Torres famlly and the suécessfu
prominent company?

He had no intention of arguing with this narro
minded and disgusting woman. If it weren't fol
Loraine, these individuals wouldn't even registeron
his radar.

Furthermore, they willfully ignored reality, choosing
to believe in warped gossip rather than expanding
their horizons.

Even if they stumbled across Loraine's name in the
media, they would likely dismiss it as a mere.
coincidence of namesakes. :




Marco shot her a frigid glance, replying,
none of your concern."

His stern demeanor intimidated Lillie, who rec
slightly. However, her covetous desire for the
luxurious wristwatch overrode her trepidation. In

a bold burst of greed, she found the courage
assert, "Loraine, you must give me the watch and}-,;
some cash too! Or else, l'll inform Judie that you' re, i

searching for her!"

Loraine looked at Lillie with a smile that nevel
quite reached her eyes. "Are you attemptln‘
negotiate terms with me?"

Ll"le had expected to explont Loral ‘




d her eyes, smirk
nk spreading of
ently forgotten? Are you aware tha
~on the insults you've hurled at me, | could
- for all you possess?"

As a habitual gossipmonger in their small tow
Lillie had a limited grasp of the concept o
spreading rumors. Yet, the mention of a lawsuit |
and the potential loss of her possessions sent a
shiver down her spine.

Flustered, she managed to stutter out, "It, it wasn't
that severe. Fine. | won't demand money, but you
must give me the watch!"

Even though the two to three hundred thousand
dollar watch held little significance to Loraine and
Marco, handing over such an item to a person as
avaricious and unashamed as Lillie was the las
~ thing Marco intended to do.




'~ Loraine smirked, "If you believe I'm deceiving yc

~ you're welcome to find out for yourself. Let ,
place a call to my attorney. If you're unable to
afford one, | can assist you in securing legal
counsel.”

The mere suggestion of involving a lawyer sent
Lillie into a panic. She wailed and prostrated
herself at Loraine's feet.

"Loraine, | beg you. Judie was the one spreading
those damaging rumors. I'm not involved. Please,
don't have me arrested. | no longer desire the

| watch or any money!”




nely prepz
or her transgressions

Chasing after every gossip peddler in this small
village was not a practical endeavor. Furthermore,
Lillie was, at best, a secondary participant in the
rumor mill.

Marco's gaze hardened as he watched Lillie's

fleeing figure, muttering in a low voice, "Allowing |
that woman to escape without consequence
seems too lenient. She was unkind to you before..."

. Loraine detected the iciness in his tone, causing
| an unexpected flutter in her chest.




“Loraine had nearly forgotten that he was also tr
ruthless and feared CEO known for his cold-
hearted dominance in the business world.

| Yet, he seemed different when it came to her.

Moved by this realization, Loraine smiled and
halted him. "It's alright, don't bother with her. She's
nothing more than a clown. Just knowing where
Judie is is enough.”

Loraine was not a person to forgive and forget,
and now that she knew Judie was still in the

| village, she wouldn't simply pretend nothing had;.
happened and let her go.
She intended to pay Judie back for aII g
icks she had played in the pa:
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for overSpendlng, and so it was better 0 buy
more ordinary items.

With Loraine's playful and charming deme
Marco couldn't help but fall for her all over again.

After acquiring the gifts, they began to walk
toward their destination as the muddy and narrow
village roads weren't conducive to vehicles.

Fortunately, Marco carried all the items, so it
wasn't too burdensome for Loraine.

As they walked, Marco inquired, "Loraine, did that
Judie always bully you?"

From their brief encounter with LiIIie Ma‘ :




eturned to the Torres far
er to retaliate against those who had
her, but she chose not to.

Because she had spent her formative years

amid malicious individuals like Judie and Lillie, bt
also among kind-hearted people like Eloise and
Henna, and friends from the orphanage. It was
essential to remember that not everyone
associated with Judie was out to harm her. Many
were just impressionable children, swayed by
rumors and eager to participate in the chaos.

Thus, when she was recognized by the Torres
family, her first instinct wasn't revenge, but to
distance herself from these painful memories as
swiftly as possible.

Yet, she couldn't deny that those experienc
left indelible scars on her heart. Judie




e resilient Loraine appeared, tl

ed her. Unable to reS|st ge
- embraced her, whispering, "Loraine, you won't fz
- such things again. | won't let anyone bully you."

Surrounded by countless gifts, Loraine laughed
she playfully pushed Marco away.

"No one can bully me now. But if anyone dares to

pick on you, don't hold back. Inform me, and Il
handle them for you."

A spark of amusement lit up Marco's eyes as he
nodded. "This time, allow me to deal with Judie.
I'll ensure justice is served for you."

Loraine shook her head, a sense of relief washing
over her. "No need. I'll handle her myself."




Perhaps it was their return to the countrysids

this place both familiar and foreign to Loraine,
away from the stresses of work and corpora
affairs, that seemed to spark a newfound vivacity
in her. Compared to their professional encounters
in Vagow, her present charm was even more
beguiling.

The more Marco discovered about Loraine, the
more he saw her as a treasure chest, filled with
surprises waiting to be unveiled.

On stage, Loraine was lively and dazzling,
emanating a magnetic allure that captivated her
audience. In the realm of business, she was fi
and composed, exuding a balanced and colle"'
demeanor. But now, as she walked h|m




ed, feeling a bit impish
nd feigned a grave expression.

Wt

lt's getting dark! Out here in the countrysid
darkness is thick. Look, we're surrounded b

everywhere. If | get bitten by something Iater’,r_""?ir
you're entirely to blame!"

At Loraine's words, Marco snapped out of his
reverie, anxiety welling up. Fearing that Loraine
might actually be bitten by a bug, he promptly put
all the gifts in one hand, took Loraine's hand with
the other, and kept a watchful eye on their
surroundings.

However, Marco was unfamiliar with the rural
environment and had no idea where these
creatures might appear. He glanced at the ground
beneath his feet and discreetly stomped a few

f




d after her.

Soon enough, he caught up with her and recla
her hand, which she did not resist this time.

Who could have thought that the tender and |
affectionate man beside her used to be a cold,
unfeeling iceberg?

A warm sensation blossomed within Loraine, and
she found herself hoping that their journey could
extend just a bit longer.

Regrettably, no matter how winding the rural road
was, it inevitably came to an end. In less than half
an hour, they had reached its terminus.

The countryside unfolded before them, dotted with
modest houses and occasionally interspersed with

=

- a few larger structures.




rco offered a sheepish smile.

At this moment, a white structure caught the
—a two-story building with walls of peeling
It was quaint and timeworn, yet it maintaine
well-kept air.

A small playground adorned the courtyard, buzzing
with over a dozen children—each as sprightly as
little sprouts—running and playing, their jubilant
laughter contagious.

Loraine gazed fondly at the frolicking children,
whispering, "When we were young, Mrs. Harvey
would personally lead us in games. The children
at the orphanage rarely went to kindergarten; all of
our education came from her."

- Marco tenderly held her hand in his, hi
- with warmth as he looked at her.




Eloise rubbed her eyes and looked at Lorair
in disbelief. "Are you... Lorrie?"

Loraine's heart swelled with emotion as she
rushed over to enfold Eloise in a heartfelt hug.

"Mrs. Harvey, it's me, I've come home!"




A

e could barely bring herself to scold them, often
.~ releasing a heavy sigh at most.

- Despite the passage of time, everything here
- seemed almost untouched, and this consistency
~ flooded Loraine with a profound sense of
familiarity and warmth.

Eloise, trembling slightly, held Loraine by the
-shoulders, scrutinizing her intently. Once she
confirmed it was indeed Loraine standing before
her, she was unable to contain her joy and
exclaimed repeatedly, 'You're back, that's
wonderful! You're back!"

- She caressed Loraine's arm, taking in her
pearance, before sighing warmly, "You look
ntastic. Our Lorrie was alwaysabeauty anc

|




ou're domg splendldly, that

: uential, that you've taken ove
Torres family and even become the CEO of the
‘Universe Group! Oh, at first, | could hardly believe

it. Our little girl, so accomplished? Now that | see
you in person, | can rest assured. It seems you've
thrived these past years!"

Elders often have endless tales to share when they
reunite with their beloved younger ones. As
Loraine listened to this familiar chatter, her eyes
started to well up.

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Harvey. It's been so long since |
last visited. | should have returned sooner to repay
your kindness."

Eloise, recalling the village rumors about Loraine,
gave a light sigh and shook her head. "Silly child,
ymg away was the right thing to do. This place

r for you to remain out there."

1 'lfﬂmg, Loraine wrapped ne




ectionate smile suggested that she was ‘
o this behavior. She gently patted Loraine on
back, comforting her with patience and

mth.

- "It's good that you're back, no need to cry. You're

| such a beautiful girl. Tears don't become you, my

| dear. | am perfectly well. The Torres family sends

- so many provisions every year. It's all due to Lorrie,
isn't it? Your help has enabled the orphanage to
survive until today and to help so many children.
How can you say that you haven't repaid me yet?
You've repaid me long ago!"

Seeing Loraine's tears, Marco felt a wave of
helplessness wash over him. He yearned to hold
her, to offer comfort. But she was already nestled
in Eloise's arms, leaving him standing awkwardly
under the curious eyes of the young children.

Marco had rarely seen Loraine cry before. Even

when she weathered a storm of ill-treatment after
- _marrying into the Bryant family, and when her
. marriage finally ended in divorce, not a single tear
t} had fallen from her eyes.

gln his memories, Loraine was always a figure of
 strength and resilience, so why was she shedding

s




\ ;_ﬂwho appeared filled with remorse and

sondency. Although she was uncertain of
what troubled this young man, she keenly felt that
it was somehow linked to Loraine.

While comforting Loraine with gentle pats, she
chuckled and coaxed, "Dry your tears, my dear, or
the gentleman might tease you."

Loraine paused for amoment before remembering
that Marco had been standing beside her all along.

How could she have forgotten that Marco was
there, witnessing her emotional display!

Her face turned pink with embarrassment, feeling
" mortified for revealing such a raw, childlike
. vulnerability. Yet, she managed to extricate herself
- from Eloise's comforting embrace, Wlped her tears,
“and retorted with a touch of pride, "He wouldnt
_dare laugh at me!" '




“Under Eloise's scrutiny, Marco stood tall, as if
under inspection, and respectfully presented the
gifts he'd brought.

"Hello, Mrs. Harvey. 'm Marco Bryant, Loraine's
boyfriend."

He had a concealed motive, hoping to affirm his
position in the elder's eyes. After an expectant
pause without any objection from Loraine, a
deeper smile surfaced on his face.

"Mrs. Harvey, I've been swamped with work

' recently, which has kept Loraine from visiting you.
But now that we finally have some spare time, we

made sure to come and see you!" ‘




‘Eloise was delighted and gratefully acceptédvt
- gifts from Marco. |

Suddenly, several children dashed over, their faces
marked by distress.

'Something's wrong, Mrs. Harvey! Those people
have returned!"




ing the children's cries, Eloise's &
y knitted together, anger flickering in

_ es. However, in front of the children, she
“mastered her emotions, providing them with
- gentle and loving comfort.

As their crying began to subside, she called over
a few of the older children. She affectionately
patted their heads, instructing, "Take your younger
siblings inside to watch TV. Leave the restto me."

The children of the orphanage, though visibly
upset, were no strangers to such abrupt situations.
They managed to curb their anger, wisely deciding
not to cause additional stress for Eloise. They
obediently followed her directives and retreated
into the house.

- Puzzled and anxious, Loraine turned to Eloise,
~ seeking answers. "What's going on? Those people
| have returned? Who are they?" ;




ards the entrance.

Loraine couldn't shake off her worry. Despite
Eloise's attempts to downplay the situation,
something felt off.

Still, she couldn't ignore the request to look after
the children — it was a long-standing tradition for
the older kids to take care of the younger ones in
times of need. While she had performed this duty
numerous times before, the safety of Eloise
weighed heavily on her mind.

With Loraine caught between her concerns and
her duties, Marco gently took her hand and
reassured her. "Go inside and take care of the
children. Il accompany Mrs. Harvey to the
entrance. That way, you won't need to worry."




~Upon stepping into the room, she saw a group of

" older children offering comfort to the younger
ones, who had been frightened and were crying
softly.

Most of the children at the orphanage had been
forced to grow up faster than their peers. Even in
their crying there was a restraint, a quiet sobbing
that was heartbreaking to witness.

Recalling the sweets she had purchased earlier,
Loraine fished them out from her backpack,
intending to console the children.

| Having previously cared for younger children at the
| orphanage, she was well-versed in the task. She
Maved the candles in the air, and the chlldrens




omentarily caught off gu:
the orphanage were all quite y
the majority of them had not been there whe
e left. How did they recognize her?

" Had Eloise been telling stories about her?

Or, did they know of her due to the donations
made by the Torres family?

Handing the child a piece of candy, with the
wrapper carefully opened, Loraine asked him with
a smile, "What's your name? And why do you call
me Angel Sister?”

The boy, in his innocent way, could not take his
eyes off the candy he now held in his hand. After
| giving it a tentative lick, his face lit up in delight.
| "I'm Giovanni," he answered, "Because Devil Sister
- doesn't like you, you must be Angel Sister!"

Devil Sister?

was stumped




ou want some candy, you'll have to ans
questions for me, alright?"




