was obvious she had been punched.

Janet strode toward her and asked, "Mandy, why
aren't you at W Marks? Why are you here? Are you
a thief?"

‘Janet, tell these people to release me!" Mandy
shouted. She knelt on the floor. Her arms were
clasped behind her back by the gardener. She
glared up at Janet, feeling humiliated.

Ten minutes earlier, Mandy was in her car. She had

been waiting outside for a long time, but there hat
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| Mandy sneaked into the garden but encounter _
a servant heading toward her. Just as she wa:s::',i-{
about to escape, a gardener appeared. He
punched her in the right eye and dragged her into

the house.

"This is Tasha's house. It's up to her whether to let
you go or not," Janet replied, calmly. "What are you
doing here?"

Mandy laughed angrily. "l am here to get evidence
of your poaching. Youre an ungrateful wretch,
trying to poach designers from Draco?"

~ am doing no such thing. We're visiting a ¢

ﬁ":’whe- has just given birth




appily and said, "Let her go. | have be !

maternity leave. That's why you haven't seen ,
before. But | was a designer for W Marks; everyone
here will testify to that, and | recently gave birth to
my son."

Several colleagues said, "Yes. Tasha is a designer
at W Marks. You can call Mr. Wesley to confirm
that if you don't believe us."

‘It's disgusting. You wronged Janet before
knowing what's going on."

Everyone stared at her, repulsed. Mandy looked at
the crying baby and realized she had really made
a mistake. il

| But she was Mandy Hamilton; and




ore she left, Janet turned to

. 55p’ol’ogized. ‘I'm so sorry. We just wanted to ¢ ‘

‘It's not a big deal," Tasha said, patting her ba'by’é‘-.i{
back. She frowned at Mandy, who stood guarding
the door. 'That woman is a troublemaker. Be
careful."

"Don't worry. | can handle her." Janet stroked the
baby boy's tender cheek and left, smiling.

A familiar Mercedes then met them at the front

door, and Draco got out of the car.




