Widow 11

Chapter 11

Luke almost dropped his jaw in shock.

After faking Master White’s order, this girl still had the gut to act coquettishly with him?
Harold was speechless as well. “Is this the important thing you wanted to tell me?”

Crystal sounded so serious. “Of course, humans are made of steel, and food is its iron composition. I'm
so hungry if | don’t eat.”

After that, she turned her head to look at Luke, her eyes full of pleading. “Yesterday’s chocolate cake
was delicious. | really want to eat it again.”

“Don’t look at me. Master White ordered me to buy the cake.”

After a moment of silence, Harold asked, “You like chocolate cake?”

Crystal thought for a while and answered honestly, “No, | just think the chocolate smells much
better.”
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