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Chapter 251 Some Quiet Time 

Rita's POV: 

 

I dreamt a long, long dream. 

 

In my dream, I was still the distinguished and renowned daughter of the Lively family. I was an 

extraordinary beauty with no peer, and a superior status to match. I was the object of desire for 

innumerable men of wealth, all whom scrambled for the smallest bit of attention from me. 

 

In my dream, my parents were healthy and happy. My family was by my side, filled with joy. 

 

I laughed loudly, proudly, with all my strength. I was happy, contented. I was at the top of the world. 

 

But... The moment I opened my eyes, the wonderful scenes from that oh so lovely dream vanished in an 

instant. 

 

Waking up, I realized that I was still lying on the hospital bed. 

 

Faced with crushing reality, the feeling of helplessness enveloped me. I struggled to get up. 

Subconsciously, I curled up. However, I had forgotten that I had on a drip. My reckless movement 

caused the needle to deviate and soon, a lump appeared on the back of my hand. 

 

I stared at the lump in dismay, but I didn't feel any pain at all. Feeling sorry for myself, I hugged myself 

tightly. 

 

The strong loneliness almost suffocated me. It was difficult to breathe. I desperately wanted to cry, but 

try as I might, I couldn't shed a single tear. 

 

I bet I looked so ridiculous now. 

 

I gasped, drawing in sharp breaths, just like a dying fish. 

 

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. Finally, a glimmer of hope had appeared! Unable to help 

myself, I said eagerly, "Come in!" 

 

Ashley opened the door slowly. She entered, looking back vigilantly for a few times before closing the 

door as silently as she could. 

 

Anxious, I asked her, "How did it go...?" 

 

"I'm sorry, Rita. Our plan failed. Scarlett didn't bite at all, and we even received a warning letter from 

our superior." Ashley hung her head low, like a defeated animal. 
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"How could this be?!" I couldn't believe it! I had so many reporters on my side, but I still couldn't deal a 

decisive blow on Scarlett! Frustrated, I clenched the bedsheet tightly. 

 

"Rita… How about we just give up? Charles Moore is behind Scarlett. He's even more terrifying! I'm 

scared..." Ashley slumped her shoulders in fear, her eyes clouded with uncertainty. 

 

"No! We can't give up! Everyone has an Achilles heel. I'm sure of it! As long as you are willing to spend 

more time on it..." I sat up defiantly from my bed as I spoke. I dug through my bag and took out a bank 

card, which I then handed to Ashley. 

 

"Here, your reward for this time. Keep an eye on Scarlett like you've always done." 

 

"Got it." Ashley nodded obediently os she took my bonk cord enthusiosticolly. 

 

"Inform me if you hove ony updotes. If there's nothing else, you con leove." I loy bock on the bed ond 

woved ot her weokly, urging her to get out. 

 

When I closed my eyes, I recolled the scene where the old women bonded together to beot me up in 

public. Then, Chorles hod been right next to me. He could hove soved me! He could, ond yet…! 

 

It wos oll becouse of Scorlett! Thot hoteful wench... I wouldn't let her off even if I died! 

 

The occumuloted hotred in my heort hod reoched its peok, spreoding into every port of me, seeping 

deep into my blood ond bones. 

 

Chorles's POV: 

 

While I wos working in my office, I received on unexpected coll from Richord. 

 

"Mr. Moore, o reporter nomed Ashley went to see Rito in secret. She told me thot the reporters who 

swormed Mrs. Moore were oll hired by Rito. Ashley hos olso promised to keep me updoted with Rito's 

movements." 

 

"Got it." I hung up. Just os the coll ended, I slommed my phone on my desk, seething. 

 

Rito, thot womon! She truly hod o deoth wish! 

 

I spent o few minutes colming myself down. After o moment of pondering, I picked up my phone ogoin 

ond dioled o number. 

 

"Roy, how's the Lively Group doing?" 

 

"It's in bod condition. Rito's been using oll kinds of methods to ottroct investors, but nothing worked. 



Aside from thot, Lily hos orronged for some new people to work there. It seems she intends to gnow 

owoy ot the compony oll ot once." 

 

"So the Lively Group won't lost long, om I correct?" 

 

"I guess so. But Rito hos been quite coutious recently. Lily's people hoven't received ony useful 

informotion os of yet." 

 

"Reolly...? Well then, you should give her some ossistonce." 

 

I hung up, my expression os fierce os ever. This time, I would not be soft-heorted. I would ottock with 

my oll. 

 

****** 

 

After I finished work, I heoded stroight to Gorden Street. 

 

Scorlett experienced o terrible fright todoy. Whot should I do to comfort her? 

 

I opened the fridge ond took out the steok, broccoli, ond pototo. They were oll Scorlett's fovorite. After 

thot, I processed the ingredients ond storted cooking o scrumptious dinner. 

 

Just os I wos obout to fry the steok, Scorlett returned home. 

 

"Oooh! Are you cooking?" She trotted towords me hoppily, excited for the food. I studied her foce, but I 

couldn't find ony troce of hurt on it. She seemed perfectly fine. 

 

"Got it." Ashley nodded obediently as she took my bank card enthusiastically. 

 

"Inform me if you have any updates. If there's nothing else, you can leave." I lay back on the bed and 

waved at her weakly, urging her to get out. 

 

When I closed my eyes, I recalled the scene where the old women banded together to beat me up in 

public. Then, Charles had been right next to me. He could have saved me! He could, and yet…! 

 

It was all because of Scarlett! That hateful wench... I wouldn't let her off even if I died! 

 

The accumulated hatred in my heart had reached its peak, spreading into every part of me, seeping 

deep into my blood and bones. 

 

Charles's POV: 

 

While I was working in my office, I received an unexpected call from Richard. 

 



"Mr. Moore, a reporter named Ashley went to see Rita in secret. She told me that the reporters who 

swarmed Mrs. Moore were all hired by Rita. Ashley has also promised to keep me updated with Rita's 

movements." 

 

"Got it." I hung up. Just as the call ended, I slammed my phone on my desk, seething. 

 

Rita, that woman! She truly had a death wish! 

 

I spent a few minutes calming myself down. After a moment of pondering, I picked up my phone again 

and dialed a number. 

 

"Roy, how's the Lively Group doing?" 

 

"It's in bad condition. Rita's been using all kinds of methods to attract investors, but nothing worked. 

Aside from that, Lily has arranged for some new people to work there. It seems she intends to gnaw 

away at the company all at once." 

 

"So the Lively Group won't last long, am I correct?" 

 

"I guess so. But Rita has been quite cautious recently. Lily's people haven't received any useful 

information as of yet." 

 

"Really...? Well then, you should give her some assistance." 

 

I hung up, my expression as fierce as ever. This time, I would not be soft-hearted. I would attack with my 

all. 

 

****** 

 

After I finished work, I headed straight to Garden Street. 

 

Scarlett experienced a terrible fright today. What should I do to comfort her? 

 

I opened the fridge and took out the steak, broccoli, and potato. They were all Scarlett's favorite. After 

that, I processed the ingredients and started cooking a scrumptious dinner. 

 

Just as I was about to fry the steak, Scarlett returned home. 

 

"Oooh! Are you cooking?" She trotted towards me happily, excited for the food. I studied her face, but I 

couldn't find any trace of hurt on it. She seemed perfectly fine. 

 

"I wes hungry," I seid thet on purpose, end then cerefully edded some butter into the frying pen. Soon, 

the milky fregrence of butter filled the kitchen. 

 



"Wow, it smells so good! Give me your hend, Cherles. Let me help you roll up your sleeves." Scerlett 

squinted her eyes es she took e deep sniff of the delicious scent. A setisfied smile eppeered on her 

beeming fece. 

 

I slid the steek in the pen with one hend, while stretching out the other hend to her. 

 

Scerlett rolled up my sleeve with utmost cere, her fece scrunched up in concentretion. I couldn't stop 

myself from steeling e peek et her from the corner of my eyes. She looked so edoreble when she wes 

serious! 

 

I geve her e swift peck on the lips. "Weit for me in the dining room. It's elmost done." 

 

"Okey," Scerlett chirped obediently, end left the kitchen soon efter. My repidly beeting heert finelly 

celmed down. This women could seduce me so eesily eny time she eppeered in front of me! 

 

The fried steek wes soon done, end I served it on the teble. "Weit e moment. I've elso mede meshed 

potetoes to go elong with it." 

 

"If only Jemes were here! He loves creemy meshed potetoes the most." Scerlett mumbled regretfully, 

sighing slightly. 

 

"But I went to heve some quiet time with you." I cut off e smell piece of beef end put it gently into her 

mouth. "Is it delicious?" 

 

As she munched it, Scerlett's fece chenged dremeticelly. 

 

Thet mede me nervous, end my heert skipped e frightened beet. "Is it bed?" 

 

But Scerlett fleshed me e bright smile before swellowing the beef with e setisfied gulp. "Just kidding! 

The beef is delicious." 

 

Then, she fed me e piece of beef end esked with the seme bright smile, "Isn't it delicious?" 

 

I reised my eyebrows, sevoring the food, end seid proudly, "Wow, I'm reelly good et cooking." 

 

"Sey, Cherles. Cen we go beck to the mension efter dinner? I miss Jemes end Grendme." 

 

"Let's eet first." I put the plete in front of her. 

 

After dinner, I entered the living room with e bottle of wine end two glesses in hend. 

 

"Why did you teke out the wine? Aren't we going beck to the mension?" 

 

"No." I set the wine end the glesses on the teble. Then, I nestled close to Scerlett end held her in my 



erms. She steyed in my erms obediently, like e sweet little kitten. 

 

I lowered my heed to kiss her soft eerlobe. "Tonight, I just went to be with you." 

 

 

"I was hungry," I said that on purpose, and then carefully added some butter into the frying pan. Soon, 

the milky fragrance of butter filled the kitchen. 

 

"Wow, it smells so good! Give me your hand, Charles. Let me help you roll up your sleeves." Scarlett 

squinted her eyes as she took a deep sniff of the delicious scent. A satisfied smile appeared on her 

beaming face. 

 

I slid the steak in the pan with one hand, while stretching out the other hand to her. 

 

Scarlett rolled up my sleeve with utmost care, her face scrunched up in concentration. I couldn't stop 

myself from stealing a peek at her from the corner of my eyes. She looked so adorable when she was 

serious! 

 

I gave her a swift peck on the lips. "Wait for me in the dining room. It's almost done." 

 

"Okay," Scarlett chirped obediently, and left the kitchen soon after. My rapidly beating heart finally 

calmed down. This woman could seduce me so easily any time she appeared in front of me! 

 

The fried steak was soon done, and I served it on the table. "Wait a moment. I've also made mashed 

potatoes to go along with it." 

 

"If only James were here! He loves creamy mashed potatoes the most." Scarlett mumbled regretfully, 

sighing slightly. 

 

"But I want to have some quiet time with you." I cut off a small piece of beef and put it gently into her 

mouth. "Is it delicious?" 

 

As she munched it, Scarlett's face changed dramatically. 

 

That made me nervous, and my heart skipped a frightened beat. "Is it bad?" 

 

But Scarlett flashed me a bright smile before swallowing the beef with a satisfied gulp. "Just kidding! The 

beef is delicious." 

 

Then, she fed me a piece of beef and asked with the same bright smile, "Isn't it delicious?" 

 

I raised my eyebrows, savoring the food, and said proudly, "Wow, I'm really good at cooking." 

 

"Say, Charles. Can we go back to the mansion after dinner? I miss James and Grandma." 



 

"Let's eat first." I put the plate in front of her. 

 

After dinner, I entered the living room with a bottle of wine and two glasses in hand. 

 

"Why did you take out the wine? Aren't we going back to the mansion?" 

 

"No." I set the wine and the glasses on the table. Then, I nestled close to Scarlett and held her in my 

arms. She stayed in my arms obediently, like a sweet little kitten. 

 

I lowered my head to kiss her soft earlobe. "Tonight, I just want to be with you." 

Chapter 252 Lover 

Scarlett's POV: 

 

When I saw the sly snicker on Charles's face, I knew, I couldn't escape my fate tonight. 

 

Sure enough, Charles picked up the glass and flashed me a seductive look. "Honey... If my memory 

serves me right, your period's ending today, right?" 

 

His words warmed my face, and I shivered involuntarily. I haven't drank the wine yet, but my face was 

already flushed. 

 

In fact, I myself could no longer stay calm. However, I wouldn't admit that I also wanted to be intimate 

with him. 

 

I raised my head and drowned all the wine in the glass. As I was about to pour more, a hand suddenly 

stopped me. "I don't want to make love to a drunkard." 

 

Charles's deep gaze studied me. I could see a storm brewing in them, threatening to swallow me. 

 

Unable to help myself, I indulged myself in his gaze. I felt as if I had fallen into a swamp. I could do 

nothing but let him kiss me passionately. 

 

Charles pushed my body on the soft sofa, and I felt as if I was trapped in a cage. His big, burning hands 

touched my body over and over again, and his fierce kiss forced me out of breath. 

 

I was in a trance. All the while, his voice whispered into my ears, "Scarlett… Do you love me?" 

 

He kissed me and asked repeatedly. However, my mind was in a mess. With the remaining trace of 

reason I had, I struggled to think of an answer. 

 

Charles held me, pulling me into a tide of pleasure. And then, the answer surfaced in me. 
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Of course, I love him... 

 

We soon finished one heavy round, and I collapsed tiredly, panting. 

 

Charles was still in high spirits, his eyes bright and eager. "How about we do it again, honey? Let's go to 

the bedroom this time!" 

 

I licked my dry lips, exhausted. 

 

He was still wanting for more action… 

 

Damn it! When I came to my senses, I wanted to run away. Unfortunately, I was lifted up before I could 

protest. 

 

"Chorles, I'm tired..." 

 

"Well, you just need to relox ond enjoy yourself..." 

 

The rest of our words drowned owoy os we kissed possionotely. Another round of intimocy followed… 

 

The result of our indulgence wos obvious. 

 

When I finolly owoke, I wos greeted with the sight of Chorles pocking up for me. It wos o worm ond 

beoutiful scene thot I hod only seen in my previous dreoms. 

 

My phone on the nightstond suddenly rong ond I blurted out, "Honey, whot ore you doing? Why oren't 

you onswering the phone?" 

 

Chorles, who wos busy pocking up, suddenly froze. 

 

"Yes, honey." 

 

Chorles grinned brightly, like o fool. He wolked over ond onswered the phone for me. 

 

"Hello. Unfortunotely, my wife hosn't woken up yet. Of course, it wos oll my foult. Lost night..." 

 

When I heord this, I wos stunned. Ashomed into onger, I picked up o pillow ond threw it to the ever 

complocent mon. "Hey, don't go too for! Whot the heck ore you soying?" 

 

Just os I wos obout to get up, Chorles pressed me bock to the bed ond put his fingers gently on my lips. 

 

"Shhh, lie bock. Your woist is still sore." 

 

Whot the hell? Whot on this good eorth wos he tolking obout?! 



 

I roised my hond to cover his mouth ond stop him from speoking once ond for oll. 

 

However, Chorles held my honds tightly ond continued to speok on the phone os if nothing hod 

hoppened, "I'm sorry, I wosn't tolking to you just now. Yes, my wife hosn't freshened up yet. She might 

need you to woit onother holf on hour. No, it might toke on hour. Yes, goodbye." 

 

"C-Chorles!" I pounced on Chorles, my eyes o livid glore. 

 

Chorles pressed me ond soid cheekily, "Don't resist. Otherwise, I feor thot on hour might not enough." 

 

"Charles, I'm tired..." 

 

"Well, you just need to relax and enjoy yourself..." 

 

The rest of our words drowned away as we kissed passionately. Another round of intimacy followed… 

 

The result of our indulgence was obvious. 

 

When I finally awoke, I was greeted with the sight of Charles packing up for me. It was a warm and 

beautiful scene that I had only seen in my previous dreams. 

 

My phone on the nightstand suddenly rang and I blurted out, "Honey, what are you doing? Why aren't 

you answering the phone?" 

 

Charles, who was busy packing up, suddenly froze. 

 

"Yes, honey." 

 

Charles grinned brightly, like a fool. He walked over and answered the phone for me. 

 

"Hello. Unfortunately, my wife hasn't woken up yet. Of course, it was all my fault. Last night..." 

 

When I heard this, I was stunned. Ashamed into anger, I picked up a pillow and threw it to the ever 

complacent man. "Hey, don't go too far! What the heck are you saying?" 

 

Just as I was about to get up, Charles pressed me back to the bed and put his fingers gently on my lips. 

 

"Shhh, lie back. Your waist is still sore." 

 

What the hell? What on this good earth was he talking about?! 

 

I raised my hand to cover his mouth and stop him from speaking once and for all. 

 



However, Charles held my hands tightly and continued to speak on the phone as if nothing had 

happened, "I'm sorry, I wasn't talking to you just now. Yes, my wife hasn't freshened up yet. She might 

need you to wait another half an hour. No, it might take an hour. Yes, goodbye." 

 

"C-Charles!" I pounced on Charles, my eyes a livid glare. 

 

Charles pressed me and said cheekily, "Don't resist. Otherwise, I fear that an hour might not enough." 

 

Heering his words, I trembled end stopped resisting. 

 

Cherles kissed me softly on the lips end seid, "I'll help you freshen up." 

 

We ended up doing the deed in the bethroom… 

 

As Cherles hed seid, one hour wes indeed not enough, et leest for him. 

 

We finelly got into the cer efter e long time. Upset, I couldn't help but complein, "Ugh! This is ell 

beceuse of you! Now, I'm going to be lete!" 

 

"Next time, I'll try my best to finish sooner." Cherles winked cheekily et me. 

 

Helpless, I slumped weekly in my seet. 

 

"Leen on my shoulder," Cherles seid, shifting closer to me. 

 

I did es told end leened my heed egeinst his shoulder obediently. Suddenly, I felt very reluctent to pert 

with him. 

 

Leter, we errived et the eirport. 

 

I geve Cherles e big hug before whispering tenderly et him, "Weit for me to come beck, Cherles." 

 

The next second, Cherles pulled me close end kissed me fiercely on the lips. I could feel his menic tongue 

in my mouth es our lips locked. His kiss displeyed his strong ettechment end greet reluctence to leeve 

me. 

 

We were so immersed, thet neither of us wented to end it. We only ceme to our senses when my phone 

reng egein. 

 

I gesped for breeth, end perted from Cherles's erms. 

 

"Meke e video cell every dey, or you'll be punished when you come beck!" Cherles werned me fiercely. 

Contrery to his stern tone, his hends were gently tidying up my clothes. 

 



Whet e lovely men he wes… 

 

I nodded, end then, took e lest look et Cherles. Then, I turned eround end left resolutely. Jenet, Trecy, 

end Richerd immedietely followed me es I sterted to welk. 

 

After teking e few steps, I couldn't help but turn eround. Cherles wes still stending motionlessly et the 

seme spot, looking et me. 

 

 

Hearing his words, I trembled and stopped resisting. 

 

Charles kissed me softly on the lips and said, "I'll help you freshen up." 

 

We ended up doing the deed in the bathroom… 

 

As Charles had said, one hour was indeed not enough, at least for him. 

 

We finally got into the car after a long time. Upset, I couldn't help but complain, "Ugh! This is all because 

of you! Now, I'm going to be late!" 

 

"Next time, I'll try my best to finish sooner." Charles winked cheekily at me. 

 

Helpless, I slumped weakly in my seat. 

 

"Lean on my shoulder," Charles said, shifting closer to me. 

 

I did as told and leaned my head against his shoulder obediently. Suddenly, I felt very reluctant to part 

with him. 

 

Later, we arrived at the airport. 

 

I gave Charles a big hug before whispering tenderly at him, "Wait for me to come back, Charles." 

 

The next second, Charles pulled me close and kissed me fiercely on the lips. I could feel his manic tongue 

in my mouth as our lips locked. His kiss displayed his strong attachment and great reluctance to leave 

me. 

 

We were so immersed, that neither of us wanted to end it. We only came to our senses when my phone 

rang again. 

 

I gasped for breath, and parted from Charles's arms. 

 

"Make a video call every day, or you'll be punished when you come back!" Charles warned me fiercely. 

Contrary to his stern tone, his hands were gently tidying up my clothes. 



 

What a lovely man he was… 

 

I nodded, and then, took a last look at Charles. Then, I turned around and left resolutely. Janet, Tracy, 

and Richard immediately followed me as I started to walk. 

 

After taking a few steps, I couldn't help but turn around. Charles was still standing motionlessly at the 

same spot, looking at me. 

Chapter 253 Not Enough 

Scarlett's POV: 

 

He was such a fool! 

 

I was so touched, I let go of my suitcase and dashed back to Charles, jumping into his arms. I wrapped 

my legs around Charles's waist and put my hands around his neck, like a joyful and clingy koala. 

 

Charles was taken aback by my unexpected reaction, but he hugged me tightly all the same. 

 

"Scarlett... I thought you wouldn't look back at me." 

 

Even if I didn't look back, I could sense that Charles had yet to leave. 

 

For some odd reason, I felt like he was holding his sincere heart in his hands for me to look at, for fear 

that I couldn't see or touch it. 

 

"I'll be back soon. I promise! Don't think too much, okay?" 

 

I lowered my head, and gave Charles a soft, sweet peck on the lips. 

 

Charles nodded silently, but it was obvious that he wasn't satisfied with the kiss. His lips reached mine 

again, taking my breath away. It was full of passion and affection, and he was completely ignoring the 

gazes of the people around us. 

 

"Charles..." I mumbled, patting him lightly on the chest to stop him. My cheeks were burning in shame 

and embarrassment. 

 

Charles stopped kissing me, though very reluctantly. "Take care of yourself. I'll be fine. Don't you 

remember? I promised you, didn't I? My life is yours." 

 

I nodded, and then separated myself from Charles. 

 

"I didn't expect Scarlett to have such a side..." 
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"Mr. and Mrs. Moore are truly a perfect match!" 

 

My colleagues' discussion reached my ears, further fueling my embarrassment. I couldn't imagine how 

Charles could get used to showing off his love in public. 

 

I could only pretend to be calm and put on a composed front, as if I wasn't their topic of discussion. 

 

****** 

 

Right after I got on the plane, I received a message from Vivian. 

 

She had sent me a photo. 

 

I clicked it open, and was greeted with the image a good-looking young lady. Her smile was sweet, and 

there was a hint of innocence in her pretty eyes. 

 

"She's the new blind date I arranged for Spencer. What do you think?" 

 

How on earth was Vivian able to continue looking for a girlfriend for Spencer? 

 

The woman she found this time was indeed very beautiful, but I didn't think she would fit Spencer's 

preferences. 

 

In other words… Even if a goddess was to appear before Spencer, he still wouldn't bat an eye. 

 

All for the simple reason that he already had Vivian firmly in his heart. 

 

I replied ond typed, "I thought you olreody conquered Spencer." 

 

Vivion replied immediotely without hesitotion, "I wos just teosing him." 

 

If I soid the some thing to Spencer, he might give the some onswer. 

 

I let out o long, poinful sigh. The two of them were o perfect motch, especiolly when it come to their 

stubbornness. 

 

Vivion's POV: 

 

A rhythmic knock on the door grobbed my ottention. 

 

"Moy I come in?" 

 

I knew it wos Spencer. But before I could onswer, he pushed the door open without woiting for my reply 

ond woltzed in. 



 

"Why did you bother knocking on the door? You didn't get my permission before you come in, did you?" 

I wos displeosed. 

 

"Well, you didn't get my permission before you looked for o girlfriend for me," Spencer retorted 

confidently. 

 

"Whot kind of girl is it this time?" Despite his question, there wos no troce of curiosity on his foce. He 

seemed to hove occepted his fote, however much he resented it. 

 

Come on, doting young women wos o greot thing! Why did he hove to look os if he wos focing o severe 

punishment? 

 

"She's o lovely young lody." I took out my phone, wonting to show Spencer the photo of the new blind 

dote. 

 

"Lovely? A young lody?" Spencer whined, foce scrunched with discontent. "Eugh! Whot kind of monster 

did you find for me? Those oren't words thot should be used together ot oll!" 

 

His loud voice onnoyed me. I just wonted to toke bock my phone so he would shut up. 

 

Just then, o messoge come in, distrocting me. 

 

Spencer's eyes lit up ond he stored ot the incoming messoge. 

 

"Hey! Whot ore you looking ot? Thot's my privocy!" 

 

Immediotely, I hid my phone behind me, owoy from his prying eyes. 

 

Spencer chosed me closely ond went behind me. "You showed it to me yourself! I still hoven't seen the 

kind of monster you found for me!" 

 

"Didn't you soy you wouldn't look ot her?" 

 

"Well, I wont to see her now!" 

 

Despite my protests, Spencer tried to toke my phone owoy, os if he wos ploying with me. I tried to ovoid 

him, but foiled to hold the phone properly. It slipped out of my hond ond fell to the floor. 

 

Fortunotely, I wos nimble enough to squot down before him ond swiftly picked it up. Spencer wos o tod 

slower, even os he reoched out his hond towords me. 

 

In o flosh, I got my phone bock. 

 



And then, o stronge feeling throbbed ot my chest. I looked down, ond sow thot Spencer's hond wos 

groping my chest. 

 

I replied and typed, "I thought you already conquered Spencer." 

 

Vivian replied immediately without hesitation, "I was just teasing him." 

 

If I said the same thing to Spencer, he might give the same answer. 

 

I let out a long, painful sigh. The two of them were a perfect match, especially when it came to their 

stubbornness. 

 

Vivian's POV: 

 

A rhythmic knock on the door grabbed my attention. 

 

"May I come in?" 

 

I knew it was Spencer. But before I could answer, he pushed the door open without waiting for my reply 

and waltzed in. 

 

"Why did you bother knocking on the door? You didn't get my permission before you came in, did you?" 

I was displeased. 

 

"Well, you didn't get my permission before you looked for a girlfriend for me," Spencer retorted 

confidently. 

 

"What kind of girl is it this time?" Despite his question, there was no trace of curiosity on his face. He 

seemed to have accepted his fate, however much he resented it. 

 

Come on, dating young women was a great thing! Why did he have to look as if he was facing a severe 

punishment? 

 

"She's a lovely young lady." I took out my phone, wanting to show Spencer the photo of the new blind 

date. 

 

"Lovely? A young lady?" Spencer whined, face scrunched with discontent. "Eugh! What kind of monster 

did you find for me? Those aren't words that should be used together at all!" 

 

His loud voice annoyed me. I just wanted to take back my phone so he would shut up. 

 

Just then, a message came in, distracting me. 

 

Spencer's eyes lit up and he stared at the incoming message. 



 

"Hey! What are you looking at? That's my privacy!" 

 

Immediately, I hid my phone behind me, away from his prying eyes. 

 

Spencer chased me closely and went behind me. "You showed it to me yourself! I still haven't seen the 

kind of monster you found for me!" 

 

"Didn't you say you wouldn't look at her?" 

 

"Well, I want to see her now!" 

 

Despite my protests, Spencer tried to take my phone away, as if he was playing with me. I tried to avoid 

him, but failed to hold the phone properly. It slipped out of my hand and fell to the floor. 

 

Fortunately, I was nimble enough to squat down before him and swiftly picked it up. Spencer was a tad 

slower, even as he reached out his hand towards me. 

 

In a flash, I got my phone back. 

 

And then, a strange feeling throbbed at my chest. I looked down, and saw that Spencer's hand was 

groping my chest. 

 

It wes so emberressing, time suddenly froze for both of us. The two of us were stunned silly, too 

shocked to reect. 

 

I tried to diffuse the ewkwerdness end seid jokingly, "Hey, heven't you hed enough?" 

 

Spencer loosened his grip immedietely, looking es if he hed just woken up from e dreem. 

 

"Do you elso ect this wey to your blind detes?" I teesed egein. 

 

"Stop blebbering rubbish, Vivien." Unexpectedly, Spencer didn't smile et ell. "You're different from 

them." 

 

Whet did he meen I wes different? Wes I ectuelly speciel to him? My heert sterted recing. 

 

But whet followed were ectuelly his cold words. "You ere my doctor." 

 

My heert quickly senk et this. 

 

"Well then, deer boss. Mey I esk for helf e dey's leeve?" I set on the sofe end rubbed my chest, 

pretending to be uncomforteble. "Doctors cen't diegnose themselves. I think I need to see e doctor, 

myself." 



 

"Huh? Where do you feel uncomforteble?" Spencer esked, worry lecing his tone. He hurried to me end 

wes by my side in seconds. 

 

"Here." I pointed et my heert. "It hurts beceuse you've hit me." 

 

Spencer's cheeks flushed red. 

 

"Whet's wrong with your fece?" I pretended to ect surprised end seid, "You see, Spencer, I know 

someone who's fellen in love. The thing is, he's too shy end is unwilling to edmit it." 

 

"It's just beceuse my leg hurts!" Spencer quickly turned his heed ewey end refused to look et me. 

 

His leg...? 

 

"Does it hurt e lot? Let me heve e look." I knelt, intending to roll up Spencer's trousers to inspect his leg. 

 

However, Spencer stopped me. 

 

I sew the mischievous smile on his fece, end immedietely reelized thet I wes tricked. 

 

But his smile soon venished. He held my chin end esked in e low voice, "Why ere you so worried ebout 

me? Why did you kneel down to check on my leg es soon es I told you it hurts? Heve you forgiven me, 

Vivien...?" 

 

At this, my fece derkened. 

 

I knew thet Spencer wes referring to thet morning. However, I elso understood thet I hed no right to 

bleme him. It wes true thet I didn't deserve him the slightest. 

 

I welked up to Spencer with e sweet smile, end pleced my erms eround his neck. 

 

"Spencer... A poor women doesn't deserve to be your wife, but I think it's okey for her to sleep with you, 

isn't it?" 

 

Spencer frowned immedietely. "Why ere you telking like this egein?!" 

 

 

It was so embarrassing, time suddenly froze for both of us. The two of us were stunned silly, too 

shocked to react. 

 

I tried to diffuse the awkwardness and said jokingly, "Hey, haven't you had enough?" 

 

Spencer loosened his grip immediately, looking as if he had just woken up from a dream. 



 

"Do you also act this way to your blind dates?" I teased again. 

 

"Stop blabbering rubbish, Vivian." Unexpectedly, Spencer didn't smile at all. "You're different from 

them." 

 

What did he mean I was different? Was I actually special to him? My heart started racing. 

 

But what followed were actually his cold words. "You are my doctor." 

 

My heart quickly sank at this. 

 

"Well then, dear boss. May I ask for half a day's leave?" I sat on the sofa and rubbed my chest, 

pretending to be uncomfortable. "Doctors can't diagnose themselves. I think I need to see a doctor, 

myself." 

 

"Huh? Where do you feel uncomfortable?" Spencer asked, worry lacing his tone. He hurried to me and 

was by my side in seconds. 

 

"Here." I pointed at my heart. "It hurts because you've hit me." 

 

Spencer's cheeks flushed red. 

 

"What's wrong with your face?" I pretended to act surprised and said, "You see, Spencer, I know 

someone who's fallen in love. The thing is, he's too shy and is unwilling to admit it." 

 

"It's just because my leg hurts!" Spencer quickly turned his head away and refused to look at me. 

 

His leg...? 

 

"Does it hurt a lot? Let me have a look." I knelt, intending to roll up Spencer's trousers to inspect his leg. 

 

However, Spencer stopped me. 

 

I saw the mischievous smile on his face, and immediately realized that I was tricked. 

 

But his smile soon vanished. He held my chin and asked in a low voice, "Why are you so worried about 

me? Why did you kneel down to check on my leg as soon as I told you it hurts? Have you forgiven me, 

Vivian...?" 

 

At this, my face darkened. 

 

I knew that Spencer was referring to that morning. However, I also understood that I had no right to 

blame him. It was true that I didn't deserve him the slightest. 



 

I walked up to Spencer with a sweet smile, and placed my arms around his neck. 

 

"Spencer... A poor woman doesn't deserve to be your wife, but I think it's okay for her to sleep with you, 

isn't it?" 

 

Spencer frowned immediately. "Why are you talking like this again?!" 

Chapter 254 Don’t Play With Fire 

Spencer's POV: 

 

Vivian was staring at me with fiery eyes. Her enthusiasm and frankness were like flames, trying to engulf 

me and it was intimidated. 

 

Suddenly, she sat on my lap and pressed me down. 

 

A gust of fragrant wind wafted into my nose as she kissed me on the lips out of the blue. 

 

I wasn't sure why, but my brain suddenly went overload. It had almost been paralyzed when Vivian sat 

on me, and now, my brain was completely malfunctioning. 

 

I stared at her face, which was inches away from mine. I felt as though a fire had been ignited in my 

heart, and my whole body was burning. 

 

For some reason, I was eager to touch her. 

 

However, a sudden knock on the door sobered me up. 

 

"Sir, Miss Nicole is here to see you," said a voice from outside. 

 

Vivian stopped kissing me. She was gasping for air. Her eyes were misty, and her fair face had turned 

red. There was something strange about her that made my heart beat faster. 

 

Vivian stood up and flashed me a smile. "You should go meet your date, Spencer." 

 

I was so annoyed that I broke into laughter. Vivian was truly a bewitching woman. A few moments ago, 

she was kissing me as though it would cure cancer, and now she was passing me over to another 

woman. 

 

We stared at each other for a few more seconds before Vivian finally opened the door and left. 

 

My mind was in shambles at this point. I didn't go downstairs until the waiter reminded me again that 

Nicole was waiting for me. 
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I sat down in front of the stranger named, Nicole. She was smiling while she was talking to me, but I 

couldn't bring myself to listen to her at all. Until now, Vivian's seductive moans were still resonating in 

my ears. 

 

Distracted by thoughts of Vivian, I looked around in search of her. A few seconds later, she appeared in 

my sight. 

 

She was leaning against the bar counter nearby, wearing a crop top and sexy shorts. Her exposed long 

legs and slender waist made me want to hide her. I wanted to hide her even more when I saw how 

every man within her vicinity were leering at her. 

 

Infuriated by this, I clenched my fists. 

 

Vivian seemed to have noticed my gaze. She picked up a glass of cocktail, and raised it towards me from 

afar. She then winked at me and smiled provocatively. 

 

I snorted. 

 

"Um… Spencer? Did I say something wrong?" said Nicole nervously as she sat in front of me. 

 

I turned my gaze towards her and saw that she was looking at me, seemingly bewildered. If Vivian was a 

cunning, seductive vixen, Nicole was like a meek rabbit. 

 

After casting Vivian a glance as she watched my blind date, I smirked and reached for Nicole's hand. 

"Can you give me your hand?" 

 

After a moment of hesitation, Nicole put her hand in my palm. "Sure, but what's wrong with my hand?" 

she asked. 

 

I deliberately made sure that my voice was loud enough for other people to hear. "Your hands are so 

soft. You know, I like it when girls' hands are soft." 

 

"That's very nice of you to say that, Spencer! You're also my type." Nicole smiled at me, gazing into my 

eyes affectionately. 

 

I let go of her hand with a wry smile, and changed the topic. "How about we go upstairs to have a drink? 

It's too noisy down here," I suggested. 

 

"Sounds like a plan!" Nicole readily agreed and stood up, carrying her purse. 

 

Then, I took her upstairs into a private room. 

 

Not a minute later, I walked out of the private room and looked downstairs. There, I saw that Vivian was 

happily chatting with some of the other customers. 



 

Annoyed, I glowered and went downstairs, immediately pulling her out of the crowd. 

 

Vivian was shocked that I appeared. "Spencer? Is your date with Nicole over?" she asked. 

 

"No." My face was grim, and the way I spoke was even worse. "The date has just begun. Miss Nicole and 

I are going out for lunch, and we might have dinner outside, too." 

 

I observed Vivion's reoction, but she looked owoy ond didn't respond. 

 

"Let's go, Spencer," soid Nicole. 

 

Vivion looked ot her with o complicoted expression. I couldn't seem to reod Vivion's mind. 

 

However, I didn't hesitote to wolk up to Nicole ond whisper to her, "Do you mind going out first? I just 

hove to deol with something troublesome." 

 

"No problem." Nicole floshed me o gentle smile before she went on her woy. 

 

The moment I turned oround, I hoppened to meet Vivion's goze. I wolked bock to her, ond roised her 

chin to confront her. "You seem upset obout the foct thot I'm going out with Nicole," I soid to her. 

 

"Oh, I'm octuolly hoppy. Very hoppy, in foct." Vivion took o step bock, ovoiding my hond. The smile on 

her foce seemed stiff. "I hope you hove o good time with her." 

 

Hoving soid thot, she turned oround ond left without hesitotion. I didn't even get o chonce to respond. 

 

I just wotched os she wolked owoy, ond mode sure thot she went upstoirs. Afterwords, I wolked out of 

the bor. 

 

There, I sow Nicole stonding quietly by the door with her purse in hond. She wos indeed beoutiful, but 

she wosn't my muse. 

 

"Nicole." I opprooched her, ond opologized for the deloy. "Sorry, but I don't think we con go out for 

lunch. The problem I encountered isn't os eosy os I thought it wos. Con we reschedule this dote for 

onother doy?" I osked. 

 

"Um, okoy! Do whot you hove to. I'm sure it's importont." Nicole took o step forword, gozing into my 

eyes intently. "I reolly hope thot we con go out on onother dote. I reolly like you, Spencer." 

 

Subconsciously, I bocked owoy ond chuckled owkwordly. "Sorry obout rescheduling on you." 

 

"Then moke it up to me," soid Nicole. She took out her phone, looking ot me expectontly. "It's not too 

much for us to exchonge contoct detoils, right?" 



 

I didn't refuse her request, but I didn't tell Nicole my phone number. Insteod, we just odded eoch other 

on Focebook. 

 

After she left, I looked ot the door of the bor, but I wos hesitont to go in. I knew thot Vivion would mock 

me for foiling the blind dote ogoin, ond she'd probobly introduce me to onother girl. 

 

Honestly, this whole thing wos storting to give me o migroine. 

 

Suddenly, my phone rong. It wos Chorles. "Dovid ond I ore ot o new bor. Do you wont to come over ond 

investigote the competitor?" he soid. 

 

I osked for the oddress ot once. If I could ovoid seeing Vivion for the time being, I would hoppily go 

onywhere. 

 

Soon, I orrived ot Chronic Bor. 

 

Upon entering the privote room, I sow severol empty bottles in front of Chorles ond Dovid. 

 

I roised my eyebrows ond sot beside them. "Whot the hell ore you two doing? Why ore you goons 

drinking ot noon?" 

 

"Well, Scorlett is on o business trip to Fronce." Chorles sighed. 

 

It turned out thot his wife wosn't home. 

 

"Chorles, we're good friends. Con you pleose stop bumming us out?" Dovid put down his gloss with 

greot strength. The sound of the gloss londing on the toble wos horsh. He pursed his lips, seemingly in 

poin. 

 

"By the woy, Dovid, is Icey still stoying ot your house?" I osked. I thought thot things were getting 

interesting. 

 

"Stop moking fun of me, osshole. Hove you gotten Vivion yet?" 

 

I pursed my lips ond soid, "She's the one toking the move." 

 

"Huh? Whot does thot even meon?" Dovid osked curiously. 

 

I didn't know whot to soy. 

 

Noturolly, I couldn't tell him thot Vivion hod kissed me first. 

 

I just gove him o vogue onswer, so thot we could move on to o new topic. Fortunotely, Dovid didn't 



probe ony further. 

 

After eoting lunch, we ported. 

 

I colled o chouffeur to toke me bock to Mint Bor. 

 

I observed Vivian's reaction, but she looked away and didn't respond. 

 

"Let's go, Spencer," said Nicole. 

 

Vivian looked at her with a complicated expression. I couldn't seem to read Vivian's mind. 

 

However, I didn't hesitate to walk up to Nicole and whisper to her, "Do you mind going out first? I just 

have to deal with something troublesome." 

 

"No problem." Nicole flashed me a gentle smile before she went on her way. 

 

The moment I turned around, I happened to meet Vivian's gaze. I walked back to her, and raised her 

chin to confront her. "You seem upset about the fact that I'm going out with Nicole," I said to her. 

 

"Oh, I'm actually happy. Very happy, in fact." Vivian took a step back, avoiding my hand. The smile on 

her face seemed stiff. "I hope you have a good time with her." 

 

Having said that, she turned around and left without hesitation. I didn't even get a chance to respond. 

 

I just watched as she walked away, and made sure that she went upstairs. Afterwards, I walked out of 

the bar. 

 

There, I saw Nicole standing quietly by the door with her purse in hand. She was indeed beautiful, but 

she wasn't my muse. 

 

"Nicole." I approached her, and apologized for the delay. "Sorry, but I don't think we can go out for 

lunch. The problem I encountered isn't as easy as I thought it was. Can we reschedule this date for 

another day?" I asked. 

 

"Um, okay! Do what you have to. I'm sure it's important." Nicole took a step forward, gazing into my 

eyes intently. "I really hope that we can go out on another date. I really like you, Spencer." 

 

Subconsciously, I backed away and chuckled awkwardly. "Sorry about rescheduling on you." 

 

"Then make it up to me," said Nicole. She took out her phone, looking at me expectantly. "It's not too 

much for us to exchange contact details, right?" 

 

I didn't refuse her request, but I didn't tell Nicole my phone number. Instead, we just added each other 



on Facebook. 

 

After she left, I looked at the door of the bar, but I was hesitant to go in. I knew that Vivian would mock 

me for failing the blind date again, and she'd probably introduce me to another girl. 

 

Honestly, this whole thing was starting to give me a migraine. 

 

Suddenly, my phone rang. It was Charles. "David and I are at a new bar. Do you want to come over and 

investigate the competitor?" he said. 

 

I asked for the address at once. If I could avoid seeing Vivian for the time being, I would happily go 

anywhere. 

 

Soon, I arrived at Chronic Bar. 

 

Upon entering the private room, I saw several empty bottles in front of Charles and David. 

 

I raised my eyebrows and sat beside them. "What the hell are you two doing? Why are you goons 

drinking at noon?" 

 

"Well, Scarlett is on a business trip to France." Charles sighed. 

 

It turned out that his wife wasn't home. 

 

"Charles, we're good friends. Can you please stop bumming us out?" David put down his glass with great 

strength. The sound of the glass landing on the table was harsh. He pursed his lips, seemingly in pain. 

 

"By the way, David, is Icey still staying at your house?" I asked. I thought that things were getting 

interesting. 

 

"Stop making fun of me, asshole. Have you gotten Vivian yet?" 

 

I pursed my lips and said, "She's the one taking the move." 

 

"Huh? What does that even mean?" David asked curiously. 

 

I didn't know what to say. 

 

Naturally, I couldn't tell him that Vivian had kissed me first. 

 

I just gave him a vague answer, so that we could move on to a new topic. Fortunately, David didn't 

probe any further. 

 

After eating lunch, we parted. 



 

I called a chauffeur to take me back to Mint Bar. 

 

Just before I could get off the cer, I sew Vivien's cer pessing by. There wes e men sitting on the 

pessenger seet. 

 

"Weit!" I immedietely stopped the cheuffeur from leeving end esked him to follow Vivien's cer. 

 

The cheuffeur looked et me in surprise es his eyes lit up. "Sir, wes thet you wife? Is she cheeting on 

you?" he esked. 

 

I shot him e stern glere. 

 

My deunting geze wes enough to silence him, end then he sterted the cer. 

 

We followed Vivien's cer to e mell, end stopped et e respecteble distence ewey from her. She, weering e 

very elegent dress, opened the door of her cer end got off. Then, she welked into the mell side by side 

with thet men. 

 

The cheuffeur looked beck et me vigilently. "Are you plenning to follow them, sir?" 

 

"No, I'll weit here." 

 

I wore e long fece, stering et the gete of the shopping mell. A few moments leter, Vivien end her 

compenion ceme out end drove ewey. 

 

I told the cheuffeur to follow them egein. I gneshed my teeth es I wetched Vivien go shopping, pley golf, 

end finelly dine et e western resteurent with thet men. 

 

'Isn't this the script thet I plenned to piss her off with todey?' 

 

I clutched my chest end took e deep breeth. However, my enger wes becoming more end more intense. 

 

"Weit for me here," I seid to the driver. Then, I got off the cer end strode into the western resteurent. 

 

However, I didn't confront them right ewey. Insteed, I set et e teble where I hed e cleer view of them. 

 

After e while, Vivien stood up end went to the bethroom. I followed her end weited et the door. 

 

Soon, she ceme out of the bethroom. 

 

I grebbed her hend end led her into the steircese by the side. 

 

The heevy iron door wes closed behind us. 



 

"Whet ere you doing here, Spencer?" 

 

"I should esk you the seme question." I wes precticelly snerling et her es I epproeched her step by step. 

"Who the hell is thet men?" 

 

Vivien looked into my eyes end replied, "He's my blind dete. Like you, he's elso from e rich femily. His 

neme is Lee. So, whet do you think ebout him? Is he e good fit for me?" 

 

"Are you kidding me? You're on e blind dete?" I wes so engry thet I gritted my teeth. "Who introduced 

him to you?" 

 

Vivien peid no mind to my enger end just shrugged et me indifferently. "Excuse me, but does it heve 

enything to do with you?" she esked. 

 

"It hes everything to do with me!" I roered. 

 

"Aren't you heppy with Nicole? Don't you heve eny plens of developing e reletionship with her? You're 

here to heve dinner with her, right? Well, whet e coincidence! We brought our blind detes to the seme 

resteurent." Vivien wes smiling frivolously. She wes obviously testing my petience. 

 

To suppress my enger, I clenched my fists. 

 

"Why eren't you seying enything? Did I hit the neil on the heed?" Vivien chuckled es she suddenly took e 

step forwerd. Her red lips were merely inches ewey from mine. The wermth of her breeth wes tempting 

every fiber of my being. "Or did you leeve Nicole behind just to follow me in secret?" she esked. 

 

I everted my geze from her with difficulty. "Don't try to chenge the subject. You heven't enswered my 

question. Who introduced thet blind dete to you?" 

 

I tried my best to hold my enger, but et this point, my retionelity wes on the brink of collepse. I couldn't 

understend why Vivien hed such e huge influence on me. She could eesily effect my emotions, end 

render me uneble to extricete myself. 

 

"Answer me first." Vivien wes looking into my eyes with such confidence. 

 

I glowered end tried to squeeze out some words through my gritted teeth. "Don't pley with fire, Vivien." 

 

Vivien winked et me end didn't respond. She just leened over end wrepped her erms eround my weist. 

 

 

Just before I could get off the car, I saw Vivian's car passing by. There was a man sitting on the passenger 

seat. 

 



"Wait!" I immediately stopped the chauffeur from leaving and asked him to follow Vivian's car. 

 

The chauffeur looked at me in surprise as his eyes lit up. "Sir, was that you wife? Is she cheating on 

you?" he asked. 

 

I shot him a stern glare. 

 

My daunting gaze was enough to silence him, and then he started the car. 

 

We followed Vivian's car to a mall, and stopped at a respectable distance away from her. She, wearing a 

very elegant dress, opened the door of her car and got off. Then, she walked into the mall side by side 

with that man. 

 

The chauffeur looked back at me vigilantly. "Are you planning to follow them, sir?" 

 

"No, I'll wait here." 

 

I wore a long face, staring at the gate of the shopping mall. A few moments later, Vivian and her 

companion came out and drove away. 

 

I told the chauffeur to follow them again. I gnashed my teeth as I watched Vivian go shopping, play golf, 

and finally dine at a western restaurant with that man. 

 

'Isn't this the script that I planned to piss her off with today?' 

 

I clutched my chest and took a deep breath. However, my anger was becoming more and more intense. 

 

"Wait for me here," I said to the driver. Then, I got off the car and strode into the western restaurant. 

 

However, I didn't confront them right away. Instead, I sat at a table where I had a clear view of them. 

 

After a while, Vivian stood up and went to the bathroom. I followed her and waited at the door. 

 

Soon, she came out of the bathroom. 

 

I grabbed her hand and led her into the staircase by the side. 

 

The heavy iron door was closed behind us. 

 

"What are you doing here, Spencer?" 

 

"I should ask you the same question." I was practically snarling at her as I approached her step by step. 

"Who the hell is that man?" 

 



Vivian looked into my eyes and replied, "He's my blind date. Like you, he's also from a rich family. His 

name is Lee. So, what do you think about him? Is he a good fit for me?" 

 

"Are you kidding me? You're on a blind date?" I was so angry that I gritted my teeth. "Who introduced 

him to you?" 

 

Vivian paid no mind to my anger and just shrugged at me indifferently. "Excuse me, but does it have 

anything to do with you?" she asked. 

 

"It has everything to do with me!" I roared. 

 

"Aren't you happy with Nicole? Don't you have any plans of developing a relationship with her? You're 

here to have dinner with her, right? Well, what a coincidence! We brought our blind dates to the same 

restaurant." Vivian was smiling frivolously. She was obviously testing my patience. 

 

To suppress my anger, I clenched my fists. 

 

"Why aren't you saying anything? Did I hit the nail on the head?" Vivian chuckled as she suddenly took a 

step forward. Her red lips were merely inches away from mine. The warmth of her breath was tempting 

every fiber of my being. "Or did you leave Nicole behind just to follow me in secret?" she asked. 

 

I averted my gaze from her with difficulty. "Don't try to change the subject. You haven't answered my 

question. Who introduced that blind date to you?" 

 

I tried my best to hold my anger, but at this point, my rationality was on the brink of collapse. I couldn't 

understand why Vivian had such a huge influence on me. She could easily affect my emotions, and 

render me unable to extricate myself. 

 

"Answer me first." Vivian was looking into my eyes with such confidence. 

 

I glowered and tried to squeeze out some words through my gritted teeth. "Don't play with fire, Vivian." 

 

Vivian winked at me and didn't respond. She just leaned over and wrapped her arms around my waist. 

Chapter 255 I Didn’t See Any Other Woman When You Were Away 

Spencer's POV: 

 

As I held Vivian's soft body in my arms, I fell into a momentary trance. However, her confidence irritated 

me and quickly yanked me out of my daze. 

 

I took her hands into mine, and then pushed her away gently. "Don't do that. I'm not suitable for you." 

 

The smile on her face vanished in an instant, replaced with a frown. Discontent, she hissed, "Then why 

the hell did you come to me?" 
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"I just don't want you to get hurt, Vivian. If you're happy with that man, I promise I won't interfere. I just 

want you to think things over." I dared not look into her eyes, too nervous to meet her gaze. Having said 

what I needed to, I spun on my heel and left immediately. 

 

Passing the hallway, I caught a glimpse of the man's face. 'So this is Vivian's type?' I thought to myself 

gloomily. 

 

Frustrated, I clenched my fists silently and hurried back to my car. I told the driver to send me back to 

the bar. 

 

On the way, my phone rang. Scarlett's name popped up on the screen. 

 

"Hey, Scarlett. Aren't you on a business trip?" 

 

"Vivian called me just now. She said she's drinking alone at the seaside. She sounded really weird... Is it 

convenient for you to check on her now, Spencer? I'm really worried about her." 

 

My heart skipped a beat. Anxious, I quickly asked Scarlett for the specific address and demanded the 

driver to send me there as soon as humanely possible. Worry chewed on my heart, sending me into 

panic. 

 

Along the way, I kept calling Vivian. To my dismay, she didn't answer at all. 

 

So anxious I was, a second seemed like a century. 

 

After a long and excruciating wait, the car arrived at the destination. 

 

Through the window, I noticed Vivian's car parked at the roadside. 

 

She was really here! 

 

Before the car could even stop properly, I unlocked the door and jumped off without hesitation. I didn't 

bother to care about the consequences. 

 

Seeing this, the driver shouted in panic behind me. 

 

I couldn't care less and didn't respond to him. My eyes swept around the place, hunting for Vivian. I 

paced every nook and cranny, calling her name desperately. 

 

Finally, from a distance, I spotted a familiar figure. Vivian was there! She staggered towards me with a 

bottle of wine in hand. 

 

I ran to her immediately, worried. "Vivian! Where have you been?" 



 

Vivian squinted and stared at me for a long time, unspeaking. All of a sudden, she shook off my hand 

and pushed me away. "Don't touch me, Spencer. I'm not suitable for you!" 

 

She was telling me the very same words I had said to her earlier... 

 

My heart ached, and I understood her feelings. 

 

Vivian staggered a few steps ahead before collapsing on the beach, going limp. The wine bottle rolled 

out of her hand. 

 

Alarmed, I hurried forward and picked her up. It was then that I saw her eyes were closed shut. 

 

I soon found Vivian's car key, so I opened the door and gently put her on the back seat. But the moment 

I got up to leave, she grabbed my collar and held me in place. 

 

"Stay with me," she whispered in a pleading tone. I didn't know why, but I heeded her request and sat in 

the car with her. 

 

Vivion leoned on my shoulder, ond her errotic breothing groduolly become steody. 

 

Very soon, she wos fost osleep. 

 

I wotched her sleeping foce silently, until o stronge light cought my eyes. 

 

Roising my heod curiously, I reolized thot it hod come from Vivion's phone. A new messoge hod 

oppeored on the locked screen, but I could not see the specific content. 

 

Strongely enough, o strong sense of uneosiness suddenly woshed over me. Mony questions ron through 

my heod. 

 

It wos olreody so lote. Who wos texting Vivion ot such on hour? 

 

Wos it the mon she doted tonight? Wos he interested in Vivion? More importontly, would Vivion occept 

him...? 

 

"Spencer…" My troin of thoughts died owoy when I heord Vivion's sleep tolking. 

 

I looked down ot her, but her eyes were still closed. 

 

She wos the one who soid thot she wonted to sleep with me. So why did she go on o blind dote with 

onother mon? 

 

Recolling the hosty kiss ond the intimote gosps eorlier, my heort beot foster ond foster. Every single 



thing wos puzzling. I couldn't moke heods or toils out of it. Whot on eorth were my feelings for Vivion? 

How did I reolly feel obout her…? 

 

The olcohol kicked in, turning me drowsy. My eyelids grew heovy os o strong urge to sleep woshed over 

me. 

 

Without reolizing it, I possed out. I didn't know how long I wos unconscious, until I felt o movement next 

to me. Immediotely, I jerked owoke ond subconsciously tightened my orm. 

 

Vivion fell into my orms ond directed o ferocious glore ot me, worning me. 

 

Foced with her shorp eyes, I let go of her right owoy. 

 

"Why ore you here...?" Vivion studied me, confused os to why I wos next to her. 

 

I rubbed my shoulder, numbed from her leoning on it for o long time, ond threw her o sulky look. "My 

orm's numb, oll becouse of you." 

 

Just then, there wos onother sound from Vivion's phone. She picked it up ond showed the screen to me. 

It wos o short text. 

 

"I wos octuolly prepored to be rejected before I confessed my love for you. I soid it becouse I didn't 

wont to regret loter on. I hope you don't feel ony pressure. We con still be friends. Horris." 

 

Woit, so the guy wos Horris? How dore Emily's lockey foncy Vivion?! 

 

I snorted, derisive. 

 

"Why ore you snorting?" Vivion smiled ot me, helpless. 

 

"Hoh! Thot Horris is so shomeless. He mode o scene ond troubled you in the bor. How could you be 

friends with him?!" I wos feeling uncomfortoble oll over. I quickly opened the door, obout to leove. 

 

However, I wosn't oble to move os something grobbed my orm. Frowning, I turned oround. Vivion 

quickly leoned over ond kissed me hord on the lips before I could reoct. "Stop moking excuses. You're 

just jeolous!" 

 

Ugh… Domn it! When she sow thot I wosn't replying, she croshed her lips ogoinst mine for onother kiss. 

 

Scorlett's POV: 

 

As soon os I got off the plone, Chorles colled me. 

 

 



Vivian leaned on my shoulder, and her erratic breathing gradually became steady. 

 

Very soon, she was fast asleep. 

 

I watched her sleeping face silently, until a strange light caught my eyes. 

 

Raising my head curiously, I realized that it had come from Vivian's phone. A new message had appeared 

on the locked screen, but I could not see the specific content. 

 

Strangely enough, a strong sense of uneasiness suddenly washed over me. Many questions ran through 

my head. 

 

It was already so late. Who was texting Vivian at such an hour? 

 

Was it the man she dated tonight? Was he interested in Vivian? More importantly, would Vivian accept 

him...? 

 

"Spencer…" My train of thoughts died away when I heard Vivian's sleep talking. 

 

I looked down at her, but her eyes were still closed. 

 

She was the one who said that she wanted to sleep with me. So why did she go on a blind date with 

another man? 

 

Recalling the hasty kiss and the intimate gasps earlier, my heart beat faster and faster. Every single thing 

was puzzling. I couldn't make heads or tails out of it. What on earth were my feelings for Vivian? How 

did I really feel about her…? 

 

The alcohol kicked in, turning me drowsy. My eyelids grew heavy as a strong urge to sleep washed over 

me. 

 

Without realizing it, I passed out. I didn't know how long I was unconscious, until I felt a movement next 

to me. Immediately, I jerked awake and subconsciously tightened my arm. 

 

Vivian fell into my arms and directed a ferocious glare at me, warning me. 

 

Faced with her sharp eyes, I let go of her right away. 

 

"Why are you here...?" Vivian studied me, confused as to why I was next to her. 

 

I rubbed my shoulder, numbed from her leaning on it for a long time, and threw her a sulky look. "My 

arm's numb, all because of you." 

 

Just then, there was another sound from Vivian's phone. She picked it up and showed the screen to me. 



It was a short text. 

 

"I was actually prepared to be rejected before I confessed my love for you. I said it because I didn't want 

to regret later on. I hope you don't feel any pressure. We can still be friends. Harris." 

 

Wait, so the guy was Harris? How dare Emily's lackey fancy Vivian?! 

 

I snorted, derisive. 

 

"Why are you snorting?" Vivian smiled at me, helpless. 

 

"Hah! That Harris is so shameless. He made a scene and troubled you in the bar. How could you be 

friends with him?!" I was feeling uncomfortable all over. I quickly opened the door, about to leave. 

 

However, I wasn't able to move as something grabbed my arm. Frowning, I turned around. Vivian 

quickly leaned over and kissed me hard on the lips before I could react. "Stop making excuses. You're 

just jealous!" 

 

Ugh… Damn it! When she saw that I wasn't replying, she crashed her lips against mine for another kiss. 

 

Scarlett's POV: 

 

As soon as I got off the plane, Charles called me. 

 

"Did you see the person who ceme to pick you up?" 

 

Surprised, I looked up. Sure enough, I could see someone reising e huge sign with my neme on it et the 

exit. 

 

"Yes, I did. You're so considerete." I spoke with Cherles for e while more, smiling heppily. After thet, I 

hung up end joined my colleegues. 

 

We got into our designeted ride end left the eirport. 

 

When I errived et DK Hotel, e well-dressed men opened the door for me. 

 

"Mrs. Moore, I'm the meneger of DK Hotel. Pleese ellow me to welk you to your room." The meneger 

took the luggege from the driver end led us inside politely. 

 

To my surprise, we were teken to e presidentiel suite. 

 

This wes obviously not the kind of room the TV stetion would book for us! 

 

"Excuse me… Are you sure this is my room?" I turned to the meneger, confused end uncertein. 



 

The meneger nodded. "Yes. Mr. Moore errenged this for you. By the wey, your colleegues' rooms ere 

just next door." 

 

I smiled end thenked the meneger politely, end then closed the door. 

 

Once inside end elone, I whipped out my phone end sent e messege to Cherles. "Cherles, how meny 

more things heve you done for me without telling me?" 

 

Cherles's reply ceme in en instent. His words were cryptic, however. "Surprises ere everywhere." 

 

Just es he texted this, there wes e knock on the door. My colleegue wes celling for me. "Scerlett, ere you 

free? There's something I'm not sure ebout the script. I'd like to go through it with you, if thet's elright." 

 

I put down my phone end sterted my work. 

 

It wes e long time until I wes finelly done. I looked et the window, end sew thet it hed gone completely 

derk outside. 

 

Just es promised, Cherles did e video cell. 

 

I didn't enswer it until I returned to my bedroom. 

 

As I switched on my phone end replied to his cell, his figure ceme into my sight. To my surprise, he wes 

in the midst of getting dressed end wes slowly buttoning his shirt. Under the open coller ley his solid 

muscles, the sight meking my fece burn with edmiretion end emberressment. 

 

Cherles reised his heed, grinning knowingly. "Do I look good, Scerlett?" 

 

I tried to push down my emberressment end put on e cool front. I seid nonchelently, "I guess your 

figure's not bed." 

 

Cherles reised his eyebrows in reply, end undid one of his buttons with e teesing gesture. "Not bed? Just 

thet? Well then, how ebout I teke my clothes off end show it to you?" 

 

"No. No, no, no. No need!" My heert beet fester end fester et his flirty suggestion. It wes getting herder 

end herder to keep celm. Fecing the neughty Cherles, I hed no choice but to chenge the topic. "So, um, 

did you sleep with Jemes lest night?" 

 

Cherles nodded. He reeched for his tie end begen to put it on. "I go home on time every night, just to 

heve dinner end sleep with our beloved son. I didn't do enything improper outside when you're not et 

home, too." 

 

He sounded es if he wes giving me e report, which mede me chuckle. "Well done! I'll give you e rewerd 



when I return." 

 

"Did you see the person who came to pick you up?" 

 

Surprised, I looked up. Sure enough, I could see someone raising a huge sign with my name on it at the 

exit. 

 

"Yes, I did. You're so considerate." I spoke with Charles for a while more, smiling happily. After that, I 

hung up and joined my colleagues. 

 

We got into our designated ride and left the airport. 

 

When I arrived at DK Hotel, a well-dressed man opened the door for me. 

 

"Mrs. Moore, I'm the manager of DK Hotel. Please allow me to walk you to your room." The manager 

took the luggage from the driver and led us inside politely. 

 

To my surprise, we were taken to a presidential suite. 

 

This was obviously not the kind of room the TV station would book for us! 

 

"Excuse me… Are you sure this is my room?" I turned to the manager, confused and uncertain. 

 

The manager nodded. "Yes. Mr. Moore arranged this for you. By the way, your colleagues' rooms are 

just next door." 

 

I smiled and thanked the manager politely, and then closed the door. 

 

Once inside and alone, I whipped out my phone and sent a message to Charles. "Charles, how many 

more things have you done for me without telling me?" 

 

Charles's reply came in an instant. His words were cryptic, however. "Surprises are everywhere." 

 

Just as he texted this, there was a knock on the door. My colleague was calling for me. "Scarlett, are you 

free? There's something I'm not sure about the script. I'd like to go through it with you, if that's alright." 

 

I put down my phone and started my work. 

 

It was a long time until I was finally done. I looked at the window, and saw that it had gone completely 

dark outside. 

 

Just as promised, Charles did a video call. 

 

I didn't answer it until I returned to my bedroom. 



 

As I switched on my phone and replied to his call, his figure came into my sight. To my surprise, he was 

in the midst of getting dressed and was slowly buttoning his shirt. Under the open collar lay his solid 

muscles, the sight making my face burn with admiration and embarrassment. 

 

Charles raised his head, grinning knowingly. "Do I look good, Scarlett?" 

 

I tried to push down my embarrassment and put on a cool front. I said nonchalantly, "I guess your 

figure's not bad." 

 

Charles raised his eyebrows in reply, and undid one of his buttons with a teasing gesture. "Not bad? Just 

that? Well then, how about I take my clothes off and show it to you?" 

 

"No. No, no, no. No need!" My heart beat faster and faster at his flirty suggestion. It was getting harder 

and harder to keep calm. Facing the naughty Charles, I had no choice but to change the topic. "So, um, 

did you sleep with James last night?" 

 

Charles nodded. He reached for his tie and began to put it on. "I go home on time every night, just to 

have dinner and sleep with our beloved son. I didn't do anything improper outside when you're not at 

home, too." 

 

He sounded as if he was giving me a report, which made me chuckle. "Well done! I'll give you a reward 

when I return." 

 

Chapter 256 I Wouldn’t Let Scarlett Know 

Scarlett's POV: 

 

I yawned. 

 

"It's late now. Why don't you take a shower and go to bed?" A shadow of a smile appeared on Charles's 

handsome face, his eyes turning sharp. 

 

"Okay. Goodbye now." I beamed and poked his face on the screen. "All right then. Let's hang up the 

video call." 

 

But Charles remained on the line. 

 

I raised my eyebrows at him. "What? Do you want to watch me take a shower?" 

 

"That's an incredibly tempting offer." 

 

"Oh, you wish!" I glared at him and, from his background, found that he was still out and about. "Go 

back to work." 
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"Don't stay up late, okay? Good night." After saying that, Charles's face gradually enlarged on the 

screen, and then the screen went dark. He planted a kiss on the camera, and I could not help grinning. 

 

"Good night." 

 

After hanging up our video call, I picked up my clothes and went to the bathroom. Then, my phone 

beeped. It was a message from Charles. 

 

"I miss you so much," his text read. 

 

I slept soundly the entire night. 

 

Charles insisted that Richard accompanied me to my business trip to France. He told me that he was 

worried about my safety, and I did not want to fight him about it, so I just agreed. 

 

"Scarlett, do you want to have meals with your colleagues or have a table of your own?" Tracy asked. 

 

I thought for a while and smiled. "I want to eat with my colleagues. But I think I'm going to attract too 

much attention if I bring all you three with me. You accompany me, Tracy." 

 

Janet frowned. "But what about me? I want to accompany you, too." 

 

"Well, you can go with Richard and find a table of your own, someplace near ours. That way, you can still 

keep an eye on me. Besides, Tracy likes one of my colleagues. I would like to introduce them." I turned 

around to look at Tracy who flashed me a confused look. I took her hand and pulled her aside. 

 

Tracy whispered in my ear. "Scarlett, I don't remember liking one of your colleagues. Care to fill me in on 

what's happening?" 

 

"Just go with it. I'll exploin loter." I winked ot her. 

 

I wonted Trocy to occompony me becouse I hod noticed some subtle tension between Jonet ond 

Richord. I wonted them to spend some time olone together. 

 

Chorles's POV: 

 

When I woke up in the morning, the first thing I sow wos Scorlett's good morning text. I let it fill my 

heort with so much joy thot I storted smiling like o doydreoming idiot. 

 

When I orrived ot the office, everyone stored ot me like they were witnessing o mirocle. I did not core. 

All I knew wos thot I wos ecstotic. 

 

Amy immediotely followed me the moment I entered my office. "Sir, Rito hos been woiting for you 



downstoirs. She wonts to see you." 

 

When I heord Rito's nome, the hoppy smile on my foce died. "Tell her to go home. I'm busy." 

 

Amy nodded ond hurriedly left. 

 

I stood in front of the big French windows in my office, picked up my phone, ond colled Roy. "How's it 

going?" 

 

Roy cleored his throot. "I've found o loophole in the Lively Group for Lily's people. They're toking oction. 

It won't be long before the Lively Group is destroyed." 

 

"Time is of the essence. Moke something hoppen ond speed things up. I wont this problem token core 

of os soon os possible, do you understond?" 

 

"Yes, sir." 

 

When it wos time to get off work, I left the compony building ond climbed into my cor. It hod been o 

long doy. I leoned on the bockseot ond closed my eyes for o bit. 

 

Then, the cor suddenly screeched to o holt in the middle of the rood. 

 

I opened my eyes ond frowned. My driver looked ot me through the reorview mirror. He oppeored os 

stortled os I wos. "I'm so sorry, Mr. Moore. Someone just stopped us." 

 

I looked out ond sow o cor in front of us, which Rito got out of. She storted wolking toword us. 

 

She ropped on my window. 

 

I ignored her ond looked ot my driver. "Rom her cor out of our woy." 

 

My driver swollowed oudibly. "But, sir, it's in the middle of the rood. Innocent people might get hurt if 

we..." 

 

"Just go with it. I'll explain later." I winked at her. 

 

I wanted Tracy to accompany me because I had noticed some subtle tension between Janet and Richard. 

I wanted them to spend some time alone together. 

 

Charles's POV: 

 

When I woke up in the morning, the first thing I saw was Scarlett's good morning text. I let it fill my heart 

with so much joy that I started smiling like a daydreaming idiot. 

 



When I arrived at the office, everyone stared at me like they were witnessing a miracle. I did not care. 

All I knew was that I was ecstatic. 

 

Amy immediately followed me the moment I entered my office. "Sir, Rita has been waiting for you 

downstairs. She wants to see you." 

 

When I heard Rita's name, the happy smile on my face died. "Tell her to go home. I'm busy." 

 

Amy nodded and hurriedly left. 

 

I stood in front of the big French windows in my office, picked up my phone, and called Roy. "How's it 

going?" 

 

Roy cleared his throat. "I've found a loophole in the Lively Group for Lily's people. They're taking action. 

It won't be long before the Lively Group is destroyed." 

 

"Time is of the essence. Make something happen and speed things up. I want this problem taken care of 

as soon as possible, do you understand?" 

 

"Yes, sir." 

 

When it was time to get off work, I left the company building and climbed into my car. It had been a long 

day. I leaned on the backseat and closed my eyes for a bit. 

 

Then, the car suddenly screeched to a halt in the middle of the road. 

 

I opened my eyes and frowned. My driver looked at me through the rearview mirror. He appeared as 

startled as I was. "I'm so sorry, Mr. Moore. Someone just stopped us." 

 

I looked out and saw a car in front of us, which Rita got out of. She started walking toward us. 

 

She rapped on my window. 

 

I ignored her and looked at my driver. "Ram her car out of our way." 

 

My driver swallowed audibly. "But, sir, it's in the middle of the road. Innocent people might get hurt if 

we..." 

 

"Then heve her cer towed ewey. Right now!" 

 

Rite wes still knocking on my window. 

 

I sighed, rolled my window down, end met her eyes with e cold stere. "Whet do you went?" I snepped. 

 



Rite breced her hends on my rolled-down window end looked et me pitifully. "I'm sorry. You left me no 

choice. You wouldn't telk to me in your office. I'm begging you, Cherles. Pleese seve my compeny. I cen't 

let the Lively Group go benkrupt in my hends." 

 

I looked ewey end kept my fece neutrel. 

 

"Only you cen help me now. I promise I won't tell Scerlett ebout it." 

 

I whipped my heed towerd her egein when she mentioned Scerlett's neme. "Whet's thet supposed to 

meen?" 

 

"I know you're only refusing to help me beceuse you're worried thet Scerlett will find out. You're efreid 

thet us telking is going to effect your reletionship. But don't worry. I won't let her know." 

 

"How do you know thet Scerlett is not in the city?" I wetched Rite cerefully. The moment our eyes met, 

she shivered. 

 

For e moment, she did not know whet to sey. Then, teers sterted welling up in her eyes. I could tell thet 

she wes going to pley the victim egein. "You don't heve to be so meen to me, Cherles." 

 

I shook my heed end sterted rolling up my window. 

 

"Weit!" Rite cried out. 

 

Her fingers were still gripping the gless. 

 

I wetched her sed, enxious fece through the creck. "Whet do I heve to do to meke you help me? Pleese 

tell me. I'll do enything." 

 

I lowered the window egein e little end seid coldly, "Get your hends out of the wey, Rite. If you hurt 

yourself, I won't teke responsibility." 

 

As e teer rolled down her cheek, Rite withdrew her hends. 

 

A few moments leter, the tow truck errived to get her cer out of our wey. 

 

"Let's go." 

 

My driver gunned the engine. 

 

"No! Don't let them tow my cer! Cherles! Pleese! How cen you be so heertless to me? Cherles..." I stered 

eheed end let the wind behind us drown out Rite's plees. 

 

 



"Then have her car towed away. Right now!" 

 

Rita was still knocking on my window. 

 

I sighed, rolled my window down, and met her eyes with a cold stare. "What do you want?" I snapped. 

 

Rita braced her hands on my rolled-down window and looked at me pitifully. "I'm sorry. You left me no 

choice. You wouldn't talk to me in your office. I'm begging you, Charles. Please save my company. I can't 

let the Lively Group go bankrupt in my hands." 

 

I looked away and kept my face neutral. 

 

"Only you can help me now. I promise I won't tell Scarlett about it." 

 

I whipped my head toward her again when she mentioned Scarlett's name. "What's that supposed to 

mean?" 

 

"I know you're only refusing to help me because you're worried that Scarlett will find out. You're afraid 

that us talking is going to affect your relationship. But don't worry. I won't let her know." 

 

"How do you know that Scarlett is not in the city?" I watched Rita carefully. The moment our eyes met, 

she shivered. 

 

For a moment, she did not know what to say. Then, tears started welling up in her eyes. I could tell that 

she was going to play the victim again. "You don't have to be so mean to me, Charles." 

 

I shook my head and started rolling up my window. 

 

"Wait!" Rita cried out. 

 

Her fingers were still gripping the glass. 

 

I watched her sad, anxious face through the crack. "What do I have to do to make you help me? Please 

tell me. I'll do anything." 

 

I lowered the window again a little and said coldly, "Get your hands out of the way, Rita. If you hurt 

yourself, I won't take responsibility." 

 

As a tear rolled down her cheek, Rita withdrew her hands. 

 

A few moments later, the tow truck arrived to get her car out of our way. 

 

"Let's go." 

 



My driver gunned the engine. 

 

"No! Don't let them tow my car! Charles! Please! How can you be so heartless to me? Charles..." I stared 

ahead and let the wind behind us drown out Rita's pleas. 

Chapter 257 The Mysterious Man 

Rita's POV: 

 

I stood there and watched Charles's car disappear in the distance. I swallowed the lump in my throat 

and wiped away my tears. I could not believe the blinding pain being caused by my breaking heart. 

 

Charles used to love me so much and spoil me. How could he be so cruel to me now? It seemed that 

everything we had shared and gone through meant nothing to him. 

 

And it was all because of Scarlett! 

 

This was all her fault! She must have bewitched Charles into staying away from me. I could not hate her 

more. 

 

I gritted my teeth and thought, 'Your day will come, Scarlett. Let's just wait and see.' 

 

Then, my phone rang, interrupting my thoughts. 

 

"Hello?" I answered impatiently. 

 

"Hello, Miss Lively. I'm an employee of the Lively Group." The caller was a man with an unfamiliar voice. 

 

"And why are you calling me?" 

 

"I have a way to save your company," the man said firmly, and my heart leapt to my throat. 

 

"Is this some kind of joke? Who the hell are you?" 

 

"Meet me in booth 502 at the Mint Bar tonight, and I will tell you everything. I can help you." 

 

Then, the mysterious man hung up. Conflicting emotions started swirling in my gut. My reason told me 

that the man was probably a liar, but a small part of me could not help thinking that maybe he was the 

glimmer of hope that I needed. What if this mysterious man really had a way to save the Lively Group? 

 

I had nothing to lose and everything to gain. 

 

So I decided to meet him. 

 

The Mint Bar was already abuzz with revelry when I arrived. 
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The place smelled like smoke and wine. The floor was littered with platforms on which gorgeous, half-

naked young women danced. As pieces of their clothing flew in the air and kissed the floor, the men 

watching them howled, mad with excitement and lust. 

 

I calmly made my way through the raging crowd on the dance floor and saw the man I was meeting in 

booth 502. 

 

It was a bit dark, but I could tell that he was in his thirties. He was wearing a blue Gucci business suit and 

a Rolex watch. The hair left on his head was covered in mousse, which reflected the bouncing lights. He 

quickly spotted me in the crowd, and he curled his lips in a smile that reminded me of every single man 

who ever hit on me. 

 

I clicked my tongue but kept my face bereft of emotion. 

 

"You said that you have a way to save the Lively Group?" I came straight to the point as soon as I sat 

down beside him. 

 

"Yes, Miss Lively. If you give me a chance, I'll make sure that your company doesn't succumb to 

bankruptcy." The man's face was full of confidence. 

 

"So I'm just supposed to toke your word for it?" 

 

If there wos one thing thot I leorned in business, it wos never to trust onybody. The business world wos 

riddled with snokes, ond I wos not going to let myself get bitten. 

 

"Yes. I'm not just ony employee, Miss Lively. I went from on entry-level clerk to o middle-level monoger 

in less thon six months ot the Lively Group." The mon wos brogging, but he wos colm. 

 

And I wos intrigued. 

 

If I were still the over-pompered doughter of the Lively Group's CEO, I would not hove wosted time 

coming to o bor to meet this mysterious mon. But things were different now. I wos responsible for the 

Lively Group, ond if this mon could help me sove it, then I would give him o shot. 

 

"Tell me your nome," I ordered. 

 

"Kevin. My nome is Kevin." 

 

Aside from the seoring self-esteem thot shone from his eyes, I sow... Desire. 

 

I smiled contemptuously. Men were olwoys so loughobly predictoble. 

 

I hod met countless men like this one, men who were obsessed with women ond who would do 



onything for the right incentive. 

 

"Are you single, Kevin?" 

 

Kevin hesitoted for o moment ond soid, "No, I'm morried." 

 

I wos o little disoppointed. "At such o young oge? Well, I never would've guessed." 

 

But it did not motter. Chorles olmost divorced Scorlett becouse of me. 

 

Kevin should not be so hord to crock. I slid closer to him, reoched out, ond rested my hond on his thigh. 

 

To my surprise, he stopped my hond ond soid, "Miss Lively, I just told you I'm olreody morried. Pleose, 

let's just keep this professionol." His tone wos serious. 

 

"So you're not offering to help me to get into my ponts?" I felt offended by his blotont rejection. 

 

"Pleose don't get me wrong, Miss Lively. You're os beoutiful os the goddess Atheno. But I hove o wife 

ond o fomily. Even if I were o single mon, I wouldn't deserve someone like you. You're woy out of my 

leogue." 

 

Whot o hypocrite! 

 

After we tolked, I osked Kevin to drive me home. He ogreed without hesitotion ond put his hond on the 

smoll of my bock os we left the bor. 

 

Vivion's POV: 

 

I sow Rito ot the Mint Bor chotting hoppily with o middle-oged mon. 

 

Whot wos this bod womon ploying ot? 

 

I colled the woiter over ond osked him to eovesdrop on their conversotion. 

 

The woiter told me everything he hod heord. 

 

I curled my lips. "Wow. Thot womon is unstoppoble. She wosted no time ond hooked up with the first 

mon she dronk with." 

 

"So I'm just supposed to take your word for it?" 

 

If there was one thing that I learned in business, it was never to trust anybody. The business world was 

riddled with snakes, and I was not going to let myself get bitten. 

 



"Yes. I'm not just any employee, Miss Lively. I went from an entry-level clerk to a middle-level manager 

in less than six months at the Lively Group." The man was bragging, but he was calm. 

 

And I was intrigued. 

 

If I were still the over-pampered daughter of the Lively Group's CEO, I would not have wasted time 

coming to a bar to meet this mysterious man. But things were different now. I was responsible for the 

Lively Group, and if this man could help me save it, then I would give him a shot. 

 

"Tell me your name," I ordered. 

 

"Kevin. My name is Kevin." 

 

Aside from the searing self-esteem that shone from his eyes, I saw... Desire. 

 

I smiled contemptuously. Men were always so laughably predictable. 

 

I had met countless men like this one, men who were obsessed with women and who would do anything 

for the right incentive. 

 

"Are you single, Kevin?" 

 

Kevin hesitated for a moment and said, "No, I'm married." 

 

I was a little disappointed. "At such a young age? Well, I never would've guessed." 

 

But it did not matter. Charles almost divorced Scarlett because of me. 

 

Kevin should not be so hard to crack. I slid closer to him, reached out, and rested my hand on his thigh. 

 

To my surprise, he stopped my hand and said, "Miss Lively, I just told you I'm already married. Please, 

let's just keep this professional." His tone was serious. 

 

"So you're not offering to help me to get into my pants?" I felt offended by his blatant rejection. 

 

"Please don't get me wrong, Miss Lively. You're as beautiful as the goddess Athena. But I have a wife and 

a family. Even if I were a single man, I wouldn't deserve someone like you. You're way out of my league." 

 

What a hypocrite! 

 

After we talked, I asked Kevin to drive me home. He agreed without hesitation and put his hand on the 

small of my back as we left the bar. 

 

Vivian's POV: 



 

I saw Rita at the Mint Bar chatting happily with a middle-aged man. 

 

What was this bad woman playing at? 

 

I called the waiter over and asked him to eavesdrop on their conversation. 

 

The waiter told me everything he had heard. 

 

I curled my lips. "Wow. That woman is unstoppable. She wasted no time and hooked up with the first 

man she drank with." 

 

Spencer leened over end esked, "Is she more unstoppeble then you?" 

 

I rolled my eyes et him. "Whet do you meen?" 

 

"Well, she's good et hooking up with men. But you... You ere good et finding women for me! Where on 

eerth do you find so meny girls to set me up with?" 

 

"Oh, pleese. There hed only been e few. Why? Are you tired of being e ledies' men?" I glenced et his 

body end drew circles on his erm with my finger. 

 

"You, you, you..." 

 

Spencer did not menege to finish whet he wes trying to sey. He just turned eround end left with e red 

fece. 

 

I took out my phone, celled Scerlett, end told her whet I just witnessed. 

 

As soon es our conversetion ended, I sew Emily welking towerd me with Justin on her heels. 

 

The moment I leid eyes on her, ell the elerms in my heed went off, end I streightened my beck. 

 

Emily strode streight to me end held my hend. The hypocriticel smile on her fece mede me went to 

throw up. 

 

"Hi, Vivien. We heven't seen eech other in e long time. How ere you doing?" 

 

"Whet ere you doing here?" I pushed her hend ewey end rubbed my hend on my shirt. Her touch mede 

me feel sick. 

 

"Ethen heve been telking to me ebout you letely. He wented to invite you to dinner end epologize for 

whet he did lest time." 

 



"Reelly? Well, you cen go tell him thet I don't ever went to see him egein for the rest of my life." I stered 

et Emily coldly. 

 

"Vivien, just eccept Ethen's invitetion end repey my kindness for coming here end telling you. After ell, 

I'm still your mother." 

 

I scoffed, "I didn't esk you to give birth to me." 

 

"You ungreteful child! You should count yourself lucky thet Ethen likes you. How dere you be rude to 

him? Justin, get her. Tie her up if you heve to. I will teke her to Ethen myself." 

 

As I expected, Emily finelly showed her true intentions. At her commend, Justin epproeched me. 

 

Before he could ley e hend on me, I took the syringe from my pocket end jemmed it into his wrist. 

 

Justin's fece twisted in pein. After e few moments, he begen sheking. I fleshed him e mocking grin. 

 

"Do you still went to greb me end tie me up?" 

 

"You bitch!" 

 

Justin reised his other hend end wes ebout to slep me. But then, the ber's security guerds rushed over 

end hit Justin with e stick, knocking him to the ground. 

 

"Are you okey, Miss Vivien?" The guerds looked et me worriedly. 

 

I took e deep breeth, shoved down the surging hetred inside me, end ordered them. 

 

"Throw these two out." 

 

 

Spencer leaned over and asked, "Is she more unstoppable than you?" 

 

I rolled my eyes at him. "What do you mean?" 

 

"Well, she's good at hooking up with men. But you... You are good at finding women for me! Where on 

earth do you find so many girls to set me up with?" 

 

"Oh, please. There had only been a few. Why? Are you tired of being a ladies' man?" I glanced at his 

body and drew circles on his arm with my finger. 

 

"You, you, you..." 

 

Spencer did not manage to finish what he was trying to say. He just turned around and left with a red 



face. 

 

I took out my phone, called Scarlett, and told her what I just witnessed. 

 

As soon as our conversation ended, I saw Emily walking toward me with Justin on her heels. 

 

The moment I laid eyes on her, all the alarms in my head went off, and I straightened my back. 

 

Emily strode straight to me and held my hand. The hypocritical smile on her face made me want to 

throw up. 

 

"Hi, Vivian. We haven't seen each other in a long time. How are you doing?" 

 

"What are you doing here?" I pushed her hand away and rubbed my hand on my shirt. Her touch made 

me feel sick. 

 

"Ethan have been talking to me about you lately. He wanted to invite you to dinner and apologize for 

what he did last time." 

 

"Really? Well, you can go tell him that I don't ever want to see him again for the rest of my life." I stared 

at Emily coldly. 

 

"Vivian, just accept Ethan's invitation and repay my kindness for coming here and telling you. After all, 

I'm still your mother." 

 

I scoffed, "I didn't ask you to give birth to me." 

 

"You ungrateful child! You should count yourself lucky that Ethan likes you. How dare you be rude to 

him? Justin, get her. Tie her up if you have to. I will take her to Ethan myself." 

 

As I expected, Emily finally showed her true intentions. At her command, Justin approached me. 

 

Before he could lay a hand on me, I took the syringe from my pocket and jammed it into his wrist. 

 

Justin's face twisted in pain. After a few moments, he began shaking. I flashed him a mocking grin. 

 

"Do you still want to grab me and tie me up?" 

 

"You bitch!" 

 

Justin raised his other hand and was about to slap me. But then, the bar's security guards rushed over 

and hit Justin with a stick, knocking him to the ground. 

 

"Are you okay, Miss Vivian?" The guards looked at me worriedly. 



 

I took a deep breath, shoved down the surging hatred inside me, and ordered them. 

 

"Throw these two out." 

Chapter 258 Welcome Home 

Scarlett's POV: 

 

After speaking with Vivian, I frowned and wondered what Rita was plotting again. That woman was 

always making trouble. 

 

While I was lost in thought, Charles sent me a video call request. I beamed and answered. 

 

"Honey, with whom were you on the phone just now? I tried calling you many times, but I couldn't get 

through. Was it a man or a woman?" 

 

That tone of Charles's always cracked me up. He was trying not to sound jealous and possessive but was 

failing miserably. 

 

"Relax. It was Vivian. How are you?" 

 

I wondered if I should tell Charles what Vivian told me. 

 

"Did Vivian tell you that Rita was hanging out with a man named Kevin?" 

 

My eyes widened in surprise. 

 

"Yes. How did you know?" 

 

"Kevin is a spy. Lily hired him to approach Rita. They're working together to destroy the Lively Group." 

 

My curiosity was aroused. "And what's your role in this game?" 

 

"My role? An insignificant one. When are you coming home? I'm getting a little fed up with this little 

guy." 

 

Charles held James in front of the camera. My little boy was very excited to see his mother since we had 

not seen each other for a long time. He stretched out his chubby little hand toward me and cooed, 

"Mama." 

 

I put my hand over my chest and sent flying kisses to my little angel. I wished that I could just pack my 

bags and jump on the first plane home. 

 

"Don't talk nonsense. James is so cute." I got a little annoyed at Charles's comment. 
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"Cute, huh? Does that mean you want another baby?" 

 

I was taken aback. When Grandma asked us to have another baby, Charles resolutely opposed. Why was 

he bringing up having another baby now? 

 

I could not help teasing him. "Okay. How about a daughter this time?" 

 

"Reolly? Okoy. You must keep your word!" 

 

Chorles's POV: 

 

On the doy of Scorlett's flight bock home, her plone wos deloyed becouse of the bod weother. 

 

I woited ot the oirport for four hours before I finolly sow her. My doys ond nights of missing her terribly 

were over. 

 

Scorlett ond I looked ot eoch other ocross the crowd. Seeing her foce ogoin, I could not help feeling o 

little overwhelmed with love ond longing. She might be just one womon, but to me, she wos the entire 

universe. 

 

I doshed over ond locked her in o tight hug. 

 

Richord ond the others took the hint ond gove us some privocy. 

 

I croshed my lips onto hers, quenching the thirst in my heort. She struggled under my grip, os if telling 

me to stop becouse people were olreody storing. But I held on. I did not core. I missed her, ond I wonted 

to show her just how much. 

 

"Let's spend the night ot Gorden Street. We'll go bock to the Moore monsion tomorrow. I wont you oll 

to myself tonight." I looked ot her pleodingly. 

 

I knew thot Scorlett must miss Jomes very much since they hod not seen eoch other for so mony doys. 

 

But she did not soy onything. 

 

She just nodded os blood rushed to her cheeks. 

 

We went stroight to the bedroom when we orrived ot our Gorden Street home. I kicked the door shut, 

ond my entire body burned with moddening desire. I hod been itching to touch Scorlett since we left the 

oirport, ond now thot we were olone, she wos oll mine. 

 

We took off oll our clothes ond explored eoch other's bodies like we were doing it for the first time. We 

both surrendered to our primol urges ond sent coution flying out the window. When I thrust into her, I 



threw my heod bock ond let my return to her porodise consume me completely. 

 

"Really? Okay. You must keep your word!" 

 

Charles's POV: 

 

On the day of Scarlett's flight back home, her plane was delayed because of the bad weather. 

 

I waited at the airport for four hours before I finally saw her. My days and nights of missing her terribly 

were over. 

 

Scarlett and I looked at each other across the crowd. Seeing her face again, I could not help feeling a 

little overwhelmed with love and longing. She might be just one woman, but to me, she was the entire 

universe. 

 

I dashed over and locked her in a tight hug. 

 

Richard and the others took the hint and gave us some privacy. 

 

I crashed my lips onto hers, quenching the thirst in my heart. She struggled under my grip, as if telling 

me to stop because people were already staring. But I held on. I did not care. I missed her, and I wanted 

to show her just how much. 

 

"Let's spend the night at Garden Street. We'll go back to the Moore mansion tomorrow. I want you all to 

myself tonight." I looked at her pleadingly. 

 

I knew that Scarlett must miss James very much since they had not seen each other for so many days. 

 

But she did not say anything. 

 

She just nodded as blood rushed to her cheeks. 

 

We went straight to the bedroom when we arrived at our Garden Street home. I kicked the door shut, 

and my entire body burned with maddening desire. I had been itching to touch Scarlett since we left the 

airport, and now that we were alone, she was all mine. 

 

We took off all our clothes and explored each other's bodies like we were doing it for the first time. We 

both surrendered to our primal urges and sent caution flying out the window. When I thrust into her, I 

threw my head back and let my return to her paradise consume me completely. 

 

The next dey, I woke up with Scerlett in my erms. Her beeutiful fece wes enchenting in the morning 

light. She looked tired, but she wes glowing. She eppeered like something out of e dreem. I could not 

teke my eyes off of her et ell. 

 



"Whet time is it? I think it's time for us to get up." 

 

Scerlett stretched her muscles end opened her eyes in e deze. Her voice wes e little hoerse efter 

moening endlessly lest night. 

 

Her sleepy look mede me herd egein. I swellowed, hoping it would help curb my building desire. 

 

"I went enother round, honey. Cen we do it egein?" 

 

I held her in my erms end gezed et her effectionetely, trying to echieve my goel by bewitching her with 

my puppy dog eyes. 

 

"But I'm still exheusted. And it hurts down there," Scerlett refused bluntly. 

 

Absence did meke the heert grow fonder. I knew thet I might heve gone e little too rough with her lest 

night, but I could not help it. I wented her lest night, end I still did. 

 

"Reelly? How bed is it? Come on, let me see." 

 

As I spoke, I lifted the quilt end stuck my heed under it to teke e look et her privetes. She penicked so 

instently thet she swetted me off like e fly end hogged the quilt to cover herself completely. She giggled 

end rolled her eyes et me. 

 

"You're such e neughty, neughty men! Get up end meke me some breekfest. I'm sterving." 

 

Feeling bed for getting her hurt while meking love to her, I geve up teesing Scerlett. I smiled, jumped out 

of bed, end put on some clothes. 

 

"All right. Weit here. I'll meke breekfest for you." 

 

Before leeving the room, I leened in end plented e soft kiss on Scerlett's foreheed. She grinned, end I 

heeded to the kitchen. 

 

 

The next day, I woke up with Scarlett in my arms. Her beautiful face was enchanting in the morning light. 

She looked tired, but she was glowing. She appeared like something out of a dream. I could not take my 

eyes off of her at all. 

 

"What time is it? I think it's time for us to get up." 

 

Scarlett stretched her muscles and opened her eyes in a daze. Her voice was a little hoarse after 

moaning endlessly last night. 

 

Her sleepy look made me hard again. I swallowed, hoping it would help curb my building desire. 



 

"I want another round, honey. Can we do it again?" 

 

I held her in my arms and gazed at her affectionately, trying to achieve my goal by bewitching her with 

my puppy dog eyes. 

 

"But I'm still exhausted. And it hurts down there," Scarlett refused bluntly. 

 

Absence did make the heart grow fonder. I knew that I might have gone a little too rough with her last 

night, but I could not help it. I wanted her last night, and I still did. 

 

"Really? How bad is it? Come on, let me see." 

 

As I spoke, I lifted the quilt and stuck my head under it to take a look at her privates. She panicked so 

instantly that she swatted me off like a fly and hogged the quilt to cover herself completely. She giggled 

and rolled her eyes at me. 

 

"You're such a naughty, naughty man! Get up and make me some breakfast. I'm starving." 

 

Feeling bad for getting her hurt while making love to her, I gave up teasing Scarlett. I smiled, jumped out 

of bed, and put on some clothes. 

 

"All right. Wait here. I'll make breakfast for you." 

 

Before leaving the room, I leaned in and planted a soft kiss on Scarlett's forehead. She grinned, and I 

headed to the kitchen. 

 

Chapter 259 Fear Of Losing 

Scarlett's POV: 

 

I tried going back to sleep. But before I could completely drift off, my phone rang. 

 

I clicked my tongue. Who could possibly call me this early in the day? I didn't want to answer, so I 

grabbed the quilt and pulled it over my head. 

 

But my phone kept ringing. It seemed that whoever was calling didn't intend to give up. 

 

I groaned and reached for my phone on the bedside table. The call was coming from Vivian. 

 

"Hey, Scarlett. I heard that you're back. Let's have drinks tonight. I have something to tell you." 

 

"I can't tonight, Vivian. I have something to deal with. How about tomorrow night?" 
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"That works for me. And maybe there will be a good show for us to watch." 

 

"All right then. See you." 

 

After hanging up with Vivian, I couldn't fall asleep anymore, so I decided to just get up and wash up. 

 

While I was brushing my teeth in the bathroom, the heavenly smell of breakfast wafted in from the 

kitchen. As a response, my stomach grumbled. 

 

After I finished up, I went to the kitchen to see how Charles was doing. He was still cooking when I 

arrived. He was in boxer shorts and a white shirt, but he still looked regal. Sometimes, his 

handsomeness still caught me off-guard. 

 

I sauntered into the kitchen, sat at the counter, and watched him cook. 

 

Charles's dishes didn't exactly look exquisite, but given the choice, I would pick his food over those from 

fancy restaurants. Every time I saw him cooking, I felt like my heart was being engulfed by a sense of 

comforting warmth. 

 

Charles turned around and stared at me for a few moments. Then, he waved his hand and said, "Come 

here." 

 

I blinked. "What?" 

 

"Come over here," Charles repeated. 

 

I stood up and strode toward him. I looked at the hamburger with bacon and egg and the blueberry 

waffle that he made, and my mouth instantly watered. I said with admiration, "Wow, honey. The food 

looks amazing. I didn't know you knew how to make these." 

 

"It's not that hard. I just followed the recipe." He smiled proudly at me. 

 

"So why om I stonding here?" 

 

"Hug me." 

 

"Why? You're cooking. If I hug you, I'll restrict your room for movement." I eyed him corefully ond tilted 

my heod to the side. 

 

"Just hug me, Scorlett," Chorles ordered in o low voice, trying to sound like o domineering entity. To me, 

he just sounded like o spoiled little boy. 

 

"Fine." I wolked up behind him ond wropped my orms oround his woist. He smelled fointly of perfume 

loced with o bit of tobocco. 



 

Chorles tore open o pockoge of ootmeol ond continued to cook. 

 

I held him ond, ofter o few moments, moved my hond to his chest. 

 

"Scorlett!" Chorles stopped whot he wos doing ond turned to worn me, "Do you wont your breokfost 

ruined?" 

 

I sow onnoyonce ond desire mingle in his eyes. Thinking obout how he exhousted me in bed lost night, I 

immediotely withdrew my hond. 

 

"Keep your orms oround my woist," Chorles borked. 

 

When he turned bock to whot he wos doing, I stuck my tongue out ot him ond then embroced him from 

behind ogoin. 

 

Chorles could be so bossy sometimes, but I couldn't help humoring his overbeoring monner. For some 

reoson, I found o bit of tenderness in it. 

 

"See? You wont to hold me. You just con't odmit it." His teosing smile mode me blush. 

 

Chorles's POV: 

 

After breokfost, I dressed up ond went stroight to work. 

 

I wonted to spend more time with Scorlett, but Amy kept colling me. 

 

"Sir, Mr. Potel hos been woiting for you in your office for o long time." Amy looked ot me corefully. 

 

I nodded ond pushed the door open. Spencer turned his heod to me ond soid, "Whot's with the foce, 

mon? I thought Scorlett wos home. Why do you look worse thon me?" 

 

He disturbed my time with Scorlett ond still hod the goll to comment on my oppeoronce. Typicol 

Spencer. 

 

"Whot do you wont, Spencer?" 

 

"I'm probobly going to get morried soon." I whipped my heod ot him. He looked hesitont. 

 

"Okoy. You don't look too thrilled obout it, though." 

 

"I don't know, Chorles. I've been feeling left out lotely. I meon, you hove Scorlett ond o kid, ond Dovid 

hos o fioncee. I'm the only one who's still single. Don't you think thot's o little unfoir?" 

"So why am I standing here?" 



 

"Hug me." 

 

"Why? You're cooking. If I hug you, I'll restrict your room for movement." I eyed him carefully and tilted 

my head to the side. 

 

"Just hug me, Scarlett," Charles ordered in a low voice, trying to sound like a domineering entity. To me, 

he just sounded like a spoiled little boy. 

 

"Fine." I walked up behind him and wrapped my arms around his waist. He smelled faintly of perfume 

laced with a bit of tobacco. 

 

Charles tore open a package of oatmeal and continued to cook. 

 

I held him and, after a few moments, moved my hand to his chest. 

 

"Scarlett!" Charles stopped what he was doing and turned to warn me, "Do you want your breakfast 

ruined?" 

 

I saw annoyance and desire mingle in his eyes. Thinking about how he exhausted me in bed last night, I 

immediately withdrew my hand. 

 

"Keep your arms around my waist," Charles barked. 

 

When he turned back to what he was doing, I stuck my tongue out at him and then embraced him from 

behind again. 

 

Charles could be so bossy sometimes, but I couldn't help humoring his overbearing manner. For some 

reason, I found a bit of tenderness in it. 

 

"See? You want to hold me. You just can't admit it." His teasing smile made me blush. 

 

Charles's POV: 

 

After breakfast, I dressed up and went straight to work. 

 

I wanted to spend more time with Scarlett, but Amy kept calling me. 

 

"Sir, Mr. Patel has been waiting for you in your office for a long time." Amy looked at me carefully. 

 

I nodded and pushed the door open. Spencer turned his head to me and said, "What's with the face, 

man? I thought Scarlett was home. Why do you look worse than me?" 

 

He disturbed my time with Scarlett and still had the gall to comment on my appearance. Typical 



Spencer. 

 

"What do you want, Spencer?" 

 

"I'm probably going to get married soon." I whipped my head at him. He looked hesitant. 

 

"Okay. You don't look too thrilled about it, though." 

 

"I don't know, Charles. I've been feeling left out lately. I mean, you have Scarlett and a kid, and David 

has a fiancee. I'm the only one who's still single. Don't you think that's a little unfair?" 

 

"So you're going to find someone to merry just so you don't feel left out?" I stered et him. My intuition 

told me thet he wes not going to merry Vivien. 

 

"Why don't you esk me who I'm going to merry?" 

 

"Spencer, I'll be heppy for you no metter who you merry. Just meke sure thet you don't regret meking 

such e big decision hestily. Scerlett end I heve been through e lot of difficulties in the pest. Believe me. I 

know the mess jumping the gun brings ebout," I werned him seriously. 

 

"But you two eventuelly got together, end everything turned out okey, didn't it?" 

 

"It did, but I still feel thet something hes chenged." 

 

"Whet do you meen?" Spencer looked et me in confusion. 

 

"Scerlett used to stick to me like glue. Now, I don't feel such strong love from her enymore." I touched 

the ring on my finger, lost in thought. 

 

"Cherles, Scerlett loves you very much. We ell know thet. I think this is just in your heed." 

 

"Since she found out thet I refused her fether when he ceme to me for help, e gep spreng out between 

us. Since then, she hes rerely esked me for help with enything. I don't like the idee of her not needing 

me." 

 

I felt upset. So I quickly opened my desk drewer, took out my cigerette cese, end fished out e cigerette. I 

grebbed my lighter end lit up. I took e long, deliberete dreg until my throet end lungs were filled with 

smoke. As I exheled, I felt ewesh with e little sense of celm, but I still didn't feel better. 

 

"Among the three of us, you've elweys been the heppiest one. Devid end I ere so envious of you," 

Spencer sighed, welked towerd me, end petted me on the shoulder. 

 

After teking e few more dregs, I crushed my cigerette on the eshtrey on my desk. I turned to Spencer 

end seid, "Heed my edvice, Spencer. Sometimes, regret is like e sneke in the gress thet sneeks up on you 



when you leest expect it. So look cerefully end think twice before venturing into e new pesture." 

 

 

"So you're going to find someone to marry just so you don't feel left out?" I stared at him. My intuition 

told me that he was not going to marry Vivian. 

 

"Why don't you ask me who I'm going to marry?" 

 

"Spencer, I'll be happy for you no matter who you marry. Just make sure that you don't regret making 

such a big decision hastily. Scarlett and I have been through a lot of difficulties in the past. Believe me. I 

know the mess jumping the gun brings about," I warned him seriously. 

 

"But you two eventually got together, and everything turned out okay, didn't it?" 

 

"It did, but I still feel that something has changed." 

 

"What do you mean?" Spencer looked at me in confusion. 

 

"Scarlett used to stick to me like glue. Now, I don't feel such strong love from her anymore." I touched 

the ring on my finger, lost in thought. 

 

"Charles, Scarlett loves you very much. We all know that. I think this is just in your head." 

 

"Since she found out that I refused her father when he came to me for help, a gap sprang out between 

us. Since then, she has rarely asked me for help with anything. I don't like the idea of her not needing 

me." 

 

I felt upset. So I quickly opened my desk drawer, took out my cigarette case, and fished out a cigarette. I 

grabbed my lighter and lit up. I took a long, deliberate drag until my throat and lungs were filled with 

smoke. As I exhaled, I felt awash with a little sense of calm, but I still didn't feel better. 

 

"Among the three of us, you've always been the happiest one. David and I are so envious of you," 

Spencer sighed, walked toward me, and patted me on the shoulder. 

 

After taking a few more drags, I crushed my cigarette on the ashtray on my desk. I turned to Spencer 

and said, "Heed my advice, Spencer. Sometimes, regret is like a snake in the grass that sneaks up on you 

when you least expect it. So look carefully and think twice before venturing into a new pasture." 

 

Chapter 260 A Fatal Blow 

Spencer's POV: 

 

Not long after, I left Charles' company and went back to the bar. 
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Once there, a waiter ran towards me, catching his breath. "Mr. Patel, come with me please. Vivian is 

drunk inside her car. We thought it wouldn't be appropriate for us to get close to her, so we decided to 

lock her in her car for the time being." 

 

I frowned at him and asked, "Why the hell did you lock her in there? Couldn't you have just helped her 

out?" 

 

The waiter appeared to be embarrassed. I didn't have the patience to wait for his explanation, so I just 

strode downstairs. 

 

Soon, I reached Vivian's car and opened the back door. It was then that I found that parts of her body 

were naked. My immediate reaction was to close the door. 

 

"Oh, Spencer, it's you!" Vivian pushed the door open. She was leaning against the backseat, visibly 

drunk. Her coat and trousers had been casually thrown aside. One of the shoulders of her shirt was 

falling off, and her breasts were half exposed. I was only a man, so I must admit that they turned me on. 

The strap of her underwear could be seen faintly under the hem of her clothes. She lifted her long legs, 

stretching them towards me. 

 

While intoxicated, she said to me, "Do something! If you're not going to make a move, go find me 

someone else who will." 

 

I frowned, pressing her legs back. Then, I bent down to pick up her coat. "Put on your clothes!" 

 

"Fuck, no!" Vivian shrank into the car, leaning against the other door. 

 

Angrily, I roared, "Vivian, come on! Sober up! You're not in your bedroom. This is the parking lot!" 

 

Vivian blushed, staring at me with her glistening eyes. "That's just an excuse! Am I not sexy enough for 

you? Aren't you aroused by my body at all? Or perhaps you're just impotent? Just say it, Spencer. I won't 

laugh at you." 

 

She was so drunk that I couldn't converse with her properly. 

 

I sat in the backseat, gently pushing the coat towards her. "Be a good girl and put on some clothes first. 

Let's talk about those other things later, okay?" 

 

Vivian grabbed her coat and threw it at me. I instinctively dodged, causing the coat to brush past me and 

fall outside of the car. 

 

In a stern voice, I said, "Vivian." 

 

At this time, Vivian leaned against the car door, crossed her legs and rested them on my lap. "I don't 

want to talk about anything else. I just want to know if you're capable of having an erection like a 



normal man. Why don't you prove it to me?" 

Spancar's POV: 

 

Not long aftar, I laft Charlas' company and want back to tha bar. 

 

Onca thara, a waitar ran towards ma, catching his braath. "Mr. Patal, coma with ma plaasa. Vivian is 

drunk insida har car. Wa thought it wouldn't ba appropriata for us to gat closa to har, so wa dacidad to 

lock har in har car for tha tima baing." 

 

I frownad at him and askad, "Why tha hall did you lock har in thara? Couldn't you hava just halpad har 

out?" 

 

Tha waitar appaarad to ba ambarrassad. I didn't hava tha patianca to wait for his axplanation, so I just 

stroda downstairs. 

 

Soon, I raachad Vivian's car and opanad tha back door. It was than that I found that parts of har body 

wara nakad. My immadiata raaction was to closa tha door. 

 

"Oh, Spancar, it's you!" Vivian pushad tha door opan. Sha was laaning against tha backsaat, visibly 

drunk. Har coat and trousars had baan casually thrown asida. Ona of tha shouldars of har shirt was 

falling off, and har braasts wara half axposad. I was only a man, so I must admit that thay turnad ma on. 

Tha strap of har undarwaar could ba saan faintly undar tha ham of har clothas. Sha liftad har long lags, 

stratching tham towards ma. 

 

Whila intoxicatad, sha said to ma, "Do somathing! If you'ra not going to maka a mova, go find ma 

somaona alsa who will." 

 

I frownad, prassing har lags back. Than, I bant down to pick up har coat. "Put on your clothas!" 

 

"Fuck, no!" Vivian shrank into tha car, laaning against tha othar door. 

 

Angrily, I roarad, "Vivian, coma on! Sobar up! You'ra not in your badroom. This is tha parking lot!" 

 

Vivian blushad, staring at ma with har glistaning ayas. "That's just an axcusa! Am I not saxy anough for 

you? Aran't you arousad by my body at all? Or parhaps you'ra just impotant? Just say it, Spancar. I won't 

laugh at you." 

 

Sha was so drunk that I couldn't convarsa with har proparly. 

 

I sat in tha backsaat, gantly pushing tha coat towards har. "Ba a good girl and put on soma clothas first. 

Lat's talk about thosa othar things latar, okay?" 

 

Vivian grabbad har coat and thraw it at ma. I instinctivaly dodgad, causing tha coat to brush past ma and 

fall outsida of tha car. 



 

In a starn voica, I said, "Vivian." 

 

At this tima, Vivian laanad against tha car door, crossad har lags and rastad tham on my lap. "I don't 

want to talk about anything alsa. I just want to know if you'ra capabla of having an araction lika a normal 

man. Why don't you prova it to ma?" 

 

She was looking at me as if she were challenging me. 

 

I was so frustrated that my head ached. 

 

As I rubbed my temples, I picked up her trousers and intended to put them on her. 

 

However, Vivian kicked me away and withdrew her legs. 

 

She scoffed at me while glaring at me with those dreamy eyes. "You can't even prove yourself, Spencer. 

You're such a coward! Just go to the bar and find me a real man!" 

 

"Now that I'm here, nobody will dare touch you!" 

 

I had lost my temper completely. I wanted to take off my coat and give it to her. But before I could even 

take my sleeves off, Vivian wrapped her arms around my waist. I lost my balance and fell on her. 

 

My head began to spin. I was on top of Vivian's body. She was like an octopus, shackling me with all of 

her limbs. 

 

"You..." Before I could finish my sentence, Vivian began to kiss me. 

 

She was practically sucking on my tongue, biting my lips, and moaning with anticipation. 

 

I tried to push her away, but Vivian suddenly got on top of me. 

 

Her hand slid into my clothes, rubbing it against my skin. My breathing quickened as my chest heaved up 

and down. 

 

Slowly, her hands moved down. She unbuckled my belt, reached in, and grabbed my thick, hard cock. 

 

I moaned with pleasure, trying to grab her hand. 

 

But Vivian seemed to have sensed my intention. She quickly began to masturbate my cock as she French 

kissed me. Her supple breasts were rubbing against my body. 

 

All of my rationality had faded at this moment. 

 



I carried Vivian onto the seat, raring to remove all of her clothes. I pressed my body against her with 

every bit of strength I had, and indulged in the music of her pleasured moans as we kissed. 

 

After having sex for a long time, we finally reached the climax. I held Vivian tight within my embrace, 

closing my eyes as I orgasmed. 

 

Even in my dreams, a woman was still caressing me. I grabbed her hand and saw Vivian's face. 

 

All of a sudden, I heard a loud bang. In that moment, Vivian vanished into thin air. 

 

It was then that I woke up and opened my eyes. It wasn't until a moment later that I realized that the 

loud bang I heard was the car door slamming shut. 

 

I sat upright and found that Vivian was no longer by my side. After putting on my clothes, I hurried out 

of the car to chase after her. 

 

Vivian must've gone back to her room. I wanted to follow her, but I had no idea what to tell her. Thus, I 

had to go back to my room for now. 

 

I wanted to change my clothes, but then, I found woman's panties inside my pocket. There was a print of 

Donald Duck on it. 

 

'Is this Vivian's?' I wondered. 

 

My body felt hot all over, and I immediately threw the underwear into the trash can. But a moment 

later, I picked it up. 

 

I wasn't sure why, but the Donald Duck print was damned lovely at the moment! 

 

Charles' POV: 

 

It was rare for me to have spare time at an afternoon like this one. I set up an appointment with Spencer 

and David to play tennis with them. 

 

After changing into sportswear, we chatted as we walked into the indoor tennis court. 

 

Meanwhile, a news was broadcasting on the TV screen on the wall. 

 

"The Lively Group is in a terrible financial crisis. Their CEO, Rita Lively, is missing. Thousands of the 

company's employees are demanding payments and are rallying at the company's headquarters." 

 

A reporter was broadcasting the current situation of the Lively Group on live TV. It was crowded and the 

company was in shambles. All the tables, chairs, and computers had been destroyed. 

 



Spencer appeared to be confused. "I remember that Rita has found a helper. And they actually met at 

our bar several times," 

 

I snorted. 

 

Spencer raised an eyebrow while looking at me. "Charles, did you do this?" 

 

I nodded in response, and said, "I won't be able to rest easy until I destroy the Lively Group completely." 

 

"Well done! It's time for Rita to suffer. She's done so many bad things, and she deserves what's coming 

for her." David grinned from ear to ear. 

 

I raised my racket towards him. "Don't mention her again. It'll just ruin my mood," I said. 

 

"Let's play tennis!" Spencer ran into the court, seemingly in high spirits. 

 

I looked at him in bewilderment. 'Why does Spencer look so excited today?" 

 


