1 tell, Mr. Cohen, y
ll have to advise you to go to a h

Melissa crossed her arms over her chest and shot a sul 3
at Franco.
"Oh, | see. Thank you. I'll be sure to do just that."

Franco had always been thick-skinned. Nothing had ever faze'
him.

With one last glance, Melissa huffed and walked away.

"Dr. Sherman," Franco called out as he watched her go. "How is
Everett doing? Do you have anything to prescribe him?"

It looked like she was leaving, which would put his efforts to
waste. Franco suddenly feared that Everett would chew him
out for this once he recovered.

"He doesn't need any medicine. He won't die."

Melissa's casual words rendered Franco speechless She. was 2
the only one who would dare to say something like that b

The man in question was sitting in t‘l"i..
I shrouded in darkness and perfectly'tlj fe
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Franco rubbed his nose awkwardly and nodded.

“You're poking your nose into my business."

it scared me. Besides, she is the famous Divine Surge
herself, so it made sense to me to seek her out and let hercure
you." :

"Get out."
“All right.”

Franco switched the light off again, and then stepped out into
the hall and closed the door firmly behind him. He placed a
hand over his chest and breathed a long sigh of relief.

Back inside the room, Everett turned his gaze out the window.
He vaguely remembered Melissa scolding him, even as she

checked his condition.

She was right to blame him. He had made a grave a_nd’
irreparable mistake. i

But he still needed to investigate more thoroughly,
himself, but for Melissa's sake as well. Other




wasted no time informing his boss.
“They appear to be having an outdoor activity this mornin‘g:

The assistant already knew what was goingonin Everett's mlnd
He was well aware that yesterday's incident had dealt a blow to \
his boss. i

'Follow them."
‘Understood."

At roughly ten o'clock that morning, Everett came up to Llndsey| ‘
and Merrick in the park, seemingly by coincidence. »

"Mr. Mayfield!"

Lindsey was overjoyed to see him and instantly trotted
the man.

She was so delighted, in fact, that she forgoti
mother's warning to keep a distance from Ever ﬁ ’
M|l1

‘; “Lindsey, you look very pretty today."
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~'I'm just passing by. You should go back."

Everett felt a little guilty offering such a thin excuse. He
the serious young boy who remained close by.

‘| know. You probably have secrets you can't tell me. Th
okay. You can have my phone number."

Lindsey produced a pink notebook from her bag and wrote a
number on it.

"This is my phone number and my Facebook Messenger
account.” Her voice was soft and cute.

Although Lindsey kept in contact with her mother and brother
using a phone in her watch, she would play with a phone every
day at home, reading news. She had registered for a Facebook
account.

She had only a few friends, but she really enjoyed taking photos
and sharing them on Facebook.

Everett immediately sent a friend request. Looking at her
smiling face on her profile, he couldn't help but laugh: i i

Once he had saved the picture in his phone, he by

satisfied. It had taken five years, but he finally

wanted to take Melissa and
d it with all his he




He typed, “Lindsey, are you at home? Have you eatel

~ dinner?”

Lindsey quickly replied. "Good evening, Mr. Mayfield. Ive h
dinner at home. Today, Mommy made my favorite braise
spareribs, soup, and delicious cakes."

Three pictures popped up following the message.

Seeing the simple and tempting dishes in the photos, Everett |
suddenly yearned for family affection.

Everett said, "If you like them, Lindsey, just eat more."

Lindsey replied, "You should also eat more. Mommy ‘says;
people must eat well to be healthy."

Everett smiled, warmed by Lindsey's simple words.
This must be paternal affection.

They chatted until Lindsey said she was about to go for%
with her mother. ’l"“
Domestic bliss. A family meal followed by a w |
seemed peaceful in a way Everett had never

| hl
\
)
‘




still worked in the hospital. She couldn't f
all. —

Why did Melissa have such a perfect life? Did she still w
marry Everett?

Damn it! Arielle hated Melissa.




