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Chapter 1036 Bitter Smiles 

Would Lennon think that she was humiliating him? 

A sense of unease crept over Cherise at this thought. She bit her lip. 

"Mr. Belcourt, I didn't mean to... You know that I suffer from amnesia. After I 
lose my memory, I often find myself confused. Somehow, I keep forgetting 
about social cues and etiquette..." 

She turned to him with a sincere gaze. "Please don't take this to heart. Don't 
feel bothered by this. I'll ask Frances to change this for you..." 

Frances pursed her lips as she approached and reached for the half-full plate 
of pierogies before Lennon, only to be met with his glare. 

His eyes narrowed, and his tone was cold. "I said there's no need for that!" 

He lowered his head. Gazing at the food on the plate, a bitter smile filled his 
face as he began to eat. 

Cherise was speechless. 

She innocently turned her eyes to Damien and mouthed, "What should we 
do?" "Ignore him." 

Damien narrowed his eyes and said plainly, "He has a tendency to blow up 
like this." 

He glanced at Cherise. "What did Lucy come for?" 

"She came to take Alexis with her." 

Cherise pursed her lips. "She said that they'd found her. So, this time, she's 
going somewhere they would never find. She won't return for a while." 

Her reply caused Lennon to pause momentarily from eating. 

After a moment, he forced another bitter smile, lowered his head, and began 
stuffing the pierogies into his mouth. 



"Um, Mr. Belcourt, please be careful not to choke." 

Worried that Lennox was enraged, Cherise kept an eye on him while talking to 
Damien. 

She could not help but give Lennon advice when he began wolfing down the 
pierogies. 

Lennon stopped while keeping his head lowered, asking, "Did she mention 
when she would re 

"Ah." It took Cherise a moment to process that Lennon was talking about 
Lucy. Is Mr. Belcourt and Lucy acquainted? 

She looked at Lennon carefully. "Are you acquainted with Lulu as well, Mr. 
Belcourt?" 

Lennon furrowed his brow and mustered a wan smile. "I'm not sure if you can 
say we're acquainted," he said. 

"Cherise." 

Beckham, sitting at a side quietly, could sense Lennon's apprehension. He 
interrupted the conversation to stop Cherise. "Have you remembered anything 
lately?" 

Cherise pursed her lips and promptly responded, "I did recall some things, but 
there isn't much that I've remembered, and the memories are hazy." "Very 
well." 

Beckham nodded. 

"Damien told me that you'll be heading to Shawbury tomorrow. 

That's a good plan. I will be traveling to Europe for while for some work. to a If 
visiting your former residence helps with your memory, when I return, I'll take 
you to visit the Tanner Residence and the places where your mother and I 
used to bring you." Cherise nodded earnestly. "All right. Then I'll rely on you, 
Dad." 

"There's no need to say thanks between a father and his daughter." 



Beckham smiled and lifted the wine glass on the table. "Let's toast for our 
wishes to come true." 

Damien nodded, raised his glass, and clinked it with Beckham's. "I toast for 
your safe journey, Beckham." 

Lennon set down his spoon and raised his glass as well. 

Beckham shot a look at Lennon. 

"There's no need to be so TTP downhearted, you young one. Losing & 
something important to you is not frightening; What's worse is staying in the 
situation and refusing to do anything to salvage it." 

Lennon raised his head and met the m earnest gaze of the middle-aged man I 
think it's too late for me. to do anything." 
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Chapter 1037 Triggers and Temptations 

Beckham shook his head. 

"You're young. It's only too late if you're at my age and in my situation. If I had 
been braver, smarter, and tried harder when I was young, maybe the situation 
would have changed." 

With a hint of regret in his eyes, the man continued, I had so much time, so 
many years... and yet I never noticed her existence... It was already too late 
when I finally found her. You're luckier than me. At least you know she's still 
alive. She's still living somewhere out there." 

Lennon forced a bitter smile. 

"I'm still going to do what I can. It's just that..." 

For Lucy, perhaps even doing whatever he could was far from enough. 

The harm he caused to her was irreversible. 

Even though he only realized how much he had hurt her in the end. 

"Keep going." 



Beckham clinked his glass against Lennon's lightly to encourage him. 

Cherise followed Damien's lead and clinked her glass with Beckham, followed 
by Lennon. "Mr. Belcourt, I don't know what you've been through. But don't 
lose hope. You can do it!" 

Lennon chuckled self-deprecatingly. "I will." 

After dinner, Cherise and Damien sent the two men qut. 

"I hope I'll get my memories back quickly." 

With a hand resting against Damien's arm, Cherise watched as they drove 
away. "I feel like I'm living in a fishbowl." 

Damien raised his hand and pinched her cheek. "Why do you feel like you're 
in a fishbowl 

"I feel like a fool, completely isolated from the world. I have no idea what 
happened to Lu know what happened to Lennon, and I don't know what 
happened to Dad. The more I mec are related to me in the past, the more I 
feel that losing my memory is a terrifying thing." 

Damien smiled and gently clasped his large hand over hers. "Don't worry. 
You'll remember eve sooner or later." 

Cherise pouted. "I really wish I could wake up with all my memories restored." 
The man frowned as he remembered something. He looked down at Cherise. 

"You just told your dad that you remembered something earlier, right? Do you 
still remember what happened when you recalled that memory? Jacob said 
that for your type of amnesia, there will be triggers to help you recall your 
memories." 

Cherise was silent. 

Was her intuition correct? Her trigger would be him teasing her. 

Thinking of the incident in the car today, her face turned crimson again. 

"Mrs. Lenior, your face is very red..." 



Furrowing his eyebrows, Damien lowered his head and intently fixed his eye's 
on the woman's crimson the face. "Are you thinking of something naughty?" 
She quickly broke free from his embrace and scurried back into the villa. 

Damien stayed in his spot, smiling faintly as he watched her. 

He was much luckier than Lennon. 

Because he was aware of Cherise's feelings for him from the beginning, and 
he was well aware of his feelings for her. There was no hurdle between them 
apart from the misunderstanding half a decade ago. 

Even though she had lost most of her memories, she was still the abashed girl 
who would blush because of him. 

Watching the petite figure entering the villa, he sighed and quickly followed 
with wide strides. 

The following day, Cherise was roused by Damien kissing her. 
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Chapter 1038 Entourage to Shawbury 

Cherise's eyes fluttered open, still groggy from sleep. She could barely see 
the man on top of her before his hungry kisses stole her breath away. 

Damien's dominant, suffocating kiss left her breathless. She gasped as 
memories flooded back, throwing her for a loop. 

Cherise attempted to push him away, but she soon gave up and let him have 
his way. 

The flashbacks and the familiar scent told her, without even looking, that the 
man shamelessly violating her against her will was Damien. 

Seeing her submission, Damien smirked with amusement. "Thought you 
would put up a bigger fight." 

"Tired from trying," Cherise mumbled, her voice tinged with a strained facade 
of annoyance. "Besides, what's the point? I can't escape anyway. Might as 
well just enjoy it." 



Her blunt honesty made Damien laugh. He playfully pinched her cheek. "So, 
finally admitting you enjoy my kisses, huh?" 

Cherise blushed and turned away, a whirlwind of emotions swirling inside her. 
"I didn't say that. Just simply accepting what is." 

Damien's passionate kiss triggered a flood of sweet memories. Memories of 
their past intimacy and the undeniable pleasure they shared. Honestly, there 
was no point in denying her own feelings. She secretly enjoyed these 
moments with him. 

"Thinking things through, huh?" Damien said, rising from the bed with a 
knowing smile as he drew back the curtains. Sunlight streamed into the room. 

"Since my dear Mrs. Lenoir is exhausted from our 'workout, let's grab a quick 
dinner downstairs. Everyone is waiting for you, you know."" 

Cherise frowned. "Everyone? What do you mean?" 

Wasn't it supposed that the two of them were going to Shawbury? 

At first, Cherise wanted to take Soren and Serafina along, but Damien insisted 
they go to school. Now, he mentions that everyone awaits her, and Cherise 
wonders what he means. 

Damien said softly, "This time, we're going with Mr. Hampson, Otto, and Blake 
with his girlfriend." 

Cherise was surprised. "Mr. Hampson and Otto going together makes sense, 
but Blake and..." 

"Blake's girlfriend is also from Shawbury," Damien interjected, seemingly 
reading Cherise's thoughts. 

He kissed her forehead and continued, "Blake has quife the eye, picking a 
girlfriend from your hometown." 

Damien pulled Cherise into his arms and explained, asked Blake if he wants 
to join us. After all, you with his girlfriend. But he later discovered she's from 
Shawbury too and has close relatives getting married. So, he asked if he 
could come along," 

"So Blake's coming for his girlfriend, not us?" Cherise clarified. 



Damien nodded with a faint smile. "You could say that." 

"As his parents, and with us all heading to the same place, I couldn't find a 
reason to refuse." Cherise said. 

He gently ruffled Cherise's hair and said, "Alright then, Hurry kip. and get 
ready, everyone's downstairs. waiting." Cherise nodded and went to freshen 
up. 

By the time they went down, it was past nine. Otto and Mr. Hampsonm were 
engaged in a cautious conversation, occasionally sharing quiet laughs. 

Ponytailerella sat on the carpet, writing something on the coffee m table. 
Blake, seated across from her, observed her with a mesmerized gaze, In his 
typically impassive eyes, there was now a hint of tenderness. 
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Chapter 1039 Ariana’s Cousin’s Wedding 

A smile tugged at Cherise's lips as she caught sight of Blake's lovesick, goofy 
expression. Back during her memory-loss days, he'd been like a brother to her 
With her memories trickling back, she vividly remembered how utterly boring 
he'd been five years ago. Seeing him like this now made her realize how 
much time had changed him. 

Ponytailerella finished scribbling on a page and looked up, surprised to see 
Cherise standing by the stairs. She jumped up and blurted, "Hi, Mr. and Mrs. 
Lenoir!" 

A hush fell over the room as all eyes turned to Cherise and Damien. 

Damien gave a small smile. "Sorry we kept you waiting, folks." He wrapped 
his arm around Cherise's waist and led her down the stairs. "Ready to go?" 

With Damien's cue, the group was set for departure. Not many people joined 
them on this trip to Shawbury-just Mr. Hampson, Otto, Blake, two drivers, and 
two bodyguards. 

Ariana leaned over to Cherise in the car and whispered curiously, "Mrs. 
Lenoir, do you remember me?" Cherise's smile was like sunshine. "Of course! 
You're Blake's 'Ponytailerella." 



The girl blushed at the playful nickname. "It's Ariana Madix, actually. You can 
call me Ariana." 

She looked away shyly, trying to break the awkwardness. "Um, actually, it's 
my cousin's wedding today. Thank you for letting me crash your ride... How 
about I invite you to the wedding?" 

She beamed, her cheeks flushed pink. "Blake mentioned you've been stuck 
inside lately, and maybe need a break from the routine. It'd be awesome if you 
came and had some fun with us!" 

Cherise had been bored out of her mind lately, with no exciting events to 
break the monotony. She readily agreed, "Sounds like an idea!" 

She turned to Damien in the passenger seat and asked, "Honey, what do you 
think?" 

Damien folded his arms and stared out the window, his voice a low rumble of 
indulgence. "Of course, I still owe you a real wedding ceremony anyway. 
Attending one before ours could be a good inspiration. You can see what you 
like and plan our wedding however you want when it's our turn." 

Cherise stammered, flustered. "I, uh, I just thought it would be a fun outing, 
not for..." 

Following Ariana's directions, they headed to the hotel where her cousin's 
wedding was happening. Stepping out of the car, Cherise scanned the names 
on the colorful archway. Her brows furrowed slightly as she mumbled, 
"Savannah Seagal...bride...the groom... Steve Orborn..." 

Something about those names rang a bell, but she couldn't quite place them. 

Just then, a harsh female voice cut through her thoughts. "Hey, Ariana! 

You said you were coming back today; your uncle must be kicking rocks at the 
station waiting for you now. But hey, look at you rolling 

Cherise was lost in her own world until a shrill voice shapped her out She 
frowned and followed the noise to see a woman in a red dress, around her 
age, gawking at their car. 



The woman seemed to ignore Cherise entirely, focusing solely on Ariana. 
"You've been keeping a lot under wraps," she remarked her m voice carrying 
across the room. I thought getting into Adania University would have you 
nose-deep in textbooks, but this? Seems like there's a whole other side to this 
new life' that hasn't been shared. If it weren't for Savannah's wedding, we'd all 
still be clueless about your fancy new life with some rich Adania boyfriend She 
pressed on, her tone dripping with curiosity. "That must be his car, right?" Her 
voice cut through the air, turning heads and igniting gossip around Ariana. 
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Chapter 1040 Unwanted Attention in Shawbury 

Ariana's face flushed. "Don't be ridiculous! These are my friend's family. They 
were kind enough to give me a ride home, so I invited them to the wedding. 
It's not what you think!" 

The woman in red just laughed. "Sneaky, sneaky! Who offers a casual friend a 
ride home and then gets invited to a family wedding? They've never even met 
the bride! All this fancy treatment for a random friend? Doesn't add up, does 
it? Don't insult my intelligence. Who brings a random person home? Let alone 
to a family thing like a wedding?" 

Just then, Damien was in the car, hung up on Jacob, and stepped out. 

Shawbury wasn't exactly known for luxury cars or glamorous people. So, 
when Damien walked out in his khakis and sweater, looking like a million 
bucks, everyone stopped and stared. 

The woman in red who'd been grilling Ariana practically had her jaw on the 
floor. After a stunned silence, she squeezed Ariana's hand way too hard. 

Dressed in a vibrant red dress, the woman's eyes lingered covetously on 
Damien as she leaned in to whisper to Ariana. "Age ain't nothing but a 
number, honey! Look at him... I can practically smell the money bags! Come 
on, spill the beans. How'd you snag him? Check out the car, the clothes, the 
whole package! This guy has gotta be at least a department manager, right?" 

Cherise, catching wind of her covetous tone, couldn't suppress a smirk. "Oh, 
you have no idea you're selling him short." 

"Really?" The woman in the red dress instinctively turned towards the voice. 



Only then did she notice another woman standing behind Ariana. Her eyes 
widened in surprise, and she called out Cherise's name in a stunt. 

"Do you know me?" Cherise was surprised that this stranger knew her name. 

"Of course! We went to high school together!" The woman in the red dress 
pursed her lips. "I used to pick on you back then... I mean, we even sat in front 
of each other! I'm Stella Page. Hey, don't you remember me?" Stella frowned. 

Cherise's mind was blank, but she played along. "Yeah, yeah, of course I 
remember," she mumbled. 

Stella kept rambling, lost in her own world. "The couple getting married today- 
Savannah and Steve were classmates with us back in high school! 
Remember graduation? Considering how deeply they were in love, everyone 
assumed the gorgeous Savannah would marry the class heartthrob. 

She paused and then ruefully shook her head, "But who knew the prettiest girl 
in our class would end up-marrying the biggest dork? Money talks, I guess." 

Stella snapped out of her nostalgic rant and turned back to Ariana, still holding 
her hand. "Speaking of money, how loaded is this new boyfriend of yours?" 

Ariana fumbled, her face flushing. "Wait, no! Not my boyfriend's car! Don't 
jump to conclusions! It's actually her husband's," she explained, gesturing to 
Cherise. 

Stella's eyes widened in surprise. "Wait, what? Your husband's?" 

At this point, Cherise couldn't keep up the pretense of stay out of the drama 
any longer. She gave Stella a sheepish smile. "Yep, he's my husband." 

Hearing this, Stella's admiration for Damien quickly soured into disdain "Well, 
that explains the flashy car. It's probably rented and for show. Seems like he's 
just putting on airs with his supposed wealth and sophistication, huh?" 

Adding insult to injury, she continued, 'Who would've thought a plain Jane like 
you would end up with such a V vain man for a husband. Quite the surprise. 
But I guess you two complement each other.' 

Glancing towards the hotel entrance where a wealthy relative had just arrived, 
Stella nudged Ariana. "go K say hi to Granduncle. Since they're your guests, 



why not show her in? Today's Savannah's wedding, and there's a bunch of 
our old high school buddies around. You know the drill. See if you can slot her 
in with the gang." 
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