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Chapter 1813 That Is Just How She Is

Inside the Lincoln limousine behind the Rolls-Royce, Francesca sneezed twice. She
rubbed her nose a little and frowned. “Is someone cursing me?”

“Are you okay?” asked William in a concerned tone.
“Oh, I'm fine,” replied Francesca. “By the way, why did you ask me over?”

‘I want to spend some time with you,” answered William. His gaze was warm when he
added, “Francesca, | will go to Zarain with you once Danrique is cured.”

“Oh, it won’t help, even if you follow me along,” replied Francesca without thinking much
about anything. “It'll take a comprehensive medical plan to treat your leg, and there is
nothing | can do to cure it soon.”

“I know,” said William while nodding. “Thing is, I’'m not following you to Zarain for my
own sake. | am doing it because | worry about the injury in your head. What if
something were to happen during your travel? Or if...”

“Oh, there’s no need for that,” interrupted Francesca right away. “I enjoy being alone
and will find it irritating if anyone were to tag along.”

She had always been straightforward and had never worried about being polite.

“Still, | worry. Remember what happened the last time when you took a cruise home?
You got into some trouble on the way,” reminded William. His eyes shone with worry
when he looked at her. “I am the one who hired you, so | am responsible for your safety.
Besides...”

“You are so naggy,” complained Francesca. She was losing her patience by then.
William had no choice but to change the topic in response. “Okay, fine. Let’s not talk
about this. You didn’t get to eat much during lunch, so | had my people prepare some of
your favorite dishes. Try it.”

As he spoke, he had his subordinate hand them the tray of lunch.

Francesca’s eyes glowed with glee as soon as she saw the food. She took her mask off
and started eating right away.

| don’t need to hide myself... at least not in front of Prince William, anyway.




William stared lovingly at her the entire time. As she ate, he would do miscellaneous
things for her, such as pouring her a glass of water or handing her a piece of tissue.

Francesca didn’t hold back and was as barbaric as a person could get. She didn’t care
about her reputation at all.

After her meal, Francesca rubbed her bloated tummy in satisfaction and leaned lazily
against her seat. “I’'m gonna take a nap now. Don’t wake me up, okay?”

“Sleep well.”

William waved his hand and had a maid hurry over to help Francesca lower the
backrest of her seat. The maid even draped a blanket over Francesca after that.

“I just realized something. You are a lot nicer than that idiot.”
Francesca turned around and began snoring away moments later.

William was delighted. Her words were, in a way, suggesting that she enjoyed his
company.

Robin smiled and sighed. “Dr. Felch is just as blunt as she has always been.”

“That’s how unique she is.”

William leaned against his seat and stared quietly. It was as though he were admiring
an exquisite painting in the museum.

“That’s true. Dr. Felch is nothing like the pretentious heiresses who enjoy putting on a
show,” replied Robin who knew exactly what his employer was thinking. “She is
innocent and would say and do what she means. There are no political games or tricks
with her.”

“Yeah, | don’t need to keep my guard up when I’'m with her, nor do | need to worry about
anything. It's so liberating and relaxing. She is the only one who can make me feel this
way,” replied William before he sighed deeply.

“You know, Ma’am likes her, too,” shared Robin while smiling. “In fact, Ma’am once
claimed that she would consider letting you marry her if she cures your leg.”

“It doesn’t matter if | am cured. She is still the only woman | will marry,” declared
William.

He kept staring lovingly at Francesca. A glimmer of determination glowed in his eyes
when he declared his love earlier.




“But Ma’am said...”

“‘Enough,” interrupted William. “l will choose my own bride.”

“‘Understood,” replied Robin. He didn’t have the guts to say anything else.

The car kept moving forward, and Francesca was sound asleep. It took the cars about
two hours to reach a private property and to stop in front of the villa inside the

aforementioned property.

The maid tried to wake Francesca up, but the latter was still tired, so she simply turned
around and continued sleeping.

That move prompted the blanket draped over her to fall onto the floor. William rolled his
wheelchair over, picked the blanket up for her, then stroked her back gently.

He did all that instinctively and out of habit, but that day, he sensed someone looking at
him. Hence, he turned around.

That was when he saw Danrique standing outside and glaring evilly at them with
narrowed eyes.
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Chapter 1814 Take Your Clothes Off

“Mr. Lindberg,” greeted Robin politely. “Dr. Felch fell asleep on the way. Please go
ahead without us. We’'ll catch up soon.”

Danrique didn’t reply. He simply turned around and left.

“Wake her up,” instructed Sean softly. “Mr. Lindberg’s fever hasn’t subsided, so she has
to examine his condition later.”

“Okay, I will have the maid send her there right away,” replied Robin while nodding.
Sean ran to catch up to Danrique after that.

Behind them, Robin lowered her voice and turned to William. “Your highness, it seems
Mr. Lindberg is upset.”

“That’s just how he is. | don’t think he’s angry at anyone,” replied William. He didn’t care
much about it, but he woke Francesca up, anyway. “Francesca. Francesca...”

Francesca woke up, but she was still groggy when she rubbed her eyes. Her voice was
a little thick. “Are we there?”




“Yeah, we are,” replied William while looking warmly at her.

Francesca sat up and put on her mask. After that, she started putting on her shoes to
get out of the car.

“Francesca, don’t leave the room unless there is an emergency, okay? Also, if possible,
please don'’t attend the banquet tonight,” reminded William sternly.

“‘Huh? Why? What is this place?” asked Francesca curiously.

“We’re in the manor of an M Nation official. He is acting as the middleman, and that is
why we’re meeting here.

“Danrique will negotiate with the Pastor at the banquet. The official will be there as the
middleman, so the latter won'’t go as far as making a scene in public. However, there is
no saying what will happen behind the scenes.

“‘Danrique and | have plenty of bodyguards around us, but I'm worried about you.”

William then gave her a summary of what he thought. “No one knows who you are at
the moment, but things will be bad for you if that information is leaked.”

“Okay, | understand.”

Francesca still hadn’t regained her memories, but she understood how dire the situation
was.

It would be ridiculously difficult to attack Danrique and William, but the same could not
be said for her.

She was an easy target, and if she died, Danrique’s poison will eventually take his life,
while William’s leg will never recover.

That meant that anyone who wanted to destroy Danrique and William could achieve
their goals simply by going after her.

“Oh, and there’s one other thing,” said William as he handed Francesca a piece of
paper. “Anthony has been looking for you, so you should call him as soon as possible.”

“‘Anthony?” Francesca was stunned to hear that name. It sounds so familiar.

“Call him, and you’ll know exactly who he is. You'll also learn who you are.”

William prayed that she could regain her memory soon and remember everything about
them.




“Okay, thanks.”

Francesca accepted the piece of paper, finished putting on her shoes, then hopped out
of the car.

“Mr. Lindberg is waiting for you, Dr. Felch. Please follow me.”
Kerrie and two other bodyguards had been waiting for Francesca outside.
Francesca readjusted her mask before entering the villa with them.

Behind her, Robin and her subordinates helped William out of the car. The person in
charge of the villa had shown up to greet them warmly by then.

Francesca followed the path she was led and walked to the third floor. The first thing
she did was to settle down in the guest bedroom, then she went to the master bedroom,
located right next to her room. Danrique was right inside.

He was sitting on the sofa and reading some documents at the time.

The lighting in that room made him look even more intimidating than usual.

“Dr. Felch is here, Mr. Lindberg,” reported Sean.

“What is his temperature?” asked Francesca as she worked on her medical kit.

“We just checked. It's a hundred degrees,” replied Sean in a worried tone. “The banquet
will begin in two hours. Is there any way to make his fever go away quicker?”

Francesca didn’t reply. She simply walked to Danrique and put her hand on his
forehead to check his temperature. He was so hot that it was frightening.

Danrique slapped her hand away immediately and warned, “Do not touch me.”

“What the hell?” complained Francesca while frowning, “How am | supposed to
determine your temperature and treat you without touching you?”

“Use a thermograph.”

Danrique had a scowl on his face. The only reason he refrained from complaining about
the way she fed him his medicine was because he still needed her.

But that doesn’t mean | will condone her getting too close to me.

“Crazy idiot,” murmured Francesca.




She picked up the thermograph and pointed it at his forehead to check his temperature.
The way she moved and the way she spoke was rude.

“Take off your clothes. We’re changing your medication.”
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Chapter 1815 Anthony

Danrique frowned. Without any prior warning, he reached out to grab her throat and
pushed her onto the table. He warned, “Let me make this perfectly clear to you. You are
just the doctor. | am the one who spent a fortune to hire you, and you are not to boss
me around!

“You j*rk. Let go of me.”

Francesca struggled angrily, but that only made Danrique tighten his grip on her.

She was on the verge of suffocating, and for a moment there, she felt as though she
sensed death nearing her. Her hands gripped his wrists weakly. No matter what she
tried, she simply couldn’t break free.

“Mr. Lindberg, please calm down. We need Dr. Felch to continue treating you, so please
let her off easy. Don’t be angry.”

Danrique was still burning with rage, but he let Francesca go. His voice sounded evil
when he warned, “Remember who you are. Do not cross me again!”

“You...” Francesca coughed.

A bloody scratch showed up on her neck, and she was in so much pain that she was
coughing nonstop. Her throat had also gone dry, and her voice was coarse.

She was tempted to kill him, but she obviously wasn’t strong enough to fight against
him.

That doesn’t matter, though. Revenge is a dish best served cold, so just you wait!

“Mr. Lindberg is in a bad mood, Dr. Felch, so please forgive him for this. Let’s focus on
administering the treatment for now,” requested Sean quickly and nervously.

Francesca glared at Danrique before administering the treatment.

That being said, she was deliberately being harsh. She didn’t even warn him before she
slapped the medicine, which would sting him greatly, onto his body.




The pain was so intense that Danrique stiffened. He gritted his teeth and glared. If looks
could kill, Francesca would be pushing the daisies by then.

She didn’t bother arguing with him, though. She simply moved on to bandage him up in
the worst way.

That was when she realized that Danrique had been wearing her necklace the entire
time...

Huh, that is strange. Why is he wearing someone else’s necklace? It's not like him to do
something like this.

Francesca sensed Danrique monitoring her, so she quickly diverted her attention back
to the task at hand.

She bandaged him up without really paying attention to the details, then tossed the pills
onto the table before instructing, “Add hot water, then have him drink it. Check his
temperature again in an hour. It'd be great if his fever goes away by then, but if not...
Well, there’s nothing | can do about it, anyway.”

“Dr. Felch...”

“I will warn you one last time. Go back if you want him to survive this,” said Francesca
sternly, “His condition is still deteriorating, and it can be deadly.”

“Understood. We’ll go back as soon as we finish conducting our business tonight.”
Sean nodded endlessly.

Francesca shot a look at Danrique before leaving without looking back.

Inside her room, Francesca locked the door and examined every inch. She didn'’t fish
out the phone Sean gave her earlier until she was certain that there weren’t any bugs
there. After that, she readied herself to call Anthony.

She started keying the number in. Who is he? And why is his name so familiar?

“Hello?”

“Are you...?”

“Oh, my sweet, sweet Francesca. You're finally back. You scared the living hell out of
us, you know?”

The voice on the other end of the line sounded familiar, and its owner seemed excited.




“‘Anthony?” said Francesca without thinking. There were many memories that were still
out of her reach, but she instinctively knew that the guy was on her side.

“What the hell? You don’t recognize my voice?” complained Anthony. He sounded a
little hurt. “It's only been a month. How could you have already forgotten all about me?”

“Something happened to me, and my head suffered an injury,” replied Francesca, “Who
are you to me?”

Silence. Anthony was so surprised that he was stunned. “Are you kidding me? You
don’t even remember me anymore? | mean, Prince William warned me that you have
amnesia after getting into an accident, but how can you just up and forget about me like
that?”

“Quit yapping and answer my question,” growled Francesca impatiently.

‘I am your friend, your manager, your supervisor...”

Anthony told Francesca their story after that. He was the first friend Francesca made
after she left the mountains, and they stuck by each other through thick and thin. They
were even in life and death situations before, and that strengthened their bonds.

They eventually went to M Nation where Francesca studied medicine while Anthony
studied business management and economics.

After they graduated, Anthony helped her manage her finances and the orphanages.
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Chapter 1816 Orphanages

“Orphanages?” Francesca suddenly stiffened. She suddenly recalled how she made it
her mission to give every orphan a home...

That was why she built countless orphanages all around the world.

“Yeah, you’ve built one hundred and eighteen orphanages so far. The annual expenses
are high, so you went around treating the sick and asking for a sizeable medical fee
every time. You did all that for the kids.

“A few months ago, one of the orphanages was hit by a natural disaster. All sorts of
issues rose, and a small fortune was needed. That was why you accepted the case to
cure Prince William. Who would’ve thought that you’d get into an accident on your way
back...”




“Ah, everything makes sense now. No wonder | care so much about money, yet am
instinctively frugal.”

Realization hit Francesca. Her desire for money had been etched into her bones. That
was why she wanted to make money whenever the opportunity presented itself.

She had always found it strange because she knew nothing about spending money.

There were even times when she weirded herself out. She didn’t know why she
bothered making all that money, but now, everything was clear.

“You are an orphan, so you don’t want other kids to suffer the same fate you did.
Hence, when you are eighteen, you set up the Lovely Care Foundation. Slowly but
surely, the organization started building orphanages all around the world.

“You have been busy working as a doctor and making money all these years, so Ms.
Layla, Mr. Lincoln, and | have been managing the organization and the orphanages for
Those names sounded familiar to Francesca, and as she listened, her mind showed her

the kind faces of her friends.

“Did that help? Can you recall any of that?” asked Anthony.

“Yes, | remember something. Oh, by the way, are we broke right now?” asked
Francesca when she came back around. “Tell me your bank account. | will send you the
money when | am free.”

“Weren’t you in an accident? How are do you still have money on you?” asked Anthony
in a surprised tone.

‘I may have lost my memories, but | have not forgotten how to earn money,” bragged
Francesca. “I have a two million cheque with me now and will have a billion in M
Nation’s currency in a few days.”

“Oh my gosh, you are incredible,” replied Anthony in astonishment. “That money might
not be enough, though. Some orphanages are hit by natural disasters and have to be
rebuilt. There are also a few places where viral infections have broken out. We need to
move the kids somewhere else.”

“‘How much do we need? Do | have any savings?” asked Francesca immediately.
“The money in your bank account is running low, but you have a safe deposit box in S

Nation. Inside it are some rare treasures, famous paintings, and valuable pieces of
jewelry inside. They are gifts from the rich patients you treated in the past.




“The items in there would amount to a sizeable fortune. Before you got into the
accident, you said that you will go to S Nation to retrieve some of the items there. You
were going to sell them, then deposit the money into the organization’s account. The
safe deposit box has a specialized key. Only the pendant of the necklace you have with
you can open it.”

“‘Uh...”

Francesca was stunned. Shoot! | didn’t know the necklace was that important.
“Francesca, keep that necklace safe, okay? Do not lose it. If you do, you will not be able
to open the safe deposit box. Your life savings are in there. Every penny you made is

locked inside.”

“‘How much is there?” asked Francesca nervously. “Does it amount to one billion in M
Nation’s currency?”

“Oh, there is so much more in there,” answered Anthony firmly. “That is why, no matter
what happens, you must not lose it, okay?”

“Okay, got it.”
Francesca narrowed her eyes. She was so angry that she gritted her teeth. D*mn it. No
wonder that j*rk Danrique wanted that necklace. It is so much more valuable than |

realize... D*mn it!

“Where are you now, Francesca? Maybe it’s best if | meet up with you. Are you in
Lightspring or Summerbank?” asked Anthony nervously.

‘I was in Lightspring earlier, but I'm in Summerbank now,” replied Francesca as she
checked the GPS on her phone. “It'd probably be better if you stay away, though. Let
me settle the issue at hand for now. | will contact you again in a few days.”

“But...”

“Okay, it’s settled. Bye.”

Francesca hung up immediately after. | swear | will retrieve that necklace as soon as
possible...




