








better life?"

Mr. Bennet lifted his head proudly. "I'm the
president of the Bennet Group! My daughter, your

Aunt Rue, is the lady owner of Bluemel Inc.! So we

can give you a better life with that, can't we?”

Mrs. Bennet echoed the sentiment. "That's right,

what can you get living with your mother?

Nothing!"

Z1ggy clapped his hands. "What a compelling

presentation.”

Both Mr. and Mrs. Bennet lifted their chins proudly.

"Do you think I'm an idiot? The Bennet Group has
always had a mediocre reputation. Besides, your
expenditure is more than your income, right? With
that kind of economic growth, you want to lure me

away? I'm afraid that you'd sell me off when you no

longer have money." €9

Ziggy chuckled mockingly.

Mr. and Mrs. Bennet's faces froze as their pride

melted away and their smiles became increasingly
rigid.

'How would a teeny boy like that know about this

stuff2! @
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he kid wasn't like this just a second ago"

; is he able to switch personas so

enly?!' &9

50, did he call us old people?! Do we look t}
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Mr. Bennet glanced at Rachel with disdain before
he walked into the lift with Mrs. Bennet. *

Rachel stroked Ziggy's back. "Baby, if you're okay,

e i,

let's go home.”

Ziggy squinted. "Okay, mommy. I left something in

your office, can we go and take 1t?"

Rachel nodded lightly. However, the moment she

entered the office, she noticed Wilhemina and

several women from her gang were fighting.
'Aren't they close? Why are they fighting?

Ziggy tugged at Rachel's arm and said, "Mommy, I
think you should go and tell uncle president about

this. I'll wait for you here.” &
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clack clack— The lift made loud noises b
oughout the fall. *'

éntire car was shaking as two heartrending | Z
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rieks broke out in the lift.
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ded without any safety meast
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~ 'Why are there so many things happening in n 2 :

time Nathan and Anne had walked to
rowned as they looked at the po







Did you do it on purpose? It's so that the

dent would fire us, and you can ofﬁciallg :
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ondition is so much more pitiable!"

. bad feeling arose in Wilhemina's heart. :;
-f Wlth Zigqgy's deliberate comparison, the rest of
%ﬂaem were immediately filled with resentment. &9 ].

'I'hey scowled at Wilhemina as if they would like to 3.-":
Iush up and bite her to death.
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y immediately pulled Rachel away from the

"e'-.af the crime.




re was not difficult, but it was | .
fact, it required multiple la
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her walk out. "Okay, Ieﬁs?ﬂé?i h

re both affectionate people, but they both had

sen to put on an aloof facade.

was happy to see them opening up to each | -

_ happily and handed over a buc] .
ken and Coca-cola to the old butler. &

u fried chicken and Coca-colal”
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sterday, it was Ziggy who was sleeping by your |
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3 ,ﬁo?t me, father!

% \ %jﬁ-mnment, the door opened again -as'ﬁug.-.""_'. 3




the conversation. "Father went to take me home

m school.”







~ gave birth to Josh — she was just a tool. &9

' er, even though she was frustrated, she |




at their place, so they w

and our son over for dinner”

ollowed them upstairs, begging, "But Ed
never come to my parents’ place, I would be




ng Josh, Edward quietened. "Do you rea’liyfb i '
to go?”




me, so I've looked for a job. I'll be working

e Comer Corps as an assistant.”







swever, Edward had no desire to cultivate that
el of relationship! &® :

-_"msen-t the door opened, Mr. and Mrs. Ben |
ted them with toadying smiles. @ :




snapped his fingers.

. e, the old butler took the apple on MI&
hand and placed it on the side bef




Edward a glass of red wine each.

Mr. Bennet raised his glass and smiled. "This is our
family's first full gathering, right? Let's raise a glass

to this!”

Rue and Mrs. Bennet raised their glasses to clink at

Mr. Bennet's glass.

Yet Edward made no such action.

Even Josh's orange juice was switched out by the

old butler.

The ambiance dropped down once more, so Mr.
Bennet looked at Edward. "What is it, are the food

not to your taste?”

The old butler shook his head. "No, Mr. Bennet,

Master Edward just never drinks low-quality red

wine."

The old butler's words turned Mr. Bennet red. 'The

million-pound red wine is low-quality?! Edward is

just trying to shame us, isn't he?!' €9
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.' ‘handed Josh in his arms over to the old

in name, but at the same time, I can cho
' : 1er. I think there is an equally large
 who would want to be my wife and . )







1 not want to pick up Mr. B

ward slowly stood up and dusted hi







) "It might not be a bad idea’

—y

,_m would satisfy whatever Rue asked for, a1

wnuld,mtummake the Bennetsthebm
wmner' Meanwhile, with Rachel marrying Ed

- ﬂhe would take Rue's place in suffering. .- :.Js' |

Hot everything was for naught. If Rachel ¢
make Edward happy, that would be even b




| her lips together. "M
ing about Rachel? You do ]

t to the Chapman Group?"

nnet then huffed and slammed his ha;




n help Rachel with all his might? Cou
fallen for Rachel? &9




Mt of ingenuity appeared in Mr. Bennet's
< ._“"Rue, you should divorce Edward and mar
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