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After saying those words, Lucia pushed away Arthur; before turning around, she took a deep look at 

Arthur. In the future, she could never hug him again. 

 

Turning around, Lucia shed tears in the cold air. 

 

Seeing Lucia turn to leave without any hesitation, Arthur wanted to go forward to stop her, but he 

couldn’t. Whatever he did would hurt Lucia more. 

 

Lowering his head, Arthur could only let out a bitter chuckle and heaved a long sigh that echoed through 

the empty parking lot. 

 

It was obvious to everyone that Arthur had changed, especially the staff in Branch of Davonnis, who 

could feel his change most directly. 

 

In the past, Arthur was cold and unsmiling. The staff of Davonnis Corp took him as a kid because of his 

handsome appearance and superb ability, but since the engagement, he had become more and more 

eccentric. Even a typographical error could irritate him. 

 

 

All the female employees used to look forward to handing documents to Arthur in person, or doing work 

reports to him, but now, all of them were worried and complaining. When they are scolded harshly, they 

would complain to Kyle, who suffered more than any of them, because he contacted with Arthur the 

most. 

 

After being stopped by several executives in the cafeteria at noon, Kyle heard their complaints and could 

only reply to them, “Stop complaining. I get yelled at several times a day. Did I complain?” 

 



“You gotta think of a way,” said an executive frowning, “It’s fine to be criticized if we make a mistake, 

but Mr. Davies somehow gets angry at everyone. That day, I went to his office to do work report on 

time, but he criticized me for not coming earlier …” 

 

“And me, the secretary forgot to change the time of doing a presentation. Then he came to my 

department and scolded all my subordinates.” Another executive looked helpless, too. 

 

“Kyle, Mr. Davies wasn’t like this before.” One executive said, “Is it because he broke up with Miss Webb 

…” 

 

“Stop speculating!” Kyle immediately stopped them from talking further as if they were to trigger the 

bomb that shattered all of them. 

 

“He’s engaged, but still unhappy. That must be because Miss …” If Kyle hadn’t glared at someone who 

continued the topic, he would have spoken out ‘Miss Webb’. 

 

“That’s it. Stop guessing. I know Mr. Davies’s temper is getting worse and you guys have suffered a lot, 

but I can do nothing about it,” said Kyle helplessly as he withdrew his glare. 

 

The executive who complained before moved closer to Kyle and whispered, “Mrs. Davies is still in the 

country, isn’t she? You followed the president back to the country from the USA, so you must have some 

contact with Mrs. Davies. Can you help speak for us in front of Mrs. Davies?” 

 

Kyle now understood they were trying to use him. He glared at the executive who made a proposal. The 

executive smiled awkwardly at him and said, “Mr. Sharp, please help us then.” 

 

The rest of the executives echoed. Kyle could only agree. 

 

In the afternoon, Kyle found the right time to slip back into Fragranerde Hall, avoided Juliana, and 

approached Sophie to tell her the complaints of Arthur’s subordinates. 



 

Sophie did not return to the USA immediately after the engagement party. She was worried that Arthur 

would become moody. And Kyle really came to her today. Sophie frowned and worried about Arthur. He 

must be unable to take it anymore, so he vented his feelings to others 

 

“Mrs. Davies, go and persuade Master Arthur. If this goes on, the staff will strike a mass protest,” Kyle 

saw Sophie did not say anything and spoke bitterly. 

 

“Got it, you go back first. I’ll go to the office later to look for him.” Sophie promised. 

 

“Thanks, Mrs. Davies,” Kyle said happily, and quickly left Fragranerde Hall before Juliana appeared. 

 

Sophie sat in the living room in contemplation when Kayla took Juliana downstairs. Kayla chose to stay 

to take care of Juliana because she worried about Juliana’s health while Robert returned home. 

 

“Sophie, what are you staring at?” Seeing Sophie sitting motionless in the living room, Kayla asked her 

with a smile. 

 

Sophie looked back at Juliana and replied with a smile, “Nothing, Kayla, you brought Julia downstairs for 

a walk?” 

 

“Yes, Juliana should be very careful in the first trimester, but it’s not a good idea for her to lie down all 

the time,” Kayla said with a smile, looking at her daughter with a loving gaze. 

 

“Well, it’s good to take a walk,” Sophie said. 

 

“Mom, wanna go with us?” After the engagement, Juliana changed the way she addressed Sophie. 

 



Sophie was never used to hearing Juliana call her ‘Mom’, but she was very willing to be called ‘Mom’ by 

Lucia. 

 

With a graceful smile on her face, Sophie said, “No, I’ll go to the office later to bring Arthur some soup. 

There’s some soup I prepared for you in the kitchen. Remember to drink it when you come back from 

your walk later.” 

 

“Okay.” Juliana nodded obediently and walked out the door, linking her arm with Kayla’s. Though she 

was only a month pregnant, Juliana walked carefully as if her belly was already big to affect her 

movements. 

 

Seeing Juliana hobbling, Sophie had an odd feeling. 

 

But Arthur was more important right now, so Sophie immediately asked Jan to drive her to Branch of 

Davonnis. 

 

When Sophie arrived at Arthur’s office, he was lecturing an executive. Sophie could hear Arthur cursing 

from outside the door, and Kyle knowingly pushed open the office door for Sophie. 

 

Arthur’s voice came to a halt as soon as he saw Sophie walk into the office. 

 

“Why are you so angry …” Sophie elegantly walked to the side of the sofa, put the thermos down and 

said. 

 

Arthur pursed his thin lips without saying a word. He looked like a stubborn child who did wrong but 

refused to admit it. 

 

“Get out of here,” Sophie said, knowing her son’s character, and turned to the executive, who quickly 

picked up the papers that Arthur had swept off the floor and exited the office as if he had been 

pardoned. 



 

“You’re in your fifties, and you’re still moving so deftly.” 

 


