‘At this moment, Mark really wanted to hug Cecilia.

Thankfully, he was able to restrain himself.
“You won't forget about it," he whispered in her ear.

After all, this apartment housed their most precious memories.
He truly believed that she would never forget it.

Cecilia put down her hand and gazed ahead, as though looking
at something far away.

After a while, a smile broke on her face, which quickly
disappeared as she let out a forlorn sigh.

‘What's the point of remembering any of it?" she muttered to
herself.

She said it again, and this time, her voice almost cracked.

Mark couldn't help but feel saddened whenever he saw that
pitiful look on her face. He got off the car, opened the door on
her side, and bent down to pick her up. At this paint, she wasn't
completely inebriated yet and still had some energy to resist. |
"No! | won't go! | don't want to go in!"

A gust of chilly wind blew past them.

Mark leaned closer, his face almost touching hers,
a hoarse voice, "Where can you go while Iookmgil ] 8 ﬂ
| LI
~ Then, with a strong kick, he shut the c‘,"‘ oor ar he
~ towards the elevator. |




iliar and pleasant smell wafted u
en in this elevator countless of times a !
seemed like it was just yesterday when they were still
couple who snuck out and dated in secret every week-7

As the memories flashed before her eyes, Cecilia's eyes bega
to moisten. i

There were times where she felt completely wasted, but there
were also times she felt like she was sober.

The common denominator between those two states was the
great discomfort she felt right now.

Only when she had alcohol in her system could she dare to
bury her face in Mark's shoulder.

Tears began to roll down her eyes.

‘Uncle Mark," she murmured. Then, she pressed her head on
his shoulder even more, feeling embarrassed as she sobbed
like a lost child.

All this was more than enough to make Mark's heart crack.

The elevator doors opened. As they arrived at their apartment,
he took out the key and opened the door.

Mark carried Cecilia into the bedroom and gentlyla :




‘Mark hadn't held her for a long time. Of course he wanted tc
hold her. After all, he was a man who had needs.

“Cecilia," he gently called her name.

Slowly, Cecilia opened her eyes and was greeted by the sight
of this large man whose eyes were burning with lust.

The look on his face was hard to decipher.
The next second, their lips were locked in a gentle kiss.
Her eyes widened, shocked by the suddenness of it all.

But at this point, Mark was already completely turned on.
Before she could even resist, he already had her wrists pinned
above her head, while the weight of his body pressed her down,
trapping her.

He kissed her eagerly, almost losing control as memories of
their past flashed in his mind.

Both of them remembered how they had sex on this very bed.
At that time, she was still aninnocent girl. She had always liked
to wrap herself around his arms and beg him in a trembling

voice.

At this time, as his hand roamed her body, tears couldn't
rolling down from Cecilia's eyes, wetting the pillow case.

Noticing this, Mark stopped.




on her chin, and then fell on his shirt, leaving wet marks

Mark continued to coax her while rubbing her back. Once she
had calmed down, he pulled up the quilt and covered both of
them with it.

He knew that the reason why she became relaxed was because
of the alcohol.

If not for it, she would've never agreed to be in the same bed as
him. She wouldn't even agree to an intimate embrace.

Right now, Mark craved for Cecilia's body. He licked his lips, his
|ust coursing throughout his body.

Meanwhile, Cecilia's long eyelashes quivered, her face looking
subservient while she was asleep. The sight of her lips was so
tantalizing that he couldn't help but lean in for a taste,

As his lips descended, Cecilia opened her mouth as though it
had a mind of its own.

At this moment, the only thing Mark wanted in this world wa" 1
Cecilia. .

The lump on his throat bobbed up and dow
gently pressed his body against hers, subdu m

~ struggle.




ok

mpering the entire time th

kissed away her tears as he gently coaxed h
“point, he no longer cared
- make her feel good.

"Mark! Mark._.."

As the climax washed over Cecilia, she wrapped her arms |
around his shoulder and pulled him even closer. '

*

The next day, Cecilia woke up earlier than usual.

Her entire body was sore, and although she had just woken up,
she already felt tired.

She struggled to sit up as she took in her environment.
Everything around her felt strange and familiar at the same
time as she instantly recognized this place: the apartment on
Gamous Road.

She pulled back the quilt and looked at herself.

Right now, she was wearing a man's shirt. It was light blue and
had a faint, manly smell.

She tried rolling off the bed but ended up falling instead,
groaning in pain as she did. &

Although her mind was a bit hazy, she could
everything that had happened last night.

After getting drunk, she cried and
- Mark had passionate sex.




Il of a sudden, the bedroom door was pushed open.

Mark emerged from the door, looking well-dressed -aﬁd
showing any signs of indulgence from last night.

He looked at her with a quiet intensity and said, “Your assistan't
called and said that you had plans to participate in a recording
of a program this morning. Get up and have breakfast. I'll drive
you there later.”

As Cecilia stared at him, she could see the lust still burning in
his eyes.

In her heart, she knew that his sexual desire wasn't satisfied
last night. He still wanted more.

However, Cecilia wasn't a little girl anymore. She threw the
quilt off her body and jumped out of the bed without any cover.
When she stood up, her feet slightly cramped.

She gnashed her teeth and called him an asshole in her mind.

Mark tried to carry her in his arms, but she pushed him away
before he could touch her.

"I can walk by myself," she insisted.
With a faint smile, Mark sat on the sofa by the window. Then, he
grabbed a nearby newspaper and began reading. "Your clothes

are in the cloakroom," he told her while reading. "Change yo
clothes and freshen up.” MR T

Cecilia nodded and went into the bathroom.

| After a while, Mark could hear the sound
 teeth from inside. il




‘She hadn't taken away her clothes when she moved o
Although they might be out of style, now she had no choice but
to make do with them. -

However, when she opened the door, she was stunned by what |
she saw.

To her surprise, the whole closet was filled with new clothes.
Not only were they new, they were also from her favorite
brands. On top of that, these clothes were fitted for her age.

One by one, she started sifting them, feeling their fabric
between her fingertips.

As she did, a warm feeling spread in her chest that made her
eyes moist.

Mark must have had prepared these for her in advance. But
why? What was the point?

Cecilia changed her clothes silently and walked out.

When she got out, Mark was still sat on the sofa, looking at her.

A shaft of sunlight pierced the glass window behind Mark,
bathing him in a golden light. Although she could not see his
expression, she thought that at this particular moment, he
looked absolutely dashing. 7




ouldn't have given you an excuse to take off your clot
lie down with me. Mark, we're both adults. We both know
‘what happened last night doesn't change a single thing."

“So what are you trying to say?" Mark asked coldly.
‘I'm saying what happened last night can only happen once. It \
can never, and will never happen again," Cecilia answered
definitively.

Mark pouted his lips and looked away.

He closed his eyes, and then, after a while, he said softly, "If
this had happened before, you would cry and ask me to take
responsibility.”

Ceclilia was about to retort when he suddenly stood up.

‘| see your point. Anyway, go have breakfast."

Although his demeanor was still gentle, Cecilia could feel that
his tone wasn't the same as before.

At the same time, she wouldn't compromise her stance no
matter how mad Mark got.

While they were having breakfast, she looked up at him and
said, "We'll stop at the pharmacy on the way later."

Mark glanced at her before replying, "You're on‘your safe

"Still, I'm worried.”




fark's face softened.

Indee 'he had no intention of impregnating her. After all,
l sady had two children. Not to mention, his health was
not good.

Despite that, he knew that she didn't need to take mornlngx
after pills.

Still, Cecilia insisted. She was afraid of being pregnant again.

In the end, as Mark sent her to the film set, he stopped by the
roadside with a nearby pharmacy in sight. Cecilia wanted to go
out and buy the pills herself, but Mark grabbed her hand before
she could leave, thinking otherwise.

As a traditional man, he believed that it would be better if a
man were to purchase such things.

So, he walked into the pharmacy in her stead.

He took a box of morning after pills from the pharmacy clerk.
As he paid the bill, his eyes fell on the small square boxes on
the shelf beside the counter and bought two boxes of large-
sized condoms.

Once everything had been paid, Mark returned to the car.

As a habit, he always had hot water with him. He unscrewed his
vacuum bottle and took out a pill for her.

After taking the pill, a frown formed on Cecilia's face.

rendered Cecilia stunned. Once again, h
redden.




~ Both of them haven't had sex in a long tlme. ‘ .
They knew how good both of them felt last night. i

Of course, Cecilia didn't answer. Instead, she sank her head and |
fiddled W|th her fingers. Then, with a snort, she said, "As long as
it's a man.. it

‘Cecilia Fowler," he cut her off. He rarely called her by her full
name. ]

When Cecilia looked up, Mark gently caressed her face and
added, "Don't say that."

She wanted to say something in response, but he had already
put down his hand and started the car.

After that, he didn't say anything more.

Judging from his demeanor, Cecilia guessed that Mark was
angry. She couldn't believe that he got angry with her before_’,
she got angry with him! i

So, in response to that, Cecilia crossed her arms ar dl did 1t
anything either. : jifith




: d by ‘the message t
's phone away.

“words earller inside the car echoed in his mind. "As Io'
‘it'saman..

In the office, Peter noticed that his boss was in anguish. F e
gently picked up Mark's phone and placed it on his desk. Then,
he began acting like a peacemaker by saying, "Last night, the |
two of you were so sweet. You have to be more patient with
her! You see, the situation is different now. You used to be
young and handsome. But now..."

Mark threw a stamp across the room before Peter could finish
talking.

“What's wrong with me now?" he snapped.

Unfazed by his outburst, Peter picked up the stamp and
returned it to his desk. As he did, he looked candidly at Mark
and continued, "You're not as good in bed as before as time
goes by. This happens to all men. | mean, just think about it.
You didn't make her happy last night, did you?"

Mark leaned back in his chair and sank his head, looking deep
in contemplation.

As a man, he really did care about this sort of thing.

But last night was good. He was certain that Cecilia climaxed
and received immense sexual pleasure.




-out!" he snapped.

With a smile, Peter left, leaving Mark alone with his tho‘u

Once his emotions had stabilized, he thought that what ‘-et
had said was actually reasonable.

With this in mind, he then took out his phone and called
Cecilia's assistant. There, he learned that Cecilia had gone to
a restaurant for lunch. i

After searching the restaurant's location, he found that it
wasn't far from where he was.

So, he grabbed his car keys and coat and walked out of the
office to find her.

Meanwhile, Peter was still outside. When he saw Mark, his face
lit up. “There you go! You were so in love in love past. I'm sure
that her heart has softened towards you after you two shared
another intimate night together."

Mark looked at him and squinted in his eyes.

How could Peter be so sure with his words?

Nevertheless, Mark didn't dispute him. He found Peters”
comforting words soothing.

Ten minutes later, Mark parked hiscarin front of'




hey were talking with each other with smiles on their 1
aring a laughter from time to time.

Seeing this, Mark loosened his grip on his seatbelt and sloy
leaned back in the chair.

At this point, he really needed a long drag of a cigarette to calm
his racing heart. '

Unfortunately, he didn't have one with him.

From inside his car, he watched as Cecilia continued talking to
that man. From time to time, her smile would widen. They
seemed to be getting along really well.

At the very least, Mark could tell that she didn't hate the man.

He remained frozen inside his car and didn't get off. He just sat
there, staring at her like a statue.

After a while, Cecilia turned her head and saw Mark.
As soon as she saw him, her eyes narrowed.

Then, she immediately looked away and continued eating and
chatting with the man she was with.

Mark had no idea how long he had been watching this date
before his eyes. Even though it tortured him, he kept waitir :
her, waiting for their blind date to end. &

Finally, Cecilia said goodbye to that man.




ould we talk about?" he asked her in re

talk about how you got out of my bed in the m
‘and as soon as noon, you're already in a blind date v
someone else? Cecilia, is that what you want to talk abo
me?"

Cecilia stared at Mark with a quiet intensity.

After a while, she closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and said, ¥
‘I think | have made it clear to you this morning. What happened
last night was nothing more than a one night stand. Besides, it
was just an accident. | didn't beg you to do it with me. You
dragged me into the apartment by yourself.

Mark, the reason why | want to talk to you now is because you
are Edwin and Olivia's father."

Mark looked away and crossed his arms.

After a long silence, he asked, "Was that a blind date a while
ago? Cecilia, are you really never going to get back together
with me?"

The question made Cecilia's nose twitch.

She really didn't want to be in this situation. If possible, she
didn't want to have anything to do with Mark anymore.

She didn't want to love him, nor did she want to hurt him.

The two of them stared at each other for a wh
waiting for her answer with bated breath.

inally, Cecilia opened her mouth
 you now or in the futur







