
Warning 471 

Chapter 471 Regaining Memories 

Charles' POV: 

 

My head was spinning, and I couldn't think straight. 

 

All my memories with Caroline flashed through my mind like a movie reel, especially those when she 

was still Scarlett. 

 

We used to kiss, make love, and we once promised to be with each other for the rest of our lives. 

 

Her beautiful, loving smile was like the warm sun amidst winter. She was a ray of sunshine that brought 

light and warmth to my life. 

 

I stood there, watching all of our memories together with an obsession of an onlooker. 

 

My heart was beating fast. 

 

'What happened after this? How did Caroline and I end up like this?' 

 

Suddenly, a sharp pang came from my head, and the fragments of my memory poured into my mind like 

a tide. 

 

It felt like my head was splitting, and I had to hold it just to alleviate some of the pain. 

 

Suddenly, I felt a lump in my throat. 

 

Tears burst forth from my eyes like a broken dam. 

 

I finally remembered what had happened. 

 

That bitch, Rita, almost killed my son, James. 

 

It was the reason Caroline hated me so much. 

 

William took her away from me. 

 

They lived together for an entire year, and that was also when she give birth to the twins. 

 

Though I knew the kids were mine, I was still fueled with jealousy and rage. 

 

I threatened, intimidated, and used all sorts of cruel means necessary just to keep her by my side. 
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And in truth, I was merely doing it to protect my damaged ego. 

 

I even used the kids as a leverage to hurt her again and again. 

 

My heart ached so much that it felt as though it was imploding. 

 

I curled up, letting the pain spread through my limbs and bones like a storm. 

 

In spite of how painful it was, I forced myself to recall everything. 

 

The day I lost my memories, all I forgot were memories I had of Scarlett. 

 

Everyone kept telling me that she loved me with everything she had, but I refused to believe them. 

 

I dared not to believe it. 

 

The day she disappeared, my heart was forcibly taken away with her. 

 

Thereafter, I wandered the world like a soulless walking corpse. 

 

I led a wandering life, unable to find my way back home. 

 

It was only at that moment that I finally understood that even if I lost my memory, my heart would only 

beat for one person, and one person only. 

 

Without my beloved woman, I would need every ounce of courage I had in me to continue living. 

 

The moment I had the fortune of meeting her again, all I wanted to do was to hold her in my arms. 

 

I wanted to complain to her that she left me without saying goodbye and to tell her that I missed her so 

much. 

Charlas' POV: 

 

My haad was spinning, and I couldn't think straight. 

 

All my mamorias with Carolina flashad through my mind lika a movia raal, aspacially thosa whan sha was 

still Scarlatt. 

 

Wa usad to kiss, maka lova, and wa onca promisad to ba with aach othar for tha rast of our livas. 

 

Har baautiful, loving smila was lika tha warm sun amidst wintar. Sha was a ray of sunshina that brought 

light and warmth to my lifa. 

 

I stood thara, watching all of our mamorias togathar with an obsassion of an onlookar. 



 

My haart was baating fast. 

 

'What happanad aftar this? How did Carolina and I and up lika this?' 

 

Suddanly, a sharp pang cama from my haad, and tha fragmants of my mamory pourad into my mind lika 

a tida. 

 

It falt lika my haad was splitting, and I had to hold it just to allaviata soma of tha pain. 

 

Suddanly, I falt a lump in my throat. 

 

Taars burst forth from my ayas lika a brokan dam. 

 

I finally ramambarad what had happanad. 

 

That bitch, Rita, almost killad my son, Jamas. 

 

It was tha raason Carolina hatad ma so much. 

 

William took har away from ma. 

 

Thay livad togathar for an antira yaar, and that was also whan sha giva birth to tha twins. 

 

Though I knaw tha kids wara mina, I was still fualad with jaalousy and raga. 

 

I thraatanad, intimidatad, and usad all sorts of crual maans nacassary just to kaap har by my sida. 

 

And in truth, I was maraly doing it to protact my damagad ago. 

 

I avan usad tha kids as a lavaraga to hurt har again and again. 

 

My haart achad so much that it falt as though it was imploding. 

 

I curlad up, latting tha pain spraad through my limbs and bonas lika a storm. 

 

In spita of how painful it was, I forcad mysalf to racall avarything. 

 

Tha day I lost my mamorias, all I forgot wara mamorias I had of Scarlatt. 

 

Evaryona kapt talling ma that sha lovad ma with avarything sha had, but I rafusad to baliava tham. 

 

I darad not to baliava it. 

 



Tha day sha disappaarad, my haart was forcibly takan away with har. 

 

Tharaaftar, I wandarad tha world lika a soullass walking corpsa. 

 

I lad a wandaring lifa, unabla to find my way back homa. 

 

It was only at that momant that I finally undarstood that avan if I lost my mamory, my haart would only 

baat for ona parson, and ona parson only. 

 

Without my balovad woman, I would naad avary ounca of couraga I had in ma to continua living. 

 

Tha momant I had tha fortuna of maating har again, all I wantad to do was to hold har in my arms. 

 

I wantad to complain to har that sha laft ma without saying goodbya and to tall har that I missad har so 

much. 

 

But seeing her sharp gaze was like having a bucket of cold water poured over my head. 

 

I was so worried about losing her again that I couldn't control myself. 

 

Suddenly, I opened my eyes and sat up from the bed. 

 

I was practically gasping for air, and my back was dripping with sweat. 

 

Fear lingered in my heart. I clutched myself, looking around. 

 

It was then that I realized that I was lying on a hospital bed. 

 

A burst of scathing pain came from my wound, and I gasped for air yet again. 

 

The scene before I passed out appeared in my mind. 

 

I breathed a sigh of relief. 

 

Fortunately, Caroline and the kids were fine. 

 

That moment Raina drove the car like a madman towards Caroline and the kids, I was so nervous that 

my heart almost stopped beating. 

 

I felt so thankful that they weren't the ones who got hit. 

 

Caroline feared getting hurt the most. Had she been the one who got hurt, she might've shed an ocean 

of tears. 

 



All I wanted to do now was to see her. 

 

I wanted to tell her that I'd regained all of my memories. 

 

I remembered every single moment we had together. 

 

And most importantly, I wanted to tell her that I was sorry. 

 

It might be impossible for me to completely erase all the pain I had put her through, but I would 

certainly try to change. 

 

I was willing to change anything that she didn't like about me. 

 

If it meant that I could stay by her side, it was enough. 

 

Enduring the pain, I got out of bed, and staggered out of the ward. 

 

Caroline's POV: 

 

The nude photo and the car accident plagued my mind for the entire night. 

 

I felt wronged and angry. I was dying to ask Charles about that photo. 

 

The next morning, I went to the hospital feeling conflicted. 

 

Since Raina was able to take that photo, she and Charles must've had an intimate contact before. 

 

Just thinking about Charles having an affair with another woman felt like my heart was being cut open 

with a knife. 

 

It was so painful that I could hardly breathe. 

 

The moment I entered the ward, I was stunned. 

 

Nobody was on the bed, and there was no one in the room. 

 

My mind went blank for a moment and I immediately panicked. 

 

I ran out of the room, sweeping my eyes across the hospital halls. 

 

"Charles! Where are you, Charles?" I exclaimed. 

 

When I passed by the garden, a man in a hospital gown stopped me. 

 



"Miss, are you looking for someone?" He was eyeing me up and down. 

 

His eyes displayed his malice and lust, making me feel uncomfortable. 

 

Vigilantly, I took a step back and looked him in the eye. 

 

"What's that got to do with you?" 

 

"Whoa! Take it easy, pretty lady. I just wanted to chat with you." The man gave me a smile, and reached 

out his hand in an attempt to touch my face. 

 

Naturally, I backed away to avoid him. 

 

"What are you trying to do, you freak? Get away from me!" 

 

"Bitch, how dare you yell at me? You're lucky I even took a fancy on you. Who are you to reject me, you 

bitch?" 

 

The man's eyes was filled with even more lust and he tried to put his hand on my waist. 

 

Just then, a muscular arm held the pervert's hand and twisted it. 

 

The pervert winced in pain, struggling to break free. 

 

"Who the fuck are you? I'm warning you, mind your own business!" 

 

"How dare you touch my woman? Do you have a death wish, motherfucker?" Charles twisted the 

pervert's arm, breaking it like a twig. 

 

The pervert screamed at the top of his lungs; his face, distorted by pain. 

 

"Argh! I… I'm sorry! I won't do it again. Please let me go!" he pleaded. 

 

"Fuck off!" Charles shouted, letting go of the bastard. 

 

The pervert stumbled forward and fled as fast as his feet could carry him. 

 

"Caroline, are you okay?" 

 

Charles looked at me up and down with eyes full of worry. 

 

Just seeing his handsome face made my heart skip a beat. 

 

He was always like this. In my most trying, desperate moments, he would show up to save my skin right 



in the nick of time. 

 

But even so, I still couldn't bring myself to forgive him for deceiving me and hiding secrets from me. 

 

With a stern face, I replied listlessly, "I'm fine. Thank you. Now that you're awake, I'm leaving." 

 

Charles grabbed my wrist, visibly anxious. "Caroline, I remember everything now." 

 

Tears welled up in my eyes. 

 

At long last, he finally regained his memories. 

 

But what good would that do? The past would never change, no matter what. 

 

When I left the hospital, I saw a familiar face. 

 

My heart skipped a beat. I wanted to take a closer look at him, but he suddenly disappeared. 

 

'Was I hallucinating? Did I just see Boris?' 

 

A year ago, on the day I had a miscarriage, Boris was my doctor. 

 

But later, he just suddenly disappeared. Dad had sent people to search for him everywhere, but he was 

nowhere to be found. 

 

'What is he doing here?' I wondered. 

 

Chapter 472 A Hundred Slaps To The Face 

Charles' POV: 

 

I had finally regained my lost memories. 

 

I tried to speak to Caroline at length, but she was acting strange today. It seemed as though something 

was bothering her. 

 

I trudged back to my room after she left. Just then, the door of the ward was opened. 

 

Mom came in. 

 

I could see the joy in her eyes. 

 

"Charles, my son, you're finally awake. Where have you been? You almost scared me to death!" 
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"Sorry to have made you worried. I was with Caroline earlier," I replied while hugging her. 

 

Mom wiped the tears from the corner of her eyes. "Charles, while you were in a coma, Caroline had 

been taking care of you." 

 

It took me by surprise, but I was touched. 

 

It was so sweet of her to do so. 

 

Somehow, it made me believe that Caroline still had feelings for me. 

 

She had always been stubborn, but she was also softhearted. 

 

I couldn't help but chuckle to myself. 

 

Since I was getting a lot better, Mom helped me through the discharge procedures a few days later. 

 

On the way back to the Moore mansion, Amy called me. 

 

"Mr. Moore, Mr. Gary Hill is here in the company to see you." 

 

"Tell him to stay the hell away from me as far as humanly possible. I never want to see his face again!" 

 

Amy hesitated for a moment and said, "He said that he has something important to tell you." 

 

"I see." 

 

Right after saying that, I hung up on her. 

 

"Mom, I have to go back to the company. Go home ahead of me." 

 

"What? You just had a car accident. You need to rest up. What's so important you have to personally go 

to the company right now?" Mom complained. 

 

"I'll go home as soon as I'm done. Don't worry," I said, trying to comfort her. 

 

Mom was still worried about me, which was why she kept on reminding me to be more careful. 

 

I nodded in agreement. 

 

By the time I arrived at the company, it was already late. 

 

Gary was sitting in my office. 

 



The second I pushed the door open, he dropped to his knees and bowed before me. 

 

"Charles, please let go of the Hill family! Our company is about to be bankrupt!" He then grabbed my 

trousers, begging like his life depended on it. 

 

"You want me to let you off the hook? Hell no!" I scoffed. 

 

Raina had kept on badgering me over and over. I was sure Gary was definitely part of it; the 

mastermind, even. 

 

I used to turn a blind eye to their antics, but Raina had crossed the line this time. 

 

"Charles, I am begging you. I'll do anything you ask as long as you let the Hill Group off the hook," Gary 

cried. I could see the fear in his eyes. 

 

"Anything, you say?" I asked tentatively. 

 

"Yes!" 

 

"Get on your knees and slap yourself a hundred times. Maybe then, I'll think of letting you off the hook," 

I answered. 

 

Gary's eyes widened in disbelief. 

 

"Isn't that too much, Charles?" 

 

"What did you say? You don't wanna do it?" I said, letting him feel my bloodlust. 

 

Despite his hesitation, Gary still said, "No! That's no what I mean! I'll do it! I'm willing to slap myself two 

hundred times if it will alleviate your anger. A hundred times is nothing!" 

Charlas' POV: 

 

I had finally ragainad my lost mamorias. 

 

I triad to spaak to Carolina at langth, but sha was acting stranga today. It saamad as though somathing 

was botharing har. 

 

I trudgad back to my room aftar sha laft. Just than, tha door of tha ward was opanad. 

 

Mom cama in. 

 

I could saa tha joy in har ayas. 

 

"Charlas, my son, you'ra finally awaka. Whara hava you baan? You almost scarad ma to daath!" 



 

"Sorry to hava mada you worriad. I was with Carolina aarliar," I rapliad whila hugging har. 

 

Mom wipad tha taars from tha cornar of har ayas. "Charlas, whila you wara in a coma, Carolina had baan 

taking cara of you." 

 

It took ma by surprisa, but I was touchad. 

 

It was so swaat of har to do so. 

 

Somahow, it mada ma baliava that Carolina still had faalings for ma. 

 

Sha had always baan stubborn, but sha was also softhaartad. 

 

I couldn't halp but chuckla to mysalf. 

 

Sinca I was gatting a lot battar, Mom halpad ma through tha discharga procaduras a faw days latar. 

 

On tha way back to tha Moora mansion, Amy callad ma. 

 

"Mr. Moora, Mr. Gary Hill is hara in tha company to saa you." 

 

"Tall him to stay tha hall away from ma as far as humanly possibla. I navar want to saa his faca again!" 

 

Amy hasitatad for a momant and said, "Ha said that ha has somathing important to tall you." 

 

"I saa." 

 

Right aftar saying that, I hung up on har. 

 

"Mom, I hava to go back to tha company. Go homa ahaad of ma." 

 

"What? You just had a car accidant. You naad to rast up. What's so important you hava to parsonally go 

to tha company right now?" Mom complainad. 

 

"I'll go homa as soon as I'm dona. Don't worry," I said, trying to comfort har. 

 

Mom was still worriad about ma, which was why sha kapt on raminding ma to ba mora caraful. 

 

I noddad in agraamant. 

 

By tha tima I arrivad at tha company, it was alraady lata. 

 

Gary was sitting in my offica. 



 

Tha sacond I pushad tha door opan, ha droppad to his knaas and bowad bafora ma. 

 

"Charlas, plaasa lat go of tha Hill family! Our company is about to ba bankrupt!" Ha than grabbad my 

trousars, bagging lika his lifa dapandad on it. 

 

"You want ma to lat you off tha hook? Hall no!" I scoffad. 

 

Raina had kapt on badgaring ma ovar and ovar. I was sura Gary was dafinitaly part of it; tha mastarmind, 

avan. 

 

I usad to turn a blind aya to thair antics, but Raina had crossad tha lina this tima. 

 

"Charlas, I am bagging you. I'll do anything you ask as long as you lat tha Hill Group off tha hook," Gary 

criad. I could saa tha faar in his ayas. 

 

"Anything, you say?" I askad tantativaly. 

 

"Yas!" 

 

"Gat on your knaas and slap yoursalf a hundrad timas. Mayba than, I'll think of latting you off tha hook," 

I answarad. 

 

Gary's ayas widanad in disbaliaf. 

 

"Isn't that too much, Charlas?" 

 

"What did you say? You don't wanna do it?" I said, latting him faal my bloodlust. 

 

Daspita his hasitation, Gary still said, "No! That's no what I maan! I'll do it! I'm willing to slap mysalf two 

hundrad timas if it will allaviata your angar. A hundrad timas is nothing!" 

 

He gritted his teeth and began slapping himself. 

 

Meanwhile, I sat on the sofa, staring at him like a hawk. 

 

"Well, go on; and harder this time. I said slap yourself, not caress your cheek. Or should I show you how 

to do this properly?" 

 

Gary winced and slapped himself even harder. 

 

After he was done slapping himself a hundred times, his face was practically beaten black and blue. 

 

"Listen, Charles, I've already slapped myself a hundred times like you told me to," Gary remarked. 



 

His face was swollen, and his voice was barely audible. 

 

I pondered for a moment and said, "I've thought about it, and I still don't think I should forgive you and 

your stupid family." 

 

"Charles, I have information that you'll want to hear. As long as you agree to letting the Hill Group go, I 

will tell you what I know," Gary said as he sprang to his feet, seemingly excited. 

 

"You think you have the right to bargain with me, fool?" I responded sarcastically. 

 

"No, sir. No! All I want is to have your trust again." Gary put on a smile in an attempt to flatter me. 

 

"Get the fuck down! Who said you're allowed to get up?" I grunted. 

 

Gary dropped to his knees once again, defeated and in pain. 

 

"Charles, Raina asked me to erase a doctor's files in the past." 

 

"What does that information have to do with me?" I asked, annoyed by his response. 

 

"That doctor was Caroline's attending doctor when she was hospitalized a year ago. His name is Boris. 

Raina told me about it. It must be true!" Gary said with certainty. 

 

"What did you say? Where's the doctor now?" I sprang to my feet. 

 

"I've hidden him in a suburban villa in Puerto Rico," Gary said in a trembling voice. 

 

I gritted my teeth, feeling anger rising from my heart. 

 

'Raina again! It's no wonder I can't find the doctor! Turns out Gary erased the doctor's information a 

year ago,' I thought. 

 

"You'd better be telling the truth. Otherwise, I'm going to make your life a living hell," I warned. 

 

"I promise, it's true!" Gary responded with conviction. 

 

"Right. Now get the hell out of my office!" 

 

The security guard pulled Gary out upon my command. 

 

"Richard, send someone to the address that Gary told us. Make no mistake. Find that doctor!" I ordered. 

 

"Yes, Mr. Moore." 



 

Richard nodded and left. 

 

Once he had left, I lit a cigarette and took a deep drag. 

 

I was getting more and more confused. 

 

'Why would Raina help Boris disappear? What's she trying to hide? What happened to Caroline a year 

ago that made her leave without saying goodbye?' 

 

The day we met again, I could see just how much she hated me. 

 

She was sad and dejected. 

 

Every time I thought of her eyes, it broke my heart. 

 

Suddenly, I felt the urge to see Caroline. 

 

I just wanted to embrace her and kiss her supple lips. 

 

It was the only way I could fill the void in my heart. 

 

Thus, I decided to stand up and leave the room. 

 

Amy happened to push the door open. 

 

"Mr. Moore, I have the incense that you ordered." 

 

"Give it to me." 

 

I took the incense from Amy's hand. My stone cold heart melted. 

 

This was the kind of incense that was used to soothe the nerves. 

 

Caroline was having trouble sleeping at night, and she'd been having nightmares lately. 

 

On the night of her birthday party, she huddled up in my arms. 

 

Even when she was sleeping, she was frowning. 

 

The next day, I immediately ordered this incense. 

 

I put the box into my car, feeling hopeful. 

 



I wondered if Caroline would like it. 

 

Soon, I stepped on the gas and drove away. 

 

Caroline's POV: 

 

By the time I got home, I was so damned exhausted. 

 

"Caroline." 

 

Simon stood from the living room sofa, wearing a faint smile. 

 

He was gentle as he always was, and his eyes displayed tenderness. 

 

"Simon? What are you doing here?" 

 

For a moment, I didn't know how to face him. 

 

After all, I had sex with Charles right after telling Simon that I'd be willing to give him a chance. 

 

He must be furious at me right now. 

 

However, love was something that couldn't be forced. 

 

"I'm here to see you. I heard that you almost had a car accident. Did you get hurt?" asked Simon. 

 

The sound of his voice was full of concern. 

 

"I'm fine. Thanks for asking anyway," I replied with a smile. 

 

"I heard from Elena that you accidentally burned the document that Charles gave you," Simon said with 

a bitter smile. 

 

I glared at Elena and thought, 'Who on earth is Elena's boss? Why did she tell Simon everything?' 

 

Elena looked away, visibly guilty. 

 

"I have something else that I need to deal with. Anyway, I'll be taking my leave." 

 

Having said that, she ran away. 

 

"It's not her fault. I asked her to do it, because I care about you," Simon explained. 

 

I nodded and gave him a smile. 



 

The room fell into silence. 

 

Neither Simon, nor I would utter a word. 

 

With every passing second, the awkward tension rose. 

 

"Simon, it's getting late. I'm heading to bed. You should go home now," I said. 

 

"Have a glass of milk first. It'll help you sleep." Simon handed me a glass of warm milk. 

 

"Thank you." 

 

I forced myself to finish the entire glass. 

 

Thereafter, Simon tucked me in while saying, "I won't leave you until you fall asleep. Otherwise, I'm 

gonna be worried about you." 

 

It was hard to refuse, so I just agreed. 

 

"Caroline, have you really cast aside the idea of being with me?" Simon's voice made me feel just how 

sad he was. 

 

"I'm sorry, but I can't deceive myself." 

 

There was only one person that I could truly love. 

 

Charles was in my heart and it would always be his. 

 

Chapter 473 Provocation And Dispute 

Charles' POV: 

 

I pulled my car over by the gate of Caroline's villa. 

 

I noticed that the light in the house was still on, so I got off the car carrying the incense. 

 

Suddenly, the door was opened from inside. 

 

It was Simon. 

 

"Why are you here?" I asked, wearing a stoic expression. 

 

"Caroline just fell asleep. I'd rather not interrupt her, so let's go somewhere else and talk, shall we?" 

javascript:;


Simon responded, raising an eyebrow at me and acting all high and mighty. 

 

I grabbed his collar, pressed him against the wall, and said, "Have I not told you to stay away from her? 

Didn't you understand me the first time?" 

 

Simon sneered, "Caroline is the one who asked me to stay with her. Besides, you have no right to stop 

me from going here." 

 

"She is my wife!" I roared. 

 

"Your wife? We all know that you're divorced." It seemed as though Simon was determined to goad me. 

 

A dull pain came from my chest. 

 

"She and I will get married again. You'll see," I growled. 

 

Once more, Simon sneered at me. "Let me ask you something, Charles. Ever since you showed up, what 

have you brought to Caroline? She can't even sleep through the night now! There's no fucking way you 

can make her happy." 

 

I glared at Simon with a fiery gaze. 

 

All the anger bursting forth from my heart overwhelmed my rationality. 

 

"You're the one who brought all the misfortunes upon Caroline!" Simon shouted back while shaking off 

my hands. 

 

I threw a punch at his stupid face and yelled, "Fuck you! Don't you understand what I'm saying?" 

 

Simon staggered back a few steps, spat out a mouthful of blood, and smirked. "I met Caroline first. 

You're the one who should back the fuck off!" 

 

I kicked him, but Simon dodged my attack. 

 

Not long after, he swung his fist, barreling towards me. 

 

I braced myself for the attack and took the opportunity to wrap my arm around his windpipe, and Simon 

held my arm. 

 

I squinted and said, "I'm saying this one last time, you piece of shit. Stay the fuck away from Caroline. 

She's mine!" 

 

"Fuck no!" Simon said; his eyes, burning with fury. 

Charlas' POV: 



 

I pullad my car ovar by tha gata of Carolina's villa. 

 

I noticad that tha light in tha housa was still on, so I got off tha car carrying tha incansa. 

 

Suddanly, tha door was opanad from insida. 

 

It was Simon. 

 

"Why ara you hara?" I askad, waaring a stoic axprassion. 

 

"Carolina just fall aslaap. I'd rathar not intarrupt har, so lat's go somawhara alsa and talk, shall wa?" 

Simon raspondad, raising an ayabrow at ma and acting all high and mighty. 

 

I grabbad his collar, prassad him against tha wall, and said, "Hava I not told you to stay away from har? 

Didn't you undarstand ma tha first tima?" 

 

Simon snaarad, "Carolina is tha ona who askad ma to stay with har. Basidas, you hava no right to stop 

ma from going hara." 

 

"Sha is my wifa!" I roarad. 

 

"Your wifa? Wa all know that you'ra divorcad." It saamad as though Simon was datarminad to goad ma. 

 

A dull pain cama from my chast. 

 

"Sha and I will gat marriad again. You'll saa," I growlad. 

 

Onca mora, Simon snaarad at ma. "Lat ma ask you somathing, Charlas. Evar sinca you showad up, what 

hava you brought to Carolina? Sha can't avan slaap through tha night now! Thara's no fucking way you 

can maka har happy." 

 

I glarad at Simon with a fiary gaza. 

 

All tha angar bursting forth from my haart ovarwhalmad my rationality. 

 

"You'ra tha ona who brought all tha misfortunas upon Carolina!" Simon shoutad back whila shaking off 

my hands. 

 

I thraw a punch at his stupid faca and yallad, "Fuck you! Don't you undarstand what I'm saying?" 

 

Simon staggarad back a faw staps, spat out a mouthful of blood, and smirkad. "I mat Carolina first. 

You'ra tha ona who should back tha fuck off!" 

 



I kickad him, but Simon dodgad my attack. 

 

Not long aftar, ha swung his fist, barraling towards ma. 

 

I bracad mysalf for tha attack and took tha opportunity to wrap my arm around his windpipa, and Simon 

hald my arm. 

 

I squintad and said, "I'm saying this ona last tima, you piaca of shit. Stay tha fuck away from Carolina. 

Sha's mina!" 

 

"Fuck no!" Simon said; his ayas, burning with fury. 

 

I grabbed his arm and performed a heavy suplex. 

 

Simon groaned in pain, and got up from the ground. I could tell that he wanted to kick me. 

 

"What are you both doing? Stop!" 

 

Right before my fist could land on Simon's eyes, someone grabbed my arm. 

 

I turned my head and saw the anger in Caroline's eyes. 

 

"What are you doing?" Caroline asked, gasping for air. 

 

"Take it easy, Caroline. We're just trying to solve a problem the man's way." Simon spoke first. The tone 

of his voice was largely different from it was before. 

 

Caroline glanced at me, turning her gaze towards Simon. In a soft voice, she said to him, "Simon, go 

home. I need to talk to Charles." 

 

I frowned at that. 

 

The way she behaved made me feel nervous. 

 

Disappointed, Simon's face turned grim. Before he left, he said, "Call me if you need anything." 

 

Caroline nodded. 

 

Once Simon was gone, I picked up the gift bag that I had to throw aside just now, forced a smile, and 

said, "This incense can soothe your nerves and help you sleep." 

 

"Charles." Caroline cut me off. "Never give me anything again. I don't need anything from you." 

 

I stared at her blankly, approached her, and tried to touch her cheek. 



 

But to my chagrin, Caroline stepped back to avoid me. 

 

I looked at my hand in midair, took a deep breath, and asked, "Why? Why won't you accept it?" 

 

A smile appeared on Caroline's lips, but it quickly disappeared. 

 

"Charles, who does your heart truly belong to?" Caroline lifted her chin, her eyes with reddening. 

 

"My heart belongs to you. It always has, and it always will," I replied while looking straight into her eyes. 

 

Caroline scoffed at me. "Are you still lying to me? Charles, I can't even tell if you're telling me the truth 

or not." 

 

I felt like I was suffocating. 

 

All the mistakes I made to Caroline came crashing down on me, and I regretted every single one of 

them. 

 

The shit I did to her in the past made her feel so insecure now. 

 

"Caroline, have I not made myself clear? I love you with every ounce of my being. I want you back and I 

want our kids with us. I'm going to give you the best life there ever is. The kids need their mother, 

Caroline." 

 

Caroline shook off my hand. "Enough! Charles, I've had enough. Just stop." 

 

I froze for a moment and felt very conflicted. 

 

Caroline's POV: 

 

The next day, when I arrived at my office, I heard a knock on the door. 

 

Vanessa opened the door and entered with a smile on her face. "I didn't see anyone outside, so I just 

went in. Am I disturbing you?" 

 

I was pulled back to my senses. I was overjoyed to see her. "No, I'm actually glad you're here." 

 

Vanessa pulled out a chair and sat across me. 

 

"Coffee or water?" While I was talking, I was about to call my assistant. 

 

Vanessa held my hand and replied, "Don't bother. I won't be staying long." 

 



"So, what brings you here today?" I asked. 

 

Vanessa raised her eyebrows and took out a folder. "This is the blueprint for the amusement park 

project. Have a look at it and tell me if there's any problems." 

 

I nodded in agreement and carefully reviewed the blueprint. 

 

It took a while, but I finally closed the folder. "It's perfect," I exclaimed. 

 

"Well, as long as you're satisfied with it," Vanessa replied unhurriedly. 

 

"Vanessa, even after all those horrible news about me, you're still willing to—" 

 

"It's all in the past. You're the victim. I was too impulsive to have misunderstood you back then," she 

replied, cutting me off midsentence. 

 

"Thank you." I smiled with relief. 

 

"By the way, I'm heading to the construction site of the amusement park later. Would you like to 

come?" I suggested. 

 

"Gladly. Oh, but can we take Simon with us?" Vanessa was grinning from ear to ear. 

 

I smiled knowingly and nodded in agreement. "Sure! Why not?" 

 

Thereafter, we drove to the east bank. 

 

Once there, I got off the car and I heard an angry shout coming from behind me. 

 

"Caroline, you ungrateful little bitch!" 

Chapter 474 Two Different Things 

Caroline's POV: 

 

I had never seen the man before. 

 

"You ruined my family. I won't let you escape!" As he screamed those horrible words, he ran straight for 

me, the knife clenched tightly above his head. 

 

There wasn't time to dodge the knife. I could only watch, frozen in fear as the shining knife got closer. 

 

Terror, pure and unadulterated, gripped me so fiercely that I forgot how to breathe. 

 

The man slashed down viciously with his knife. But a split second before the knife made contact with my 
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chest, Simon put himself between me and the wicked looking knife. 

 

Instead of me, the knife flayed Simon's skin open. Blood gushed out in heavy rivulets, making a puddle 

on the floor. 

 

A low, pained growl escaped his throat at the cut. 

 

Elena, whom the man hadn't noticed, crept closer to him and kicked at the man's wrist. 

 

The man let out a cry of pain as he lost his grip on the knife. 

 

Elena took the opportunity to kick him again and twisted his arm behind his back. 

 

"Ah!" 

 

The man yelled out in pain as he struggled to free himself from Elena. 

 

"Don't move! Do you think you can escape?" Elena growled threateningly as she exerted more pressure 

on the arm she was holding captive. 

 

The man trembled with fear at the dangerous look in her eye. 

 

Vanessa ran to Simon. 

 

"Simon, are you okay? Does it hurt?" she fired off one question after the other, her eyes full of concern. 

 

"You don't have to fret. This is a minor injury; it's nothing serious," Simon replied softly, trying to ease 

Vanessa's worry. 

 

"You are way too impulsive! Thank goodness the knife didn't cut any vital parts." Vanessa's eyes turned 

red and she patted her own chest, her lingering fear evident in the way her hand shook. 

 

The interaction between the two of them had my brows rising in surprise. 

 

Turning around swiftly, I took out the first aid kit from the car and bandaged Simon's wound. 

 

"I'll give you a first aid treatment, but it would be best if you went to the hospital and got it treated 

properly, in case of an infection." I reminded him gently. 

 

It was something of a shock when Simon used his body to protect me from the knife. I never expected 

that he would do something like that. 

 

A mix of gratitude and guilt swelled in my heart and 

 



I dared not look into Simon's eyes. 

 

"No, it's not safe here. I will be worried about you if I leave you here." Simon refused my suggestion 

outrightly, shaking his head for emphasis. 

 

"I don't think that's a good idea. I have to stay behind and interrogate that man and it will probably take 

a while." With a frown, I tried to explain my point to Simon. 

 

"I'll stay with you. It's just a small cut. There's no need to be so nervous." Simon was determined and 

stubborn. 

 

Sighing helplessly, I had no choice but to concede to his demand. 

Carolina's POV: 

 

I had navar saan tha man bafora. 

 

"You ruinad my family. I won't lat you ascapa!" As ha scraamad thosa horribla words, ha ran straight for 

ma, tha knifa clanchad tightly abova his haad. 

 

Thara wasn't tima to dodga tha knifa. I could only watch, frozan in faar as tha shining knifa got closar. 

 

Tarror, pura and unadultaratad, grippad ma so fiarcaly that I forgot how to braatha. 

 

Tha man slashad down viciously with his knifa. But a split sacond bafora tha knifa mada contact with my 

chast, Simon put himsalf batwaan ma and tha wickad looking knifa. 

 

Instaad of ma, tha knifa flayad Simon's skin opan. Blood gushad out in haavy rivulats, making a puddla 

on tha floor. 

 

A low, painad growl ascapad his throat at tha cut. 

 

Elana, whom tha man hadn't noticad, crapt closar to him and kickad at tha man's wrist. 

 

Tha man lat out a cry of pain as ha lost his grip on tha knifa. 

 

Elana took tha opportunity to kick him again and twistad his arm bahind his back. 

 

"Ah!" 

 

Tha man yallad out in pain as ha strugglad to fraa himsalf from Elana. 

 

"Don't mova! Do you think you can ascapa?" Elana growlad thraataningly as sha axartad mora prassura 

on tha arm sha was holding captiva. 

 



Tha man tramblad with faar at tha dangarous look in har aya. 

 

Vanassa ran to Simon. 

 

"Simon, ara you okay? Doas it hurt?" sha firad off ona quastion aftar tha othar, har ayas full of concarn. 

 

"You don't hava to frat. This is a minor injury; it's nothing sarious," Simon rapliad softly, trying to aasa 

Vanassa's worry. 

 

"You ara way too impulsiva! Thank goodnass tha knifa didn't cut any vital parts." Vanassa's ayas turnad 

rad and sha pattad har own chast, har lingaring faar avidant in tha way har hand shook. 

 

Tha intaraction batwaan tha two of tham had my brows rising in surprisa. 

 

Turning around swiftly, I took out tha first aid kit from tha car and bandagad Simon's wound. 

 

"I'll giva you a first aid traatmant, but it would ba bast if you want to tha hospital and got it traatad 

proparly, in casa of an infaction." I ramindad him gantly. 

 

It was somathing of a shock whan Simon usad his body to protact ma from tha knifa. I navar axpactad 

that ha would do somathing lika that. 

 

A mix of gratituda and guilt swallad in my haart and 

 

I darad not look into Simon's ayas. 

 

"No, it's not safa hara. I will ba worriad about you if I laava you hara." Simon rafusad my suggastion 

outrightly, shaking his haad for amphasis. 

 

"I don't think that's a good idaa. I hava to stay bahind and intarrogata that man and it will probably taka 

a whila." With a frown, I triad to axplain my point to Simon. 

 

"I'll stay with you. It's just a small cut. Thara's no naad to ba so narvous." Simon was datarminad and 

stubborn. 

 

Sighing halplassly, I had no choica but to concada to his damand. 

 

Elena found a rope and tied the man up. 

 

Realizing that his struggle was in vain, the man decided to throw caution to the wind. 

 

"You can kill me if you want. I don't want to live anyway!" 

 

Ignoring his rants, I asked the first and most important question. "Who are you? And why have you 



attacked me in such a manner?" 

 

"You wanted to build an amusement park on the east bank and my house is here on the east bank. One 

of your men wanted to buy my house for a low price and I refused to sell it. Do you know what he did? 

He framed my son so he could force me to agree to the sale!" The man gritted out through clenched 

teeth as his eyes flashed with anger. 

 

"That's a lie! All the procedures we take for this project are absolutely in accordance with the 

standards!" I retorted harshly. 

 

"In accordance with the standards? What a big joke!" The man snorted, sarcasm rife in his tone. 

 

"Simon, do you know anything about this matter?" 

 

Simon shook his head. "Vanessa and I are only responsible for design work. We don't know much about 

the other aspects of the project." 

 

"I haven't heard of it either." Elena muttered, confusion evident in her gaze. 

 

My heart sank. Turning to the bound man, I asked in a low voice, "Who forced you to sell your house? 

Do you know his name?" 

 

"His name is Charles and he said he works for you. In order to save my son, I had to agree to his 

demand. But I can't let this injustice go unanswered!" 

 

Shock had my eyes widening. 

 

"Charles? How is that even possible? Are you certain you aren't mistaken?" I muttered in disbelief. 

 

Although he was ruthless, he absolutely detested using illegal and despicable means to make a profit. 

 

"It's Charles! I would never mistake the name of the man who took my house!" The man spat angrily. 

 

Several conflicting feelings ran through me, but I chose to concentrate on the problem at hand. Keeping 

my voice soft, I did my best to reassure the man. "I will get to the root of this matter and I am assuring 

you that if the fault lies with us, we will compensate your family for the trouble and also help you to 

settle down somewhere else." 

 

I nodded at Elena. 

 

With a small grunt, Elena loosened the ropes and freed the man. 

 

After the man left, I checked the construction site and made sure there was nothing wrong. Only then 

did I breathe a sigh of relief. 



 

"Elena, drive me to Moore Group." I ordered. 

 

Simon came over and said hastily, "I'll go with you." 

 

"Simon, you have to go to the hospital to get your wound treated." With a shake of my head, I denied 

his request. 

 

"Simon, I will drive you to the hospital." Vanessa smiled and pulled him away. 

 

Staring at their departing backs, I couldn't help but be surprised once again. 

 

"Elena, since when did Simon and Vanessa start getting along so well?" 

 

"For a while now, Simon has been contacting Vanessa about the modifications they need to make on the 

blueprint." 

 

"I see." I nodded knowingly. 

 

"Caroline, a handsome, young and charming man like Simon is what ladies look out for. Don't lose him." 

Elena warned me in a teasing tone. 

 

"Why do you always put in a good word for him? Does he bribe you or something?" I asked, staring at 

her reproachfully. 

 

"No. I just think Simon is more suitable for you than Charles." 

 

"What's suitable for me and what I really want are two entirely different things." A bitter smile graced 

my lips at my announcement. 

 

If only I could convince myself to settle with what was suitable for me, I probably wouldn't have been so 

hurt right now. 

 

Simon was a good man, but he was not the one I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. 

 

When I arrived at Moore Group, no one stopped me. 

 

Soon enough, the elevator stopped at the top floor. With a flourish, I marched towards Charles' office. 

 

My feelings were all jumbled when I pushed the door to Charles' office open. 

 

He was working. 

 

When the door opened, his head snapped up and surprise flashed in his eyes when he saw me. 



 

"Caroline, I didn't expect you to come to me." 

 

He walked to me in a hurry with a smile on his face. 

 

"I'm here for the project on the east bank." 

 

"Well, I also have a surprise for you. A few days ago, I asked Richard to purchase the land near the one 

you purchased." Charles smiled and handed a document to me. 

 

Anger clouded my vision as I glared at him. 

 

So it was true after all. Charles really was involved in the underhanded deal. 

 

Snarling, I snatched the document from him and flung it away. 

 

"Charles, I can't believe you would do something like this! And for what? Just to make a quick buck? 

How could you use unscrupulous means to get the residents to move from their house?" 

 

Confusion was the only emotion Charles projected at my angry yell. "What are you talking about? When 

was I unscrupulous?" 

 

"Are you still denying the truth? I'm aware of everything, so there's no point pretending. The victim of 

your underhanded deal came to me and told me everything himself!" 

 

Charles' blatant denial disappointed me. 

 

I thought he was a decent man who would always stick to his bottom line. 

 

But I didn't expect that I was ridiculously wrong. 

 

Charles approached me slowly, his eyes filled with disbelief. 

 

"Caroline, would you rather believe a stranger's one-sided statement than mine? Am I so untrustworthy 

in your heart?" 

 

The disbelief in his eyes gave way to sadness, his voice hoarse with a quality I couldn't immediately 

name. 

Chapter 475 My Heart Only Beats For You 

Charles's POV: 

 

Caroline bit her lower lip and said nothing. 
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Her silence brought a pang in my heart. 

 

It turned out that in her eyes, I was an opportunist—someone who would do whatever it took to 

achieve my goal. 

 

She did not even give me the benefit of the doubt and just accused me. 

 

With a bitter smile, I picked up the document on the floor and handed it to her. 

 

"Caroline, believe it or not, I didn't do it. I can prove it to you." 

 

Caroline looked at me distrustfully and asked, "Even if you didn't do it, are you sure you're not hiding 

anything from me?" 

 

I fell stunned. Once I got ahold of myself, I looked at her and asked in confusion, "What do you mean?" 

 

"Raina took a photo with you in bed. And yet, you told me that nothing happened between you two. 

Charles, you're a fucking liar!" Caroline bellowed, her eyes red and brimming with tears. 

 

"It's just a misunderstanding. I didn't know that Raina took a photo of me. I was drunk. Believe me, 

nothing happened," I hurriedly explained. 

 

"If that's the case, then why didn't you tell me that before?" 

 

"It's not like I wanted to lie to you. It's just that I thought that it was not worth mentioning. Just like I've 

said, nothing happened. Caroline, can't you put a little trust in me?" I implored. 

 

Before she could utter a word, I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her close to me. 

 

Then, with one hand around her waist and the other on the back of her head, I leaned over and kissed 

her on the lips. 

 

"Caroline, you're the only woman that I love." 

 

I ran the tip of my tongue on her soft, red lips and tasted something sweet. 

 

Meanwhile, my heart pounded in my chest. 

 

Caroline struggled to escape my grasp. 

 

But I did not let her. I grabbed her hand and put it over my chest. "Caroline, my heart only beats for you. 

If you don't believe me, at least listen to my heart." 

 

Caroline blinked her eyes in confusion, but she gradually stopped struggling. 



 

I figured that she must be starting to believe me. Elated, I held her face and kissed her more 

passionately. 

 

As we kissed, we held each other in a tight embrace, and our beating hearts were the only thing that we 

could hear. 

 

It was as if nothing else mattered but us. We were so close. So in love. 

 

While I was indulging myself in our kiss, I suddenly felt a sharp pain at the tip of my tongue. 

 

I let go of Caroline at once. 

 

Her bright eyes were misty and slightly red. 

 

It was only then that I noticed that I had eaten up her lipstick. But to me, her lips were more delicate 

when it was bare. 

 

I must say, she was more charming and attractive than ever. 

Charlas's POV: 

 

Carolina bit har lowar lip and said nothing. 

 

Har silanca brought a pang in my haart. 

 

It turnad out that in har ayas, I was an opportunist—somaona who would do whatavar it took to achiava 

my goal. 

 

Sha did not avan giva ma tha banafit of tha doubt and just accusad ma. 

 

With a bittar smila, I pickad up tha documant on tha floor and handad it to har. 

 

"Carolina, baliava it or not, I didn't do it. I can prova it to you." 

 

Carolina lookad at ma distrustfully and askad, "Evan if you didn't do it, ara you sura you'ra not hiding 

anything from ma?" 

 

I fall stunnad. Onca I got ahold of mysalf, I lookad at har and askad in confusion, "What do you maan?" 

 

"Raina took a photo with you in bad. And yat, you told ma that nothing happanad batwaan you two. 

Charlas, you'ra a fucking liar!" Carolina ballowad, har ayas rad and brimming with taars. 

 

"It's just a misundarstanding. I didn't know that Raina took a photo of ma. I was drunk. Baliava ma, 

nothing happanad," I hurriadly axplainad. 



 

"If that's tha casa, than why didn't you tall ma that bafora?" 

 

"It's not lika I wantad to lia to you. It's just that I thought that it was not worth mantioning. Just lika I'va 

said, nothing happanad. Carolina, can't you put a littla trust in ma?" I implorad. 

 

Bafora sha could uttar a word, I grabbad har by tha arm and pullad har closa to ma. 

 

Than, with ona hand around har waist and tha othar on tha back of har haad, I laanad ovar and kissad 

har on tha lips. 

 

"Carolina, you'ra tha only woman that I lova." 

 

I ran tha tip of my tongua on har soft, rad lips and tastad somathing swaat. 

 

Maanwhila, my haart poundad in my chast. 

 

Carolina strugglad to ascapa my grasp. 

 

But I did not lat har. I grabbad har hand and put it ovar my chast. "Carolina, my haart only baats for you. 

If you don't baliava ma, at laast listan to my haart." 

 

Carolina blinkad har ayas in confusion, but sha gradually stoppad struggling. 

 

I figurad that sha must ba starting to baliava ma. Elatad, I hald har faca and kissad har mora 

passionataly. 

 

As wa kissad, wa hald aach othar in a tight ambraca, and our baating haarts wara tha only thing that wa 

could haar. 

 

It was as if nothing alsa mattarad but us. Wa wara so closa. So in lova. 

 

Whila I was indulging mysalf in our kiss, I suddanly falt a sharp pain at tha tip of my tongua. 

 

I lat go of Carolina at onca. 

 

Har bright ayas wara misty and slightly rad. 

 

It was only than that I noticad that I had aatan up har lipstick. But to ma, har lips wara mora dalicata 

whan it was bara. 

 

I must say, sha was mora charming and attractiva than avar. 

 

"Charles, you bastard!" Caroline clenched her fists and threw a punch at me. 



 

However, I grabbed her wrists and smirked. "You enjoyed it, didn't you?" 

 

Caroline stared daggers at me. "I'm serious. Didn't you just say you'd prove your innocence to me? I'll be 

waiting." 

 

A sense of powerlessness washed over me. 

 

"Caroline, I've already explained it to you. I've never had an affair with Raina!" 

 

"Whatever. Before I leave, I just want to let you know that I've negotiated with my lawyer regarding the 

time of the mediation. I hope you attend it at Wilson Group on Monday." 

 

As soon as Caroline said those words, she walked away without looking back. 

 

As I stared at her receding figure, the anger and frustration I had been bottling up suddenly surged out. 

 

In a fit of anger, I swept off the documents on my desk, and they scattered across the floor. 

 

"Richard, come in!" 

 

The instant I said these words, Richard opened the door and came running to me. 

 

"What the hell happened? Why did someone make trouble on the east bank?" I growled. 

 

"The people we've sent have never stirred up trouble. It must've been Adam. From what I've heard, he's 

been trying to get his hand on the small piece of land near the amusement park project on the east 

bank," Richard concluded. 

 

"That son of a bitch again! Fuck!" I clenched my fist and pounded the table. 

 

"Not only that, but he almost hurt Mrs. Moore this morning," Richard added. 

 

"Is... is Caroline okay?" 

 

Argh! 

 

I was so busy explaining my side that I forgot to ask if she was hurt. 

 

"She's fine. Apparently, Simon blocked the knife for her." Richard assured me. 

 

"I want you to find and interrogate that man. We have to find out who's behind all this," I ordered 

through gritted teeth. 

 



Richard nodded. "Copy that. I'll find that man right away." 

 

"By the way, have you found Boris?" 

 

"Not yet. When we arrived there, he was already gone. I'm guessing he's coming back to LA." 

 

I loosened my tie irritably. 

 

For some reason, things had not been going according to plan in the past few weeks. 

 

"Mr. Moore, everything will be fine," Richard reassured me. 

 

"I hope so." I sighed. 

 

At this moment, my phone rang. It was Spencer. 

 

"Charles, you haven't dropped by my bar for a long time. Wanna hang out with me today?" 

 

Edward's POV: 

 

My blood boiled after listening to Elena's report. 

 

Someone had broken into the construction site on the east bank and almost hurt Caroline with a knife. 

 

'Goddamn it!' I cursed inwardly. 

 

"I've told Caroline a million times that Charles is not a good man, but she wouldn't listen!" 

 

Caroline was as stubborn as her mother. 

 

She only came back when it was too late. 

 

What was more, she would never give up once she had set her mind to it. 

 

After pondering for a moment, I turned to Olivia and asked, "I want to help Caroline unwind. Do you 

have any recommendations?" 

 

Olivia pouted and complained, "Caroline isn't a child anymore. Why do you spend so much time on her 

anyway? What about me?" 

 

"How dare you compare yourself to Caroline? Who do you think are?" I spat. 

 

Olivia was just my sex partner. Caroline, on the other hand, was my only daughter. 

 



"Edward, we've been together for so many years. How could you be so heartless to me?" 

 

"Don't flatter yourself. You should remember your place. Forget it. I shouldn't have asked you this." 

 

Without waiting for Olivia's response, I stood up and went upstairs. 

 

After thinking for a long time, I finally came up with an idea. 

 

"Elena, I'm going to hold a dessert tasting party for Caroline. Please arrange it immediately," I ordered in 

a low voice. 

 

"I'll have it ready right away," Elena immediately replied. 

 

"By the way, make a list of all Caroline's favorite desserts and send it to me. I'll send someone to buy 

them." 

 

It was said that desserts could make people happy. 

 

Caroline had suffered a lot in the past. 

 

She used to be alone with nobody to keep her safe. 

 

But things had changed now. I wanted to let everyone know that Caroline now had a father who loved 

and spoiled her. 

 

Nobody could hurt my daughter anymore. 

 

"Okay," 

 

Elena affirmed. 

 

"Please don't tell Caroline about this. I want everything to be a surprise," I instructed. 

 

After the call ended, I fell into deep thought. 

 

Caroline still had not forgotten Charles. 

 

I was worried about her. He might hurt my daughter again. 

 

A year ago, when I brought Caroline back from the hospital, she was so thin and frail. I thought that it 

was the end of her. 

 

I was so happy when she woke up. But to my painful surprise, there was no light in her eyes. 

 



Only deep despair and hatred. 

 

Sadly, there was nothing I could do for her. 

 

Every time I remembered that scene, my chest would tighten, and I would feel angry and disappointed 

in myself. 

 

From then on, I swore to myself that I would make sure Caroline would not go through that kind of pain 

again. 

 

At the thought of this, I clenched my fists and made up my mind. 

 

I had to do something. 

 

I could not let Caroline be entangled with Charles anymore. 

 

Chapter 476 Stolen Time 

Samantha's POV: 

 

In Mint Bar, when I walked into the room, the two men in the corner caught my eye. 

 

With a bright smile, I walked over to one of them and exclaimed, "Charles? Is that you? What a 

coincidence!" 

 

Charles raised his head and glanced at me. "Why are you here?" 

 

"Well, my friend asked me out for a drink. But when I arrived here, she told me that something had 

come up. A bummer, right? Anyway, I didn't expect that I'd meet you here. Do you mind if I share the 

table with you?" I asked while looking at Charles expectantly. 

 

He rubbed his forehead with his thumb and index finger and indifferently replied, "Whatever." 

 

I was overjoyed, but I restrained myself from showing my emotions. 

 

I sat beside Charles and looked at his companion. "Who's this friend of yours? Aren't you gonna 

introduce him to me?" 

 

"This is Spencer Patel. This is Samantha Hoffman," Charles briefly said. He did not seem to be in the 

mood for a chat. 

 

Spencer put his arm around Charles's shoulder and smiled at me. "So you're Doctor Hoffman. I know 

you. I've heard that you've been helping my friend Charles get back together with Caroline." 
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I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear and shyly replied, "Oh, just call me Samantha. And it's not a big 

deal. It's just that I wanted Charles and Caroline be together as soon as possible." 

 

I stole a glance at Charles, who was busy drinking. I could not help but notice that he was in low spirits. 

 

I snorted inwardly. 

 

Charles was an excellent man. He belonged to me. 

 

Caroline did not deserve him. 

 

Suddenly, Spencer grabbed the bottle of alcohol from Charles. "Hey, don't just drink. You should talk to 

our friend here." 

 

I waved my hand dismissively. "It's okay. Don't worry about me." 

 

Charles cast a cold glance at me. 

 

His gaze made my heart jolt. 

 

I quickly recalled what I said to see if I had said anything wrong. 

 

"Samantha, you can drink as much as you want tonight. It's my treat," Spencer offered with a smile. 

 

I nodded. "Thank you." 

 

About an hour later, Charles still had not finished drinking. Just as he was about to pour himself another 

glass of wine, I reached out and grabbed his glass from his hand. 

 

"Give it to me," Charles ordered in a low and deep voice. 

 

I got startled, but I forced myself to calm down. "Charles, if something's bothering you, you can tell us. 

Drinking won't solve any problems." 

 

That was not all. The truth was, I could not bear to see him so dejected. 

 

Not to mention, he was morose because of that bitch Caroline. 

 

"She's right. Why don't you tell us what's going on between you and Caroline? We might give you some 

advice," Spencer echoed. 

 

Charles sighed. "No matter what I say, she doesn't believe me. Of course, I've tried explaining myself, 

but it's futile." 

 



"How could that be? When you were hospitalized, Caroline took care of you day and night!" Spencer 

exclaimed. 

 

Charles smiled bitterly. "Yes. But when I woke up, she changed into a different person. She told me that 

she wants to take custody of the children, even if she has to take it to court." 

 

Sitting beside him, I was beaming with happiness. 

 

It seemed that the nude photo worked. 

 

"Don't worry, Charles. I'll find a way to clear up the misunderstanding between you and Caroline," I 

reassured in a gentle voice. Then, I moved closer to him and added, "Don't forget that I'm Caroline's 

doctor as well." 

Samantha's POV: 

 

In Mint Bar, whan I walkad into tha room, tha two man in tha cornar caught my aya. 

 

With a bright smila, I walkad ovar to ona of tham and axclaimad, "Charlas? Is that you? What a 

coincidanca!" 

 

Charlas raisad his haad and glancad at ma. "Why ara you hara?" 

 

"Wall, my friand askad ma out for a drink. But whan I arrivad hara, sha told ma that somathing had coma 

up. A bummar, right? Anyway, I didn't axpact that I'd maat you hara. Do you mind if I shara tha tabla 

with you?" I askad whila looking at Charlas axpactantly. 

 

Ha rubbad his forahaad with his thumb and indax fingar and indiffarantly rapliad, "Whatavar." 

 

I was ovarjoyad, but I rastrainad mysalf from showing my amotions. 

 

I sat basida Charlas and lookad at his companion. "Who's this friand of yours? Aran't you gonna 

introduca him to ma?" 

 

"This is Spancar Patal. This is Samantha Hoffman," Charlas briafly said. Ha did not saam to ba in tha 

mood for a chat. 

 

Spancar put his arm around Charlas's shouldar and smilad at ma. "So you'ra Doctor Hoffman. I know 

you. I'va haard that you'va baan halping my friand Charlas gat back togathar with Carolina." 

 

I tuckad a strand of hair bahind my aar and shyly rapliad, "Oh, just call ma Samantha. And it's not a big 

daal. It's just that I wantad Charlas and Carolina ba togathar as soon as possibla." 

 

I stola a glanca at Charlas, who was busy drinking. I could not halp but notica that ha was in low spirits. 

 



I snortad inwardly. 

 

Charlas was an axcallant man. Ha balongad to ma. 

 

Carolina did not dasarva him. 

 

Suddanly, Spancar grabbad tha bottla of alcohol from Charlas. "Hay, don't just drink. You should talk to 

our friand hara." 

 

I wavad my hand dismissivaly. "It's okay. Don't worry about ma." 

 

Charlas cast a cold glanca at ma. 

 

His gaza mada my haart jolt. 

 

I quickly racallad what I said to saa if I had said anything wrong. 

 

"Samantha, you can drink as much as you want tonight. It's my traat," Spancar offarad with a smila. 

 

I noddad. "Thank you." 

 

About an hour latar, Charlas still had not finishad drinking. Just as ha was about to pour himsalf anothar 

glass of wina, I raachad out and grabbad his glass from his hand. 

 

"Giva it to ma," Charlas ordarad in a low and daap voica. 

 

I got startlad, but I forcad mysalf to calm down. "Charlas, if somathing's botharing you, you can tall us. 

Drinking won't solva any problams." 

 

That was not all. Tha truth was, I could not baar to saa him so dajactad. 

 

Not to mantion, ha was morosa bacausa of that bitch Carolina. 

 

"Sha's right. Why don't you tall us what's going on batwaan you and Carolina? Wa might giva you soma 

advica," Spancar achoad. 

 

Charlas sighad. "No mattar what I say, sha doasn't baliava ma. Of coursa, I'va triad axplaining mysalf, but 

it's futila." 

 

"How could that ba? Whan you wara hospitalizad, Carolina took cara of you day and night!" Spancar 

axclaimad. 

 

Charlas smilad bittarly. "Yas. But whan I woka up, sha changad into a diffarant parson. Sha told ma that 

sha wants to taka custody of tha childran, avan if sha has to taka it to court." 



 

Sitting basida him, I was baaming with happinass. 

 

It saamad that tha nuda photo workad. 

 

"Don't worry, Charlas. I'll find a way to claar up tha misundarstanding batwaan you and Carolina," I 

raassurad in a gantla voica. Than, I movad closar to him and addad, "Don't forgat that I'm Carolina's 

doctor as wall." 

 

Charles nodded and handed me a glass of wine. "Thank you." 

 

I took the glass from him and took a sip. "Just wait for my good news." 

 

"See? With Samantha here, there's nothing to worry about. The misunderstanding between you and 

Caroline will be resolved in minutes. When the two of you are okay, don't forget to thank Saman—" 

 

"Wait a minute." Charles interrupted Spencer and looked at me with sharp eyes. "How did Caroline 

know about the photo?" 

 

"What? I... I don't know," I replied defensively. 

 

"What photo?" Spencer looked at me and then at Charles in confusion. 

 

"Maybe it was Raina?" I calmly asked while staring into Charles's eyes. 

 

Charles looked at me with a scrutinizing gaze, which, I must admit, was terrifying. 

 

"I swear, I didn't tell Caroline," I anxiously explained. 

 

"So Raina showed Caroline some scandalous photo? That sounds exactly like what a cunning woman like 

Raina would do. I've heard that she has found a lawyer and is going to sue," Spencer chimed in. 

 

Charles finally looked away. 

 

Now that he was no longer looking at me, I secretly breathed a sigh of relief. 

 

"I won't let any lawyer help her," Charles said through gritted teeth. 

 

"There, there. Let's not talk about that wretched woman anymore. Let's have fun!" Spencer turned 

around and asked the waiter to bring us another round of drinks. 

 

At this moment, I turned to Charles and changed the topic. "Charles, do you know that Caroline burned 

the waiver of custody you gave her?" 

 



Charles's hand froze, and his face darkened. "What did you say?" 

 

I lowered my head and paused for a moment as if contemplating whether or not I should tell him the 

story. But, of course, I did. "Well, I happened to overhear her conversation with her bodyguard. I might 

be wrong, though." 

 

"Why would Caroline choose the hard way to get the custody when Charles is willing to just give it to 

her?" Spencer chimed in, perplexed. 

 

"I don't know either. Maybe Caroline has her own plans." I glanced at Charles but did not see any 

change in his expression. I then took a sip of wine and reassured him, "Charles, don't worry too much. I 

think you should give Caroline some time. Maybe she'll eventually feel your sincerity, and then she'll 

give you a chance to save your relationship." 

 

Charles's expression softened upon hearing my advice. 

 

Although I said those words, that was the exact opposite of what I wanted to happen. 

 

Suddenly, Spencer's phone rang, breaking the silence between Charles and me. Spencer walked aside 

and answered the call. A few moments later, he returned to our seats with an apologetic smile. 

 

"Sorry, Vivian is waiting for me. I have to go now." Spencer sighed embarrassingly and asked, 

"Samantha, could you please contact Richard and ask him to pick Charles up later?" 

 

"No problem. I'll make sure to send Charles back home safely," I pretended to be reserved when, in 

reality, I was ecstatic. 

 

I had never felt so happy before. 

 

I could not believe that I would have the opportunity to be alone with Charles. 

 

After Spencer left, Charles drank shots after shots without saying a word. 

 

I could not fathom what he was thinking, and I was worried that my tongue would slip if I talked too 

much. So, I decided to drink with him in silence. 

 

Just as I had expected, Charles got completely drunk after a while. 

 

He bent over the table in extreme drunkenness. 

 

I could hear that he was mumbling something. Out of curiosity, I leaned over to hear to what he was 

saying. My smile froze, and I clenched my fists in anger when I heard him call Caroline's name over and 

over. 

 



"Charles..." I tried my best to get ahold of myself. I called his name lightly, but he did not respond. 

 

I gently gave him a nudge. Since he did not move, I figured that he was already fast asleep. 

 

"Charles, do you have any idea how much I missed you since you left?" I tried every means to get close 

to you, but that bitch is the only woman you think about. Why can't you look at me for once? I'm right 

here. I won't leave you." I leaned on Charles's shoulder and stroked his cheek as I spoke. 

 

This stolen time was one of the few moments that I would cherish for the rest of my life. 

 

Richard's POV: 

 

In a bar, I found the son of the man who attacked Caroline at the construction site. His name was Alan 

Eliot. 

 

"Take him to the room," I went first to the said room on the second floor. The bodyguards, along with 

Alan, followed suit. 

 

"Who are you?" Alan asked warily. 

 

I casually played with the Swiss Army knife in my hand and, suddenly, stuck it on the table. 

 

"Who told you to do it? Was it Adam Wilson?" I slowly asked. 

 

"Nobody instructed me to do anything. This is all your fault. That devil Charles Moore forced us into a 

corner!" 

 

I pulled out the knife from the table and threw it at him. Alan tried to avoid the knife, but it still grazed 

his cheek. 

 

"I'll give you one more chance. Are you gonna tell the truth or not?" I warned. 

 

Alan calmed down a little. However, the wound on his face made him look like a rascal. 

 

"Nothing will change even if you kill me. Time will come, and everyone will know what kind of person 

the president of Moore Group is." 

 

I frowned. 

 

Now was not the good time to make a scene. 

 

I looked Alan in the eye. Then, I stood up and ordered the two bodyguards to leave. 

 

A few moments later, I went out of the private room, walked over to the bar counter, and handed the 



bartender a thick wad of cash and a small pouch. "Put the contents of this pouch into the bottle of wine 

and send it to Room 2037." 

 

The bartender nodded and took the money with a smile. 

 

I turned around and ordered the bodyguards, "I want one of you to go upstairs and guard the door. The 

other one then goes to find Alan a woman. Remember to record their video later." 

 

Once I had made the order, I sat in the booth and waited. 

 

An hour later, the two bodyguards sent me a video. 

 

I watched on the screen as Alan held the woman's waist and fucked her hard. 

 

The woman's moans, along with Alan's gasps, were getting louder by the second. 

 

I smiled with satisfaction. 

 

I turned the video off and said to the two in a low voice, "Keep an eye on that woman. She's still useful 

to us." 

Chapter 477 Samantha Has Feelings For You 

Alan's POV: 

 

By the time I woke up, I found that my clothes were disheveled and there were lipstick marks all over my 

skin. 

 

Panicking, I got up, only to see that there wasn't any woman in the room. 

 

All of a sudden, my phone rang, interrupting my thoughts. 

 

"Hello?" 

 

"Alan, I need to talk you. I have something important to tell you." 

 

A strange woman's voice came from the receiver. 

 

"Who are you?" I asked, confused by the conversation. 

 

"You're so terrible! Last night, you kept calling me 'baby', but now you can't even recognize my voice? 

That's awful." The tone of her voice was flirtatious, and the words she spoke were ambiguous. 

 

Surprised by the statement, I asked, "Are you the woman from last night?" 
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"Of course, I am! Do you dare deny it?" she asked back. 

 

"Of course, not. I just don't remember anything that happened from last night. How can I be sure that 

you're telling the truth?" I argued. 

 

"Meet up with me and I'll prove it to you," she countered. 

 

I sensed that something was amiss about this whole situation, but I still went to the place that she told 

me to go. 

 

"Hi, Alan! It's me, Hailey," she greeted. 

 

"What happened last night?" I asked, sounding doubtful. 

 

"Why don't you take a look at these pictures first?" 

 

Hailey took out a stack of photos from her bag and handed them to me. 

 

In the pictures, two naked bodies were intertwined and they were clearly doing it. 

 

My eyes widened in shock. 

 

"Last night, when we were having sex, someone took pictures of us," said Hailey. 

 

At this point, I was on high alert. "What do you want from me?" 

 

"Why did you frame Charles Moore?" Hailey didn't beat around the bush. 

 

It turned out that she was sent by Charles. 

 

"I have no idea what you're talking about. If you want money, I can give it to you. But if this is about 

something else, save your breath, because I'm not getting involved." I stood up from the chair, 

attempting to leave. 

 

"Aren't you worried that I'll tell your wife about what happened between us last night, Alan?" Hailey 

asked, chuckling under her breath. 

 

"How dare you?" I asked resentfully. 

 

"I heard that your child is already going to school. You wouldn't want his whole class to receive nude 

photos of his father and another woman, would you?" she warned. 

Alan's POV: 

 

By tha tima I woka up, I found that my clothas wara dishavalad and thara wara lipstick marks all ovar my 



skin. 

 

Panicking, I got up, only to saa that thara wasn't any woman in tha room. 

 

All of a suddan, my phona rang, intarrupting my thoughts. 

 

"Hallo?" 

 

"Alan, I naad to talk you. I hava somathing important to tall you." 

 

A stranga woman's voica cama from tha racaivar. 

 

"Who ara you?" I askad, confusad by tha convarsation. 

 

"You'ra so tarribla! Last night, you kapt calling ma 'baby', but now you can't avan racogniza my voica? 

That's awful." Tha tona of har voica was flirtatious, and tha words sha spoka wara ambiguous. 

 

Surprisad by tha statamant, I askad, "Ara you tha woman from last night?" 

 

"Of coursa, I am! Do you dara dany it?" sha askad back. 

 

"Of coursa, not. I just don't ramambar anything that happanad from last night. How can I ba sura that 

you'ra talling tha truth?" I arguad. 

 

"Maat up with ma and I'll prova it to you," sha countarad. 

 

I sansad that somathing was amiss about this whola situation, but I still want to tha placa that sha told 

ma to go. 

 

"Hi, Alan! It's ma, Hailay," sha graatad. 

 

"What happanad last night?" I askad, sounding doubtful. 

 

"Why don't you taka a look at thasa picturas first?" 

 

Hailay took out a stack of photos from har bag and handad tham to ma. 

 

In tha picturas, two nakad bodias wara intartwinad and thay wara claarly doing it. 

 

My ayas widanad in shock. 

 

"Last night, whan wa wara having sax, somaona took picturas of us," said Hailay. 

 

At this point, I was on high alart. "What do you want from ma?" 



 

"Why did you frama Charlas Moora?" Hailay didn't baat around tha bush. 

 

It turnad out that sha was sant by Charlas. 

 

"I hava no idaa what you'ra talking about. If you want monay, I can giva it to you. But if this is about 

somathing alsa, sava your braath, bacausa I'm not gatting involvad." I stood up from tha chair, 

attampting to laava. 

 

"Aran't you worriad that I'll tall your wifa about what happanad batwaan us last night, Alan?" Hailay 

askad, chuckling undar har braath. 

 

"How dara you?" I askad rasantfully. 

 

"I haard that your child is alraady going to school. You wouldn't want his whola class to racaiva nuda 

photos of his fathar and anothar woman, would you?" sha warnad. 

 

In a fit of panic, I sat back down. 

 

"Why are you blackmailing me?" 

 

"Listen, Alan, I'll give you the photos and promise not to tell anyone about what happened between us 

as long as you tell me who set Charles up," Hailey explained. 

 

When our eyes met, I saw the determination in hers, causing my heart to tremble. 

 

"Our family is being supported by Adam Wilson. He asked us to go to the east bank to make a scene and 

that we should hurt a few people, and then blame it all on Charles Moore," I confessed. 

 

Charles' POV: 

 

I woke up in the bar with a lady's coat draped over my body. 

 

I rubbed my temples, feeling uncomfortable from the dull pain in my head. 

 

Spencer hobbled in, wearing a taunting smile. 

 

"Charles, my man! You're finally awake. You were so drunk last night that you had to stay in my bar and 

refused to leave no matter how hard I tried to drive you away." 

 

"Water," I said in a hoarse voice as I cleared my dry throat. 

 

Spencer sat next to me and poured a glass of water for me. 

 



After being given the glass of water, I gulped it down. Once I put down the glass, I noticed that Spencer 

was staring at me with unblinking eyes. 

 

He was carefully observing my reaction and I could tell that he was ready to throw in some banters. 

 

Confused by his behavior, I scowled at him. "Why are you looking at me like that? Is there something on 

my face?" 

 

"I'm just wondering why you're so popular," Spencer joked. 

 

I couldn't understand what he was implying, so I blurted out, "Out with it, you buffoon!" 

 

"Have you not noticed that Samantha has feelings for you?" Spencer asked tentatively. 

 

"That's not possible. Stop spouting nonsense, dude. She's nothing more than a friend of mine," I 

responded. 

 

"Vivian has trained me to see through a person, and I'm quite adept at it now. And based on my 

assessment, Samantha definitely likes you!" Spencer said firmly. 

 

Scowling at him once more, I warned, "Never say that again. She and I are just friends. Besides, she's 

Caroline's therapist." 

 

"Fine, fine. I won't say it again. You're so good at everything else, but when it comes to love, you're just 

an idiot, my man," Spencer said in a helpless tone. 

 

"Just pay more attention to Vivian, dumbass. I'm leaving now." 

 

I cast a cold glance at him, stood up, and was about to leave. 

 

"Hold on!" Spencer shouted, pointing at the coat. "The coat is Samantha's. Remember to give it back to 

her." 

 

When I looked into his eyes, I felt a bit annoyed. 

 

"Got it." 

 

I picked up the coat and walked out of the bar. 

 

Once I was in my car, I casually threw the coat onto the backseat. 

 

At this time, Richard sent me a message. 

 

"Mr. Moore, we've got him." 



 

Thereafter, he sent me a video. 

 

Richard recorded the entire process of the man's confession. 

 

I sent the video to Caroline via e-mail right away. 

 

"Caroline, this man was instructed by Adam to frame me. That bastard wants you to misunderstand me. 

Adam is a black sheep. Just get rid of that asshole as soon as possible, or else he'll do something even 

worse to you sooner or later." 

 

I waited for so long, but Caroline didn't respond. 

 

Disappointed, I sighed and put my phone aside. 

 

Just as I pulled over in front of the Moore mansion, I received an email from Caroline. 

 

Hopeful, I opened it. 

 

"Got it," the email read. 

 

It sounded like she didn't even give a damn. 

 

I covered my eyes, feeling frustrated. 

 

It felt as though my heart had been cut in two by a sharp blade. 

 

The pain was so overwhelming that I could hardly breathe. 

 

As soon as I got back home, I turned to James for help. 

 

"James, your mother doesn't want me anymore. What am I supposed to do?" 

 

"Women need to be coaxed, Daddy. You must've hurt Mommy so much in the past, and that's why she 

doesn't trust you now," said James. 

 

I nodded in agreement, feeling bitter because of the situation. 

 

'He's right. I've indeed hurt her so much to the point that she doesn't trust me anymore,' I thought. 

 

"Daddy, you need to try your best to make it up to Mommy. Give her some more sense of security. 

Maybe then, she'll try to accept you again," James suggested. 

 

"You're right, son. Thank you." 



 

I ruffled James' hair and sighed. 

 

'James is still a little boy, and yet he sounds wiser than me. God, I'm such an asshole!' 

 

"You're so inefficient, Daddy. When will I be able to see Mommy again? I miss her so much!" James 

complained. 

 

I wasn't sure how to react to his statement. 

 

"I'm gonna try harder, son. Just wait and see," I said, chuckling. 

Chapter 478 Substitute 

Caroline's POV: 

 

After receiving the e-mail from Charles, I felt a little guilty. 

 

This time, I was in the wrong. 

 

The room began to spin a little too fast as my breath shortened. I scratched at my chest, trying to pull in 

more air. 

 

My limbs failed me and I was forced to lean against the sofa, lest I fall. Slowly, I curled into a fetal 

position on the sofa. 

 

Several moments later, my phone rang, the sound breaking the silence in the room. 

 

Uncurling from my fetal position, I stretched forward and picked up the phone. I turned the screen to 

face me and found the caller to be my father. 

 

"Hello?" 

 

"Caroline, come to the villa on the east bank. I have something to tell you." 

 

"Okay, I'll be right there." 

 

After hanging up the phone, I called Elena and we went to Dad's villa. 

 

"Elena, what is Adam doing recently?" I asked quietly, gazing out the window as Elena drove me towards 

Dad's villa. 

 

"He hasn't done anything suspicious for a while now. I can't find anything on him." Elena looked 

distressed. 
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"We just have to be patient. Adam is a greedy monster. He won't give up until he gets what he wants." I 

sneered. 

 

"He is more cautious than before. And as long as Adam is still a threat to us, we'll have to keep putting 

out every fire he starts. And I can promise you that we won't escape each fire unscathed if this keeps up 

for too much longer. We must get rid of him." Elena reminded me in a low, harsh tone. 

 

"He is Dad's brother after all. It's not easy to completely get rid of him." Sighing, I was suddenly 

overcome with a sudden feeling of helplessness. 

 

"Miss Wilson, have you considered asking Mr. Wilson for help? He will definitely help you." Elena 

suggested. 

 

I nodded, lost in thought. 

 

When I entered the villa, Dad walked over and hugged me. 

 

"Caroline, it's been a while." 

 

The bright smile on his face had me flushing in embarrassment. "Yeah Dad, it's been a while." 

 

Since we our last parting hadn't been amicable, I'd been hesitant to see him because I was unsure of 

how to face him. 

 

The cheerful reception was something of a shock to me because I'd been expecting him to still be upset 

with me. 

 

"Caroline, check this." 

 

Dad handed me an invitation card. 

 

I opened it and found that the invitation was to a dessert tasting party. 

 

"What's this?" I asked in surprise. 

 

"It's a dessert tasting party, and it will feature all the best desserts in the world. I hope you will like it. 

Besides, I hope you can forgive me," Dad murmured apologetically, his eyes wide and open. 

 

Staring back into his guileless eyes, my heart was filled with warmth. 

 

My Dad really cared about my feelings. 

 

"Can I invite the kids to join us?" I wondered, my eyes shining with expectation. 

 



"Of course." Dad concurred with a bright smile. 

 

The thought that I would meet the kids soon lifted my spirits a great deal. 

 

"Thank you, Dad." 

 

"I am your father, so I will always be in your corner. Any decisions you make now and in the future, I will 

always be in support of." Dad's face lit up and his knitted brows smoothed out as he watched me 

carefully. 

 

With a rueful laugh, I gave voice to the elephant in the room. "Really? I know you don't want me to be 

with Charles." 

 

"If he can really make you happy, how can I not agree? I'm just worried that you will be hurt again," Dad 

said earnestly. 

 

A wave of warmth flooded me. I asked tentatively, "Dad, what if Charles has never betrayed me and he 

still loves me?" 

 

Dad sneered, his smile vanishing instantly. "Even if he didn't betray you, have you forgotten all the pain 

he caused you?" 

 

My heart ached with remembered pain and all at once, I felt bitter. 

 

"I didn't forget." 

 

I didn't dare to forget. 

 

But I still loved him deeply and I would always be swayed by his declarations and actions. 

 

"Caroline, I'm not trying to force you, but this is a matter of your lifelong happiness. You have to mull it 

over carefully before you decide. No matter what your final decision is, you can always count on my 

support." Dad reassured me firmly as he ran his fingers through my hair. 

 

My nose twitched and I nodded heavily. 

 

"Thank you, Dad." 

 

"So, how have you been? I heard that Simon was injured. What happened?" 

 

"Adam asked someone to make trouble for me with a knife, but Simon got in the way." 

 

Briefly, I explained what happened. 

 



Dad's face darkened and he clenched his fists in anger. 

 

"Adam is getting too far. Let me take care of it. I'll arrange for another male bodyguard to protect you." 

 

"Okay." 

 

"Caroline, I'm sorry you had to suffer through this. Daddy failed to protect you," he murmured sadly, 

guilt written all over his face. 

 

There was no way I would let Dad feel guilty for something that was not his doing. Clutching his fingers 

in mine, I declared firmly, "This is not your fault, Dad. This blame you're heaping on yourself belongs to 

Adam. He is the greedy one who has been fantasizing about something that doesn't belong to him." 

 

"I won't let him get away with it this time." Dad promised with a fierce glare. 

 

"Have you been getting along with Olivia?" I asked lightly, changing the subject. 

 

"Still the same," Dad replied with a small shrug. 

 

"Where is she?" 

 

"She has gone for the audition. I can't let her stay idle all the time." 

 

I saw several bottles of medicine on the table. Turning to Dad, I asked worriedly, "Dad, are you not 

feeling well?" 

 

"Nothing serious. Sometimes I have trouble breathing, but that's all." 

 

"Will these drugs have side effects? You'd better see Hugo for a more thorough check-up." I suggested, 

concern for his health coloring my voice. 

 

"Alright then, I'll contact him in a few days." Dad nodded, as he easily agreed to my suggestion. 

 

Sofia's POV: 

 

When I came out of the dressing room, my agent rushed over with the script in her hands and a 

perturbed look on her face. 

 

"Sofia, some of your scenes have been deleted." 

 

"What?" My eyes widened in shock. 

 

My agent looked embarrassed but she forged on and anxiously explained her suspicions to me. "I heard 

that someone with a strong background joined the crew. She thought that as a supporting role, you 



have too many scenes, so she asked the director to delete part of them." 

 

Without a word, I took the new script from her and glanced through it. I needed to confirm with my own 

two eyes exactly what changes had been made to my role. 

 

Most of my scenes had been deleted, including several important ones. 

 

"What's going on? Why did the director agree to delete so many of my scenes?" 

 

My agent's face darkened and she opened her mouth to answer me. 

 

But before she could explain, a gorgeous woman walked up to me. 

 

Eyes full of contempt and disdain, she scrutinized every inch of my body. 

 

Her condescending gaze made me feel uncomfortable and I frowned back at her. 

 

"Are you Sofia Byrne? You are not half as beautiful as I expected. I really don't understand why Caroline 

chose you to shoot the publicity video for her project on the east bank." 

 

"Who are you?" I asked in confusion. 

 

"I'm Olivia Lopez. Is it exciting to snatch other people's things? Today, you will know how it feels to be 

robbed." Olivia sneered and left without looking back. 

 

Dumbfounded by the hostile confrontation, I turned to my agent and asked, "When did I snatch her 

things away?" 

 

"I have no idea," My agent replied, looking equally stumped. 

 

With a shrug, I dismissed the strange incident and went back to the shooting set. I halted when I took in 

the strange atmosphere amongst the crew. 

 

In a leisure manner, Olivia lounged on a chair as she sipped her beverage. 

 

The director stood beside her respectfully with a besotted smile on his face. 

 

"Miss Lopez, we are going to shoot the first scene. How about..." 

 

"I can't swim, so I won't be able to do the water scene." Gruffly, Olivia interrupted him with the snapped 

words. 

 

"Then I'll find you a stunt right away." The director declared in an attempt to placate her. 

 



"Don't bother. I think Sofia is about the same height as me. Just let her be my stunt double." 

 

"I'm sorry but I have to decline," I refused immediately. 

 

"It's your honor to be Miss Lopez's stunt. What makes you think you have the right to refuse her?" The 

director, who was now by my side whispered in a low voice, his face tight with anger. 

 

"Sofia, do you have any idea who Miss Lopez is? She is Mr. Edward Wilson's girlfriend! We can't afford to 

offend her at all!" My agent echoed the director's sentiment. 

 

Edward Wilson's girlfriend? 

 

My eyes widened in surprise. 

 

"Sofia, if you don't agree, we will have to terminate your contract." The director threatened me coldly. 

 

Shocked, I emitted a soft gasp, my eyes widening. 

 

No! I couldn't terminate the contract, not with all the liquidated damages I would be forced to pay. And 

that was money I most certainly couldn't afford. 

 

Gritting my teeth, I jumped into the swimming pool since I had no other option than to endure the 

humiliation. 

 

The water in the swimming pool was so cold, my whole body froze immediately I came into contact with 

it. 

 

When the scene was eventually done and I emerged from the water, my teeth were chattering and I 

couldn't stop trembling. 

 

"Your posture when entering the water is too ugly. It ruined the whole scene," Olivia stated with a 

disgusted sniff. 

 

"Then do it again," the director said in a hurry. 

 

Olivia was unsatisfied with the second shooting. 

 

"You jumped too fast. Let's do it again." 

 

I gritted my teeth and glared at Olivia. 

 

Olivia and I looked at each other and then she smiled defiantly. 

 

She did it on purpose! 



 

Resentment for that vapid woman unfurled in my chest. I clenched my fist, barely suppressing the urge 

to tear her face apart. 

 

Unfortunately, I had no such connection to leverage, unlike Olivia. My only option was to bite the bullet 

and jump into the swimming pool, repeating the same scene over and over again. 

 

Only after my limbs had gone numb from the cold and I couldn't feel most of my body parts did Olivia 

pronounce herself satisfied. 

 

Tired, I crawled out of the pool. But when I tried to stand, a bout of dizziness struck me and I fell. 

 

Before I completely lost my consciousness, I saw a tall figure running over to me. 

 

Then, I fell into a warm embrace. 

Chapter 479 She Is My Fiancee 

Sofia's POV: 

 

When I woke up, I found myself in a room I had never seen before. 

 

The wet clothes had been changed while I was unconscious and I was covered with two thick quilts. 

 

Warmth engulfed every part of my body and I was hard-pressed to leave this place. 

 

But I had no idea where I was, so I had decided to at least get up and investigate my surrounding. I 

struggled to divest myself of the quilts and then my way out of the bed. 

 

The wall of this room was covered with my posters, and my photo was also placed on the table. 

 

I even found some scripts of the TV series I acted in a pile of books. 

 

Curious, I opened one of the scripts. The more I read, the more surprised I felt. 

 

There were lots of notes on it, and the handwriting was very neat and beautiful. Someone wrote down 

his or her own interpretation of each line. 

 

It was more detailed than what I had done. 

 

I suddenly remembered the blurry figure I saw before I passed out. 

 

A man had rushed over and caught me before I fell to the ground. 

 

The heat of the man's body enveloped me tightly. It was almost as if the man was trying to use his 
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embrace to chase away the cold. 

 

The thought had my heart skipping a beat and I flushed. What I should be doing was figuring out where I 

was and how I ended up here and not dreaming up strange thoughts. With that bolstering thought, I put 

the script back in its original place and walked towards the door. 

 

Just as I reached the door, I heard someone's voice on the other side. 

 

The voices belonged to a man and a woman and it sounded like they were in the middle of an argument. 

 

"I really like you and I don't want to give up on you. Please give me a chance." The woman spoke softly 

and her plea held a touch of sadness. 

 

"Sorry, but I already have someone I like." 

 

Leaning against the door, I couldn't help the angry pursing of my lips. 

 

This man was too ruthless. 

 

The idea that such a callous man could be my fan filled me with disgust 

 

Probably letting the callous words slide, the woman tried to reason with him again. "William, what did I 

do wrong? Why won't you accept me?" 

 

William? 

 

My shock propelled me into opening the door before I fully thought the idea through. 

 

Just as I suspected, William Stevens was standing outside the door. 

 

A woman stood in front of him, her big doe eyes wide with tears of resentment. 

 

I was so stunned that I didn't know how to react for a moment. 

 

William grabbed my hand and pulled me into his arms. 

 

Even though there was a layer of cloth between us, I could clearly hear his strong heartbeat and feel his 

body heat. 

 

Blushing, I swallowed nervously as I looked up at him. 

 

"Mia, this is my fiancee, Sofia Byrne. She is the woman I want to spend the rest of my life with. I hope 

you won't pester me anymore." 

 



Flushing once again, this time with embarrassment, I struggled to escape from his arms but he only 

tightened his arms around me. 

 

"I don't believe it! William, I know you're only saying this because you are angry with me. But I won't 

falter. I know that soon, our relationship will be back to normal." The woman named Mia roared as she 

shook her head. 

 

Turning his back on her, William suddenly pressed me against the door. 

 

Before I could react, his lips covered mine in a warm kiss. 

 

All at once, the only thing I became aware of was his scent. 

 

My heart started beating wildly as I stared up into the face that had suddenly become my entire world. 

 

Holding my face reverently, William licked at my lips with the tip of his tongue. 

 

This kiss was so gentle and sweet that I couldn't help but fall into it. 

 

"You! How can you do this to me?" Tears streamed down Mia's face, and her voice choked with sobs. 

 

The sound of her anguish brought me back to reality and I placed my hands on William's chest and tried 

to push him away 

 

But William held fast. Rather than relinquish his hold on me, he gripped my chin to better angle for his 

kiss. He pried my lips apart with the tip of his tongue until I gave in and his tongue was in my mouth. He 

clutched me tighter as he deepened the kiss. 

 

"Sofia, you just wait and see what I'll do! You think you can just snatch my William from me? I won't let 

you succeed in your evil schemes!" Mia roared furiously, her angry words bouncing off the walls. 

 

It was impossible for me to see Mia because of William's body looming over me, but I heard as her angry 

footsteps receded from the hallway. When the furious marching had ended and the hallway was silent 

once more, I bit down on William's lip savagely. 

 

He grunted in pain and let go of me. 

 

"She's gone. It's time to end your play." I stared at him coldly. 

 

"I am not acting. I really wanted to kiss you," William explained softly. 

 

"Do you think you can kiss me at will? Who do you think I am?" I snapped at him, anger running through 

my veins. 

 



"Sofia, I meant every word I said just now. I hope you will consider my proposition and give me a 

chance." William leaned over me, his hands on the door effectively caging me between his body and the 

door. 

 

When he stared down at me, the tenderness he felt was on display. I felt like an organism beneath a 

microscope. Except he was the microscope and the only thing he saw was me. 

 

I could only blink dazedly as I stared at him, uncertain of what my next action should be. 

 

It was several minutes later before I was finally able to find my voice. 

 

"William, you don't have to be with me just because you want to prove that you are now responsible." 

 

A snort was William's immediate reply to my words. His eyes flashed and a small self-deprecating smile 

graced his face. "Sofia, I have never been the type to sacrifice myself just for the sake of responsibility. 

When I said I want to be with you, I truly meant it." 

 

"But we have only met a few times. You don't know me at all." Sniffing delicately, I brushed his words 

aside and reminded him why this could not work. 

 

"Sofia, who says I don't know you? I haven't come to see you in the past few days because I've been 

taking that time to learn everything I can about you," William said seriously. 

 

My brows rose in surprise. "Did you collect all the things in that room?" 

 

"Of course." William nodded proudly. 

 

This gesture, more than his words moved me. I stood there silently, battling a lump in my throat as I 

tried to fight back tears. 

 

"William, why did you do that?" I still couldn't believe it. 

 

With William's reputation and his family background, he could have any woman of his choice. 

 

So why was he doing this for me? Was it because of the baby? 

 

I was not sure. 

 

"At first, I just wanted my child to have a complete family, but now I'm really obsessed with you. Sofia, I 

really do like you. Do you think you can give our relationship a chance?" William's eyes lit up with a 

hopeful smile. 

 

My eyes widened in disbelief. 

 



He just said he liked me. 

 

How could that be possible? 

 

How could a charming and well to do man with his status have a crush on me? I was just an ordinary 

woman who earned a living in the entertainment industry. 

 

"We don't have to rush into marriage. If you prefer that we date for a while before getting married, that 

is fine by me. Or we can get married right now and then date after marriage. Whichever way you like. 

Any choice you makes is fine by me. All I really want is that you consider my offer." 

 

"Do you still like Caroline?" I asked hesitantly. 

 

William's answer bore no such trace of hesitation. "That's all in the past. Now I just want to take good 

care of you and the baby. Sofia, I will be a good husband and a good father. Please let me prove it to 

you, okay?" William asked softly. 

 

His eyes seemed to be able to bewitch people. I almost accepted his proposal at once. 

 

But something held my tongue, though I wasn't sure what. In the end, all I told him was, "I can't agree to 

be with you right now, but I can give you a chance to prove yourself." 

 

"That's great! You don't have to worry about a thing. I won't let you down, I promise." William's eyes lit 

up brightly, his joy impossible to contain. It was also infectious because I found myself smiling back at 

him. 

 

Simon's POV: 

 

Vanessa and I had just finished a round of game when I took the opportunity to pick up my phone and 

check my messages. 

 

When I saw an invitation from Edward, I shot to my feet in excitement. 

 

"What's wrong?" Vanessa asked, her confused stare following my every move. 

 

"Edward is going to hold a dessert tasting party for Caroline. He invited me to it," I replied with a smile. 

 

Since the birthday party, my relationship with Caroline had become more and more alienated. 

 

It was obvious that Caroline was deliberately distancing herself from me. 

 

But I didn't want to give up on her, nor did I want to admit defeat. 

 

"Simon, are you always going to accept everything Caroline does to you even if it's not pleasant? 



Because from my point of view as a bystander, it's obvious she doesn't like you at all. If you continue like 

this, you will only get more hurt," Vanessa admonished softly, trying to persuade me. 

 

"I don't think I'm worse than Charles. Caroline will know that I am the one for her one day," I said firmly. 

 

"I can't understand you, but I can introduce a dessert master to you. I hope Caroline can see your 

efforts." Vanessa sighed helplessly. 

 

"Thank you, Vanessa." 

Chapter 480 You Seduced Me Firs 

Caroline's POV: 

 

This Friday, I gave Grandma a call. 

 

The phone rang for quite a while before she picked it up. 

 

"Hello?" Grandma answered the phone in a low voice. 

 

I frowned. My intuition told me that something was up, but I decided to give it the benefit of the doubt. 

"Grandma, we're going to have a dessert tasting party tomorrow. My kids love desserts. I'd love to bring 

them there." 

 

"Of course, you can. I'm sure they miss you very much. But..." 

 

A sinking feeling emerged in the pit of my stomach. "But what?" I hurriedly asked. 

 

Grandma sighed. "I'm afraid Charles won't agree to this." 

 

"What? Why not?" 

 

"The kids made trouble. They're grounded and aren't allowed to come out of their rooms yet." 

 

I could not help but wonder what the kids had done to warrant them being grounded. 

 

"What happened?" I anxiously asked. 

 

"You'd better come over and see for yourself. Charles isn't home right now." Grandma hung up the 

phone as soon as she finished speaking. 

 

I felt that something fishy was going on, but I just shrugged it off. I was so anxious about the kids that I 

could not bear to think of anything else. Without further ado, I went to the Moore mansion to find out 

what had happened. 
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I did not bother to ask my bodyguard to drive me there. I drove there myself. 

 

It was raining heavily when I arrived. Although the door was not that far from the parking lot, I still got 

wet. 

 

With my heart pounding in my chest, I reached out and knocked on the door. 

 

Nobody answered it. 

 

But when my knuckles touched the door, it opened a crack. 

 

Confused, I pushed the door open. The living room was pitch black, and nobody seemed to be home. 

 

"Grandma? Are you home?" 

 

Was nobody home? But I just talked to Grandma on the phone. Not to mention, the door was open. 

 

While my imagination was running wild, the chandelier atop my head suddenly lit up. 

 

"Surprise!" somebody yelled all of a sudden. 

 

I was startled. 

 

At this moment, James rushed to me and threw himself into my arms. 

 

Holding Jerry and Jason's hands, Grandma looked at me with a smile. 

 

James kissed me on the cheek and said, "Mommy, I missed you so much." 

 

"Mommy, Mommy!" Jerry and Jason ran towards me excitedly. They were like little birds welcoming 

their mother bird. 

 

"The kids wanted to give you a surprise, so I had to... I hope it's okay with you," Grandma said with an 

apologetic smile. 

 

I shook my head helplessly. I found it cute that Grandma was still playful and innocent in her old age. 

She even worked with the kids to play a trick on me. 

 

With a toy pistol in his hand, James ran around the house and pretended as if he was in a shooting field. 

He even shouted "bang, bang, bang!" as he rolled down from the sofa and jumped onto the tea table. 

 

Jerry and Jason ran after their brother and screamed in excitement. 

 

I felt dizzy as the kids ran around. But at the same time, I was happy. This happy moment felt so surreal. 



 

A few minutes later, James was drenched in sweat. 

 

"Alright, kids. Stop it now. Go take a shower and come with Mommy. We'll go to a dessert tasting party 

tomorrow. We're gonna have fun!" 

 

While the kids were looking at me with beaming smiles, I grabbed James and lifted him up. "James, let's 

take a shower together!" 

 

James nestled in my arms comfortably. 

 

"Do you want me to help you?" I asked. 

 

James shook his head at once. "No, thanks. I'm a big boy now. I usually take a shower on my own now." 

 

It turned out that my son had really grown up while I was away. 

 

"If you say so. Don't play with water, or bury your head in the water, or anything dangerous, okay? Just 

take a quick shower!" I reminded him. 

 

"Okay, okay!" James impatiently exclaimed as if he could not stand my nagging anymore. 

 

While I was watching my kids go to their rooms, Grandma came over with a change of clothes. "Caroline, 

you should change as well. Your clothes are wet. Here. You can wear this while I dry your clothes." 

 

I took the clothes over and gave Grandma a grateful smile. "Thank you." 

 

When I took a closer look at the clothes, I was stunned. 

 

This was Charles's night robe. 

 

Grandma must have noticed that I was hesitant, so she reassured me, "It's just for a while. Don't worry. 

Charles isn't home." 

 

I nodded with a sigh. I had no choice but to wear it. 

 

The robe was very loose on me. 

 

While I was fastening the belt, the door behind me suddenly opened. 

 

Thinking it was Grandma, I turned around with a smile. But the next second, my eyes widened in 

surprise. "What-what are you doing here?" I stammered. 

 

Charles was standing in front of me, also stunned. 



 

"I'm the one who should be asking you that," he retorted. His gaze fell on what I was wearing. 

 

For a second, his black eyes glinted with emotions I couldn't read. 

 

It was only then did I realize that he was right. 

 

This was his home. Of course, he had the right to be here. 

 

I was the one who was not supposed to be here. 

 

Flustered, I tightened my collar and was at a loss for words. 

 

"I'm leaving..." 

 

There was dead silence in the room. The way Charles looked at me made my skin crawl. My instincts 

were telling me to run. If I stayed here any longer... 

 

I strode to the door. But after taking a few steps, I stumbled over an uneven carpet. 

 

I closed my eyes and screamed in a panic. 

 

"Ah!" 

 

To my surprise, the pain that I was expecting did not come. Ever so slowly, I opened my eyes, and I 

found myself in Charles's arms. 

 

"Thank you." I propped myself up. However, Charles held me even tighter. 

 

"Don't move," he said in a low and hoarse voice. His words sounded like a warning and, at the same 

time, seduction. I must admit, it was titillating. 

 

It took me a moment before I understood why he did not let me move. He was as hard as a stone. I 

could feel his erect manhood pressing on my side. 

 

The belt on my waist was the only thing that was securing the robe. But because of our posture, the 

deep V-collar was completely open in his direction. Needless to say, my full bust was open for his 

viewing. 

 

My brain went blank, and my face turned a deep shade of red. I hurriedly covered my chest with my 

hands. But, I knew that it was too late. 

 

"I... I'll go get changed. I'll explain everything to you later." 

 



Just as I was about to run away, Charles reached out and put his arms around my waist, stopping me 

from leaving. 

 

The next moment, he pulled me up and pushed me onto the sofa. 

 

My heart skipped a beat. 

 

I wanted to run. 

 

However, Charles was way faster than me. He put his hands against the sofa and blocked my way with 

his body. 

 

I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself down. 

 

"Charles, what-what do you want?" 

 

It was hard for me to calm down when he was so close to me. What was more, the scenes of our 

passionate sex kept flashing through my mind. 

 

"That's my question for you," Charles whispered while gazing into my eyes. 

 

His eyes were like deep whirlpools. The more I looked into them, the more I felt that my soul was going 

to be sucked in. 

 

"You're in my house, wearing my night robe. What do you want?" Charles whispered in my ear. We 

were inches away from each other that I could hear his breath on my face. 

 

My mind was a mess. 

 

Suddenly, he looked down from my face and took a glance at my chest. 

 

"You're not wearing anything underneath, and you threw yourself into my arms. Caroline, I'm afraid it's 

you who should explain yourself. Hmm?" 

 

The way his last word sounded brought a chill down my spine. 

 

Although my mind was buzzing, I still managed to grab my collar. 

 

He... he even knew I did not wear any underwear. 

 

Could it be that he saw everything just now? 

 

"It's-it's just a misunderstanding. I came here to pick the kids up. Had I known you'd return tonight, I 

wouldn't have come here." 



 

I reached out and pushed him away. 

 

However, Charles were faster and stronger than me. He held both of my hands with only one of his. And 

no matter how hard I tried to break free of his grasp, I could not. 

 

"You seduced me. As a man, I have to give you a response as respect." 

 

I did not seduce him at all! 

 

But just as I opened my mouth to speak, he pressed his lips to mine. 

 

His kiss was deep and torrid. 

 

With his free hand, he unfastened the belt without a hitch. 

 

The robe spread out immediately. And my breasts, which I had tried so hard to cover, were now 

exposed. 

 

But right now, nothing else seemed to matter anymore. All I could think about was the pleasure I was 

feeling as his leg rubbed against the most sensitive part of my body. 

 

My body seemed to have a mind of its own. I could not help but put my hand on Charles's shoulder and 

moan lustfully. My nails also dug into his skin in arousal. Although I hated to admit it, I was on fire. 

 

 


