
Sorry My Love Affects Your Love For Others Chapter 8 
After returning from the office, I sat on a bench downstairs until three in the morning 
before going upstairs. 

At one o’clock, I saw Sophie leaving, with Ethan personally seeing her off downstairs. 

He had a bandage on his face, and Sophie had dressed his wounds well. 

They chatted downstairs for over ten minutes, their eyes only for each other, completely 
oblivious to me sitting two meters away under the streetlight. 

I heard Sophie whine. 

“If Emma doesn’t want us to meet, we should keep our distance from now on. 

“Don’t worry about her. She’s just petty, and she doesn’t know how to do anything but 
sulk and be jealous. She’ll be fine in a couple of days,” Ethan replied, belittling me. 

Sophie laughed loudly at his words. 

“Does your face still hurt? I feel so guilty; one pot of duck soup can’t make up for it. Tell 
me what else you want, and I’ll agree to anything.” 

Ethan licked his swollen lip and smiled. 

“Really? Ah, forget it. I saved the beauty; it’s all good now. It’ll be fine in a couple of 
days.” 

They chatted for ten minutes, and Sophie spent seven of those minutes mocking and 
belittling me. 

She said my taste was poor, and my home looked like it belonged in the sixties. 

She urged Ethan to be more generous and buy me some fashionable clothes and 
cosmetics. Ethan sighed. 

“She’s only good at cooking; she’s not as good as you in any other way. I want her to 
learn from you. You saw it; let’s not talk about it, it’s just bad luck.” 

“Then why did you choose her as your girlfriend in the first place?” 



Without hesitation, Ethan replied. 

“She’s cheap and doesn’t need pampering. Just a smile from me can make her happy 
for days. She takes care of me better than my mom.” 

For the first time in my life, I felt such humiliation and vulnerability, as if something 
inside me had collapsed. 

I had to grip the bench tightly to steady myself. 

After sending Sophie away, Ethan dumped the leftover duck soup into the garbage bin 
without a second thought. 
 


