Toxic Family Out- Reborn in CEQ’s Pamper
Novel

When Names Become Stories By Naomi Ellis 27 Summary In Chapter 27 of "When
Names Become Stories," Yasmin finds herself at DaphMuse, a quiet mall store, where
she unexpectedly encounters Daphne. The atmosphere is tense, filled with unresolved
animosity between the two. Yasmin's surprise quickly turns to suspicion as she
guestions Daphne about her presence at the store, revealing the underlying hostility that
colors their interactions. Daphne's calm demeanor contrasts sharply with Yasmin's

agitation, setting the stage for a confrontation that delves into their complicated past.

As their conversation unfolds, Yasmin confronts Daphne about her role in the
humiliation she suffered at her birthday party. Daphne, however, dismisses Yasmin's
accusations with a mocking tone, which only fuels Yasmin's frustration. The rivalry
intensifies as Yasmin struggles to maintain her composure, grappling with her
insecurities and the painful memories of her past. The mention of family dynamics adds
another layer of complexity, as Daphne taunts Yasmin about her uncertain identity and

adoption, striking at the heart of Yasmin's deepest fears.

The confrontation escalates when Yasmin attempts to return a dress, leading to a
dramatic exchange that highlights their mutual disdain. Yasmin's attempts to feign
concern over the dress's condition reveal her manipulative nature, while Daphne's
patience wears thin. The tension reaches a boiling point as Yasmin threatens to expose

her vulnerabilities, and Daphne hints at the existence of security footage that could



unravel Yasmin's carefully crafted facade. This revelation leaves Yasmin in a state of

anxiety, as the implications of her actions begin to dawn on her.

Ultimately, the chapter captures the emotional turmoil and complexity of their
relationship, marked by rivalry, insecurity, and the looming threat of exposure. Yasmin's
internal struggle becomes palpable as she grapples with her identity and the fear of
losing her status, while Daphne's calm yet cutting responses serve as a reminder of the
power dynamics at play. The chapter ends on a cliffhanger, leaving readers eager to

see how Yasmin will navigate the precarious situation she finds herself in.

Continue Regular Chapter Reading Below **When Names Become Stories** **By
Naomi Ellis** **Chapter 27: The Setup** That evening, Yasmin made her way to
DaphMuse, the air thick with the scent of impending winter. The mall, usually a bustling
hub of activity, was now quiet, with most of the shops shuttered for the night. The
flickering lights cast long shadows on the polished floor, creating an eerie ambiance that
sent a shiver down her spine. As she stepped inside the store, her eyes immediately

landed on a familiar silhouette perched at the counter.

Daphne was there, engrossed in her art, her pencil dancing across the pages of a
sketchpad with an intensity that seemed almost mesmerizing. "Daphne?" Yasmin called
out, her voice tinged with surprise. She hadn't expected to find her here, and the sudden
encounter made her grip the shopping bag in her hand a little tighter, as if it could
somehow shield her from the tension in the air. Daphne paused, her gaze lifting from

the sketchpad to meet Yasmin's eyes. There was an unsettling calmness about her.



"Returning the dress?" she asked, as if they were discussing the weather rather than
the underlying animosity simmering between them. "Why are you here?" Yasmin's tone
was cautious, laced with an unmistakable edge of disdain. The hatred in her eyes was
palpable, a stark contrast to Daphne's serene demeanor. "l work here," Daphne replied
simply, the words hanging in the air like a challenge. Yasmin's skepticism flared up.
After having learned hard lessons in trust, she wasn't about to take Daphne's words at

face value. Her eyes darted around the store, disbelief etched on her features.

"Is that old man at Rosewood Manor not treating you well? Why do you still need to
work?" The accusation dripped from her lips, heavy with the weight of judgment. "In
your world, do you only understand what it means to depend on a man?" Daphne's
response was sharp, cutting through the tension like a knife. Yasmin felt her breath
hitch, momentarily frozen by the unexpected confrontation. Memories flooded her mind,
particularly the humiliation she had endured at her birthday party. The image of Elliot
tossing her into the fountain, laughter ringing in her ears, made her cheeks flush with

shame.

Just days ago, she had been showering Julian with compliments, desperately trying to
win his favor. Each of Daphne's words struck a nerve, resonating with her insecurities.
"Perfect. Daphne, | have something to ask you," Yasmin said, her voice steadying as
she summoned her courage. "Were you the one behind what happened at my birthday
party?" After enduring Yasmin's sugary facade for what felt like an eternity, Daphne
found a strange sense of amusement in her directness. "At last, she drops the act," she

thought, a smirk threatening to break her composed exterior.



It was time for Daphne to take the lead. "Yasmin, what are you talking about? What
birthday party? | married into Rosewood Manor. | wasn't even aware it was your
birthday. Did you expect me to prepare a gift for you?" Her tone was laced with mock
innocence, a playful taunt that only fueled Yasmin's anger. Yasmin's expression shifted,
confusion mingling with frustration. Why wasn't Daphne adhering to the expected rules
of their rivalry? Her fists clenched tightly at her sides, a storm brewing within her. "Stop

pretending!

Who else could it be if not you?" she spat, her voice rising in intensity. Daphne took a
step closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Sister? As far as | know,
Patrick and Jenna only have one daughter. Aren't you the one who was switched and
adopted? You don't even know who your real parents are. How can you call me your
sister?" The words were laced with venom, each syllable a dagger aimed at Yasmin's
heart. Yasmin's hands tightened into fists, the pain of being an illegitimate daughter

gnawing at her insides. Why must she endure this torment?

The truth of her existence felt like a heavy weight on her chest, one she could never
reveal. If she did, she would lose her status as the Culver heiress, the very identity she
fought so hard to maintain. "Daphne,” she began, her voice trembling with suppressed
rage. "Enough. Stop pretending to care about family. Save that act for when you find
your real parents. Weren't you here to return the dress? Show it to me," Daphne
interrupted, her voice cool and dismissive. Yasmin felt the heat of anger morph into a

wave of nervousness.



Her eyes shifted away from Daphne, avoiding the piercing gaze that seemed to see
right through her. She swallowed hard, placing the shopping bag on the counter with a
thud that echoed in the silence. Suddenly, a spark of inspiration ignited within her.
"Here. Check it yourself," she said defiantly, handing the bag over. But just as Daphne
reached for it, Yasmin yanked it back with a swift motion, the sound of tearing paper
slicing through the air. The bag split open, and Yasmin quickly seized the dress, holding

it up as if it were a trophy. "How could you be so careless?

If the dress is damaged, who's going to take responsibility?" she exclaimed, feigning
concern, satisfaction flickering in her eyes at the sight of loose threads near the slit.
"When | brought it here, it was perfectly fine! How did it end up like this after you pulled
it?" Her voice took on a soft, pitiful tone, the act of heartbreak so convincing that even
she almost believed it. "Go get your manager. Maybe they can fix it. Don't you dare

blame this on me," Daphne shot back, her patience wearing thin.

"You're saying | did it?" Yasmin feigned innocence, her voice dripping with false
sincerity. "Do you know how much this dress costs? It was pristine when | brought it
here. Even if you want to accuse me, you didn't use such an expensive dress to do it,"
she continued, her tone shamelessly defensive. Daphne felt her frustration boiling over,
unwilling to waste any more breath on Yasmin's theatrics. "Do you know what a security

camera is?" she retorted, her eyes narrowing.

The moment Yasmin heard the word "camera,” she froze, her mind racing back to the
surveillance footage that had leaked from the Panorama Hotel. The implications of

Daphne's words hung heavily in the air, and Yasmin felt a knot of anxiety tighten in her



stomach. Every word Daphne spoke felt like a veiled threat, and Yasmin could sense
her carefully constructed facade beginning to crack under the pressure. The frustration
bubbled within her, threatening to explode as she grappled with the reality of her

situation.

Conclusion In the dimly lit store, the confrontation between Yasmin and Daphne
reached a boiling point, each word exchanged a testament to their shared history of
rivalry and deep-seated insecurities. Yasmin, feeling the weight of her identity as the
Culver heiress crumble under the scrutiny of Daphne's taunts, grappled with the fear of
losing everything she had fought to maintain. The fagade she had carefully constructed
began to crack as the truth of her circumstances loomed over her like a dark cloud,

threatening to engulf her.

In that moment, she realized that the animosity she felt towards Daphne was not just a
reflection of their rivalry, but also a mirror to her own vulnerabilities and the desperate
need for validation. As the tension hung thick in the air, Yasmin's bravado began to
wane, replaced by an unsettling realization that her battle with Daphne was not merely
about the dress or the past, but about the very essence of who she was. The encounter
forced her to confront her own fears of inadequacy and abandonment, leading her to

guestion the narratives she had built around her identity.

The stakes are higher than ever, and her desperation may lead her to make choices
that could shatter her world. As the confrontation unfolds, the dynamics between

Yasmin and Daphne will shift, revealing hidden layers of their relationship that have yet



to be explored. Will Yasmin's anger propel her to take drastic action against Daphne, or

will she find herself backed into a corner, forced to confront the truth about her past?

The chapter promises to be a whirlwind of emotion, betrayal, and unexpected alliances,
leaving readers on the edge of their seats, eager to discover how these two formidable
women will navigate their tumultuous connection. Prepare for revelations that will not
only challenge their rivalry but also redefine their understanding of family, identity, and
the lengths they are willing to go to protect what they hold dear. Sara Lili Sara Lili is a

daring romance writer who turns icy landscapes into scenes of fiery passion.

She loves crafting hot love stories while embracing the chill of Iceland's breathtaking

cold.



