She looked at it and found that it was a reminder
dinner.

The phone showed that a reservation had been
booked for her at a restaurant.

Loraine was stunned.
Was her phone infected by a virus?

She didn't remember booking a reservation at any
restaurant.

Just as Loraine was about to use an antivirus
software to clean up the phone, an idea suddenl
occurred to her. She held the phone up and

tentatively, "Qbot?"




ce . was such a childish and n'aiVéi bot
‘Not a good idea to reprimand it. So, she said patien
- and gently, "Qbot dear, why are you out here in n

phone? You should go back, or your daddy will |
worry."

Though she had always planned to surpass Bryant
Group, she never thought that she would end up

sabotaging Marco's research in this manner albeit
unintentionally.

They were in a partnership. If her partner company
found out that she had stolen their most confidential
program, Laura's opinion of her would be proven to be
correct.

By then, no amount of eloquence would be of use for
her to explain herself out of the predicament.

Qbot, on its part, was still bringing up cute little
emojis on the screen.

~ Daddy punished me. If | stay 'djgtg Rolthetor
do anything for a whole week. | will be bore




 on earth was Qbot even onél to?

| Qbot keenly sensed her hesitation and immediately
| began to list a lot of features on the screen.

‘Mommy, | know a lot! If you allow me to stay, | can :

work part-time as your smart housekeeper. I'll be
considerate and useful!"

Loraine found this amusing and couldn't help but
shake her head.

Qbot was just like a spoilt child.

"Okay then. You can stay. I'll go to the place you
recommended and try it to see if you're really as good
as you claim.”

"Yeah! Mommy is the best!"

When Loraine eventually arrived at the resta
where Qbot had booked a reservation, shef L
it was already full, except for the ble tk




card to attract customers in the future.

Loraine quickly took her seat at the reserved table.
But before she could place an order, she saw a figure
walking into the restaurant.

Even though he was dressed casually, he still looked
powerful. He stood there, just like a handsome model
in a poster, his eyes sweeping around the restaurant.

Marco?

Why was he here?

Loraine quickly buried her face behind the menu. She
couldn't help but feel a little nervous.

Had Marco come here to catch her because he
~ out that Qbot had gotten into her phong’?
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'f unately, she heard the sound of a ':
Pulled out. It was so close that she could not gnor

Loraine closed her eyes and gritted her teeth.

Damn it!

Marco leaned forward on the table and looked a’f";
Loraine with a playful smile.

Just then, a waiter came over and said to her, "Ma'am,
this gentleman said he's with you."

"I don't know him!" Loraine said in a muffled voice.

The waiter was confused. He turned to look at Marco.
"Sir?"

Marco's face darkened in displeasure. Ignoring the
waiter, he stretched out his hand and pulled down the
menu. Loraine was now exposed.

"Loraine, this is our second partnership. How ¢
you say you don't know me?’ 3

glgg;""
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pretended to be calm and said to Marco “This tah
yours now. Enjoy yourself. I'm going home."

Marco raised his eyebrows and looked at her
surprise.

‘Wait. | have something about the partnership | want
to discuss with you. You should be able to spare
some time for a meal, right?”

Loraine withdrew her hand and looked at him warily.

She suspected that he wanted to talk about private
matters under the guise of business discussions.

"Loraine, what on earth are you afraid of?" Marco
asked her.




e was like a skilled hunter, easily castlng
| perfect bait to draw in his prey.

Just as he expected, Loraine was intrigued and begar
to think about what he had just said.

Eventually, she sat back in her seat and said, "Go on."

Marco smiled and sat up straight. He snapped his
fingers to call the waiter over.

"There's no need to rush this discussion. Let's have
dinner first. We can't talk when we're hungry."

Loraine was shocked to hear this. Realizing that she
had been tricked, she could only sit there and glare

fiercely at him.

Soon, the beautifully decorated and steaming dishes
with wonderful aromas were served at the table
the mere look of them was tempting.

~ After serving the dishes, the walter I ft.
~ he had come.

he atmosp




aste was just perfect.

The
It was as if the dishes were tailor-made exactl

her taste. Clearly, Qbot's capacity for big data anai"y,“ is
was amazing!

"Wow!" Loraine exclaimed as she ate happily. When
she raised her head, she saw Marco staring at her with
his chin on his hand. '

Feeling embarrassingly odd, Loraine coughed and
asked awkwardly, "What the hell are you looking at?
Won't you eat?’

Marco leaned over and suddenly stretched out his
hand to her.

Loraine's heart skipped a beat and she
subconsciously dodged his hand. "What areyoudoing?"

Marco pointed at her face and said in a hoarse
"“You have something on your face."




and peacefully at the same table with Lor ;
feeling was so precious.

Loraine swallowed and opened her mouth sligt
But before she could say anything, she heard
squeals and chatter from all around her.

‘It's Loraine and Marco! They are dating! Oh my God!
This is big news and it's happening right here."

‘| told you that they've been together for a long time!
They are the perfect match!”

The guests at nearby tables recognized them and
were discussing heatedly, which only attracted even
more attention to them.

Loraine hurriedly shook off Marco’s hand and to'
piece of tissue to wipe her mouth. "Now, yol
what has happened? | just didn't wan
misunderstanding to arise!” i




i
Marco shrugged. "To build a Michelin restaurar
must recruit a group of excellent chefs. The ¢
served by this restaurant have the highes
according to Qbot's evaluation. That's why |
here to give it a try."

Bt o .

He had not expected that Loraine would be here to'dj

He was hardly done speaking when the phone in
Loraine's bag started vibrating.

Instinctively, Loraine covered her bag. Of course, she |
knew what was making the phone vibrate. She could
even imagine the emojis Qbot sent her. She couldn't
help but reach into her bag and tap her phone as if
she was lightly slapping the hand of an erring childﬁ.

Qbot knew that Marco would come. It tricked he ,
sitting at the last table to be faced with Mﬁ"? i
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It was not a coincidence at all.




