The hidden billionaire heiress
(Lyra Melvin)

Chapter 1

It was at night.

Lyra Carroll slept restlessly.

She felt like she was pinned underneath by
something and was almost out of breath.

And she could hear heavy and rapid breathing.
Immediately after, a sharp and stabbing pain came
from her lower body.

After realizing what happened, Lyra opened her
eyes in horror and vaguely saw a person propping
up above her. The figure was

like a man.

"Melvin, is that ... you?"

The man replied lightly with "hnmm". His body was
teemed with the strong smell of alcohol. After
carrying rounds of attack, this

man made no sound.

Hearing the familiar voice, Lyra sighed with relief. As
the man moved, she gradually entered the state.
Involuntarily, she let out

delicate and enjoyable sound.



The attack became more and more fierce. She
gritted her teeth and endured the pain. And her
whole body sank in this

ambiguous atmosphere, as in the clouds.

After three years of marriage, Melvin Freeman finally
slept with her!

Because she was chosen by the old Mr. Freeman,
Melvin never looked at her properly over the past
three years.

This time, he came into her room whatever his
reason was.

She was indeed very happy!

Two hours later, with a heavy and muffled grunt,
Melvin lay exhaustively on top of her. The moonlight
outside the floor-to-ceiling

window sketched the contours of his perfect body
shape.

Lyra listened to his extremely fast heartbeat. It was
so real, yet like a dream.

If it was really a dream, she would rather never wake
up.

She wrapped her arms around the back of his neck,
almost obsessively, with a post-exercise panting,
"Melvin...Melvin, | really ..."

She hadn't finished the two words "love you", but
heard the man's low voice, "Lottie ..."

Lyra was petrified on the spot.

Her heart throbbed fiercely.



Lottie was the nickname of Charlotte Matthews, who
was the first love of Melvin. For the old Mr.
Freeman's sake, Charlotte had

been abroad over the years.

But Charlotte returned home just yesterday.

And, she even sent her provocative text messages.
"Lyra, I'm back. There's no place for you in the
Freeman family!"

"I've been a friend of Melvin since childhood. Do you
really think you can replace me? Get back to your
orphanage. That's where

you belong."

"You don't know how much Melvin loves me. He'll
definitely call my name even when he’s having sex
with you. You're only

worthy of being my stand-in. Lyra, it must be bad to
feel this way, right?"

Stand-in?

She was appointed by the old Mr. Freeman as his
granddaughter-in-law, the rightful Mrs. Freeman.
She was Lyra, not somebody

else' substitute!

However, Lyra could still hear Melvin's murmur,
"Lottie, Lottie ..."

The sarcastic text messages from Charlotte kept
echoing in her head, showing how self-deluded she
was!



Her tears suddenly gushed out uncontrollably. Lyra
clenched her fists, suppressing her body from
trembling.

Over the past few years, she had always been
careful to be a good wife of Melvin, and she event
quit her job just for him.

Her mother-in-law and sister-in-law only felt that she
was a kind of person who was from unknown origin
and extremely

snobbish. Repeatedly, they made things difficult for
her and humiliated her. Nevertheless, she did not
want to cause Melvin any

troubles, so she had to endure this all by herself.
Wasn't she humble enough to get his love?

Why did he even viciously trample on her last bit of
self-respect!?

The night was extraordinarily long.

Lyra stayed awake all night.

The next morning.

Melvin was awakened by the blinding sunlight
outside the window.

He rubbed his eyebrows. As soon as he opened his
eyes, he saw Lyra sitting by the dressing table with
her back to him.

The craziness of last night suddenly flashed back in
his mind. He realized something and closed his eyes
tightly with the



coldness around him gradually rising.

Lyra, although her back was turned to him, could
clearly feel the hostility of the man's body.

She continued to apply her skin care products as if
nothing had happened, but her wrist was suddenly
clutched fiercely and

yanked up.

The skin care product in her hand fell to the ground,
and a glass bottle was smashed into pieces with the
cream being spilled all

over the floor.

Lyra looked up and glared at him, but her heart still
throbbed uncontrollably when she saw the man's
eyes of rage and disgust.

"You think you can be the real Mrs. Freeman? Use
such a despicable way to drug me and make me
sleep with you?"

Melvin stood tall, gritting his teeth and staring at her.
His hand did not let go of her, but instead clenched
her harder.

His handsome face was unusually appalling
because of his ruthless and tyrannical look.

Drug him?

Lyra smiled miserably, "In your eyes, am | that kind
of woman?"

Melvin's corners of mouth were turned upwards with
sarcasm. In his eyes, there was great disgust at her,
"You used some



means to fool my grandfather as well at that time. So
| had to marry you. Now why do you pretend to be
simple an innocent?"

"You're cheap and mean by nature. Can't even
compare to Lottie's one toe!"

Cheap and mean, pretend to be simple ...

It turned out that she was so bad in his heart.

As for drugging, if she really wanted to do it, she
would have done it early. Why did she wait until
now?

It was ridiculous that the effort she made over the
past three years was nothing but a bullshit!

In that case, there was no need for her to insist in
doing so.

Lyra endured the pain of her wrist, gritted her teeth,
and fiercely shook off his hand.

And then she looked up and said in a firm tone.
"Melvin, let's get a divorce." O OO 00000 OO
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Chapter 2

"What?"



Melvin frowned. It seemed that he didn't expect her
to initiate the divorce. Obviously, it was her who
drugged him last night. What

kind of trick was she playing early in the morning!?
"Are you crazy?"

Lyra coldly glanced at him. Although she was much
smaller than the man, her aura was completely on
par with Melvin's at the

moment.

"Haven't you always wanted a divorce? Since you
were forced to marry me by your grandpa, now that
he passed away and no

one can stop you from marrying Charlotte. Don't you
want to do it?"

Melvin pursed his lips and gave her a deep look.
Would she really be so kind as to give up the
marriage?

Seeing that she was serious and did not look like
she was telling lies, he hummed lightly and spoke in
a cool tone, "Don't regret

it."

Lyra sneered, and had never been so determined.
"The only thing | regret is that | married you."

After saying that, she turned her head and left the
room. Her back was decisive and dashing.

Melvin stared at her back for a long time.



In the past, when he saw her, she always behaved
In a gentle and soft way, pretending to be innocent,
but today, her attitude

was unexpectedly tough.

Could it be that she was really wronged about what
happened last night?

But if it was not her, who else could it be?

The two went to the Civil Affairs Bureau that
morning, one after the other.

Lyra, wearing ugly and cheap clothes, looked
extraordinarily incongruous with Melvin who was in
Prada's high-couture black suit,

which attracted a lot of people's attentions.

But Lyra didn't care much. She just wanted to get it
over with as soon as possible.

With only ten minutes, the miserable marriage was
finally brought to a close.

Looking at the glaring divorce certificate in her hand,
Lyra was absent-minded momentarily.

"In the future, you take care of yourself."

It was the his cool voice, and when Lyra looked up
again, the man had long disappeared, without any
reluctance, as if he had

never been there.

"That's good."

Her smile faded and she shook her head.



Since he was heartless enough, they would be just
strangers when she met him again in the future.
She stopped thinking and walked to the roadside.
Suddenly a black Bentley stretch limo stopped in
front of her.

The car door opened and a middle-aged man with
half-white hair, escorted by four bodyguards,
approached her.

Lyra saw the person coming toward her and slightly
raised her chin. Suddenly she seemed to carry a
Innate noble aura, "My dad

IS really omnipotent. | just got divorced and you
found me."

Douglas, the butler, had a flattering smile on his face
and bowed deeply to her before speaking, "Miss, the
three years you

agreed with your father have come to an end ..."

He paused and glanced at the divorce certificate In
Lyra's hand.

Pretending to be sorry, he said, "It seems that you
have not been able to make Melvin fall in love with
you. In that case, it is time

for you to fulfill your promise and return to Suham to
Inherit the family business."

Lyra frowned and was silent for a long time.

At the age of fifteen, she was persecuted, lost her
memory, and was stranded in the Frayton
Orphanage. Later, because she



happened to save the old Mr. Freeman, she was
brought back to the Freeman Manor by the old man.
Until she came of age,

Melvin was ordered to marry her.

On the wedding night, there was an accident and
she happened to regain her memory. It was
ridiculous that she loved Melvin so

much at the time, refused to go back with Douglas,
and finally set this three-year agreement with her
father.

Now when she thought about the past, she only felt
what she did for the man who did not love her at all
over the three years was

just a waste of time.

"Your father really misses you. Miss, just come back
with me. Don't get angry with your father. He ..."
"Douglas."

Lyra interrupted him. Her face grew colder at the
mention of the old story, "He has that woman with
him. My family is not short of

me as an idle person. | have important things to do
In Frayton. | am not going back with you."

For the past two years, she had been quietly
Investigated who caused her amnesia and made her
stray in Frayton. She had

found that the person was probably in her family, but
who exactly was, she did not know yet.



Now that the enemy was in the dark and she was in
the light. It was too dangerous to go back to the
Lloyd family.

What was more, she didn't want to see that woman.
Douglas sighed, "Your father is right. You still resent
him and refuse to go back with me."

Then he respectfully took out a black gold card,
"This is your bank card. No one uses the thirty billion
dollars in it."

Then he waved his hand at a bodyguard behind him,
who quickly handed a brand new contract to

Lyra. OO0 000 000000000



