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Chapter 1 The Legendary Lord Lucien (Part 1)

In midsummer, the famous yacht Gondola, owned by the Long Corporation, floated near a secluded island. Under a dreamlike night sky, it gleamed with dazzling splendor.

The Gondola was rarely open to outsiders, veiled in an air of mystery and elegance. But tonight, for the Long Corporation’s anniversary celebration, the public had the rare chance to feast their eyes on it.

The upper deck of the yacht was unusually spacious, serving as the venue for the banquet. The sea at night rippled with fine waves, and the luxury vessel exuded an irresistible charm of opulence.

Far away, where the sea met the sky, the horizon had already blurred into a deep, dark line.

The floor of the top deck was an intricate mosaic masterpiece. The surrounding railings were lavishly adorned, and tall gemstone-studded floor lamps lit the night as brightly as day.

Waiters carrying drinks moved silently among the guests.

The invitees were all people of status. Amid the fragrant perfumes and the murmur of conversation, men and women stood with wine glasses in hand, their postures graceful—some speaking in hushed tones, others chatting softly.

Weaving through the crowd were stunning women—either distinguished socialites or famous actresses with notable backgrounds. From their hairstyles to their makeup, from gowns to accessories, every detail was meticulously crafted. Each sought to outshine the rest, determined to be the most dazzling star of the night.

Of course, many were there for one reason—to catch the eye of Lord Lucien. Rumor had it that if a woman gained his favor, she could make a single wish, and he would grant it. But the moment he fulfilled it was also the moment he would cast her aside.

No woman dared to demand the impossible—that he remain hers forever—because they all knew the consequences.

At the center of the yacht stood a in a black tuxedo tailored by a renowned Italian designer, paired with a silver-white patterned shirt and royal dark-red cufflinks. He radiated nobility and elegance.

His sharply defined features were so handsome they stole one’s breath. Every gesture carried a calm and commanding presence, tinged with the aloof pride of the aristocracy, effortlessly turning everyone around him into a distant backdrop.

From his deep amber eyes, an occasional glance flickered—cold enough to make others keep their distance.

“Betty, do you see that man?”

“Betty, that’s Lord Lucien. Tonight, you must get into his bed. Understand?”

“Betty, whether your father spends the rest of his life in prison or lives peacefully at home depends on you!”

“Betty, no matter what happens, you must succeed tonight. You know your father loves you most...”

Betty. Betty. Betty...

Standing at the edge of the deck, Betty wanted to cover her ears. Her stepmother, dressed in the finest evening gown, whispered again and again beside her, like a childhood nightmare that wouldn’t go away.

But she couldn’t. This was a high-society event of the very highest tier. She could not lose her composure. Heaven knew how much trouble her stepmother had gone through to obtain the invitation.

So she could only stand still, her water-bright eyes fixed on the her stepmother called Lord Lucien.

Chapter 1 The Legendary Lord Lucien (Part 2)

Betty stood like a flawless goddess carved from marble, motionless. Her hands hung at her sides, fingers curling into fists, nails pressing painfully into her palms.

Was it him?

Was she truly expected to climb into his bed tonight, like some hired companion?

The sting in her palms grew sharper, but her posture remained near-perfect.

In the midst of the crowd of elite admirers around him, Lucien Hosea suddenly sensed a gaze—both alluring and cool—fall upon him. He lifted his head, and without warning, his eyes met hers, deep and unflinching.

It lasted only an instant. The next second, Lucien’s gaze shifted away with composed ease, as if it had only swept past her by chance.

Yet in that fleeting glance, Betty felt her heart tighten, as if an unseen hand had seized it and refused to let go.

She rubbed her pale, slender arm unconsciously. Though it was midsummer and the sea breeze brushed her face, she felt only a bone-deep chill.

Lucien clinked glasses casually with the head of another corporation, his ner unhurried. From the corner of his eye, he caught sight of Betty standing in the shadows.

Her position was far from the light; the glittering reflections of the crystal chandeliers did not reach her. Instead, the dim moonlight traced her features, making them appear delicately luminous.

“Betty, go. What are you waiting for?” Queena O'Neil shoved her sharply in the waist, her high-pitched voice grating in Betty’s ear.

Betty turned her gaze back toward Lucien. A poised socialite now stood before him, raising her glass in a toast, her ws and eyes filled with flattery.

Betty recognized her. Dana, the celebrated actress whose name dominated entertainment headlines—a sign of her immense popularity.

Rumor had it Dana prided herself on her aloofness and elegance, yet here she was, employing the same tactics as any other woman, striving to draw the attention of the so-called Lord Lucien.

Half-pushed and half-pulled by Queena, Betty made her way toward the yacht’s center. Each step felt like it fell on her heart, slicing it open bit by bit.

When she reached the middle of the crowd, a ripple of surprise spread instantly. All eyes turned to her.

Her long, plain-cut golden gown, cinched at the waist with a coffee-colored silk sash, outlined her graceful figure. Her delicate collarbones peeked from beneath the fabric. Loose hair was gathered at the back, with two softly curled strands falling at her temples.

Her eyes were clear as spring water, free of any blemish. In the refined atmosphere, her beauty seemed almost unreal.

She was breathtaking—beyond imagination.

Young men of noble birth whispered to one another, eager for any scrap of information about her.

Betty’s steps were steady as she approached Lucien, a transparent wine glass in her hand. The cocktail within shimmered with a soft glow as she moved.

“Lord Lucien, a pleasure to meet you.” She stopped before him, taking a deep breath, presenting herself in the gentlest and most graceful ner she could age.

Her voice was light, barely more than a murmur, audible only to the guests standing nearest.

The light from the chandelier spilled over Lucien, yet seemed to make him appear even colder.

He raised his finely sculpted chin, his deep black eyes studying her flawless face.

The moment she met the icy, untouchable pride in his gaze, her heart clenched tightly again. The chill seeped in from every direction, sinking into her bones.

Chapter 1 The Legendary Lord Lucien (Part 3)

“Hello.” Lucien lightly tapped his glass against hers. Their fingers brushed in passing, and a cool sensation flowed from her fingertips to him, like a sea breeze across the skin.

Summoning every ounce of courage, Betty had aged her opening words, but now found nothing else to say. She simply gazed at him, hoping that she could catch his attention. After all, she had come meticulously prepared tonight, all for the chance to earn even one fleeting glance from him.

Those eyes—surely the brightest in the world—were like a mountain spring, clear and deeply refreshing.

Lucien returned her gaze, sensing the faintest tremor in the fingertips holding his glass.

Under the glow of crystal light, the two of them formed an exquisite tableau.

Betty snapped back to awareness at the sharp, piercing voice of her stepmother, Queena, echoing in her ear.

“Lord Lucien, long time no see.” A deep, magnetic voice sounded behind her, cutting off whatever she had been about to say.

Lucien swirled the wine in his glass, shifting his gaze away from her to the approaching.

As he passed her, he discreetly slipped a card into her hand.

On it was the address of his hotel room on the island.

She stared at the card, realization striking her. Her body went rigid. Tonight, something was going to happen.

“Hmph.” Dana, standing nearby, let out a cold snort. She had seen everything.

Jealousy flared hot in her chest. That card meant Lord Lucien had chosen this woman tonight, and her own chances were gone.

Betty found the sound grating and lowered her eyes.

Dana swayed away with her wine glass, her tall figure fluid with practiced allure. As she left, she rammed her shoulder hard against Betty’s.

Thrown off balance, Betty stumbled back a few steps, instinctively tightening her grip on the card.

Once again, all the women’s eyes returned to the two men in the center, the brief commotion already forgotten, their stares now carrying a haze of intrigue and desire.

Michael Snow was tall and elegant, his eyes bright as stars, his looks no less striking than Lucien’s.

When his gaze fell on Betty’s back, an unexpected ripple stirred in his heart.

Lucien, as if greeting an friend, draped a lazy arm over Michael’s shoulder, effortlessly drawing his attention away from Betty and into their conversation.

Michael gave a half-smile, matching Lucien’s casual air.

The guests around them assumed the two shared a close bond. None could guess that their relationship was so strained it could only be described as oil and water.

Chapter 2 The Inescapable Night (Part 1)

Betty stepped into a quiet corner of the yacht, clutching the card in her hand. The chandelier above cast a pale glow over her face, making it look almost snow-white.

Queena hurried over, lifting the hem of her gown as she wobbled in high heels. “Betty, how did it go?” she asked urgently.

Betty’s gaze drifted toward Lucien, still mingling effortlessly among the city’s elite. Her fingers at her side tightened until pain bit deep into the bone.

“This is the address of his hotel, ” she said softly, raising the card. Beneath her gentle tone, a faint thread of sorrow could be heard.

“I knew you could enchant Lord Lucien! Your father is counting on you.” Snatching the card, Queena’s eyes lit up with unrestrained delight after glancing at it.

Betty lifted her eyes toward the empty night sky, her expression shadowed.

As her dry eyes shifted downward, a sudden sensation gripped her chest.

Through the rim of his glass, Lucien’s cold, imperious gaze was fixed on her.

A chill surged up her spine. She spun around and fled under the weight of that piercing stare.

Queena followed closely, as if afraid Betty might try to run.

Lucien swirled his drink lazily, watching her retreating figure. A dangerous glint flickered in his eyes, and a strange curve tugged at his lips.

The night sky was empty.

Betty stood before the Ruila Hotel. Her heart felt as clouded as the dim moon above.

The Ruila Hotel, a famed luxury castle hotel under the Long Corporation, had locations worldwide. Each was renowned for impeccable service and beloved by the wealthy elite.

The grand Gothic building radiated opulence. Golden carvings adorned the walls, gleaming sharply under the moonlight.

Its pointed rooftops rose like a castle from a fairy tale.

She had seen it countless times in magazines, dubbed the “Fairy-Tale Castle, ” and once dreamed of staying there with the she loved.

Now...

A faint, bitter smile curved her lips, looking fragile and lonely in the moonlight.

She closed her eyes as if wrestling with herself. Her fingers clenched her skirt hem until her knuckles whitened, then eased slightly.

Drawing a sharp breath, she bit her lip so hard she feared it might bleed. The unsteady rise and fall of her chest betrayed her restlessness.

Chapter 2 The Inescapable Night (Part 2)

Betty closed her eyes, steadying her breathing. After a long pause, her clenched fists slowly loosened.

Summoning every drop of strength and courage, she stepped into the Ruila Hotel.

She knew that the moment she crossed its threshold, her life would be completely overturned.

No sooner had she entered the lobby than a waiter approached, bowing slightly with the utmost respect. “Miss, Lord Lucien is waiting for you upstairs.”

Startled, she stared at him, lips parting without a sound. She could only look at him blankly.

“Please, follow me.” The waiter gestured politely toward the nearby elevator.

She stepped inside the lavish lift, the same opulence echoing the rest of the hotel.

As the elevator began to rise, her eyes fixed on the climbing numbers above the door. Her hands, clasped tightly behind her back, pressed her fingertips into her palms, feeling a trace of dampness there.

The thought of Lucien’s cold arrogance and silent dominance at the banquet earlier sent an almost imperceptible tremor through her.

Twenty-eighth floor.

The waiter led her to a door and then walked away, disappearing down the corridor.

She looked at the empty hallway, and a wave of dread washed over her, like being trapped inside a nightmare.

She wanted to run—

But her feet felt as heavy as lead, refusing to move.

Betty, isn’t it too late to turn back now...

Betty, this is your only chance to save your father...

Betty, you must walk through that door...

Knock. Knock. Knock.

She curled her fingers and rapped lightly. The sound floated in the still air.

A soft creak. The door opened slowly.

No one greeted her—just an eerie, cinematic stillness.

Her heart clenched in fear, but thoughts of her father pushed her forward. Lifting her skirt slightly, she stepped inside.

The door swung shut behind her.

She looked up quickly.

It was controlled remotely.

Lucien tossed the remote onto the counter, strolling lazily to the bar to pour himself a drink.

Swirling the glass, he ught it to his nose, inhaled, and took a slow sip.

Whiskey. Strong. A perfect match for his mood.

“How did you know I’d come?” Her teeth chattered slightly before she could find her voice.

A low chuckle slipped from his throat. “Your eyes told me you needed something from me.”

Chapter 2 The Inescapable Night (Part 3)

“Isn’t it?” Lucien’s lips curved in a cold, almost careless question.

“Yes. I need something from you.” Betty lowered her gaze, staring at her toes as she spoke.

“Oh? Do you?” He leaned back on the sofa, glass in hand, his long legs crossed and resting on the transparent glass coffee table. “Now I’m interested. Tell me—what is it you want?”

She had beautiful eyes, so clear he found himself wanting to stain them.

The chandelier above him glittered, but against the light, his face looked nothing but cold.

Betty shivered. This was too dangerous, too steeped in a wicked aura. Every second near him was agony.

The air between them was taut, suffocating.

“I need money.” Her voice was soft, like the night breeze outside the window, but it carried an unyielding resolve.

“Oh?” Lucien’s lazy smile deepened, a flash of mockery in his eyes.

Women. Always for money.

But a woman so blunt about it—she was the first.

Interesting.

“You need money, do you? Then how will you please me in bed?” His gaze shifted slowly from his glass to her delicate face.

It wasn’t a question. It was an invitation—no, a demand.

Seeing the naked hunger in his eyes, her last shred of dignity scattered like leaves in the wind.

Under the bright lights, her reflection shimmered in the floor-to-ceiling window.

The black, low-cut evening gown revealed teasing glimpses of her chest, enough to stir imagination.

Her chestnut hair spilled over her shoulders, a single jewel at her brow giving her the look of a midnight sprite.

She had chosen this gown for him, to entice him.

Yet under the weight of his piercing gaze, the thought of escape burned in her mind.

She stepped back. Then another step. And another—

Turning toward the door, she moved to flee.

But the moment she did, Lucien was faster.

A rush of air, and suddenly he was in front of her, seizing her right wrist and yanking her toward him—

Chapter 2 The Inescapable Night (Part 4)

Lucien yanked her slender waist toward him. “Do you think, after rousing my interest, I’d let you walk away now?”

Betty bit her lip, too afraid to make a sound.

He took a long swig of whiskey, then abruptly pressed his mouth to hers, pouring the alcohol between her lips.

“No—cough, cough—” She had barely spoken before the liquor rushed in, burning her throat and making her cough violently.

She had never touched alcohol before. The sudden heat of it overwhelmed her.

She tried to pull free from his grip, but her legs had gone weak, her balance unsteady, her vision blurring.

“Let me see you drunk. I bet you’re even more tempting that way.” Without giving her time to react, he drank again and forced another mouthful into her.

“No...” Her sight dimmed further, her legs no longer under her control.

It was the first time she had ever drunk alcohol—and the first time she had been kissed.

His arm clamped tighter around her waist, pressing her soft body to his chest.

“You came to me of your own will tonight.” The smirk at his lips carried a wicked edge, adding to the cold arrogance of his face.

The desire in his amber eyes deepened. His fingertips traced the pale curve of her neck.

Breathing heavily, he looked down at her dazed face, then lowered his head, capturing her lips again.

“Mmm...” She pushed at him weakly, but under the influence of the liquor, her resistance felt almost like provocation.

Damn this temptress.

She was too inexperienced to even know how to respond—yet she didn’t need to. She already had him burning all over.

He tossed aside his glass, swept her up in his arms, and carried her to the large bed in the adjoining room.

His breathing was ragged, urgent. Damn it—he had never lost control like this.

Pressing her down beneath him, he inhaled her scent. With one motion, he stripped away her evening gown, tossing it aside.

His hands began to explore, tracing every curve, every inch of skin.

“No...” Her voice cracked, then faded, sinking like a stone into the depths—nowhere to hold on, no way to escape, only to fall deeper.

“Don’t forget why you came here tonight.” He stopped suddenly, his narrow eyes glinting dangerously.

She trembled, then stiffened.

Yes. Why had she come?

She was her father’s only hope.

So what was she still resisting?

She closed her eyes in surrender, her long lashes trembling under the dim moonlight.

A mocking glint flashed in Lucien’s eyes.

When she thought she could endure no more, he suddenly pulled away. After a pause, his heat closed in on her again. “I’m using this only once. After that, remember to take your medicine on time.”

After that?

Her hazy mind had no time to process before the pain struck, sharp and undeniable. She could bear no more—her eyes shut tight, and she collapsed into unconsciousness.

Chapter 3 The Unexpected Contract (Part 1)

Morning sunlight pierced the gauzy curtains, spilling into the spacious bedroom in a blinding glare.

Betty stirred, opening her eyes in a haze. Her head throbbed as if it might split, and her whole body ached unbearably.

Startled, she turned sharply toward the sofa in the far corner.

The room was so large that Lucien, dressed only in casual trousers and bare-chested, sat with his back to the sunlight, his expression hidden in shadow.

“Awake?” His lips curved faintly as he exhaled a thin ring of smoke, the chill in his presence cutting like ice.

Last night’s events detonated in her mind like a string of firecrackers.

She clutched the blanket around herself, unable to speak. For a moment, she still couldn’t believe what had happened.

But her body told the truth—fatigue weighing on her spirit, the ache in her legs, the swelling of her lips, the disheveled bed, and the countless marks scattered across her bare skin.

Every trace confirmed the doubts in her mind. Proved the passion that had played out in the dead of night.

It wasn’t a dream.

It was real.

She had really slept with Lucien.

“Tell me—how much do you want?” He stubbed out his cigarette and walked toward her, a shadow flickering in his amber eyes, his smile faint.

“Two... twenty million.” Her fingers clutched the blanket tighter, teeth biting the inside of her cheek until she tasted blood.

“Twenty million?” He moved to the other side of the bed, sitting with languid ease. Opening a drawer, he took out a checkbook and pen, scratching across the paper.

The sound of the pen gliding over the page echoed in her chest like a sinking weight.

Before she could gather her thoughts, a check drifted down before her.

The number—
One hundred million.
“You?” She looked up at him, puzzled.

“Twenty million? Hmph. I’ll pay five times that. Buy you for five years—as my mistress.” His chin lifted, a mocking smile tugging at his lips, part disdain, part contempt.

The words fell like thunder on a gray day—unshakable.

The aristocratic arrogance in his tone made her spine stiffen.

Shame and humiliation churned inside her. She wanted to tear the check to pieces and throw it in his impossibly handsome face.

But...

In the end, she softened.

Her water-bright eyes lingered on him, lips trembling for a long moment before she aged a single word. “Alright.”

Chapter 3 The Unexpected Contract (Part 2)

Lucien rose, hands sliding into his trouser pockets, his back to Betty.

His tall frame radiated a cold, imperious aura. The curve of his lips was just right—cruel and deliberate. “I’ll give you one day to say goodbye to your parents. Tonight I’ll have someone pick you up. For the next five years, you belong entirely to me.”

With that, he strode from the bedroom.

Only when the door shut with a solid bang did her tense, rigid body collapse.

She pulled the blanket aside and slowly got out of bed.

The moment her feet touched the floor, she realized she could hardly walk. Her legs buckled, sending her stumbling in the opposite direction.

After a long struggle, she steadied herself and bent to gather the clothes scattered across the carpet.

Her evening gown was torn beyond repair. With a sigh, she tossed it aside, wrapping the blanket around herself before heading into the bathroom.

She turned on the tap, scrubbing herself clean, but the images of everything Lucien had done replayed relentlessly in her mind.

Now dressed only in a bath towel, she sat on the edge of the bed. She had no clothes—no idea how she could even leave the room.

Rubbing her temples, she tried to think of a way out of her predicament.

Ding-dong.

Tightening the towel around her, she walked to the door and opened it.

A hotel waiter stood there.

“Miss, Lord Lucien instructed me to bring this to you.” He handed her a box with respectful politeness, nodded, and left.

She stood in the doorway for a moment. Only when passing guests sent her bold, lingering looks did she snap out of it and quickly close the door.

Inside the box lay a simple white dress.

Her cold fingertips brushed the fabric, trembling ever so slightly.

She slipped it on, giving a bitter smile as she tucked the check into her bag.

Step by step, she descended the staircase, gripping the railing for support.

From the twenty-eighth floor down, she forgot the elevator even existed, moving through the narrow space in a slow, endless descent.

Five years...

Why? Wasn’t the legend that once a woman made her request, he would discard her like garbage?

Why had he bought five years of her life instead?

Did she truly have to remain at his side for that long?

A hundred million... she had never imagined she could be worth so much.

But the mockery in his eyes, the contempt curling at his lips, and the ruthless way he had taken from her—all of it replayed in her mind.

The humiliation and pain made the whole world spin around her.

Her long lashes quivered like fragile cicada wings, wet with tears.

If only she could shed them all on this staircase—then perhaps she could be free from this hopeless nightmare.

Shame...

Pain...

She shut her eyes tightly, her lips pale and thin, forcing her legs to keep her upright.

But her heart felt as though an icy needle had struck it without warning, driving in deep, leaving her breathless with pain.

Chapter 4 The Painful Farewell (Part 1)

At the Sang residence.

Betty had barely stepped into the courtyard when Queena swayed toward her.

“Betty, well? How did it go?” Queena leaned in, lowering her voice.

Betty lifted the check in her hand. In the bright sunlight, a shadow of pain flickered in her eyes, sharp enough to make the heart tighten.

Queena snatched the check from her. When she saw the figure printed there, her eyes lit with greedy delight. “Betty, I knew you could do it. The Sang family is saved.”

Betty took the check back, her gaze steady on Queena. “I’ll use it to settle Father’s debts. The rest is mine.”

Was she wrong to say so?

One hundred million—the price Lucien had set on her.

Without waiting for a reply, she walked past Queena and entered the house.

Her fingers curled around the doorknob, the other hand adjusting her clothes at the chest, careful not to let the marks on her collarbone show. She didn’t want her father to see.

Should she thank Lucien for that? Thank him for not leaving any trace on her neck—spare her that much embarrassment?

“Master, the young miss is home!” the housemaid, Moore Curme, called excitedly toward the living room when she saw Betty.

“Father, I’m back.” Betty drew a deep breath, arranging a bright smile on her face as she stepped in lightly.

“Betty, you’re home.” Clement Finger’s expression lit with joy—only to dim a moment later.

How could he tell her? The family’s fortunes had fallen. They could no longer live as they once had.

They had never been at the pinnacle of society, but they’d been comfortably upper-middle class—until his own foolishness. Stealing company trade secrets, thinking he could profit greatly from it, only to be caught before he could act. Court summons had already come twice. It wouldn’t be long before he could no longer sit here at home.

Twenty million—where could he find it? Even selling everything he owned would not fill the gap.

The thought ught a deep heaviness to his eyes.

Ring, ring, ring.

The phone by the sofa rang abruptly.

Leaning slightly, Clement answered.

“What?” His eyes widened in shock at what he heard.

“Really?” His voice climbed with each word, echoing in the living room.

When he hung up, he exhaled in relief, as though a heavy weight had been lifted from his chest.

Chapter 4 The Painful Farewell (Part 2)

Clement could hardly believe it—somehow, the twenty-million gap had been filled. It meant he wouldn’t be going to prison after all.

“Dad.” Betty shifted closer, leaning gently into his arms.

“Betty, I just resolved a huge problem. Finally... I can sleep in peace tonight.” His hand patted her shoulder, relief and emotion in his voice.

The change was overwhelming. Moments ago, he had been wondering how they would survive in the days to come. One phone call had pulled him out of the haze of uncertainty.

“Dad, I’m going abroad to study.” Betty closed her eyes, her long lashes trembling lightly.

“Abroad?” He looked at her in surprise.

“Mhm.” She half-opened her eyes and spoke softly, a sadness in her gaze that seemed far too heavy for her age.

“Betty... but—” He stopped himself, his face etched with defeat.

He couldn’t afford her tuition. There was no money to send her overseas.

Of course, she knew her father’s difficulties.

“Dad, your daughter’s amazing, you know. This time, the school only had one scholarship slot, and I got it! Everything’s fully sponsored.” She opened her eyes, feigning pride, looking up at him with a sparkle meant to reassure.

“Really? Sponsored by the school? I’ve never heard about this before.” His brow furrowed slightly.

“Of course. I just hate to leave you.” Her cheek brushed his shoulder like a kitten, her voice playful, just like when she was a girl.

“When do you leave?” His large arm tightened around her in reluctant affection.

“Tonight.” She smiled faintly, though her throat burned with every word.

“What? Tonight?” His hands gripped her shoulders, turning her toward him, his gaze heavy with sorrow.

“Yes... There’s no helping it. It’s a rare opportunity. The school’s notice came late, so the schedule’s rushed.” Her lips pressed together, her voice tinged with helplessness.

“But...” His voice caught. Free study abroad—such an opportunity was rare—but it also meant not seeing his beloved daughter for a long time.

“Dad, it’s not like I won’t come back. I can visit during summer and winter breaks. And you can come see me too!” Her voice was bright, her eyes curved in a smile like a playful cat.

But inside, her heart clenched.

Though it was midsummer, she felt as if winter’s chill had poured over her head, seeping down to her toes.

“Betty... Betty...” He held her tightly, repeating her name in a choked whisper.

“Dad...” Her eyes clouded with mist, and tears slid down silently.

Chapter 4 The Painful Farewell (Part 3)

With her back to the door, Betty packed her belongings.

“What’s this? Lord Lucien’s taken a liking to you?” Queena stood with her arms folded, looking down at Betty on the bed with open disdain.

Betty’s face went pale. Her hands paused for a moment, then resumed their slow, deliberate movements.

“Oh, so now that you’re Lord Lucien’s woman, you’ve got a temper? How long do you think he’ll keep you around? Three days? A week?” Queena’s voice rose with irritation at Betty’s silence.

The thought of Betty living the life of a rich man’s wife made her grind her teeth in fury.

“No matter how long it lasts, I expect you to keep your mouth shut. I don’t want Father to know the truth. And you don’t want him to find out you orchestrated this, do you?” Betty stood, meeting Queena’s gaze with a calm, even expression.

Lifting her suitcase, she walked to the door and, without looking back, said, “I hope you treat my father well from now on.”

Queena narrowed her eyes at the retreating figure, her anger simmering with nowhere to go. How dare this girl think she could lecture her.

The evening sky glowed with the beauty of the setting sun.

“Dad, you don’t need to see me off. If you take me to the airport, I might not be able to leave, ” Betty said, clinging playfully to Clement’s hand.

“Alright then. But remember to call me often. Ah... Dad will miss you.” His eyes were red as he pulled her into a tight embrace.

“I know, Dad.” Her voice caught, a fixed smile frozen on her face.

She left the house quickly, almost fleeing, unwilling to look back.

Bitterness and sorrow gnawed at her heart.

Five years... how could she endure such a long and distant five years?

As she stepped through the gate with her suitcase, a black stretch Lincoln idled by the curb.

When she approached, a in a black suit stepped out, bowed slightly, and said without expression, “Miss Sang, Lord Lucien sent me to collect you.” Without waiting for her reply, he took her suitcase.

Betty stared blankly, unable to react.

“Miss Sang, please get in.” He opened the car door, speaking with polite calm.

“Oh.” She glanced at him in confusion, then slid into the car.

The black Lincoln carried her for about twenty minutes before stopping in front of a luxury villa in the northern district.

Under the suited man’s guidance, Betty entered.

The moment she stepped into the living room, she drew a sharp breath. It wasn’t the grandeur of the villa that caught her—it was the mess. Women’s clothing and personal items were strewn across the floor.

Chapter 5 The Golden Cage (Part 1)

Betty stood frozen in the entryway, but within seconds she understood.

This luxurious villa was likely a residence Lord Lucien used to keep his lovers—a private place for indulgence.

The chaos in the living room was probably the work of its previous occupant.

She lowered her eyes, a faint crease forming between her ws.

Noticing the mess, the in the black suit who had escorted her in looked embarrassed. Forcing a smile, he said, “Uh... Miss Sang, I’ll arrange for someone to clean this right away.”

“No need. It’s late—have them come in the morning.” A faint smile touched her pale face.

“There should be a vacant guest room upstairs, correct? Please take me there.”

She had emphasized vacant deliberately. She didn’t need to guess to know the upstairs bedrooms would likely be in the same state as the living room.

“Please follow me.” The gestured toward the staircase, clearly uneasy under her polite composure.

“Shameless!”

The sharp female voice cut through the air.

Before Betty could take a step, a woman burst through the front door.

“Where’s that cheap tramp? I want to see what kind of seductive fox she is!” the woman’s shrill voice grew louder as she approached.

Betty’s fists tightened instinctively, her dry palms breaking out in a cold sweat.

The woman spotted her and charged forward like a madwoman, seizing her by the hair.

Smack!

The slap snapped her head to the side, a searing pain blooming across her cheek.

“You shameless woman, daring to steal my man? Coming into my place to parade yourself?” The woman raised her hand for another strike, but the in the suit caught her arm in time.

“Miss Giles Giles, what are you doing?” he snapped, forcing her hand down to stop her.

The woman was strong, and Betty tasted blood in her mouth, the metallic tang making her nauseous.

Giles? Betty sneered inwardly. Nothing about this woman’s feral temper matched such a demure name.

“Don’t touch me. I’m going to teach this brazen homewrecker a lesson!” the woman shrieked. Still unsatisfied, she kicked Betty hard in the leg.

Betty tried to move away, but the woman’s sharp nails dug into her arm, forcing her to take the blow.

Her calf throbbed dully, and five deep red scratches scored her arm.

“Miss Sang, are you alright?” The suited man’s voice carried a note of alarm—after all, Lord Lucien had entrusted her to him. If something happened, he’d be the one held responsible.

“I’m fine.” Betty closed her eyes briefly, forcing her breath deep, while the fiery sting in her cheek, arm, and leg made even her toes curl in pain.

“What could happen to a vixen like her?” Giles crossed her arms, giving Betty a contemptuous side glance, her tone dripping with spite as she took in the vivid handprint on Betty’s face.

“Miss Giles, if you continue to behave this way, I won’t hold back. Miss Sang was ught here on Lord Lucien’s orders.” The suited stepped in front of Betty, his expression cold as he issued the warning.

“And what will you do if I don’t? You dare lay a hand on me? You must have a death wish!” Giles barked, eyes flashing with fury.

Chapter 5 The Golden Cage (Part 2)

Betty’s fingers curled around the handle of her suitcase. She had no interest in taking part in this ridiculous scene. It was obvious that this woman, Giles, was the true mistress of the house.

But since Lucien had ught her here, she had no choice. He had bought five years of her life—five years in which she was bound to obey him.

“Who’s the one with a death wish?”

The voice was magnetic yet icy, cutting through the emptiness of the living room.

Lucien had finally appeared, stepping into the private residence he had once frequented countless times with past lovers.

Betty’s fingers froze on her suitcase handle. She avoided his sharp gaze, her long hair veiling the bright red handprint swelling on her cheek, and hiding the tidal wave of humiliation crashing inside her.

Lucien’s lips pressed into a hard, silent line. In his eyes, there was only the woman standing on the stairs.

A disheveled, pitiful Betty.
A pale-faced Betty.
“Lord Lucien!”

The moment Giles saw him, she rushed forward, eyes brimming with tears, clinging to him like a koala.

Betty nearly scoffed aloud. Was this really the same feral, vicious woman from moments ago? That transformation was fast.

“No woman dares act wild in front of me—unless she’s tired of living.”

Expressionless, Lucien peeled Giles off him and gave a cold, derisive laugh. “I gave you one night to think about what you wanted. You should know your answer by now.”

Color drained from Giles’s glamorous face. She looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes. “Lord Lucien, I still want to be with you.”

“You know I hate women who bargain. I don’t want to see you right now. Leave.” His voice was low and sharp, oking no argument.

“But...” Giles swallowed her protest. She dared not push further—another word and she might lose even the scraps she could still ask for.

She shot Betty a venomous glare before walking out, already calculating what she could still demand from Lord Lucien.

Lucien’s gaze shifted toward the suited standing nearby.

The instantly understood, nodded, and left the room.

Silence thickened the air.

Lucien stepped toward Betty, taking her arm and inspecting the scratches there. “You’re hurt, ” he said quietly.

Betty tried to pull away, but his grip on her wrist tightened.

“Your leg’s swollen too, ” he noted, his eyes dropping to her slender calf.

“It’s... nothing—ah!”

Before she could finish, he scooped her into his arms and strode up the stairs.

“What are you doing?” Her eyes widened in alarm, her fingers pressing against his chest in a feeble attempt to push him away.

“You’re my mistress now. What do you think I’m going to do?” His handsome features hardened, the bitterness in his tone cutting deep.

The words hit her like a heavy blow, and her resistance crumbled.

Yes... mistress.

Hadn’t she already accepted that?

Betty, just accept your fate.

She forced a smile, though despair rose inside her like an unstoppable tide.

Lucien noticed the change. The smile at her lips was so strained, it made his frown deepen.

His strong chest held her close, and Betty caught a faint trace of another woman’s perfume clinging to him. But that wasn’t her business. She had no right to ask.

She was just one of many... a woman easily replaced.

Chapter 6 A Different Lord Lucien (Part 1)

Carrying her in his arms, Lucien strode up the stairs and entered a bedroom.

As expected—complete chaos.

Betty caught the faint furrow between his strong ws. It was there and gone in a heartbeat—so brief she almost thought she’d imagined it.

He set her gently on the edge of the bed before sitting down himself, reaching for her leg.

Startled, Betty jerked away from his touch, turning her face aside to stare at the pale lilac carpet.

Lucien’s expression cooled. Leaning forward, he seized her ankle and rested her leg across his knee. His sharp eyes gave nothing away.

Then, without a word, he stood and walked out.

The moment he left, the oppressive weight in the room seemed to lift, letting her breathe again.

A short while later, he returned, a medical kit in hand.

Feeling the mattress dip beside her, Betty’s back stiffened, every muscle on guard.

He took out ointment and cotton, his long arm drawing her body toward him. Their eyes met briefly before she quickly dropped her gaze, unable to meet his.

Now less than five centimeters separated them—and that narrow gap was enough to make her hold her breath.

His presence wrapped around her like a cage, his aura suffocating.

Awkwardly, Lucien squeezed the ointment into his palm and rubbed it until it warmed.

With his free hand, he pinched her chin, tilting her face up.

“I can do it myself...” she said, breath uneven as she tried to inch backward.

She didn’t want to be this close to him. It felt like she couldn’t breathe.

Surprisingly patient, Lucien moved with her, then dipped his long fingers into the warmed ointment and spread it over the red mark on her cheek. His touch was unexpectedly gentle.

Betty sucked in a quiet breath at the sting, swallowing down the sound that threatened to escape. The pain drained the last trace of color from her face.

Seeing her stubborn silence and the way she endured, Lucien’s lips twitched, a faint chuckle slipping out.

He treated the rest of her injuries—her arm, her swollen calf—before closing the kit and setting it aside.

Betty hadn’t spoken once. She feared what he might do next. The two of them sat together on the bed, and she knew her role—his mistress. At any moment, he might push her down, just like last night.

The memory of it was still fresh, raw... and terrifying.

Chapter 6 A Different Lord Lucien (Part 2)

“You’re called Betty?”
Lord Lucien tilted his chin ever so slightly, like a ruler surveying his subject, his gaze sliding to her from the corner of his eyes.
Betty lowered her head, uneasy, avoiding his direct stare.

Those eyes were as deep and cold as a frozen lake—capable of pulling one under. Yet within them, a glint of icy light would flash from time to time, enough to make one’s heart shiver.

“Mm.” She gave the faintest nod.

“Betty... Betty.” He murmured her name in that deep, magnetic voice of his, each syllable lingering in the vast bedroom like an incantation. His impossibly handsome face drew closer, and closer still.

Betty instinctively leaned back, trying to keep space between them.

“You’re afraid of me?” His approach didn’t stop until there was less than a fist’s width between them.

“N-no...” She cursed herself for the stammer, wishing she could bite off her own tongue.

In one smooth motion, Lord Lucien flipped her down onto the bed, bracing himself over her. His lips curved into a wicked smile, adding a dangerous edge to his refined features.

“You should learn to adapt to me. For the next five years, you belong to me. You ought to learn how to be... a mistress.” His tone was slow, almost lazy, but the weight of it pressed down on her like iron.

Her face went pale—nearly translucent. She had told herself again and again that if she ignored it hard enough, she could survive the humiliation.

But... mistress...

That final barrier inside her shattered beneath the blunt cruelty of his words.

Long, slender fingers brushed across her cheek, each stroke making her teeth clench and her breath tremble. To her, his touch was pure torment.

She lifted an arm to push him away, to break free—

“Ah... hss...” The movement pulled at the wound on her arm, making her draw a sharp breath. A muffled, pained sound escaped before she could stop it.

His hand didn’t leave her face. Instead, his lips curled faintly, as if pleased with the feel of her skin beneath his fingers.

“L-Lord Lucien... could I... get up? This position... it’s uncomfortable.” Her voice was cautious, but she could feel the shadow of danger beneath his smile.

“Uncomfortable?” His amber eyes locked on hers, and a glint of mockery lit them.

Her heart gave a hard, uneven thump.

Chapter 6 A Different Lord Lucien (Part 3)

“Then let me show you what comfort means, ” Lord Lucien murmured hoarsely, leaning down toward her.

Just as his lips were about to claim hers, Betty turned her head away in panic, dodging him.

His brow arched, but his handsome face quickly darkened. He gripped her delicate chin between his fingers.
“Did I forget to tell you? No woman dares refuse me.”
Before she could respond, his mouth covered hers with unerring precision.

“Mmph...” She could only stare at him wide-eyed.

“Open your mouth...” he breathed against her lips.

Damn it—this woman was so inexperienced she didn’t even know the basics of a kiss, clamping her lips shut like a novice.

She hesitated, her lips parting just slightly. But the moment she understood his intent and tried to close them again, it was already too late—his tongue had forcefully invaded, claiming the warm depths of her mouth.

A natural-born temptress.

An electric jolt shot straight to his core, the strange rush of pleasure spreading through his body. Just from a kiss, desire surged, hot and deep.

His large hand slid under her skirt, slowly traveling upward toward her chest.

Feeling his touch roaming over her, tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. But she refused to let them fall.

She kept silent, fists clenched tight at her sides, fingernails digging so hard into her palms that they ke the skin—yet she felt nothing.

She was already his mistress. She had no right to pride.

When his hand brushed the moisture at the corner of her eye, his movements paused.

“Tonight... could we not? My leg and arm... they hurt, ” she whispered, clutching his hand through her clothes, her voice soft and pleading.

She truly was afraid. And the pain from last night’s tearing assault still haunted her—just the memory made her heart quiver.

He let her hold his hand, his eyes fixed on her as if examining a piece of art.

The air between them was thick with something tense and restless.

“Please...” Her voice trembled, her eyes shimmering.

He leaned down again, pressing his face into the hollow of her neck, breathing heavily with his eyes closed—like he was trying to master some emotion within himself.

Chapter 6 A Different Lord Lucien (Part 4)

Betty’s eyes widened. She froze, hardly daring to breathe.

After a long moment, Lord Lucien lifted his head, glanced at her, and pulled her into his arms. He moved them both toward the head of the bed.

“Lord Lucien...” she gasped in surprise.

“Sleep.” He yanked the thin quilt over her, wrapping her tightly, then draped one large hand over her waist and closed his eyes.

She almost wanted to faint. It was the height of summer, yet he had bundled her like a rice dumpling. How could she not suffocate from the heat?

But she didn’t dare move. Any stir might wake him, and the fact that he hadn’t touched her tonight was already a blessing.

Sweat formed on her forehead. She longed to raise her hand and wipe it away, but his arms locked her in place against his chest.

She stole a glance at him. His straight nose and thin lips drew sharp, commanding lines; the solid body holding her radiated an aura of absolute dominance.

That body. That presence. That face. Every part of him was a woman’s dream—especially a like Lord Lucien, whose beauty and arrogance were fit for European nobility.

“Have you looked enough?” His eyes snapped open, black as midnight, his gaze stabbing into hers. The curve of his lips held a dangerous, mocking smile.

Her cheeks burned crimson. She stared back in embarrassment.

“Still not sleepy?” His voice dropped, dark eyes flickering with a dangerous fire.

She shut her eyes at once, so fast it was as if she’d never opened them.

He studied her with faint amusement, lips curling in a trace of wickedness. Even he didn’t know why he was smiling.

In twenty-two years, this was the first time he had ever held a woman through the night without doing anything. Even to him, it felt absurd.

But when he had touched her tears earlier, something in his heart... softened.

Was this woman different?

No.

Women were all the same to him—playthings to fill the hours.

He didn’t know what madness had driven him to spend one hundred million to buy a woman’s five years. Or to have her lying in his arms now, and still restrain the storming desire inside him.

A hundred million meant to him. But he could see her unwillingness clearly. Women usually threw themselves at him. This was the first time he had taken the initiative to demand one be his mistress.

Maybe it was those overly clear eyes. Maybe he simply wanted to stain them.

The thought irritated him. He closed his eyes and let the troublesome feelings drift away.

Chapter 7 Mistress Exclusive (Part 1)

When Mildred Finger woke, she nearly thought she would suffocate to death.

It was the height of summer, yet she had spent the entire night fully dressed, wrapped in a blanket.

She shifted slightly—and the memories of last night hit her all at once.

Snapping her head to the side, she looked to the spot beside her. It was empty. Only the faint creases on the sheet proved someone had indeed been there.

Slowly, she sat up, found the bathroom, and freshened herself.

As she descended the stairs, the sight that greeted her made her heart jolt.

Lucien stood before the window, tall and straight, his presence exuding a natural, aristocratic command.

She instinctively turned to go back upstairs.

But Lucien, as if sensing her presence, turned toward her. A phone was in his hand, and he responded with the occasional low “Mm.”

Her fingers tightened around the banister. When his gaze met hers, an inexplicable pressure rolled over her like a wave, stealing the air from her lungs.

She froze halfway down the stairs, unable to decide whether to go up or down.

All the while, Lucien stayed on the phone, his dark eyes locked on her.

“Do you plan on standing there all day?” He hung up and glanced at her, the corners of his mouth tilting in the faintest suggestion of a smile.

“....” She lowered her eyes, avoiding his gaze, and forced her feet toward the living room.

Standing awkwardly by the doorway, she felt a flicker of unease.

A sudden tingling prickled across her skin. Looking up, she saw Lucien leaning casually against the sofa, arms crossed, his black eyes glinting with an intense light.

“Sit.” His voice was deep and smooth, yet carried an authority impossible to defy.

“Oh.” She sat opposite him, his gaze pressing down on her.

The air between them was heavy and strange.

Her fingers curled in her lap. Every second she spent with him felt like she was living on borrowed breath.

“Uh... I see the maid’s already cleaned. I could have done it myself, you know.” She glanced around the tidy living room, speaking just to fill the silence.

Lucien didn’t answer. His dark, unblinking stare stayed fixed on her.

His very presence was suffocating—a king’s aura that left her uneasy and on edge.

“Am I supposed to live here from now on?” she asked cautiously, drawing in a breath.

“If you don’t like it, we can change the place.”

She frowned faintly. She didn’t much like it here—but really, would anywhere else be any different?

He seemed to catch her hesitation, the corner of his lips curving with an almost seductive ease.

“My assistant will take you to choose a new place later.” He crossed one leg over the other, his tone laced with impatience.

“That’s not necessary. I didn’t say I disliked it...” Her voice trailed off, eyes dropping under the sharpness of his gaze.

“I’ll have Assistant Sun take you anyway. Best to choose well—it will be your home for the next five years.” His low voice held a trace of mockery.

She bit her lip, a sudden sourness rising in her chest.

“Miss Sang, do you prefer somewhere in the city center, or...” Assistant Sun, sitting in the front passenger seat, was the picture of sharp professionalism in his ever-present black suit.

“Assistant Sun, you know the... mistress district, right? You can take me to see houses there.” Her lips curved faintly as she spoke.

“Ah...?” For once, he was visibly taken aback, a flicker of surprise breaking through his usual impassive mask.

“Just buy one there. It suits me better.” She turned her head to the window, lowering it so the wind could tangle her hair.

Webster Albert faced forward again, expression returning to its usual cool.

In all his years with Lord Lucien, he had never seen him keep a woman for as long as five years. The longest had been Giles—the same woman who had made a scene last night—who lasted only six months.

But this woman...

Glancing at her in the rearview mirror, he had no doubt she had something that caught Lord Lucien’s eye. Still, five years? From what he knew, it was likely nothing more than a passing novelty.

They toured a row of scale-model houses, the saleslady chattering enthusiastically.

Webster followed closely behind Mildred, a silent, imposing shadow.

The saleslady, having already noticed his finely tailored, clearly expensive suit, knew at once she had found a client worth her time. She had rushed to greet them the moment she saw their car pull in.

Chapter 7 Mistress Exclusive (Part 2)

“If you don’t like it, we can change the place.” Lucien finally spoke, his sharp, predatory eyes locking onto Mildred.

“....” Her ws knitted slightly. She truly didn’t care for this place—but really, wouldn’t it be the same no matter where she went?

“My assistant will take you to pick out a new house later.” He crossed his long legs with an air of impatience.

“That’s not necessary. I never said I disliked it...” Her voice softened toward the end, her gaze lowering, unable to meet the razor-edged sharpness of his eyes.

“I’ll have Assistant Sun take you anyway. Choose carefully—it will be where you live for the next five years.” His tone was casual, yet beneath the deep timbre lay a trace of mockery.

She bit her lip, an inexplicable ache rising from her chest.

“Miss Sang, do you have a preference? Somewhere in the city center, or...” Assistant Sun, sitting in the front passenger seat, turned slightly toward her, his face a picture of shrewd professionalism in his ever-present black suit.

“Assistant Sun, could you take me to the mistress district? I’d like to see the houses there.” She kept a polite curve to her lips as she spoke.

“Ah...?” For once, his usual composure cracked, surprise flickering across his otherwise indifferent face.

“Just buy a place there. It suits me better.” She turned toward the window, lowering it so the wind could whip through her hair.

Webster faced forward again, his expression settling back into its cool default.

In all his years following Lord Lucien, this was the first time he’d seen him keep a woman for as long as five years. The longest until now had been Giles—the same woman who had caused a scene last night—who lasted only six months. That alone had been enough to surprise him.

But this...

Glancing at her through the rearview mirror, he had no doubt she had qualities that caught Lord Lucien’s interest. Still, five years? Knowing him, it was likely no more than a passing novelty.

They toured a row of miniature building models, the saleslady chattering enthusiastically about each one.

Webster followed close behind Mildred, a tall, imposing presence at her back—like a silent guardian.

The saleslady sneaked glances at his attire, taking in the tailored, high-end suit. She knew at once she had stumbled upon a customer with deep pockets.

The moment she saw their car pull up, she had dropped whatever she was doing and hurried to the door to greet them.

Chapter 7 Mistress Exclusive (Part 3)

“Miss, the houses I just showed you are the most popular here. The locations are excellent, and the interiors were designed by renowned architects. I’m sure you’ll love them, ” the saleslady said enthusiastically, eager to secure this high-value customer and determined to push the most expensive properties.

“Too big.” Mildred’s delicate ws knit slightly as she spoke softly.

“Ah?” The saleslady almost dropped her jaw, wondering if she’d misheard.

Behind her, Webster was also taken aback, his gaze fixed in mild surprise on Mildred’s back.

“Miss Sang, please just choose whatever you like. The house is a gift from Lord Lucien, ” Webster added calmly, assuming she was worried about the cost.

She didn’t explain. Instead, she shook her head and smiled politely at the saleslady. “Please show me the est property you have here.”

“What? Are you sure, miss?” The saleslady stared at her as if she were a rare creature. Lord Lucien had been mentioned—Lord Lucien!

So this young woman was Lord Lucien’s woman. No wonder she carried herself differently.

But...

The est house? The saleslady nearly fainted. This woman must be a fool.

Reluctantly, the saleslady led her to a model and pointed to a single floor. “This is our est unit—just over a hundred square meters, located in the Fuji Building.”

“A over a hundred square meters? ...Alright, I’ll take this one. There’s nothing er, is there?” Mildred still didn’t look thrilled, her tone faintly disappointed.

“Assistant Sun, I’ll take this one.” She tilted her head, studying the model for a moment before looking up at Webster with a small, curved smile.

He found himself momentarily dazed. Her smile had a strangely magnetic pull.

“Assistant Sun?” she called again, her tone patient, when she noticed him standing still.

“Alright. Please take us to sign the purchase documents, ” he said to the saleslady, smoothing his expression back into its usual composure.

As they walked away together, Mildred turned to glance at the building in the center—28 stories tall. And once again, it was the 28th floor...

Chapter 7 Mistress Exclusive (Part 4)

Mildred hung her clothes in the wardrobe one by one, then converted an empty upstairs room into a study.

When everything was finally in place, she stood back and admired the fresh, orderly look of her home with quiet satisfaction.

Checking her watch, she saw it was already evening. She slipped on her shoes, went to the supermarket to pick up some groceries, and cooked a few simple dishes to feed herself.

As usual, she was in the kitchen the next day, wearing a bear-pattern apron, completely absorbed in her cooking. So focused was she that she didn’t notice the presence behind her.

Lucien had never imagined such a scene in his home—bright, warm, and filled with a homely scent.

A graceful figure stood barefoot in the kitchen, tiptoeing as she stirred a pot of soup.

The sight made his whole body tense; for a moment, he didn’t know how to react.

Mildred turned around with the spoon in hand, and when she saw Lucien, she froze. The spoon clattered to the floor, splattering hot liquid.

“Ah—!” she yelped, jumping back in pain as the scalding soup burned a patch across the top of her foot.

“Are you alright?” Lucien strode into the kitchen, brow furrowed as he crouched to inspect her injury.

“I... I’m fine.” She stepped back instinctively, only to bump hard into the corner of the table. Another gasp escaped her lips.

Clutching her lower back where she’d hit it, she winced. When she noticed his eyes fixed steadily on her, her cheeks flushed crimson. She quickly straightened, unable to form a coherent word.

After confirming her foot wasn’t seriously hurt, Lucien walked to the entryway. He bent down to open the shoe cabinet, his brow lifting slightly when he spotted a pair of cartoon-print women’s slippers inside.

He returned and placed the slippers at her feet. Mildred stared at him in disbelief.

“You...” She looked down at the slippers now on her feet, her throat tightening as if something had lodged there.

She had lived here for over a week without seeing him once, and the constant tension in her heart had just begun to ease. His sudden appearance tonight startled her more than she expected.

“You could hire a housekeeper. There’s no need for you to do this yourself, ” Lucien said with a faint smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “My woman hasn’t sunk to such a pitiful state.”

Her flushed face instantly drained of color. That smile—so sharp and mocking—cut deeper than any scald or bruise.

Chapter 7 Mistress Exclusive (Part 5)

“No need. Otherwise, I’d just be sitting at home doing nothing. This way, I can pass the time, ” Mildred said quickly, not wanting Lucien to bring in outsiders to disrupt her fragile peace.

Peaceful life...
Since he bought her, how could she ever have peace again?
“Are you complaining?” Lucien’s mocking expression suddenly darkened.

“No, I just...” Her fingers twisted together nervously as she stared at him, unsure how to explain.

Lucien’s narrow eyes studied her closely. Her gaze was as clear as a spring, free from any trace of impurity.

The air in the room turned heavy, pressing down on them.

Once again, Mildred understood with startling clarity—every extra second spent with Lucien was a second of danger.

The soup in the pot began to boil.

“Are you... hungry?” she asked after a pause, her voice soft, drifting like mist in the air.

He didn’t move, hands in his pockets, lips pressed into a silent line.

“I mean... do you want to eat?” she repeated, mortified by the awkwardness of her own words.

One eyebrow lifted slightly as his eyes locked on her flustered face.

Then he drew his hands from his pockets, pulled out a chair, and sat down, his gaze landing on the dishes on the table.

She quickly ladled the soup into a bowl, set it on the table, and added two sets of bowls and chopsticks before sitting opposite him, visibly uneasy.

It was the first time in eighteen years she had dined alone with a she barely knew. She was so tense she nearly held the chopsticks the wrong way.

Lucien ate slowly and meticulously, as if savoring fine cuisine.

She wanted to ask how it tasted but swallowed the words.

Only after sampling every dish did he put down his chopsticks.

“I didn’t expect you to know how to cook. And it’s not bad, ” he said lightly, taking a napkin to wipe his mouth.

The praise sent heat flooding to her cheeks, turning them the color of sunset. She didn’t know what to do with herself.

“Are you full?” she asked, noting his rice bowl was barely touched.

“I ate before I came, so I’m not very hungry.” Even he seemed surprised at himself for offering the explanation.

She blinked, a crease forming between her ws, and set her chopsticks down after only a couple of bites.

Truthfully, she had barely eaten at all—his overwhelming presence had robbed her of any sense of taste.

When he saw she was finished, Lucien stood, took a slow look around the room, and then headed upstairs.

Chapter 7 Mistress Exclusive (Part 6)

Mildred stood and began clearing the dishes, washing each piece of porcelain carefully—several times over.

It wasn’t obsessive cleanliness. It was... stalling.

She didn’t dare go upstairs. Facing Lucien, she wanted to delay it for as long as possible.

After washing her hands, she stood at the foot of the stairs, staring at the warm light spilling from the upstairs bedroom.

Pressing a hand to her chest, she swallowed hard, forcing down the unease and panic rising inside. Only when she felt somewhat steadier did she step onto the stairs.

She didn’t realize she had been standing there for a full half hour.

Tiptoeing to the bedroom door, she saw Lucien lying on the large bed with his back to her, his tall frame radiating an aura of cool detachment.

Her fingers twisted the hem of her clothes nearly to pieces, her heart pounding so hard it felt like it might burst from her throat.

After several deep breaths, she finally stepped closer, speaking softly to his back. “Are you asleep?”

No reply—only the steady rhythm of breathing.

She rose on her toes and glanced at his profile.

His eyes were closed, lashes trembling faintly. He seemed to be sleeping deeply, and if she listened closely, she could hear the faintest hint of a snore.

Relief flooded her chest, her tension spilling out in a long breath.

She had been worrying for nothing. Perhaps she should thank the heavens for letting her escape once again.

Lucien awoke in the pale light of dawn.

Glancing around, he
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