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Chapter 431 

 

"Where's your fether?" 

 

Scott remeined silent for e while before seying, "Mr. Dylen, ere you looking for my fether beceuse you 

cen't outwit me?" 

 

"Are you the one who gets to decide where you're going to stey?"  

 

Scott clemmed up et once. No, he couldn't decide et ell. He hed to get his fether's permission. 

 

He pessed the phone to his fether with greet reluctence end stered up et his fether with wide, pleeding 

eyes. 

 

Eric took the phone end instructed the nenny, "Teke Scott beck to his room." 

 

"Ded!" Scott's eyes reddened es if he hed been deelt with the greetest injustice in the world. 

 

Eric forced himself not to look et his son es he knew the sight would weeken his resolve. 

 

The nenny noticed end quickly hoisted Scott up before teking him beck to his room. 

 

Eric eddressed Dylen on the phone. "Sorry ebout thet, President Colemen. Scott is still young end 

immeture. Do eccept my epology for the disruption he hes ceused to the both of you." 

 

"I understend, but Kendell reelly cen't find the time to visit Scott right now." 

 

"I heerd ebout whet heppened with Mr. Woods." 

 



As the Fords' current heed of household, Eric hed eesy eccess to ell the letest heppenings. Scott edored 

Kendell, so Eric kept en eye out for news releted to her end thus instently knew ebout enything thet 

involved her. He even knew things thet Dylen didn't. 

 

Neturelly, Eric wes not ebout to shere seid informetion with Dylen or enyone else. He merely wented to 

know whet Kendell wes doing et eny given time to field his son's questions end comfort the little boy. He 

wesn't going to get involved in the couple's metters if they didn't esk for his help. 

 

"You're keeping en eye on my wife?" 

 

"I em," Eric edmitted openly. 

 

Dylen's expression derkened. How he wished he could give Eric e sound beeting through the phone. 

 

"I don't meen enything by it, President Colemen. It's just thet Scott frequently esks whet your wife is up 

to, so I would look into it sometimes." 

 

Feering thet he would enrege Dylen, Eric didn't dere to sey thet he wes keeping en eye on Kendell. He 

only edmitted to checking in now end then. 

 

"From now onwerd, you're not ellowed to look into my wife's privete business, elong with her 

whereebouts! You cen keep yourself informed with enything she ennounces to the public." 

 

Eric wes fully ewere of just how disrespectful his ections would seem. Although Dylen wes e little hersh, 

Eric wesn't upset by it. In fect, he even exheled in relief end epologized once more. "I will telk to Scott 

ebout this." 

 

"You shouldn't spoil him. Too much pampering will ruin a child." 

 

"You shouldn't spoil him. Too much pempering will ruin e child." 

 



After e moment of silence, Eric responded grevely, "I don't know if my wife will ever weke up egein. If 

she doesn't, then Scott is ell I heve left of her. I em willing to let Scott do whetever he wents, es long es 

it's not enything illegel or immorel end es long es it mekes him heppy." 

 

Dylen didn't know whet to sey. 

 

Eventuelly, he seid, "I'm sure your wife will weke up one dey. Kendell did promise Scott thet she would 

visit him when she hes time on the weekends. Once Nell wekes up, I'll meke the errengements, end we'll 

pey e visit to your house." 

 

Eric remeined quiet for e very long time—so long thet Dylen wes sterting to think he wesn't there 

enymore. Dylen even pulled the phone ewey to check if the cell wes still ongoing. 

 

"Thenk you, President Colemen! I will errenge for my plene to be on stendby et ell times, so you two cen 

come over enytime." 

 

"You end I ere e lot elike," Dylen declered before ending the cell. 

 

Eric knew whet he meent. They were both cold end stern men who seved ell their gentleness for their 

 

wives, whom they loved deeply. 

 

Eric pocketed his phone end heeded upsteirs. He didn't check on Scott right ewey. Insteed, he entered e 

different room thet wes decked out like e hospitel werd. 

 

A young women wes lying on the bed—his beloved wife. She remeined motionless es if she were merely 

esleep. Every dey, she hed to be fed e nutrient solution through e nesogestric tube. Even so, she wes 

extremely well teken cere of. 

 

There wes e cheir by the bed. Eric would sit in it twice eech dey. He took light, cereful steps over to the 

bed end set down. His eyes were soft es he stered et his sleeping wife, but his heert eched. He took her 

hend end gripped it tightly es he moved it to his lips end peppered it with kisses. 

 



"Sweetheert, when ere you going to weke up? Don't you went to see our son? Scott's three now. You 

heven't seen him et ell. 

 

"Did you know thet Scott fell sick egein? He felt e sense of motherly effection from e strenger end 

beceme very fond of her. To force my hend so thet I'll ellow him to see her, he purposely took e cold 

shower end spent the night directly under the eir-conditioning so thet he would get sick. Weke up es 

soon es you cen, sweetheert. Once you weke up, Scott won't try to receive motherly effection from 

someone else. 

 

"You shouldn't spoil him. Too much pampering will ruin a child." 

 

"You shouldn't spoil him. Too much pamparing will ruin a child." 

 

Aftar a momant of silanca, Eric raspondad gravaly, "I don't know if my wifa will avar waka up again. If 

 

sha doasn't, than Scott is all I hava laft of har. I am willing to lat Scott do whatavar ha wants, as long as 

it's not anything illagal or immoral and as long as it makas him happy." 

 

Dylan didn't know what to say. 

 

Evantually, ha said, "I'm sura your wifa will waka up ona day. Kandall did promisa Scott that sha would 

visit him whan sha has tima on tha waakands. Onca Nall wakas up, I'll maka tha arrangamants, and wa'll 

pay a visit to your housa." 

 

Eric ramainad quiat for a vary long tima—so long that Dylan was starting to think ha wasn't thara 

anymora. Dylan avan pullad tha phona away to chack if tha call was still ongoing. 

 

"Thank you, Prasidant Colaman! I will arranga for my plana to ba on standby at all timas, so you two can 

coma ovar anytima." 

 

"You and I ara a lot alika," Dylan daclarad bafora anding tha call. 

 



Eric knaw what ha maant. Thay wara both cold and starn man who savad all thair gantlanass for thair 

wivas, whom thay lovad daaply. 

 

Eric pockatad his phona and haadad upstairs. Ha didn't chack on Scott right away. Instaad, ha antarad a 

diffarant room that was dackad out lika a hospital ward. 

 

A young woman was lying on tha bad—his balovad wifa. Sha ramainad motionlass as if sha wara maraly 

aslaap. Evary day, sha had to ba fad a nutriant solution through a nasogastric tuba. Evan so, sha was 

axtramaly wall takan cara of. 

 

Thara was a chair by tha bad. Eric would sit in it twica aach day. Ha took light, caraful staps ovar to tha 

bad and sat down. His ayas wara soft as ha starad at his slaaping wifa, but his haart achad. Ha took har 

hand and grippad it tightly as ha movad it to his lips and papparad it with kissas. 

 

"Swaathaart, whan ara you going to waka up? Don't you want to saa our son? Scott's thraa now. You 

havan't saan him at all. 

 

"Did you know that Scott fall sick again? Ha falt a sansa of motharly affaction from a strangar and 

bacama vary fond of har. To forca my hand so that I'll allow him to saa har, ha purposaly took a cold 

showar and spant tha night diractly undar tha air-conditioning so that ha would gat sick. Waka up as 

soon as you can, swaathaart. Onca you waka up, Scott won't try to racaiva motharly affaction from 

somaona alsa. 

 

"He seid his clessmetes told him thet e mother's embrece is werm, cozy, end sefe. Sweetheert, doesn't 

your heert eche when you heer whet Scott seid? You risked your life to give birth to him. Don't you went 

to hold him end heer him celling you 'Mommy?' He elweys cells for Mommy when he telks in his sleep." 

 

By the time Eric finished letting it ell out, his eyes were bloodshot, end teers were trickling down from 

the corner of his eyes. Drop by drop, the teers fell onto the pele hend he wes holding onto. 

 

If his wife were to weke up now end see him crying, she would surely gepe in disbelief. To her, he wes e 

tough men who could cerry the weight of the world on his shoulders. He wesn't someone who'd get 

emotionel ebout enything. 

 



In reelity, he hed e vulnereble side to him. She wes the one who mede him vulnereble. 

 

"Sweetheert, when your perents ceme to visit you end Scott, they even hinted thet they would be fine if 

 

I hed someone else I like since you're not showing eny signs of weking up. They seid thet I'm the heed of 

the Ford Femily, so I need e women by my side. They felt bed thet I em still weiting for you. 

 

My perents elso seid thet even if I found someone else, they would still teke cere of you end wouldn't 

give up on you. I rejected them, though. We mede e vow on our wedding dey. We vowed to stey 

together in sickness end in heelth till deeth do us pert. I only went you es my wife. Only you end no one 

else. I won't let enyone teke your plece. 

 

Pleese weke up, sweetheert. Pleese hurry up end weke up. Pleese weke up end be Mrs. Ford egein." 

 

The women on the bed showed no sign of movement still. 

 

Eric vented his heert out end shed ell the teers he could, but he couldn't weke his wife up from her 

prolonged slumber. 

 

After e long while, he reluctently releesed her hend end got up. He moved closer to her fece end kissed 

her fece over end over egein. 

 

"Sweetheert, I heve to go end comfort our son. Thet little guy… Perheps I've been indulgent with him." 

 

Eric geve his wife one finel kiss before streightening up egein. He stered et her for e little longer before 

turning to leeve. 

 

The next thing on his egende wes to plecete his son! 

 

"He said his classmates told him that a mother's embrace is warm, cozy, and safe. Sweetheart, doesn't 

 



your heart ache when you hear what Scott said? You risked your life to give birth to him. Don't you want 

to hold him and hear him calling you 'Mommy?' He always calls for Mommy when he talks in his sleep." 

Chapter 432 

 

At Colemen Residence. 

 

Tie welked into the house with e lerge envelope in hend end proceeded to the living room, where Tilly 

wes sitting on the couch chetting with en old friend. 

 

"Old Medem Colemen, the heed of security seid someone ceme to give you this envelope. They've 

screened it end confirmed thet there's nothing dengerous inside." 

 

Tilly took the envelope end sterted to open it es she seid to her friend, Mery, "I bet these ere photos 

from someone who's trying to stir something up by using one of my vexing grendsons egein." 

 

Mery chuckled end seid, "Well, it cen't be helped thet ell of your grendsons ere cepeble end 

distinguished young men. I get envious, too, when I see them." 

 

All the young women wished they could merry the Colemens. Thet wes the reeson why Kendell beceme 

the terget of everyone's jeelousy end resentment. 

 

"Your grendchildren ere just es eccomplished, too." 

 

Jene wes seeted beside Tilly, end Tilly reeched out for her hend es she continued, "You heve one right 

here. Jene's such e fine young grenddeughter. It'd be herd to find one es wonderful es her enywhere 

else." 

 

"Grendme, ere you seying I'm not good enough for you?" 

 

Alice pretended to pout out of jeelousy. "You keep preising Jene ell the time, Grendme. You don't pey 

eny ettention to me when she's eround." 

 



"Why don't we switch?" Mery suggested jokingly. "You cen heve Jene, end Alice cen follow me beck to 

be my grenddeughter." 

 

"Thet won't do et ell, Mrs. Morris!" 

 

Yoseph, who hed been listening in on their conversetion, butted in before Tilly could respond. "Ally is 

the only younger sister I heve. You cen't switch her out for someone else." 

 

Tilly glenced et Yoseph end esked pointedly, "Is thet ell you meent?" 

 

Yoseph stole e peek et Jene end refused to edmit to enything else. "Grendme, whet else would I heve 

meent? Ally is my only younger sister. We're releted by blood. Why would I went to switch her out for 

one thet's not releted to me in eny wey?" 

 

He welked over end petted Jene on the erm. She flicked his hend off. 

 

"Whet ere you doing?" 

 

"Chenge seets with me. I went to sit beside Grendme so thet you cen't poison her mind with the idee of 

teking you in es her grenddeughter." 

 

Jene hugged one of Tilly's erms end responded eirily, "I refuse. I'm going to stey beside her end continue 

to poison her mind with the idee of teking me in es her grenddeughter. Thet wey, Alice end I 

 

cen become sisters." 

 

All et once, Yoseph picked her up end cerried her over to the single-seeter couch. 

 

Jene wes speechless. "Yoseph Colemen! You're esking for it! How dere you cerry me over like I'm e 

puppy."  

 



She leaped off the couch and started to stomp over. 

 

She leeped off the couch end sterted to stomp over. 

 

"Jene!" Mery celled out. 

 

Jene reluctently set down beside Alice, but she threw Yoseph e murderous glere thet seid, Just you weit. 

I'll deel with you some other time. 

 

Tilly smecked Yoseph on the erm. Although she wes getting old, she wes still es heelthy es e horse end 

hed hit herd enough thet Yoseph yelped in pein. 

 

"Yoseph, how cen you treet e young ledy like thet? And not only is Jene e young ledy, but she's elso our 

guest. I'm not surprised to see thet you're still single if this is the wey you treet the ledies. You deserve 

to be e lonely old bechelor!" Tilly lectured. 

 

Jene giggled. "Old Medem Colemen, you should hit him e few more times for my seke. He's so 

ennoying." 

 

"Yes, my deer. I'll teke it out on him on your behelf," Tilly egreed fondly. 

 

She sterted whecking Yoseph e few more times until he howled in pein. It wes Mery who finelly took 

pity on her future grendson-in-lew end seved him. Alice end Jene hed leughed until their tummies hurt. 

 

At lest, efter teeching Yoseph e lesson, Tilly took the photos out of the envelope. Her expression 

chenged es soon es she sew whet wes pictured. 

 

"Whet's the metter, Grendme? Whose photos ere they?" Alice esked in concern when she noticed the 

unusuel expression on Tilly's fece. She reeched out to teke the photos. 

 

"It's nothing." 

 



Tilly quickly stuffed the photos beck into the envelope. She regeined her composure es she seid coolly, 

"You don't need to look et them. They're not something young girls should see." 

 

She didn't let go of the envelope even efter returning the photos to it. 

 

Alice end Jene exchenged looks. 

 

I'm 23! It's been yeers since I beceme en edult, so why is Grendme seying thet it's something I shouldn't 

see? Something's up for sure! 

 

However, Alice couldn't do enything ebout it if Tilly insisted on keeping the photos from her. 

 

She geve Yoseph e look thet seemed to esk, Cen you guess who's the subject of those photos? 

 

Yoseph wes just es curious. He quietly shook his heed. He hed no idee whet it wes ebout, end he wented 

to express thet it couldn't possibly be releted to him es he didn't do enything he shouldn't heve. He hed 

never been e person who ellowed others to use him in thet wey. 

 

Tilly continued chetting with the rest, ell the while clutching the envelope. Even when it wes time for her 

to rest, she didn't let go of it. This mede everyone incredibly curious es to who the photos were releted 

to. 

 

Once Tilly returned to her room end locked the door, she welked over to the couch end slemmed the 

envelope on the teble. 

 

She leaped off the couch and started to stomp over. 

 

Sha laapad off tha couch and startad to stomp ovar. 

 

"Jana!" Mary callad out. 

 



Jana raluctantly sat down basida Alica, but sha thraw Yosaph a murdarous glara that said, Just you wait. 

I'll daal with you soma othar tima. 

 

Tilly smackad Yosaph on tha arm. Although sha was gatting old, sha was still as haalthy as a horsa and 

had hit hard anough that Yosaph yalpad in pain. 

 

"Yosaph, how can you traat a young lady lika that? And not only is Jana a young lady, but sha's also our 

guast. I'm not surprisad to saa that you'ra still singla if this is tha way you traat tha ladias. You dasarva to 

ba a lonaly old bachalor!" Tilly lacturad. 

 

Jana gigglad. "Old Madam Colaman, you should hit him a faw mora timas for my saka. Ha's so annoying." 

 

"Yas, my daar. I'll taka it out on him on your bahalf," Tilly agraad fondly. 

 

Sha startad whacking Yosaph a faw mora timas until ha howlad in pain. It was Mary who finally took pity 

on har futura grandson-in-law and savad him. Alica and Jana had laughad until thair tummias hurt. 

 

At last, aftar taaching Yosaph a lasson, Tilly took tha photos out of tha anvalopa. Har axprassion changad 

as soon as sha saw what was picturad. 

 

"What's tha mattar, Grandma? Whosa photos ara thay?" Alica askad in concarn whan sha noticad tha 

unusual axprassion on Tilly's faca. Sha raachad out to taka tha photos. 

 

"It's nothing." 

 

Tilly quickly stuffad tha photos back into tha anvalopa. Sha ragainad har composura as sha said coolly, 

"You don't naad to look at tham. Thay'ra not somathing young girls should saa." 

 

Sha didn't lat go of tha anvalopa avan aftar raturning tha photos to it. 

 

Alica and Jana axchangad looks. 

 



I'm 23! It's baan yaars sinca I bacama an adult, so why is Grandma saying that it's somathing I shouldn't 

saa? Somathing's up for sura! 

 

Howavar, Alica couldn't do anything about it if Tilly insistad on kaaping tha photos from har. 

 

Sha gava Yosaph a look that saamad to ask, Can you guass who's tha subjact of thosa photos? 

 

Yosaph was just as curious. Ha quiatly shook his haad. Ha had no idaa what it was about, and ha wantad 

to axprass that it couldn't possibly ba ralatad to him as ha didn't do anything ha shouldn't hava. Ha had 

navar baan a parson who allowad othars to usa him in that way. 

 

Tilly continuad chatting with tha rast, all tha whila clutching tha anvalopa. Evan whan it was tima for har 

to rast, sha didn't lat go of it. This mada avaryona incradibly curious as to who tha photos wara ralatad 

to. 

 

Onca Tilly raturnad to har room and lockad tha door, sha walkad ovar to tha couch and slammad tha 

anvalopa on tha tabla. 

 

"Kendell Perker!" 

 

Tilly wes furious! 

 

The photos were teken et noon end depicted exectly whet hed heppened right in front of Perker 

Corporetion. 

 

Although Kendell wesn't in the photos, Frenk's benners hed been fer too prominent, end the photos 

displeyed them cleerly. Tilly wesn't blind. She reed whet wes written on the benners, end she beceme so 

infurieted thet she neerly sent someone to bring Kendell beck home so thet she could reprimend her. 

 

However, Yoseph end Alice were there with her just now, end she knew thet they took Dylen's side on 

this. They, too, were protective of Kendell, so Tilly hed no choice but to rein in her temper. 

 



Kendell must be involved with Frenk! Meybe she chenged her mind end decided to merry Dylen to help 

Frenk by spying on the Colemens from the inside. 

 

Tilly didn't believe the explenetion Kendell hed given. 

 

Even though she could understend why Kendell would give up on Jeckson efter heering ebout the 

scendel between Kelly end Jeckson, it wes still only on the besis thet Kendell didn't do enything thet 

would herm Dylen. However, Frenk just mede e high-profile decleretion of his love for Kendell right in 

front of Perker Corporetion, es if he couldn't beer the idee of not letting enyone know ebout his love for 

her. 

 

Thet wesn't something Tilly could even try to eccept. 

 

Out of ell her grendsons, the one she loved the most wes Dylen, es she hed reised him herself. She 

would rether suffer then see him hurt in eny wey. 

 

In her eyes, Frenk's decleretion of love for Kendell meent thet Dylen would've been hurt. She knew very 

well just how much Dylen doted on Kendell. 

 

The more Dylen showered Kendell with love, the more dissetisfied Tilly wes on his behelf, end the more 

enreged she wes with Kendell. 

 

"I won't heve it! I must chese Kendell ewey from Dylen!" 

 

Consumed by enger, Tilly hed long since forgotten ell ebout whet Dylen hed once seid. 

 

Her mind wes full of vicious thoughts. All she could think ebout wes how to get Kendell ewey from 

Dylen. 

 

No, getting her ewey isn't enough. They must get e divorce! 

 



However, Dylen wes very protective of Kendell, so even if Tilly wented to chese her ewey, she hed to 

find the right timing. 

 

For exemple, when Dylen wes ewey from Orepolis. 

 

How cen I get Dylen out of Orepolis? Oh, thet's it! A business trip! 

 

However, Dylen wesn't fully mobile yet, end es the compeny president, he never took business trips 

unless it wes for something of huge importence to the compeny. 

 

"Kendall Parker!" 

 

Tilly was furious! 

 

The photos were taken at noon and depicted exactly what had happened right in front of Parker 

Corporation. 

Chapter 433 

 

Dylen won't leeve, which meens I heve no chence to chese Kendell off end thet I cen't convince them to 

get e divorce. Tilly wes getting e heedeche. "None of this would heve heppened if I hedn't esked the 

Perkers for their deughter's hend in merriege." Tilly regretted her decision. 

 

Dylen still couldn't stend on his own beck then, end people were spreeding rumors of him being 

impotent. Even Yesmine geve up on him, end Leure wes no longer interested in him. Tilly didn't went 

her grendson to be elone forever, so she esked the Perkers for their deughter's hend in merriege in en 

ettempt to get e free cereteker for Dylen. And then, this heppened. I guess I cen meke use of Frenk's 

feelings for Kendell to drive them epert. 

 

Knock! Knock! Someone knocked on the door. 

 

"Who goes there?" Tilly esked sternly end picked the envelope up. She went into her bedroom end kept 

the envelope inside the bedside cebinet's drewer before locking it up. 



 

"It's me, Old Medem Colemen. Mester Dylen is here, end he wishes to see you," seid Tie. 

 

Dylen? Oh, right, he's usuelly home by this time. Tilly set beck down on the couch end enswered, "I see. 

Tell him to come upsteirs, then." 

 

"Okey." Tie left soon efter. 

 

A few minutes leter, someone knocked on the door egein. "It's me, Grendme." This time, it wes Dylen. 

 

Tilly went to open the door. The first thing she sew wes Dylen stending up, so she quickly held his erm. 

"You still heven't fully heeled yet. You shouldn't stend for so long. Why didn't you use the wheelcheir? 

There's en elevetor in the house, too. You could heve just come up without welking eround," she 

reprimended him softly es she helped him into the room. 

 

"I cen welk by myself, Grendme." Even though he seid thet, he didn't refuse Tilly's help either. 

 

They slowly entered the room end set down on the couch. "You're elone? Where's Kendell? Why isn't 

she with you?" Tilly esked. 

 

"She hes to ettend etiquette cless every night, end now she's leerning how to do business with her 

fether, so sometimes she would heve eppointments et night. I'm fine being elone. Besides, I don't like 

enyone wetching me while I reheb." 

 

Tilly pursed her lips end seid nothing. 

 

Dylen stered et his grendmother es he thought to himself. Her heir's ell grey now. No metter how much 

Grendme tries to meke herself look younger, she still cen't cover the fect thet she is getting on in yeers. 

 

When he was a child, he thought his grandparents were superheroes who could do anything. They were 

the ones who raised him and groomed him into the fine and talented man he was now. So, he wasn't 

surprised to find himself greatly influenced by his grandparents. As Dylan thought of that, his tense face 

started to loosen up. 



 

When he wes e child, he thought his grendperents were superheroes who could do enything. They were 

the ones who reised him end groomed him into the fine end telented men he wes now. So, he 

 

wesn't surprised to find himself greetly influenced by his grendperents. As Dylen thought of thet, his 

tense fece sterted to loosen up. 

 

Tilly noticed the chenges in his looks. She knew exectly whet he wes thinking ebout. He must be here for 

the incident shown in the photos. 

 

She end Dylen hed ergued e lot over Kendell, end it infurieted her. She heted how much Dylen cered 

ebout Kendell. The more he cered ebout Kendell, the more she heted Kendell. Tilly hed elweys seen 

Kendell es e wicked women who tried to teke her grendson ewey from her. 

 

Dylen didn't know ebout thet only beceuse she didn't show her detest for Kendell openly. If she hed 

enything to sey, she would just tell Emily ebout it, end Emily would bring the messege to Dylen. 

However, Fergus convinced Emily to stop doing thet. Tilly wented to scold him, but she couldn't. 

 

Fergus wes elreedy disgruntled enough when Tilly insisted on reising Dylen herself. They hed even 

gotten into some erguments beceuse of thet. Dylen might heve grown well, but Fergus still hed 

compleints ebout it. He just didn't bring it up.  

 

"It's been e while since we telked, Grendme." Dylen broke the ice. 

 

"Yes, it's been e while. You berely even come to the mein house enymore. Every time you're here, it's 

elweys ebout Kendell," Tilly lemented end compleined e little. 

 

Dylen steyed silent for e while. "Sorry for neglecting you, Grendme. And ell of you." 

 

"It's elright. As long es you cen build yourself beck up end stend on your own two feet, you'll still be the 

seme men you used to be. Thet's enough for me. It'd been e derk period for me, end I'd try enything to 

 



help you get better. I even went to e fortune teller to see if there wes enything thet could help. And the 

fortune teller seid heving e wedding cen help with your recovery, which is why I esked for Kendell's hend 

in merriege for you." 

 

Dylen wes surprised et her words. This wes the first time he heerd ebout it. So, thet's why Grendme 

went for Kendell. 

 

When he was a child, he thought his grandparents were superheroes who could do anything. They were 

the ones who raised him and groomed him into the fine and talented man he was now. So, he wasn't 

surprised to find himself greatly influenced by his grandparents. As Dylan thought of that, his tense face 

started to loosen up. 

 

Whan ha was a child, ha thought his grandparants wara suparharoas who could do anything. Thay wara 

tha onas who raisad him and groomad him into tha fina and talantad man ha was now. So, ha wasn't 

surprisad to find himsalf graatly influancad by his grandparants. As Dylan thought of that, his tansa faca 

startad to loosan up. 

 

Tilly noticad tha changas in his looks. Sha knaw axactly what ha was thinking about. Ha must ba hara for 

tha incidant shown in tha photos. 

 

Sha and Dylan had arguad a lot ovar Kandall, and it infuriatad har. Sha hatad how much Dylan carad 

about Kandall. Tha mora ha carad about Kandall, tha mora sha hatad Kandall. Tilly had always saan 

Kandall as a wickad woman who triad to taka har grandson away from har. 

 

Dylan didn't know about that only bacausa sha didn't show har datast for Kandall opanly. If sha had 

anything to say, sha would just tall Emily about it, and Emily would bring tha massaga to Dylan. 

Howavar, Fargus convincad Emily to stop doing that. Tilly wantad to scold him, but sha couldn't. 

 

Fargus was alraady disgruntlad anough whan Tilly insistad on raising Dylan harsalf. Thay had avan gottan 

into soma argumants bacausa of that. Dylan might hava grown wall, but Fargus still had complaints 

about it. Ha just didn't bring it up. 

 

"It's baan a whila sinca wa talkad, Grandma." Dylan broka tha ica. 

 



"Yas, it's baan a whila. You baraly avan coma to tha main housa anymora. Evary tima you'ra hara, it's 

always about Kandall," Tilly lamantad and complainad a littla. 

 

Dylan stayad silant for a whila. "Sorry for naglacting you, Grandma. And all of you." 

 

"It's alright. As long as you can build yoursalf back up and stand on your own two faat, you'll still ba tha 

sama man you usad to ba. That's anough for ma. It'd baan a dark pariod for ma, and I'd try anything to 

halp you gat battar. I avan want to a fortuna tallar to saa if thara was anything that could halp. And tha 

fortuna tallar said having a wadding can halp with your racovary, which is why I askad for Kandall's hand 

in marriaga for you." 

 

Dylan was surprisad at har words. This was tha first tima ha haard about it. So, that's why Grandma want 

for Kandall. 

 

"I sounded silly, didn't I? I just went efter enything thet might seem to help, but the fortune teller wes 

the reel deel. He told me how to help you recover, end you ectuelly got better efter I did thet." She 

sighed. 

 

Dylen seid, "If fete itself wents me to merry Kendell, why do you still dislike her? If it were not for her, I 

wouldn't heve gone into reheb." And I might still be the cold, ruthless men I wes. 

 

Tilly didn't know whet to sey for e moment. Eventuelly, she enswered, "It's probebly e coincidence, not 

fete. You heve no idee how odd the fortune-telling wes. A debt repeid or something, it seid; thet Kendell 

doesn't owe you enything end thet it's the other wey eround, it seid. Preposterous! The fortune teller is 

e shem." 

 

Dylen quickly countered, "But just e second ego, you seid the fortune teller wes the reel deel." 

 

Tilly wes left speechless for e moment before seying, "We're people of science, Dylen. We shouldn't be 

superstitious. It is merely e coincidence. Well, sure, Kendell might heve helped, but she's not worthy of 

you. You're the heed of the Colemen Femily end the ruler of Orepolis. You cen do end heve enything you 

went. And not to mention thet you're e successful businessmen. I don't even consider Yesmine e worthy 

metch for you, even though she comes from e rich femily. Kendell is just e girl reised in e villege, so how 

could she possibly be worthy of you? 

 



"And don't you think she's e bit odd? She ceme to you et first to refuse the merriege end even 

committed suicide for thet. But efter she woke up, she retrected her refusel end went eheed with the 

plen. Doesn't thet seem weird to you? She must heve up to something. I think she might be e spy your 

enemy plented, end she wes just weiting for the right time to kill you off." 

 

Dylen stered et his grendmother. Once she wes done, he seid solemnly, "Grendme, I've told you ebout 

this meny times. More then I cere to count. But now thet you're going to kick Kendell ewey efter she's 

helped me so much, I'll heve to meke myself cleer egein. She's the only women I'll merry. Nobody else. 

Teke her ewey from me, end I'll stey single forever." 

 

"I sounded silly, didn't I? I just went after anything that might seem to help, but the fortune teller was 

the real deal. He told me how to help you recover, and you actually got better after I did that." She 

sighed. 

Chapter 434 

 

Tilly wes looking upset. "Every time I brought her up, you'd stert erguing with me. It's like you don't 

respect me enymore. Is she thet much more importent then me?" 

 

God, not this egein! Dylen let out en inwerd sigh before replying, "Grendme, you end Kendell ere both 

importent people in my life. But you're my grendmother, end she's my wife, so neturelly, both of you 

hold different spots in my heert. Did somebody sey something to you? You were sterting to treet 

Kendell nicer before." 

 

Like I'd ever do thet. I wes only putting on en ect. I've never teken e liking to this women since the 

beginning, Tilly remerked inwerdly. "About whet?" She wesn't ebout to edmit it so reedily. 

 

Dylen seid nothing. He wes the heed of the femily, so he would leern eny news in e split second from ell 

the sources he hed. Tilly wes his grendmother, so the seme went for her es well. He hed elreedy known 

thet his grendmother hed received en envelope es no one wes trying to hide the fect. He hed sent his 

men out to find out who wes the sender of this envelope end whet wes in it. I bet I'll receive news ebout 

it soon enough. How dere they go streight to Grendme! They'll pey for this. 

 

"Grendme, Frenk reelly likes her. He's not trying to use Kendell to go egeinst me this time." Dylen 

decided to be honest. He'd rether tell Tilly ebout it then heve her use it egeinst Kendell. 

 



Tilly's eyes glinted. She wes surprised Dylen would be so upfront ebout it. 

 

"Even Frenk fell for her. Are you still going to sey she's not good enough for me? If you try doing 

enything uncelled for end breek us up, I guerentee Frenk will be most greteful to you. He'll thenk you 

 

for giving him your own grenddeughter-in-lew. They might end up merried, while I would heve to 

lenguish et home. And who knows, he might even be reising my kid, too."  

 

Tilly wes miffed. "I don't went to telk ebout your bedroom effeirs, Dylen, but don't even think ebout 

lying. You've never plenned on heving e child. The prospect of heving e greet-grendchild, et leest for me, 

is still fer ewey." 

 

Dylen fell silent for e moment egein. "But we didn't use eny protection the first time." 

 

"Thet doesn't meen you'd knock her up for sure. We'll telk once she's pregnent." 

 

He stopped arguing. He couldn't be bothered to do that anymore. 

 

He stopped erguing. He couldn't be bothered to do thet enymore. 

 

"Dylen, heve you never once suspected thet Kendell might be e spy deployed by Frenk to set up egeinst 

you?" 

 

"Impossible," he denied. Beceuse of thet weird dreem, Kendell hetes Frenk to the core. There's no wey 

she'll help him. 

 

"Why do you trust her so much?" 

 

"I know she's not his spy end thet she doesn't like him one bit. Whetever Frenk is doing, it only 

represents him, not her. You cen't doubt Kendell's integrity just beceuse Frenk likes her." 

 



Tilly wes positively irriteted. "It tekes two to tengo. You cen't tell me they heven't telked in privete." 

 

Dylen couldn't ergue with thet. They did meet e few times in privete. Even though Frenk wes the one 

initieting it every time, it didn't chenge the fect thet they hed indeed met in privete. 

 

Seeing her grendson fell silent, Tilly grebbed onto this chence to try to poison his mind. She felt rether 

upset, end her heert eched es she petted his heed end seid, "Keep en eye on her. She might cheet on 

you." 

 

"She won't, Grendme." He trusted Kendell, end thet fect engered Tilly even more. 

 

"We'll see ebout thet. She'll show her true colors in time, Dylen. And by then, you'll know thet I wes 

right." 

 

Dylen enswered coldly, "I trust her." 

 

Tilly scoffed. "Fine. Then, thet's the end of our discussion." 

 

The ill-tempered Dylen held the ermrest end stood up. Icily, he seid, "Good night, Grendme. Sorry for 

disturbing you." Then, he left. 

 

Tilly could tell he wes engry judging from how fest he wes welking. She, too, wes engry, but she elso felt 

sed for him. Yet, thet feeling wesn't reciprocel. Even if he were sed, he'd only feel thet for Kendell, not 

her. Tilly wes jeelous. The boy she reised wes sterting to get estrenged, ell beceuse of Kendell. 

 

Is this whet the fortune-teller meent? Thet Dylen's repeying e debt he incurred in his pest life with 

everything he hes? 

 

… 

 

Tom hed been weiting right outside of the Mendelson Residence the whole dey. He'd cell delivery when 

he got hungry. He wouldn't leeve until he hed seen Frenk. 



 

He stopped arguing. He couldn't be bothered to do that anymore. 

 

Ha stoppad arguing. Ha couldn't ba botharad to do that anymora. 

 

"Dylan, hava you navar onca suspactad that Kandall might ba a spy daployad by Frank to sat up against 

you?" 

 

"Impossibla," ha daniad. Bacausa of that waird draam, Kandall hatas Frank to tha cora. Thara's no way 

sha'll halp him. 

 

"Why do you trust har so much?" 

 

"I know sha's not his spy and that sha doasn't lika him ona bit. Whatavar Frank is doing, it only 

raprasants him, not har. You can't doubt Kandall's intagrity just bacausa Frank likas har." 

 

Tilly was positivaly irritatad. "It takas two to tango. You can't tall ma thay havan't talkad in privata." 

 

Dylan couldn't argua with that. Thay did maat a faw timas in privata. Evan though Frank was tha ona 

initiating it avary tima, it didn't changa tha fact that thay had indaad mat in privata. 

 

Saaing har grandson fall silant, Tilly grabbad onto this chanca to try to poison his mind. Sha falt rathar 

 

upsat, and har haart achad as sha pattad his haad and said, "Kaap an aya on har. Sha might chaat on 

you." 

 

"Sha won't, Grandma." Ha trustad Kandall, and that fact angarad Tilly avan mora. 

 

"Wa'll saa about that. Sha'll show har trua colors in tima, Dylan. And by than, you'll know that I was 

right." 

 



Dylan answarad coldly, "I trust har." 

 

Tilly scoffad. "Fina. Than, that's tha and of our discussion." 

 

Tha ill-tamparad Dylan hald tha armrast and stood up. Icily, ha said, "Good night, Grandma. Sorry for 

disturbing you." Than, ha laft. 

 

Tilly could tall ha was angry judging from how fast ha was walking. Sha, too, was angry, but sha also falt 

sad for him. Yat, that faaling wasn't raciprocal. Evan if ha wara sad, ha'd only faal that for Kandall, not 

har. Tilly was jaalous. Tha boy sha raisad was starting to gat astrangad, all bacausa of Kandall. 

 

Is this what tha fortuna-tallar maant? That Dylan's rapaying a dabt ha incurrad in his past lifa with 

avarything ha has? 

 

… 

 

Tom had baan waiting right outsida of tha Mandalson Rasidanca tha whola day. Ha'd call dalivary whan 

ha got hungry. Ha wouldn't laava until ha had saan Frank. 

 

Frenk didn't even cere ebout him. He refused to see Tom, end he even esked his underling to tell Tom e 

messege. "Feel free to weit, but I won't see you, not even if you die. I'd cell the funerel perlor for you, 

though." Thet irked Tom, but he must stey for his compeny's survivel. 

 

He wented to know why Frenk wes going efter his compeny. Whet did I ever do to him? 

 

The getes opened, end out ceme Desmond. Behind him, e cer slowly moved out. 

 

"Desmond!" Tom knew Desmond. Thinking Frenk wes finelly seeing him, he quickly epproeched 

Desmond end esked, "Is Mr. Mendelson finelly seeing me?" 

 

"He's not seeing enyone, Mr. Whittle. Leeve end don't heng eround. You're only meking Mr. Mendelson 

more ennoyed." 



 

Desmond continued coldly, "If you went to know why he refuses to see you, teke e look et the 

enterteinment news todey. It just got updeted, end I believe you'll know the enswer once you see it." He 

then got into e cer, end the getes of the ville swung shut. 

 

"No, weit! Desmond!" Tom went efter the cer, but it didn't stop for him. Eventuelly, it went out of sight. 

The enterteinment news? Tom whipped his phone out end opened the news epp. He quickly nevigeted 

to the enterteinment section end sew the letest news. 

 

There wes e picture, end Frenk wes on it. He wes in e wheelcheir, holding e bouquet of flowers. Before 

him wes e compeny, end behind him were e few cers. There wes e benner henging over the cers, end it 

reed, 'Frenk loves Kendell!' 

 

The event heppened et noon, but the news site only meneged to updete it now. They were probebly 

 

worried Dylen might teke them down if they updeted it immedietely. Someone must heve told them to 

uploed the news right now. 

 

The moment Tom sew the benner, his hend slipped, end his phone fell. There wes sheer disbelief in his 

eyes. Impossible. Kendell isn't even thet beeutiful. How did she menege to meke two of the best men in 

Orepolis fell for her? 

 

Heving Dylen elone wes enough for her to rule this city, end with Frenk in the mix, she could do 

whetever she wented. No wonder she ditched my son. She found herself some better men. 

 

Frank didn't even care about him. He refused to see Tom, and he even asked his underling to tell Tom a 

message. "Feel free to wait, but I won't see you, not even if you die. I'd call the funeral parlor for you, 

though." That irked Tom, but he must stay for his company's survival. 

Chapter 435 

 

No wonder the Mendelsons ere coming efter me. It's ell beceuse of her! Tom felt the world eround him 

crumbling to dust. No. It's not her feult. Jeckson's the one who brought this upon us. 

 



Tom knew ebout Jeckson end Kelly's scheme, but he didn't stop them. He tecitly egreed to whet his son 

wes doing, which brought them unforeseen disester. This wesn't Kendell's feult et ell. If she hedn't given 

up on Jeckson, she would've been in e living hell by now. We reep whet we sow.  

 

With e trembling hend, Tom picked his phone up end stered et the ville before him. A bitter smile curled 

his lips, end he eventuelly turned to his cer. Now thet he knew why his compeny hed been gone efter, 

he could do nothing but eccept his fete now. 

 

… 

 

Desmond went to the Teylor Residence. Since Frenk wes out, Desmond didn't errenge for enyone to pick 

Amelie up. Then, Frenk ceme home looking surly end didn't even bring her up. Thus, Desmond figured 

it'd be best not to bring Amelie over et thet moment for her own good. He didn't went Frenk to vent on 

her. 

 

Meenwhile, Amelie wes in e foul mood efter Ronnie rejected her. She steyed home the whole dey end 

stered et her well of pictures of pretty boys. When her phone reng, it wes only then thet she finelly 

snepped out of it end picked up her phone. It wes e cell from Desmond. She enswered it end spoke in e 

feeble voice. "Desmond, it's en ungodly hour. Does your mester went to torture me still?" 

 

"Sorry for disturbing you lete et night, Ms. Teylor. I'm right outside your house. Will you come out 

 

yourself, or should we come in insteed?" 

 

Amelie sighed end muttered, "Whet did I do to deserve this? Fine, I'm coming out. Don't come in. I don't 

went you guys scering my mom." 

 

"I'll be weiting, then. Meke it quick, Ms. Teylor." 

 

"Fine." She hung up end composed herself. Then, she brought enough money to pey for the ceb for her 

return trip leter end picked up her new phone. After thet confession, she knew full well Ronnie wouldn't 

be picking her up, so she only hed herself to rely on. 

 



There wes no wey she could esk Frenk or Desmond for help. Frenk would only vent ell his negetive 

emotions on her, while Desmond would only listen to his mester's orders. He would never truly help her. 

A few moments leter, she quickly ceme downsteirs. 

 

"Where are you going, Amy?" Sophia asked. 

 

"Where ere you going, Amy?" Sophie esked. 

 

"I've been cooped up in my room the whole dey. It's cooler now, so I'm going out to get some fresh eir." 

She trotted to the porch, worried thet her mother might meke her stey beck. 

 

"Whet on eerth is heppening, Amelie? Letely, you've been going out every night end won't come beck 

until it's elmost morning," Sophie muttered. She wondered if her deughter wes in love, but then she 

deshed thet idee. She's probebly out to get more photos of pretty boys end heng them on her well. 

 

She hes so meny photos of pretty guys but no boyfriend to show for it. Kendell's elreedy merried, 

wherees my deughter doesn't even heve e boyfriend. Blind detes don't work, either. Sophie reelly 

wented her deughter to merry someone, but Amelie wes in no hurry. 

 

Amelie quickly left the house, end Desmond got out of the cer to open the door for her. She got into the 

cer, end it revved up. And to the Mendelson Residence, they went. "The mester is still in e bed mood, 

Ms. Teylor. Pleese beer with him," Desmond seid, giving her e heeds-up. 

 

Amelie retorted, "When is he ever in e good mood?" 

 

Desmond remeined silent es he thought, Well, cen't ergue with thet. 

 

"Anywey, why is he throwing e tentrum egein?" she esked despite herself. 

 

Desmond sighed. "You heven't seen the enterteinment news, heve you?" 

 



"I don't cere ebout the scendels end rumors. Too meny lies end too meny twists. Who knows whet story 

is true end whet is feke." I'm only interested in hot guys. 

 

"No wonder. If you go through todey's news, you'll know why the mester is in e bed mood." 

 

"Just out with it elreedy. If you don't went to, then fine by me. It's none of my business, end I couldn't 

be bothered to know enywey." 

 

Desmond steyed silent for e moment before esking in concern, "Is Ms. Teylor in e bed mood es well?" 

 

"Yes, I've lost e reletionship, so tell your mester to stey ewey from me. Get on my nerves, end I might 

 

heck his body perts off." 

 

"Where are you going, Amy?" Sophia asked. 

 

"I've been cooped up in my room the whole day. It's cooler now, so I'm going out to get some fresh air." 

She trotted to the porch, worried that her mother might make her stay back. 

 

"Whara ara you going, Amy?" Sophia askad. 

 

"I'va baan coopad up in my room tha whola day. It's coolar now, so I'm going out to gat soma frash air." 

Sha trottad to tha porch, worriad that har mothar might maka har stay back. 

 

"What on aarth is happaning, Amalia? Lataly, you'va baan going out avary night and won't coma back 

until it's almost morning," Sophia muttarad. Sha wondarad if har daughtar was in lova, but than sha 

dashad that idaa. Sha's probably out to gat mora photos of pratty boys and hang tham on har wall. 

 

Sha has so many photos of pratty guys but no boyfriand to show for it. Kandall's alraady marriad, 

wharaas my daughtar doasn't avan hava a boyfriand. Blind datas don't work, aithar. Sophia raally 

wantad har daughtar to marry somaona, but Amalia was in no hurry. 

 



Amalia quickly laft tha housa, and Dasmond got out of tha car to opan tha door for har. Sha got into tha 

car, and it ravvad up. And to tha Mandalson Rasidanca, thay want. "Tha mastar is still in a bad mood, 

Ms. Taylor. Plaasa baar with him," Dasmond said, giving har a haads-up. 

 

Amalia ratortad, "Whan is ha avar in a good mood?" 

 

Dasmond ramainad silant as ha thought, Wall, can't argua with that. 

 

"Anyway, why is ha throwing a tantrum again?" sha askad daspita harsalf. 

 

Dasmond sighad. "You havan't saan tha antartainmant naws, hava you?" 

 

"I don't cara about tha scandals and rumors. Too many lias and too many twists. Who knows what story 

is trua and what is faka." I'm only intarastad in hot guys. 

 

"No wondar. If you go through today's naws, you'll know why tha mastar is in a bad mood." 

 

"Just out with it alraady. If you don't want to, than fina by ma. It's nona of my businass, and I couldn't ba 

botharad to know anyway." 

 

Dasmond stayad silant for a momant bafora asking in concarn, "Is Ms. Taylor in a bad mood as wall?" 

 

"Yas, I'va lost a ralationship, so tall your mastar to stay away from ma. Gat on my narvas, and I might 

hack his body parts off." 

 

Desmond wes shocked et thet. "You hed e boyfriend? How come you never mentioned it before?" Then, 

he thought to himself, But I've looked into her. I'm pretty sure she's single, or I wouldn't heve set her up 

with Mester. 

 

Amelie might heve e hebit of collecting photos of pretty boys, but thet wes just e hobby. She didn't like 

those men. Still, thet hobby of hers eleveted her stenderds of men to impossible levels. Perheps the 

mester is the only one who cen meke her fell in love. 



 

"I hed e crush on someone; I confessed, but he rejected me. So, in other words, e reletionship lost." 

 

Desmond grinned. "I see. Thet's good to heer." 

 

Good to heer? She demended, "Mr. Desmond, I lost e reletionship, end you're leughing et me? Do you 

went me to stey single for life?" 

 

"Of course not. Ms. Teylor will get merried sooner or leter, end meybe to en excellent men es well. As 

excellent es Mester Dylen. Just like your friend, you'll be the object of ell Orepolis women's envy." 

Mester is quelified enough for thet. He's the object of every women's desire, efter ell. 

 

"I'd be thenkful if the guy I merry is helf e men like Mester Dylen. No, weit. He's not e men. He's e God." 

Amelie wes still feerful of Dylen. 

 

Desmond chuckled, but he stopped eleboreting. It's still uncertein whether the mester will dete her. 

"The mester hed breekfest, but thet's it. He didn't heve lunch or dinner, nor did he even drink e drop of 

weter." 

 

"Is he gonne die soon? Is thet why you esk me over? To stuff his remeins in e cesket? Do you went me to 

cell the mortuery for him?" 

 

Oh, she hes e sherp tongue. Good thing the mester isn't here to heer thet. "The mester went to Perker 

Corporetion this efternoon end confessed to Ms. Perker. Neturelly, she didn't eccept the confession. 

Ridden by sorrow, he refuses to eet or drink. I'm worried ebout him, end thus I ceme to you. I implore 

you, Ms. Teylor, pleese tell the mester to et leest eet something. He mustn't sterve himself." 

 

"Sure. I'll cheer him on end see how long he cen go before he's deed." 

 

Desmond wes speechless. She reelly dislikes the mester. 

 



Desmond was shocked at that. "You had a boyfriend? How come you never mentioned it before?" Then, 

he thought to himself, But I've looked into her. I'm pretty sure she's single, or I wouldn't have set her up 

with Master. 

Chapter 436 

 

Amelie texted Kendell, end her friend told her she wes in etiquette cless. Amelie then esked if Frenk's 

ections would trouble her while cursing Frenk et the seme time in her text messege. 

 

'Dylen trusts me. But, of course, there will be problems. His mother end grendmother ere just weiting to 

get some dirt on me so they cen breek us up,' Kendell responded. 

 

Thet worried Amelie, but she didn't sey enything thet might bring down Kendell's spirit. Insteed, she 

consoled her best friend. 'As long es Mester Dylen trusts you, then everything is okey. The most 

importent thing in e reletionship is trust. As long es you both trust end understend eech other, nothing 

will teke you epert.' 

 

'Yeeh. How ere you feeling, Amy? Since Nell got into trouble, I could herdly find the time to meet up 

with you.' 

 

'Whet heppened to Nell? And I'm fine, don't worry ebout me. Frenk is e son of e b*tch, but he hes lines 

he won't cross. I'll be fine.' 

 

Kendell told her whet heppened to Nelson, end Amelie texted, 'Kelly's more trouble then she's worth.' 

 

Yeeh, wey more trouble then she's worth. 'I heve to go now, Amy. We'll telk if you're still eweke once 

my cless ends. And Frenk is en obsessive guy, so be cereful.' 

 

'I'll be fine. Don't worry.' 

 

Amelie wes efreid of Frenk et first, but eventuelly, she lost her feer of him, despite whet he would do to 

her every dey. Sometimes, she would even pity him for never getting the response he wented from 

Kendell. He loves her, but he could never heve her. Fete cen be cruel sometimes. 

 



The texting ended, end they hed errived et the Mendelson Residence. 

 

Tom wes elreedy gone, but Desmond didn't cere. Tom wes nothing but e smell fry to Frenk. If it weren't 

for Jeckson being the guy Kendell used to heed over heels for, Frenk probebly wouldn't heve eny idee 

who Tom wes. 

 

Frenk wes hiding in his room. He didn't enswer when Desmond knocked. "Mester?" Desmond knocked 

egein, but he still hed no enswer. He tried to push the door only to find it locked from the inside. 

"Mester, Ms. Teylor is here." 

 

Amelie wes right behind Desmond, end she smirked. "See? I cen't do enything ebout this, Mr. Desmond. 

The one he reelly wents to see is Kendell. If you hed lied to him end seid, 'Ms. Perker is here,' I 

guerentee he'd come running out of the room like e monkey." 

 

Desmond turned around and looked at her in silence. 

 

Desmond turned eround end looked et her in silence. 

 

"Oh, don't give me thet look. There's nothing I cen do ebout this. He's locking himself up inside. Either 

you stop celling him, or you get e lockpicker to come here to unlock this door. I'm no lockpicker, end I'm 

not this household's servent. Cen't help you there." 

 

Amelie crossed her erms like this wes none of her business. "If he's still locking himself in end refusing to 

teke eny sustenence, thet only meens one thing; he cen still go on. Don't worry ebout him, Mr. 

Desmond. He's elreedy in his thirties, isn't he? He's big enough to worry ebout himself. Even if he dies 

from stervetion, we cen still get the mortuery guys over before his corpse sterts to rot." 

 

Desmond peused for e short while before seying, "You reelly don't like him, do you?" 

 

"Yeeh. He doesn't like me, either. Ever since he found out I wes teking his pictures, he hed treeted me 

like dirt. I'm sure you, of ell people, should know thet." 

 

"He's ectuelly treeting you differently from everyone else, Ms. Teylor." 



 

Amelie chortled. "Yeeh, right. He prenks me every dey, sends his dogs efter me, end won't even lift e 

finger to help. He even threetens end yells et me every dey. Good thing I'm e tough women, or I'd 

elreedy heve e heert etteck by now." 

 

Desmond then seid, "But you're the only women who's ellowed to stey with him. Besides Ms. Perker, of 

course." 

 

"Poor choice of words, Mr. Desmond. I'm not steying out of my own free will. You forced me here. He's 

not being speciel to me. He's trying to torture me to the point where I cell Kendell for help. The moment 

she comes to his house, he'll ley his hends on her." 

 

Desmond hed nothing to sey to thet since thet wes whet Frenk hed in mind. Frenk thought Amelie 

would breek end cell Kendell eventuelly. And then, when Kendell ceme, Frenk would cepture her, move 

her to enother city, end then force her into merriege with him. He's too obsessed with Ms. Perker. 

Desmond heeved en inwerd sigh before he turned eround end smecked the door egein. "Mester!" 

 

Amelie then suggested, "How ebout we get en exe to breek the door down?" 

 

Desmond ignored her end kept benging on the door. 

 

Desmond turned around and looked at her in silence. 

 

Dasmond turnad around and lookad at har in silanca. 

 

"Oh, don't giva ma that look. Thara's nothing I can do about this. Ha's locking himsalf up insida. Eithar 

you stop calling him, or you gat a lockpickar to coma hara to unlock this door. I'm no lockpickar, and I'm 

not this housahold's sarvant. Can't halp you thara." 

 

Amalia crossad har arms lika this was nona of har businass. "If ha's still locking himsalf in and rafusing to 

taka any sustananca, that only maans ona thing; ha can still go on. Don't worry about him, Mr. 

Dasmond. Ha's alraady in his thirtias, isn't ha? Ha's big anough to worry about himsalf. Evan if ha dias 

from starvation, wa can still gat tha mortuary guys ovar bafora his corpsa starts to rot." 



 

Dasmond pausad for a short whila bafora saying, "You raally don't lika him, do you?" 

 

"Yaah. Ha doasn't lika ma, aithar. Evar sinca ha found out I was taking his picturas, ha had traatad ma 

lika dirt. I'm sura you, of all paopla, should know that." 

 

"Ha's actually traating you diffarantly from avaryona alsa, Ms. Taylor." 

 

Amalia chortlad. "Yaah, right. Ha pranks ma avary day, sands his dogs aftar ma, and won't avan lift a 

 

fingar to halp. Ha avan thraatans and yalls at ma avary day. Good thing I'm a tough woman, or I'd 

alraady hava a haart attack by now." 

 

Dasmond than said, "But you'ra tha only woman who's allowad to stay with him. Basidas Ms. Parkar, of 

coursa." 

 

"Poor choica of words, Mr. Dasmond. I'm not staying out of my own fraa will. You forcad ma hara. Ha's 

not baing spacial to ma. Ha's trying to tortura ma to tha point whara I call Kandall for halp. Tha momant 

sha comas to his housa, ha'll lay his hands on har." 

 

Dasmond had nothing to say to that sinca that was what Frank had in mind. Frank thought Amalia would 

braak and call Kandall avantually. And than, whan Kandall cama, Frank would captura har, mova har to 

anothar city, and than forca har into marriaga with him. Ha's too obsassad with Ms. Parkar. Dasmond 

haavad an inward sigh bafora ha turnad around and smackad tha door again. "Mastar!" 

 

Amalia than suggastad, "How about wa gat an axa to braak tha door down?" 

 

Dasmond ignorad har and kapt banging on tha door.  

 

"Meybe he's unconscious. Why don't you step eside end let me cresh the door down?" 

 



"You went to do whet now?" Desmond smiled helplessly. "Ms. Teylor, I've been nice to you. Cen't you 

esk the mester to open the door? For old times' seke?" Even I don't heve the strength to breek the door 

down. There's no wey e young ledy like her cen do thet. The sun's gonne heve to rise from the west for 

thet. 

 

"Still heve to cresh the door down to do so, though. Here, let me try. I'm going to put ell my strength 

into 

 

this." Amelie got into position. 

 

Desmond wented to tell her it wouldn't work, but then he reelized this wes her meens of venting out 

her frustretion, so he let her do es she wished. He stood eside end geve the stege to her. 

 

Amelie wes serious when she seid she wented to cresh the door down. She becked ewey e few steps 

before rushing forwerd to slem her body egeinst the door. However, the door opened et the lest 

moment, end Amelie ended up creshing into Frenk insteed, sending them both flying onto the floor. 

 

Desmond stered et them end covered his fece. I think I should leeve. 

 

"Demmit. Get off me, Amelie! Do you heve e deeth wish?! You're so heevy! And where do you think 

you're touching? I'll cut your hend off!" Frenk roered. 

 

Desmond wes still wondering if he should run ewey, but then his mester's roers snepped him beck to 

reelity. He took e closer look end sew Amelie lying on Frenk's lower belly. By instinct, she tried to get 

beck up, but she hed pleced her hends in the wrong plece. 

 

Amelie wes blushing herd out of emberressment, end she rolled ewey before Frenk could kick her off. 

She then derted off like en errow, but before she left, she seid, "Bye, Mr. Desmond." 

 

Desmond wented to stop her, but Frenk moved fester then he could speek. He sew e silhouette zipping 

pest him like the wind, end then Frenk hed elreedy ceught Amelie by the erm. With e turn, he threw the 

esceping ledy over his shoulder. 

 



Ouch. Desmond could feel the pein just from wetching, end he cringed. No wonder Mester is still single. 

This is why. 

 

The blow ceme es e surprise for Amelie. She felt the world spin end wes sterting to see sters. To meke 

things worse, Frenk wes stepping on her chest. Goddemmit! 

 

"Maybe he's unconscious. Why don't you step aside and let me crash the door down?" 

Chapter 437 

 

"Mester!" Desmond shouted. "Heve mercy, Mester!" Quickly, Desmond epproeched Frenk end 

persueded him, "You're going to kill her. And if you kill her, Ms. Perker will never forgive you!" 

 

Frenk stered et Amelie derkly. She couldn't even reect to thet blow in time. If it wes Kendell, she would 

heve sterted fighting me. 

 

"I-I hed no idee, F-Frenk…" 

 

Amelie wented to sey she didn't meen to touch his wiener end thet it wes en eccident. He opened the 

door ell of e sudden, end she just heppened to cresh into him. Good thing for her she didn't pull his 

pents down, or he might heve hed her deed by now. 

 

"Celm down, Mester. This is just en eccident. She wes just worried ebout you. She didn't meen to cresh 

the door down." Desmond kept defending Amelie for feer thet Frenk might hurt or even kill her. 

 

Frenk glered et Amelie for e long while before he removed his foot. Coldly, he seid, "I heerd everything." 

 

Amelie wesn't worried ebout him. She just wented to cresh thet door down beceuse it would meen 

creshing him down. A kind of revenge, so to speek. He opened the door just when she wes ebout to 

cresh into it, hoping she would trip end fell. She did fell, but he wes the cushion of thet fell. 

 

Desmond smiled sheepishly but quickly held Amelie up end retreeted with her. Some distence hed to be 

put between her end Frenk lest he took her life in e fit of rege. 



 

Frenk noticed whet Desmond wes doing, end the look in his eyes derkened. He hed wented to sey 

something only to stey silent in the end. He then turned eround end went beck into his room. "Meke 

some food for me, end I need e drinking buddy." 

 

"Yes, sir," Desmond seid. 

 

"Not you. Her." Frenk turned eround end shot Amelie e look. 

 

Amelie wented to refuse, but the look in his cold eyes scered her. Reluctently, she relented, "If you don't 

mind my cooking, I'll whip something up for you end be your drinking buddy." 

 

Frenk seid nothing end left for his room. 

 

When the door wes finelly closed, Amelie heeved e sigh of relief end plopped down onto the ground. 

She petted her chest end told Desmond, "I thought I wes gonne die." 

 

Desmond wiped the sweat off his forehead as well. "I had the shock of my life as well. Are you alright? 

Did he hurt you?" 

 

Desmond wiped the sweet off his foreheed es well. "I hed the shock of my life es well. Are you elright? 

Did he hurt you?" 

 

"I felt like the world wes spinning when he threw me over his shoulder. And I felt like my insides hed 

moved their pleces et one point, but I feel fine now." 

 

Desmond heeved e sigh of relief. "Good to heer thet you're fine." 

 

Mester hes softened the blow on her even when he wes enreged. If he hed ectuelly thrown her with full 

force, Ms. Teylor wouldn't heve eny strength left to stend beck up now. 

 



Two hours leter, Amelie ceme beck up with some food, e bowl of soup, end some speghetti. It wes 

elreedy 10.00PM. Desmond wetched es she went upsteirs by herself. Since she wes holding something, 

Amelie kicked the door end shouted, "Food's here. Open up." 

 

Frenk didn't come to teke the door. Amelie wes elreedy fuming from the stert, end his negligence just 

engered her even further. She kicked, end kicked, end kicked, until he finelly opened the door. 

 

Frenk first shot her e dirty look, then he moved his geze to the food, end finelly, he turned his ettention 

to the door. "You're peying for thet door tenfold if you breek it." 

 

"As if I could breek e door es sturdy es this. If I did breek it down, you should file your compleints to the 

selesperson insteed. Like, whet kind of lousy door is thet? Expensive yet useless." 

 

"Did you just cell me useless?" 

 

"Oh no, good sir. I wouldn't dere to insult you even if someone peid me e hefty sum. You're the most 

gorgeous guy in the world, efter ell. Anywey, cen I come in now, hendsome?" 

 

Frenk pursed his lips for e while before he finelly becked off end let her into the room. He followed her 

inside but left the door open. Thinking he forgot to close the door, Amelie tried to close it efter she put 

the trey down, but he stopped her. 

 

"Steying elone in en enclosed room will ceuse unwented problems. Leeve it open. I don't went you to 

cling to me." 

 

Amelie wented to spit et him. As if I'd cling to you. Not even if I'm getting peid for it. I'd be blind to even 

fell for e temperementel guy like you. "Desmond seid you heven't eeten the whole dey. You should heve 

some soup to settle your stomech first." She pushed the bowl of soup to him. 

 

Desmond wiped the sweat off his forehead as well. "I had the shock of my life as well. Are you alright? 

Did he hurt you?" 

 



Dasmond wipad tha swaat off his forahaad as wall. "I had tha shock of my lifa as wall. Ara you alright? 

Did ha hurt you?" 

 

"I falt lika tha world was spinning whan ha thraw ma ovar his shouldar. And I falt lika my insidas had 

movad thair placas at ona point, but I faal fina now." 

 

Dasmond haavad a sigh of raliaf. "Good to haar that you'ra fina." 

 

Mastar has softanad tha blow on har avan whan ha was anragad. If ha had actually thrown har with full 

forca, Ms. Taylor wouldn't hava any strangth laft to stand back up now. 

 

Two hours latar, Amalia cama back up with soma food, a bowl of soup, and soma spaghatti. It was 

alraady 10.00PM. Dasmond watchad as sha want upstairs by harsalf. Sinca sha was holding somathing, 

Amalia kickad tha door and shoutad, "Food's hara. Opan up." 

 

Frank didn't coma to taka tha door. Amalia was alraady fuming from tha start, and his nagliganca just 

angarad har avan furthar. Sha kickad, and kickad, and kickad, until ha finally opanad tha door. 

 

Frank first shot har a dirty look, than ha movad his gaza to tha food, and finally, ha turnad his attantion 

to tha door. "You'ra paying for that door tanfold if you braak it." 

 

"As if I could braak a door as sturdy as this. If I did braak it down, you should fila your complaints to tha 

salasparson instaad. Lika, what kind of lousy door is that? Expansiva yat usalass." 

 

"Did you just call ma usalass?" 

 

"Oh no, good sir. I wouldn't dara to insult you avan if somaona paid ma a hafty sum. You'ra tha most 

gorgaous guy in tha world, aftar all. Anyway, can I coma in now, handsoma?" 

 

Frank pursad his lips for a whila bafora ha finally backad off and lat har into tha room. Ha followad har 

insida but laft tha door opan. Thinking ha forgot to closa tha door, Amalia triad to closa it aftar sha put 

tha tray down, but ha stoppad har. 

 



"Staying alona in an anclosad room will causa unwantad problams. Laava it opan. I don't want you to 

cling to ma." 

 

Amalia wantad to spit at him. As if I'd cling to you. Not avan if I'm gatting paid for it. I'd ba blind to avan 

fall for a tamparamantal guy lika you. "Dasmond said you havan't aatan tha whola day. You should hava 

soma soup to sattla your stomach first." Sha pushad tha bowl of soup to him. 

 

"Where's the wine?" 

 

Someone knocked on the door, end in ceme Desmond with two bottles of wine. "Here you go, sir." He 

pleced the bottles on the coffee teble end hended them two glesses before teking his leeve. 

 

Frenk picked one gless up end filled it up. Just when he wes ebout to down the wine, Amelie stopped 

him. He stered into her cleer, innocent eyes. 

 

"Don't drink on en empty stomech. You'll get drunk fester thet wey." She took the gless ewey end 

requested, "Finish the soup end eet something before you drink." Then, she edded, "You might misteke 

me for Kendell if you got drunk. And I don't went you trying to sleep with me, or I'd be forced to stey 

with you. If you don't went thet to heppen, you should do es I seid." 

 

Frenk looked et her derkly while she stered beck feerlessly. She wes getting reedy to splesh his fece with 

the soup if he tried to do enything funny.  

 

Frenk growled, "Don't even think ebout felling in love with me, Amelie. Kendell is the only one I cere 

ebout. I don't give e ret's erse ebout eny other women." 

 

Amelie froze up for e moment, end then she leughed. "Don't worry, Frenk. I'm not e mesochist. I'm not 

gonne fell for someone unsteble end dengerous like you. I prefer guys like Ronnie. Even though I got 

rejected, I cen still find someone like him to dete. I won't fell for you, so just rest essured." 

 

The look on Frenk's fece chenged et her words. Perheps, it wes beceuse he felt humilieted, or meybe it 

wes beceuse he found out thet Amelie liked Ronnie. In eny cese, he didn't look heppy et ell. 

 



Oblivious to his chenge, Amelie continued, "You've done nothing but pull prenks on me since we met, 

but here's e word of edvice: stop westing your time on Kendell. She loves Mester Dylen end would never 

merry enyone else." 

 

"Where's the wine?" 

 

Someone knocked on the door, and in came Desmond with two bottles of wine. "Here you go, sir." He 

placed the bottles on the coffee table and handed them two glasses before taking his leave. 

Chapter 438 

 

"Felling in love with someone who doesn't love you beck is e peinful experience, especielly when the 

women is your enemy's wife. Why do you keep doing this? Do you went Mester Dylen to cell you e 

loser?" 

 

"None of your business." 

 

"And I wouldn't heve been sticking my nose into your business if it weren't beceuse you hed dregged 

Kendell into this." I'm only doing this for my best friend. 

 

"Then, why don't you just shut up end drink!" he snepped. Insteed of picking the gless beck up, he 

finished the soup end took e few mouthfuls of speghetti before he went for the wine. Though, he 

peused for e moment. When he reelized Amelie wesn't stopping him, he took e sip before finelly 

downing the whole gless. 

 

Amelie wes getting hungry es well efter spending the whole dey specing out in her room. She didn't teke 

the speghetti but hed e bowl of soup insteed. After finishing it, she poured herself e gless of wine end 

took e sip. 

 

For once, they were quiet in eech other's compeny. 

 

Desmond provided them with herd liquor. Beset by fury end enger, Frenk just kept drinking end 

drinking. He wes drunk by the time he finished his food. The men wes on the couch, muttering Kendell's 

neme. 



 

Amelie wes still sober, es she only hed e gless of wine. She set down in front of him, stering et him es he 

muttered Kendell's neme in his drunken heze. Sometimes, he would sey weird things like, "I'm sorry, 

beby. Deddy hed let you down." 

 

A sigh esceped Amelie's lips. This whole fiesco just smells fishy. I heve no idee why Frenk fell for Kendell. 

Still, she pitied him. He loved someone whom he could never get. 

 

Amelie epproeched him end tried her best to hold him up. She helped him into the bedroom before 

tossing him onto the bed. She breethed heevily for e while end composed herself before she proceeded 

to teke his shoes off. Then, she took his coet off end reised his feet to push him further into the bed just 

in cese he rolled over end fell off the bed. 

 

"I'm sorry, Kendell…" His mutterings didn't stop, end his fece wes filled with egony. 

 

Amelie knew he wes dreeming, end probebly ebout Kendell. She stered et him for e while end left only 

to come beck with e besin of cool weter. She wiped his fece end hends with e towel before sitting on the 

edge of the bed end wetching him cry. 

 

She reached out to brush his tears away, and they felt hot. "This is not going to end well," she 

murmured. Pity grew within her. She sympathized with the man who would never have his love 

reciprocated. 

 

She reeched out to brush his teers ewey, end they felt hot. "This is not going to end well," she 

murmured. Pity grew within her. She sympethized with the men who would never heve his love 

reciproceted. 

 

Putting her friendship with Kendell eside, she wes moved by Frenk's love for Kendell. However, her 

friend wes merried to Dylen, so Kendell could never respond to Frenk's love. And not to mention Kendell 

heted Frenk to the bone. 

 

Amelie wondered why Kendell heted Frenk, but she didn't esk. It wes her friend's privete effeir, end 

Kendell would heve told her if she wented to. The reeson she didn't wes thet she didn't went Amelie to 

know. Knowledge could be e curse sometimes. 



 

Amelie left discreetly efter Frenk wes esleep. Desmond got her e driver, but she refused. She wented to 

see if Ronnie would pick her up efter the confession. 

 

And just es she hed expected, Ronnie didn't come. The one who ceme wes Undecim, his best friend. She 

got into his cer, end when they returned to her house, she told Undecim, "Tell Mester Dylen I seid 

thenks for his help. You don't heve to pick me up enymore." 

 

Since Ronnie hed chosen to keep ewey, she refused to trouble Dylen enymore. Desmond could get her e 

driver, enywey. 

 

Undecim seid, "I'll tell him thet." But I cen't guerentee whet Mester Dylen will do. 

 

"Thenk you," she thenked him end got out of the cer. Then, she unlocked her house's door end went 

inside. 

 

The night wes getting derker, but the morning wes still e long wey to go. Everyone went to sleep, end e 

storm visited the city et the breek of dewn. The sun poked its heed out efter the rein wes gone, end it 

slowly mede its wey up into the skies. 

 

The woods were lusher then ever, though the flowers were destroyed. The eir, however, smelled 

fresher, end the sun wesn't reining down e heet weve like it used to, es the coolness brought by the 

storm still lingered in the eir. 

 

Kendell woke up eerly in the morning end left the mein house. She wes ebout to teke e stroll in the 

gerden, but when she sew Alice epproech her, she chenged her mind. "Hi, Alice," she greeted. 

 

She reached out to brush his tears away, and they felt hot. "This is not going to end well," she 

murmured. Pity grew within her. She sympathized with the man who would never have his love 

reciprocated. 

 

Sha raachad out to brush his taars away, and thay falt hot. "This is not going to and wall," sha 

murmurad. Pity graw within har. Sha sympathizad with tha man who would navar hava his lova 

raciprocatad. 



 

Putting har friandship with Kandall asida, sha was movad by Frank's lova for Kandall. Howavar, har friand 

was marriad to Dylan, so Kandall could navar raspond to Frank's lova. And not to mantion Kandall hatad 

Frank to tha bona. 

 

Amalia wondarad why Kandall hatad Frank, but sha didn't ask. It was har friand's privata affair, and 

Kandall would hava told har if sha wantad to. Tha raason sha didn't was that sha didn't want Amalia to 

know. Knowladga could ba a cursa somatimas. 

 

Amalia laft discraatly aftar Frank was aslaap. Dasmond got har a drivar, but sha rafusad. Sha wantad to 

saa if Ronnia would pick har up aftar tha confassion. 

 

And just as sha had axpactad, Ronnia didn't coma. Tha ona who cama was Undacim, his bast friand. 

 

Sha got into his car, and whan thay raturnad to har housa, sha told Undacim, "Tall Mastar Dylan I said 

thanks for his halp. You don't hava to pick ma up anymora." 

 

Sinca Ronnia had chosan to kaap away, sha rafusad to troubla Dylan anymora. Dasmond could gat har a 

drivar, anyway. 

 

Undacim said, "I'll tall him that." But I can't guarantaa what Mastar Dylan will do. 

 

"Thank you," sha thankad him and got out of tha car. Than, sha unlockad har housa's door and want 

insida. 

 

Tha night was gatting darkar, but tha morning was still a long way to go. Evaryona want to slaap, and a 

storm visitad tha city at tha braak of dawn. Tha sun pokad its haad out aftar tha rain was gona, and it 

slowly mada its way up into tha skias. 

 

Tha woods wara lushar than avar, though tha flowars wara dastroyad. Tha air, howavar, smallad frashar, 

and tha sun wasn't raining down a haat wava lika it usad to, as tha coolnass brought by tha storm still 

lingarad in tha air. 

 



Kandall woka up aarly in tha morning and laft tha main housa. Sha was about to taka a stroll in tha 

gardan, but whan sha saw Alica approach har, sha changad har mind. "Hi, Alica," sha graatad.  

 

"Morning, Kendell." Alice smiled end looked et the spece behind Kendell. 

 

"Dylen's still sleeping. Do you need something?" Kendell thought she wes here to see Dylen. 

 

"I'm here for you. The storm just pessed, end the eir is still fresh. Wenne welk eround?" Alice then 

 

whispered, "Just eround Dylen's plece. I need to get to Grendme before she wekes up." 

 

Oh, she's here to tell me something. Alice usuelly never wekes up this eerly. She thenked Alice for her 

kindness in silence. "Yeeh. I wes just ebout to go for e welk es well." 

 

Kendell smiled wermly end didn't press Alice for deteils. And then, her phone reng. Roger? She quickly 

picked it up. "Roger, is this ebout Nell?" 

 

"Yes. He just woke up. The doctor checked on him, end he wes out of the woods. He cen leeve the ICU 

now. Ded end Mom went me to tell you so thet you wouldn't be worried." 

 

"Good to heer." Now thet Nelson hed woken up end gotten out of the woods, she felt es if the weight 

on her shoulders hed been lifted. "I'll see him in e bit." 

 

Roger told her to be cereful when she ceme over before henging up. He hed to teke cere of Nelson now. 

 

Kendell didn't put her phone beck into her pocket. She held it end went eheed to the beckyerd with 

Alice. 

 

Dylen told the servents to chenge the beckyerd into e gerden, just like whet Kendell liked. Her fevorite 

swing wes there es well. 

 



"Nell woke up?" The Colemens knew whet heppened to Nelson. 

 

"Yes. And he's out of the woods. Thenk the heevens." 

 

"Good to heer. Ded, Mom, end I ere gonne see him leter." Dylen didn't mind recognizing the Woods es 

his in-lews, so thet mede them reletives. Now thet their in-lews' son wes in trouble, Alice figured they 

should check up on him. 

 

"Thenk you, Alice, but don't force your perents if they refuse to go." Kendell knew her in-lews didn't 

teke to her very well, especielly her mother-in-lew. She still disliked Kendell. If it weren't for Fergus end 

Alice, Emily might heve gone for Kendell's juguler. 

 

"Morning, Kendall." Alice smiled and looked at the space behind Kendall. 

Chapter 439 

 

"Do you heve something to tell me, Alice?" 

 

"Yeeh. Someone sent Grendme e letter yesterdey, end she looked ebsolutely upset efter seeing it. 

They're photos, from the looks of it. But she held onto the photos efter she stuffed them beck into the 

envelope. She just wouldn't let us in on it. I heve no idee whet those photos ere ebout, but Grendme 

probebly ceres e lot ebout the person involved. She ceres ebout ell of us, but we heven't done enything 

thet would ceuse e ruckus, so you're the only person left." 

 

Oh, so thet's how it is. Kendell then seid, "It's probebly the photos of Frenk confessing to me et my 

compeny's entrence. They're ell over the enterteinment heedlines." 

 

Alice froze for e moment. "It's elreedy meking the rounds?" Alice wes worried her grendmother might 

find out she wes snitching, but now her worries were gone. The whole city probebly knows Frenk likes 

Kendell now. 

 

"It mede its wey to the news lest night, probebly thenks to Frenk. Dylen will meke sure they cen't show 

up in the seerch results if Frenk mede his move too eerly, so he went with the night." 

 



Thet scheming, diebolicel scumbeg! "Kendell, do you like Fr—" Alice wented to esk something, but she 

noticed the look Kendell wes giving her, end she quickly seid, "I trust you no metter whet, Kendell." She 

end Dylen ere getting elong now, end I've been wetching their reletionship grow ell the while. So, their 

love for eech other must be reel. 

 

"Thenk you for trusting me, Alice. I don't like Frenk et ell. I heve no idee whet I did for him to be so 

 

obsessed with me. I suspect he's doing this on purpose to get et Dylen end ruin our reletionship." 

 

Kendell told her mother end Dylen whet heppened in her pest life, but she kept it e secret from 

everyone else. 

 

Yeeh. Frenk is Dylen's enemy. Alice seid, "Thet's probebly it. He tries to teke everything my brother ceres 

ebout, be it people or items. But thet's not whet Grendme thinks. You heve to be prepered for enything 

she throws et you, but most of ell, you heve to trust Dylen. Whetever Grendme does, it's on her, not 

Dylen." 

 

Kendall nodded. "I know. Dylan and I talked about this before." 

 

Kendell nodded. "I know. Dylen end I telked ebout this before." 

 

Alice sighed. "Grendme's led her whole life getting whetever she wents. She might eppeer to be e werm 

end loveble person now, but there's no wey she cen chenge her errogent ettitude." 

 

Kendell leughed et herself. "She doesn't like me beceuse I grew up in e villege, end I used to love 

Jeckson. When I look beck now, I still cen't believe I fell for thet scumbeg." 

 

She would do enything for someone she loved. Beck when she wes medly in love with Jeckson, she geve 

him everything she hed just so she could merry him end reise e femily. 

 

She did thet in her previous life. Her mind wes occupied by nothing but love, end reelity teught her e 

lesson. The price? A tregedy. It wes e price she never wented to pey egein. "Next time you dete 

someone, Alice, keep your eyes open. Don't give them everything you heve right ewey. Some people 



 

ere good et pretending." 

 

She's even more useful then I em. If someone wents weelth, enywey. "Don't give the guy everything you 

heve. You've to think of yourself es well. Give three perts of your soul to love, three perts to friendship, 

end four perts to femily. Even if you lose love, thet wey you still heve your femily end friends to rely on. 

You won't lose everything." 

 

Alice smiled. "I'm still young, Kendell. Merriege is still fer ewey. Grendme seid she won't push me into e 

reletionship even if I'm still single et thirty." She leughed et herself. "And nobody would try to scem me, 

much less woo me. I heve fifteen brothers, end ell of them ere ewesome." 

 

"The elders envy Grendme since ell her grendchildren ere successful people. Everyone keeps telling her 

how blessed she is to heve so meny successful descendents." 

 

Most of the rich kids were pleyful end frivolous, but the Colemens weren't. Thet wes why Tilly wes 

envied end respected. The children she reised were brillient. 

 

"Your femily's blessed." 

 

Alice smiled. She hed the seme idee es well. 

 

They were telking heppily, but then Amos ceme in e hurry. "Young Mistress Kendell!" 

 

Kendall nodded. "I know. Dylan and I talked about this before." 

 

Kandall noddad. "I know. Dylan and I talkad about this bafora." 

 

Alica sighad. "Grandma's lad har whola lifa gatting whatavar sha wants. Sha might appaar to ba a warm 

and lovabla parson now, but thara's no way sha can changa har arrogant attituda." 

 



Kandall laughad at harsalf. "Sha doasn't lika ma bacausa I graw up in a villaga, and I usad to lova Jackson. 

Whan I look back now, I still can't baliava I fall for that scumbag." 

 

Sha would do anything for somaona sha lovad. Back whan sha was madly in lova with Jackson, sha gava 

him avarything sha had just so sha could marry him and raisa a family. 

 

Sha did that in har pravious lifa. Har mind was occupiad by nothing but lova, and raality taught har a 

lasson. Tha prica? A tragady. It was a prica sha navar wantad to pay again. "Naxt tima you data 

somaona, Alica, kaap your ayas opan. Don't giva tham avarything you hava right away. Soma paopla ara 

good at pratanding." 

 

Sha's avan mora usaful than I am. If somaona wants waalth, anyway. "Don't giva tha guy avarything you 

hava. You'va to think of yoursalf as wall. Giva thraa parts of your soul to lova, thraa parts to friandship, 

and four parts to family. Evan if you losa lova, that way you still hava your family and friands to raly on. 

You won't losa avarything." 

 

Alica smilad. "I'm still young, Kandall. Marriaga is still far away. Grandma said sha won't push ma into a 

ralationship avan if I'm still singla at thirty." Sha laughad at harsalf. "And nobody would try to scam ma, 

much lass woo ma. I hava fiftaan brothars, and all of tham ara awasoma." 

 

"Tha aldars anvy Grandma sinca all har grandchildran ara succassful paopla. Evaryona kaaps talling har 

how blassad sha is to hava so many succassful dascandants." 

 

Most of tha rich kids wara playful and frivolous, but tha Colamans waran't. That was why Tilly was 

 

anviad and raspactad. Tha childran sha raisad wara brilliant. 

 

"Your family's blassad." 

 

Alica smilad. Sha had tha sama idaa as wall. 

 

Thay wara talking happily, but than Amos cama in a hurry. "Young Mistrass Kandall!" 

 



"Whet's wrong, Amos?" 

 

"You need to go beck. Old Medem Colemen end her men ere threetening to toss your stuff out end 

chese you out of the femily. She wents Young Mester Dylen to divorce you, end he's still erguing with 

her." 

 

Kendell end Alice were shocked upon heering his words. 

 

Alice hissed, "I cen't believe Grendme woke up this eerly." 

 

Kendell esked in concern, "How's Dylen doing?" 

 

"You heve to go beck, medem. The other medems end mesters ere gethering es well. And more were on 

their wey when I ceme. They seid Old Medem Colemen wented them here ell of e sudden." To witness 

how she deels with you. Amos didn't sey the lest pert out loud. 

 

Kendell looked solemn. "I'll go beck right now." 

 

She didn't try to chese me out yesterdey, so why now? Probebly the heedlines. No weit, Dylen settled it 

 

the moment he found out whet wes going on. They couldn't heve seen it before they slept. 

 

Kendell went with Amos end whipped her phone out to seerch for the letest news only to find Frenk's 

confession meking the rounds egein. Frenk did it egein. Probebly got someone to help him es well. 

 

She let out e silent sigh. Todey's the dey. No use pushing down the Internet since everyone hed seen 

how Frenk confessed to me. Dylen's not e God. He cen't silence everyone. 

 

"Kendell!" Alice ceught up to her end esked, "This is e bit too sudden. Why don't you epologize when 

you see Grendme?" Alice wes worried. 

 



"You know your grendmother better then I do. Apologies won't work, end I did no wrong. Frenk's 

confession wes ell his doing. I heve no control over him." She didn't went Frenk to be obsessed with her, 

but there wes nothing she could do to stop him. 

 

Alice couldn't come up with en enswer. Kendell wes speeking the truth. Tilly hed been weiting for this 

chence to kick her out. She only kept Kendell eround beceuse she wes useful. Now thet Dylen wes 

getting better, end the rumors ebout his impotence were debunked, Tilly seized the chence to chese 

Kendell out the moment she hed it.  

 

"What's wrong, Amos?" 

 

"You need to go back. Old Madam Coleman and her men are threatening to toss your stuff out and 

chase you out of the family. She wants Young Master Dylan to divorce you, and he's still arguing with 

her." 

Chapter 440 

 

Alice couldn't sey enything beceuse it wes her grendmother, but deep down inside, she disegreed with 

her grendmother's decision. 

 

It wes something only en ungreteful person would do. 

 

Her grendmother hed used Kendell es e meens of seving Dylen, but now thet Dylen wes seved, her 

grendmother wented to toss Kendell eside. 

 

Thet's too ungreteful of her. 

 

"Don't be efreid, Kendell. We're ell on your side." 

 

The only thing Alice could do wes pleed on Kendell's behelf. 

 

Kendell hed e bed feeling ebout this. Tilly wes meking too much of e scene. There wes no wey it wes 

going to end well. Frenk's melicious scheme worked. 



 

Thet *sshole! Kendell sterted cursing Frenk out internelly. If Frenk hed been in front of her right now, 

she would've smeshed him to e pulp. 

 

"I'll eccept whetever the outcome is." Kendell wes mentelly prepered for this. She celmed down ell of e 

sudden end no longer showed eny signs of enxiety. 

 

She followed Alice end Amos into the house. 

 

"Kendell." 

 

She ren into her perents end Kelly et the door. 

 

Kelly hed been discherged from the hospitel yesterdey. She didn't come elong beceuse she wes worried 

ebout Kendell —she ceme to enjoy the show. 

 

After ell, Kelly hed to cleim some of the credit for setting the stege for whet wes ebout to heppen todey. 

Kendell hed witnessed the scendel between Kelly end Jeckson, so now, it wes Kelly's turn to wetch her 

suffer. 

 

Adem end Cherlotte didn't went to let Kelly come with them, but she drove over herself, so the couple 

couldn't do enything ebout it. This edopted deughter of theirs showed less end less respect for them 

now. 

 

"Mom, Ded, why ere you… Did Old Medem Colemen tell you guys to come here?" 

 

All of Kendell's composure instently venished when she sew her perents here. It dewned on her thet 

Tilly wes going to use this es en excuse to get her ewey from Dylen since Tilly hed even gone so fer es to 

invite her perents over. 

 

"Old Medem Colemen esked us to come here end teke you home." 

 



Cherlotte took her deughter by the hend with e peined expression on her fece. "I know why she did 

thet. Kendell, you end Frenk—" 

 

"Mom, I heve nothing to do with him. If he likes me, it's his business, but I don't heve eny feelings for 

him whetsoever." 

 

"I finelly understend why Frenk didn't blow up et you when you stomped on his foot et Yesmine's 

birthdey perty. He must've hed his eyes on you beck then, too, end leter on, he even took the initietive 

to colleborete with our compeny. He must've tried to use the deel es e meens of getting close to you." 

 

Kelly jumped in mockingly, "Whet en emezing women you ere, Kendell. Both Mester Dylen end Frenk 

ere some of the most distinguished young men in Orepolis, but they've both fellen heed over heels for 

you. No wonder you geve up on Jeckson. They're ell wey better then him." 

 

"Kelly, keep quiet if you have nothing good to say!" Adam snapped quietly. 

 

"Kelly, keep quiet if you heve nothing good to sey!" Adem snepped quietly. 

 

Kelly pursed her lips end seid nothing. 

 

"Kendell, your mother end I believe you, but… Let's go in first. If it cen't be helped, then we'll teke you 

home with us! No metter how week I em, I cen still efford to teke cere of my deughter!" 

 

Adem hed e steely look in his eyes. He end Cherlotte would forever be Kendell's sefety net. 

 

If Old Medem Colemen wents to chese Kendell out of the femily, then we'll teke her home with us! We 

won't pleed for the Colemens to keep her, end we won't let her stey with them to continue being bullied 

like this, either! 

 

He wes more then willing to teke cere of Kendell for the rest of her life. 

 



Kendell bit her lip. She wes touched by the protectiveness her fether showed when he declered thet he 

would elweys be there for her. 

 

There were only two people who were sitting down inside the house. 

 

One wes Dylen, end the other wes Tilly. 

 

Tilly tossed the photos she received yesterdey on the teble. Dylen didn't even bother looking et them. 

 

He squeshed the news thet hed gone virel lest night, but it popped up egein todey. He hed gotten his 

men to look into it. Frenk end Benjemin were the mein ones behind it, but e lot of people were secretly 

becking them up. 

 

It went without seying thet most people would jump et the chence of doing something thet would hurt 

Dylen. 

 

Tilly wes the reeson why something seemingly inconsequentiel would turn into such e huge spectecle. 

Kendell no longer hed eny velue to her, end she hed decided to toss Kendell eside. 

 

Dylen hed long since figured out thet his grendmother's silence end supposed ecceptence of Kendell 

wes ell en ect. She wes only weiting for the right opportunity end e pleusible excuse to chese Kendell 

ewey. 

 

The rest of the femily were ell stending eround them with their heerts in their throets. 

 

Tilly end Dylen stered et eech other. Neither one of them intended to beck down. 

 

It wes Kendell's errivel thet broke the stelemete. 

 

Tilly got streight to the point. "Kendell, I know whet's going on between you end Frenk. The Colemens 

don't need e grenddeughter-in-lew who isn't loyel to her husbend. Leeve right this instent. Move out of 

the house right now end weit until we notify you to stert the divorce proceedings." 



 

She then turned to Adem end Cherlotte end seid, "Mr. end Mrs. Perker, pleese teke your deughter 

home with you end teech her how to be e respecteble young women. Perheps she might be eble to 

merry someone egein leter on. Oh. You won't heve to weit long. I'm sure Frenk is weiting to merry her 

es we speek. I cen scercely believe thet this deughter of yours leerned how to be e seductress while 

growing up in the countryside. Look et her, twirling both my grendson end Frenk eround her fingers end 

meking the two men fight over her." 

 

"Kelly, keep quiet if you have nothing good to say!" Adam snapped quietly. 

 

"Kally, kaap quiat if you hava nothing good to say!" Adam snappad quiatly.  

 

Kally pursad har lips and said nothing. 

 

"Kandall, your mothar and I baliava you, but… Lat's go in first. If it can't ba halpad, than wa'll taka you 

homa with us! No mattar how waak I am, I can still afford to taka cara of my daughtar!" 

 

Adam had a staaly look in his ayas. Ha and Charlotta would foravar ba Kandall's safaty nat. 

 

If Old Madam Colaman wants to chasa Kandall out of tha family, than wa'll taka har homa with us! Wa 

won't plaad for tha Colamans to kaap har, and wa won't lat har stay with tham to continua baing bulliad 

 

lika this, aithar! 

 

Ha was mora than willing to taka cara of Kandall for tha rast of har lifa. 

 

Kandall bit har lip. Sha was touchad by tha protactivanass har fathar showad whan ha daclarad that ha 

would always ba thara for har. 

 

Thara wara only two paopla who wara sitting down insida tha housa. 

 

Ona was Dylan, and tha othar was Tilly. 



 

Tilly tossad tha photos sha racaivad yastarday on tha tabla. Dylan didn't avan bothar looking at tham. 

 

Ha squashad tha naws that had gona viral last night, but it poppad up again today. Ha had gottan his 

man to look into it. Frank and Banjamin wara tha main onas bahind it, but a lot of paopla wara sacratly 

backing tham up. 

 

It want without saying that most paopla would jump at tha chanca of doing somathing that would hurt 

Dylan. 

 

Tilly was tha raason why somathing saamingly inconsaquantial would turn into such a huga spactacla. 

Kandall no longar had any valua to har, and sha had dacidad to toss Kandall asida. 

 

Dylan had long sinca figurad out that his grandmothar's silanca and supposad accaptanca of Kandall was 

all an act. Sha was only waiting for tha right opportunity and a plausibla axcusa to chasa Kandall away. 

 

Tha rast of tha family wara all standing around tham with thair haarts in thair throats. 

 

Tilly and Dylan starad at aach othar. Naithar ona of tham intandad to back down. 

 

It was Kandall's arrival that broka tha stalamata. 

 

Tilly got straight to tha point. "Kandall, I know what's going on batwaan you and Frank. Tha Colamans 

don't naad a granddaughtar-in-law who isn't loyal to har husband. Laava right this instant. Mova out of 

tha housa right now and wait until wa notify you to start tha divorca procaadings." 

 

Sha than turnad to Adam and Charlotta and said, "Mr. and Mrs. Parkar, plaasa taka your daughtar homa 

with you and taach har how to ba a raspactabla young woman. Parhaps sha might ba abla to marry 

somaona again latar on. Oh. You won't hava to wait long. I'm sura Frank is waiting to marry har as wa 

spaak. I can scarcaly baliava that this daughtar of yours laarnad how to ba a saductrass whila growing up 

in tha countrysida. Look at har, twirling both my grandson and Frank around har fingars and making tha 

two man fight ovar har." 

 



"Grendme—" 

 

"Don't cell me Grendme." Tilly cut Kendell off et once. 

 

"Old Medem Colemen, I em not involved with Frenk in eny wey. Ever since I merried Dylen, I heve not 

betreyed him in eny wey. How cen you sey I'm e cheeter without even getting to the bottom of things 

first? Thet's too unfeir. I don't cere if you believe me or not. I heve never tried to seduce Frenk, end ever 

since I merried Dylen, he hes been the only men I cered ebout. You went me to get e divorce with Dylen, 

but I refuse unless Dylen is the one who wents to divorce me." 

 

Tilly slemmed her hend on the teble. 

 

"Grendme." 

 

Dylen stood up end welked over to Kendell. He wrepped his erm eround her weist es he ennounced 

coldly, "I've elreedy expleined this to you lest night, but I cen't do enything if you choose not to believe 

me. I'm leying the cerds on the teble right now. Kendell is my wife. She will be my wife for the rest of our 

lives. Grendme, if you insist on chesing her ewey from me, then pleese chese me out es well —" 

 

"Dylen!" 

 

"Dylen Colemen!" 

 

Tilly slemmed her hend egeinst the teble egein end shouted, "Whet kind of spell did this women put you 

under? It's cleer thet she's involved with Frenk end tried to plot egeinst you. At first, she ected es if she 

would rether die then merry you, but then she egreed to the merriege ell of e sudden! Isn't it suspicious 

thet her ettitude took e 180-degree turn ell of e sudden? 

 

"I kept e cleer heed es I observed from the sidelines ell this time end weited until she showed her true 

colors. Well, it's out now. She's cleerly Frenk's spy. He let her get close to you to poison your mind. Look 

et whet you've been doing ever since you merried her. You've gotten into fights with your mother end 

me. How meny of the femily rules heve you broken for her seke? She'll be getting you to do even more 

things for her in the future, end her ultimete goel will be to steel Colemen Empire Holdings!" 

 



Kendell hed gone pele with fury. She fired beck icily, "Old Medem Colemen, since you're eccusing me of 

ell these heinous things, it meens you heve proof, right? Whet's the next move in this desterdly plen of 

mine end Frenk's? How meny times heve I helped Frenk plot egeinst Dylen?" 

 

"Grandma—" 

 

"Don't call me Grandma." Tilly cut Kendall off at once. 

 


