Chapter 48 A Phone Call With

Rena

Harold's nerves were on edge, anxiety tingling
through his veins.

In his mind, he pondered whether it was the

fragrance of the female escort's perfume.

Attempting to ease the situation, he mustered a
smile and said, "This morning, | had to visit the
hospital to change the dressing. Perhaps it's the
lingering scent of the nurse's perfume that you're
sensing."

Cecilia  expressed her discontent, her

dissatisfaction manifesting in fidgeting with her

nails, as she grumbled, "That nurse must be

exceptionally young and beautiful! You must have

found great joy when she attended to :
~ dressing."
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 face as she leaned affectlonately agamst hls_j
shoulder.

Korbyn confidently placed his chess piece on the
intricately carved chessboard, offering his opinion.

"As a young lady, it is best to maintain a certain
level of reservation.”

How could Korbyn fail to recognize his own
daughter's nature?

Waylen had mentioned that Cecilia possessed a
pure simplicity and would readily comply with

Harold's wishes.

Yet, Korbyn believed it was advantageous for

Cecilia to be with the astute Harold who would
look out for her.

 Harold effortlessly deceived Cecilia, hIS
- masking his true intentions. |

f Just then Juhette apr°a° ed




il sty

a Ig'r 'I) ”}n Q’ ts/at/most
i "l 1 i i

I HHHNE I it

il

i '5."“1- ,y't_:jr'i, arm In arm, an ln [H
:"'li their connection. ‘ ‘\Iul“'HH '

| I
Korbyn and Juliette exchanged knowmg Qmu' e

Il H
unspoken understanding passing between tjll'lem it

During the subsequent lunch, the atmosphere
remained pleasant. Harold showcased his
conversational prowess, endearing himself to
Cecilia's parents.

After the meal, Cecilia led Harold to her private

sanctuary on the second floor.

As the door closed behind them, she boldly
initiated a passionate kiss, revealing her desire to
share a deeper connection with him.

However, Harold's wound and his sexual

encounter with the female escort earlier that f
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scent. ‘I truly wish for you to shower and rid
yourself of the perfume's aroma. However, since

it's the scent of the nurse's perfume, | don't mind."
2

Harold's smile bloomed as he affectionately
caressed her head, soothing her concerns.

They decided to rest, seeking solace in each
other's embrace.

A distant cars sound then echoed from
downstairs. It could be Waylen's arrival.

With gentle motions, Harold disengaged Cecilia's
hands and made his way to the balcony, hoping
for a glimpse.

Indeed, it was Waylen.

The afternoon sun cast its sweltering rays,
F romptmg Waylen to discard hlS j :




ena planning to move in with Waylen?
At that moment, Waylen lifted his gaze and locked
eyes with Harold. A knowing smile graced his lips.
Waylen chuckled.

Speaking gently into the phone, he reassured, "It's
nothingg, my dear. | simply spotted an
acquaintance! If there are items you can't bring
along, we can always purchase new ones on our

way back." 1

After concluding his phone call, Waylen
disconnected the line.

A shadow passed over Harold's face, his
expression turning somber.

‘Just then, Cecilia awoke from her nap. She

approached him, seeking solace by enveloping hi

waist and longing for a kiss. However,
't in the mood. He simply said, "Y:
i ﬁq_z_d« .
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As they descended the staircase, Cecilia's ‘spiri]f-é
'~ soared once more, her buoyant nature resurfacing.
Waylen sat comfortably on the sofa, engrossed in

a magazine. Cecilia eagerly threw herself into his
arms, exclaiming, "Waylen!"

Waylen playfully pinched her cheek and remarked,
"You're still as clingy as ever. Harold might
become jealous.’

"He won't," Cecilia insisted, holding onto Waylen's
arm and assuming a spoiled stance. "Didn't you
mention having several projects? It would be
better to have Harold take care of them instead of
outsiders."

Waylen glanced up at Harold, a meaningful smil;e
‘dancing on his lips. "Dad is right. You treat Hg |

~ better than you treat us now."
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