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Chapter 411 A Battle of Conscience

The last time, Rina had plucked a few strands of Sonia’s hair and used some of it as the
DNA test sample. She kept the remaining ones in the event that she needed them in the
future. More importantly, she had used a small barret to keep those strands of hair in place,
carefully arranging it among her own hair so that she could use them whenever she
needed—just like how she had done so earlier.

That was the reason why she rejected Toby’s offer to help conceal her identity in the first
place; she thought that her plans were all foolproof now that she had Sonia’s hair at her own
disposal.

What Rina never expected was Zane to thwart her plans when he brought Hal and Greta
over. And now that Sonia had asked to conduct a DNA test to see if Rina was biologically
related to the wretched couple, she was subsequently backed into a corner.

She was Hal's biological daughter after all and one DNA test was all it would take to expose
her as a fraud. With that in mind, there was no way she would offer her own hair as a test
sample now, much less allow her blood to be drawn for the same purpose.

That being said, Titus had the few strands of Sonia’s hair that Rina passed off as her own
previously. If she were to ask him to use some of those as the sample for the DNA test she
was about to do with Hal and Greta, surely the test results would illustrate that she was not
their biological daughter. However, it would only arouse everyone’'s confusion as to why she
refused to pluck her own hair on the spot and possibly cause them to suspect that there
was something wrong with the hair sample she had given earlier.

Therefore, Rina was caught between a rock and a hard place. What should | do?



She was still biting on her lip as she tried to come up with plausible ways to save herself
when she sensed a pointed gaze on her. When she looked up and met Toby'’s dark obs, it felt
like she was looking at her salvation in that instant, thereby her relief glimmering in her eyes.

He had said before that he could help her to conceal her identity and she prayed that his
offer was still good.

Taking a leap of faith, she inhaled a deep breath and shot a desperate look of plea at him.

Toby’s eyes shone as he realized what she was asking of him. The courage she had to run a
DNA test alongside Titus came from Sonia’s hair, but now she won't even pluck her own hair
to see if it matches Hal and Greta’s DNA. And now, she’s asking me for help instead.
Comprehension dawned upon him as he nodded, agreeing to grant her this favor.

Rina let out a sigh of relief before the fear that threatened to suffocate her began to wane. A
smile broke out on her face as she quipped, “Got it, Dad. I'll pluck a few strands now.”

With that, she tugged on her hair with force and plucked a few strands from her scalp before
readily handing them over to Titus. “Here you go, Dad.”

He took them without saying anything; then, he asked his assistant for a couple of zip-lock
bags to store the samples. When that was done, Titus glanced over at Zane and Sonia
smugly, “See? Rina has willingly given up strands of her hair as samples and now, it's your
turn to do so.”

“Zane,” Sonia called out.

Zane did not protest and he immediately asked Hal and Greta to pluck a few strands of their
own hair, thereafter placing their samples into the zip-lock bags Titus had provided.

“I'll personally deliver these to a few other facilities and have them run the DNA tests,” he
declared before labeling the samples accordingly before placing them in a large envelope.

Titus scoffed. “And I'll come with you to keep an eye on the whole process. Who knows if
you lot will pull some despicable trick and have the samples mixed up for your own
purposes?”



“In that case, let him tag along, Zane,” Sonia decided as she chewed on her lip. She needed
to do all that it took to prove that Taylor wasn't Titus’ biological daughter and refused to
entertain the idea that Taylor could successfully bribe other facilities as well.

Zane and Titus left shortly after, leaving the rest of them in the tense silence of the room.
Toby glanced at his watch and dipped his head close to Sonia’s ear to say, “There’s no point
waiting around here. I'll have someone set up a lounge for us and we'll wait there instead.”

Sonia did not object to this and nodded. “Fine.”

She didn’t want to sit here either. The longer she did so, the more likely the Gray Family
would discover her loss of vision.

It wasn't long before Toby managed to summon an employee and requested them to open a
lounge for them, thereafter wheeling Sonia in. As for the others anxiously waiting for the
test results, they didn't require the use of a lounge and were perfectly happy without it.

Now that they were both in the lounge, Toby poured out a glass of water for Sonia and
gently said, “Here, have a drink. Your lips are looking a little parched.”

“Thanks.” She reached out to feel for the glass in front of her, but because of her blindness,
she had no idea where it was. Her fingers quivered as they continuously met thin air and she
remained wary as she tried to find the glass of water.

Upon seeing this, he chuckled lightly and took her hand.
She stiffened and tried to pull away while demanding, “What are you doing?”

However, Toby’s grip was tight, and tried as she might to pull away, Sonia frowned when she
realized all her efforts were wasted.

“Don’t move!” he warned in a low voice. “If you do, the glass of water in my hand will shake
and spill on you.”

“Then, let go of me,” she snapped, her lips pressing into an irritable line.

He placed the glass into her hand and didn’t release his grip until he was sure she had a firm
hold. “Okay, don't drop it or let it spill.”



When she felt him releasing her hand, she snorted indignantly and pointed out, “As if. I'm not
a kid, you know.”

Toby smirked in amusement. “Right, you're not a kid.” However, even as he said this, he
thought about how she would always remain as that kid who penned everything in her
letters to him.

“Drink slowly. I'll be outside making a phone call,” he added as he rose to his full feet and
took his phone out.

Sonia dipped her head to take a sip of water; then, she hummed in response to his words.

With his phone in hand, he sauntered out of the lounge and closed the door behind him. A
dark look passed over his face as he dialed Tom’s number.

“President Fuller,” Tom greeted on the other line.

Toby leaned against the wall. “Track Zane down and see which DNA testing facilities he's
going to. | want the contacts of all those in charge of the facilities as soon as possible.”

“Yes, sir” Tom answered with a firm nod.

Then, Toby hung up and fished a pack of cigarettes out from his pocket. He slid one out
gracefully and lit it, thereafter taking an indulgent drag while letting the roll-up dangle
between his slender fingers.

As the smoke unfurled over his face, it blurred his expression as well. He had no idea
whether he was doing the right thing or making a horrible mistake, but he only knew that he
was determined to save Sonia from the unnecessary agony of learning the truth of her birth.

He didn't want her to suffer anymore, which was why he held onto the hope that he was
doing right by her for once.

With a sigh, he flicked the ashes away from the butt of his cigarette and he was about to
take another drag when Tom delivered the fruits of his investigation to him.

After having gone through the information, Toby called up all the testing facilities and
reached an agreement with them. Then, he kept his phone away before returning to the
lounge.



When he saw that Wanda was the only one in the lounge and Sonia was nowhere to be
found, he froze. “Where's Sonia?” he demanded urgently.

“She’s in the restroom,” Wanda answered dutifully, gesturing toward the adjoining restroom.

He glanced over at the tightly-closed restroom door and let out a quiet breath of relief. For a
minute there, he thought Sonia had left the lounge without him noticing. He would have
kicked himself if that were to happen, seeing as he was near the lounge when he made the
call to those facilities. Had she wheeled herself out of the lounge at that moment, she surely
would have caught onto the conversation and learned of the deals he made with the
facilities.

Things would only spiral from there onward, and as he thought about the havoc that
fortunately didn’t happen, the restroom door swung open. Sonia was pressing her palms
against the wall as she felt her way out of the restroom while carefully treading back into
the lounge.

Wanda was about to go over and lend Sonia a supporting hand when Toby beat her to it,
taking two long strides toward the restroom door and instantly taking Sonia by the arm.

Sonia registered the faint smell of peppermint on him and stopped in her tracks. “It's you?
What are you doing?”

“Yes, it's me and I'm obviously helping you,” Toby answered in a deadpan manner.

Her brows furrowed. “You're not my nanny, so you aren’t obligated to help me whatsoever.”
She pulled away from him and called out, “Wanda? Wanda!”

Toby winked at Wanda, who flashed a smile as she stayed in the same spot. She neither
moved to take over helping Sonia nor made a reply.

It was only then that he retracted his gaze in satisfaction and lied while addressing Sonia,
“Wanda'’s away for now. She said she had something going on.”

“Away?” Sonia pursed her lips unhappily. “When did she leave? Why didn't she tell me
beforehand?” It seemed a little unprofessional, and downright rude, for a caretaker to leave
without first notifying their employer.a
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As though he sensed Sonia's displeasure, Toby cleared his throat and lowered his gaze
before lying through his teeth, “She mentioned something about an emergency at her
company, and she’s probably outside taking their call now.”

“Oh.” Sonia lifted her chin in a half-hearted nod. “I see.” Fine then, | guess | shouldn’t be too
hard on her if it really is about an emergency.

Now that he had successfully convinced her, he looked up and asked, “So, can | walk you
over to the couch now?”

She pursed her lips and did not answer—it was her way of acceding.

He took her by the arm once more and helped her over to the sofa, whereupon he sat down
and added, “By the way, it's nearly noon and I've ordered lunch. Perhaps you'd like to join me
for a meal?”

As proud as she was, she was about to refuse his offer when her stomach grumbled before
she could even get her words out. Her hand fluttered over her stomach as blood rushed to
her face. She stuttered in embarrassment, “I-I..."

Sonia couldn't believe how her stomach had betrayed her by exposing her hunger. If | say no
to him, he'll take it personally. A tired sigh escaped her as she thought about this and
lowered her pride. Then, she tucked her hair behind her ear as she replied lamely, “I guess I'll
take you up on your offer, President Fuller. Thank you.”



“You don't have to thank me; it's only a meal,” Toby countered with mild amusement, the
corner of his lips curling into a triumphant smirk.

He'd like to think that she was accepting of him in the absence of an outward rejection and
this thought cheered him up to no end.

To one side, Wanda was secretly cheering him on as well, but her enthusiasm was quickly
replaced by disappointment when she saw that Sonia’s sullen expression did not mirror
Toby’s excitement. She could tell that Sonia’s previous feelings of affection for the man
were still kept under lock and key. Don't despair, Young Master Toby! She'll turn around in no
time if you keep this up!

Soon, someone knocked on the door to the lounge, but as Wanda made to open it, he shot
her a look that stopped her in her tracks.

She withdrew the step that she had taken and remembered that she was supposed to be
‘taking a call outside’. It meant she couldn’t possibly open the door.

Presently, Toby stood up and headed for the door. “I'll get it. | think lunch is here.”

True enough, it took him mere moments before he returned to the sofa with carrier bags
loaded with containers of takeout, which he set up on the coffee table in front of Sonia.

She could pick out the various aromas and immediately knew what kind of dishes he
ordered for lunch, though she had to admit she was a little bewildered by it, considering how
these dishes were her favorites.

“Did you—" She spun to where Toby was next to her, and while her lips twitched, no words
came out.

He was putting food on a disposable plate for her when he heard her speak. As he looked at
her, he clarified, “Did you say something?”

“These dishes—"

“Are all your favorites,” he finished his sentence for her like he had read her mind. Then, he
thought of something else and added, “Just to reassure you, | never ordered any of these for
Tina."



A skeptical Sonia raised a brow. “Funnily enough, | don’t believe you.”

“I know, but it's the truth. Tina was really careful with her diet after she woke up from her
coma, so | never ordered these for her. That said, | did get her the mango and all other
mango dishes that they had on the menu. Sorry about that,” he elaborated in a gravelly tone.

Her eyelashes fluttered slightly. “What are you apologizing for? It's not like I'm the only one
who loves mangos; surely many around the world are fans of the tropical fruit. Besides, |
don't have the exclusive privilege to enjoy mangos either, so you can order them for whoever
you want.”

“I get what you mean, but as far as I'm concerned, you have the exclusive privilege and that
has never changed. It's just that | used to view Tina as you, which was why | ordered the
mangos for her only to discover that she was allergic to them.” He took the utensils and
placed them in Sonia’s hands.

Sonia held the utensils for a while before she slowly asked, “I've been wondering for a while
now—how did you even confuse Tina for me? | mean, | know that there are people who
mistake others for someone whom they know, and it's not uncommon, but to go six years
without even realizing that you've made a mistake? That's—"

She let out a mocking laugh and did not continue, although Toby knew what she would have
said. He looked down with a self-effacing smile. “If | told you | was hypnotized, which was
why | couldn't tell Tina was putting on an act all along, would you believe me?”

“Are you telling me someone had the audacity to hypnotize a man as powerful as you,
President Fuller?” She countered sarcastically. Hypnotized? This guy’s getting more and
more creative!

Toby could see the cynical look on her face and he suppressed a bitter laugh. Of course she
wouldn't believe me. “Okay, let’s just leave it at that. We should probably dig in, seeing as
you're hungry.” He carefully passed her the plate of food. “I took a bit of everything. Bon
appétit.”

In truth, he wanted to spoon-feed her, but he knew that she would rather starve than to allow
that to happen, so he forcefully dismissed the idea. He still harbored hope for their
relationship and when things weren't quite so frosty between them, perhaps he would obtain
the green light to spoon-feed her.



Since she was oblivious to his thoughts, Sonia quietly dug into her meal.

On the other hand, he had his elbow propped on his knee while resting his chin on his hand
as he slightly leaned forward to watch her eat. Seeing her enjoy her meal—one which he had
painstakingly prepared for her—gave him a sense of satisfaction.

Across from them was Wanda watching the scene with a gratified smile, and she could feel
hot tears pricking her eyes. It made her feel as if she was being transported to the
memories of six years ago when he was kind and had a gentle smile at all times. Could it be
that Young Master Toby is slowly shedding his icy demeanor and returning to his old self?

The possibility of this made her lift her arm and use her sleeve to dab at the tears, which
threatened to roll down from the corners of her eyes.

Sonia was halfway through her meal when she realized that she had yet to hear a single
rustle from Toby’s end. She put down her utensils and asked, “Aren’t you going to eat?”

Toby straightened his arms and looked away from her. “I will now.”

He took his own plate of food and began to eat. If she could tell | wasn't eating even while
she was bulldozing through her food, that means she cares about me, right? His question
had no answer, but it offered him warm solace all the same and his heart melted at the
unconfirmed sentiment.

At this moment, her phone rang. She put her utensils down again and reached slowly for her
phone. Toby caught a glimpse of the name flashing on the screen and a cold look flashed in
his eyes as he said, “It's Zane.”

Upon hearing this, Sonia grew somber and relied on muscle memory to answer the call.
“Zane, do you have the results?”

There was no answer on the other line, only the sound of heavy breathing.

The silence only made Sonia more anxious as she clutched her phone tightly. “Zane, are you
there?”

“I'm here,” Zane replied hoarsely.

She bit on her lip. “Why didn't you say anything just now?”



On the other end of the phone, he was staring at the test results in his hand with a lump in
his throat. He tightened his grip on it, nearly crumpling the papers as he took a deep breath
and answered calmly, “Sonia... The results are out, but they aren’'t what we hoped for.”

“What do you mean?” Her eyes widened and her mouth parted in surprise as horror seized
her. “Are you saying that Taylor—"

“She’s not Hal and Greta's daughter, but Titus and Julia’s. All the facilities showed the same
results,” he interrupted with a frustrated sneer.

“That’s not possible!” Sonia was so shocked that she rose to her feet in a rush. “She has to
be Hal and Greta's daughter!”

Next to her, Toby registered her reaction and his knuckles turned white as he tightened his
grip on his utensils. He lowered his gaze to shield the guilt in his eyes.

Zane was still on the other line as he heaved a long sigh of resignation. “I also thought so,
seeing how she and Hal share such a strong resemblance. There’s no way they aren't
biologically related and Hal even said that he saw with his own eyes that his wife delivered
Taylor. And yet, the test results say differently. What kind of sorcery is this?”
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“I can't believe this...” Sonia trailed off in a quivering voice as she gripped her phone even
tighter while she tried to process how things had turned out.

She had been so eager to prove Taylor was a fraud and went to such great lengths only for
reality to slap her hard on the face; in spite of all that she had done, Taylor turned out to be
Titus’ biological daughter!



“Could something have gone wrong during the test?” Sonia chewed on her lower lip as she
asked, although she knew well that there was a slim-to-none chance that a mistake had
been made.

The argument might sustain if they had only gone to one facility for the DNA test, but to
have several facilities produce the same results, there was hardly any room for the
possibility of a mistake.

At the other end of the phone was Zane, who shook his head. “No, two out of these facilities
are under the government. Titus couldn’t even interfere with the tests, much less Taylor.”
Having said this, he drew in a breath and added, “Look, Sonia, maybe Taylor really is Rina.
Maybe, by some twisted fate or whatever, we have ended up reuniting Titus with his
long-lost daughter.”

A speechless Sonia looked down in disappointment as her mind scrambled to understand
this shocking event.

After receiving no response from her, he continued to say, “Now that Titus has the results,
he’s already probably on his way over to confront you. Don’t worry, though, I'll keep him in
check.”

He realized, of course, that Titus would have easily picked a fight with him too had he not
been part of the Coleman Family. That alone was the reason why Titus had hesitated and
decided to back off strategically, which left him with no choice but to vent all his anger on
her.

Sonia pursed her lips in thought, looking grim. “It's okay, I'll figure something out.” Then, she
hung up the phone.

Toby took her phone. When he saw that she had ended the call, a curious look glimmered in
his eyes as he asked, “What did you tell Zane?”

She rubbed her cheek in exhaustion. “He told me that the results were out and that Taylor is,
surprisingly, not Hal and Greta's daughter, but Titus and Julia’s. As it turns out, Zane and |
have somehow or another managed to locate and bring home the real Rina Gray.”

After that, she let out a hollow, self-deprecating laugh—one that made Toby’s heart twist
with stabbing guilt.



However, he quickly clenched his fist and buried this sense of guilt before replying gravely,
“Well, what do you know..."

“Yeah.” Sonia tipped her head back and sighed wearily. “I thought something as dramatic as
this would never happen in the real world.”

He parted his lips as though to say something, but at that moment, a furious and
demanding knock came from the lounge door. Whoever it was seemed to be impatient and
irritable like a grizzly bear.

“Open the door, Sonia! Open the damn door right now!” Titus’ voice boomed from the other
side of the door after a series of frantic knocks and he was clearly in a fit of rage.

It was just like what Zane had said—Titus was here to confront her. She dug her nails into
her palms and said through gritted teeth, “Help me onto the wheelchair, President Fuller. I'll
open the door.”

“You don't have to. I'll get the door,” Toby offered, pressing her shoulder so that she would
remain seated on the sofa. After that, he rose and walked toward the door before swinging it
open.

Meanwhile, Titus had thought he would be greeted by Sonia right away. He was ready to
slap the test results on her face when he saw Toby looking at him impassively instead. His
rage died down before his brows furrowed as he asked begrudgingly, “I didn’t think you'd be
getting the door, President Fuller.” What the hell is this guy still doing here?

Toby released the doorknob, and as he towered over Titus, he looked down at the man
imperiously. Then, his gaze flickered over to the stack of documents in the man'’s hand. Toby
narrowed his eyes as he asked, “What do you want with Sonia?”

“What do | want with her?” Titus sneered. “What else? | want to give her what she deserves
after she accused Rina of pretending to be my daughter! Now that | have the results in my
hand, I'm going to slap the truth on her face! | hope you won't interfere, President Fuller,
seeing as this concerns the feud my family has with Sonia.”

“Is that a threat?” Toby clarified with a raised brow.



Titus averted his piercing gaze. “No, of course not. | wouldn't dream of threatening you,
President Fuller! | have made it clear that this is my personal feud with Sonia. Since that
doesn't concern you, maybe you should—"

“And what if | insist on interfering? What will you do then?” Toby challenged impassively,
cutting the man off mid-sentence.

Titus’ eyes nearly bulged out of its sockets. “President Fuller, that would be most improper
of you! Why would you put your foot in somebody else’s business for no good reason?
That's almost tyrannical if | do say so myself!”

“You know what, it doesn't matter what you say because as far as I'm concerned, my foot is
already in.” Toby eyed Titus like he was merely a pest. “Don’t think | am unaware of what you
plan on doing to Sonia. Let me warn you, Titus. Sonia happens to be someone | love, so |
won't just watch while you make her suffer. You'll just have to let me interfere with this
entire thing and I'll make one thing clear—the Fuller Family will be standing behind both
Sonia and Paradigm Co., so if you have any intention of striking her or the company with a
deadly blow, you better think twice about it or I'll personally deliver you to hell!”

He couldn’t let Titus and Sonia continue with this ridiculous feud; otherwise, the tension
between them would only worsen and the hatred as well as vengeance would no doubt
multiply. At some point, all hope for a fresh start would be as good as gone.

“You!” Titus seethed; he was so astonished by Toby’s warning that he grimaced menacingly
while shuddering with rage. “Are you really going through with this, Toby?”

“Comedy is not my forte,” Toby drawled sadistically.

A lump was forming in Titus’ throat and he thought his heart had stopped as he hissed,
“Sonia accused my daughter of being a fraud and tried to tear my family apart! That itself is
committing a crime worthy of imprisonment, so I'm just doing my duties as a civilian if |
were to send her to jaill How dare you stop me! More importantly, why didn’t you interfere
when she tried to have Rina thrown into jail for assaulting her?”

Toby regarded him with the same look as one might regard an imbecile. “Why would |
interfere? It's not as if Taylor is the one I'm in love with.”



A sputtering sound escaped Titus and he looked like he could collapse there and then. He
could find no rebuttal against Toby before taking a long, deep breath to calm down. Then, he
spat through gritted teeth as he glowered at Toby, “So, that's it? You're standing by Sonia?”

“I'm not so much standing by her as | am defending her out of love.” Toby pursed his lips
before elaborating, “I'm just pouring out all the love that | mistakenly had for Tina bit by bit
on the person who actually deserves it, so you should think twice before messing with me,
Titus. It's not as if you can anyway. Got it?”

He had as good as told Titus that Sonia was fully under his protection and if anyone so
much as tried to hurt her, he would not hesitate to draw blood.

Titus, on the other hand, was frigid. Blood rushed to his already stormy face at a time when
he was at a loss for words.

He was in no position to challenge Toby, not after that warning and insidious threat. He was
helpless, and so was the rest of the Gray Family against the Fullers; it wasn't as if they had
ever stood a chance even back in their heyday.

As such, Titus was forced to surrender. He glared past Toby's shoulder at Sonia, who sat
stoically in her wheelchair, and mocked, “Well played, Sonia. Looks like you have a thing for
taming men. | can't believe you actually made someone like President Fuller your lap dog, so
much so that he’s willing to go against me and my entire family.”

Sonia understood that Titus was mocking her for hiding behind a powerful man who could
stand up for her and defend her honor, but she maintained her indifference even as her
anger deepened. In response to his words, she smirked coldly and countered, “Looks like
you're a little jealous of me, President Gray. In that case, maybe you could try to subjugate
President Fuller. If you succeed by some stroke of luck, he might even become your most
loyal knight and defend you against the world!”

“Sonia!” Toby frowned and snapped at her in unhappiness as he didn’t fancy the way she
phrased her words.

Steam was coming out of Titus’ ears and his face turned the color of beetroot as he pointed
an accusing finger at Sonia. “Y-You little—"

“What did | do? Did | say something wrong?” She tipped her head to one side, looking her
most innocent as she added in a singsong voice, “I just thought you seemed rather envious



of me when you said what you did, President Gray. One might even say you're jealous.
There's nothing wrong if | offer you some kind advice, don’t you think?”

A loud thud sounded throughout the room. The man had collapsed and his body twitched
like he was suffering from a seizure as he lay on the ground.

The sound of his fall had slightly shocked Sonia and she quickly asked, “What’s wrong with
him, President Fuller?”

Boss Your Wife's Asking for A Divorce Again
Chapter 414

Chapter 414 Outright Blackmail

The corner of Toby’s lips twitched in amusement as he replied, “He probably got so mad
that he fainted.”

Oh, is that it? Sonia pouted. “He must be really weak if he collapsed just because | teased
him.”

He nodded. “It's a little lame.”

Incidentally, Julia and Rina were walking over to the lounge when they saw a motionless
Titus on the ground. She stopped in her tracks as shock registered on her face before she
hurried over as she shrieked, “Titus!”

“Dad!” Rina rushed down the hallway alongside Julia and they quickly hoisted him into a
sitting position.

He hadn't completely blacked out and Julia proceeded to give him first-aid, hastily carrying
out CPR.



It took a while before Titus finally caught his breath and as oxygen flowed to his brain once
more, the seizure-like twitches stopped. That being said, he still looked deathly pale.

Julia soothingly patted his chest as though to maintain his circulation and she asked
worriedly, “Titus, are you alright?”

“I'm fine.” He flapped his hand dismissively. “My waist hurts, though.” It felt as though there
were needles stabbing his midsection.

“Your waist?” She appraised the area and suggested frantically, “Did you sprain your waist
when you fell?”

“Maybe,” he answered wearily, putting a hand on the dip in his waist.
A frazzled Julia opined, “Come on, I'll bring you to the hospital.”

“Wait.” Titus pushed Julia aside and turned to look at Toby and Sonia before spitting
maliciously, “I can let Sonia get away scot-free this time by not throwing her into prison,
President Fuller, but at the very least, | think she should apologize to Rina and the rest of us.

n

Sonia frowned and was about to object to this when Toby beat her to it. “And has your
daughter apologized to Sonia? I'm not just talking about Taylor here; Tina has never
apologized for what she has done to Sonia in the past either. As things stand, what right do
you have to ask Sonia for an apology?”

“You—" Titus angrily broke off. After a moment, he waved his hand like he was batting away
a fly and scoffed. “Fine! | won't try to argue with the lot of you, seeing as you'll only come up
with more excuses!”

A cold sneer tugged on his lips as his gaze lingered menacingly on Sonia. “You better keep
President Fuller tightly wrapped around your pinky, Sonia. Who knows what might happen to
you if he abandons you one day? Let's go!”

With that, he spun on his heels and stormed out of the lounge with Julia and Rina in his
wake.

However, before Rina fully turned to leave with Titus and Julia, she met Toby’s eyes and
exchanged a meaningful glance with him.



Presently, the defeated trio had barely left the vicinity of the lounge when their path was
obstructed by two figures, namely Hal and Greta.

Hal's eyes were bloodshot as he glowered at Titus mutinously. “Listen here, Gray, | know all
about the DNA test results after Mr. Coleman told us about them. Now, | don’t know how
this brat over here suddenly became your biological daughter, but | think it's only right you
compensate us!”

“That’s right! We demand compensation!” Greta joined her husband as she nodded firmly.

Meanwhile, Toby had returned to Sonia’s side and informed her, “Apparently, Zane's trying to
use Hal and Greta to get back at Titus.”

Sonia nodded. “Yeah, that sounds like something he would do.”

There was no changing the fact that Taylor was Titus and Julia’s child, not while there were
several tests to prove it. Even as the plan she and Zane came up with had failed, it appeared
that he was a sore loser who wanted to one-up Titus in any way he could. As such, being his
pawns, Hal and Greta were currently pestering Titus for benefits.

“Compensation?” Titus’ lips curled in disgust. “I still have a bone to pick with you after you
helped Zane and the others cause so much trouble for us! How dare you demand
compensation from me right now!”

“Why wouldn't we?” Hal was riled up as he barked, “My wife and | raised Taylor for over
twenty years, so you could at least pay us for our deed, no? Besides, she was never even our
biological daughter to begin with, but she mooched off our family anyway! Our own
daughter was probably kidnapped because of her and there’s no telling whether she’s dead
or alive. You ought to pay for her life!”

Playing along with her husband’s ridiculous narrative, Greta began to sob mournfully, “Oh,
our dear Taylor, who knows how much suffering you'd been through before you died? You
were kidnapped because of some unknown little mongrel! I miss you so much, Taylor!”

To one side, Rina felt disgust and contempt swirling within her as she listened to this couple
airing their false grievances. They made it sound as though they cared about their biological
daughter, but ironically, they never once showed a trace of love when she lived with them.
And now, they're pretending as though they love and miss me just because they want
money. How pretentious!



“Did you just call my daughter a mongrel?” Julia hissed as her eyes reddened.

Zane had given Hal and Greta the green light to stir up as much trouble as they liked. Now
that they were emboldened by this, they weren’t about to back down in front of the rich folks
before them. They squared their shoulders and looked at Julia dead in the eye.

“Why? Did | say something wrong?” Greta challenged. “She’s not my biological daughter, is
she? Yet she stayed under my roof for over two decades! If she’s not a mongrel, then what is
she?”

“You—" Angry tears glistened in Julia's eyes as she raised her hand, ready to strike.

Greta stood her ground and further provoked the other woman by patting her own cheek.
“Bring it on; slap me right here on the cheek if you'd like! However, I'm warning you, if you hit
me, I'm going to bankrupt you with a lawsuit!”

“Mom, don't stoop to her level,” Rina interjected and grabbed Julia’s hand in time. “You don't
have to be riled up by the likes of her. If you do, she'll only try to push your limits even more
and make your blood boil!”

“You little b*tch! The nerve of you to speak such things about me, | think you're—"
“That’s enough!” Titus thundered, his fists clenching as he grew annoyed with the ruckus.

It was as though he carried the same authority with which he once ruled as a company
chairman and Hal and Greta instantly clamped up when they heard the somber undertone in
his voice. The air grew thick as Titus glared at them and said, “Very well, if it's compensation
you want, I'll give you a hundred thousand. How about it?”

“A hundred thousand?” Hal scoffed and countered scornfully, “Do you take me for a fool?
We're not leaving unless we get at least a million!”

If it weren't for the two hundred thousand Zane had given him from the get-go, Hal would
have thought a hundred thousand was more than a handsome sum. It was a figure worth
three years of his wages!

However, he now had a grasp of what these rich folks were like. He knew they had money to
spare and pockets that ran deeper than anyone might imagine; a million to them was but the
tip of the iceberg that was their fortune and a hundred thousand was insignificant.



With that logic, Hal thought a million in compensation was hardly too much of a request.

Titus had a different thought and his features twisted as he snapped, “A million? That's
daylight robbery! I'll only give you a hundred thousand, so you can take it or leave it!”

“No, it has to be a million,” Greta insisted haughtily as she stepped forward.

Hal nodded alongside her. “That’s right; it has to be a million! | know you can fork it out and
if you don't, I'll personally come to your company and your house every day to make a
scene. | know how you rich folks value your pride and if word got out that you reunited with
your daughter without paying a single cent to her adoptive parents, then you'd have a real
scandal on your hands!”

While leaning against the door frame of the lounge to watch the show, Toby overheard
everything and suddenly said, “I have to admit, Hal’s pretty smart for dealing this card.”

Sonia turned in the direction of his voice. “What do you mean?”

He tucked his hands into his pockets, the picture of insouciant grace as he explained with a
smile, “Well, it’s just as Hal said. Titus is nothing without his pride and he would never let Hal
stir up a controversy out of something like this, so he would definitely pay the man a million
just to keep his mouth shut.”

“The probability is there, but don't forget that Hal and Greta are only working class people.
Titus might promise them the one million now, but whether he'd make good on his word is a
different matter entirely. No matter how much Titus has fallen from grace, he could still
easily wipe out Hal and Greta with a snap of his fingers. They might never be able to make a
scene outside his home; they might not even live to see another day after this.”

“You're not wrong there, but that will only happen if we weren't around to stop him.”
Amusement flashed in Toby's eyes. “We're watching this little show of theirs, so even if Titus
has plans on putting a hit out on Hal and Greta, he'd never act on it. He'd be done for if
anything happens to Hal and Greta, so he'll have to cough up the money no matter what.”



Boss Your Wife's Asking for A Divorce Again
Chapter 415

Chapter 415 One Chance
Sonia nodded, a little surprised by Toby’s argument. “It makes sense if you put it that way.”
“Just wait and see. Titus will agree to their terms in no time,” Toby insisted with a thin smile.

She did not say anything else and waited quietly. Sure enough, it was just like he had
said—Titus conceded to Hal's demand for a million in compensation toward the end of their
heated exchange.

As things were, Titus' hands were tied. He couldn't very well risk Hal and Greta humiliating
the Gray Family by making a scene at Triforce Enterprise and the Gray Residence.

Hal and Greta’s beady eyes were twinkling with greed. Titus bridled and shot them a baleful
look, but he whipped out his checkbook and pen from his pocket nevertheless. He scribbled
the one million sum on the check and tore it before he begrudgingly handed it to Hal and
Greta. “Take the money and get out of my sight! | don't ever want to see the both of you in
Seafield ever again, much less bother Rina! If you so much as show your faces around these
parts, | have a thousand and one ways to make you regret it. You're more than welcome to
try your luck!”

“Don’t worry about it. Consider us as good as gone!” Hal and Greta clutched the check
happily as they promised this while nodding earnestly.

They were no fools, after all; they knew how hard it could be to deal with these rich folks,
and to manipulate them into surrendering a small part of their fortune was no easy feat, nor
was it one to be repeated. Peasants like them could never beat the blue bloods—something
that Hal and Greta were more than aware of.



That being said, getting a million out of Titus this time proved easier than they had thought
and they couldn’t help wishing they had asked for double the price instead.

“What are you still doing here?” Titus growled, his face stormy as he glowered at the gleeful
couple.

“We're leaving right now!” Hal and Greta kept the check and fled the testing facility, leaving a
cloud of dust in their wake.

Rina saw how incensed Titus was and she reached out to tug on his sleeve. “Dad, I'm sorry
that you had to pay a million because of me. It's all my fault.”

“It's fine. You're worth every penny. Anyway, we should be heading home.” He consoled her
on the shoulder to ease her guilt, thereafter leading her and Julia out of the facility.

When they were waiting for the elevator, Julia glanced at Titus in askance. “Honey, are we
just going to let Sonia get away with this?”

He gritted his teeth. “I don't have a choice, do 1? Toby is set on protecting her, so we can't
even lay a finger on her.”

“This isn't fair. She had Rina thrown into jail without difficulty, but here we are struggling to
do the same to her!” She seethed while she dug her nails into her palms.

Titus sighed. “We can't do anything about it now. She certainly has some tricks up her
sleeve; she has Toby wrapped around her finger, and for as long as she is under his
protection, she will be untouchable. The only way we can get our revenge is if the Fullers
become bankrupt overnight, but that's never going to happen.”

The Fuller Family came from old money, with Toby’s grandfather being a prominent
politician back in the day. His grandmother was a force to be reckoned with as well since
her ancestors had all been landowners.

In fact, Fuller Corporation was built on the wealth of Toby’s grandmother’s in-laws. It thrived
under Toby's grandfather’s political influence and while the old man had since passed away,
the Fuller Family still maintained their connections with both the army and the government.
Consequently, the family had amassed a fortune so large that they could go bankrupt a
hundred times over and still remain standing.



“Well, desperate times call for desperate measures,” Julia said as she narrowed her eyes.

Titus snapped out of his thoughts as he and Rina turned to look at her. “What do you have in
mind?”

Julia flashed a smug look as she drawled with feminine mystique, “A woman'’s strategy is
something men could never come up with. Now, when a man loves a woman, it's almost
always superficial; if we can find someone prettier than Sonia to seduce Toby and make him
fall in love, then Sonia would be left without her precious shield, right?”

In retrospect, she hadn’t been so infuriated when Sonia repeatedly went after Tina. Now that
she wants to take Rina away from me, | simply won't let her get away with this! | have
missed out on twenty-six years with my own daughter; Rina is my baby and | will not lose
her again!

When Titus heard Julia’s plan, his eyes lit up before he lowered his voice as he approved, ‘I
must say, that sounds like a pretty good idea. We should give it a shot.”

“And so we shall, right after we go back and work on the details.”

The three of them walked into the elevator and their conversation continued behind closed
doors.

Meanwhile, in the lounge, Toby gave Sonia a triumphant look after the ruckus earlier had
arrived to an end. “See? | was right; Titus coughed up the money.”

“And? Do you want me to praise you?” she asked him witheringly.
He chuckled. “No, but | won't refuse a compliment or two.”

“Yeah, you're getting nothing,” she said as she turned with her nose in the air. However, that
didn't last long as she turned to face him once more, and she looked a little pensive as she
muttered, “Thank you for what you did earlier.”

“Hmm?” He didn't seem to understand what she meant.

Sonia elaborated with a resigned sigh, “Thank you for speaking up for me.”



“It's nothing. | can't just let Titus pick a fight with you.” Toby sat down on the sofa and gazed
at her with a sentimental look in his eyes.

She couldn’t see him, but she felt his piercing gaze on her all the same and it made her skin
prickle. With a frown, she pointed out, “You didn’t have to speak up for me, though. | know
what Titus was going to do. He probably wanted to mock my pride with those DNA test
results before sending me to jail for defaming him. | could have handled it on my own
without your interference and I'd still leave him helpless.”

When she was done speaking, he pressed his lips into a grim line. Is this her way of telling
me that | put my foot in where it didn’t belong? “And what would you have done?” he asked,
the challenge clear in his tone.

A stubborn Sonia shook her head. “I can't tell you that; it's a secret.” With that, she took her
phone and passed it to him. “Could you help me to dial Wanda’s number, President Fuller?
It's getting late and | should head home.”

She had come here to expose Taylor as a fraud, but seeing as the girl unexpectedly turned
out to be the real Rina, there was no point for Sonia to linger around anymore.

Toby took her phone, but he did not make the call and instead crouched down in front of her.
He looked up at her and his eyes were dark with emotions as he asked, ‘I take it that you've
heard my earlier conversation with Titus?”

Sonia hummed in response and nodded, but she was a little flustered as she asked, “Why
are you asking me this, President Fuller?”

He set her phone aside and reached out to clasp her hand in his.
She jumped at the sudden gesture and demanded, “What are you doing?”

Although she tried to withdraw her hand, his grip was tight, but it surprisingly didn't hurt her.
That being said, his palm was extremely warm and it felt like he might burn a hole through
the back of her hand if he held on any longer. Now that she was growing uncomfortable, she
snapped with furrowed brows, “Let go of me, Toby!”

Toby did not oblige. “Sonia, | meant every word that | said earlier. I'm truly in love with you,
so could you please give me one chance to make things right with you and let me be in your
life once again?”



In the six years that they had been married, she was always the one who chased after him.
Now, it was only appropriate, and somewhat ironic, that he should do the same.

A chance? Sonia let out a small laugh and responded, “Sorry, President Fuller, but | don't
think | can give you that chance. First of all, we're divorced and reconciliation has never
been on the table in the first place. Secondly, why would I give you a chance to pursue me
romantically when | don't even love you? Would you do the same if you were in my shoes?”

Toby’s lips twitched, but he found himself at a loss for words.

She took advantage of his speechlessness and ended the conversation curtly. “That’s
enough now, President Fuller. Give me back my phone; I'll call Wanda myself.”

He handed her the phone. “I've already texted Wanda and she said she'll be back in a jiffy.”

Having said that, he nodded at Wanda, who had been standing silently in the corner all this
while.

With light footsteps, she traipsed over to the doorway and gently opened the door, acting as
though she had only just returned. She bowed at Sonia and apologized, “I'm sorry, Miss
Reed. There was an emergency | had to attend to, so | left for a bit. Please understand.”

“It's fine, just bring me home.” Sonia waved her hand dismissively and she didn't seem to
mind the fact that her caretaker had left without notice earlier.

Wanda repeatedly thanked her before she shot Toby a knowing look before she wheeled
Sonia out of the lounge.

Toby walked behind them, but he had only just stepped out of the lounge when he stopped
abruptly.



