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They had been involved for so many years that he knew‘Lexaq
‘what she was thinking.

Not to mention, she was also much younger than him. |
She loved him, but at the same time, she also hated him.

This conflicting feeling of love and hate was the bane of her ‘l
existence, torturing her to no end.

Mark caressed Cecilia's face and traced the outline of her jaw
with his fingertips. He leaned closer to her ear and, ina gentle
voice, he whispered, 'Cecilia, don't cry.’

He didn't force her. |
When he lowered his hand, he closed his eyes as a wave of ‘
discomfort began to engulf him. ‘

He wasn't pretending. The passionate kiss that he hqd lust‘n!

given her was all he could manage for now. T ‘l.',gf,;‘(ﬂ
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Even if she was willing to go on, he longer had any ¢ enl rq
NI \' I" I
Ceclha grabbed his wrist and guided him onto the. H ,
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she went to the kitchen and bolqu
er surprise, she found that there. as a
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Once Mark was holding the glass of water she frlp pu
hand away, but at that moment, he felt his sle'H""“,
tighten their grip on the glass. For a second it seemed thy
wanted to hold onto her for much longer but in the
relented and pulled his arm back.

ill you leave lais%g d ‘I?

' ﬂodded ‘I have to go home”

Mark drank half a glass of water.

He let out a tired sigh as he closed his eyes. His fatigue was
evident from his demeanor.

Cecilia had already asked about his condition.

Although he had almost recovered, he still needed to preserve |
his health. As such, he wasn't allowed to smoke nor drink. He |l
also couldn't catch a cold or develop a fever.

Noticing his slightly drenched coat, she urged softly, "Mark,, i
take off your clothes.’

Hearing this, Mark slightly opened his eyes.

| ‘ |
‘Cecilia then helped him take off hlS coatq I‘J [ ,q ” ’, '
‘54 r|i ullim ||f
i ;IH‘]; ‘ Il ||lj ‘
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She searched his coat pockets “ e\l
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what she found were a few can(




that Cecilia was a mature woman, M
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After saying that, Mark no longer had the energy to listen tc
answer. Although his mind was only half-lucid, he
stubbornly held on to her hand. It was as though he was a
that the moment he let go, all the warmth that he had worke
so hard to build would dissipate into thin air.

The light around them was dim.

Cecilia had chosen this crystal chandelier herself—one
produced in Ypsila and worth two million dollars.

She liked it very much because of its shiny and gorgeous
appearance. She thought it would look nice at home.

Although some things remained constant, the same could not
be said about people

She met his pleading eyes and stared at him in silence. No
matter how hard she tried, she couldn't bring herself to answer

him

After a while, Peter arrived with the doctor.

‘When Cecilia opened the door, she was 's.om;'[
embarrassed. Thankfully, Peter broke the awkwardness:

clearly not taking care of himself!"

Cecilia forced a smile.




ol
ark up and Ied hlm i
he doctor gave Mark an injection. tll il

Mark's body was flat on the bed. His throat bulged1
escaped his lips, uttering a name in his sleep

D

With a smile, the doctor said goodbye.

Cecilia standing in front of the French window ofthe bedroom
The sky outside was dark, and the rain had already subsided.
From behind, Cecilia's posture exhibited loneliness.

While she was only a simple girl, she was forced to grow up in
her relationship with Mark.

Peter warily approached Cecilia, and after hesitating for a while,
he said, "Cecilia, I'm not defending him. But | just want to tell

you that if it weren't for you, Edwin, and Olivia, Mr. Evans
wouldn't be alive.

He had narrowly escaped death so many times back in Rouemn.

But | think a |ot of people would rather die than go through th
pain of treatment."

- Slowly, Cecilia looked up.




D ‘lrheard that, | almost burst in joy because he was
with me when | had Edwin. But then, when | went to see hif
had only left me a letter, telling me that | shouldn't wait for
anymore. From that day on, | took his words to heart ar
stopped waiting for him. Although I'm glad that he came back
alive, there are some things in the past that you can no longer
change.”

To Cecilia, it wasn't that she no longer loved Mark. Rather, she
didn't see any reason for her to be with him anymore.

Peter knew this as well.

The entire time, he just stayed quiet as he stood by her side and
accompanied her.

After a while, Cecilia turned around and smiled. "Thank you for
taking care of him. Because of you, Edwin and Olivia can still
have their father."

When Cecilia left, she felt a hollowness in her chest that was
hard to explain. -

She was cold and unfeellng She knew that she should




acCelerator As the engine revved to Infe the red spo v
drove away. ‘

The rain had already stopped.

The road ahead of her was filled with puddles of water, which
reflected the city's neon lights. At night, they looked strangely
beautiful.

Cecilia turned on the music, and a'soothing love song began to
play.

As she drove to the Fowler's house, she couldn't stop the tears
from rolling down her eyes.

Her family had not yet eaten and was waiting for her. Since the
children were growing hungry, Rena had made some cookies
for them.

Edwin was still sitting by the door, whnte Olivia bit her, b scut f

Wil

_and ground it using her two front teeth i Mt ',"“ f.l'l i {/ }l)}/}'n )Iu‘n
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shed her teeth and cursed in |

came over and announced, "I'm so hungr
ner already!”

Before Cecilia could leave, she felt her hand get yanked.

When she looked down to see who it was, she saw Edwin. The
little boy looked up at his mother with pouted lips and asked
awkwardly, "Where's my great-uncle?"

With a smile, Cecilia gently caressed his face and answered,
"He's not feeling well and went home first"

Edwin pulled a long face and sighed. "He said he was going to
have dinner with me. He lied to me again!"

Cecilia looked away, not knowing what to say.
Then, Edwin let go of her hand and ran away.

Out of the blue, Waylen appeared. With a light chuckle, he said,
"Edwin is really in denial, isn't he? He has been thinking about
Mark this whole time, and yet, he still calls Mark his great-uncle.
From whom do you think he gets his personality from? | don't
think it's from Mark. He's too shameless for that."




4

e could tell her anytl'.\vlng.

e .
fter hearing her out, Rena comforted Cecilia.

As Rena went downstairs and was about to leave, Way
his wife a glance.

He saw her gentle nature emanating from her expression. 'Hen‘
eyes were soft, and her face was serene. Perhaps she had bee

a mother for such a long time now that all this was now second'
nature to her.

il
As Waylen stepped forward, he draped his coat over his wife's |‘|
shoulders and asked, "Cecilia didn't cry, did she?"

Rena didn't say anything and simply nodded.

It wasn't until they got in the car that Rena finally spilled the‘wl‘
beans to her husband. "It seems that My uncle has a fever! |
Although Cecilia called Peter to look after him, | think she stlll. r
worries about him." |

Waylen smiled and replied, "Looks like your uncle's wnihng tqq i
anything just to have her back." ‘

“At the mention of this, Rena thought of Mark's coy |

shouldn't be this reckless with his own health no |
| I} H I
il ‘U | f l
ise

;‘hlle, Waylen was deep in utwe
T ] " arel dU




‘don't we relax a little bit?" | il ﬂ
i
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l ) the past two years, it wasn't only Cecilia and Mark wh”
“having a hard time. Waylen and Rena also had their fair : s
of issues.

Waylen knew his sister very well. The thing he was afraid the
most was that Mark might really die.

When that happened, Cecilia would be so depressed that she
might end up crying her entire life.

Fortunately, Mark came back alive.

Waylen rubbed the back of his neck and said softly, "l really
want to relax."

Rena agreed

She thought they would go to a bar and enjoy some nice muslc‘ i

while sipping on a glass of wine. i

I Wil ‘ l‘

However, Waylen had a different idea. He took her to the E

apartment where they used to live before. No one. hadJ ‘I e"('i

~ there for a long time. As such, the air inside felt stale arf! T'f ‘
i ’

~ As soon as Rena entered, she found herse elf } C ”

‘Waylen's lips. i fn M
| | l‘l”‘
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| cheeks flushed pink, she asked, "How do you want t
elebrate?"

Waylen could only chuckle.

He gently took off her coat and carried her to the bedroom.
From time to time, he would shower her with kisses. The lights
along the way were already turned on as well as the heating.

When Rena fell on the soft bed, she immediately felt the toasty
warmth of the room.

Waylen climbed up the bed and got on top of her. He grabbed
the back of her head and thoroughly kissed her while taking off
his thin wool coat.

She could feel his heat through his light blue shirt.
The deeper their kiss got, the redder Rena's face became.

She immersed herself in his tenderness as she placed her hand i
on his arm, gently stroking it back and forth : u |’
‘ I

Ui w",f“,'\.
‘This only made Waylen kiss her even more, f;,'fﬁjx".',‘{, illhm ‘ej
momentarily pulled away and said, Help'me% t7 ny shirt /|
! NI
il ,w |




s take the mltlatlve
At that moment, Waylen was as stiff as a rock.

Even though they had been together for a long time already, t
fire between them had been kept alive and burning, never on
flickering. Throughout their relationship, their hunger for each
other's bodies never wavered. '

Waylen kept staring at Rena.

He liked to see her get so turned on that she would lose all
semblance of reason and fully give herself to him. The only one
capable of doing that to her was him.

After all, Rena only belonged to him.

Never in Waylen's wildest imagination did he think he would
end up only loving one woman and wanting to share a bed with
only her for the rest of his life. He couldn't believe that this
woman and this woman alone was capable of arousing such a
powerful lust inside him.

To him, this was the most romantic thing, the best example of
a perfect marriage.

They had sex for a few rounds.




3 him on the lips. "Do you want to take 3
f thlng""

- her chin and leaned in to kiss her.

At that moment, lust was starting to burnin his loins once agalrlil““l"l
I X i

l

But before anything could happen Rena stopped him, "Youl'
have a meeting tomorrow morning," she reminded. - !

]
|

Waylen let out a disappointed sigh and pulled away Rena then
leaned closer to him and whispered to his ear, "I notice you like
taking me back here very much. Why is that? |s it because all \
guys care so much about being a girl's first?” il
|
This was the place where they first had sex, and that wasals‘o‘lsl '["
Rena's first time being with a man. Was that the reason? ‘

Waylen stared at her with his deep eyes and said conﬂdently,
‘| don't know about other guys, but | surely do. But comei an‘d,h\‘,

If

think about it, if it's any other woman, | don't think | care.
being her first. | only feel this way about you. Is thls wha ,
call possessiveness? i

‘Because of you, | care about such things forthe irst |
life”

1..

He was neither a rigid nor a conservatiVe d’”




T ered, "Lets sleep. You have to go to the co
tomorrow morning, while I'll go and see my uncle.”

With that, Waylen turned off the light.

Now covered in darkness, Rena said in a low voice, ‘I rea‘lfl_y"'
hope that Cecilia can also experience this kind of happiness
we're having now."

Waylen stared at the ceiling for a long time.

After a while, he said, "If that was possible, she would've
already found her Mr. Right a long time ago."

He believed this was how love worked.

If Cecilia had never met the love of her life, then she could be
with anyone and live a happy life.

After she met the right guy, everyone else just seemed do plain
and boring.

"What about you? Are you simply settling for me?" Rena
_retorted into his ear. :
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most favorite foods. | "‘ ‘l

He bent over and kissed her on the forehead. Then, he let oul
a disappointed sigh and complained, "While | was running, | saW‘
that the rose garden outside was now gone. Because of that, i
couldn't bring you flowers." |

Rena smiled and kissed him.
"You can still run?" she'teased.

"Do you think I'm Mark?" he joked back. "He's old and fragile,
which isn't like me at all!”

Rena gently patted Waylen's handsome face. "You really are a
sharp-tongued devil, aren't you?"

Waylen chuckled, flashing his beautiful teeth. "Are you talking
about this same tongue that pleasured you last night, Mrs.
Fowler?"

~ Renda didnt want to hear him behaving like a ho
: Othermse he might postponehls morning m g. W
‘ dy







