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“Thank you, Mr. Clark.” Eve heaved a sigh of relief while packing up the soup 
that she brought with her, ready to go back home. Before leaving, she smiled 
at him gently. “Do come visit me sometimes.” 

“Definitely.” Leo nodded with a subtle smile. “Thank you, Mrs. Chase.” 

“It’s nothing. In fact, I should be the one thanking you!” Now that Eve was 
satisfied, she chuckled when she saw the thermal lunch box he held. “I didn’t 
know you cook for yourself. You’re a fine young man.” 

However, Leo merely shook his head, his response seemingly indicative of 
something else. “I didn’t make this. Somebody else did, and she was the one 
who delivered this to the office. I am merely handing this to the designated 
recipient.” 

“Oh, then it must be someone’s wife who delivered this. He’s a lucky man.” 
Eve could smell the rich aroma of the soup despite the relatively short time 
they spent conversing with each other. 

On the other hand, Leo wore a knowing smile while replying, “Yeah. He sure 
is a lucky man.” 

After a few more exchanges, Eve left. It wasn’t until she was gone that Leo 
entered Tony’s office with the soup that Myra made for his boss. Tony could 
observe Leo and Eve’s conversation from the TV screen in his office. When 
Leo came in, he arched his brow before giving praise. “Good job.” 

It was rare for Tony to compliment him, so he was smiling when he handed 
the soup to Tony. At the same, he didn’t forget to flatter Tony either. “This is 
the soup that Miss Stark wanted me to pass to you. Mrs. Chase was saying 
that you’re lucky to have Miss Stark as your wife!” 

Seeing that Tony was wearing a faint smile, Leo heaved a sigh of relief. 
Tony’s mood had been unstable as of late, so he had been giving his 
subordinates a hard time. Fortunately, Myra’s soup seemed to be a 
miraculous cure that was able to soothe him. Then, the internal phone on 
Leo’s desk outside suddenly rang. Hence, he went out to take the call. After 
spending some time talking over the phone, he re-entered Tony’s office to 
inform his boss respectfully, “Mr. Hart, you have a call from the registry. Miss 
Lyla Fisher would like to meet you.” 



In the meantime, Eve’s compliment was still being replayed on the screen in 
front of Tony. When he heard what Leo told him, he narrowed his eyes before 
replying indifferently, “Tell her to come up.” 

Then, he switched off the screen before lighting a cigarette. Soon enough, his 
fine features were shrouded by the smoke. “Has Myra left?” he asked all of a 
sudden after Leo told the registrar to let Lyla come up. 

Leo gave him a nod. “She left after getting out of the small office.” 

“Then she would have definitely bumped into Lyla.” Holding his cigarette 
between his index finger and middle finger, Tony tapped it on the ashtray to 
get rid of the ashes, all the while wearing an uncaring expression. “Do you 
think she might be jealous if she knows that I’ll be meeting Lyla?” 

Even if she has been delivering soup to your office, it doesn’t mean she 
fancies you to the point of getting jealous over another girl meeting 
you. However, I’m fairly certain that she would be unhappy to see Lyla 
here. After mulling over the situation, Leo nodded calmly. “Of course she will 
be.” 

Tony lifted his head abruptly to stare at Leo as soon as he heard what the 
latter told him. Later on, as if he had read Leo’s mind, he squinted at Leo. 
Feeling slightly guilty, Leo moved to take his leave. “Mr. Hart, I have other 
matters to tend to, so I’ll be leaving first.” After that, he fled the scene without 
waiting to hear what Tony had to say. 

Meanwhile, Lyla was tidying her hair at the registrar. She was wearing a sky-
blue, ankle-length dress, and a matching set of heels that accentuated her 
slim and tall figure. Her long, wavy hair was tied up in a bun, leaving two 
strands of hair in the front. Having put on a light but delicate makeup, she 
seemed refined. Apparently, she was in a good mood on this day. 

Even though things were only progressing at a moderate pace on Sean’s side, 
she knew she had succeeded in attracting his attention, which to her, was 
something worth celebrating. On the other hand, she would also be becoming 
Tony’s ally, so people of the upper class society in Bradfort City would have to 
be careful while dealing with her. 

With that in mind, she observed the lady at the front register demurely while 
holding onto her sunglasses. The registrar was in turn, quite agitated by it. 



After the phone call ended, she turned to face Lyla delightedly, “Miss Fisher, 
Mr. Clark informed me that the president will be waiting for you upstairs.” 

“Thank you,” she replied politely with a lilt in her voice. The registrar nearly 
asked her for a photo and an autograph, but she managed to stop herself and 
quickly waved her hand to show Lyla the way upstairs. Without a word, Lyla 
left for the elevator, and then pressed on the button with an arrow that was 
pointing upward. 

She took her time to tidy up her hair again when she was waiting for the 
elevator. Soon enough, the doors of the elevator opened with a chime when it 
arrived at the ground floor. Both of the women who stood inside and outside of 
the elevator respectively were startled upon seeing each other. 

Myra’s countenance shifted into one of indifference when she ignored Lyla 
and stepped out of the elevator. However, when she brushed past Lyla, who 
was entering the elevator, the latter bumped her in the shoulder. 

“Lyla Fisher! What are you doing?!” Myra whipped around to observe the 
seemingly harmless woman. 

Letting out a chuckle, Lyla asked, “Do you still remember your promise to me 
when I left?” 

Myra’s expression darkened. Back when Eve forced Lyla to leave Bradfort 
City, Myra had met up with Lyla to inform the latter that she would never stand 
between Sean and her, nor would she marry Sean during her absence. 
However, she relented when Eve begged her, or rather, she broke her 
promise to Lyla by marrying the man whom she also loved. 

You’re the one who failed me, so you shouldn’t be blaming me for being hard 
on you!” Lyla declared with a grim look on her face before entering the 
elevator. After that, she pressed on the button to close the door, leaving Myra 
alone outside, which somehow gave her a good mood. 

Upon seeing the doors of the elevator closing slowly, gradually blocking Lyla’s 
figure out of view, Myra clenched her fists. When she passed by the front 
register, she heard one of the registrars asking the other one, “What 
relationship do you suppose Lyla Fisher shares with the president?” The 
ambiguous tone prompted Myra to slow down in her steps. 



“Hm, I think there must be more than meets the eye! He used to have Mr. 
Clark turn everyone down after all, so the fact that he allowed Lyla to go meet 
him is suspicious! Furthermore, he has to attend another meeting later on.” 

“Yeah, I think so too! Actually, I think they’re a pretty good match. Think about 
it! Lyla Fisher’s public image in these recent years has been rather good. 
She’s so elegant and classy since she can play the piano. Also, I’ve heard 
that she likes to do charity. Add that to her beauty and humility; don’t you think 
that she’s a perfect match with our president?” 

Myra couldn’t help but stop in her tracks while an odd emotion rippled within 
her. She wasn’t sure what it was, but it felt uncomfortable. Is Lyla perhaps 
Tony’s crush that he mentioned in the interview that day? But he knows about 
my feud with Lyla, so why would he act like we are acquaintances under such 
conditions? Her mind was all muddled up. Biting on her lip, she hurriedly left 
Hart Group. 

Compared to her frazzled state, Lyla was in a much better place. It was as if 
she could already see herself marrying Sean after he declared his deep love 
to her in an attempt to have her stay by his side. 
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After Lyla knocked on the door, Tony’s deep and sexy voice came through. 
“Come in.” 

When she opened the door to enter his office, she knew he was smoking 
despite the fact that he had his back to her, as she could see the smoke rising 
from behind the chair. Even though she didn’t get to see his face, she could 
sense his regal and majestic air. 

It’s a pity that he doesn’t belong to me, she mused. “You sure hired a lot of 
spies to work for you. I am impressed.” Lyla let out a chuckle after she spoke. 
Ever since they became allies, she had been getting increasingly 
unscrupulous. 

Meanwhile, Tony narrowed his eyes while informing her in an aloof manner, 
“There are a stack of photos on the table that I suppose will be of use to you.” 

Despite her slight surprise, Lyla smiled when she recalled the phone call she 
received at Zion Club that provided her with the information. “I wonder what 



your terms are, Mr. Hart. I am still worried that I might not be able to repay 
you.” 

Even though that was what she said, she still picked up the envelope on the 
desk without hesitation. After slowly opening it, she seemed excited when her 
eyes lit up as soon as she saw its contents. “Mr. Hart, can I know how Myra 
Stark offended you?” Lyla asked while browsing through the photos of Myra 
being intimate with other men. She wore a knowing smile as she spoke. “Why 
are you so eager to teach her a lesson?” 

Due to the angle of the photos that obscured that man’s face, all it showed 
was that the man had great physique. Therefore, the photos might not have 
much of an impact if they were published in magazines or tabloids. However, 
the photos could upset the balance if Sean saw them. 

“That’s none of your business. I trust that you know what you should and 
shouldn’t do.” Tony turned around abruptly. His handsome features made her 
heart throb while she realized just how much of a shame it was that she 
couldn’t get her hands on him. Nonetheless, she quickly regained her 
composure. “All I have is but one request. Keep this between us, lest it gives 
us more trouble in the future.” After all, she was aiming to marry into the 
Chase Family, so she didn’t want to complicate things unnecessarily. 

“Of course.” Tony arched his brow, his eyes holding a chilly gaze. 

Meanwhile, Myra got a call from Lyla not long after she got out of Hart Group. 
Although she wasn’t planning on answering the call, she was at the same time 
curious about what Lyla had to say to her. Silence hung in the air when she 
picked up. After that, Lyla’s slightly hoarse voice came through. “Myra Stark, 
do you want to know about the child that I had with Sean? I’ll tell you 
everything if you come to the cafeteria at six in the evening.” 

Myra went to the construction site after leaving Hart Group, and she only got 
back to her car at five o’clock in the afternoon. Feeling somewhat 
preoccupied, she had to admit that she was tempted by Lyla’s offer. After 
Sean accused her of such a foul deed, of course she would want to know 
what happened to Sean and Lyla’s child. 

Although Sean claimed that she murdered the child, she never had memories 
of committing such an atrocity; she didn’t do anything to Lyla and the baby. 
After spending an entire afternoon pondering on the matter, she ended up 
getting into the car to drive to the cafeteria. 



While on her way there, she passed by another cafeteria. Unexpectedly, she 
saw Estelle seemingly entangled with another man. She thought Estelle was 
in trouble, so she parked her car to enter the cafeteria. It was her first time 
ever dropping by there. The place was quiet and had good privacy, as there 
were potted plants everywhere that obscured the view of its interior. 

When Myra was moving closer to Estelle, she heard Estelle’s shrill voice 
ringing in the cafeteria. “I’m warning you, Shawn Hart! Stop making any 
moves on me! Don’t you dare assume that I’ll have to take responsibility just 
because I f*cked you! If that’s how it is, the men that I would have to take care 
of would have formed a long line that would reach all the way to City Hall! 
You’re a man, so act like one!” 

Her speech was followed by the somewhat familiar voice of a man. He 
sounded a bit exasperated as he chided, “Stay still! I’ll f*ck you right here, 
right now if you move a muscle!” 

“How dare you, you scumbag! If you lay a finger on me, I’ll make a public 
announcement at City Hall so that the public will know that you raped an 
innocent woman!” 

“Pfft!” Myra couldn’t help but huff out a laugh when she heard Estelle’s fierce 
declaration. 

“Who’s there?!” Estelle’s voice came through. It was too late for Myra to hide 
now, for the lush growth in front of her was pushed to the side by a slender 
hand, which revealed Estelle’s face that was tinged a scarlet hue due to 
anger. She was startled when she saw Myra on the other side of the potted 
plant. “Myra, why are you here?” 

Having been discovered, Myra could only walk up to them awkwardly. After 
pushing the branches aside, she could finally see the man’s face. Although 
she never saw much of the third son of the Hart Family, she quickly 
determined that he looked almost as handsome as Tony, which seemed to 
prove that the Harts had an advantage in that department. 

Shawn Hart had bright eyes and a straight nose, but he looked more serious 
compared to Tony, who was more cold aloof. However, Shawn also had an 
elegance befitting of his position as a government official. 

“Hello, Mr. Hart.” Ignoring Estelle, she opted to greet Shawn first. 



On the other hand, Estelle tried to escape from Shawn’s side by moving 
toward Myra, only to be stopped by Shawn, who was holding her by the waist. 
“Don’t you dare forget about the words that you whispered into my ears! 
You’re the one who decided to get involved with me. Once that happens, 
we’re bound together for life!” 

“Bullsh*t!” Due to the fact that Myra was watching as Estelle made a fool out 
of herself, she couldn’t help but swear while blushing. However, she cowered 
as soon as she saw the grim look that crossed Shawn’s face. She already 
witnessed his ever-changing mood and duplicity. Although he seemed like a 
just person on the outside, he was in fact a conniving b*stard. 

Ever since she nearly died that night from all the torture that he inflicted on 
her, she had been avoiding him. However, their positions had switched; from 
being the chaser, she had become the one who was being pursued. No 
matter where she went, Shawn could always find her. 

Therefore, she changed her tune. “I have an appointment with Myra, so we’ll 
talk another day.” 

Shawn sulked as soon as he heard that, while Myra blinked in 
confusion. What appointment? We never agreed on that? Myra thought. 

In the meantime, Shawn turned to look at Myra while asking, “Miss Stark, can 
you move your appointment to another date?” 

Estelle was about to refuse him when Myra smiled apologetically at her before 
glancing at Shawn. “Of course. I can meet her on another date since she 
already has an appointment with you.” 

Estelle’s eyes went wide in disbelief, whereas Myra heaved an inaudible sigh. 
After all, Estelle was the one who got involved with Shawn in the first place. 
She could still recall Estelle telling her that it wouldn’t be a one-night-stand, as 
she was serious about the relationship. If that’s the case, why can’t you try 
spending some time with Shawn? 

Other than that, Myra also had a feeling that Shawn was also serious about 
Estelle. At the same time, Estelle was blushing, so she determined that 
Estelle was denying her own feelings. After all, she never was someone who 
would blush that easily. 
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“I’ll be busy, so I won’t be joining you.” With that, Myra gave Estelle a wink 
before turning to leave. 

On the other hand, Estelle gaped at her as she left, so much so that her eyes 
almost popped out of their sockets. No longer able to suppress her anger, she 
let out a howl. “Myra Stark, you rascal! What did Shawn promise you? Let go 
of me, you b*stard! I’ll break both of your legs if you dare touch me—Um—” 
Her voice was muffled out, and things soon heated up. 

Myra paused before smiling out of relief. It’s time someone teach her a 
lesson. From what she could see, Shawn’s feelings toward Estelle were 
genuine, so she was certain Shawn would treasure Estelle. 

Myra arrived at the cafeteria on time, but Lyla was nowhere to be found. She 
wasn’t in a hurry, so she ordered a glass of lemonade after taking a seat. After 
some thought, she ordered another glass. While sipping on her drink, she 
glanced at the bustling street view outside. The sun had set rather early. As 
darkness descended, the street lights lit up one by one, giving the city a warm 
glow. 

“It has been a while since we last saw each other. You are as punctual as 
ever, Miss Stark.” 

A familiar lilt came from behind her, but her countenance shifted at the sound 
of such a pleasant voice. Cafeterias were designed to be more enclosed, so 
Myra’s table was blocked from view by a thick bamboo growth. When she 
turned around, she saw Lyla pushing the bamboo aside, from which her slim 
figure emerged. 

Lyla observed Myra, who quickly schooled her expression, with a smile on her 
dainty lips. Then, she took off her sunglasses slowly, placing them on the 
table in front of her. “Does this place look familiar to you?” 

The pianist in the cafeteria had just finished a splendid performance of ‘Für 
Elise,’ which was followed by a sparse applause. However, the two of them 
seemed to be isolated in their own world, the tense atmosphere between them 
setting them apart from the crowd. 

Myra held a sophisticated glance. She knew what Lyla meant. Back when Eve 
forced Lyla to leave the city, Myra asked to meet her in the exact same 



cafeteria. Two years later, it was still in business. Back then, the atmosphere 
between them was even more awkward. But on second thought, Myra 
recognized that it might very well just be a matter of perspective. Not wanting 
to waste time beating around the bush, she cut to the chase. “Didn’t you tell 
me you would like to talk about what happened to Sean’s baby that you 
carried?” 

Although Myra tried her best to hide her feelings of unease, Lyla could read 
her like an open book. With a smile on her face, Lyla asked, “Why the rush? I 
have plenty of time to tell you the full story.” 

Lyla let out a chuckle while staring at Myra with an ever broadening smile. It 
had only been two years, and despite the fact that they had returned to the 
same place, both of them had opposite mentalities compared to how they 
used to think back then. 

“Myra, I have to say, you’re even more useless than I thought.” Lyla gave her 
a once-over before letting out a chuckle. “You’re as disgusting as ever. You 
didn’t even manage to win Sean over.” 

There was a drastic shift in Myra’s countenance when she shot up from her 
seat abruptly. 

“Don’t you want to know about the child?” Lyla was unaffected despite Myra’s 
reaction, as if she was certain that Myra wouldn’t leave. “You’re free to go if 
you don’t think you want the answers.” 

With that, Lyla sat down to take a sip out of the lemonade in front of her with 
slight disdain. Sure enough, Myra didn’t leave. Instead, she was clutching 
onto the strap of her bag, and managed to calm herself down within a short 
time. Then, she called for a waiter. “I would like to have some more water 
please.” 

After that, she sat back down, and a heavy silence hung in the air between 
them. Just when Lyla arched her brow, Myra spoke up languidly. “I know why 
you’re here. Even if you didn’t come back, I’ll soon be divorcing Sean 
anyway.” 

That short sentence seemed to have taken a whole lot out of her. However, 
she knew she owed Lyla an explanation, since she was the one who made 
the promise. Although nothing dictated that she had to follow through on the 
promise, she acknowledged that it was, nonetheless, a breach of trust. 



Memories of Sean’s aloofness toward her in the past two years prompted her 
to squeeze her hands together while wearing a self-deprecatory expression. 
“He never liked me. On the contrary, he loved you all the same despite the 
hatred that he harbored toward you. If you’re here to protest, I’ll have you 
know that you already won. In fact, you always had the advantage,” she 
said. Meanwhile, I’ve always been on the losing end. 

“Won?” Lyla smiled. Although her smile was dainty, Myra couldn’t help but feel 
a sense of dread when she saw that. “I have not won, at least for now. Do you 
know what is it that makes me hate you the most?” Lyla asked. 

The smile on her face melted away as she stared at Myra’s dark and alluring 
eyes with a vicious glint. “I hate you for having the support of your family 
despite having done nothing to deserve it! I hate that Eve would beg for you to 
marry Sean even though you didn’t even put in any effort! Myra Stark, why do 
you get to have things that are way better than those that I possess when I’m 
so much better than you?” 

At that moment, the light in Lyla’s eyes had died out, and something dark took 
its place. Her intense stare sent a shiver down Myra’s spine. Begrudgingly, 
Myra retorted, “I don’t even want my family if I get to choose.” After all, she 
had no qualms parting with everyone and everything related to her father. 

“Those are but hollow words!” Lyla took a second to scan her surroundings, a 
hint of menace fleeting across her gaze. “It’s all because you never 
experienced all the hardships that normal people like me have experienced! 
Speaking of which, I have never seen someone as shameless as you. Who 
are you to meddle in my relationship with Sean? Who do you think you are? 
The Messiah? Aren’t you being a little too haughty?” 

Myra squeezed her hands together when Lyla was going all out on her. “You 
can’t hide anything from me! I know your b*tch of a mother was the one who 
undermined your father’s relationship with another woman that he liked! 
However, she did receive her karma, having been reduced to a madwoman 
who ended her own life! As for you—” 

Before Lyla could finish, she was given a loud, hard slap on the face. She 
wore an odd expression while observing Myra, whose chest was heaving due 
to anger. Then, she let out a chuckle. “Myra, you should blame yourself for 
going back on your word. If only you’d honored our agreement, nothing 
would’ve happened, including everything that happened after…” 



All of a sudden, Lyla’s gaze became even weirder. After that, she snatched 
the glass of water in front of Myra to splash it on herself while Myra watched in 
bafflement. In the meantime, the weird look in her eye transformed into one of 
innocence and weakness. 

As tears rolled down her cheeks, she retrieved a stack of photos from her bag 
before spreading them out on the table. Then, she began lamenting, “Myra, I 
know you don’t like Sean, but you’re still a married couple, so how can you do 
this to him? You should come at me if you hate me. I don’t mind begging for 
your forgiveness, so please don’t do this to him…” By the end of her words, 
she sniffled. 
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What are you doing?” Before Myra could react, and just when Lyla was about 
to kneel on the ground, a cheerless voice came through. While Myra froze, 
Lyla was smiling when nobody could see her. After that, the two of them 
turned around to cast their glances in the direction of the voice, only to see 
Sean marching toward them with a grim look on his face while holding onto 
his phone. With the silent cafeteria as a backdrop, the ceiling lights that shone 
on him seemed to make him glow. However, it didn’t soften his gaze as he 
stared at Myra with a steely look. 

“Sean, I’m alright. Didn’t I tell you I’m having a drink with Myra? I can solve 
this on my own, so don’t—” Lyla began explaining herself in a flurry of panic. 
When she turned to look at Myra, she inadvertently showed him the angry 
slap mark on her left cheek. Then, as if realizing what she had done, she tried 
to turn away to hide that mark, but Sean held her head in place by pinching on 
her chin. 

“Sean, I’m fine, really…” Although Lyla’s eyes were red on the rim, she was 
consoling Sean with a gentle voice. 

On the other hand, his pupils shrunk in anger when he laid eyes on the slap 
mark and the water that drenched Lyla’s face. He snapped his head back to 
stare at Myra, who was biting on her lip, with piercing eyes that nailed her to 
the spot. “Apologize!” His gaze was chilly and aloof when he glared at her 
while gritting his teeth. 

Meanwhile, Myra was watching as he held Lyla in his arms, tucking her as 
close as possible, as if afraid Myra might harm her. Myra could feel her own 



body stiffen while she bit her lip. Nonetheless, she met his steely gaze 
stubbornly. “Why should I apologize?” 

She realized Lyla was lying when she said she would reveal to her the truth 
regarding her baby. All Lyla wanted was to lure her out. While recalling Lyla’s 
previous actions, the pieces began quickly falling into place in her mind. 
Having grasped Lyla’s true intentions, she wanted to laugh, but she couldn’t. 
At least not at that moment. It’s all because I was foolish enough to trust her 
that I ended up falling into her trap! 

“Sean, I’m fine, so don’t do this to Myra.” With reddened eyes, Lyla began 
shedding tears. “All I wanted was to tell her to stop treating you like that. She 
might have lashed out at me, but I’m fine…” 

“Apologize to Lyla!” Sean averted his gaze from Lyla’s face. The veins on his 
forehead were popping when he glared at Myra, while a storm seemed to be 
brewing behind his intense gaze. 

Myra was still biting down hard on her lips, so much so that she nearly drew 
blood. Whenever she had a conflict with someone, Sean would always 
request that she apologize to the other party, as if she were, by default, the 
vicious and despicable one who was at fault in every situation. While she used 
to feel aggrieved, she now felt humiliated. Therefore, she merely clenched her 
fists on her sides. 

“Sean, don’t be angry…” Although still wearing an aggrieved look, Lyla was 
tugging on his sleeve benignly. “I’m fine. There must be some sort of 
misunderstanding. I was intending to question Myra about the incident, as I 
didn’t want you to feel sad over this. Please don’t treat her like this. We can 
still talk things through…” 

As if suddenly noticing something, Lyla sprang into action, trying to pick up the 
photos on the table, but Sean already noticed them before she could. He 
snatched them away from her with a morose look on his face. Following her 
movement, he noticed that there were still a lot more photos on the table or 
even scattered on the floor. Those were all photos of Myra being intimate with 
another man. 

Some depicted her in his arms, while some depicted her kissing him. There 
were also ones in which they were flirting while the man reached out to caress 
her. Sean stared at the photos in disbelief before he was quickly overwhelmed 
by shame and anger. Prior to that, he was merely having doubts, but with 



those photos, his doubts were proven to be true. Since he never was as 
intimate with Myra, he couldn’t possibly be the man in the photos. All of a 
sudden, he threw the photos onto Myra’s face. “What do you have to say for 
yourself?” 

While her face hurt from being hit by the photos, her heart was aching even 
more. When she took a closer look at the photos, she noticed most of them 
were taken when she was with Tony. She didn’t even know when Lyla sent a 
detective after her to take those photos, but it sure proved how much effort 
Lyla put into her plot. 

“Sean, Myra must have her own reasons, so why don’t you wait until I talk 
things through with her?” Although Lyla said so, she seemed to fear Myra, as 
her body trembled while she added in a hushed voice, “I have nothing that she 
might target, so you don’t have to worry…” 

Have nothing that she might target… Her words reminded Sean of their 
unborn child. Throughout the past two years, he had been wondering why 
Lyla would leave him. He didn’t believe she would make the decision out of 
money. Plus, he came to know by accident a few days ago that she had had a 
conversation with his mother back then… 

The scales were tipping without him noticing it. He knew for certain that he 
had yet to get over Lyla. He had always had a great impression of her. After 
he knew that his mother had spoken to her before her departure, he 
immediately began searching for clues like a madman. And now that he’d 
witnessed her being humiliated by Myra for his sake… Although Sean still had 
a grim expression on him, he was patient toward Lyla. All of a sudden, he took 
off his jacket to drape it over her shoulders. 

Lyla was startled by his kindness. Soon, tears began welling up in her eyes. 
“Sean…” 

Although Sean’s movements were stiff, his expression cold, Myra noticed the 
worry and love he had for her, which made her feel jealous. Throughout their 
two-year marriage, he never was considerate toward her. Even a casual 
greeting was too much to ask of him, say less of such acts of kindness. 

“Myra Stark, you’d better stop finding fault with her, or else I won’t go easy on 
you the next time!” Sean took a hot towel from a waiter that he covered on 
Lyla’s face delicately. Lyla shuddered, for the sudden warmth on her face 



seemed to sting a little. Seeing that, Sean pulled her into his arms. While Lyla 
was in his arms, she smiled when neither him nor Myra were looking. 

She was pleased when she noticed that Myra was spacing out while staring at 
Sean. However, she lowered her gaze to tug on his sleeve once again. “Sean, 
I’m sure it’s a misunderstanding, so don’t be angry. Let’s talk things through 
calmly, please?” 
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“That won’t be necessary, considering that there’s nothing else to say 
between us.” Myra wiped her face with her sleeve. The sight of Lyla and Sean 
being all lovey-dovey was a sore sight for eyes. 

Somewhere near them, a waiter opened the door to the cafeteria, while the 
manager greeted the four people who came through flatteringly, “Allow me to 
offer my sincerest of greetings, Mr. Hart, Mr. Windrow, Mr. Renaud, and Mr. 
Samson. What brings you?” 

The four men before him represented the four most prestigious families in 
Bradfort City. Having worked his way up to his position as manager, the man 
knew who they were, which was why he wanted to make sure he didn’t cross 
them by offering his best services. 

The four men were none other than Tony Hart and his friends. As soon as 
they entered the cafeteria, their handsome looks and extraordinary 
temperament garnered the attention of all the customers. Given their graceful 
movements, it wasn’t hard to surmise that they were of noble birth. However, 
aside from one man who seemed to be more easygoing, the rest of them wore 
a look of indifference, so nobody dared approach them. Instead, they were all 
left admiring them from afar. 

Elliot was in a good mood, seeing that Tony offered to buy them some coffee. 
He waved his hand at the waiter who approached them. “You can safely 
ignore us and resume your respective tasks. We’re merely dropping by to 
have a cup of coffee.” 

“No problem at all. Allow us to show you to the best room.” The manager was 
all smiles. 

“That won’t be necessary,” the man in the lead said casually. He was in a suit 
and leather shoes, his appearance marking him as one of the elites in society. 



With a morose look on his face, he told the manager after glancing at a certain 
spot in the cafeteria, “We’ll sit in a corner at the public space.” 

The rest of his friends were startled by his decision. “Tony, we never sat in 
open spaces like this…” Elliot reminded him. None of them understood why 
he would choose to sit there when he decided to buy them coffee. With all the 
women around them, sitting in the public meant that they would be the center 
of attention. But as soon as Tony glanced at him, Elliot shuddered before 
scrambling to pull out a chair and sat down on it. However, he let out a cry of 
surprise when he just sat down. 

“What’s the matter?” Philip asked. Elliot quickly averted his gaze while trying 
to stop the rest of them from looking, but it was too late. All three of them 
glanced in the direction that Elliot was looking at, only to see Myra, who had 
been close to Tony as of late, standing by the bamboos. However, she 
seemed to be in some sort of trouble, for her face was as pale as paper, her 
slim figure and expression betraying how uncomfortable and painful she was 
feeling. Meanwhile, standing across from her were two other people. 

All four of them knew who Myra was, so they recognized the man in front of 
her, who was currently holding onto another woman, as her husband, the 
president of Chase Group. 

Judging from the situation… 

Philip and Lucas exchanged a glance, suddenly understanding the reason 
that Tony requested to make a stop at the tiny cafeteria. 

“Ahem! Tony, I know you like Turkish coffee, so why don’t we have the waiter 
serve that?” Elliot feared that Tony might just step in to interfere, but 
everybody knew it wasn’t the appropriate time to do so. Although he tried his 
best to get his friend’s attention, it didn’t seem to be working. Meanwhile, Tony 
was still staring in Myra’s direction with a calm gaze that betrayed a hint of 
menace. 

“I… I didn’t even tell you that Myra was the one who slapped me.” Lyla began 
tugging on Sean after a brief pause. “Sean, you shouldn’t be blaming her. We 
were just horsing around.” Her body was still trembling with what Sean 
perceived as fear toward Myra. Lifting her head, she looked him in the eye. At 
the same time, she was biting so hard on her delicate lip that she nearly drew 
blood. “Sean, it’s all my fault. I shouldn’t have come to meet with Myra, so let’s 
go! No, not us, but me. I’ll go. Y-You can stay here with Myra…” With that, she 



tried to pry herself away from Sean, her frail physique nearly toppling over 
from the exertion. 

“Enough!” Sean pulled her closer than ever while making sure that she had 
her back to Myra. With a morose look that showcased his hatred toward Myra, 
he spat, “Myra, I won’t look into what happened just now, so you’d better get 
the f*ck out of here before I change my mind!” 

Upon hearing that, Myra shuddered. Did he just swear at me? So this is how 
different Lyla and I are to him. While observing Lyla, she couldn’t help but let 
out a chuckle before speaking up in a melancholic tone. “You never believed 
in me, so I wonder why I am naive enough to think that you might, for once, do 
just that.” 

While glancing at Lyla, she shook her head with a wistful smile on her face. “I 
don’t even know what I have done to incite in you such hatred toward me! But 
Sean Chase, I had been nothing but supportive when you were at your lowest, 
so why won’t you trust me, even if it’s just this once? Back then, I even met up 
with Lyla!” She pointed at the woman who was trembling in his arms. “I 
wanted to persuade her to stay for your sake, but she didn’t want to because 
you were in such abject poverty! Instead, she found herself a rich man! I was 
the one who was willing to stand by you! Yet, you’re now willing to chase me 
away for her sake, and over those tricks that she pulled!” Myra wanted to 
laugh, which she did, but her broken laughter was absolutely horrendous. 

On the other hand, Lyla was weeping with even more sorrow. “Myra, I know 
you love Sean, so I am not to criticize you by deploying such tactics to keep 
him. However, nobody said I was unwilling to stay by him when he was in 
poverty! I never thought of leaving him behind, and I always planned on 
coming back to him! If it wasn’t for you and Mrs. Chase, you—” Lyla’s body 
froze before she shut her mouth. All of a sudden, she began tugging on 
Sean’s sleeve with a look of sorrow on her face. “Sean, I did leave you back 
then. No matter my circumstances, I left you, so I deserve this. I won’t shirk 
my responsibility. If you wish to be with Myra, I… I… I will give you my 
blessings…” 

With that, she tried to pry herself away from him, but he pulled her even 
closer. “Just leave me alone, Sean. My reputation is tarnished anyway…” 
Once again, she was trembling. “I should leave Bradfort City. I should never 
have returned in the first place…” 

Lyla’s acting was so flawless that not even Myra could criticize. 



“As I said, get the f*ck out of my sight!” While still holding onto Lyla tightly, 
Sean whipped his head around. His face contorted with anger when he looked 
at the photos that were scattered all over the floor. Then, he looked at Myra 
with a deadly stare. “Myra, how dare you assault Lyla! You are a cruel woman 
who betrayed me with your duplicity!” He wore a cold and ruthless expression 
on his face. 

“Sean, calm down…” Lyla was sobbing in his arms while trying to placate him 
by caressing his chest. 

Meanwhile, Myra was staring with misted eyes at their unpretentious sweet 
interaction in bafflement. I might have made a mistake after all. I shouldn’t 
have married a man who never loved me! I shouldn’t have assumed that he 
might fall for me! She was trembling so violently that she could topple over 
any moment, but she forced herself to plant her feet in the ground. 
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“Sean, I have never done you wrong.” Myra suddenly raised her head and 
looked into the eyes of the happy couple before her. “I don’t know what is the 
matter with Lyla and your baby, but I have never hurt your child. I have never 
forgotten my duty as your wife over the past two years. Not only am I serious 
about our family, but I even kept our marriage a secret and went to work as a 
designer in the company for your sake. But everything turned out to be my 
wishful thinking!” 

She was always in business attire, which she put on for him as she shed the 
finicky airs of the daughter of a wealthy family and plunged into the workplace. 
Although the workplace was beset with difficulties, she never complained of 
exhaustion or thought of flinching for the sake of his career. Sadly, her smart 
attire looked intimidating at a glance, for it seemed too rigid and out of place 
compared to the long green dress that showed off one’s tenderness. 

“Do you know nothing about the baby?” Sean narrowed his eyes while staring 
icily at the lady before him. “Myra, should I say that you’re deliberately acting 
dumb or trying to shirk your responsibility? Would Lyla and I have lost the 
baby had you not offered a spiked drink to her back then?! What kind of show 
are you trying to put up with right now? Don’t you think you’re too full of 
yourself?!” 

Offering Lyla a spiked drink… 



Myra seemed to have grasped something, for she suddenly raised her head to 
look at Sean. “I never offered her any drinks. Did she miscarry her baby after 
our encounter?” She said the last sentence in a whisper. 

Sean’s expression turned even colder. “That’s right. Didn’t you say you went 
to meet Lyla to reassure her by telling her that you wouldn’t marry me? Why 
did you get rid of our baby?! And why did you end up marrying me?!” 

Myra opened her mouth; her face instantly turned as white as a sheet. It was 
her fault for not keeping her promise by marrying Sean, but the baby… The 
baby… 

“I’ve never spiked any of her drinks! I wasn’t the one who spiked the drink… 
Besides, how do you two know that she miscarried the baby because of the 
drink?” 

Lyla is a cunning woman, so what if she said that on purpose to set me up just 
like what she did just now? Myra looked desperately at Sean as if she had 
found a clue. 

Just then, Lyla wept in a low voice, “Sean… that’s enough… The baby… 
didn’t have the luck to come to this world… Don’t blame Myra anymore… I 
have given up long ago…” 

Sean’s face was as black as thunder. Staring at Myra, he uttered word by 
word, “You didn’t offer her any spiked drinks?! Ha… Do you know that Lyla 
was rushed to the hospital for miscarriage shortly after stepping out of the 
cafe? She asked the waiter to keep the cup she used back then, and it was 
found out afterward that the drink in it had been spiked with something you 
prepared beforehand!” 

Myra trembled violently. She didn’t know what had gone wrong, but she didn’t 
do anything to that cup of coffee. “I didn’t… I really didn’t…” 

She didn’t know how else to explain herself, as she had already been labeled 
as a vicious woman in Sean’s mind a long time ago; he even accused her of 
trying to kill Eris when that woman jumped into the water that time… 

Tears rolled down Myra’s cheeks as she closed her eyes. “Alright, I know that 
you’ll never believe me no matter what I say right now.” She shifted her gaze 
toward Lyla, who was crying miserably next to Sean as if the former had really 



killed her baby. But she knows better than anyone else whether I’ve killed her 
baby! thought Myra to herself. 

“Lyla, you said just now that you hadn’t won because you were waiting for all 
this to happen, aren’t you?” Myra sank her fingernails deep into her palm to 
stop herself from shouting furiously at the couple before her. “You’ve won 
now… Sean, I’m merely a vicious woman to you anyway. Aren’t you waiting 
for me to ask for a divorce? You’ve been finding excuses for her and finding 
fault with me since she came back. You accused me of killing your baby 
simply because you want to leave yourself some leeway so that you can 
reaccept the woman who had once dumped you! I shall grant your wishes 
then!” 

Sean stared fixedly at Myra’s teary eyes as tears sparkled in them. Suddenly, 
Lyla cried out, “Ouch! You’ve hurt my hand, Sean!” 

Sean immediately came to his senses and lowered his head to let Lyla’s 
charmingly pitiful expression come into view. He knew that he was consumed 
with worry when he received Lyla’s text message just now. Even though he 
hated this woman, he knew that he still loved her and feared that she would 
suffer injustice. Myra, on the other hand, should have been abandoned by me 
in the first place, for she had made so many mistakes. She should be content 
now that I have honored her with two years of marriage! 

As the idea crossed his mind, the inexplicable feeling he had deep down 
inside upon hearing Myra’s blessing just now vanished when he looked up 
again to meet her gaze. He pursed his lips before sneering coldly. “It’s best to 
do so,” he said. Then, as if recalling something, he suddenly said to Myra, “I 
will return every single percent of the Stark Family’s shares that you invested 
in the Chase Group back then.” 

As expected, he’s eager to make a clean break with me as soon as possible 
after Lyla came back. Myra had been in despair in the first place, but the 
realization that she was truly going to give up her love for Sean still pained her 
so much that she couldn’t breathe. “As you please.” 

She felt as if her heart had been slashed brutally with a blunt saw. It hurt very 
much, yet she still had to force herself to keep her pride. Straightening her 
back, she stepped very slowly toward the cafe’s exit. 



The bright sunshine outside sketched Myra’s figure in outline, making her 
seem much skinnier than before at a glance. The world outside was lively and 
bustling, but she looked lonely and desolate. 

Sean had been unfamiliar with this side of Myra. A nameless feeling that 
seemed to have come to him a long time ago surged up within him, making 
him feel the urge to go after her… 

“Sean, you’re unwilling to let me suffer injustice, after all…” Lyla got up from 
Sean’s embrace without knowing what to do. Staring timidly at him with a 
mixture of sorrow, grievance, and heart-rending determination, she said, 
“You’re here, after all. I was afraid that you wouldn’t come… Sean… you 
believe me, don’t you? I didn’t mean to leave you back then… I love you… I 
had my own difficulties at the time…” 

Lyla bet with herself on this day that she would definitely win against Myra in 
this battle if Sean came to the cafe. As expected, she won a brilliant and 
clear-cut victory, rendering Myra totally unable to fight back. 

Snapped out of his trance-like state by the woman in his arms, Sean lowered 
his head to look at Lyla, who still had a horrifying slap mark on her face. This 
mark was left by Myra; that woman has always been so vicious, unlike the 
kindhearted, delicate, and defenseless Lyla. 

Would she have left me and went alone from Bradfort City to the United 
States if it weren’t for my mom’s coercion and Myra’s viciousness? Would 
both of us have misunderstood each other for two years and not gotten back 
together until now if it weren’t for that? 
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“Do you genuinely love me? Do you love me all this while?” Sean suddenly 
lowered his head and stared fixedly at the lady before him. His voice was soft, 
but it had many feelings mixed in it. “Were you really forced to leave me 
against your will back then?! Do you really have no relationship with other 
men?!” 

Sean threw several questions in a row as though he was wagering his life on 
them. 

Lyra clutched the clothes on his chest with tears in her eyes. “I have always 
loved you and nobody else. I was forced to leave you against my will back 



then, and I… have no relationship with other men!” she answered. 
Suppressing the inexplicable misgivings within her with all her might, she 
turned her head away and bit her lip upon seeing that Sean had noticed her 
crying. “Actually, I shouldn’t have returned to the country. You married Myra, 
and your mom likes her and dislikes me… I… I…” 

With his warm fingers, Sean wiped the tears on her cheeks, which seemed to 
scald his heart. Over the years, he had been tossing and turning restlessly 
without getting a good sleep. He hated Lyla, yet he couldn’t run away from the 
fact that he still loved this woman… 

Now that the cat was out of the bag, what else could he be discontented with? 

Sean looked at the charming and teary little face before him as the longing he 
had at his young age was fulfilled at last. Lyla is the woman I truly love! She 
suffered a lot as well back then; not only was she forced by my mom to leave 
Bratfort City, but she also lost our baby… 

“Don’t leave again…” He suddenly planted a tender kiss on her face before 
taking her into his arms. Then, he pleaded in a husky voice, “Don’t leave me 
again, Lyla.” 

At this moment, Lyla’s mouth finally curved in a triumphant smile. I just know 
that Sean can’t escape from my grasp, be it two years ago and two years 
later! With this thought in mind, the pent-up anger that she had harbored for 
two years was vented at last. 

Meanwhile, the four men had been drinking their coffee calmly nearby. 

Elliot truly felt very sorry for Myra after watching the scenes unfold. He sighed 
inwardly while thinking to himself, This is so unexpected. Myra looks like a 
smart and capable woman in the workplace, but she is often thrown into 
unfavorable situations in her marriage. Not only that, but she even ends up 
having her husband stolen by another woman. 

He sneaked a look at Tony, who had been drinking coffee with a totally 
unperturbed expression from start to finish. Tony did take a glance back when 
things were starting to heat up, but honestly, he looked as if he didn’t care 
about the woman at all. 

Just then, Tony’s coffee cup suddenly fell onto the saucer with a clatter, 
causing coffee to splash out and splatter onto Elliot’s cuff by accident. Elliot’s 



expression changed subtly; he immediately stopped disguising his furtive 
glance and looked grovelingly at Tony. “Tony, shall we leave now that we’ve 
finished drinking our coffee?” 

“Uh-huh,” Tony stood up and uttered before stepping outside right away. 

When Elliot finally came to his senses, he looked at the couple, who were still 
locked in a happy embrace by the window, but there was no longer any sign 
of Tony at the door. “Wait a minute… Could Tony have gone chasing after 
women? Could the woman be… Myra?” 

Myra knew that she wasn’t fit for driving in her current state. After leaving the 
cafe, she walked a distance ahead until she could no longer see the cafe; only 
then did she stretch out her hand and wave to the taxis on the street with a 
vacant expression. 

She felt as though she had just had a nightmare, in which she was finally 
frank with Sean and quickly ended this marriage. 

Soon, a silver-gray sports car quietly drove up to her. 

The silver-gray color looks familiar. I suppose this car probably belongs to 
someone I know, thought Myra to herself. After closing her eyes, she 
clenched the fists at her sides, bent down, and got into the car. 

The car then drove into a spacious street before joining the flow of thousands 
of vehicles. The sun was shining brightly outside the car window, and its 
golden light shone through the tinted car window into the car and onto Myra’s 
palm. 

Staring blankly at the lines on her palm in a glance, Myra suddenly found 
herself too laughable. 

Actually, the writing was on the wall for everything. Sean had never touched 
her over the past two years, and the women he fooled around with always 
looked like Lyla somehow. He never forgot the woman and had always been 
waiting for her to return. It was just that she habitually refused to face reality, 
choosing to accept such a fact. 

Sean and Lyla’s happiness when they were reunited just now kept replaying in 
her mind like bees buzzing restlessly in her head, and the sentence ‘Sean 



loves no one else but Lyla forever’ kept repeating in her mind… Myra shivered 
all over before suddenly balling her fists. 

Sunlight scattered thinly on her palm-sized face, which had been drenched in 
tears a long time ago and was so pale that it looked almost transparent. 

Just then, she heard what sounded like a sigh coming from the side, followed 
by a dark blue and black checkered handkerchief that was held out to her by a 
hand. 

The hand was knuckly, with slender and good-looking fingers, but Myra stared 
blankly at it in a daze and didn’t come to her senses until a long time later. 
When she turned her head sharply, Tony’s profile—the features of which 
looked as pronounced as if made with divine craftsmanship—came into view, 
catching her off guard. 

“It’s you…” Surprised, she looked at the man in the driver’s seat next to him. 
Too many emotions flickered across the depths of her eyes, including those of 
discomfiture, shame, embarrassment, and sadness… Feeling as though her 
innermost secret had been snooped into, she quickly turned her head back 
and raised her hand to wipe the tears on her face. 

But for some reason, the harder she tried to wipe the tears off her face, the 
more they became uncontrollable and harder to wipe away. Now that the 
heavy load on her mind finally toppled over, she rubbed her eyes hard as if 
trying to vent her emotions. Finally, she covered her face right away and cried 
her eyes out silently… 

She never told anyone how much she loved Sean. She once thought that she 
would stay with him all her life, bear him a child or two, and slowly bring them 
up with him. She would stay by his side and watched as he managed the 
Chase Group’s business and advanced from youth to middle age before 
slowly growing old. They would lean on each other and watch as the sun rose 
in the east and set in the west, and she would enjoy a happy life with him. 

No one knew how much she yearned for the warmth of a family. Her father 
cheated on her mother, who died very early, leaving her grandfather the only 
person who took her under his wing the whole time when she was a child. 
Unfortunately, her grandfather didn’t keep her company long enough before 
passing away. She thought she would own a warm family by marrying Sean, 
but everything turned out to be her wishful thinking. 



No longer able to control herself due to the devastating blow, she sobbed her 
heart out as if everything she had been depending on for support had 
crumbled from the ground up. 

Just then, the car quietly pulled over at the side of the road. 

Placing his hands on the steering wheel, Tony looked steadily at the street 
ahead of him. His sideburns were combed carefully, and his cheeks looked 
quite strained. 

I have never forgotten my duty as your wife over the past two years. Not only 
am I serious about our family, but I even kept our marriage a secret and went 
to work as a designer in the company for your sake. But everything turned out 
to be my wishful thinking! 

The confession Myra made to Sean in the cafe just now felt like a steel blade 
slashing Tony’s heart. Although he was undoubtedly furious, he felt powerless 
at the same time. 

Elliot had been advising him over the past few days that he needn’t insist on 
being together with Myra, a married woman. There were plenty of nice ladies 
in Bradfort City, plus women were a dime a dozen in the adjacent Springdale 
City and Glastead City! 

With a complicated look in his eyes, Tony turned to look at the woman who 
was choking with sobs. She no longer appeared as elegant and beautiful as 
usual, with her face in a mess, her eyes red and swollen, and her tears mixed 
with snots. Even so, he felt a sharp pang in his heart, and he couldn’t help 
holding the woman beside him to his chest. 
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Tony knew very well what it felt like when he clasped Myra in his 
arms. Sometimes, it’s difficult to devote oneself to another woman once one’s 
heart belongs to someone else. After sighing softly, he rested his chin on her 
head, smoothed her hair gently, and whispered in a hoarse voice that 
sounded far gentler than usual, “Stop crying…” 

His soft voice tenderly healed the wound in Myra’s heart like a gentle breeze. 
At this very moment, Myra was no longer in the mood to feel everything 
around her; all she wanted was to vent all the repressed grief and anguish 
within her by crying. 



As the pedestrians hurried to and fro outside the car window, no one seemed 
to notice the sad and yet slightly heartwarming scene of the man and the 
woman in the car. 

It wasn’t until the night settled in, the evening lights were lit, and the whole city 
was enveloped in the darkness outside the window that the woman next to 
him went from weeping into calmness. As her eyes glazed over, she only felt 
that the embrace she was held in was so warm that she didn’t want to leave. 

The faint smell of tobacco and mint around her didn’t belong to Sean. She 
knew she shouldn’t be thirsting for this smell, but the good cry she had just 
now seemed to have drained her of all her strength; she admitted that she 
only wanted to look for support at this moment. 

Sensing Myra’s dependence on him, Tony tightened his arms around her 
waist. His eyes were still cold, but the gaze that fell on her face was as gentle 
as spring. His thin lips seemed to curl up for a fraction of a second, and it 
wasn’t until a long time later that he asked in a husky voice, “I don’t mind you 
continuing to cling to me like this, but are you really not doing so to cripple my 
arm?” 

He had been resting his right arm between her head and the headrest just 
now so that she felt more uncomfortable while lying in his arms. He could 
endure it for an hour or two, but three to four hours had passed since the 
beginning, so his right arm had long been numb. 

Myra froze in his arms; only then did the events that happened that afternoon 
slowly come back to her mind. 

She and Lyla met at a cafe, during which Lyla tricked her into slapping her 
face and splashed herself with a glass of lemonade, leading Sean—who came 
midway through their conversation—to think that she was bullying Lyla. 
Everything after that happened as a matter of course: she broke up with Sean 
completely, and they went their own ways from then on. 

At the thought of this, she felt an instant ache in her heart, and she clutched 
the button on Tony’s suit jacket like a dying fish that was washed onto the 
beach. As she slowly got up from the embrace of the man before her, her 
vacant eyes swept over his navy blue tie before falling on his attractive 
Adam’s apple. When she looked upward, she saw the man’s tense chin; when 
she looked upward again, she saw the handsome face she was familiar with. 



That’s right! I was so overwhelmed with sadness while leaving the cafe back 
then that I subconsciously got into someone’s car right away. Luckily, the 
person isn’t someone else! It’s just that I was too emotionally unstable at that 
time to be in the mood to think about all this. And now… 

Myra no longer covered up her current awful situation. The man before her 
had seen the embarrassing predicament she was in for such a long time just 
now, or perhaps she should say that he had seen through the ugly reality of 
her marriage earlier the night before. Therefore, she had nothing to have 
scruples about. However… 

She sat tight, turned to look out of the window, and murmured in a voice that 
was extremely hoarse and unpleasant to hear after a long period of crying, 
“Thank you… Director Hart…” 

She didn’t expect to run into Tony whenever she was caught in the most 
humiliating situation. 

Suddenly, the lights in the car lit up. There was no movement from the man 
next to her, but she heard the crack of a bone. 

Stunned, she turned to meet the man’s pitch-black eyes, which looked much 
tenderer than usual as they sparkled under the dim light inside the car. 

“You—” Before Myra could finish her sentence, she felt that her eyes were 
sore. 

Tony’s right arm seemed paralyzed, for it fell weakly right after he lifted it up. 

No matter how strongly Myra resisted this man, she had to admit that his 
embrace just now really brought a lot of comfort to her. This seemed to be 
another time when someone other than Estelle made her feel warm. 

She stared blankly at Tony in a trance, whereas Tony’s eyes squinted as they 
were fixed on her the whole time while he slowly limbered up his right arm. 

Rendered ill at ease under his stare, Myra withdrew her gaze in a fluster, 
feeling so embarrassed that she didn’t know what to do. Just then, the 
handkerchief that had been held out to her once was handed to her again. 
Tony spoke in a slightly gentle voice. “Wipe your face with it.” 



Myra glanced hesitantly at the handkerchief in Tony’s hand, but she took it in 
the end. It’s not necessary to behave affectedly at this moment, she thought to 
herself. 

However, her face was so messy right now that she smudged the 
handkerchief with her makeup after wiping her face. 

Seeing the filthy handkerchief, Myra felt even more embarrassed. She looked 
at Tony, saying, “I’ll give it back to you after washing it clean.” 

Tony merely gave her a long stare, and his expressionless face gave nothing 
away. 

Just then, the car started up and slowly joined the flow of traffic. The lights 
were dim outside the window; as silence fell over the whole city in the 
darkness of night, Myra gradually found peace. 

Some fates had been predestined a long time ago, so why don’t I just accept it 
and let go? 

The prosperous areas enriched the city’s landscape as the car drove all the 
way downtown. Just then, Tony asked, “Where are you staying now?” 

It was perhaps because she was too flustered that she failed to catch the flaw 
in Tony’s words for a moment. Obviously, he was aware that she had moved 
out of the Chase Residence. 

She answered dryly, “Ocean Blue Residence.” 

Tony turned to glance at her, whose eyes were visibly red and swollen when 
watched from the side. However, her ear—which should’ve been fair—was 
inexplicably tinged with scarlet at this moment. 

Tony’s eyes narrowed piercingly as if he recalled something, but the corners 
of his mouth slightly turned up. 

Neither Tony nor Myra spoke for the rest of the journey, and no one knew how 
long it took before the car finally stopped in front of an upscale neighborhood. 
Before Myra could come to her senses, the man beside her suddenly bent 
over and unfastened her seat belt. 



He looked completely at ease with his slightly pursed thin lips and the soft 
outline of his cheeks. There seemed to be nothing suggestive in his 
expression, but Myra couldn’t help tensing herself. 

Just when she pushed the car door open, she saw out of the corner of her eye 
that Tony had pushed the car door open and was coming her way. He was so 
tall that she couldn’t see the look on his face clearly as the streetlight shone 
over his head. 

Myra’s eyelid twitched; she quickly jumped out of the car, but her knees went 
weak while she was doing so. Seeing the pair of hands that reached out to 
her, she gritted her teeth, kept her feet, and avoided the pair of hands without 
visible effort. Then, she looked up and met Tony’s deep, dark eyes as if 
nothing had happened. “Thank you so much for today, Director Hart.” 

Tony’s brows furrowed almost invisibly before he withdrew his hands with an 
unperturbed expression. He replied flatly, “You’re welcome, Miss Stark.” 

Perhaps because Tony had seen her most embarrassing side on this day, she 
could no longer feel the aversion she had to him at the beginning when she 
met his gaze again; it was as though she felt weaker and more inferior before 
him. She felt helpless deep down inside, but there was no change in her 
expression as she lowered her head and walked toward the entrance of the 
neighborhood. 
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Myra walked several steps, but there was no sound of footsteps coming from 
behind. For some unknown reason, she suddenly felt a twinge inside her, and 
an emotion that she had never experienced before quickly spread through her 
heart. 

She gritted her teeth and looked back. A look of surprise flashed across 
Tony’s face, but he quickly reassumed his usual poker face. 

Myra tucked the hair that had been brought to the front by the breeze behind 
her ear. Softly, she uttered, “Director Hart, I said something I shouldn’t have 
when you sent me back on the night of Old Master Hart’s birthday banquet. 
You’re not the kind of man who takes advantage of others’ misfortunes and 
disrespects women, so I should apologize to you.” 



In fact, it should have occurred to her that a man like Tony had high 
expectations for women in the first place. Moreover, he hadn’t had a girlfriend 
despite being nearly 35 years old. If he wasn’t proud and aloof by nature, he 
must—just as described in the video that day—have a woman he loved. Since 
that was the case, how could he possibly want to do something inappropriate 
with a married woman like her? But… 

“But I’m now a married woman, after all. Director Hart, you’d better keep some 
distance from me in the future to avoid any unnecessary gossip.” 

She could sense the feelings Tony had for her, but she no longer wanted to 
delve into what these feelings meant right now. She had just ended a 
relationship, so she didn’t have much energy to think about other matters. It 
was okay if she took it the wrong way, but if what happened was just as what 
she had thought the night before, she could only say that she had no plans to 
start a new relationship for the time being. 

Tony stood ramrod straight under the streetlight, with his back straightened 
and his expression as cold as ice. His facial features were blurry under the 
light, but Myra felt as though she could see his expression at this moment. His 
thin lips must have been pressed together… 

It wasn’t until a long time later that she heard his icy voice. “I don’t get it. Miss 
Stark, it was you who got into my car yourself today, but why do you speak as 
though I’m latching onto you on purpose?” 

Myra’s hands clenched tightly into fists at her sides as her cheeks instantly 
burned. After a failed attempt at a smile, she lowered her eyes and glanced at 
her knee, which had been bandaged up by the man. “Uh, I’m going home 
first.” 

Then, not daring to stay in place for another second, she stepped hurriedly 
toward the apartment building regardless of the wound in her leg. 

Tony, whose eyes were as black as ink that was too thick to be diluted, 
watched her figure from behind as she fled in panic as if she had run into a 
great scourge. Suddenly, his cell phone rang; he picked it up with a steely 
face. “Speak!” 

The chilling undertone in his words caused Elliot to tremble right away on the 
other end of the line. He ventured carefully, “Didn’t you manage to pick Myra 
up, Tony?” 



But that shouldn’t have happened; the three of us have seen Myra getting into 
his sports car, he thought to himself. 

“Just hurry up and say whatever you have to say; I’ll hang up if there’s 
nothing.” Tony fretfully tugged on the collar of his shirt, only to hear a faint and 
subtle sound; he had torn a button out of his collar. Staring fixedly at the 
custom-made button that was bouncing on the ground, he felt even more 
agitated, so he subconsciously reached for the clothes on his chest where 
only a piece of silk thread was left. 

Suddenly, his gaze paused on the cuff of his suit jacket’s left sleeve. A black 
diamond button should have been there, but it had disappeared without a 
trace at this moment, leaving only a piece of silk thread just like the clothes on 
his chest. 

“Well, Tony, we have found a buyer for the property in Hilliville and settled on 
a price with them. We’re about to sell it, so we’d like to discuss the matter with 
you.” 

Tony’s eyes darkened at Elliot’s words. Suddenly pursing his lips, he replied 
flatly, “I have changed my mind.” 

Elliot was astounded. “Huh? What?” 

“Buy up all the newly developed housing areas and commercial areas in the 
Hilliville project for me.” Tony spoke lightly of the matter that involved tens of 
billions as if he was talking about the weather. 

Elliot, however, was so taken aback by his words that he nearly dropped his 
cell phone to the ground. “Tony… what has gotten into your head? The money 
involved is no small sum; it won’t go so far as to make the Hart Group 
bankrupt, but spending so much money will rock the company to its 
foundations! Moreover, that piece of land…” he objected with a quiver in his 
voice. Now that’s a piece of land that has been forecast to be unprofitable 
even before it was developed! he thought to himself. “Did Myra do something 
to you just now? Is that why you—” 

Beep… Before Elliot could finish his sentence, he heard the sound of the 
phone being hung up on the other end of the line. 

As the look in his eyes alternated between shock and stupefaction, he 
suddenly pinched himself hard, and the resulting pain nearly brought tears to 



his eyes. “So I wasn’t dreaming just now…” he mumbled to himself when his 
cell phone suddenly rang again. Lowering his head and glancing at his 
phone’s screen, he found that it was a call from the big shot that had just hung 
up on him! He immediately picked up the phone, greeting, “Tony—” 

“I want the apartment next door to Myra’s in Ocean Blue Residence. Get it for 
me as soon as possible,” ordered Tony in a cold voice. 

Elliot was stunned. Is Tony trying to steal Myra’s heart by living close to 
her? However, before he could say anything, the phone call was hung up 
again on the other end. 

Speechless, he immediately called the other two, saying, “F*ck, I’m telling you 
guys—Tony seems to have gone crazy!” 

Tony tossed his cell phone into his car through the window of the passenger 
seat after hanging up. He thought to himself, Myra could sense my feelings for 
her; it’s just that she’s too used to burying her head in the sand. As for Sean… 

Taking out a cigarette, he lit it up and smoked while leaning casually against 
the car door. His handsome and stern face slowly became blurred as it was 
shrouded in smoke. 

Sean had come back to Fairhill Villa with Lyla when he received a phone call 
from David Brooks, the foreman on the construction site. He asked him about 
the workers’ wages for last month before mentioning to him in passing that 
Myra was almost hit by a brick at the construction site in an incident. 

The initially casual tone in Sean’s voice instantly turned chilly. “What did you 
say? Miss Stark… Myra was nearly hit by a brick that fell from the fourth 
floor?” 

David nodded. “That’s right, but fortunately, Miss Stark was lucky enough to 
be saved by Director Hart in time. Otherwise, she would certainly have gotten 
hurt.” 

Upon hearing what David said, Sean only felt as if he had just experienced a 
roller-coaster ride of emotions; even he himself didn’t realize that he was very 
worried about Myra just now. “I got it,” he responded. After compressing his 
lips and loosening his tie, he couldn’t help pleading with David, “Please take 
care of her in the future, David.” 



However, a lady’s gentle voice came from the bathroom door as soon as he 
finished his sentence. “Take care of who?” 

Sean froze; he hung up without betraying any emotion, by which time Lyla had 
walked up to him. Her hands had clenched tightly into fists while falling to her 
sides as she glanced at his cell phone, but she asked anxiously, “Did anything 
happen to Myra?” 

Sean frowned slightly for a moment before explaining flatly, “Nothing. 
Someone at the construction site called to press me for the workers’ wages, 
and he mentioned Myra in passing, saying that she was nearly hit by a brick 
that fell from upstairs at the construction site.” 

“What should we do then?” Lyla’s eyes seemed to be full of concern for Myra. 

Sean narrowed his eyes and—seeing that her expression seemed genuine—
held her to his chest with a soft sigh. “Aren’t you jealous, Lyla? Why do you 
care about her… Don’t you love me?” 
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The faint light of the wall lamp shone obliquely on Sean from behind, making 
his figure seem even taller and more erect in the light as he stood in front of 
the French window in the bedroom. 

Unlike Tony’s mixed-race-like nobleness and elegance, Sean’s facial features 
belonged to a more typical Asian. His high brow ridge made his eyes look very 
refined, and the thin lips below his tall nose had a heartless and unfeeling 
quality similar to Tony’s. However, compared to Tony’s impassiveness, 
Sean’s iciness was immature and partly affected. Perhaps Sean can become 
someone like Tony one day… 

As the idea crossed Lyla’s mind, her eyes took on a touch of sorrow; she 
stopped wiping her hair dry and replied bitterly, “Sean… of course I love you! 
It’s just that… if you regret it and want to chase after Myra again… I-I won’t 
blame you…” 

Seeing Lyla’s sorrowful expression, Sean knew that his marriage to Myra over 
the past two years had hurt her deeply. He then sighed softly while tightening 
his arms around the woman before him. “Lyla… you know what kind of life I’ve 
been living over the last two years; even Myra could tell that I have been 
waiting for you all the time. Don’t worry, for I’ve never loved her; I was merely 



caring about my employee as a boss just now. After all, she’s the Chase 
Group’s best designer. Lyla, you’re the one I love and the woman I want to 
marry…” 

He only felt that his heart was overflowing with tender feelings at this 
moment. But why did my heart suddenly jump when I said I never loved Myra? 

“Sean…” Lyla was moved to tears again. She had just come out of the 
bathroom in Sean’s bathrobe after taking a shower. Fairhill Villa had only his 
bathrobe, which trailed on the ground and was loose around the waist as it 
was a bit too large for her size, making her waist seem so slim that it could be 
held with an arm. In particular, the deep cleavage between her breasts… 

Staring at her cleavage, Sean only felt that the arms he wrapped around the 
woman before him were burning, and his eyes darkened at once. After two 
years of waiting, the woman he loved was finally in his arms… 

“Sean… I love you…” Suddenly, Lyla stood on tiptoe and tremblingly pressed 
her lips to Sean’s thin lips. Like a pure and fresh flower bud, she sucked on 
his thin lips bit by bit, slowly flirting with the man before her like her former 
self. Then, Sean unexpectedly loosened his hold on her waist, allowing the 
beautiful and naked body underneath the bathrobe to come before his eyes 
the next second. 

Lyla’s face was full of coyness, but she suddenly closed her eyes and daringly 
flung herself into Sean’s arms. Moving close to his ear, she whispered 
intimately, “Sean… I have never slept with other men… over the past two 
years… I have always been… waiting for you—mmm…” 

Right after she pronounced the word ‘you’, she was kissed on the lips by the 
man before her. The next second, he scooped her up in his arms and walked 
straight toward the large bed nearby… 

Realizing that Eve no longer went to the Chase Group to look for her, Myra 
started coming back to the company occasionally to deal with her 
accumulating work there. In fact, she was planning to hand in her resignation 
to the company these days; since her marriage to Sean would come to an end 
these days, she didn’t want to be still working in the Chase Group after the 
divorce. 

More gossip had been circulating in the Chase Group these days. Seeing 
Myra coming to the office, Tilly quickly came up to her. “Miss Stark, you must 



have no idea that Director Chase has gotten himself another new girlfriend 
these days! She’s said to be a pianist residing in the United States who has 
returned to the country recently!” 

“Yeah, that’s right! Everyone is betting on how long Director Chase will date 
this pianist residing in the United States! But let me tell you something in 
secret…” Tilly lowered her voice. “I heard that this woman is Director Chase’s 
first love!” 

“Then Director Chase will probably settle down this time,” Myra answered 
ambiguously. 

“That’s not necessarily so.” Tilly shook her head, though. “Director Chase is a 
womanizer, so who would he settle down with? For a man like him, who can 
have countless women throwing themselves at him with a crook of his finger, 
only the unattainable women are the best. Just you wait—they definitely won’t 
be together for long,” she uttered before taking an apple and munching on it. 
Then, recalling something, she couldn’t help adding, “He’s unlike my 
Dreamboat Tony, whom one can tell at a glance is a virtuous man who keeps 
his integrity! Whoever can marry him must be extremely lucky!” 

The more Tilly talked, the more enthusiastic she became, and she even 
began gesticulating wildly. 

Myra had grown accustomed to the way Tilly behaved like a fangirl at the 
mention of Tony, so she couldn’t help shaking her head and chuckling. After 
sorting out some documents in the Chase Group for a while, she went to the 
Hart Group for a meeting and spent the afternoon supervising the construction 
site. 

A few days passed with nothing out of the ordinary, but perhaps because she 
had suddenly lost her life’s goals and directions, Myra unexpectedly felt at 
sea. She drove around in her car after leaving the construction site, but in the 
end, she had no idea where she wanted to go. She simply didn’t feel like 
going home to an unwelcoming place where she was alone and couldn’t even 
find someone to pour out her feelings to. 

Picking up her cell phone with one hand, she wanted to call Estelle, but she 
was afraid that the latter might be with Shawn at this moment. Fearing that 
she might disturb them by calling, she gave up the idea of doing so. 



Now that she thought carefully about it, there was no home for her to return to 
in the vast Bradfort City. She could neither go back to her home nor Eve’s 
place, and she had no friends in Bratfort City except Estelle… 

Myra smiled bitterly. As it turns out, I’m the most miserable person! 

Before she realized it, she had driven her car to the Hart Group and parked it 
naturally. Upon realizing what she had done, she was stunned at once. Why… 
did I park my car here? 

However, she couldn’t stop the tall figure from forcing its way into her mind. 
Furthermore, she couldn’t chase Tony’s face—which sometimes wore a 
tender expression but was stony most of the time—out of her mind no matter 
how hard she tried. 

Realizing what she was thinking, she trembled all over, as if being stung by a 
bee. She frantically tried to restart the engine and leave this place, but her 
movements were stopped by a man’s deep voice that suddenly came from 
behind. “Myra?” 

Myra was so familiar with this man’s voice right now that his handsome face 
automatically appeared in her mind when she merely heard his voice. At that 
moment, frustration, awkwardness, and embarrassment flickered across her 
face as she couldn’t help slapping the steering wheel. However, knowing that 
leaving at this very moment would make herself appear oversensitive, she 
could only brace herself and wound down the car window to meet Tony’s 
eyes, which contained a look of surprise and a kind of emotion that she 
couldn’t fathom as he stood outside. 

She greeted with a forced smile, “Hi, Director Hart… Fancy running into you in 
such circumstances.” 

Tony raised his handsome brow, and the corners of his thin lips turned up 
slightly, as if he was amused. “It’s not a coincidence, for this place is the Hart 
Group’s office. Didn’t you just finish your meeting in the afternoon? Is there 
any matter that brings you here right now?” 

“Uh, nothing, actually. I-It’s j-just that…” Myra tried hard to think about why 
she was here, only to realize about ten seconds later that she had driven here 
unconsciously. She cleared her throat and answered with some difficulty, “As 
you know, I went to the construction site this afternoon, so I’m here just to tell 
you that everything is fine at the construction site, Director Hart.” 



 


