t seem to care.
Didn't she take him seriously?
He felt disappointed.

‘Melissa, don't you feel guilty about disappearing for five years?. |
You hid the children from me. | didn't see them for five years,
and now you're unwilling to let them know who | am.”

His eyes were cold. He felt inexplicably angry.

‘Everett, get a grip. We've been separated for five years. We are
not a couple. | left the old Melissa behind. She's dead to me. I'm
Melly now. So, what if the children share half your DNA? You
didn't want them then, and it's too late for you to want them
now

Having spoken her mind, Melissa stood up and was about to
leave. She glanced at the document on the table. "Merrick and
Lindsey don't know their father abandoned them. They think he
passed away but loved them very much. If you want those
children to know the truth, | guess that's up to you. | have takenx il
care of them alone before, and | still can.”

. Everett was shocked. He felt wounded by Melissas ut
- words. wn (i '“

He could not deny that he had abandoned t]he'” {
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few deep, calming bre

She knew that Everett was up to something. He had spent
much time with her two children recently. It was no surprise
that he found out the truth.

Perhaps that wasn't a bad thing. She did not need to hide the
truth any longer.

Melissa's phone rang. Seeing the familiar number on the screen,
she answered it.

"Aloys, I'm surprised you have time to call me today. Ha-ha, yes.
Of course, I'd love you to come back. Merrick has been waiting
for you to return to celebrate the New Year."

Melissa smiled as she chatted with the person on the other end
of the phone

Everett watched angrily.

Who was Melissa talking to? Why was she laughing so happily?
Why was his son waiting for someone else to celebrate the New

Year with him?

He didn't realize how jealous he felt, standing
looking at Melissa.

"Hey, your friend?" Everett said, oo
uj,‘g nore but didn't dare. i




trotted to catch Up
plessly as Evere’t_tf sl




% 0 meet him there. but even Franco was st r
n asked.

me to come here Franco said as he turned up at the ba
flamboyant pink shirt. He squinted at Everett.

It was rare to see Everett drowning his sorrows, Franco" |
couldn't think of any reason Everett could have to be depressed,. il
After all, he was Everett of the Mayfield family and extremely f
powerful.

“You can either drink or leave."

With these words, Everett's mood was clear.

His cruel, impatient tone got to Franco, who stared at him in
shock before sitting down next to him.

What was wrong with Everett?

Franco wmked at Everett s assistant and they shared a |o
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_’barman to get them"tﬁe

an hour later, Franco managed to find out what
happened to Everett from his assistant.

“What? Melissa? You've got two children?"

He was as surprised as he had been when he heard Everett was |
married.

He didn't understand. He thought Everett was in love with
Arielle? Was everything the other way round? Or had he
misunderstood?

"Hang on, Everett. | thought you liked Arielle?" Franco asked. It
was a good question, and sobered Everett up in an instant.

Everett had also thought he liked Arielle...

In the past, he had been unhappy with his marriage, and had
blamed it all on Melissa. He thought Melissa had been trying to
gain power in the Mayfield family, and had framed him and
Arielle, ultimately causing Arielle's miscarriage.

He had always felt guilty over Arielle. That was why he had
kept her by his side for so many years.







n't acknowledge Franco's attempt to dissuade |
' ‘whirled around inside his skull. He staggered a
steps before finding his balance and standing firm. He toc
step toward the exit.

“Take him to the restroom and help him clean up. He can sleep
at my house tonight," Franco said to Everett's assistant. He
worried about what would happen to Everett when he left.
Franco thought it better to take him straight to his house and
take care of him.

Everett's assistant looked at his boss and finally listened to
Franco. He escorted Everett to the restroom

Everett felt dizzy but tried his best to look sober. He removed
his coat and asked his assistant to wait outside.

In the restroom, he turned on the tap and splashed his face
with cold water in an attempt to sober up.

. Suddenly, he heard a familiar name.

"’.."tes, his name is Merrick Sherman, and his sister is Lind‘_se_.
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When he realized his assailant had been snent for a long'tl_ e
he finally raised his head.

“Mr. Mayfield! | am Arielle’s uncle. Did you make a mistake?"

Neal was shocked and annoyed when he recognized the person

in front of him. But he couldn't afford to' offend Everett, let
alone beat him.

Everett thought someone wanted to hurt his children, but when
he heard the man's identity, he felt cold. The man was related
to the Sherman family.

"Boss, what's wrong?" Hearing a noise, the assistant rushed in
and saw Everett staring into a cubicle with a malicious look on
his face. The blood pooling on the ground proved something
violent had happened.

The assistant was surprised to see the man in the cubicle.
Wasn't he Arielle’s uncle? He had seen Neal several tlm SV




"Okay he said, looking to Franco for help. If anyone c
solve this problem, it was Franco.

“Follow Everett. |'ll handle things here," Franco said with a smile.
Things were going a little beyond his expectations.

| Al

[,‘H

|v" {l
ll
||




l

~ in the market. Franco also liked boxing, so. he n
lot of stuff related to the field.
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“Please thank your boss on my behalf. | would like to tre

all to a meal sometime. Also, tell everyone here tonight n
breathe a word of this to anyone. | don't want any rumors
circulate.”

Franco held a considerable amount of power and influence. He
took it upon himself to hush any potential talk about the
incident and protect Everett. He was a good friend, after all.

It was a good thing that Franco was here, or Everett might have
killed Neal on the spot. Everett was the type of man who, once
pushed past his limits, could eliminate anyone standing in his
way.

The manager nodded in earnest to express his understanding.
He watched as the men got into the car and left. Only then did
he breathe a sigh of relief. He had really thought they were
going to destroy the bar!

Half an hour later, the car screeched to a halt in front of
Franco's residence. Everett sulkily got out.

Franco's private villa was located in a secluded area, and w:
fully equipped with the most sophisticated securﬁy" h
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‘what he wants to know," Franco piped up. "l i
ent man. | don't want him to kill you in my house, b
all know | can't stop him."

He was sitting on a chair against the far wall, smiling as h <
fiddled with his cup of tea. 1
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“Shut up!” Everett glanced coldly at Franco.

The man promptly shut his mouth, though his smile remained.

Neal was still bound, tied up to a chair this time, and
surrounded by several burly men clad in all black.

"Mr. Mayfield, please! Please forgive me. I'll tell you everything
you want to know!"

Neal was so scared that even the chair shook with his
trembling.

‘Tell me everything about the Sherman family, Melly and her
two children.”

“Okay, okay. I'll tell you everything."

Neal bobbed his head and proceeded to explain all that Emlly
and Arielle had asked him to do.

‘I have one more question. What happened to Avi




‘ - W t :
ent's i hts. His mind drifted off to eve :
p ed five years ago.

The more he thought about it, however, the more g

popped up in his head. Why had he refused to believe Meliss
back then?

“Everett, why don't you retire for the night? I'll deal with this
Franco said.

“Boss, you should go upstairs and get some rest."

Both Franco and his assistant could feel the sudden
melancholy that took over him.

Everett's chest tightened with an overwhelming wave of
remorse. He ached from it.

"Was | really wrong?" he muttered under his breath.




“Everett?" Franco exclaimed, catching him as he fell. ‘Ca
doctor."

He didn't think Everett would faint. Even Everett's assistant W‘ ‘
shocked. Once they had carried Everett to a guest room,
shadow fell over Franco's face.

‘Lock Neal up in the basement for the day. Don't give him '
anything but water unless he looks like he's dying of hunger,” he

ordered the men in black beside him and then waved them

away.

"Mr. Cohen, the doctor said my boss has got a fever. And | think
he's murmuring something..." The assistant didn't dare to
mention that he had heard Melissa's name. He couldn't call
Melissa here without express permission from Everett.

Franco went over to look and he could quite clearly see that the
fever had turned Everett's face red while he muttered
something to himself over and over. Franco was curious.

He hadn't seen a lot of Melissa, and could only just remember
who she was. ,

"Does Melissa live in Andeport?"

"Yes, she's called Dr. Melly Sherman now."




‘Don't talk nonsense. I'm not married,” she retorted resentfully,
casting a short glance at him.

‘Dr. Sherman, saving lives is what you do. You're the Divir
Surgeon. Please do me this favor." .

Melissa was about to send Franco away when she heard a
voice from the second floor. :

‘Mommy, what's wrong?"
Franco saw a little girl in pink pajamas, rubbing her sleepy eyes.

He finally understood why Everett wanted his children. This
little girl was so cute.

"Nothing, just another sick person. | am going to go and see
them. You should be in bed."

Melissa didn't want her daughter to know it was Everett, or
Lindsey would definitely make her go, and probably beg t
come along. '

~ Franco gave her his best smile. Then
for her to leave. :




The person listening outside the door hadn't expected
open again so quickly and he fell in.

'Ha-ha, I'm sorry to bother you.. But | was just passing b
Actually..."

Franco lay on the floor, a little embarrassed. He jumped back to
his feet, glanced at the man on the bed, and made to leave,
head down, not looking at Melissa.

“Stop!" Melissa commanded.

She was so angry and had no way to let it all out. But now
Franco was here, she could vent all her anger on him.




