Without a word, the gesture confirmed all of
Yvette's suspicions and more.

Her last scornfu| rem

happiness returned t
face.

ark of Arielie never finding
0 her like a slap in the

Yvette's face was drained of color ag an

overwhelming feeling of dissatisfaction and
rage engulfed her.

Why? How dare she?

Why does a country bumpkin like Arielle get to
marry Vinson and all that I'm good for is Mason,
this useless degenerate?

Yvette clenched her fists hard, not feeling her
nails digging deep into the flesh of her palms.



: warmth
rness, completely at odds with his
ehavior. Yvette felt so jealous that she
to throw another tantrum.

wanted

~ “lt's getting chilly,” Vinson said gently to Arielle.
“Get in the car before you catch a cold”

“Okay." Arielle nodded. Without sparing Yvette
and Mason another glance, she turned and
walked toward the Maybach.

Vinson remained behind. “If you wish to stay in
Jadeborough, leave her alone. Arielle is my wife
- now. If you bother her again, I'll take it as a
provocation against me.”

He gave the couple a final cold gaze before



marr age, Yvette's knees gave way like a lifeless
doll, with her gaze remaining dully on the
ground.

Mason jumped and hurriedly caught Yvette who
did not even push him away as she did
previously.

Mason felt his heart leap with joy before
realizing that something was wrong with
Yvette.

Her eyes were unfocused. At that moment, she
seemed indifferent toward the entire world,
even him.

“Yvette! Yvette!” Mason shouted in a panic.

Is there anyone who can help me?

The only people who responded were his
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e fact that the chauffeur had lowered thq
blinders, Arielle felt deeply uneasy.

Vinson, on the other hand, looked as carefree
as ever.

Arielle kicked herself for being so easily
frightened.

Its only a sham wedding. Why do | have to be as
nervous as an actual new bride?

Arielle was inwardly frustrated when Vinson

suddenly handed her a document that looked
like an agreement.

“What's this?” she asked in surprise.

“The ground rules which you've laid out,” Vinson
answered carelessly. “I've taken the liberty of
drawing up an agreement. Go ahead and sign it

if everything looks good to you. We'l each keep
a copy.”

Stunned, Arielle dropped her eyes to the



- There was only one constraint for her. She, too,
was required to not be overly intimate with the
opposite sex. If she was found to have violated

the agreement, she too would be required to
surrender all of her assets as alimony.

In other words, it was an agreement that only
benefitted her.

Arielle gazed at Vinson in shock.

“Vinson,” Arielle blurted. “Did you draft this
agreement?”

He nodded. “Yes, | did. |s there anything
wrong?”




2N minutes, the Maybach rolled to a Stop
the entrance to a private restaurant.

Arielle got down and looked at the sign. Being

greeted by the words “Maureen's Kitchen," she
froze.
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dismissing the naming as a coincidence.

It was only eleven in the morning; the

restaurant was nearly empty as it was not
lunchtime.

Arielle glanced around and thought the decor to
be expansive and simplistic. Though it looked
good, she found nothing special about it aside
from the name.

Arielle sat across from Vinson without a word.
She did not speak until Vinson started

browsing the menu. “What is special about this
restaurant?”

“Why? Is it not good enough? Vinson asked,
glancing up at her.

“No, | don't have many demands about that”
She shook her head. “| Just thought that you
would bring me to an exotic restaurant that was
difficult to make reservations "



Arielle dismissed the peculiar feeling and after
ordering her meal, she passed the menu to
Vinson.

Vinson ticked off several items on the menu for
himself before summoning the waiter.

It did not take long for the food to arrive.

Upon the very first spoonful, Arielle detected a
familiar taste.

Initially, she did not think much of it She simply
thought that the chef had a knack to cater to
the taste of the general public.

Upon the second bite, the sense of familiarity

became stronger as though it was food that
she had had many times before.



 “Yes, you have." Vinson nodded, a tender smile
spreading across his lips.

“How do you know?” Arielle demanded, her
astonishment growing.

Vinson wiped his mouth with a napkin before
responding, “I've investigated old articles
regarding your mother. There was an old photo
of you taken by the paparazzi of your mother
bringing you here. It seemed that you were
brought here more than once. | thought you
might like it here.”

Arielle felt her nose twinge. Gazing at the food
before her, she felt an old forgotten sense of

warmth creeping up her heart. It was as though
her mother had brought her here again.

Arielle suddenly recalled the first instance of

her surprise when they arrived. “What about the
name of the restaurant?”

At that, Vinson snapped his fingers.



B

began, unable to find the words as
ed the document.

Vinson cleared his throat.

“This is my wedding
gift to you. Do you like jt?”

Arielle nodded as tears welled up in her eyes,
rendering Vinson's face a blur before her.

But that did not matter as Vinson's face was
already etched in her memory.
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soft and warm.

“Vinson, though you have plenty of issues”—
Arielle hiccupped—"you're a good man after all.”

“Are you praising or insulting me?” Vinson
frowned.

, “It's a compliment. Take it." Arielle wiped her
| tears and looked at him seriously. “Whoever
-‘ marries you in the future will be very lucky.”

“Are you referring to yourself?” Vinson gazed at
her.

Arielle forgot that she was already married to
him.



alcoholic orange

What kind of restaurant serves
Juice?

The waiter navigated around Vinson's remark
tactfully. “The kitchen added champagne into
your juice in celebration of your wedding!” he
said with a smile. "Congratulations, Mr. and
Mrs. Nightshire! I'll be in the corner if you need

me.”

Did they not just get married? Why are they still
50 shy with one another like they are on their first

date?

With such a handsome couple as our new
owners, our restaurant will be booming in

business soon.

The waiter was unaware that aside from their
looks, the status of the restaurant's new



tinterrupt Arielle's thoughts.
focused on his own meal.

When she was almost done, Vinson finally
spoke. “Do you recall anything?”

Arielle took a moment to return to the present.
“Are you hoping that | will regain my
memories?” she asked.

“Yes, | do.” Vinson nodded. “You have a lot of
things you don't remember, do you? Instead of
searching for evidence from another place or
person, why don't you try and look within?
Anything you remember might help to locate

your mother”

“I know,” Arielle said wearily. “But it's no use.
Before | returned, | had consulted many doctors

with the hopes of regaining my memories, but
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With a glance at the screen, Arielle was
informed that Larissa was calling.

She glanced at Vinson before picking up. “What
Is it?" she asked without hesitation.

Larissa told her everything about the people
who had turned up to the wake. “Has she gone

crazy?” Arielle asked with a hopeful smile.

“I'm pretty sure she was cross-eyed. | don't
think it was an act, though. It looks like this has
really hit her hard. Be careful, Ms. Arielle”

“I know.” Arielle nodded. “Aside from that, did
anything peculiar happen?”

“There's one more thing, but I'm not sure if |




Arielle set down her cutlery. “Good news and
bad news,” she said in an air of forced
calmness. “Which do you want to hear first?”

“I'll have the good news first” Vinson said after
considering for a moment.

“The good news is that Cindy is so traumatized
by Shandie’s death that she isn't right in the
head anymore, though I'm not sure if she is
faking it. After all, acting deranged has been

known as an efficient method to obtain
Henrick's trust.”

Vinson frowned. “It doesn't sound like good
news. What about the bad news?”

“‘Henrick is beginning to suspect me” Arielle



Vinson fell silent. “Arielle,” he said after a while.

“Now can you tell me where you learned all of
it?”

Before she could respond, Vinson added, “If you
are not willing to share, you don't have to tell
me anything.”

Arielle bit her lip as she clutched the transfer
agreement in her hand. “Actually, | didn't stay in
the village at all.”

She paused to allow Vinson to react. However,
he remained impassive.

i “You already know?” she asked, shocked.

‘I guessed it. There is no way for someone to



Send a Gift to the Writer!




	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19

