After playfully teasing his sister, Waylen readily
agreed, his charming smile lighting up the room.

‘I know you are the best," Cecilia praised, her voice
filled with genuine admiration.

Cecilia, with her gentle nature, sought to mend the
strained relationship between Harold and Waylen.
She had always sensed an underlying tension

between the two, yet the cause remained a
mystery to her. @

Harold was on the verge of becoming the son-in-

 law of the prestigious Fowler family, whose
lnfluence far surpassed that of the Moore famlly.‘




~ Picking up the magazine again, he leafed through
it nonchalantly, his demeanor exuding an icy |
detachment.

As the clock struck half past four in the afternoon,

Waylen rose from his seat, his purpose evident.

"l have some pressing matters to attend to. | shall
take my leave," he informed the company, his

voice laced with a touch of regret.

Understanding the rarity of this encounter, Korbyn
and Juliette, eager to spend more time with
Waylen, implored him to stay for dinner.

"Next time, | promise to join you for dinner!
. However, today I'm afraid | must attend to some
_ urgent matters,” Waylen assured, his hand 1

'1, ishing Cecilia's head. ‘




" Harold's reaction was one of scorn, his expression
= tainted with cynicism.

But what about Rena?

The question lingered unspoken as he swiftly
made his way to his car, determined to catch up

with Waylen's vehicle. 2

Gently gripping the steering wheel, Waylen cast a
quick glance at the rearview mirror, his eyes

locking onto Harold's car trailing behind him.

A mischievous chuckle escaped his lips, for he had
no intention of shaking off Harold. Instead, he
purposefully drove at a leisurely pace, ensuring
that Harold could easily keep up with him. &

After half an hour had passed, Waylen halted to
collect Rena, who seemed to have encountered

W

Darren prior to their meeting. Her eyes be

t of redness as she settled int




W-aylen chuckled softly, his voice a mere whisper, -

"Or could it be that you shed tears in anticipation
of the hardship | will subject you to? Fear not, for
| have yet to make any moves. Why, then, have you

wept?"

Rena averted her gaze, unable to provide a
response.

A knowing smile danced across Waylen's lips as

he ignited the engine, stealing another glance at
the rearview mirror.

Lo and behold, Harold persisted in his pursuit!

Amidst the bustling rush hour traffic, the road
became plagued with a gridlock.

Seizing the opportune moment when they came to |
. a halt at a red Ilght Waylen casuallyv ‘Pﬂ' e M
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conveyed in the slight movement of his head ,'h\ |
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window, allowing a swirl of smoke to escape as he' i
lit a cigarette.

. With a sense of purpose, he rolled down the car

Leaning his elbow against the open window, he

purposefully positioned himself so that Harold
could catch sight of him.

Amidst the sluggish crawl of the surrounding
vehicles, it took Waylen and Rena a painstaking

half hour to finally arrive at their destination—his
apartment.

Coming to a stop, Waylen unfastened his seat belt
and turned to face Rena, his voice laced with

'~ need. I'll head to the pharmacy oppc [

l",li‘q




stepped out of the car, making her way into tf
‘said grocery store, oblivious to the fact that

- Waylen's neighbors frequented the establishment..‘?‘;
If she were to visit a few more times, she would -
inevitably cross paths with them.

Having finished his cigarette, Waylen leisurely

opened the car door, stepping out onto the
pavement.

His destination was the pharmacy. Approaching
the counter, he casually selected two boxes of
condoms, opting for the larger size. 3

With an air of nonchalance, he retrieved a hundred
-dollar bill from his wallet, extending it towards
. cashier.

The cashier, a woman in her early fort




