ouldn't leave her alone.
"Let's go."

He quickly took his men to the factory in the suburb.

the kidnappers' minds, exploiting her eloquence and the
tempting offer.

"I didn't expect you to be very rich.”

When the leader of the kidnappers saw how much money was
in his bank card now, his tone softened considerably. He was

happy.

Unfortunately, his happiness didn't rouse him to take off the
blindfold around Melissa's eyes. The situation was particular,
While she was a hostage at first, she now became their new

boss.

"What do you want, boss? Since we have your money, we have
to work for you," the leader said with a smile. He wondered if

they could get more money. i it

|
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Melissa sighed. These people were rea||ly', 9'7%,‘_@,“;}":""
information about the people who asked y_mm ] |

il

Hearing this, the leader laughed.




e man shook his mobile phone, waiting for Melissa |
Everyone was willing to do good business.

Melissa rattled off another bank account numberand passwo
Within seconds, the room was filled with the obvious chime
the prompt tone singling that the money had been transferred.

"You are so generous. The document with the information you
want is on the table. We'll untie the ropes for you two later.
Your car is parked on the roadside a kilometer away. Good luck.”

With that, the leader signaled to his men to leave. They had
gotten the money and also told Melissa what she wanted to
know.

Melissa heard the door open, close, then the lock sliding into
place. She waited for a few seconds to make sure they were
alone before trying to shake off the rope.

Beside her, the driver said, 'Dr. Sherman, wait for me."

His instruction was followed by a crack as the driver broke free
from his bindings.

Rushing over, he quickly untied the rope around her. Th
looked around cautiously.

L "Let's find a place to hide first. If our eog:l'
to those kidnappers. I'm Af‘ id h k




“Please getin."

She gritted her teeth and stepped into the hole. It wasn't ver
deep, so the pair had to squat down to be covered by mud a
grass.

After a few moments, as they expected, there was a harsh
sound of brakes outside.

Then they heard the sound of sticks and a cold roar.
Melissa shivered where she squatted. She was nervous. It was
easy to guess what had happened in the factory, but she was

curious about who sent these people. Was it Vivienne or
Everett?

After a while, their surroundings quieted down.

She held her breath. Just as she began to relax, she heard the
sounds of footsteps approaching her. )




3

ump! Thump!

sound of leather shoes rushing across the flagstone
‘out, making Melissa quiver in apprehension. 1

“Melissa?"

The man's voice was laced with fear and doubt.
Fortunately, Melissa was unharmed.

She raised her head and found Everett staring down at her.

His brows were furrowed, and his eyes were clouded. Was he
worried about her?

No, that couldn't be right. There was no way he would care
about someone like her. Melissa surmised that Vivienne had
probably put him up to her rescue mission.

It was clear to her that Everett wanted to take the children into
his custody. She wouldn't be surprised if he just left herto die.

Melissa curled her lips into a sneer.

Even if Everett hadn't come, she would have been able
herself out of this place, anyway.

"Here, take my hand," Everett said in a stran to
_ for her, his eyes roaming her face, but‘g
recoiled and withdrew his arm. '

i




‘Huffing in indignation, Melissa pulled herself up and proceedec
o climb out of the hole all by herself,

Everett could only rub his nose and step aside as she ¢
back into the world.

"My mother sent me to save you. Let's drop by my house first
S0 that you can take a shower and change. You'll scare the
children if you show up like that."

He would have wanted to fuss over her and make sure that she
was unscathed, but their strange dynamic prompted him to
change his approach at the last minute.

Melissa swiped at the mud on her face and rolled her eyes.

She trudged over to a nearby faucet and washed off the mud
from her body as best as she could. Then she turned and let
herself into Everett's car

Following behind her, Everett glanced at what was once a snow
white carpet on the floor of his back seat and had to pause. It

was all wet and gray now.

"You can take the other car back," Melissa said crossly.

Her irritation was getting the better of her, and she
annoy him just as much. She wanted to see wh
germophobe would do.

“It's no big deal.”




was affected by this whole situation.

She hadn't stepped into this room in five years. She looke
around and took in the familiar decor and furniture inside,
myriad of emotions flashing on her face. Nothing had changed.

Everett strode to the wardrobe and flung the doors open. As
much as she hated it, Melissa found herself peeping to see if
there were any women's clothes inside. There was none.

Wasn't Arielle supposed to have lived herein the Iastfive yearS? ‘

Or maybe he had already packed up and dlsposed of her
clothes.

"I don't have any women's clothes in the h0use'_’M'y mothe
took all her stuff with her on the move, and I'm _Ce,r‘tain.”
letting you wear a servant's uniform.”

Everett handed her one of his white shirts.

"But I've already sent someone to buy s
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‘white shirt,

’3 she screamed. "Why didn't you even knock w

-ame into the room?"




M

\ Everett placed the black garment bag on the bed and
back out of the room, his movements stiff and awkward.

The door slammed shut behind him. He took a deep breath
cleared his throat before heading to his study.

Back inside the room, Melissa was still staring at the door, her\
hands clutching the tails of the shirt she was wearing. Her
cheeks were tinged with an adorable shade of pink.

She stomped over to the bed and picked up the garment bag
with a huff.

Surely, Everett hadn't done that on purpose... Right? She would
make him pay for it otherwise!

He had gotten her a lilac dress, her favorite color.

Melissa slipped it on and was surprised to find that it fit her
perfectly.

A thought began forming in her mind, but she was quick to
squash it into oblivion.

. This must be part of Everett's plan. He was trying
~ and earn her good graces so that he could snat

‘away when she wasn't on guard.




receiving Everett's call, t|dy|ng around the house and prepann
a hearty meal. They had even called the private doctor, just in'
case.

A figure dashed out of the house as soon as the car screeched
to a halt.

"Be careful, Lindsey. Don't trip."

Vivienne had already known that Melissa was fine, of course,
but she was still a little worried.

Everett got out and went around to the passenger side, picking
Melissa in his arms before she could protest. He set her down '

with the utmost care.

"Mommy! You're finally back!" Lindsey cried out as ‘,sh(_'e" ca Y
bounding toward them. i

Merrick stood back, but his eyes were nmmev
~ obviously been crying, but he was all calm an

f'.’
slissa picked her daughter up and. -_
ger seat She cradled Li :




ot pestering Everett, fawning over him as they s
oom and refusing to let him leave.

Melissa wasn't so callous that she would drive him aw”'_
front of everyone, especially after all that he had done for t
And so, she asked the nanny to add another place at the t
for him.

She told herself that this was only to express her gratitude for
rescuing her.

Johnny, Vivienne, Everett, and Lindsey were in high spirits
throughout dinner.

In contrast, Melissa and Merrick were rather glum, and they
would shoot unhappy glances at Everett now and then.

Why was the damn man still holding Lindsey while they ate?

"Why is my traitorous sister enjoying this?" Merrick huffed to
himself. fisth

Vivienne observed them from the sidelines, her mind already
swirling with possibilities. If Melissa could somehow find it
her heart to forgive Everett, then that would be the be
everyone. That way, she could spend tim Wi

- grandchildren without feeling guilty or ti
‘Melissa and Everett.

sent a silent prayer for her




it I'if.'.'iu[' '
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t," Vivienne called out to him.

He raised his head and looked around the table as if he hé &
just woken up.

"Lindsey was asking you to spend the night here," Vivienne said,
her eyes flashing with meaning.

How could her son be absent-minded right when it mattered
the most? :




