off her tongue as though it had been part of the
plan all along. '

"Don't mind it, I was just suggesting. What were
you saying?" Arwen asked, feeling she had

interrupted the man.

But the old butler didn't mind it all. With a kind
smile, he said, "You were right. It's the fountain
of lights that adds up to its charm. In the
morning, the sun makes the water shine, and in
the evening, it's the dazzling lights of the
fountain that make it breathtaking."

Arwen was stunned. She had guessed it
correctly. But how had she known? Perhaps she
had heard about the Moon's Dream Garden
before, though she couldn't recall any specific




m:pmbmng dmner for the nlght.

“They seem a little busy. It's fine, we can meet
them some other time when they are not so
busy" Arwen suggested, but the butler shook his

head, explaining.

‘Madam, the sooner they know you, the better it
will be for them. You are the mistress of the
house now, and they should be aware of it. After
all, from this moment itself, they will be serving
you," he said. His tone was so serious that Arwen
couldn't argue. But what surprised her was that
the old butler knew who she was. Had he already
been informed? And his expression earlier ~was

it because he knew who she was?

She didn't ask but assumed as much. Smiling
softly, she nodded, and the butler turned tq; '




e briefly registered shock before quickly

masking it. 1

“It's nice to meet you all. I see you are busy, so
please continue your work. Don't let my
presence disturb you. I will ask Mr. Jones to

bring me some other time to get to know you
all” Arwen said politely, though she knew she
probably wouldn't have time to visit again. She
had learned the importance of treating everyone
Kindly. as these people will be helping her when
needed

As the staff responded with smiles, Arwen
noticed one gaze filled with hostility. It was so
obvious that, even if she wanted to ignored it,

she couldn't miss it.

‘Don’t add the coriander. The lady doesn't like it
in the dishes."




heard a dissatisfied voice from the other side of ]

the counter.

"Mr. Jones, we can't do it to every dish. After all,
coriander adds richness to the flavour. And Mr.

Winslow loves it that way.’

Arwen turned to see the woman who had
spoken. It wasn't just the dissatisfaction in her
eyes; there was also clear displeasure directed at
her. It was the same hostile gaze Arwen had

noticed earlier.

"We can't forsake Mr. Winslow's preferences just
because the lady dislikes corainder" the woman




Winslow family for the past six years. I have
always ensured that Mr. Winslow gets
everything according to his likes and
preferences,” the young woman replied. And

Arwen somewhat sensed her insecurity.

Not taking any offense, Arwen turned to the
butler and said, "Amanda is right, Mr. Jones. If
Aiden likes the flavour of coriander, you don't
need to make any changes. | will adjust over
time. If it's too much, [ am sure the chefs can

prepare a few dishes without coriander!

Mr. Jones wanted to disagree, knowing that the
master wouldn't like it but, seeing how well

Arwen was handling the situation, he just agreed

to her words and then gestured for the chefs to




“Who are you?" she asked, but there was no
response.

Panicked, she was about to scream when a _hand

covered her mouth, refraining her from making
any sound. The next she knew, she was pushed

out of her ward in the wheelchair. She thought
she was being kidnapped, but little did she know
that what awaited her was far worse than

anything she could have imagined. 4







