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“| atoned for my sins.” Samuel placed his hand down. “I cut my stomach open myself.”

Nicolette paled. “H-Have you gone nuts?”

He responded icily, “I love her.”

Upon hearing that, she froze.
Slowly, he buttoned his shirt. “I'll only love her this lifetime.”

Nicolette was at a loss for words as she stared at his handsome but expressionless
face.

“Thus, | will never let you get away with this,” he added coolly. “I won't let myself get
away with this, too.”

“Ha!” Nicolette scoffed before hollering with all her might despondently.

“I've found a better place for you,” Samuel told her.

She gaped in disbelief. “You want to make things difficult for me!”

He met her gaze calmly. “Yes.”

“Ha! Samuel, you’re an extremely cruel man.” Nicolette stared at him quietly.
“I'm cruel to you only.” There was an indifferent look on his handsome face.
With that, he spun on his heels and went away.

“‘Let me leave, Samuel! | did save your life previously, didn’t I?” Nicolette roared at his
retreating figure.

Alas, Samuel paid no heed to her.

After walking out of the mountain villa, he turned to Tyson. “Inform everyone to lower
their guard on Nicolette.”




“Why, Mr. Macari?” Tyson was confused.

Samuel explained, “The Yoeger family wants to save her. Am | right? Let them achieve
their goal.”

Tyson couldn’t wrap his mind around his employer’s decision.

“Nicolette’s is important to the Yoeger family,” Samuel revealed coldly. “Why would you
think they want her back? So she could enjoy a lavish lifestyle?”

Suddenly, Tyson understood what he meant. “Mr. Macari, I've heard a rumor.”
“What is it?” Samuel asked flatly.

“It hasn’t been proven true,” Tyson explained. “| heard that Zachary suffers from kidney
failure and needs a kidney transplant.”

Samuel sneered, “Oh, | see. You should know how to deal with this, right?”
Tyson couldn’t hide his surprise.

Nevertheless, he gave a curt nod. “Understood.”

“Let’s go.” Samuel turned around and entered his car.

Tyson got to the driver’s seat and glanced at the rearview mirror. “Mr. Macari, you look
unwell. Is your gastric problem acting up again?”

“I'm fine.” Samuel shut his eyes and leaned against the car seat. “Let’s go.”

“Mr. Macari, where are we heading?” Tyson inquired. “Are you going back to the Macari
residence or Florinia Manor?”

“Florinia Manor,” Samuel answered placidly. “Did you find out where Kathleen is staying
now?”

“She’s staying with Charles,” Tyson replied. “Their neighborhood is the one Mr.
Troelson has developed.”

“Tell Gustav Troelson | want the mansion next to theirs,” Samuel ordered.

“All right.” Tyson nodded.

For the next three days, Kathleen threw herself into work.




Now that Kylie was gone, everyone got along pretty well. The viewer ratings also kept
increasing.

The audience was surprised to see Kathleen and Mila showing their cooking skills. It
was a visual feast, for they couldn’t eat the food personally.

It was time for Mila to leave on the third day, for the new celebrity would show up soon.

The production team didn’t reveal anything about the new guest, so everyone was
curious about who it could be.

When it was time for Mila to leave, everyone sent her off.

“Thanks for taking care of me for the past three days. | had a great time!” Mila said. She
was reluctant to leave this soon.

“Mila, can | visit your restaurant?” John asked earnestly.

“Of course, you can.” Mila flashed a meaningful smile. “I'll save a table for you. You
don’t have to make a reservation.”

“Oh, that’s great!” John beamed happily.

“‘Mdm. Hunt, I'll pay Mila’s Kitchen a visit after our shooting ends so that | can enjoy
your cooking,” Kathleen chimed in as her lips curled up.

“Sure.” Mila took her hand. “Remember to bring the man you love the most along.”

Kathleen chuckled. “I love Charles the most now. I'll bring him along.”

Mila grinned. “Sure.” She then glanced at the rest. “I guess that’s it. You can back to
work now!”

With that, she entered her car and left.

Everyone returned to the restaurant.

Inside, they saw a luggage at the door.

“Is the newcomer here?” John asked curiously.

As soon as he finished speaking, a pretty and elegant lady walked out of the kitchen.

“Hello. You weren’t around when | arrived earlier, so | took a look around the
restaurant,” the lady said with a smile.




“We went to send someone off earlier.” Steve glanced at her. “Who are you?”

“‘My name is Astrid Holloway,” Astrid introduced herself. “Nice to meet you.”
Everyone nodded and began introducing themselves.

When it was Kathleen’s turn to introduce herself, Astrid cut in, “I know who you are.”
Kathleen was taken aback by her words.

After all, it was normal for Astrid to recognize everyone here except for Kathleen.
“‘Have we met previously?” Kathleen asked softly.

“Not really.” Astrid’s lips curved. “l used to be Christopher’'s ex-fiancée.”

The crowd fell silent.

Christopher’s ex-fiancée? Kathleen is his current fiancée! Things are going to get really
interesting.

As expected, the comments came flooding in.
What a show!

Previously, we had an ex-husband and an ex-fiancé. Now, we have an ex-fiancée and
the current fiancée. | don’t believe it's a coincidence!

The production team was obedient for two days but is now causing havoc again.

This isn’t a battle. It's practically hell!

Hahaha! | wonder how traumatized Kathleen is feeling right now.

It doesn’t look like Kathleen knows who she is. | think Christopher never mentioned her.

Why does Kathleen keep getting herself involved with these kinds of men? Her ex-
husband couldn’t forget his first love, and her current fiancé has an ex-fiancée.

Kate, stop dating men. They spell disaster. Won'’t you consider me?

Back at the scene, Kathleen was unfazed. “Hello.”

Astrid held her hand and flashed a pleasant smile. “The engagement was actually
decided by my grandpa and his grandpa when we were kids. It doesn’t count, so you
don’t have to be nervous.”




“I'm not nervous,” Kathleen responded. She was neither nervous nor shocked.
Perhaps it was because she wasn’t in love with Christopher.

Astrid gave her a slight tug. “| haven’t been to the place we live. Can you bring me
there?”

“Okay.” Kathleen bobbed her head.
As requested, Kathleen brought Astrid to their dorm.

Christopher’s brows snapped together when he received a call from his mother. “Mom,
what are you talking about? What fiancée?”

“Astrid Holloway!” Emily replied hastily. “The engagement your grandpa decided for you
when you were young, remember? She came to you when she was twenty years old,
but you rejected her.”

“She went overseas. Am | right?” Christopher’s frown relaxed slightly.

“She’s back,” Emily told him. “She is currently shooting a show with Kathleen. During
their first meeting, she exposed you and Kathleen’s relationship to the public.”

Christopher’s brows were knitted. “Did it just happen a while ago?”
“Yes.” Emily nodded.

Christopher hung up at once.

A WhatsApp message arrived on his phone, and he clicked into it.
It was sent by Astrid’s grandfather, Osvald Holloway.

Osvald texted: Christopher, | didn’t blame you for refusing to marry Astrid. She wants to
stay in the countr please take care of her. Thanks.
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Christopher couldn’t stop frowning.

Why did Astrid come back right now? | heard she worked as a war correspondent for a
few years.

Christopher typed out a reply: I'll do my best to be a good friend to her.

Osvald: It's up to you. | just want you to keep an eye on her. That’s it.




Christopher let out a cold snort.
Is he saying that I'm overthinking?

Christopher went to watch the live stream and happened to see Kathleen bringing Astrid
to their rooms.

“This is your room. Nancy and | are living on this floor, so if you need any help, just let
us know.” Kathleen was both gentle and thoughtful.

Astrid chuckled. “All right. This is my first time on a variety show, so I’'m completely
baffled. Please let me know if | do anything wrong!”

“This is my first time, too.” A smile nudged Kathleen’s lips. “We can learn together.”
“Sure,” Astrid replied cheerfully. “| worked as a war correspondent overseas previously.
A year ago, a grenade splinter cut across my forehead, and | nearly lost my life. | was
traumatized and ended up coming home.”

Kathleen nodded in acknowledgment.

She actually didn’t want to ask personal questions, for she knew how to respect
someone else’s privacy.

Now that Astrid chose to reveal everything herself, Kathleen had to play along. “You did
great.”

“If I don’t do it, someone else will,” Astrid responded. “It might be dangerous, but | think
it's a meaningful job. Compared to normal jobs, | think mine is far more significant.”

“Every job has its own significance,” Kathleen told her.

Astrid met her gaze thoughtfully. “You’re right.”

“Let’s head down to join everyone downstairs.” Kathleen smiled.

Astrid nodded and reached out to take Kathleen’s hand. “Oh, your hand is soft, unlike
mine. | didn’t get to take care of my hands previously, so they are pretty rough.”

Kathleen’s lips curved. “You can start now. Your hands will be like mine soon.”
“All right. Whatever you say.” Astrid’s lips twitched.
With that, both of them headed down the stairs.

Strangely, | felt really uncomfortable after hearing Astrid’s words. Was it onl




| feel the same way, too! She seemed to be mocking Kathleen! But she’s way better
with her words than Kylie.

You’re reading too much into her words. She was just lamenting how hard her life used
to be. | can’t believe you interpreted her words that way.

| think Astrid’s being honest. She revealed her identity outright so that Kathleen wouldn’t
misunderstand things, right?

| don’t think there’s anything wrong with Astrid’s remarks. She wasn’t lying. Her job was
really tough.

Yes, her job was tough, but there was no need for her to insult other jobs! Kathleen’s
right. Every job has its own hardship. We all work our asses off to earn money. She isn'’t
the only one who'’s having a hard time!

| can’t stand it when she commented how soft Kathleen’s hand was. She even said her
hands are rough because of her job. Obviously, she was mocking Kathleen.

The netizens began arguing again.
Christopher read the comments as his expression turned dark.
The shooting went on smoothly.

That afternoon, the production team told them that some special guests would be
coming for dinner that night and they should pay extra attention to those guests.

However, the production team didn’t mention how special the guests were.

Everyone felt nervous at that piece of news.

Astrid asked deliberately, “Kathleen, who do you think the customers would be?”

Kathleen shook her head. “| don’t know.”

“I thought you’d know who they are,” Astrid commented.

Kathleen’s voice was calm as she replied, “Why would | know when none of you know?”
Astrid gave her a sidelong glance.

“Will Kathleen prepare dinner alone tonight?” Nancy asked Steve.

Steve hesitated for a while.




“If you don’t mind, | can prepare dinner,” Astrid offered gaily. “My looks might suggest
otherwise, but I'm a great cook. | have the potential to be a good wife and mother.”

Nancy fell silent sheepishly. So what if you have the potential to be a good wife and
mother? Is that something that is worth bragging about? That sounds really strange.

“It will be tiring if you handle everything alone. You and Kathleen should work together,”
Steve said.

“Sure. | heard that Kathleen’s a great cook. | shall take the opportunity to learn from
her!” Astrid agreed readily. “Kathleen, please teach me well.”

“Let’s each prepare our own signature dishes for dinner,” Kathleen suggested
nonchalantly. “What do you think, Astrid?”

After a pause, Astrid replied, “Sure.”

“I'll teach you sometime later,” Kathleen assured her with a grin. “I promise I'll teach you
everything you want.”

Astrid pursed her lips.

What an inconspicuous retort.

Nancy shot a look at Astrid and sneered inwardly.

After that, Kathleen turned around and went to the kitchen to prepare the ingredients.
Astrid went after her.

In the kitchen, Astrid said happily, “What a wide kitchen. | just realized that there is a
dishwasher here. That eases our work.”

When she was busy touring the kitchen, everyone else had already gotten to work.

Shortly after, Astrid went to them. “I need some garlic.”

John gave her the garlic he had just peeled. “Here, these are peeled.”
“Wow, you're fast!” Astrid was surprised. “How did you do that?”
John's lips twitched. “I did this when you were strolling around.”

Astrid was speechless.




After his encounter with Kylie, John was equipped with the ability to distinguish flattery
words.

Nancy bit her lip and tried hard to tamp down her laughter.
She hadn’t expected John to be the first one to speak up.
He must’ve been badly tormented by Kylie.

None of them wanted another Kylie among them, for it was really exhausting to keep
cleaning up her mess.

Astrid froze. She glanced at Kathleen before turning to John. “John, do you hate me?” A
smile played on her lips as she posed that question.

John continued peeling the garlic. “If you don’t say a word, | might fall in love with you.”
Astrid fell silent.
Nancy gave John a kick. “Stop joking around. Your fans will be upset if they hear that.”

“I love my fans the most!” John beamed. “I hope they love me forever and never
abandon me. I'll do my best!”

Nancy'’s kick relieved the tension in the air.
“Why do you need garlic?” Nancy asked.

“I'll get them minced,” Astrid replied stonily. “But we don’t have the tools here, do we?”

“Yes, we do. None of us use it because we have to wash it after using it,” Nancy
explained.

Astrid couldn’t hide her surprise. “Huh? What should | do, then? | don’t know how to
mince garlic using knives. Oh, I'm a fool. | can take pictures well using a camera, but I'm
not a good cook. Kathleen’s different, though. She can act and cook well. | envy her.”
Kathleen ignored her.

“Kathleen, can you help me mince the garlic? Thank you,” Astrid requested.
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Chapter 114

Kathleen felt that if it were not for Madeline being autistic, she would have suspected
that Samuel had deliberately taught her to say those words.

That jerk is capable of anything!

‘I miss him.” Madeline pouted.

“All right.” Kathleen nodded in resignation before looking at Federick. “Go ahead and
call him then.”

The latter felt around his pocket. “I left my phone in the car.”
Kathleen was at a loss for words.

“Why don’t you call him instead?” he suggested.

‘I don’t have his phone number,” she murmured in reply.

“He hasn’t changed his number, so you should be able to memorize it, right?” Federick
asked.

Kathleen bit her lip. She did remember Samuel’s phone number but did not expect that
he was still using the same number.

Looking at Madeline’s aggrieved face, she took out her phone and called him.
After two beeps, the call was picked up.

“‘Hello?” Samuel’s voice was as captivating as always, magnetic and pleasant to the
ears.

Kathleen could not help but feel nervous upon hearing his voice, causing her to fall
silent for a while.

“Kate?” Samuel called out.
She knitted her brows. “Are you watching the live stream?”

“No.” He answered in a raspy voice, “I'm still at the office. | have some matters to attend
to. Is something the matter?”

just forget it,” she uttered flatly.




It's already eight o’clock, and he’s still at the office. Is he truly such a money lover? A
certain someone once said that money is just a number to him. He’s already so rich, so
why is he still working so hard?

“I'm done with work. Go on.” Samuel’s voice was extremely gentle.

I'll be willing to listen to her even if she spoke for the entire night.

“Madeline came here for the variety show. She wishes to see you,” Kathleen explained
softly.

He nodded upon hearing that. “The place you're recording the program is not far from
my office. I'll be there in ten minutes.”

“Got it.” She nodded.

“Is this... your phone number?” Samuel inquired with his deep voice.
“Yes.” Kathleen nodded affirmatively.

“Okay. I'll remember that.” His lips curved into a grin. “See you soon.”
Having said that, he hung up the phone.

Kathleen kept feeling that something was weird after their conversation.

Meanwhile, Samuel put on a black suit. With his tall, muscular figure, and broad
shoulders, he gave off a dignified yet delectable feeling.

He walked swiftly out of the office and entered the elevator.

While saving Kathleen’s number on his phone under the name “Katie,” he curled his thin
lips into a contented smile.

Over at the restaurant, Kathleen had finished cooking and brought the food over to
Federick and Madeline.

The girl suddenly reacted. “It smells so good.”

“If you think so, then eat up.” Kathleen stroked the girl’s hair. “It's mac and cheese and
suits your taste very well.”

Madeline clutched her spoon as she replied, “No. | want to wait for Samuel.”

Kathleen was at a loss for words.




Federick chuckled before explaining, “It can’t be helped. It's the same at home. Once
she knows that Samuel is coming, she’ll keep waiting for him.”

“So, love does disappear, right?” Kathleen looked at Madeline miserably.

The girl blinked a few times. “I also like Katie. You and Samuel saved me when | got
lost. You're both good people, and good people should be together.”

Kathleen was once again rendered speechless.

Amused by his daughter’s words, Federick chuckled, causing Kathleen to look at him in
wordless amazement.

What’s so funny about this!

“Little one.” Kathleen pinched Madeline’s cheek affectionately, which made the girl
giggle.

“Federick, how has Madeline been doing this year?” Kathleen asked.
“Her condition has truly improved. I'm very grateful to Mr. Macari. Half a year ago, my
company was on the verge of collapse. It was him who helped me.” Federick then

added meaningfully, “Maybe he lost something, so he wishes to get some
compensation from Madeline. Some feelings need to be expressed toward someone.”

Kathleen pursed her lips upon hearing that.

“Oh, such a pretty little girl,” Astrid commented as she strode over. “Pretty one, can you
become my model?”

When Madeline saw Astrid, the former instinctively hid behind Federick.

“You didn’t hide from me, Madeline. Does that mean that I’'m a good person in your
eyes?” John asked, intrigued.

Madeline nodded in response.
He was overjoyed. “Such good moral values at a young age. | like you a lot.”
“Hey!” Kathleen glared at him. “Be mindful of what you say. She’s a child.”

Madeline clung to Federick’s arm as she turned to John and said, “You look old, so I'll
call you mister.”

John was rendered speechless.




Upon hearing that, Kathleen burst into laughter.

“You address Samuel by his name as though he is your close friend, but you call me
mister? I’m younger than Kathleen.” John subtly frowned before continuing, “That
doesn’t seem right. You're older than me, but she addresses you as Katie. Isn't it
confusing?”

“We don’t care about that.” Federick flashed him a half-smile. “As long as Madeline’s
happy.”

Astrid did not expect to be ignored by everyone. She looked at Madeline and said to
her, “I'm a photographer, Madeline. | can take pictures of you.”

As she said that, she reached out to touch the girl.

“Ah!” Madeline shrieked, scaring the former.

Kathleen immediately went to hug the girl.

However, a giant silhouette appeared before her and swept Madeline off her feet.
Kathleen lifted her head and stared at Samuel in surprise.

“Be good. Don'’t cry,” he coaxed as he carried Madeline.

Federick suddenly felt that he, as her father, was unnecessary.

He did not expect his daughter to calm down, merely weeping in Samuel’s arms, but did
not make a fuss.

“I'm very sorry,” Federick apologized to the others. “My daughter is autistic. She acts
this way when there are a lot of people. Sorry about that.”

“It's all right. We understand.” Everyone was very kind.
“l didn’t know she has autism,” Astrid muttered.
Samuel handed the calm Madeline over to Kathleen.

It was as though they were a family of three.

Federick was dumbfounded, seeing that his daughter had become a tool to get them
together.




“I watched the live broadcast just now. When Mr. Evans was talking about his
daughter’s iliness, you looked over at them. How could you not know about it?” Samuel
exposed her coldly.

“They were too far. | couldn’t hear anything.” Astrid looked slightly flustered.

“Couldn’t hear anything?” Samuel scoffed. “Would you like me to get a professional to
test the decibel?”

Astrid was dumbfounded.

“Moreover, when you first touched her, she showed obvious resistance, but you still
want to approach her. What are you up to?” he continued.

His words made her face flush hot with embarrassment. “I truly didn’t do it on purpose.
You must believe me.”

Kathleen was about to speak, but Samuel beat her to it. “Keep your identity in mind, Ms.
Holloway. This isn’t a place where you can behave atrociously.”

After saying that, he sat down.

Astrid’s eyes turned slightly red as she apologized, “I'm truly sorry, Mr. Evans. | didn’t
do it on purpose.”

Federick quietly responded, “I| hope you won’t do such a thing again.”

Astrid took a deep breath before giving Kathleen a side glance. “Kathleen, you've
known about this all along. Why didn’t you mention it earlier?” she grumbled.
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Did you give me a chance to do that?” asked Kathleen coldly. “In normal circumstances,
even if a normal person opposes you, you should still know your limits and stop the
harassment, and what did you do?”

Astrid was slightly startled.




“Do you understand what social distancing is?” continued Kathleen displeasedly.

“Kate, you’re scaring me,” said Astrid with an aggrieved tone.

Kathleen retorted with a stone-cold face, “I can be even scarier. Do you want to see
that?”

Astrid was stunned.

“‘Even though Madeline is just a child, you should still understand that you shouldn’t
invade her personal space,” scolded Kathleen coldly. “I hope you understand that.”

Samuel looked over at Kathleen solemnly.
She had a lot of different personalities, which he had yet to understand.

He had always thought she was gentle like a bunny. At the moment, she seemed more
like a little fox in sheep’s clothing.

“You may leave now. Do you want us to have a bad appetite because of you?” asked
Samuel as he looked at Astrid frostily.

Astrid’s expression looked as if someone had slapped her across the face. With that,
she turned and left.

Kathleen was speechless.

Why did Astrid have to do that? If she wants to chase after Christopher, then she should
go ahead. Why did she have to bother me?

Just then, Madeline stopped crying.
She tugged at Kathleen’s arm and said, “Katie, I’'m hungry.”

Kathleen swallowed her feelings and stopped dwelling over the matter. She smiled at
Madeline. “You should dig in then. These are made for you,” she said.

Madeline opened her mouth and waited for Kathleen to feed her.
Kathleen chuckled and sat down. She then fed her with a small spoon.

“‘Madeline?” Federick was rendered speechless.




He was happy that his daughter was becoming more normal, but he was taken aback
by the sight of Madeline being close with Kathleen.

After all, Madeline and Kathleen were not even that close.

“It's okay,” said Kathleen with a grin. “| don’t have anything else to do at the kitchen.”
Federick apologized, “Sorry for the trouble.”

Kathleen shook her head and continued feeding Madeline.

Samuel looked at the whole situation with a gentle gaze.

If my children were born, would | have a wonderful, warm family? Kathleen would have
been a great mother, and | would have been an awesome father as well. However, it’s

all gone.

“Delicious!” Madeline looked at Kathleen with her big black eyes. “Katie, can you be my
mommy?” she asked.

Kathleen and Samuel was dumbfounded.

“No!” Federick shook his head and said, “You just said Samuel and Kate were a good
match for each other.”

“‘Samuel can be my godfather, and Katie can be my godmother. Isn’t that okay?” asked
Madeline seriously.

“All right,” replied Samuel as he patted her head.

What? Did | say yes? Besides, | don’t have to have anything to do with her godfather if |
become her godmother.

Kathleen felt awkward.

As she focused on feeding Madeline, Samuel stared at her beautiful and delicate face.
His dark eyes were filled with affection.

“Kate, what am | having for the meal?” he asked, trying to strike up a conversation with
her.

“‘Isn’t the food on the table?” she replied coldly.

‘I want mac and cheese too.” He looked at her solemnly. “I haven’t had enough of it last
time.”




Kathleen was at a loss for words.

Federick came over and took the spoon from Kathleen. “I'll feed her. You should go,” he
said.

Kathleen glared at Samuel before getting up to leave.

Federick let out a slight chuckle and said, “You two have grown close. She’s making a
meal just because you ask her to do so.”

Samuel replied with a deep voice, “Can’t you see that she’s reluctant? She definitely
wouldn’t make it if it wasn'’t for the camera.”

Needless to say, he would never tell anyone about their deal.
Federick was curious. “Mr. Macari, I'm curious as to why you would use my daughter.”

Samuel kept his cool. “Madeline is getting better. Didn’t you know? Although she has
autism, it doesn’t mean she’s dumb.”

Federick huffed in exasperation. “Do you know the chances of a genius being born with
autism?”

Samuel kept quiet. Instead, he pulled out a letter from his suit. “This just arrived. It's
from Bridge University,” he said.

Federick frowned. “What is it?”
“‘Madeline’s 1Q test and medical report,” Samuel explained. “It says very clearly that her
IQ score is one hundred and eighty, and her condition is improving. As long as we're

careful, she’ll be fine if she doesn’t relapse.”

Federick was slightly excited.

“She relapsed just now, but she recovered quickly, which means that she’s getting
better,” added Samuel. “However, you shouldn’t have hopes for her to be a normal
person. She still has a lot of repetitive patterns of behavior.”

Federick nodded.

He patted Madeline on the head gently and said, “I only wish for my sweetheart to be
healthy. | don’t care if she becomes a genius or not.”

Madeline still had her mouth wide open, waiting to be fed.

Upon seeing that, Federick fed her.




She chewed for around twenty times and opened her mouth again.
With that, the cycle repeated.

Samuel looked at Federick, thinking that he was only fond of Federick because of
Madeline.

After a while, Kathleen came out with mac and cheese and set the plate in front of
Samuel.

“Thanks,” said Samuel with a grin.
Kathleen snorted coldly.

Samuel grabbed a spoon and dug in. After that, he frowned and asked, “This is mac
and cheese?”

“Of course, it's macaroni with cheese, so it's mac and cheese,” answered Kathleen.
Samuel smiled and ate everything.

Federick was shocked while Kathleen pursed her lips and stayed silent.

After dinner, all the guests had left except for Samuel.

Federick had taken Madeline home early because she usually slept early.
Kathleen focused on cleaning up the tables and paid no heed to Samuel.
She did not know why Samuel was still here.

Although she ignored him, Astrid brought him water and fruits.

However, Samuel did not touch any of it.

Everybody else did not want to ask him to leave either.

Steve turned toward Kathleen. “You should go and tell Mr. Macari that we'’re closed,” he
said, deciding to ask her to do the thing that everyone was afraid to do.

“Why don’t you go instead?” Kathleen frowned.
“Do you want to know the truth?” Steve was a bit embarrassed.

“Yes.” Kathleen stared at him.




“I'm scared. You should go. You're the only one here who’s not afraid.” Steve tried to
convince her.

“‘How did you know I'm not afraid?” asked Kathleen, knitting her brows.
“What are you afraid of? You even tricked him. You have the courage,” Steve teased.

He slowly got to know Kathleen’s attitude.

As long as it was not anything strange, she would be fine with a joke.

Kathleen snorted coldly in response.
Steve held his hands together and pleaded, “ Please, Kate.”

She looked at him, feeling speechless. “Did you make a deal with Samuel? It’s just a
word with him. What are you afraid of?”

“What deal?” Samuel’s deep voice came from behind.
Kathleen was startled.

She did not know when Samuel had come up behind her.
His breath could be felt on the top of her head.

Steve said sheepishly, “There’s something | need to do in the kitchen. Both of you
should have a chat.”
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athleen turned around. “Mr. Macari, we're closed.”

“l know.” Samuel looked at her from above.

Her hair was braided today. Wearing a red sweater and a pair of black jeans, she
looked exceptionally youthful and pretty.




When he stood behind her earlier, he kept gazing at the fair nape of her neck. His
memories floated to when they had just gotten married.

He had left countless marks at that exact spot. Every time, Kathleen would complain
that she couldn’t go out like that.

Back then, she was so shy, gentle, obedient, and alluring.
“So why aren’t you leaving yet?” demanded Kathleen coldly.

“I have something to tell you.” Samuel smirked meaningfully. “I can’t say it here. I'll wait
for you in the car.”

Kathleen frowned.

Suddenly, Samuel bent down and whispered beside her ear, “It's about the Yoeger
family. You’d know.”

With that, he spun around and left.
Kathleen frowned. Is he telling the truth, or is he lying to me?

However, it was safer to believe that it was the truth if it was about something like this.

After all, what Samuel gave her the previous time was quite useful.

Now, Ivan had already been arrested.
She heard that Vanessa was trying to bail him out.
With all the strong evidence, it was difficult for Vanessa to achieve that too.

More importantly, Kathleen heard that a bigshot was pressurizing JC, so Ivan couldn’t
get bail.

Is Samuel behind this too?

She pursed her lips. Since it was more important for her to investigate her mother’s
background, she decided to meet him.

After work, Kathleen went to look for Samuel.

His black Maybach was parked by the roadside.




Meanwhile, he sat in the car, his gaze brooding and unreadable.

As he stared at Kathleen’s slender figure, his lips curved into a gentle smile.

This adorable bunny has fallen into the trap.

Kathleen got into the car, sat beside the driver’s seat, and asked, “What do you know?”

Samuel smirked, his eyes as dark as ink. “My dearest Ms. Johnson, you’re begging me
for a favor now. Why are you acting like | owe you?”

She pursed her lips.

Knowing that she sounded quite impatient earlier, she changed her attitude and said, “Is
there anything that you'd like to tell me, Mr. Macari?”

An amused look flashed across Samuel’s eyes as he passed a file to Kathleen.

She was stunned. Is he giving it to me so easily? Finally, he’s acting like a decent
human being.

When she opened the file, she was shocked.
“What's this?” Kathleen frowned. “Did Zachary’s illness worsen?”

“This is why Vanessa’s frantically eliminating everyone that can affect the Yoegers’ core
interests recently.” Samuel glanced at her from the side of his eyes. “Be careful.”

Kathleen hesitated. “My brother and | know nothing about this.”

“Vanessa concealed it well. | had to spend a lot of money before receiving this intel,”
revealed Samuel solemnly. “A few million just for an egg fried rice.”

Kathleen was at a loss for words.

“I'll repay you.” She pouted. “I'll ask my brother for that few million.”

A sharp glint flashed across Samuel’s icy gaze. Suppressing it, he smiled. “Do you want
more information?”

“Do you have them?” Kathleen was surprised.

“I can find out information that you can never get your hands on.” Samuel stared at her
with an unreadable expression.

She didn’t deny it.




Meanwhile, Samuel continued gazing at her relaxedly and patiently.
“‘But you have conditions,” replied Kathleen anxiously. “What is it this time?”
He smiled. “You sure are smart.”

‘I was never dumb. | became useless when you were taking care of me,” complained
Kathleen resentfully.

She regretted saying that immediately.

“If you want, | can continue taking care of you.” Samuel flashed her a meaningful smile.
Kathleen frowned. “I can take care of myself now.”

“Then why are you asking your brother for money?” mocked Samuel coolly.

She bit her lips. “He’s my brother. Am | supposed to ask you for money instead?”

“Naturally, | won'’t refuse if you're the one asking me.” Samuel smirked. “But aren’t you
Christopher’s fiancée? Why aren’t you asking him?”

Kathleen paused. So that's what he’s waiting for.

“Chris is different from you!” Her eyes shone brightly. “He respects me a lot and
wouldn’t put me in a tight spot.”

Samuel gripped the steering wheels tightly, his knuckles jutting against his skin.
Everything she said was what he had lacked in the past.
“Kate, I'll change in the future,” said Samuel hoarsely.

“A leopard can’t change its spots.” Kathleen breathed in deeply. “Anyway, what’s your
condition?”

“Macari Group is planning to invest in a movie, but the female lead hasn’t been decided
yet. | want you to act in the role,” replied Samuel. “With an award-winning actress, the
movie will be extremely popular even before its release.”

Kathleen hesitated for a moment. “I want to read the script first.”

Samuel raised his eyebrows. “So, are you agreeing?”

“The remuneration will be used to repay you,” she continued.




Samuel chuckled. “It’s fine as long as you agree to act in the movie.”

‘I want to read the script first. If it's bad, | won’t do it.” Kathleen stuck to her own
principles.

Samuel grinned. “The director of the movie is Spencer Scott, and the screenwriter is
Remy Mills. You know their status in the entertainment industry very well.”

Kathleen was stunned.
Spencer was an internationally famous director who had won countless awards.
Numerous people were dying to collaborate with him.

Kathleen couldn’t help but feel tempted. If both of them were producing a movie, it
would definitely be good.

However, she didn’t dare to express it. “Still, I'd like to take a look at the script.”

Samuel smirked meaningfully. “Okay, I'll send it to you later. Oh, right. Why don’t you
add me on Whatsapp? Otherwise, | can’t send it to you.”

Kathleen was at a loss for words. Eventually, they added each other’s contacts.

Samuel looked at her profile picture. She was wearing a white dress and hugging a
sunflower. With her dazzling smile, she looked beautiful.

She probably had a fun time during her year abroad. She probably never missed me,
right?

She kept praising Christopher. Has he been keeping her company for the past year?

As those thoughts ran across his head, Samuel’s emotions began raging in turmoil.

Meanwhile, Kathleen looked at Samuel’s profile picture. It was taken when she was
trying out her wedding dress.

“I'll go now.” Kathleen opened the car door and left. It felt as if she was escaping.
She didn’t understand why Samuel wanted to use that photo as his profile picture.

Everyone in his social circle was wealthy and had high status. If they saw his profile
picture, their minds would wander.

Staring at Kathleen as she left, Samuel smiled and stroked her profile picture.




It's fine even if she forgets about me completely. It’s fine if she wants a gentle boyfriend
who respects her. I'll satisfy all her wishes.

At that moment, Samuel’s phone rang. It was a call from Christopher.

He picked up the call. “What’s up?”

“Stop pestering her,” instructed Christopher in a deep voice. “Samuel, she doesn’t love
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love her,” replied Samuel icily. “That’s enough.”

“I think you don’t realize how grave your mistake was back then!” yelled Christopher
furiously. “You’ll make her unhappy if you keep forcing her against her wishes.”

“Got it. Thanks for your reminder.” Samuel ended the call and drove away.

Christopher frowned. What did he understand?

Christopher stopped his car outside where Kathleen was staying before calling her.
However, the call didn’t get through.

Glancing at the time, he saw that it was already eleven at night.

She’s probably asleep. After all, she’s the main chef now. I'll just let her sleep. She must
be exhausted!

Christopher’s heart ached.

At that moment, a woman stood in front of his car and knocked on his car window.
Christopher rolled the windows down. “Astrid?”

“Can | get into the car?” asked Astrid softly.

After thinking about it, he nodded.




Astrid sat beside the driver’s seat and said after a short pause, “Oh no! | forgot that this
is your fiancée’s seat now.”

Christopher said grimly, “It’s fine.”
Delighted, Astrid closed the car door.

“What do you want, Astrid?” demanded Christopher unhappily. “You can’t keep making
things difficult for Kathleen.”

“I'm sorry. I'm just struggling to get over it,” apologized Astrid. “I simply want to know
what kind of woman you like.”

‘I don’t like someone who’s like you,” replied Christopher coldly. “I'm just being polite to
you out of courtesy for your grandfather. | hope you do what’s best for yourself.”

“I know. Do you think that | can do anything to her?” asked Astrid indignantly. “Look at
what she had done to me! Why don’t you tell your fiancée off and ask her to be nicer to
me?”

‘I won’t interfere in how she’s treating you,” rejected Christopher curtly.

Astrid hesitated. “Christopher, | know you hate me and think I’'m deliberately making
things difficult for Kathleen. But | have no choice.”

“What do you mean?” Christopher frowned.

“Would you believe me if | say my grandfather’s collaborating with Samuel? He hinted to
my grandfather that | should come back and stir up trouble,” revealed Astrid. “If | refuse,
Samuel would stop collaborating with my grandfather. I'm left with no choice.”

“Are you saying that Samuel instructed you to do this?” Christopher frowned.

“Yeah! He wants me to separate both of you so that he has an opportunity to intervene.”
Astrid pleaded, “I'm so sorry, Christopher. | don’t want to do this either. But my
grandfather’s old, and | don’t want him to work too hard.”

Christopher said coldly, “If Samuel’s using this to threaten you, I'll think of a solution. Ill
talk to your grandfather and tell him that Morris Group can collaborate with him instead,
so he doesn’t need to worry. Meanwhile, you should stop bullying Kathleen.”

“That’s great! | have nothing to fear if you’re backing me up.” Astrid grinned.

Christopher said solemnly, “Go out. I'll handle the rest.”

“Okay.” Astrid nodded and was about to leave the car.




“‘Huh?” She raised her hands and placed them on Christopher’s collar. Smiling, she
remarked, “Your collar is ruffled.”

Christopher shoved her hands away. “I'll tidy it myself.”

Not feeling embarrassed, Astrid laughed. “Quickly pick your fiancée up! If she’s taking
care of you, you won’t be so clueless that you don’t even know your collar’s up.”

Christopher gave no 