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| After lu ch, they spent time resting in the t

' villa before heading t the Qwef--market.

nMiss Jones, how is it you are good at this? \l\
|

e done an excellent job. If I hadn't seen A

it with my own eyes, I wouldn't believe 1t.
You are the daughter of the jones, but your
‘work in the garden rivals that of an
experienced gardener." Remy was sitting on
an armchair by the window, admiring

Gabrielle's handiwork.

It was only a few days ago that he and
Westley were here in the garden which was
overrun by weeds. It was desolate and
barren. Remy immediately asked Westley to
find someone to clean up the property.

He didn't expect that Gabrielle, of all people,
would clean it up herself today.

"Doctor Remy, please don't flatter me. I
didn't do much at all. I just made use of my
ability. I'm skilled at removing weeds
because I've done it a lot at home. Don't treat
me as a rich lady who needs others to do all
her work. I'm not like them," Gabrielle said

bitterly.

After all, she was just an adopted daughter of
the Jones. She never got the treatment that a
rich lady had.

16:49 m53




)

' than enough f or the Jones to
. Gabriellé knew ir
heart th at they had done nothing wrong to

'he € ’ 4 ? ‘

en if she married Westley because of
e's wrongdoings, she was still willing to

aﬁanything for him.

"It's true that no one can compare with you.

" You are such a capable woman. Does Westley
know about this?" Remy always felt with
such clarity that Gabrielle was different from
other girls, especially better than those who &
couldn't do anything but had a nasty temper. ' .

“Westley?" After a few moments, Gabrielle
came to her senses and smiled meekly. "I
don't want Westley to know what's going on
with me. My actions have nothing to do with
him. It would be best for him to remain out
of the loop and I trust you not to mention

anything."

Gabrielle thought she had only done what a
servant should do, which was also what
Westley expected from her. After all, he had
sald that no idlers were allowed around him.

If Remy were to tell Westley about this, he
would think that Gabrielle was deliberately
asking for credit, which would make him

utterly sick.




oy — —
| "Doctor Remy, we've seen eacﬁ' other twice

already. You are welcome to call me Gabrielle
as Miss Jones sounds too" formal. What do

you think?" She raised her eyebrows at Remy.

“Okay then, I shall refer to you as Gabrielle
while you can call me Remy and take me as
. your brother." Remy looked at her cheerfully.

I

"Remy, it sounds very dear." Gabrielle agreed
without hesitation, which pleased Remy. She
took him as her brother, and from now on,
Westley would be considered as his brother-
in-law. He would have to call him brother

together with Gabrielle.

"Remy, would you like me to make you some
coffee?" Gabrielle asked out of the blue.

A whole set of coffee tools in the kitchen had

caught Gabrielle's eyes in the past, so she
had an impulse to grind and make coffee.

When Sophie went out to buy food, Gabrielle
asked her to buy a bag of beans in the coffee
shop, just in time to try grinding them for

Remy.

"You're knowledgeable in making coffee?"
Remy looked at her in astonishment.

‘What a treasure this lady is!'




| "Yes, quite a bit. I started as a charlady back
when I interned in a studio, so 1 learned a lot
of small skills. I'll make you a cup of coffee
rst, and then we go to the flower market,”

rielle said.

- She proceeded to the kitchen promptly.

In fact, Bryce was the reason why she learned
to make coffee. This man only drank
handmade brew and didn't drink the instant
variant, so she decided to find out his
favorite mix of specialty beans to make the

perfect drink for him.

However, Bryce didn't appreciate it. He
knocked over the coffee that she had made in
and it spilled directly all over her

public,
Gabrielle's arms and legs were scalded

Jf'd\
for a long time.

Later on, Gabrielle cooked it herself many
times, but she couldn't personally bring 1t to
Bryce. She could only ask the servants to
bring it to him; otherwise, he would overturn

it once he knew it was made by her.

Gabrielle soon finished making three cups ol
coffee, one for herself and the other two fol
Sophie and Remy. "Remy, try this one. It's
the new bean of the year. Let's see how it
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Remy picked up the cup and m a sip. It
had a bitter and fragrant sensation. If people
found it too sour, they could add a little
sugar and milk. But Remy preferred the

original flavor.

“It's actually good. It's ground very carefully.
You must have been making coffee for a long
time now, haven't you?" Remy inquired
curiously.

If this wasn't concocted by a professional
barista, it must be made by someone who
had been fixing coffee drinks all her life.

Gabrielle felt her cheeks flush. "There 1S
professional coffee machine in the Jones'
residence. I make use of it when I am free.

The machine was specially ordered from Italy
by Bryce. He likes to drink so much that I

often make a cup for him."

Remy flashed a smile. "It seems that 1 was
right. Do you know that Westley also likes
coffee? But it must be freshly ground with a
little sugar but no milk. Keep that in mind."

Gabrielle looked at him in confusion. What
did he mean? Why was he telling her this?

"Remy, what do you mean by that?" Gabrielle
asked.


Stamp


‘Bryce

s]le, yvou don't have a clue what I'm
about? I hope you remember

stley's preferences and cook it for him. It
would be impossible for him to find fault in
you then." He took another sip of coffee and

smiled.
It was smooth and fragrant. A faint bitterness

filled the whole mouth, slowly followed by an
aftertaste. This feeling was very delightful

" and pleasing.

He was sure that even a picky man like
Westley would like it. .

"Why should I cook for that man?" Gabrielle

was still a little grumpy. Westley hadn't paid
her a visit for quite some time and hadn't

even bothered calling her. Why should she
make coffee for him?

He certainly didn't deserve it!

Amused by her childish behavior, Remy took
a photo of the coffee and sent it to Westley.

Westley instantly replied. He just ended a
video conference and hadn't had lunch yet.
When he received the WeChat message from

Remy, he felt quite jealous.

It seems that doctors nowadays have
nothing better to do. How do they find time
to drink coffee during working hours?'

16:50
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"What's the matter, Remy? Why did you send
me this picture?"
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| Westley's message. He' could ima ,
- angry Westley ‘was. Re 3 “Eﬁuld barely \

contain himself because nothing in the world
delighted him more than infuriating Westley.

- Then he replied, "The coffee brewed by our
| new barista is out of this world! It's so
smooth and delicious. So, naturally, I thought
of telling you first. It's definitely your cup of
tea, Westley. Or rather, yoﬁr cup of coffee.”

Remy sounded smug, and his condescending
attitude really got on Westley's nerves. The
man's teases were annoying, but Westley
found him almost unbearable when he

started bragging.

"That's great, Remy," he wrote back. "Just
great. "Does that mean you're going to send
over a complimentary cup of this amazing

drink for me?"

" Remy answered, pretending to

"Sadly, no,
['m

sound sorry. "We don't do deliveries,
afraid. Our customers are more than happy

to come to us. That's how good our coffee 1s,

as you know."

Westley gripped his phone. Remy was really
starting to piss him off.




fing my time," ' Wesﬂey

ed off his phone.

emy smiled with sa 3‘9 1on The more
anmyed Westley was, ore entertaining
it ﬁas for him. Even Gabrielle seemed to find

it vaguely amusing.

"Remy, what happened?" she asked with a
puzzled smile. "Why are you looking so
happy?" Gabrielle curiously asked.

"Oh, nothing." Remy winked. "It's just a little
mission I've accomplished." Gabrielle looked
bemused. "Never mind," said Remy, waving
a hand as if swatting away a fly. "Come on,
it's time to get ready. We're going to the
flower market." Remy slipped the phone
inside his pocket and finished his coffee.
"Come on, Gabby," he said, striding
confidently out of the room. "Time waits for

no man—or woman."

word, Gabrielle and her

Without another
prepared

silent chaperone, Sophie,
themselves for the day ahead.

Remy was waiting in the cai when Gabrielle
and Sophie showed up twenty minutes later
Despite his jokes earlier, he had coffee and
dessert in a takeaway bag on the passengel

seat.

go!" Gabrielle and Sophie

"Remy, let's
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P cear of the car.
lle's n le and s g eyes
how ov.er]oyed she was to be visiting

y B
4

the bwer market. F

"Sit tight," said Remy. "Here we go!" Remy
gﬂnned with evil delight as he imagined the
look on Westley's face the moment he

offered him the takeaway treats.

During the 30-minute drive, Gabrielle looked
through the internet for pictures of flowers,
chatting excitedly with Sophie about which

ones they'd buy.

"Gabby," Remy eyed her from the rearview |
"why not wait to choose the real H

1

mirror,
thing? We'll be armving soon enough.

Despite Remy's kind reminder, Gabrielle
continued to scroll through picture after
picture of the most magnificent flowers and

gardens.

"Oh, I know." Gabrielle nodded. "I just can't
help myself. But since [ have nothing to do, [
might as well try to find some inspiration.
I already planned to fill the
many flowers as possible.
lilacs..." Gabrnielle's
so infectious that Remy had

Remember,
garden with as
Roses, tulips, jasmine,
excitement was
no choice but to laugh.

He now understood how important this was

to Gabrielle.
16:51
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abrielle  noticed emy's  inquisitive,

concerned gaze. For a fraction of a second,
her smile slipped. "I don't know. Westley
asked me to live there for the time being. He
didn't say when he'd allow me to return to
" the Vineyard Villa. If it's going to be a while,
at least I can feel at ease doing something

like gardening." =

"That's all?" Remy pressed on. "The

esteemed Westley asked nothing more of |
you?" He felt that Gabrielle was holding H

something back, and didn't understand why
Westley would force her to stay with him.

"No, nothing else," Gabrielle sighed lightly.
"Maybe he really hates me and doesn’t want
to see me in Vineyard Villa any more. Out of
sight, out of mind." She was silent for a
moment and then opened her mouth to
speak. "To be honest, I think it's better if we

don't live together.”

But Remy didn't believe a word of it. He knew
Westley well enough to know that he'd never
allow Gabrielle to set a foot in the Half Moon

Bay Villa if he truly hated her. 2

After a few minutes, Remy Dbroke the
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| aw wWa nenoty 1 -f-'-'{'- "Here 'iﬂ"e are,

at the flo arket—in doub ick time.
| You two can get out first and 1'll find a place
to ;;rk.“ He pulled over and the ladies took
their exit. -

The flower market was already very busy
with early shoppers and soon Gabrielle and
Sophie were swallowed by the crowd.

"Sophie," said Gabrielle, pulling her
companion closer amidst the noise. "Let's
wait for Remy in the store near the gate!"
Sophie nodded, and Gabrielle took her by the
arm, steering her chaperone through the sea
of people and then heading toward the large

store by the main gate.

By chance rather than design, this shop sold
2 wide variety of seedlings—just what

Gabrielle was looking for.

As she gazed in wonder at the incredible
array of seedlings on display, Gabrielle felt a
hand gently touch her shoulder.

she turned to find a beautiful young woman
smiling at her. It was Macy, one of Gabnelle's
college classmates. Not only was Macy
ravishingly beautiful—she was tall, lithe and
very outgoing.

Although Gabrielle didn't have many friends

among her classmates, she felt at ease with

Macy.

1652




I" she said, reaching out to hug her \
te. "It's really you!" Macy turned [

F_ mother?" &

Macy looked with unabashed curiosity at

' Sophie, who was standing demurely by

: Gabrielle's side.

Since no one at college had ever met

Gabrielle's parents in all her four years of
schooling, it was an easy and forgivable
-I

mistake to make.

"Oh no," Gabrielle giggled. "I'm so sOITy, I Bl

should have introduced you. This 1s Sophie."
Macy waited for Gabrielle to explain further,
but that seemed to be the end of the matter.

Now that she was a senior student who had
fow courses left, spending most of her time
working outside the campus, Gabrielle had
few opportunities to meet her classmates.
Meeting Macy like this was delightful.

Macy didn't prod further. "Hello, Sophie. I'm
a friend and classmate of Gabrielle. My name

1s Macy."




 Macy turned to Gabrielle aiﬂ took booth her
hands. "Oh, Gabrielle, you haven't been back
school for almost a month. I was so
~worried. I heard that you were sick. Are you
_ feeling better now? You look wonderful,"
| continued Macy, "but your face..." Macy was

~ clearly an observant girl.

"I had an accident in the garden. I'm
perfectly alright now." Gabrielle couldn't look
her friend in the eye because they both knew
it wasn't true. Most of the scabs had fallen

away, but pink scars on her face were still
visible. Up close, other people would still be

able to see it.

"A few days ago, I saw on the school forum
that you had a fight with Emily and Cassie.’
Macy changed the topic. "Was that true?”
Before Gabrielle could answer, Macy
continued, "I wanted to call you the moment
I saw the post, but it was deleted so quickly,
and I wasn't sure if it was just a rumor. I'm

so sorry!”
Gabrielle felt uneasy because she was true.

She did fight with Emily and Cassie, but she
didn't expect someone would ask her about it

directly.
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o b look down on others The
th Veryone should k w and treat them
as_pnncesses just lmac:az’t ey 're pretty and
They're super ﬂlrty too, snagging

dsome boys, even though they know

ﬂiby re taken. Do you remember Jax, the one
Emily liked? It was right that Jax refused her.
So you did a good job. Those two bitches

need to be punished—to be put in their place.
" Gabrielle felt so embarrassed by all the

praise heaped upon her.

"Calm down, Macy," she replied. "It's no big
deal." Gabrielle wasn't too keen on talking
about something scandalous. | |

|

“Their parents came to the school," said \
Macy. "They really tried to stir up trouble,
but after that—nothing. There were some
that both families received
so I guess they didn't

rumaors

threatening letters,
dare visit the school again. Emily and Cassie

are still studying at home. They deserve it.'
The more Macy spoke, the more animated
she became.

confused. "Hold on,"

Gabrielle stared at her,
"Are you saying

She grasped Macy's hand.
that they received threatening letters after we

fought?"




y and Gabrielle were seen di ing an |
= which made Gabrielle open her mouth
st in case Gabrielle

| W surprise. Ju
didn't believe her words, she repeated them

| for emphasis.

"[t's true, Gabrielle. The news did not only
n the school, but also in the circle. It
that Emily and Cassie have
] person this time
th families have
fraid of

spread 1
is being rumored
offended a very influentia
around. I heard that bo
locked them up because they are 2

It serves those pests right; they
] they are getting at the moment. 1

that they threatened you and \'\

revenge.
deserve al
remembered
caused you a
past. Are you not glad to
on with them right now?"

whole lot of trouble in time
hear what's going

Macy smiled as she spoke to her.

Although anytime she remembered they

caused her trouble in the past, she was not
she couldn't rejoice to know that
of

happy, but
che had something to do with the two

them being locked up.

She could also guess who could have done
something like this. She couldn't think of

s L
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| 'Gabby?' Hearing this, Macy turned around to
 see who had walked in. She was captivated
by what she saw. He looked well-built and

“breathtakingly handsome.

'"Wow! His handsomeness is out of this world
and he's way different from the schoolboys in
college, ' she thought to herself as she stared

at him admiringly.

"Gabrielle, is this your boyfriend?" Macy “

blurted out still staring at him.

She frowned her face a little bit to show how
displeased she was with Macy's question.
She knew he wouldn't be happy with such a

misunderstanding.

"No, he is not." She rolled her eyes. "He 1s..."

"I'm her brother. My name is Remy Davis.
Nice to meet you. Are you one of her
classmates? Who did you say had bullied her
in school?" he asked her like a gentleman.

Macy was completely enchanted by his good
looks and appearance. Furthermore, he
behaved like a gentleman. Grace and

- e - n m iL\.":L‘.I.:



ozed out from him as she felt her
r. He was a Prince Charming.

'Gabrielle's cousin is so hot!' she thought as
she gazed at him still. Without thinking, she
thought of him as Gabrielle's cousin. A
brother who had a different surname must be

a cousin.

"Nice to meet you, Remy," she said as she

) offered him a handshake. "I'm Macy,

Gabrielle's classmate. Your sister was bullied

earlier by two girls because one of them liked
the most handsome guy in our school. But he
wasn't interested in any of them; he liked
only Gabrielle, and so, they felt frustrated by
her. Because of this, they tried to make
school unbearable for her," she explained to
him as quickly as possible.

Gabrielle wanted to stop her from talking, but
it was already too late. She said everything so

fast.

"Remy, it's not as serious as Macy made it

look," she explained to him hurredly

pouting her mouth.

“There is no need for any explanation, Gabby.
[t's a very normal thing for a lot of boys to
like someone as beautiful as you, right?" He

winked.

"That's very correct. This sister of yours 1s
quite popular in school. She has many people

16:53 25.0% Bk




sn turned down the most handsome
~in the school!" Macy was completely
ypnotized by Remy's goﬁi looks and told
im everything in a heartbeat. @

Remembering how Jag sincerely confessed his
love to Gabrielle and how she rejected him in
public made Macy suddenly feel sorry for
| him but then, one couldn't help it. Gabrielle
didn't like him after all and couldn't pretend
she did.

On the other hand, she appreciated and
respected her decision. She also held her in
high esteem. If she didn't like someone, she
rejected him out rightly instead of playing
with his feelings.

"It seems like she is popular.” He laughed so
hard. Gabrielle looked at him, surprised and
was dumbfounded. She couldn't understand
why he laughed in such a manner.

"Remy, don't forget we are going to the
flower market today. I need to pick up some
flowers before the shops close for the day.”
She was thinking of a way to make Macy
leave before she told everything about her to
Remy.

"Hold on for a moment, Gabrielle. Did you
know that something happened to Mr. Smith
some days back? You know he has sexually
16:53 38.6% W} 53%



m go ) or kll.l him m;;ﬁnﬂy Af er two days of
nstant beating, he w wn into a pohce
ell, badly defaced and mutilated all over. He
was barely gasping for breath. As of now, he
yas been expelled from the school and is
gmng to be in prison for no-one-knows-how-
long. His sentence would either be death or
life imprisonment. He can't escape any of the
two, considering what he put innocent girls
through in the past. He deserves the
treatment he's getting right now. I used to
think he was a kind and nice person. Humph,
I take back my statement. He is a wolf in
sheep's clothing,” she said with
resentfulness, without noticing that Gabrielle

had become uncomfortable. 3

Fach time she thought about that day, she
was filled with dread. A strange feeling of
helplessness enveloped her which got her

very scared.

She felt it was like a nightmare that would
soon be gone when the morning light came.
Every time her mind went to the incident,
she would be terrified and her whole body

shook involuntarily.

"Are you fine, Gabrielle? What's wrong with
you? You look like you've seen a ghost,”
Macy asked her with so much worry written

16:53 652.7% B 53%
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"*he d served. ‘}‘."hl i 'usﬁcé for

girl e has molested in the past." She
| smil d

""'Yes, he deserves it," Macy said seriously.

"Macy, let's call it a day. We need to buy
some flowers to beautify the garden. I'll make
sure I prepare something for you to eat next
time we meet." She took the bold step to end
the conversation. She didn't want to continue,
which would make her feel helpless.

"Okay, let's talk about it next time. I'm
working as an intern in the High-Tech Zone.
It's not far from your studio. Let's meet when

we are both free." Macy was a carefree and
bubbly girl, and so she didn't notice that
Gabrielle wasn't in the mood to talk to her

anymore.

"Okay, bye."

She walked forward in a hurry and Remy
followed her. He could guess why she left in

a hurry.

"Gabby, has that beast abused you sexually In
the past?” he asked her without mincing

B i e was @ known for being
W 53%
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' She stopped and turned around to look at
with hesitati?'; Then she nodded

y face was from

rmatively. "The
im, he didn't

-~ affil ap nﬁ
him. Unfortunately for
succeed.”

From her words, he could imagine what had
“happened. That idiot must have slapped her
" when she tried to resist him. He had hit her

" s0 bloody hard.

He had thought that it was Westley who did
it, but now it seemed that it had nothing to
do with him. Instead, it should be him who
had saved her from the hands of that
shameless fool. Then, it was not difficult to
guess who had caught and tortured him with

so much severity.

"t must be her husband who did it. He had
always been this decisive and ruthless with
anything that with his happiness or that of
anyone related to him, - he reasoned.

"Gabby." His face changed suddenly. He
wanted to comfort her, but he didn't know

what to do to cheer her up.

She looked at him with a smile of relief.
"Remy, don't try to comfort me, it's been a
long time. Let's not talk about it anymore. I'd
be very grateful if you don't mention it again.

B 53%
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"It should be Westley who is making him pay
for what he did. Have you ever thought about
that?" he asked as he looked at her.

"It doesn't matter. He deserves what he's
getting right now. I'm going to pick the
fowers now. It's getting late already and
they'll soon close for the day." She didn't
want to talk about her husband right now.

Without saying anything more, he followed
her to pick up the flowers.

He didn't expect that Westley would become
so protective of Gabrielle, having done so

many things secretly in time past. 2



and pa.id I,'fo-r ﬁbé Remy llowed her

diligently, and even helped her in carrying
some of the flowers. On their way back, she
became apprehensive when she thought
~about how the families of Emily and Cassie
| had been threatened and also how Mr. Smith
had been brutally beaten. If she had guessed

correctly, all of these should be connected to
Westley.

She knew that her husband was well-known
for his cruel nature and his domineering way
of handling issues. But then, he had never for
once told her all he had done on her behalf. ' ‘

Remy, staring at her from the corner of his
eyes as he drove, knew what she was worried
about. Just in time, they arrived at the Half
Moon Bay Villa. He parked the car carefully

and they both came out.

"Gabby, by now, you should know the kind of
person you got married to. He believes more
in action than mere talk. I'm sure he hasn't
told you the things he has done for you,
right?" he asked her with concern.

She paused for a while as if contemplating
whether to reply or not. Then she answered,
"No, he hasn't. If Macy hadn't told me today

16:54 0.0% ) 52%
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If you want p eciat 'him, you-

' éall him or senﬁ a ext to his phone. H
vould like that very much." He felt that he
had done what he could do for them as a
!couple It was now up to them to either take

| his advice or throw it out to the dogs. a

- "I understand. Thank you, Remy," she told
him sincerely. An idea popped up in her

mind.

"Speaking of which, since you like making
coffee so much, I can recommend a place for
you. It is my friend's coffee shop. If you're

chanced, you can go there and see how that
place looks like. You could even become a
barista if you like." He took out a business
card from his car's compartment and handed

it over to her.

The name of the cafe, as written on the
business card, was Taste Bud.

She had heard about this coffee shop in the
past. It was ranked among the top three cafes
in the Antawood. They made coffee
excellently well and her friend, Sloane, liked
it very much and for this reason, they often
spent a lot of time there.
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_' P fon't inter

oney." She declined w ,
ush She didn't want tc d{sappomt him
or take his kindness for granted. Besides,
Bud made very good coffee and she
. might not fit in well since she was just an

| unprofessional coffee lover.

1.5
l_-r

* "It doesn't matter, Gabby," he tried to
persuade her. "You can still take it as your
hobby. What I meant is that my friend has a
full set of coffee machines, most of which he
1sn't using at the moment. You can go there
to practice in your spare time, and you can
polish up your coffee-making skills, you
know. He will teach you quite a whole lot
about coffee making. You don't have to take
it so seriously so that it doesn't interfere in
your jewelry designing." He found her to be a
gifted barista and so he didn't want to see

her talent go to waste just like that.

“Thank you, Remy." She nodded eventually.

She hadn't been going to the jewelry studio
for some time, so she wanted to go there

today if possible.

"You don't have to be so formal with me. I'll
be leaving now. Don't hesitate to let me know
if you need anything. I'm just a phone call

16:54 27 7% ) 52%




drive carefully on the W
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|
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He started l-._the car and drove off. Instead of
going back to the hospital or his own villa, he
took the road that led to the Morris Group

building.

Someone from there had sent him a message,
asking him to come to his office right away.
He received the message when he was still at
the flower market. And now, it was more
than two hours. He wondered silently if

Westley would torture him to death for not
|

responding to the message as quickly as '

possible.

By the time he got to the floor where
Westley's office was located, he could feel
that the whole atmosphere was tensed up. If
he guessed correctly, Westley must be in a

rage right now.

"Oh! Dr. Remy. Thank goodness you are here.
Please go in and pacify Mr. Morris. He is very
angry right now," Alvin said to him as he
walked past him with a large tray of some
snacks and drinks which he knew was not

what Westley liked to eat.

'Is it the food and drink I ordered for him this

-
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s Carol. She is in Mr. Morris' office. She
st have pissed him off with her devilish

¢ lvin said in a low tone.

r at ; mder"
y Since Caroi, the little devil is here, 1'd better
leave quietly. She will only make more

| trouble for Westley, anyway. I think it will be
better to avoid her." He was about to slip

away as soon as he said these words.

All the same, Alvin moved faster than him
and pushed the door of Westley's office open
making him stop in his tracks. "Mr. Morris, H

Dr. Remy is here to see you," he said loudly.

"Remy, come in and eat up the food you sent
to me," said Westley in a resentful voice.

Carol White was the daughter of the White,
and also the sister of Jonas White, who

pampered his younger daughter excessively.
So none of them could scold her.

Now, Westley's anger which was ultimately
caused by Carol was thrown to Remy.

Remy regretted why he didn't call Alvin first
to ask gbout what was going on in the office.
Maybe it was just not the right day to come
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"Remy, you're here! Coufle 61
you a lot of delicious f
et voice. f'

\
Both Remy and Westley knew very well that

under the angel-like face of Carol lay the soul
of the devil, full of deceit.

F. \va 13!

- She had been troublesome, arrogant, and self
-willed since she was a little child. She was
prone to several bouts of mood swings. At
the age of ten, she fell in love with Westley
and started haunting him ever since. When
she was eighteen, she had already made up
her mind that she would be the one to marry

him whether he liked it or not.

Westley was almost driven crazy by her.
Remy, who also suffered a lot from the gl
could do nothing but show sympathy. Carol
was too smart. The two men would have
been in much more trouble had they not

been on alert for her.

“Oh, it's you, Carol. Why did you return
home all of a sudden? Aren't you supposed
to be in school overseas?" Remy asked her as
he walked in with a smile.

The beautiful and lovely-looking girl was
sitting on the sofa. In front of her, there was
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coincidentally, it sat

Remy, did you df'Jet this cake? How did you

w that [ would come back today? It's like

vas specially prepared for me," she said

A a smile on her face. "It's delicious." She
_ took another bite from the cake and swayed

| her head from side to side.

It was true that anyone who took a look at ma

her would fall for her beautiful and innocent

face.

But who would expect that there was a bag
full of tricks behind her beautiful and
innocent-looking face.

"Well, maybe I have a connection with you
without knowing it." Remy managed to think
of a reply. Then he turned around and saw
the man sitting on the leather chair with a

tight face.

"Westley, you didn't eat. Don't you want to
try this sweet piece of cake?" He looked at

him with a big smile on his face.

Westley intentionally threw a document at
him in a playful manner, which he caught

instantly.

"Remy, stop acting so sick. Don't you know
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| want to make the other

ng. Why did he
ey ha{l a special hobby?

mployees think [l

 "Westley, the coffee was amazing. I should
. have brought some for you. To make it up for
' you, I brought you these desserts. Good
friends should share delicacy." Remy
sounded calm and reasonable. 2

He looked pissed off. "You're being
unreasonable, Remy."

"Remy, what kind of coffee do you have? I
would love to go next time." Carol joined the ‘
conversation. She had never liked being |

ignored.

i toke you next time." She probably
wouldn't have the time and would she really
want to drink coffee made by Gabrielle?

And would Gabrielle want to make coffee for
her love rival? 1

"Really? Thank you!" Carol smiled.

“You still haven't told me why you returned.
Does your brother know where you are?"
Remy noticed the white suitcase next to him.
The boarding pass was still attached to the
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v W ult{]onas: (farol_ s brother, react if he
w? @

*"’Of course not. If he knew, he would have
| picked me up from the airport. Then I
- wouldn't have seen Westley at all. I couldn't
' miss the chance." Carol stood and walked

towards Westley. Instinctively, he stepped
backwards, but his back pressed against the

wall.

“If Jonas knew what you said, he'd be angry. |
" Remy said H

You've always been so heartless,
with a glare.

The young girl was madly in love with
Westley and desperate to marry him. Nobody
took her affections seriously.

"My brother will understand,”" Carol replied
with a smile. She got closer to Westley.

'If you take one more step, I will make sure
you'll never be allowed in Morris Group again,
- Westley warned her.

She had always been clingy.

He tried to avoid her as much as he could.

I- h Ei!‘ Llul
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en sit b“ck down!" Westley ordered her.

_ |
If he followed through with his threat, Jonas
wouldn't be pleased.

' The man loved his sister very much. An
insult to her was one to the both of them.

‘I'll go back now." It didn't matter if her
feelings were hurt, she still listened to him.
She sat on the sofa but her eyes were wide,

shiny with unshed tears. =

Remy put the plate of food in front of her.

“Carol, why don't you have something to eat?

You'd be so much happier if you moved on
from him. You know that, right?" Remy said,
hoping his words would be listened to.

Carol had always been a stubborn girl. When
she set her mind on something, nothing
could change it. She used to tell Helena that
she would marry Westley when she grew up.
The other woman had never seen Carol as
anything but a child.

She never lost hope and pestered him every
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| "Dear Remy, you're so kind to me. If only I
- could feel the same way for you. But Westley |

" is the only one I love," Carol said wistfully.
i

' Her words sent a chill up his spine. He didn't
want to be worthy of her affections.

"I don't need or want your love. I think it's
probably for the best if you continue to like ‘ \

10
|Id

Westley," Remy told her.

Westley shot a glare at him. The man was no

help at all.

Carol had said it wasn't easy to stop loving
someone. How could anyone transfer their

feelings from one to another?

He was loathed to admit it, but she was right.
Westley couldn't do it and neither could
Gabrielle. For Bryce, she had ended up

marrying a man she didn't love.

Would Gabrielle ever stop loving the man she
couldn't have?




] L -
#p e you |

erri - c“_-a_,-nd =bpic. What |
n if Carol decided she was in |
instead? He would never know

"I have to protect him," Carol told him, her :

i
]

expression serious. :

"What do you mean?" Looking between the
two of them, he wondered if something had

happened before he'd arrived.

'l know Nellie ran away! So, I came back,"
Carol informed him.

Westley's eyes turned cold. "Who told you
that?"

The news of Nellie and Bryce eloping was a
closely guarded secret. Even Jonas didn't

know. How did she find out?

"Westley, why are you so mean to me?" Carol
asked, her voice broke and Remy thought she

might cry.

“Who told you?" Westley asked again.

Carol wouldn't let him know the truth.




Chapter 95 | Want To Be Your Substitute Bride

She was thrilled when she

‘happened. It didn't matter why Nellie left,

/ Westley no longer had a fiancée, which was
great news for her,

found out what

"Westley, it doesn't matter how I found out.
All that matters if that I'm here to help you.
You are the master of the Morris and the CEO
of the Morris Group. The newspapers will
have a field day when they find out. ]
couldn't let that happen to you, so I came to
take her place. I'm old enough to be your
bride and I love you very much." Carol looked
f so happy, as if she had answered all his
Jll Prayers and saved his honor.

"I will never marry you!" Westley said with a
scowl.



el

' When Westley said, "No need," Carol could
not help but start Crynfg '?hose two words
hurt her deeply. &

'hy, Westley, why not? Why do you dislike
me so much?" As Carol shed tears, she
became more resentful.

"Westley, how could you? You are bullying
Carol again, and this time behind my back!
She went back without informing us and
came immediately to you when she arrived.
How could you do this to her? Do you want
me to beat you up?" The moment Jonas
arrived, he saw Carol crying and thought that
Westley had bullied her. Jonas became
annoyed and angry. He rushed immediately
to Westley, intending to beat him. =

"Jonas, if you dare punch Westley, you have
my approval. I will surely applaud you!" Was
Remy always idle? Did the sight of people

fighting make him excited?

Jonas only rolled his eyes at Remy. He walked
up to Carol to comfort her, holding her in his
arms. "Carol, please stop crying. Why are you
crying? What did Westley do to you?"

"Westley didn't bully me. It's not what you
think." At last, Carol stopped her tears. She
was full of grievance as she looked at her

®




i’."’ m‘ ou, ‘I:hen are you |
ving ike this? came to see him
odiz tely you g‘" rived® He must have
b llied you. That is why you are crying. What
;.;_.j- spened?" There was unhappiness in Jonas'
tone. He wanted to beat up Westley. Jonas
'ﬁiew, though, that he could not match the

strength Westley possessed. 2

| "I said I would marry Westley. Has Nellie not
run away? I want to be the substitute bride.
That is why I am here. But Westley, he, he
doesn't want me. [ am aggrieved. Am I not as
good as Nellie? He would rather wait for this
fleeing bride than accept me!" Carol's
resentment increased as she lingered on
those thoughts.

"Carol, you are better than Nellie. She is
nothing compared to you. Our Carol is the
most beautiful girl." Jonas gently coaxed
Carol.

Carol's mood improved, although she knew
that Jonas was only trying to make her

happy.

"I want to ask you, Westley. Is Carol not as
good as Nellie? A while ago, you insisted on
agreeing to the ridiculous request of the
Collins to engage Nellie. I told you she was
not suitable for you. Not at all. You cannot
compare her to Helena. But you didn't listen
16:55 15.6% W) 52%
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Your opportunity to abandon her

H YO 3 _:_:-.-. . . | :
- has come, and then to choose another wife.
On cue, Jonas made Carol stand in front of

Westley for Westley to take a good look at

Carol was now an adult. She was a beauty to

behold, and also pretty and cute. Most
' importantly, she loved Westley deeply. It was
better to marry for love than otherwise.

"Jonas, when did you change? Carol is
thoughtless, and so are you right now. How
could I hurt her?" There was sadness in

Westley's eyes.

“Am I thoughtless? That is not true. Fjustees '

'l said no, Jonas. I mean it!" Westley didn't
want to continue the discussion. Jonas didn't
know he was pushing his sister into trouble.

“Westley, what do you mean? [s Carol not
good enough for you? I wonder why you
dislike her. Why?" Jonas's self-esteem was

hurt.

For Westley to reject Carol meant he was also
rejecting the White.

"It's not that Caro] doesn't deserve me. I am
not worthy of her. Do you have time tonight?
Let's go and have 3 drink." Westley had a
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) had to tell him now. Otherwise, Jonas would
be hurt and end thei;ﬂﬁgjud;hi 0 |

'. 2! First, let me driv( C}ml home." Jonas
a resentful look on his face. He would
)ay Westley back by getting him drunk. That

would vent his anger.

“I'll ask Alvin to take Carol home!" Westley
. called Alvin.

"Mr. Morris."

Alvin came in immediately.
"Send Carol back,"
Westley ordered.

"Okay, Mr. Morris."

‘I'm not going back. I also want to have a
drink with you." Carol was unwilling to be so
dismissed and sent back to the White.

"We are going to the bar. There are so many
men there. It would be best if you didn't go
there, little girl. It's not suitable for a good
girl like you," Westley said in a flat tone.

"But.. "

“No buts, Carol. You just arrived. It would

6:5 |
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ke Y home," “Westley orde -
oldness in his voice.

"Okay, then, I'll be go! ng back. But, can I
invite you for dinner with me? Tomorrow?"

Carol had a pitiful look on her face.

Before Westley could reply to her, Jonas
| spoke on his behalf. "Carol, I promise you
that Westley will have dinner with you

tomorrow. Is that okay?"

"Okay. It's a promise, Westley." The smile on
Carol's face widened. Her face began to glow.

“Well, first, you have to go back." Jonas '|

rubbed Carol's head affectionately.

‘I have no problem with that. I'm going. See

you tomorrow, Westley." Carol left happily

after waving goodbye.

"Alvin, please take Carol back. Be safe, okay?"
Jonas's tone was firm as he warned Alvin.

"Okay, Mr. White. I promise." Alvin pulled
Carol's suitcase and went out. She followed

behind him.

The three men went to their usual bar. They
ordered a private room and began to drink.

“Westley, can you now tell me? I want to
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hy do you dislike

_ .:é&?ﬁtelrnas was
‘he opened a bottle of wine and

: ﬁ a large glass of u;iine for Westley.

Remy opened another bottle. He poured half
a glass for himself and took a sip. He then
took a hard look at Jonas. "Trust me. Westley
didn't agree to her ridiculous and willful
request because he wanted Carol's good."

"Why do you say her request 1s ridiculous
and willful? That woman, Nellie, has run
away from the wedding. She has dumped
Westley. Carol is trying to restore his honor
by agreeing to marry him. But he refused
decisively. That is what broke my sister's
heart!" Jonas wouldn't agree to Remy's

suggestion.

'So, Jonas, you told Carol that Nellje ran
away from the wedding?" Westley narrowed
his eyes. He just stared at Jonas.

Some guilt came over Jonas. "Well. what [
told her was that there was no news of your
wedding. On the wedding day, nothing lield
and the Collins did not make any trouble. I
did a little Investigation, and I realized that
Nellie had run away from the wedding."

"Then you should have been more detailed in
your investigation. On that day, I didn't
cancel the wedding. | got married that day.
We did not make the news public." Westley

]650 7 3 5 |i_:* 1
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Chapter 96 Who Is The Bride

took a big gulp of the wi
cold and calm.

ne. His voice was

"Married? I don't understand. Damn it! What
you got married? Westley, don't

do you mean
till your best friend?

talk nonsense. Am I s
How could you keep me in the dark?" Jonas

<till didn't believe Westley had married.

"I didn't lie," Westley said calmly. Jonas
could see that he was not kidding at all.

"Then tell me who the bride is?" When Jonas
heard what Westley said, he thought Westley l=

was mad. '
|




ol 1 o L i .
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| They were still sitting in Westl office. The

ir in the office was tensed. Jonas was still in

total shock, wondering when Westley got

married without his knowledge. 'This can't

be true. When exactly did this happen? Who
~was the bride?' he asked himself silently. @

Without a doubt, the bride being talked about
was Gabrielle who was made to atone for the
sins of the Jones. But it was very obvious that
he didn't know her. Holding a glass of wine,
Westley stared at him silently with a troubled
look all over his face.

"Westley can you stop staring at me in that
manner?" Jonas said. "You're staring at me
like a lion who wants to mount on his prey.
It's very creepy and you're making me feel
uncomfortable." He felt uneasy with the way
Westley peered at him. 'Why should he look
at me in such a manner as if he wants to eat

me up?' he reasoned.

"Actually, he is a fox, not a lion. They are two
different types of animals," Remy said to
Jonas as he took a sip of his wine and looked
at him knowingly.

'Remy is right. Westley is as cunning as a fox,
' he reasoned. 'He looks fierce and had a lot

16:56 0.0% m)52%
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looked at Westley - ad y. "We:tley, you
| s-" st be lying to me by telhng me that you're
married. Well, if truly you're married, where
is your wife now? By the way, who is she?
I'm sure you can't tell me because there is no
~ bride, right? You're just a liar!" Jonas yelled
angrily. "If you don't want to marry my sister,
Carol, I would understand. I won't even
blame you at all because I've always known
that you both are not compatible. She 1s too
beautiful and innocent to be associated with
a cunning and frightening man like you."

He wasn't drunk yet, but he was already
talking like someone who was.

"Gabrielle Jones," Westley said calmly.

"What did you say? What Jones?" Jonas
didn't hear the name.

"Gabrielle Jones. That's the name of his wife,"
Remy repeated the name on behalf of
Westley when he saw that he didn't want to
say it again.

"Gabrielle? Why am I just hearing about her
for the first time? Where did you find her?
How did you both meet? I don't want to
believe that you, Westley, will just marry a
16:56 14.5% W) 529
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: he said thh wa e&‘ d. '
: . he believe that Westley got married
and he wasn't aware? 2

He knew Westley very well and knew that it
‘was not possible for him to just marry a
woman out of the blues.

"Look, Jonas. Gabrielle is my wife, not 'a
woman out of nowhere'. She has an identity.
The sooner you understand that, the better."
He was upset about how Jonas kept saying
"out of nowhere".

Jonas looked at Westley in utter amazement.
He drank up the wine in his glass and looked
at him again, still in shock. "Westley, are you
still the same Westley that I know? I'm
surprised because the Westley 1 know will
never defend a woman. Never! Tell me who
this woman is. I want to know her. Which

Jones is she from?"

Jonas had tried his best to search for her but
failed.

So which wealthy family did this woman
come from?' he thought deeply. Because he
knew that his friend wouldn't marry
someone from the lower class.
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vith the way Wes ey | ehaved now, it

s abvmub that he not only married her but

vas also dbfendlng her. It looked as if the
‘woman held a very special place in his heart.

The more he tried unraveling the mystery in
his mind, the more curious he became. He
wanted to see this woman. He wanted to
know who she was and how she had
captured the heart of his friend. All of a
sudden, he thought of something and turned
towards Remy's direction. "Tell me the truth,
Remy. Did you know about this from the very

beginning?

Remy didn't say a word, but stared at him
with an evil-looking smile on his face.

"I just need to know the truth, Remy. Did you
know all about this?" he asked him once
more. In the blink of an eye, Jonas stood up
angrily and shouted at Remy. He didn't have
the guts to shout at Westley, so he poured
his anger on Remy. Besides, he had a much
better temper than that of Westley.

"Can you stop laughing already, Remy. I
asked you a question and I need an honest
answer. Do you know the woman Westley got

1656 44.8% W 52%




do I kno b*dl ha ='f§1%'o seen
r several times," Remy said casually.

I {
|

This made him very angry and he shouted at \
m in annoyance.

"What do you mean, Remy? You met her
| before, and you didn't bother to tell me? Are
we friends or just strangers?" He pushed a
large glass of wine in front of Remy urging
him with his eyes to drink it up in one gulp.

"Do you think I met her because I wanted to?
It's because she got hurt. I went to treat her
Injury." Remy didn't refuse the drink: he took

it and drank it.

Jonas turned to face Westley. "So, what was
your plan? Were you ever going to tell us?
Forget about the drinks we had today. What
about the Wilson and Alexis? Do they know
about this or am I the only one just getting to
know?" Jonas asked Westley expecting an

answer.

They were a group of five friends. He would
take it as long as he wasn't the only one of
the five of them that didn't know. If the other
two didn't know either, he wouldn't feel so
bad.
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"Not at all. Except for me alone, all you three
don't know about this. I think he didn't want
to tell any of us, but the nature of my
| occupation made me know about the
existence of Gabby. I hope you can
- understand now. Are you feeling better

now?" Remy asked, ]ooking at Jonas calmly.
a

With that, he comported himself. As long as
he wasn't the only one who didn't know, he
felt better. ‘ \

But if it was the other way around, he would
surely fight with Westley.

‘It's fine then. No problem." Jonas drank a
glass of wine comfortably.

Then he quickly poured out a glass of wine
for Westley. "This is your punishment for
having secretly married a wife, and not
sharing her with your brothers," he said.

Westley looked at him coldly. "Share? Who in
his right frame of mind would share his wife
with his friends?" he asked with a sneer on
his face. @




. when you gotmarned 'Is it bec ycur w1fe |
{ 1s too ugly and you don't want her to be seen
.'..‘ you? I though*f ygu \md you'd marry

ar mind so quickly? And this happened all
because of a woman we haven't seen or
heard of before. When are you going to stop
‘hiding her so that we can see her?" Jonas
urged him to take his wife out more so that
people could see her.

Westley didn't say a word. He just took a sip
of his drink with a straight face.

'He wants to see Gabrielle?' he thought as he ”

shook his head.

He hadn't seen this woman for days and
wondered how she was faring in Half Moon
Bay.

As he thought of this, he suddenly felt like
seeing her. 3

"Westley, I was at the Villa to see her today.
She has almost recovered and the swelling on
her face is gone," said Remy calmly.




| ; my E-l"-é'; W ?it [f:.f W 1'_ k- Wh‘y he | \
| continued to tell him about her. He knew that |
Mestley couldn't hide his concern for her.
:

If Gabrielle didn't mean anything to Westley,
‘then he wouldn't have saved her from the old
- beast she was trapped with, neither would he
- have personally tortured him.

That was more than enough evidence to

prove to Remy that he wouldn't just shrug it
off.

And so he came clean and told Westley
everything.

“What do you mean, Remy?" Westley glanced
over at him.

Remy replied with a small smile, "I just told
you what happened to Gabby. You can do
what you like with that information."

"Yeah, whatever." Westley kept quiet and
decided to ignore him.

The silence made Remy realize that he was
waiting for him to continue.

"What? What are vyou talking about?
Westley's wife was injured and is still
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- Westley qus pissed at the comment. He knew |
~ that Jonas ‘was one of the few people who
"uld dare call him an idiot to his face.

: Ijonas didn't hold back at all, cursing and
calling him all sorts of names.

Remy respected Jonas for his bravery. Earlier
when he had heard, he thought that Westley
had beat her, but he could only scold him
secretly, not daring to say it to his face.

"Domestic violence? What proof do you have,
Jonas?" The atmosphere made Westley
decide that he didn't want to drink anymore,
so setting down his glass, he got up to leave.

‘I might be wrong but the Westley 1 know
would not lay his hands on a woman,
especially not his own wife. That would be
truly evil. Oh come on Westley, where are
you going?" As Jonas started drinking another
glass of wine, he saw that Westley was

leaving.

Having heard enough insults from Jonas,
Westley completely ignored him and walked
out of the bar.
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| with you. \Fe're chelors, so we get to enjoy
- our night! Let's get wasted!" Remy grabbed
Jonas's arm and led him away.

'This drunk gUy needs to stop talking,
otherwise Westley might just beat him up.'

"Alright, fine. But you're a doctor, don't you
have any surgeries to perform tomorrow?" As
far as Jonas was concerned, Remy the doctor
always had work to do at the hospital.

"Nah, don't worry about my work. I've got it
covered. Are you drinking or should we just
call it a night?" Jonas was already wasted,

and Remy could clearly see it.

‘Let's get hammered!"

Outside the bar, Westley leaned against the
wall, in no hurry to leave. He was smoking a
cigarette and waiting for Alvin to come pick

him up.

Although he had a high alcohol tolerance,
and could hold his alcohol well, the few
glasses of wine he had left him feeling tipsy.
He had a well-built figure and looked really
handsome leaning against his car, smoking.
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- "Mr. Morris, what happened? You finished
| early. Or was it me who came late?" Sighting
_the cigarette butt Westley dropped, Alvin
knew that his boss had been waiting for a

| while.

He should have come earlier to drive him
home.

‘It's okay. Is Carol home yet?" Westley asked
as he got into the car, choosing to not blame ; .

Alvin for coming late.

“Yes, she is. I watched her go 1nto the
White's Mansion, so I came back. I thought
you and Mr. White would be at the bar for
longer, so I stopped to get some food on the
way and didn't hurry back. If you had called
when you were done, I would have come
back sooner." Alvin felt the need to explain.

‘It's okay, we can leave now." Closing his
eyes, Westley leaned back with a sigh, and
rubbed his brows as though he wasn't

affected.

"Mr. Morris, let's go back to the Vineyard




y Gabrielle had been staying at Half Moon Bay
fo a long time, and since Westley wasn't
~ Interested in going to l’alaMoon Bay, Alvin
- didn't dare suggest it.

Because of this, the
Separated shortly after the

newlywed couple
Y were married.

Alvin didn't know if Miley knew this yet. She
really liked Gabrielle, and if she knew, the
News would upset her.

"Okay,"

Westley coolly replied.

Alvin kept quiet

and started driving.

On getting to a Crossroad, t
traffic light. While they wa
beginning to feel hot, so W

hey stopped at a
ited, the car was

estley rolled down
the window to let in some air. Outside, a

group of grls passed the car, chatting
amongst themselves.

"There's a newly opened cake shop up ahead,
and it's so cute! Everything is pink, and the
cakes are absolutely wonderful."

"Oh yes, I heard about the place. They have
the best cakes in this city for girls. Let's head
over, 1t should stil]l be open at this time."

"No matter how sad you are or how you feel,
a slice of the cake is sure to cheer you right
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\s the girls left, W estley's eyes ME;
e , drive to the cﬁiceth‘p and buy a cake.

Taken aback by the request, Alvin glanced at
his boss in the rearview mirror.

What happened to Mr. Morris? Why did he
want girls' cake? Did it have anything to do
with the girls' afternoon tea set menu Dr.

Remy got for him?

'Sir, do you mean the cake shop those girls
were talking about?"

|

Alvin asked, to be sure he hadn't misheard ' ~ :

his boss.

He had to tread carefully because ever since
his boss married Gabrielle, his bad temper
became worse. If he said something to upset

his boss, he would definitely go in for it.

Truly, being in the company of a king is as
dangerous as living with a tiger, as they say.

‘Do I have to repeat myself?" Westley asked

Inn annoyance.

At this point, Alvin was convinced that he
hadn't misheard him. He really was going to
get a cake from the cute girls' cake shop.
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“drove quickly to the cake shop. It was |

‘than two hun_,d'reg‘ eters away. On
ting there, they saw {ake shop, which
s as the girls described, painted pink, and
des 1te the odd hour, the store was packed
full of customers. A lot of the customers were
girls and young lovers.

- ,.',, — adl
Yo iy =t
-

~ So when Alvin, a single young man, walked
into the shop, several people turned to stare.

Drawn in by his good looks, girls couldn't
help but sneak glances at him.

Alvin was really good-looking. Every day in
the Morris Group, he was complimented by
the ladies for his good looks, but they didn't
dare make a move on him because he was
the assistant of the CEO. In this cake shop
however, the girls didn't know about him
being the CEO's assistant, so they openly

checked him out.

Unused to the attention and overwhelmed by
the looks of the girls, he had a horrifying
feeling that he had accidentally stepped into
the ladyland.

Quickly paying for a pink strawberry cake, he
dashed out of the shop and into the car. He
didn't want to be in this scary place any

longer. @
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’ [r. Morri is." Alvin sal "this is Pnﬁ-
.f _f' y cake the signature cake of this shop.
| The one you wanted." His voice trembled

with a hint of surprise in it.

' He was rather startled at Westley's choice in
the cake. He had worked with the man for

many years and didn't realize the reserved
and somewhat aloof CEO had such femme

preferences. With an inward smile, he
appreciated this hidden, sweet side of his

boss.

"Let's go," Westley said. He looked at the H
pink package and for a moment, he regretted

buying it. 2

"Of course," Alvin said, "the shop assistant
reminded me that this is an ice-cream cake
and it's likely that it will melt if it's left
outside for over half an hour, so I'll drive

faet...”

"To Half Moon Bay," interrupted Westley,
coldly.

Alvin had just started the car but abruptly

stepped on the brake when he heard the
16:58 0.0% m152%
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_.2 enly, the ‘-=' ;.if‘*_- 'bought '

- made sen*e; it wasn't for him, but for
sabrielle.

= |

},'So, after everything, it seemed that Westley

- did really care about Gabrielle.

When Westley had not visited her for many
days, Alvin figured that he didn't think so
warmly of her anymore, and that their

relationship was over.

And now, here he was, buying a cake that fit
Gabrielle's preferences. Alvin knew Gabrielle

would enjoy it.

At the thought of this, the embarrassment of
buying the cake just now was all gone. Alvin
was willing to buy another cake for Gabrielle.

"Yes, Mr. Morris," Alvin replied, now
seemingly happier, "I'll be fast. I'm sure we
can make it before they go to bed." Alvin was

much happier.

Westley wordlessly looked down at the pink
box on the seat next to him. The whole car
was filled with the rich fragrances of the ice-
cream cake.
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, "Mr. Morris, why are you back;ﬁ"’ﬁ-éaﬁng all
the commotion in the yard, Sophie hurried
out to have a look. She was surprised to see
Westley. She had wondered when he would
arrive at his villa, but had been disappointed
by his absence.

She had been looking forward to seeing
Westley these days, but she had been
disappointed every day. i

It was obvious, now, that he was worried
about Gabrielle, for him to be here in the
dead of the night.

"Sophie, is it okay that I'm here?" Westley's
tone softened a little.

He always had two signature mannerisms.
quite different to each other. Gabrielle was on
the receiving end of his coldness and
indifference; almost treating her like an

enemy.

"Of course you can come, Mr. Morris. You're
very welcome here. Gabrielle and I lcnqk
forward to seeing you every day," said
Sophie, happily.

Hearing this, Westley narrowed his eyes at
Gabrielle's embarrassed face.

"I wasn't. Anyway, ['m going back to my

16:59 71.2% W) 52%
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" Sophie called, quickly.

m it's fine. I'll wear plastic bags and make

| sure they don't get wet." Gabrielle's voice
¢ wafted out from the house.

B Westley frowned at this information. He

- hadn't seen anything wrong with Gabrielle's

hands as she was wearing gloves while she

- was gardening. "Sophie, what's wrong with

her hands?" 1

"She's gotten a lot of blisters on her hands
after weeding continuously for the last few
days. Then the blisters broke and exposed
her flesh. Today, Remy noticed and applied
medicine to her hands, advised her against
coming into contact with water for the time-
being," explained Sophie.

"Is she made of paper? Why did she get hurt
so easily? What did you say? And was it just

- her who has weeded out all the grass in the

IIJI -
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- yard?" Westley could hardly believe it.
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Vhat she heard Westle *y got her angry.
| She paced up and down in her room as she
- bit her lips hard and tried her best not to
- react to what he said. She resisted the strong
urge in her to go downstairs and confront
‘him. What did he mean by saying that she

| Was made of paper? He felt that she got
bruises quite easily which made him think
that she was just too frail.

‘Does he think that I'm not scared of feeling
pains all the time? Does he think that I derive
Joy in having injuries all over my body?' The
more she thought about it, the angrier she
got.

He still didn't apologize for his useless
statement. All of a sudden, he appeared
behind her in the middle of the night scaring

her out of her wits.

Since she had a long day, she was about to go
upstairs to take a shower, but she felt thirsty
at the same time. She was on her way to the
kitchen to get some water to drink and
accidentally heard everything he said about
her.

At that moment, she knew that she had such
a bad image in this man's heart. s
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"Why did you come here inexpectedly, Mr.
Ml:g'is? You are worried about your wife,
Isn't it?" Sophie asked with a smile on her
face. "You must have brought this cake just
for her. She loves eating cakes. She will be
very happy about it." This woman was very
- Smart. Coming at this time with a cake in his
' hand, it was obvious that he came here for a

special purpose and it was to see Miss Jones.

To her, there was nothing like a false
marriage and so she didn't believe that there
was no love between the both of them.

Gabrielle lazily drank the water and thought
of the pretty cake box he was carrying.

'Did he come with the sole aim of bringing
me a cake at this late hour?' she thought to

herself.

'Did he come here to apologize for leaving me
alone these past few days?'

If this was the case, should she consider
forgiving him?

'Gabrielle, you are so cheap! A simple cake
buys you off!' she nudged herself.

"Sophie, take the cake. Alvin bought it for me
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ophie's hands forcefully and made her know
~ how the cake came a/béuﬁ o 3 |

He didn't buy it hirnselt:! lest Gabrielle should
tart overthinking the whole issue.

_"l‘ﬁr. Morris, didn't you ask Alvin to specially
buy it for Gabrielle?" Sophie stared at the

| cake box and didn't believe what Westley had
said.

"Sophie, I need you to understand me. I
didn't come to see her. Besides, from what I
can see, she is doing fine and doesn't need to ' '

be worried about at all. Don't you have
money to hire workers to clean out the weeds
for you? Why does Gabrielle have to weed
and get hurt all over her body to have my
attention?" he asked with a sarcastic look on
his face. Westley was good at the irony, the
cruelest kind.

It was exasperating.

Gabrielle heard every word he had said. She
had thought that he would praise her even if

he didn't feel sorry for her for weeding the
garden with blisters.

But then, he didn't praise her, but teased her
as if she deserved the injuries that came with
tilling the garden. This man was just a
heartless human being.

-
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Sure enough, she eouldl'thpec-t too much
from him. This man would only make people
all into depression with the way he talked
about them,

The two outside didn't know that she had

" heard so much of what they discussed before
going upstairs. Looking at the pink and
beautiful box, Sophie thought that there must
be a very delicious cake in it. She was happy,
thinking that Gabrielle would also be very
happy to see the cake after taking a shower.

"Mr. Morris, Gabrielle volunteers to work
these days and she isn't arrogant nor
difficult. She even works harder than me. Just
so you know, she doesn't do it for you. She
just wants to clean up the whole house and
make 1t beautiful. She said that since she
would keep living here, she wants the place
to be as beautiful and as comfortable as
possible." She didn't want him to have any

preconceptions against his wife. After all, she
was a good girl.

"Keep living here?" His way of focusing on
the key point was a bit unexpected.

"So, she plans to stay here forever? With
whose consent? Good wishes! Her plan has

'I?‘DU 47 1% W 157%
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If Moon Bay was not

L, he s In cal’dly.*! e

Hearing Westley's Aangry  words, Sophie
wondered if she had sdid“something wrong
this time.

"Mr. Morris, you misunderstood her. She is
Just..."

- "Well, you don't have to explain for her. I
know her much better than you and I know
what kind of person she is. The daughter of
the Jones cannot be simple and kind. Sophie,
don't be deceived by her pretense. I'm going
back. Call Alvin if you need anything."
Westley left with mixed feelings. =

However, when he walked out of the gate of
the Villa, there was no car or any sign of

Alvin.

‘Where did Alvin go with the car?' he asked
himself in surprise.

=

Westley was so angry that he took out his
phone and called Alvin.

"Where are you? Come here right now!" he
thundered as he vented all his anger on
Alvin.

"Mr. Morris, I thought you would stay the
night in Half Moon Bay, so I left with the car."
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'St place? Come back here in | ten minutes,
. ten minutes is too h. I give you five 1
inutes. If | don't see’@c:i in five minutes,
ou will never have to appear in front of me
again. Consider yourself jobless!" After saying
that, he hung up the phone. He strongly
resisted the urge to drop the phone on the

. ground.

In less than 3 minute, the phone rang again.
It was Alvin.

"Yes? What's the matter? Have you arrived?"
he asked Impatiently.

”Actually, Mr. Morris, the car. The tires are
flat. I need to go back and take another car to
pick you up. Should I stil] come?" Alvin asked
In a low voice.

Hearing the unpleasant news, Westley was
desperate. He wasn't in the mood to scold
him. "No need. You can go home," he
dismissed him.

"Mr. Morris, can I still come back to the
company tomorrow?" Alvin asked anxiously.
He hoped he hadn't lost his job.

“What do you think?" Westley gave him a
vague answer and didn't tell him directly.
Then he hung up the phone.
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up instead of spendji; -'g the-ghf
Jga

pset and resigning to hijs fate,
nst the wall and Jit up a

here.

Feeling a little 4
he leaned agai
Cigarette.

As he smoked, he

heard a shout from inside
the room.

"Wow, Sophie. this cake is just so beautifull I
think it's too beautiful to pe eaten," Gabrielle
Squealed with delight. She sounded very
excited. It was so loud that even Westley,

who was leaning against the wall outside the
house could hear it.

He remembered tl

1@ conversation between
those chil

dren before, that the beautiful cake

Was magical. Even the most depressed people
would fall in love with it.

Now, hearing her SCream with joy, he

believed that a cake had an unexplainable
magic effect.

He threw the rest of the cigarette on the
ground and stamped the fire out. Then he
turned around and walked into the Villa.

He suddenly wanted to see the look on her
face. a
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"Ge a cake to eat isn't an everyday even'
 Sophie, shall we make a wish with candles?
It's a waste not to make a wish with such a
autiful cake," she proposed happily,

~sta Ing at the beautiful pink cake without
blinking.

..J s

¥ 7 4

| ﬁ:— eBooks
—— Cat

Jaily More New Latest Chapters BookMark www.eBooksCat.Com I


Stamp

Rectangle

FreeText
Daily More New Latest Chapters BookMark www.eBooksCat.Com


