Laney was just about to fasten her seat belt in

the driver's seat when she heard Garrett's

words. She paused, her gaze instinctively drawn
to the bandages on Garrett's body. Barely an
hour had passed since his wounds had been
tended to, yet already some blood had seeped
through the gauze—an indication of the
severity of his injury.

“Smoothly?" Laney gritted her teeth, her voice
sharp. "Look at yourself. Did everything truly go
smoothly?"

. Garrett cast a casual glance at the swathes of
bandages adorning his body, then offered a
nonchalant smile. "I'm a man. It's fine if I get




Fhank you."

"As your husband, it's my duty to protect y
‘There's no need for such formality,” Garretts
taking Laney's hand in his. Seeing the

expression on her face, he couldn't help but
chuckle.

“But the injuries on your back..." Laney began,
guilt creeping in as she recalled the shocking

wounds Garrett bore.

Garrett offered a comforting smile. "It's fine. I'll

ask Frank to prescribe some medicine when we
get back."

Despite her concerns, Laney couldn't help but
chuckle, her tone turning playful. "Though I
hate to burst your bubble, I have to warn you

that with such extensive injuries, there's a high =

chance of scarring." :

She winked at Garrett, whose smile had frozen
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arn look, his voice serious. “If I do end up wi

scars, will you dislike me?"

‘Caught off guard, Laney blinked in surprise. "Is
that what you've been worried about?"

With an aggrieved look, Garrett confessed, "I
haven't succeeded in winning you over yet. |
fear that scars might make it even more
challenging to capture your heart..."

Upon hearing Garrett's concern, Laney found
herself at a loss for words. She had not
anticipated that Garrett, a man so conscious of
his image and prone to vanity, would fear her
distaste upon learning that his injuries might
leave scars.

She had even assumed that he might regret his
act of selflessness once he realized the

potential for lasting blemishes...

i Seeing Laney deep in thought and silent,

Garrett mistakenly assumed she was repelled

by his possible scars, causing him to feel even

more distressed. "Do you truly dislike me?

'I;" potential scars are the result of me
you! How can you find them distaste




fraught with worry and seeking reassurance..

After all, his injuries were severe. A multit

of scars would certainly mar his back.

He had assumed that Laney's feelings for him
were, at least partially, based on his handsome
features. Now, even that charm seemed lost.

Instead of answering him directly, Laney merely
offered a gentle smile. "Perhaps other girls

might mind."

Seeing Laney's nonchalant expression, Garrett

felt even more heartbroken.

Laney hadn't explicitly said she didn't mind!

Clearly, she was secretly repulsed.

As this thought gained momentum, Garrett's

spirits plummeted. Attempting to reach out and
. hold her, he inadvertently strained his wounds,
' eliciting a sharp intake of breath as pain twisted

his features.

ned, Laney quickly held down his arm.
fou're still injured! Don't move!"
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by the scars on my back?"

‘Garrett's insistence led to a resigned & '
Laney. In a soft voice, she confessed,
"Really?"

“Really. I'm being honest." Laney's smile slowly
softened. "I've never been attracted to you

solely because of your looks, let alone the fact

that you got hurt while protecting me. How
could I possibly dislike you?"




