e and Jennie were oblivious to the ev
unding Ariadna.

In their group chat, Jennie, exhausted from
reprimands, was gearing up to offer some kind words
about Ariadna. She brought up Ariadna's name several
times, but received no reply. Concerned, she sent a
private message to Loraine, inquiring if Ariadna did
not like her because of her earlier emotional
outpouring in the group chat.

Loraine doubted that was the case and replied, "Maybe
she's just caught up with something."

No sooner had she sent the message than her phone
chimed. It was a call from Francis.

They had swapped numbers during her visit to the
hospital ward, where Francis promised to update her
on Joseph's condition.

"My dad is awake and he's asking for you," Fra
informed her with a steady voice. i




They often discussed matters together. He reaohe |
out to her directly, his voice gentle and sincere as 1 i
advised, "l don't think it's a good idea for you to go

He added, "But | know you're too kind to stay away il
you decide to go, I'll be there with you."

Loraine felt a surge of warmth and agreed. Once they
settled on a time, they continued their conversation
for a while before reluctantly bidding each other
goodnight and retiring for the evening.

The following morning, Marco picked her up from her
apartment, and together they headed to the hospital.

At the hospital, outside the ward, the Wilsons blocked
Marco's entry. Francis glanced at him with a
dismissive air and stated coldly, "Family on|y."‘ | i




openly siding with him!

1 i
Frustration washed over Francis as he thought about
Melvin, his lifelong rival.

Melvin was just as crafty—a shrewd old fox. For
decades, Francis and Melvin had been business
adversaries, yet neither had managed to outdo the
other.

Like father, like son. Marco, Melvin's offspring, was
equally shrewd!

Annoyed though Francis was, the Wilson and Cruz
families had not yet finalized the marriage
arrangement, and Loraine had not formally returned to
the Wilson family. Given this, he felt power

intervene.

Therefore his only recourse wa




g other Wilson famlly members

Instead, Jaylah bore an unmistakable resemblance ’to:
Kaley, being more skilled at controlling her expression.
Her smile was warm and tender as she approached.

‘| was heartbroken when Tessa left. But seeing how
grown up and lovely you've become, my worries are
eased.”

She reached for Loraine's hand, but Loraine pulled
away.

A flicker of embarrassment crossed Jaylah's face, but
she quickly masked it with a smile. "Loraine, how is
Tessa doing?”

Loraine instinctively stepped back, uneasy with the
touch of someone she barely knew, espeCIally¢
someone she distrusted. '




Silently, Loraine turned to Francis, her expressio
‘I'm here to see Joseph. | don't need to di
anything else."

Jaylah paused, a hint of awkwardness in her smile."I'm
just concerned about Tessa," she insisted. "She was
kind to me once.”

Yet, as she spoke, a brief flash of hatred crossed her
eyes, which was caught by Loraine.

Although outwardly composed, Loraine's instincts
screamed caution. She sensed an underlying tension
between Jaylah and Tessa.




The shift in Jaylah's expression was unmistakable.

Tessa was still alive?!

Jaylah almost ruined her new manicure in her shock,
but quickly masked her surprise with a forced smile
and nodded. "Okay."

Loraine's suspicion of Jaylah deepened. She gave
Jaylah a knowing half-smile, turned, and started
towards the ward.

As Marco made to follow, he was stopped yet again.

Francis frowned, "Loraine should go in alone. After all,
you and Loraine aren't married yet, and my dad's health
is fragile. What if he becomes agitated again?"




0 murmured back, "I
1, but with Joseph, I'm

- Francis stood to the side, irritation flickering a
face as he heard Marco address Joseph in

disrespectful manner. His eyelids twitched with barely:
contained fury.

|

Loraine shook her head. 'It's okay. I've met Joseph
before. He's not a bad person.”

She cast a pointed look at Francis and added with a
hint of irony, "At least he's more decent than some
other members of the Wilson family."

Marco's smile was faint as he nodded in agreement.
"I'll wait by the door. Go ahead.”

Loraine turned and walked into the ward. True to his
word, Marco positioned himself by the door, standing
guard like a sentinel.

Francis's expression soured further, yet he held h

you implying? This is our territo
| family! Are you insinuating that w




L out of meanmgful tasks. Maybe you t )
focus on managing the land west of town. Isn't t
construction of that chemical plant already underway‘

At that moment, the Wilsons' expressions turned odd.
They all shot covert glances at Marco. i

This was the first time they had faced such a
significant setback in their official dealings. Clearly,
the mastermind had struck them a swift and precise
blow while Damon was suspended.

Usually adept with government information and quick
decision-making, the Wilsons were now on high alert.

Edwin was the first to connect the dots to Marco.

He recalled being sharply rebuked in his office, which
ignited his fury. Overwhelmed by anger, he
momentarily considered confronting Marco, forgetting
his previous humiliation at the auction.

Marco remained composed, almost dlsdalnfully %g;\
- not bothering to move aninch. At this momen nt, F
intervened sternly, "Edwin, stop"' il




hospital room's wall, infuriating them further; the
faces grew dark with rage.

Inside the hospital room, Loraine approached the bed |
and silently observed Joseph. |

His face was deathly pale, and he seemed fragile, his
sleep troubled by a deep frown.

Suddenly, Joseph gasped and awoke as though from
a nightmare.

Panting, he lifted his head and saw Loraine by his bed.
Tears immediately welled up in his cloudy eyes, and he
weakly murmured, "My... My daughter!”




h just awoke from his nightmare in a pa
ng a figure by his bedside that looked like Te

Loraine, understanding Joseph's subconsciou
reaction, felt a pang in her heart, convinced that he had
never truly forgotten Tessa all these years. She sighed
softly, approached the bedside, and poured a glass of
water. Helping him sit up, she gently wiped the tears
from his eyes with a clean handkerchief and offered
him water.

Joseph slowly regained his composure. After staring
at Loraine for a few moments, he managed a bitter
smile. "You look just like her... No wonder | mistook

you for her.

Loraine bit her lip, unsure of what to say. When she
didn't know him, comforting him had been easy. Now,

words failed her.

Thankfully, Joseph didn't notice her hesitation
still glistening in his eyes, he gazed at her inte
trying to make amends for lost time. |

| looked at her, the gentler his expression be




| His candid admission of his mistakes left he
- speechless. What more could she say? !

Furthermore, the first time she saw Joseph, he
reminded her of Aldo. Seeing him now, ill and
vulnerable in bed, only evoked memories of Aldo
battling serious illness in the past.

Her heart softened, and finally, she found her voice.
"Rest well. Take care."

Joseph's eyes filled with tears instantly. He turned his
head away, wiping them hastily, nodding repeatedly.
His grip on the quilt tightened nervously as he dared
not face her. With a mix of hope and fear, he asked, "Is...
Tessa alright?"

Quickly, he added, "l received false information, so |
never believed it. She has taught you so well. Of
course, she's fine, too!"

| »\li.oraine struggled inwardly, b'iting her




.

: k'ibwards her eagerly, he asked "Could y
~ me about her? About your life?"

He carried a heavy burden of guilt for being abse
from Tessa's life for decades.

Loraine was momentarily stunned by his request, then
fell into deep thought.

She had never experienced life with her parents, but
she had often daydreamed about what it might be like.

Recalling fragments of imagined memories, Loraine
spoke softly. "My dad and mom love each other very
much. Dad studied engineering and is quite academic.
Mom adores art and children, so she became a
teacher.”

With a gentle smile, she continued, "They take me to
the movies and out to dinner every weekend.
Sometimes they argue over even a few dollars, b
they've never fought. They are always kind

finding time to visit the park and help
homework..." =

‘t was a snmple, warm life 1l




_ 'famlly I promlse you wont suffer anymore. Ch
your last name. From now on, you're one of us."

Loraine was taken aback for amoment, understanding
his motives behind the suggestion. She declined him
politely. "My life is great, and | have no financial
concerns. Thank you."

Afraid that he might want to involve her parents,
Loraine quickly added, "My parents are happy where
they are. They don't want to leave their home. You
don't have to worry about them. I'll come to see you as
often as | can... But | won't change my last name, and
| hope you'll let us continue living our lives as they are.”

Joseph felt a twinge of disappointment, but he
reasoned that Loraine's reluctance stemmed from
Tessa's lingering resentment towards him. Reluctantly
agreeing, he persisted like a stubborn child, "Deal. You

must visit me frequently.”




