle was tired of everything. She didn't
want to drag innocent people into her
| problems anymore, especially Lance, who
wanted to protect her at all costs, because
she was aware that anyone who offended
Westley would have a bad ending. She was
sincerely afraid that Lance would get hurt
because of her. "Lance, listen to me. It would
be the best if you don't interfere in my life

anymore."”
"Gabrielle, I..."

“Lance, I know that you are good to me, but
it's a matter between me and Westley. 1 you
get involved too much, it won't help me but
you will make him angrier instead. It's
already quite troublesome with the Jones
f.f.lamily [ don't want to get the Carter family
n @lved in this as well, okay?" Gabrielle




._ ﬁanve to tell me, I n
 help you. It doesn't matter if |
er family gets involved," Lance said in a
stern voice, his tone determined. =

She knew that it was the responsibility she
couldn't take if Carter family got involved 1n
‘her affairs. Despite Lance being the successor
' of Carter family, Wendy would never let
| Carter family and Lance be implicated by
Gabrielle in any way. She absolutely couldn't
afford to offend Carter family in her current
state where she had a handful of problems

already.

T know, Lance. Don't mention the matter of
beating bodyguards today, and don't provoke
Westley," Gabrielle couldn't help reminding
him. She knew that it was the time to be
" cautious about everything.

| Today, when Lance took the initiative to
_provoke Westley on the phone, it really
- scared Gabrielle.

ce is truly bold. Isn't he afraid that
ey would kill him?' Gabrielle thought.
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don't let yourself be wronged." -
he only thing that Lance could tell

If possible, he wanted to take Gabrielle away

from Westley. He didn't deserve her anyway.
1

"Okay, bye." Gabrielle hung up the phone
_ directly.

Suddenly, she thought of what Macy had told
her about the retribution Mr. Smith received.
Her curiosity rose and she wanted to confirm
it. So, she opened the campus website and
found that there was indeed a notice of

penalty for Mr. Smith.

| Mr. Smith had been expelled from the school,
" and the girls who had been hurt by him were
| found and asked to cooperate in testifying
together in court. In that case, he would be

- seriously sentenced. 7

Gabrielle didn't feel any sympathy for Mr.
h. He deserved it.




with her phone for a while,
becked the time and found that it was time
o go downstairs to clean up the ingredients
and prepare the meal.

" When she arrived at the kitchen, Sophie was
already waiting for her there. She had put the
ingredients she brought back on the table
neatly. When she saw Gabrielle come in, she

| immediately smiled with delight.

"Gabrielle, you came downstairs so early. In
fact, if you are tired, you can have a rest in
the room. I'll clean the ingredients
beforehand and you can cook them." Seeing
Gabrielle's weary appearance, Sophie knew
that she was not in a good mood. She was
| worried about her so, she offered her help.

| “Sophie, I'm fine. I'll handle it myself. You
' can go out and have a rest first." Gabrielle
Politely rejected the older woman's help. In
fact, Gabrielle didn't like to be disturbed
when she was cooking by herself. She found

ure and tranquility in cooking alone

A




11st _.E!c'tinn.

Gabrielle, let me work here as a helper for
ou," Sophie requested. Taking a look at the
food on the table, Sophie found that it was
enough for four dishes. It was a little bit of a
work for Gabrielle to cook alone.

| “Sophie, it's really okay. If you help me here,
[ wouldn't be able to do well," Gabrielle
rejected again softly. She didn't want to hurt
Sophie's kindness. After all, she had been
with her in Half Moon Bay these days and

treated her as her daughter.

“Okay, I see. Then, Gabrielle, you can stay n
the kitchen and do your own work. If you
need anything, you can always call me. I'll be
in the yard to water the flowers and plants.”
Knowing what Gabrielle meant, Sophie left

‘ the kitchen.

' The flower shop had sent the flowers they
| ordered this morning, and the workers were
asked to help them plant the flowers. So, it
Sophie feel much more relaxed since
idn't have to plant the flower seeds by
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© familiar with the kitchen,
cutting vegetables with a knife. !

Sure  enougl . while cutting them, she
entally scraped her hand. It was not a
big cut, but a few blood beads came out
immediately. Gabrielle rushed over, and
‘pulled a few pieces of tissue to wipe it. After
she pressed it for a while, it stopped

- bleeding.

- Gabrielle looked at the wound and made sure
it was not bleeding anymore. Then, she took
| off the tissue and continued to chop

j vegetables.

| Despite being careful again and again, she
still got two or three wounds. Yet, she didn't

" bother to stop at all and at the last attempt,
she cut her little finger a bit seriously. Blood
flowed and the knife fell to the ground with a
clang. u

T
Y




er injury.

Gabrielle, are you all right? What should 1 do? |

There's so much blood. I think I'll need to |

send you to the hospital now! How about I Wi

~call Remy over..." '
1t

Although Gabrielle was In slight pain,
definitely wasn't enough to fetch Remy OVer.

"Sophie, 1s there a medicine cabinet at
home?" Gabrielle was keeping a much cooler

head than Sophie.

"Yes there is one at home. I'll find it for you.
" Sophie hurried out of the room.

After having lived here for a few days, Sophie
" had become very familiar with the house. She
| knew exactly where everything was and
could find it easily.

‘Soon, Sophie came back with a white box
containing a family medical kit. However,
vhen she looked at Gabrielle's hand now, she
| it was not bleeding as profusely as

N No Wmyas% |



‘and did as sh
surface of her hand, Sophie unearthed
> Wou 1d and applied the hemostatic agent

“Gabrielle, the cut is a little serious. We will
need to apply some ointment to stop it from
‘bleeding more. How did you get so many
' cuts?" After Sophie cleaned up all the blood
on Gabrielle's hand, she found that there
were three or four small cuts, which had
been far more difficult to spot under all that

blood.

"It doesn't matter. I just used these knives.
But I guess they aren't very suitable for me. If
I use them enough, I'll be more familiar with
them and probably won't get hurt again,’
Gabrielle explained stiffly, knowing how
bizarre and farfetched her explanation
sounded.

"No, let me prepare the dishes, now. If you
‘hurt your hand again.."

-

b4

ie, I'm fine. I've promised Westley 1114
inner for him, and [ want to honor my |
. 18.2% m65% |




such a large patch of weeds
ave been cleared by her hands.

"Alright, I'll help you from the sidelines,
though. I'm afraid you'll get hurt again.” As
she took a step back, Westley's words flashed
| across Sophie's mind inexplicably. She was

afraid that if it went on like this, Gabrielle

might really burn the kitchen down.

Sophie was right to feel nervous.

"Sophie, I won't get hurt again. I've already

cut all the ingredients that I needed. I just
need to cook them, now." Gabrielle tried to

comfort Sophie in a soothing voice.

Sophie nodded for her sake, but was still
doubtful and it showed. "Okay I have an idea.
How about you stand aside and tell me how
to do it? I don't think it'll be too convenient
or practical to cook with your hand bound

up : n

ul't my left hand, not the right one. It
sn't matter at all. Also, Sophie, when you [l
27.2% ) 65% |




have prom1sed Wes'tleyhl |
my pre omise," Gabrielle said seriously.

W ell Mr. Morris will understand what you !
‘mean. He'll definitely feel your kindness and '!
love towards him." Sophie explicitly
expressed her beliefs out loud.

‘t

Love?

That was not true at all. How could Gabrielle
love Westley? She probably hated him

instead.

However, Gabrielle didn't want to break the
happy reverie that Sophie seemed to be 1n.

"Hey, Sophie, the blood has stopped. LJould
you wrap the gauze around 1t now?
Gabrielle looked at her hand and found that
it was not bleeding anymore.

 "How about we call Remy? The wound will

! get infected if it is not properly treated.”
@ﬁphle feared  that  her  first-aid
administration wouldn't be up to the mark, |
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Okay, let me do the bandage for you."
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Sophie bandaged well. The old maid had, ‘ i
‘after all, been trained by the Morris family. " P i
" They were all very proficient with the way HEIETE.——
b they handled things and people.

e

| So she bandaged very beautiful.

One look at it and Gabrielle was indeed very
satisfied. "Thank you for bandaging my
wound, Sophie. Well, I guess, you cah leave
the kitchen now, and leave me to cook."

wplease don't try and pretend to be strong,
| like you always do! Just call me if you need
| help, okay?" Sophie said with concern. 1

"I will, Sophie."

ie left kitchen with the medicine box.
hen immediately sent a message 10

I e el
L T



o .

y the time he saw the message, he had ‘ iy
already had dinner at the club. | [V s
j | g
:':+ had checked his phone only when Alvin '\

had tried to reach him for another matter. |

| ! " ".",'_:

P e
B The message had been sent one and half S
hours ago. After reading what Sophie said, he T

did not seem to be moved, as he resisted the
urge to show his emotions on his face.

Four wounds might have been cut when
Gabrielle had been cutting vegetables,
'\ perhaps, but was she also going to drain her
' blood to fry the vegetables?

5_ 'T don't know if the blood has been drained o1
if the kitchen has been burnt!' Westley

wondered.

AT
e

rever, deep down, he didn't feel genuine
t this incident occurred. Instead, he
limself tensing up and feeling uneasy.



elle a fool? 2

2} Westley?" Remy took a '
at Westley and saw the serious and

erned look on his face.

|
N Jothing. It's okay. Keep eating." Westley
L kept his phone on the table and resumed

| '_pi:cking up his food with chopsticks.

Although Remy was confused, he decided to
leave it. He poured some wine into his glass

with a smile.

"“Remy, don't drink too much here. We're still
| going to another place after this for more
" dinks. and then you can indulge as much as
| you want,” Jonas teased.

| Remy put down the wine and served a bowl
~of soup for Westley. "Wow, you're so angry.
Here, relax and have some soup to calm

Remy know Westley was feeling
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| " don't need soup." Westley puéhéd the bowl

aside. &
look

"I'm a doctor. Trust me. You
be

preoccupied and down. There must
something that's really bothering you. I think
it's a good idea to eat this soup,” Remy

persuaded him seriously.

"No thank you, I don't lack nutritionists. Eat
some yourself." Westley cast a cold glance at

him.

. T!I.fé-
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as right—which irritated Westley. He
as worried that he had been absent while
abrielle had cut her hand.

But he would never admit it. He ensured
‘hlmself that it was none of his business if
| Gabrielle had cut her hand. If anything, she

' deserved it.

| Westley still failed to understand why she
had been pretending to cook when she didn't
even know how to, in the first place. Was she

trying to apologize to him, or poison him?

"Remy, please don't provoke Westley. He's
going to feel worse than he already 1s,
somehow. If it goes on like this, would you
still want to eat?" Jonas tried to persuade

him.
Remy smiled. "Let him be."

Westley refused to admit that something was
on his mind. He was angry, sure, but he was
- unwilling to admit it. That was Westley.

cannot compare a married man's
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exis stoppe d immediately.

.

the private room, which evidently belonged
to Alexis. |
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After dinner, they went upstairs to drink in i

Back at the villa, Sophie came into the
kitchen from time to time to supervise

" Gabrielle while she continued to cook. At last,
Gabrielle had completed the arduous task by
herself. However, she had been waiting for
Westley from six o'clock, and it was nearing
eight o'clock now. He was still not back yet,
and Gabrielle couldn't even reach him.

Sophie also grew anxious, but she didn't dare
call Westley. He had been so cold on the
phone before, and then he hadn't even
bothered to reply after she had sent the
message about Gabrielle's injury. It looked
like that he wasn't going to make it to Half
Moon Bay tonight.

.‘Ijh_ie felt a pang of sympathy towards
Ge Et’:lle as she looked at the gauze on her

11.6% ) 65%



brielle didn't stir. She just stared at the
cold dishes on the table. She began to feel
foul as she accepted that Westley wouldn't
come tonight and he wouldn't see what she
‘had done for him. He wouldn't thank her.

' How could she have thought that a quick
meal would make up for the fact that Lance

. fought against the bodyguards? It was more
complicated than that.

Sure enough, she was too naive and
innocent.

“It's all right, Sophie. I'll wait a little longer.
Just past eight o'clock is still early. Maybe
Westley has just finished work and 1s on his
way back." Gabrielle smiled at Sophie, but
there was an undeniable bitterness in her
words and emotions.

- Sophie understood where Gabrielle was
, coming from. But she didn't know what to
{ say. As far as she knew, Westley would arrive
‘ahead of time if he cared enough.

I
o
i
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though, made Sophie sad.

‘"Gabrielle, how about..."

- "Sophie, why don't you go back to your room
| to take a shower and have a rest? I'll wait for
him. If he doesn't come back at ten o'clock,
I'll eat and go to sleep, okay?" Gabrielle bore
the bitterness in her heart and insisted that

Sophie return to her quarters.

H e
| |-

What else could Sophie say, or do? She had
no choice but to listen to her. "Well, okay, I'll

go back to my room now. Call me if you need
anything."

As soon as Sophie left, Gabrielle dropped all
pretenses and the smile disappeared off her
face. She took a deep breath, took out hel
phone and obsessively checked it for
messages. Finally, she clicked on Westley's
phone number and her thumb hovered it.
 She didn't have the courage to call him, and
she was afraid that it would only make him
' h'm’ more if she urged him or disturbed

| 37.9% W} 65% |




s worse th.a.t he wasn't mﬁ

it had proved that all this, including her, had
been nothing but a joke in Westley's heart.

-.-Mvin arrived at the club at half-past nine.
| Westley stood up, ready to leave.

| "Hey, Westley, you just had a few drinks. Are

you going already?" Jonas poured wine for all
of them. He thought it strange, that Westley
was leaving while his coat still lay on the

back of the sofa.

“Who told me that he wouldn't leave until he
got drunk tonight?”’

"I got something." Westley had always been
private about his own affairs, and tried to put
on an indifferent air about them.

Of course he had to leave if he had
. something else to do.

"What's the matter? Is it work? You said that
Morris Group operates well without you.
- would never stop drinking before we

< 52.0% W 65%
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 He couldn't hurt W stley
it there was nothing stopping '.

from _,?.'miliating him and putting him
down for her.

“up've told you already! This is the difference
 petween a married man and an unmarried
one. Why don't we just allow Westley to g0
" back to his beloved wife?" Alexis knew that
the reason Jonas treated Westley the way he
did. 1t all had to do with the ignorant girl,

Carol.

She had put everything on the line—
including her classes and education—and
had come directly to Westley to take her
place as a substitute bride. Little did she
know that Westley had already married
another beautiful woman and was currently
hiding her. |

| “I'll treat you next time." Westley gladly took
| Alexis's leeway of letting him leave, and so
" he vanished as soon as he said that.

vin was waiting downstairs. As soon as he
Westley, he rushed and opened the car




‘someone had upset Mr. Morris,

ng to his early departure. Unfortunately
&

, he was Mr. Morris's punching bag.

- »

It's really not easy to be a special assistant.
Being around and working for the king, is like

always accompanying a tiger. It's sO
unpredictable...’

"Mr. Morris, shall we go back to the Vineyard
Villa?" Alvin quickly got in the car and

started it.

"Half Moon Bay." After saying these words,
Westley closed his eyes and leaned his head
back on the headrest. He didn't want to utter

another word.

Alvin took the hint, not daring to ask any
more questions. He drove fast.

| Half Moon Bay. Alvin didn't expect Mr. Morris

- to leave early in order to see Gabrielle. It was

@od sign. Yesterday, he had taken the cake
and today, he had left his social activities

Ay, Alvin didn't believe that Mr. Morris had
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t out of the car and frowned. The '

was well-lit, but there was Nno sign of life,
'sign of the woman who had "cooked for

im" rushing out to welcome him home. Did

go to bed early?

y
L

"He knew it. She was not sincere. 1

Or had she lost too much blood, and had to
be rushed to hospital?

fhe horrible idea popped up in Westley's
" mind and he quickened his pace towards the

t willa. 2




Weﬁﬂey s car enter the YM&.- 1

n excited expression ‘painted her face when
e saw b nT "You're finally here, Mr. Morris. |
'e]le fell asleep while waiting for you. I pll |

s her up immediately.” N

\Wit's fine. There's no need to wake her, ’
Sophie. You can return to your sleep," he

| politely interjected.

After looking at Westley and the sleeping
Gabrielle, Sophie suddenly had an 1dea of
what was going on between the two.

it seemed that Westley wanted to wake
Gabrielle by himself. Since he already arrived,
Sophie didn't want to ruin the sweet moment

between them.

| Gabrielle probably guessed correctly. Westley
“had something important to do which was
- why he came home late.

r tacit understanding was proof that they




ndage .rnpped around three of her
ingers. He grew anxious at how careless the
woman in front of him was.

"Her pinky finger has the most serious injury, t
Mr. Morris. There was a lot of bleeding. She
also refused to call Dr. Davis despite my

* advice." When she noticed that he was

staring at the injuries in Gabrielle's hand,
Sophie felt that an explanation was necessary
so that he wouldn't worry too much about

her.

But unlike what Sophie suspected, Westley
showed no signs of anxiousness. Instead, he
stared at her with indifferent eyes.

“Yeah. She's a clumsy woman. No one else is
to blame except for her if she cut off all of
- her fingers." Suddenly, he furrowed his
- eyebrows out of anger. He suspected that
Gabrielle might just be pretending to be
injured in front of him.




"Mr. Morris, about Gabrielle—"

"You can return to your room, Sophie,"
interjected in a cold tone.

As such, Sophie sealed her lips, turned
~ around, and headed to her room.

Meanwhile, Westley stayed in the dining
room while quietly staring at Gabrielle. The
poor girl must be too exhausted that the
conversation beside her didn't wake her up.

‘Gabrielle!" he called out in a cold voice as
his indifferent eyes looked down at her.

However, Gabrielle remained asleep with no
signs of waking up.

"Gabrielle!"

~ "Why i.s it so loud? I'm sleeping," she
| complained while gesturing to keep quiet.

She had no idea what the fuss was about. It
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However, Westley immediately returned to
his senses. Her soft voice felt like music to
his ears. He thought that his accusations

were wrong.

| "Yiake up, Gabrielle." It seemed that he was
annoyed by how her aura affected him. As
such, his voice became louder.

"Ii/hy are you so loud? Are you the devil? I'm
exhausted. Please let me rest for a while,
she said while waving her hand at him,
telling him to go away. Then, her hand fell to
his arms and grabbed 1t.

- Out of nowhere, she pinched him hard. 2

- “What the—" Surprised, he had no words for
What she just did. He stared at her hand that
as pinching him while thinking, "This girl is

deml"'

ugh she was asleep, Gabrielle still



“brielle!" As his patience ran out, Westley

ched her small pinkish ear. He playfully
‘caressed it. The soft sensation felt addicting
“for him as he couldn't let go of it.

"Bryce, stop playing with my ear." Gabrielle
| patted the hand pinching her ear. When
Bryce was still young, he usually pinched her
ear whenever she was asleep on the table. He
would even pinch her ear when waking her
in the morning. Since she was used to

pinching, she grew rather sensitive about it.
4

However, Westley loosened his grip when she
called him Bryce. A frown painted his face as
he realized that she was dreaming about
Bryce. She must be madly in love with him to
have him in her dreams.

"“Wake up already, Gabrielle!" he shouted in a
cold, frustrated voice.

! At that moment, Gabrielle became so scared
that she woke up despite her exhaustion. She

still in a daze when she opened her eyes.

ing her eyes, she was surprised by
n in front of her. @« '
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» come back no matter
is return would mean

"Why are you sleeping at the table, Gabrielle?
The dining table is for eating, not for resting.
‘You should go to bed if you want to sleep,”
he reprimanded in a furious tone.

| However, she didn't know why he was
- enraged. She thought that it was because she
was sleeping on the table and the dishes
already grew cold.

Then, she looked at the wall clock and
realized that it was already ten o'clock.

‘I'm so sorry, Westley. I fell accidentally fell
asleep on the table because I've been waiting
for you for a long time," she said in a low
voice while rubbing her eyes.

“So it's my fault that you thought of the table

a5 a bed and slept on it?" he asked with
| raised eyebrows. s

Meanwhile, Gabrielle realized that the man in
i ﬁfher was furious once more. She
! ﬁaylng such a thing. It looked like

_—
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aining about his late arrival

m F ﬂldnt mean it that way. She was
n ‘tellmg the truth.

- She already knew that she would always
make such mistakes as long as she was with

. However, Gabrielle didn't want to be in
nl:h a situation.




o, Mr. M is. I don't mean to blame you. I i - s

ow that you're very busy, I can understand .
‘that. It's nice for you to come back home. | el

| You haven't had dinner yet, right? Let me= {
- warm up the food for you. It's cold already." |"

She stood up, but all of a sudden, she felt
" dizzy and almost fainted because she had
been sleeping for too long before Westley
came in. If he hadn't held her in time, she

would have fallen. s

He held her by the waist tightly and made
her lean on his hairy chest.

There was a faint fragrance that oozed from
her body. Immediately she threw herself into
his arms, it rushed quickly into his nostrils,
which made him a bit startled. 2

"Ah, thank you, thank you very much, Mr.
Morris..." she said as she quickly got out of
his arms. She didn't want to annoy this boss

again.

1017




here nght now? Wouldn't it have been better ! ;
! 1f he went back to his residence in the §
. Vineyard Villa?' she asked herself angrily. |

. Even though she was angry, she didn't have
the guts to pour out her anger on him. She
wasn't ready to die anytime soon and so, she

had to tread with caution.

"I'm sure you hate me so much right now,"
he said when he saw how her face looked. He

knew that she was upset.

"What right do I have to hate you? I was the
one who decided to cook for you tonight. I
didn't even expect that you'd come back.”
She looked at him and tried to smile.

Instead, her expression showed that she was

a little bitter and aggrieved, especially when
~ she bit her lips hard. It seemed like he had
| done something heinous and unpardonable.

10:17 12.7%
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He was Jus‘t a who was full of | |
[ !

Despite all this, he didn't care about other
‘people's feelings and opinions. Others
“couldn't influence what he already had in
mind to do.

But for the first time, Gabrielle's facial
expression of resentment made him feel that

he was really bad.

"Go and warm up the dishes," he said. "I'll
take a shower and come downstairs for
dinner." Immediately he said that he turned
around and went upstairs. 2

She didn't understand what he meant at all.
What does he mean by such statement? Was
he going to have dinner, after all?' she
mused.

All of a sudden, she burst into a fit of
laughter and then went back to the kitchen to
heat the cold dishes.

As he stood under the showerhead taking his
bath, he started doubting the decision he had
just made to his wife. He was being
| influenced by her recently and his principles

. mm aa _—




again it her injured hand, making her
a little uncomfortable.

"If you can't carry it, it would be better if you
don't take it out. It's not even necessary to
" serve it out. I can't drink a whole pot of soup,
" he said with a frown on his face and
walked up to her and took the soup pot from

her hands.

Gabrielle was taken aback by his sudden
move, but then, she was quick to realize that
he was just helping her. It was not easy to
carry such a heavy pot with her injured hand.

"Thank you, Mr. Morris," she said with a
smile. She followed him to the dining table
still smiling.

'Who said that this man was cruel and cold-

hearted, ' she thought to herself. It was

obvious that despite the tough front he had

always put up, he still cared about people he
| was close to. 3




ielle, sit down!" he thundered. She was
about to use her injured hand again, which
o ade him very angry.

The way he yelled at her almost made the
bowl she was holding fall off.

"/hat's the matter, Mr. Morris?" She looked
at him in horror, scared to death that she
would make him unhappy again, and also
2fraid that the pot of soup would hit b
head. It was terrible.

ar
S

She didn't even have the guts to think
it.

"Don't worry about me, I can take
myself. Just eat your food," he said to !
ruthlessly.

- At that moment, she felt that he seemed 1o
| care about her. She hoped that she wasn
th nkmg too much so as not to be

to allow him to 8@
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 need it." She couldn't help but

out his wellbeing.

Westley had always been well-educated. He
ate quietly and elegantly without making any
' sound. He was graceful in his way.

This was his habit. But in the eyes of his
wife, it seemed like he didn't want to talk to

her at all.

Sure enough, he disliked her. No matter how
delicious the food she cooked was, he would
dislike it because he didn't like her.

However, it was the first time that the two of
them had such a peaceful meal. She could
talk to him when they were done eating.

"Gabrielle, are you satisfied by just staring at
me?" he asked as he took a brief look at her.

- She looked away uneasily and lowered her
 head to eat her food.

Morris, if you don't like the food I
jou can tell me directly. You don't
orce yourself to eat it, and you don't

il i -
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wve 1 ever cared about your feelings,
Gabrielle?

Besides, you know that you are not good at
cooking, why then did you force yourself to
cook for me? Did you do it on purpose to
make me uncomfortable? What was the
motive behind you cooking for me?" he asked

her. =2

Although, the dishes cooked by Gabrielle
looked ordinary they tasted good. =

He was never a person known to compromise
for the sake of others. If the food was really
difficult to swallow, he would spit 1t out
immediately. He would never deprive himself
for the sake of how other people who are
involved would feel.

 Although he had been brought up in a
‘wealthy family and was known for being
olunt in his statements, he was not that EE
ult to serve. It could only be said that |
5 cooked by his wife were not bad, {
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e honest, for a moment, he was moved QN

' her sincere expression, but it was only for
he felt that this little

tting something against

because
woman must be plo

him.

" Gabrielle, you were so diligent in cooking for
and you also hurt three of your fingers
for the sake of Lance. Why?" he asked

‘her without mincing words. 2

- me,

3

i




umey grabbed a cup of water for |
self as she looked at Westley with watery

| "I can explain. I did not intend to bring Lance
' to the hospital for him to bash your
bodyguards. I happened to meet him there
during my visit to see Sloane at the hospital.
We met there coincidently; it was not
preplanned. When we were at her hospital
ward, the bodyguards denied his entry. Due
to his anxiousness, he ended up hitting the
guards. He did not do it intentionally. Could
you forgive him?" Gabrielle diligently
explained the situation to Westley. She
needed to let him know that they did not
meant to intentionally hit the bodyguards.

"Gabrielle, are you blaming me for allowing
the bodyguards to stop you?" Westley said. ‘_
He seemed to find joy in distorting her words [EEEEEES
and intentions. 3
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- Gabrielle shook her head as she said,
| *‘Westley, that wasn't my intention. I just




0 coerce ‘?ﬁu into fergwmg us. At the | |
f t'he day, if you do not want to forgive
it doesn't matter. 1 just wanted to

wu that Lance did not mean to hurt them,

| Gabrielle said seriously.

What she did not know was that Westley was
unhappy due to the fact that she kept on
defending and explaining for Lance. =

"Gabrielle, regardless if Lance did 1t
purposely or unintentionally, 1t doesn't
change the fact that he has indeed hurt
someone. He is eventually in the wrong.
Therefore, what's the point in you explaining
and apologizing on behalf of him?" sald
Westley coldly and indifferently.

Gabrielle had no way to refute his words.
- What Westley said was legitimate. Regardless
| if Lance had done it purposely or

ik tentianauy' it was Lance who did it. He
should have been the one to apologize, nat |

R .



Ry |
d meal, Gabrielle stood from _ |
got ready to clear the dishes.

"vou have already injured one hand of yours, §
are you intending to hurt both hands now? |
Just leave the dishes as it is. Sophie will clean
up the mess. You do not need to fret about it.
" After throwing those words at her, Westley

stood up and left.

Gabrielle stood in the dining room, unsure if
she should leave with him or stay behind.

Where would she be sleeping tonight?

it seemed like Westley was going to stay here
tonight again. She didn't want to sleep on the

sofa like in previous times.

"Gabrielle, do you want me to gloriously
carry you back to the room?" Westley
shouted at her coldly as he noticed that she
was in a daze, not moving from the dining
RToom. @

"_E'ah-riglle jumped as she was woken up from f
. ughts by his voice. She decided to

' r'.




t's not like we have never slept together
before," Westley snorted and strode upstairs.

Gabrielle felt nervous and bothered by his
words. However, she still followed behind his

- steps quietly to the room.

When the both of them returned to the room,
Westley noticed that the woman behind him

was behaving very warily. He was displeased
with her actions.

"Don't worry. The bed is big enough for the
two of us. We will not be in contact. After all,

I'm not even interested in you or your body,"

Westley voiced out. He knew what she was
worried about. She was unwilling to have any
intimacy between the two of them.

Hearing this, Gabrielle breathed a sigh of
relief. However, she felt a tinge of sadness
within her. Was she so unattractive to him?
| In his eyes, was she truly that repulsive?

stley's words ranged in her ears. It
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B Gabrielle didn't exactly felt embarrassed Qi
about sharing a bed with Westley. It was not
like they had not shared a bed before.
| Moreover, they were a legal couple. Although
they are nominally married, they were still
recognized as a couple by law. Thinking
about this, she decided not to feel odd or
embarrassed. She took her clothes and strode

to the bathroom for a shower.

After showering, she noticed that Westley
wasn't on the bed anymore. She turned her
head and saw that he was standing on the
balcony. He was probably on a call. Well, it
didn't seem to be any of her business what
Westley was doing; she didn't care. She went
to the bed and pulled the sheets up as she lay
down at the innermost part of the bed.

[nitially, Gabrielle was feeling very uneasy.
- However, as time went by she gradually fell

asleep and entered the land of dreams. After
- Westley ended his call with Alvin, he walked
into the bedroom and was greeted with the

I.
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dful. Ur , there
left behind on her face.
| er, once those scars faded, her face
vould be even more beautiful.

He didn't know who her biological parents
are or how do they looked like but he knew
| that they were likely to be gorgeous people
too. Otherwise, where did Gabrielle's beauty
' came from? While her biological parents
were likely to be esthetically pleasing, 1t was
a pity that their personality characteristics
were questionable. He wondered, what
morals did they possess to be able to
abandon their child? They truly didn't have

what it took to be a qualified parent.

Standing by her side, Westley didn't notice
how long he spent looking fixedly at her
delicate face.

Allowing himself to ponder, he only had one
thought. Was this woman carefree, or was
she too comfortable around him? Did she
Fruly believed when he said that he had no
interest in her at all?

rielle slept through the night without a ;l




Gabrielle didn't care about him at all.
‘Whether he had left early or late, it was none
| of her business. However, it seemed like
Westley was true to his words. He did not

touch her at all.

" She lifted the quilt and walked towards the
bathroom to freshen up before heading
downstairs. As she descended the stairs she
noticed Sophie cheerfully preparing
breakfast. At the sight of Sophie's cheertful
countenance, it seemed like something
wonderful had happened.

"Good morning, Sophie. What is the occasion?
Do you have any good news to share with
me?" Gabrielle greeted her.

"Gabrielle, good morning! You're up. Good
news? Of course, there is good news. Didn't
- you .make up with Westley vyesterday?"
i_.'{ipphm replied to her with a cheerful tone.

' 'ﬁdéup with Westley?




--..-tﬁié here wasn't any chance for any
intimacy last night even if Westley intended
to. She fell asleep like a dead log and slept
through the night sweetly.

Gabrielle was on the verge of breaking down
when she saw Sophie's bright smile. She did
not think that her problems were solved.

"Sophie, I'm hungry. Did Westley leave
early?" Gabrielle asked as she pulled out a

chair and sat down.

The bowls and plates they left last night had
already been cleaned up by Sophie. Now,
there were fresh fruits and buns lay out on

the table for her to eat.

"Gabrielle, have a seat first. I'll bring you
some porridge for breakfast," Sophie replied
and she moved into the kitchen to prepare.

While eating the steamed buns and porridge
that was prepared for her, Gabrielle still felt
that she was in a bad mood. It was all written

- on her face and the way she stirred the

L




\fter all, she knew that the two of them had
been quarrelling for a while. The fact that
Westley was here last night meant that the
both of them had reconciled. Why was it that
Gabrielle's expression still looked so dull in

the morning?

This made Sophie very worried.

"Nothing. Did Westley say anything when he
left this morning?" Gabrielle asked uneasily

as she stirred her porridge.

She slept so well last night that she didn't
even wake up when Westley had left. She
wondered what his temper was lke this
morning when he left.

“Yes. Mr. Morris said to pass you this. It 1s an
ointment that helps remove the scars on your
face." Sophie took out an ointment from her
pocket and passed it to her.

"Okay, thank you, Sophie," Gabrielle said as
she took the ointment and calmly placed it

~on the table. 2
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abrielle's expression immediatel

was thrilled.
e?" Gabrielle

"Really?! I can? I can visit Sloan
squealed as she stood up and held Sophie's

. arms excitedly.

As she thought about it, it seemed like the
dinner she cooked for Westley paid 1ts effort.
While he had not forgiven Lance, at least she

could go visit Sloane today! 2




Sloane very soon,"

" was still written all over her.

[

" "I'm so happy, Sophie.

1g br - elle.}

. Gabrielle ca in and W

het from bebind warmly with SO |

: enthusiasm. Sophie was surprised and : 1| B=
wondered what made Gabrielle so happy- ) IR

[ can't begin to ~ 14

n how happy I am. I'm going to see
she said excitedly. Even
hie, the excitement

explai

when she let go of Sop

4

The fact that Gabrielle was happy also made
Sophie happy. Westley knew his wife very
well. He knew what to do to make her joyful.

"Have breakfast first, Gabrielle. After that, I'll
sk the driver to take you to the hospital to
see your friend." When she saw that Gabrielle
was overjoyed, she couldn't help but also

share in her joy.

Besides, she was a maid to Gabrielle. She
f.vould surely be unhappy if her mistress was
in a bad mood every day. For this reason, she

had to share in her joy.




¥

Gabrielle sat down and put steamed Qi
dumplings into her mouth in a hurry as if
' she wanted to eat all the breakfast on her
plate in one bite. She did so because she was
in a hurry to see Sloane.

"Gabrielle, slow down. Don't rush your meal.
The driver is waiting patiently for you. He
won't drive away before you're done. Besides,
Sloane will also wait for you," Sophie
advised her. She was frightened to see the
way Gabrielle was eating quickly like she was
being pursued. She was also afraid that the

food might choke her.

Fortunately, Westley was not around, or else,
he would also feel very uncomfortable seeing
her eat in such a manner.

The Morris family had always been strict
with etiquette and table manners. No one
gobbled down food or rushed while eating.

- Gabrielle was in a hurry to see Sloane. Her
1025 11.4% m64%




"Actually, the driver came from the Vineyard

| Villa this morning. Mr. Morris sent him to

you He is afraid that it will be inconvenient

' for you to go out. At least, when the driver is

here, you can ask him to drive you wherever

you want to go. It's better that way as it is

advantageous and safe. Recently, I heard that
it's no longer safe to take a taxi. It is said that
there are always some girls missing and that
these said girls used a taxi before they went
missing. It's terrible. Since you are a beautiful
girl, you are more likely to be targeted by the
bad guys." Looking at her pretty face, Sophie
praised her again and again, which made
Gabrielle's cheeks turn pink as she blushed.

Gabrielle was really beautiful. She was even
much more beautiful than Nellie. 4

"Ha-ha, Sophie, please don't make fun of me.
I'm not that beautiful. I don't think I'm that
attractive to the bad guys. But anyway, it's

! ‘].0:25 24.2% ) 64%




him monitoring her. &

No matter where she went in Antawood, he
would know it immediately.

" 'Damn it!' she cursed under her breath.

To this effect, he wasn't so kind after all. He
had an ulterior motive. 3

But then, what about her freedom 1n the
future?

If she refused the driver sent by Westley, 1t
meant she declared open war on him. She
didn't have the guts to do that.

As it stood, both the Jones family and Bryce's
lives were in his hands. If she dared to
provoke him, he could easily wipe them off
from the face of the earth and there was
nothing she could do about it.

- The more she thought about it, the more
| afraid she became. Soon enough, she had a
 lot of thoughts going through her mind.

(1025 38.8% W64%
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t the same time, Westley was in a high- @i
level meeting with the senior members of the M
Morris Group. A sudden sneeze from him
' startled everybody. They were all worried
that their boss would be sick.

Alvin immediately brought him a tissue. "Mr.

Morris, you are not feeling very well. Did you
catch a cold last night?" he asked with

concertl.

"I didn't catch any cold." He took the tissue
and wiped his nose, and felt better. He gave
Alvin a fierce look and continued with the

meeting.

Of course, Alvin would not say one more
word to provoke Mr. Morris, because if he did
and Mr. Morris got angry, he would die a
miserable death.

) At the same time in Half Moon Bay Villa,
that the excited expression on
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'-;"I' should glve to
se her." She quickly made up an excuse. She 1
-'t want to tell her what she was thinking
about at that moment.

"That's very easy. Tell me what she likes to
eat and I'll cook it for her. She'll be very
happy to eat what she likes,” Sophie
suggested kindly as she was willing to help.

Gabrielle's face became more solemn than
before. She thought about what Sophie had

said.

'Yes, that's true. Eating what you like 1s the
same thing as seeing the person that you like.
This was one of the things that made people

happy.’

But right now, Sloane couldn't even open her
mouth. How could she eat if she brought her
homemade food?

"Did I say something wrong, Gabrielle?"
- Sophie asked as she saw that Gabrielle's face
 looked more solemn. She was worried on her
behalf

. -
-
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sophie knew that she was thinking about
something else that she didn't want to talk

| about. For this reason, she left her and
continued with her work.

When Gabrielle finished her breakfast, she
packed up her things and hurried out of the
villa with her bag. As expected, she saw the
driver sitting in the car, waiting patiently for

her.

As soon as the driver saw her come out, he
quickly got out of the car and opened the

door for her to get in.

"Good day, Gabrielle. Please get in the car. I'll
be the one driving you around from now on.

My name is Harry."

"Thank you, Harry," she said as she smiled
at him and sat down.

"You're welcome, Gabrielle," he said also
returning her smile. He also got into the car

@d s*tarted it,




:hﬁuse in Half Moon Bay was

streating farther and farther behind her, but

or mood was still messed up. She couldn't
help but ask Harry, "Harry, was it Mr. Morris, §
who asked you to come here?” |

. "Yes, Gabrielle. He was the one who asked

| me to come here and await orders from you.
e asked me to drive you wherever you
wanted to go," he responded.

"Oh, okay. But did he say anything else?

For example, you report to him where 1 go,
who I meet every day and all that. Did he say
anything of such?" she asked inquisitively.

"No, Gabrielle. He just told me to follow your
orders and drive safely. That's all," he
replied her. 7

'That's all?' she mused

| She didn't believe it at all.

he was really stupid. Harry worked 'for--
80 he would listen to everythmg
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- thought too much. Westley ;'

' mean to spy on her at all, because he
d no interest in knowing what she had
lone the whole day. With this, she calmed
herself down.




hile in the elevator, she wondered why

Nestley was actually allowing her to visit
'Sloane. He was known for his unkindness
| and his careless attitude of playing and using

people.

Would he just let her visit because he
thought she would betray him again by
bringing someone to beat up his bodyguards,
just after Lance fought them? >

It could also be because he'd had a good time
Jast night, when she had cooked dinner for
him. Had he indeed enjoyed the food? Should
she cook more for him in the future? She
knew how to coax him and make him happy.
Life would be easy with him, if so.

Gabrielle marveled in thousands of questions.
It was suspicious that he permitted her to see
Sloane, After all, this man was really good at
scheming. He did it every day. No wonder he
was able to seamlessly take over the Morris
| Group and expand it into the superpower it
was today. No wonder people tremble with
‘around him. This was no ordinary feat,

-+
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[ come in?" Gabrielle asked the two
cautiously.

" "Yes, you may. Mr. Morris instructed us to let
| you in from today.” One of the bodyguards

-~

| opened the door for her. -

. With a sigh of relief, Gabrielle walked in with
the flowers in her arms, feeling a little
uneasy. After all, this had all happened so
soon and so suddenly. Yesterday, she and
Lance had to force their way in, and today
she could come in so easily, without any
resistance. The contrast in both situations

felt surreal.

"By the way, yesterday... Are you all right? He
is my cousin; [ want to apologize on his
behalf if he really hurt you." Gabrielle turned
" around and asked the two bodyguards.

hey didn't look like they had been injured or
t badly as she failed to see any wounds on
aces. They were probably fine. 1

b



1 to t accept Gabrielle's apology; she
Westley s wife, after all.

" Without another word, Gabrielle turned
| around and went in. Sloane was lying on the
hospital bed, wearing an oxygen mask on her
- pale face. Gabrielle put the flowers into a

~ vase, sat down next to the bed on a chair,
and reached out to grab her hand.

"Sloane, I'm here to see you... I didn't break
into the room like I did yesterday. I'm here
for as long as you like, to accompany you as

much as you want me to.

But, Sloane ... please wake up. Wake up soon
$0 you can talk to me. [ know you must be
exhausted and want nothing more than to
sleep. But as soon as we finish our
| conversation, you can go right back to sleep,




I find another m ‘to marry |

you be the bridesmaid, okay?
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ease, look at me. I'm fine. But I just want
jou to get better as soon as possible.”

" Gabrielle sat there and talked with Sloane for
a long time. She spoke about their beautiful
memories and gave some small promises.
She wanted Sloane to wake up after hearing

her speeches.

She sat there for a long time until she

received a call from Macy.

Gabrielle took a look at the sleeping Sloane
and answered the phone. "Macy, what's up

Gabrielle, I'm nearby to your studio. Are you
free today? What do you say about going oul
for a meal? My treat." Macy asked hex briskly.

It was time for lunch, so Gabrielle agreed.
“fenh., sure, could you find a restaurant close
oy? 1'll be there in about ten minutes."

4

was less than a ten minutes’ drive between [
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iy the hospital, Gabrielle asked
y to drive her to the commercial street, §
| then to the restaurant that Macy chose.

the

'However, she was abruptly stopped on
street by an unexpected surprise.

"Hey, Gabby! Long time no see." A large
‘figure stood in front of Gabrielle and whistled
St her. She got a whiff of the person's

perfume and noticed he smelled good.

Without looking up at him, she immediately
knew who was in her way.

Who else but Lawrence always put on such a

strong, distinct perfume while dressing up in

his usual ostentatious manner?

"Lawrence! Have you heard the saying
'‘barking dogs do not block the way'?"
. Gabrielle raised her head and glanced at him

~coldly.

ence, the second son of Hughes family,
n's friend, and was more popularly !
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n a very |
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- ”_‘,:_-'.s.'r:'[;."a' along with this kind of

d, he also had charming good
oks. It provided him with an entitled sense
f chasing after whichever
sleased.

women he

The situation with his last girlfriend proved

" his shameless manner. He had taken her to
their design room 1o order jewellery,
immediately 'falling in love' with her, and
had been badgering her since then.

"Wow, you're full of energy, Gabby. How
zbout having lunch with me and sharnng
some of that vigor? It 1s noon, after all.
1 awrence shamelessly invited her for lunch.

Gabrielle rolled her eye at him. "Lawrence 1
you want someone to have dinner with you,
just call any of the random people on youl
| contact list. I'm sure you don't have a
| shortage of women waiting to dine with you."

aybe, but they aren't you, Gabby. [t's you I
it to have a meal with." Lawrence looked [

ielle with his deep-set, beautiful eyes. i




don't be so heartless, okay?" Lawrence

ried to catch up with her.

“Where have you been this month, Gabby? 1
went to the school to look for you. They said
you're on leave from work, so I went to the
- studio to look for you. You asked for leave
| there, too. Why? Are you hiding from me?"

_ asked Lawrence persistently.

| "Congratulations, Lawrence, you hit the nail

on the head! I just want to avoid you, SO
.~ please stay away from me if we cross paths,
| okay?" Gabrielle glared at him angrily. ¢




£ vou think that you're going to make me
angry with the way you're behaving, Gabby,
you're wrong. You're underestimating me. I e
_must invite you to have lunch with me today.
You can't escape me this time around.
Besides, 1've been on the lookout for you for
over a month before I met you here today. It
<hows that we were destined to meet!"

id still walking after her. This man was
like him was

d to be dealt

just
he sa
just being outrageous. A man

like a plaster which was har
with.

"Lawrence, I have something else to do and
because of this, I don't have the luxury of

time to argue here with you. Don't delay me,
please," Gabrielle said to him as she thought
of a way to get rid of him but couldn't think

of any.

His kind of person was difficult to deal with.
o matter how you talked to him, either in a
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jrence was a ladies' man. He had a very , |
vating smile that could enchant lots of
e. Regrettably, she didn't fancy men like

him and because of this, she was not willing

‘to accept his smile no matter how captivating

it was. It didn't have any effect on her.

Be that as it might, hearing that he would
stop disturbing her if she accepted to have
lunch with him, she became hesitant.

"lawrence, are you going to keep to your RS-~
. L e N =
she asked as she peered at him ..,2

»
[t
ot

words?"
closely.

He looked at her and smiled like an old
cunning fox. He reassured her, "Of course,
Gabby. I'm a man of my word. 1 say what |
mean and [ mean what [ say."

| She wanted to say something harsh to him!
- was just sick of him pestering her this




spend on
o be his

such a man who loved to
women, who wouldn't love t
girlfriend for even just a month?

"Okay then, let's go to the restaurant over
there." She pointed to a place in front before
she continued, "Now, the issue is this: I'm
supposed to be having lunch with my friend
in this same restaurant. I'll have to ask the
person first. If he or she agrees to let you stay,
then you can join us. Do you understand?”

she asked him seriously.

"I it a man or a woman?" The smile on his
face faded away immediately.

He readily concluded that it was a man atter
all. 'So Gabrielle has been avoiding me these
" days because she wanted to be with other
| men. She also rushed to the restaurant this
- sunny afternoon because she wanted to have
ch with a man, right?' he asked himself
out even waiting for her reply.




's a woma " she answered as she looked |
at him coldly. "Don't even think of getting W
'-i'w- to her, Lawrence. She 1s not that kind of
‘person who likes to play the way you do,"

she warned him sternly.

When he heard that it was a woman she was
going to see, he smiled broadly. "You don't
have to worry about that. I'm not going to
chase after other women anymore. I'll only

think about Gabby."

Gabrielle felt like throwing up and at that
moment, she regretted agreeing to have
lunch with him. She didn't know how Macy
would feel about this arrangement and
wondered whether or not she would be

angry.

| _B;es_i-des, the friendship between her and
- wasn't that deep. 'What would she

think if I bring a total stranger with me to
have lunch with us?' she thought deeply. &
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.ew you wom . -always say f_
one mean another. You're saying |
: ?u want 1 me to go, but in your mind, you
fon’ t want me to. I understand all this. Don't
worry, I'll treat you and your friend to lunch
| this afternoon," he suggested as he smiled at

Pher. @

It was not easy to persuade Lawrence. He
didn't believe her when she said that she
would invite him next time.

He knew that Gabrielle wasn't an easy
woman to get and seeing her next time
would be pretty difficult. How could he let

her go so easily?

“Lawrence..." She tried to say something.

"This time around, I'm the one inviting you.
So I'll be the one to pay. Next time, you can
do the honors. It's fair that way," he said,

smiling brilliantly.

| She didn't want to have a meal with him at
| all. Couldn't this man just understand?

e s
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move. If not, he would il
p in hls arms. This was a \
com ercaal street, and with his hug, she 1

would surely hit the headlines before BECREES

tomorrow.

L "] have legs, Lawrence. I can walk myself. I
don't need you to carry me. Besides, we are
not as close as you think. Don't get too close
to me," she warned him in disgust.

Lawrence didn't care about the look on her
face. Rather, he laughed happily. "Gabby, are
you indirectly telling me to work hard to
catch up with you as soon as possible? Don't
worry, it's not a problem. I will do my best.”

'‘Damn it! Who told him that I want to be
chased by him? He's crazy! she thought

angrily.

~ Without saying a word, she walked forward,
" not caring whether he followed her or not.

e same time, he followed her excitedly.
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“Hello, Gabrielle. I'm over here." There was a
‘hint of joy in Macy's voice.

| She quickly hurried over to where Macy was
and glanced at Lawrence as he followed her
~ from a distance.

"Macy, I'm sorry that I brought a friend with
me. Can we eat together? If you don't want to,
it's fine. I'll just ask him to eat alone." She
could care less about how he felt.

"Vice Mr. Hughes!" Macy shouted in surprise
as soon as she saw Lawrence coming in. She
stood up quickly and straightened up her
body nervously.

“Vice Mr. Hughes?" she said again trying to
be sure that he was the one. Judging from
Macy's body language, Gabrielle could tell
~ that the intern company that Macy found a
| Job in the high-tech zone might be under the
f:.ughes Group. Other than that, why did she

— el
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'CEO of Hughes Group. After all, |
vas in a high position and worked hard JR{=—-
night, making great efforts to make §Mle
noney for the Hughes Group. Vice Mr.
Hughes was very unreasonable. All he did
was eating, drinking and chasing after
Somen. He hadn't made any relevants

" contribution to the Hughes Group.

' it was a waste for him to be named Vice Mr.
' Hughes since he wasn't doing anything
meaningful to the growth of the company.

| "Do you know me?" he asked Macy. He stood
in front of her and stared at her face for a
while. Her baby face was tender and adorable,
but unfortunately, she wasn't his kind of
woman. He liked women who were seductive

" and flirty, unadulterated and beautiful just

| like Gabrielle and for this reason, she didn't

" have a lasting impression on him. 2
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