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cool and collected as him.

Meanwhile, Thomas looked at the two of them and felt Ilke
a third-wheel.

To make his presence felt, Thomas held Cecilia's hand and
gave it a gentle squeeze.

For a second, it made Cecilia shudder.
She wasn't used to being intimate with Thomas.
Mark's eyes fell at their clasped hands, and the sight of

Cecilia's soft hand holding another person's hand made his |
heart twitch.

Despite what he felt, Mark kept silent. He knew that h
no right to prod. i




It was at this point that Rena and Flora stepped in.

After watching the fun for a long time, Flora snickered and
teased, "Wow, I've never seen you so troubled! What? Are
you having trouble getting along with Cecilia?"

Mark didn't say anything. He only flashed a faint smile.

Flora then turned her eyes to where Cecilia was standing
and sighed.

"What a cute couple!" she said. "Don't you think so?"

Upon hearing this, Mark's eyes darkened.

While this was happening, a waiter passed by Mark and he
put his glass on the tray. Then, Mark straightened his suit
and said, "l haven't seenyou for along time. Youdon't seem
to be as emotionally intelligent as before."

His words made Flora a bit uneasy.

She forced herself to smile as she placed her hand on th
back of her neck.

' ‘Before, she used to dream of marry[n
Mrs Evans. As such, she fa




y shared in the past.

| slip , up,“ he apologized.

Before Cecilia, Mark had a lot of female friends.
Despite that, he didn't fall for any of them.

The only time he fell in love was when he met Cecilia. But
then, he failed to do right by her.

"Thank you," he said in a low voice.

Suddenly, Flora's eyes turned red. The air inside had grown
too suffocating for her.

So, she walked to the terrace to get some fresh air.

Mark had left a deep impression in her life. No matter how
happy her marriage was right now, she couldn't help but
feel pain at the fact that she could never have Mark.

, When Flora left, Mark did not follow to comfort her.

This was for the best. He knew that entangl
! wnth. her any further would only result
‘ ‘no one would want.
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“g herin the arms of someone else, he swa, w’é d h:

near him.

Only when Rena came over and took the glass off his han
did Mark come to his senses.

‘Uncle Mark," she rebuked him gently.

After a while, a bitter smile formed on his lips. "I'm pathetic,
arent1?’

Rena's face softened with worry. "Uncle Mark, you should
be taking good care of yourself,” she reminded.

Back when Mark was still in Rouemn getting his treatment,
he wasn't the only one suffering. The entire Evans family
was devastated. Although Zoey was in poor health, she
still insisted on staying there for her son. On top of that,
Rena had to split her time between home and abroad.




Sko e
red around, she happened to w

‘She saw the love in Mark's eyes as he looked at F
which was only natural, considering that Mark was Rel
uncle.

But at the same time, she couldn't help but think that Mar
also used to look at her just like that.

Cecilia knew that she shouldn't be jealous, but the unease
in her heart came just the same.

As a woman, Rena was sensitive to even the slightest
change in the environment. As such, she was able to
capture the subtle thoughts running through Cecilia's mind.

Rend smiled and left.

She thought that if Mark and Cecilia truly loved each other,
they would end up together in the end.

The premiere was about to begin.

Rena sat down. After a while, Flora came over and sat
beside her.

Flora kept batting her eyes, as if trying her bes
back her tears.

~ Once the lights dimmed sh

St




‘-'.v was right and she was indeed happy with her
little family.

Although her husband used to be a playboy, he was no ,
fully committed to her and was very considerate. On top of -

that, the children that were born out of their love were both
lively and lovely.

There was no reason for her to feel dissatisfied.

This film was a small budget art film. Since Flora was the
leading female character, she was invited onstage quite a
few times throughout the event.

Everyone's attention was on her.

The host that the Smith family had invited was naturally
impolite. She kept mentioning the history between Flora
and Mark. "Today is Miss Holt's premier. Mr. Evans has
even come to support it! How does that make you feel?"
she teased.

Flora had been in this circle for a long time and knew how
to deal with these kinds of remarks.




omer to the hosting indus
s de’ ed to climb a higher position,
use others privacy as her ladder to do that.

Rena was a very protective person. She always had
friends' back. '

As such, she couldn't bear to see either Cecilia or Flora -
feeling sad or embarrassed. With this in mind, she took out
her phone and sent a message to Wendy, ordering
something.

When Wendy saw the message, she immediately
understood.

In the future, this young host could no longer attend
decent occasions.

Once she had sent that message, Rena felt satisfied.

However, when she turned around, she saw that Cecilia
had just left with her phone. Judging from her face, Cecilia
seemed unhappy, perhaps because of what had just
happened onstage. Rena didn't pay much attention to th
choosing to focus on Mark instead.

After a while, Mark also went out.

the long corridor of the hot I, 2
ssed her phone ag ca
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face with Mark instead. From the looks of it, he had be '
standing behind her the whole time.

‘Olivia is sick?" Mark asked, his voice tinged with worry.
Cecilia nodded.

'I'd like to check on her as well. Is that okay?" Mark asked
softly.

For a second, Cecilia hesitated.

If she were to ask Thomas to send her back, it might make
the atmosphere awkward and, in turn, make her feel
uneasy.

After a while, she decided.

With a resigned sigh, she said, "You drive."

Mark's eyes steeled as he nodded. If the chlld f ad
~ sick, his heart would've been stirred. : il i }'”;,1




' »lth family was tf\e 10! ‘
2cause he thought that the relatlons
k and Cecilia wasn't that deep.

Once Cecilia hung up the phone, Mark asked her casi
"Does my presence trouble you?"

Cecilia was sitting beside Mark.
She was still wearing her evening dress, which made her
look extremely beautiful and elegant. Her eyes were

directed outside the window as the view of the city blurred
past her.

'If | say that it does, would you just stopped showing up?"
she asked softly

There was a tinge of anger in her voice.

Mark swallowed the lump in his throat. He slowly pressed
the brake pedal as the lights at the intersection turned red.
Once the car had stopped, he turned to look at her.

Cecilia's arms were crossed, her gaze refusing to meet his
as she simmered in her seat. 3

“Why are you mad at me again?" he asked in a soft tone.

Cecilia sank her head and pretended to play
‘I am not.” 3

red at her




on't say such am guous
th other women is none of my bt
~your business and yours alone. How many t
“want me to tell you that | just want a new life?"

‘I know. | won't say it again." Despite the rejection,
tone remained gentle.

Cecilia, on the other hand, was already exhausted of t e’ '
whole thing.

Whenever she had to deal with Mark, she felt like she was
always at the brink of losing her temper. Even though he
would only say a few words, that was already enough for
her to get agitated.

It shouldn't be like this. At least, she and Mark shouldn't be
like this now.

She pursed her lips and remained quiet. She didn't want to
say anything more.

Fortunately the traffic Iights had already turned gre‘en /SO




of you are out there having fun, your child has a fever
home! She's been looking for her parents! It seems like the
only one who knows how to take care of Olivia in yo
family is Edwin!"

Mark carefully secured Olivia in his arms as he pressed his f

forehead against Olivia's and kissed her, not paying any
heed to what Korbyn had just said.

Korbyn then went upstairs with his wife.

Once they were gone, Mark continued to soothe Olivia with
his voice. The little girl still had a fever, and she was
rubbing against her father's chest while letting out a
childish groan.

Meanwhile, Edwin kept pacing back and forth, unable to

stay still.

Mark continued coaxing Olivia.

He looked up at Cecilia and said softly, 'Go and c

it
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Seeing the look on her face, Mark couldn't help
ich made Edwin sour a little. |

Mark sat down on the sofa and motioned for Edwin

next to him, to which the young boy reluctantly complied
“You have to go to school tomorrow. Why aren't you asleep |
yet?" he asked in a low voice.

Edwin rested his chin on his hand and replied, "Tomorrow
is Sunday."

Mark wanted to tell Edwin that he should still go to bed
early even though tomorrow was Sunday. But at the same
time, he hadn't seen Edwin for two days, which was why
Mark didn't insist on making him sleep. Instead, he let him
stay with him for a little while longer.

Handing the bottle to Edwin, Mark instructed, '"Make some
milk for your sister again. Use two spoons of milk formula
and 60 milliliters of water."

Edwin took it and quickly did as he was told.

But before he could enter the kitchen, he stop
tracks and turned to look at Mark. '




-»by his son's question, he looke
ted. “If you don't leave, I'l call you da,_

him.
~ “I'm not leaving," Mark said in a soft voice.

As soon as he said that, Edwin's face lit up. He wiped hls,
nose with the back of his hand and went on to make mllk i 1

‘ l
When Edwin came back with the milk, Mark noticed how
red his eyes and nose were. It was such a pitiful sight that |
made Mark's heart tremble.

The entire time Mark was feeding Olivia, Edwin sat right |
next to him.

While this was happening, Cecilia had just arrived
downstairs and watched this intimate scene from afar.

Safely cradled in Mark's arms, Olivia held the feeding bottle
on her own and slowly drank the milk. ‘

Her eyes were starting to grow heavy.




-"sﬂence between his parents grew Ionger
s dimmed and he slowly stood up.

‘I'm going to bed," he declared and placed his hand }_ L
Olivia.

With a hunched back, Edwin left, dragging his feet across
the floor.

Mark couldn't bear the dejected look on Edwin's face.
Before he could say something, Cecilia beat him to the
punch. "You stay with him."

At that moment, Mark's heart skipped a beat. His mouth
was agape, unable to utter any word.

In the middle of the night, Cecilia took a deep breath and
calmed the emotions brewing inside her. "Mark, who
should be blamed for this?"

‘Me," Mark answered, his voice almost cracking.

Throughout Edwin's growth, he had been an absentee
father. The only time he could show his son some affectlon ;
was during their monthly meeting. i




His body felt warm under the quilt. He put his arm
‘Mark's neck and rested his head on his chest.

‘I don't want to call someone else dad," he murmured.

He didn't care whether that person was handsome, or if he
was considerate to him, his mother, and his sister. He
could see that his mother was unhappy. There were times
that he could even hear her cry at night.

His mind then was transported back to the wedding at
Evans Gardon in Czanch.

Edwin would never forget that day.
He hated himself for being too young to do anything.

Feeling his frustration, Mark held the little boy in his arms
and gently stroked his back.

‘In the future, | will come here more often to see you and
your sister.”

Edwin didn't say anything. He just snuggled closer to
Mark's arms.

He hadn't slept with Mark for a long time.




‘He took a sharp inhale, and after a long while, he s
silly boy." |

The next day, he got up early in the morning.

He kissed his son before he got dressed and knocked on l‘
Cecilia's door. Al







