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The Eve of Enrollment

In a dimly lit study, a tall figure stood before the window. Behind him stood an elderly man, his posture respectful and deferential.

"Has everything been arranged?"

The icy voice came from the man by the window. It was so cold it seemed capable of freezing a person's heart, like frost from the peak of a snow-covered mountain.

"Everything has been arranged, sir," the elderly man replied respectfully.

"Good. Choose four highly skilled female assassins from Dark Moon and have them protect the young lady from the shadows."

"Yes, sir. I'll see to it at once."

Knock, knock, knock.

A knock sounded at the study door.

"Leave," Julian Hawthorne ordered. "Pass down my instructions. No one is to disturb me before dinner."

"Yes, sir. I'll take my leave."

Harold Whitman bowed and quietly withdrew from the study.

"Is Julian in the study?"

A sweet voice rang out from outside the door.

"Yes, miss," Harold answered.

The girl before him looked almost like an angel. No—she was a beautiful young woman with long hair and a voice as soft as honey.

Brielle Summers wore a white, vintage U-neck nightdress with a lace silk robe draped over it, the hem trailing gracefully to the floor. On her feet were a pair of delicately embroidered silk slippers. The entire outfit, in its soft ivory tones, could only be described with four words: noble and elegant.

A few drops of water slipped mischievously from her damp hair, falling onto her nightdress before disappearing into the fabric.

"Thank you, Harold."

Brielle smiled sweetly at him, then pushed open the study door and walked inside.

The dark study seemed to brighten the moment she entered.

"Didn't I say no one was to disturb me before dinner?"

The cold voice sounded again, carrying clear displeasure. It seemed to imply that whoever had dared enter had better have a very good reason—or suffer the consequences.

"Julian, are you still angry because I want to go to school?" Brielle asked gently.

Julian turned around.

His black hair swept arrogantly in the air. His white Armani shirt was fastened with only three buttons, exposing a firm, powerful chest that made him look dangerously seductive. His sharp eyes softened the instant they landed on Brielle, turning tender enough to drown in.

Beneath his strong nose were thin, well-defined lips. His natural dominance and authority were enough to make most people fear him at first glance.

But Brielle was different.

In her heart, Julian was the kindest man in the world.

His keen eyes noticed that her hair was still dripping wet. He strode over, lifted her into his arms, and gently placed her on a chair. Then he turned to the cabinet, took out a hair dryer, and began drying her hair himself.

"Why are you running around without drying your hair first? You'll get sick like this. Do you understand?" Julian said softly.

"You're still mad at me. Maybe getting sick would be better. Then you wouldn't ignore me anymore," Brielle said willfully.

"Nonsense. My precious girl is not allowed to get sick." His voice grew low and intense. "I'm not angry with you. I'm afraid. Afraid that others will discover how wonderful you are and take you away from me. I can't even imagine how I would live without you. Brielle, you can only be mine. No matter what happens, I'll do whatever it takes to keep you by my side."

Seeing that familiar lack of security in his eyes, Brielle quickly wrapped her arms around his neck. She pressed her face close to his and looked straight into his deep gaze.

"I'll stay by your side forever. In every lifetime, I'll cling to you and never leave. Unless one day you stop loving me. Then I'll disappear from your world forever, and you'll never be able to find me again."

Her red lips brushed lightly against his, then pulled away.

"That's my seal," she said, her fingers grazing his lips with a teasing softness. "From now on, this place belongs only to me."

Julian's eyes gradually darkened.

One hand circled her waist while the other cupped the back of her head. Then he captured her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. It was lingering and tender, yet filled with a possessiveness he could not hide.

His eyes slowly filled with desire and affection.

"I love you, Brielle. My Brielle."

His tender words disappeared against her lips.

Grrr...

Julian opened his eyes and saw Brielle's flushed face.

A low laugh slipped from him.

"My precious girl is hungry. Come on, let's go eat."

Without another word, he swept Brielle into his arms and carried her out of the study.

"Laughing, are you? I'll make you laugh!"

Brielle scolded him shyly, lightly pounding her fists against his chest.

"All right, I won't laugh at you anymore. Don't move, or you might fall."

Even as he said it, the smile on Julian's face could not be hidden. Brielle tightened her arms around his neck.

Downstairs, the castle staff were already used to seeing their usually cold and ruthless master laugh in such a warm, deep voice and speak with such gentleness.

They all knew that only in front of Miss Brielle would their master become so tender. Only with her would he laugh so openly, so happily.

Yet who would have imagined that the president of Saint Emperor Group—one of the world's top ten financial empires, and also the leader of the assassin world, a man rumored to be cold-blooded and merciless—could spoil one woman to such an extent?
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The Prince's Conditions

Julian carried Brielle to the dining table and sat down, placing her on his lap. With a slight wave of his hand, every servant in the dining room quietly withdrew.

One arm wrapped around Brielle's waist while his other hand picked up food for her. He fed her patiently, his face filled with tenderness, happiness, and quiet satisfaction.

"Julian, you should eat too. Don't just keep watching me." Brielle picked up a piece of eggplant and brought it to his lips. "Here. This is your favorite eggplant casserole."

Julian swallowed it with visible pleasure. Then his gaze caught a grain of rice at the corner of her lips. He leaned in and gently licked it away, looking as if he still wanted more.

Brielle's face flushed at once.

The way she blushed was unbearably charming.

In truth, every dish on the table was her favorite. Julian loved her deeply, and because of that, he loved everything she loved as well.

After dinner, Brielle and Julian walked hand in hand through the garden. Moonlight poured over them, making them look like immortals who had descended into the mortal world—beautiful, matched, and perfectly in harmony.

The place they lived in now was a castle Julian had built especially for Brielle. It covered more than thirty million square meters and included a private greenhouse, swimming pool, garden, and every facility imaginable.

When they reached a swing, Julian sat down first, then pulled Brielle onto his lap. He buried his face in her hair, breathing in the soft fragrance that lingered there.

"Brielle, promise me you'll protect yourself after you start school," he said. "I'll send bodyguards to watch over you. And most importantly, you are not allowed to let any other boys get close to you."

"Julian, can the bodyguards stay hidden?" Brielle asked softly. "If I'm ever in danger, I'll call them for help. Also... can we not tell anyone that I'm your fiancee? Just say I got into the school because of my excellent grades."

Julian fell silent for a moment.

He had many enemies. If they found out that Brielle was the person he cared about most, they would certainly use her to threaten him. If that happened, she would be placed in danger.

No.

His precious Brielle must never be hurt.

After thinking it through, he finally nodded.

Seeing him agree, Brielle turned around excitedly and threw her arms around his neck. She brought her lips close to his and smiled brightly.

"I knew Julian was the best!"

"Brielle, do you know you're playing with fire?" Julian's voice had turned hoarse.

Brielle suddenly became aware of the heat and tension beneath where she was sitting. Her face flushed instantly. Though he had always protected her carefully, she still understood enough to know what it meant.

Seeing her shy expression, Julian's eyes gradually darkened.

"You brought this on yourself."

As soon as he finished speaking, he captured her lips in a deep kiss.

The kiss was tender, lingering, and almost intoxicating. Brielle softened in his arms, her strength slowly leaving her.

Her lips were too sweet.

But he knew he had to stop.

He did not want to hurt his angel.

He would wait slowly for her to become used to him. He would give her a romantic proposal, then prepare a grand wedding and make her the happiest bride in the world.

Just as Brielle was nearly breathless, Julian finally released her lips. He gazed affectionately at her flushed face, reddened from lack of air.

"All right. You need to sleep early. You have to wake up early tomorrow."

With that, Julian lifted Brielle into his arms and carried her toward her room.

Brielle's bedroom was right next to his, and the two rooms were connected by a door inside.

He gently placed her on the bed and tucked the blanket around her. Then he lowered his head and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead.

"Good night, my precious girl. May you dream of me."

After that, Julian quietly returned to his own room.

Once he had left her room, he took out his phone and dialed a number.

"Blake Frost, arrange five more shadow guards to protect Brielle in secret. There must not be the slightest mistake."

After hanging up, Julian walked into his room.
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Campus Trouble

Early in the morning, the weather was bright and clear.

At the entrance of the largest elite university in S City, luxury cars arrived one after another to drop off students. Those who could attend this school were either wealthy, powerful, or both. Many people could not get in even with money, because aside from wealth, the school also required outstanding grades.

Of course, every year the university reserved fifty free places for exceptional students from poor families, along with living subsidies.

That morning, Brielle had finally managed to persuade Julian to give up the idea of having a private car send her to school. Carrying the lunchbox he had prepared for her, she walked to campus on her own.

As soon as she reached the school gate, she saw a large group of girls gathered there, as if waiting for someone.

Brielle approached a simple-looking girl and asked, "Classmate, what are you all doing here?"

"You'd better get ready. Anthony Wells is about to arrive. Come on, let's squeeze to the front!"

As the girl spoke, she grabbed Brielle and tried to pull her forward through the crowd.

"But who is Anthony? And—"

"Are you even from this planet?" another girl interrupted, her voice sharp with jealousy when she saw how beautiful Brielle was. "You don't even know Anthony from our school?"

"Anthony is the most handsome guy in the entire university," another girl said dramatically, clasping her hands over her heart. "If I could be his girlfriend for just one day, I could die happy."

Listening to them, Brielle silently concluded that this Anthony must be a terrible flirt.

She really could not understand what these girls were thinking.

Her Julian was still the best.

More and more girls joined the discussion. To avoid being attacked by the crowd, Brielle could only keep nodding and answering, "Mm."

Then she quickly slipped away and walked into the school.

"Whew... that was close," she muttered after escaping. "The way they acted, not knowing Anthony seemed like some kind of serious crime. Good thing I got away fast."

Not long after Brielle left, screams erupted at the school gate.

"Ah! Anthony is here!"

"Where? Where? My Anthony is so handsome!"

"What do you mean, your Anthony? With that face of yours, you should go home and look in the mirror first. Hmph."

"Oh no, I need to fix my makeup first!"

Suddenly, a brand-new, dazzling BMW sped through the school gate, leaving behind a crowd of devoted admirers.

Brielle was walking along the campus path when the car rushed past her. It struck the lunchbox in her hand, and with several clattering sounds, the food spilled across the ground.

"Oh no. Julian made this lunch for me himself."

Brielle bent down to pick up the lunchbox. Just then, a hand reached over.

"Are you all right?"

A gentle voice sounded above her.

Brielle looked up and saw a handsome, tall young man standing before her.

He had a strong, well-built body that could rival Apollo himself, thick and perfectly shaped eyebrows, narrow and deep eyes, and long, dense lashes. Every line of his face seemed carved by a blade, full of masculine charm.

Facing such a handsome man, Brielle did not react much.

After all, Julian was already as breathtaking as a god. This man was clearly not as good-looking as Julian.

The moment she lifted her head, astonishment flashed through Anthony's eyes.

She was like an angel who had fallen into the mortal world.

Her long, glossy black hair fell softly around her shoulders. Her eyes were clear like a stream, her skin fair and smooth, and her delicate figure made her look like a little lamb who needed to be protected and cherished.

For the first time in more than twenty years, his calm heart began to waver.

He could hear his heartbeat quickening.

Since when had such an angelic girl appeared at the university? How had he not known?

Even he did not understand why he had gotten out of the car to check on her. Usually, in situations like this, he would ignore it. Most of the time, girls deliberately pulled tricks like this just to attract his attention.

He had never expected to meet such a sweet girl.

But she was also the only girl who did not look at him with infatuation.

For some reason, he felt a little disappointed.

Had his charm declined?

"I'm fine," Brielle said softly.

Her voice was gentle and delicate.

She picked up the lunchbox, stood up, and turned to leave.

"Classmate, I'm sorry I ruined your lunchbox. I can have someone prepare another one for you, all right?" Anthony asked.

"No need. Thank you."

Brielle turned and walked away.

Anthony wanted to say more, but she had already left in a hurry.

He stared at her graceful figure as she walked away, so light and ethereal that she seemed as if she might drift away with the wind at any moment.

For a long while, he stood there in a daze.

Only when a group of admirers surrounded him did he finally come back to his senses. Then he got into his car and drove away.
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The Campus Prince

Brielle walked toward the school director's office in frustration.

That had been the crayfish lunchbox Julian had personally prepared for her early that morning. To make it look like an ordinary student's meal, he had specially arranged for crayfish to be caught overseas and flown back at the fastest speed. Knowing that she loved lobster, he had even cooked it himself.

She still remembered teasing him at the time.

"Be careful. If you spoil my taste too much, you'll have to cook for me every day."

Back then, he had smiled and said, "That would be even better. Then you'd never be able to leave me. Ideally, you'd cling to me every single day."

"Oh, so this was your scheme all along. How cunning."

"To keep my precious girl by my side, I'll use every method available."

Thinking of his words, Brielle could not help laughing softly.

She really could not understand why everyone at home was so afraid of Julian. In truth, Julian was very easy to get along with.

At least, that was what she thought.

"Don't tell Julian what happened just now," Brielle said lightly into the empty air.

The only answer she received was a faint rush of wind.

She knew the bodyguards hidden in the shadows had heard her.

Ever since Anthony entered the lounge, he had been lost in thought. It was such a rare sight that his two closest friends almost suspected the impossible had happened.

This lounge had been built by the school's shareholders specifically to please Anthony and his two friends, because their fathers were among the university's largest shareholders.

Usually, aside from the three of them, only the cleaners and specially assigned chefs were allowed inside. Even a notorious playboy like Sebastian Hale had never brought a woman into this place.

Countless girls dreamed of stepping into this lounge even once.

"Well, well. Our Anthony has been daydreaming since early morning. That's not normal." Sebastian, one of Anthony's closest friends, teased him. "Don't tell me you're thinking about some girl?"

Sebastian was the third young master of Hale Group and a famous playboy. His interest in women never lasted more than a week. Even so, plenty of women still tried to climb into his bed. His handsome face, seductive eyes, and powerful family background were more than enough to attract them.

"You think everyone is like you?" Owen Quinn said. "Always in heat from morning to night."

Owen was the eldest young master of Quinn Group, a rare pure-hearted gentleman. Perhaps influenced by his father, who adored his wife more than anything, Owen had been especially considerate toward girls since he was young. Elegant, noble, and graceful, he was also highly admired by female students.

"So what if I'm a playboy?" Sebastian shot back. "Life is about pleasure. Besides, those women come to me on their own. It's not as if I accept every single one."

"You always find a way to make yourself sound right," Owen said. "Women are meant to be cherished. Keep acting so carelessly, and one day karma will come for you. Don't blame me for not warning you."

"Owen, what century are we living in? Everything depends on mutual consent now. Do you think every man in the world is like you? Already in your twenties and still completely untouched."

"You..." Owen turned to Anthony for help. "Anthony, you judge. Am I wrong?"

Only then did Anthony finally come back to himself amid their argument.

"Sebastian, you should learn to settle down a little," Anthony said calmly. "Let's go to class."

With that, he walked out.

"Hey, Owen, don't you think Anthony is acting strange today?" Sebastian asked. "He usually never comments on pointless topics like this."

"He is acting strange," Owen replied. "Maybe something shocked him."

"Brother, confess honestly." Sebastian hooked an arm around Anthony's shoulder. "You really are thinking about some beauty, aren't you? Tell us. What kind of woman could make the untouchable Anthony lose his soul?"

Anthony turned his eyes toward Sebastian and smiled.

Sebastian immediately shut his mouth.

Outsiders only knew Anthony as the Smiling Prince. He never had any particularly close female companions, and his smile was as gentle as spring.

Only those who truly knew him understood that the brighter he smiled, the colder his eyes became—and the angrier he was inside.

Even his closest friends feared that smile.

If Owen was the graceful prince, and Sebastian was the flirtatious prince, then Anthony was the calculating prince.

With his handsome looks, springlike smile, and identity as the heir of Wells Group, he was the most popular boy at this elite university. He was the school heartthrob in every sense of the word.

Although none of their three family corporations could compare with Saint Emperor Group in wealth and power, all three were still ranked among the world's top fifty.

"I heard there's going to be a transfer student in our class," Sebastian said suddenly. "And apparently, she's a beauty."

"You're hopeless," Owen said, shaking his head. "All you think about all day is chasing girls."

"I'm telling the truth. Don't believe me if you don't want to." Sebastian lifted his chin proudly. "I bet some beauty arranged this whole transfer just to chase after me. What can I say? Being handsome is such a burden..."

Before he could finish, Anthony and Owen had already walked ahead.

"Hey, wait for me! Why are you walking so fast? You're making me look like some kind of plague."

"I've seen narcissistic people before, but never someone this narcissistic," Owen called back. "If we don't walk faster, are we supposed to stand there and let everyone stare at us like we're gorillas? Hurry up and stop embarrassing yourself."
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The Snobbish Homeroom Teacher

Brielle walked to the school director's office door and knocked politely.

"Come in."

A kind female voice came from inside.

Brielle pushed the door open and saw a middle-aged woman sitting behind the desk, reviewing documents with a serious and focused expression. She did not seem disturbed by Brielle's arrival.

"Hello. I'm Brielle, the new student here to report in," Brielle introduced herself.

The middle-aged woman slowly raised her head. The moment she saw Brielle, a warm smile appeared on her face.

"So you're Brielle, the transfer student with excellent grades?"

"Yes. You flatter me," Brielle replied modestly.

The woman stood up from her chair, looking visibly pleased.

"You're too humble, Brielle. I'm Danielle Hayes, the school director. You can call me Director Hayes."

"Hello, Director Hayes," Brielle said obediently.

"Good, good. I like hardworking students like you the most." Director Hayes looked at her with appreciation. "Although your family background may be poor, you have ambition and determination. Study hard at this school and don't feel inferior. I believe you can carve out a future for yourself. The school needs students like you, and society needs talented people like you as well."

"Director Hayes, you're giving me far too much credit," Brielle said.

Inside, however, she felt a little guilty.

This identity and background had all been arranged by Julian. Hearing Director Hayes praise her so earnestly made Brielle feel strangely embarrassed.

"Sit here for a moment. I'll get your file and call your homeroom teacher over."

After saying that, Director Hayes went to look for the documents and made a phone call.

A short while later, someone knocked on the door.

The person who pushed the door open was a woman dressed in an overly flashy way, so much so that Brielle almost wondered if she had walked into the wrong place.

"Director, did you need me for something?" the woman asked, her tone carrying a hint of flattery.

"Ms. Carter, this is Brielle, the new transfer student. She has been assigned to your class. Take her to the classroom. Here is her file."

Director Hayes handed her a folder.

"Of course, Director. Is there anything else you need me to do?" Ms. Carter asked ingratiatingly.

"No, that's all. Brielle, go with your homeroom teacher to the classroom. I have a meeting to attend. If you have any difficulties, you can come to me."

After speaking, Director Hayes picked up her documents and left.

As soon as the school director had gone, Ms. Carter immediately walked over and sat down in the chair behind the desk, acting as if Brielle did not exist. The sudden change in her attitude was almost astonishing.

Seeing that Ms. Carter did not seem to have any intention of taking her to class right away, Brielle greeted her politely.

"Teacher, I'm Brielle, the new student."

"I know. I heard it just now. You don't need to remind me," Ms. Carter said coldly. "Don't think that just because the school director values you, you can do whatever you want."

"I didn't," Brielle replied innocently.

"Hmph. You're nothing more than a poor scholarship student. Don't think that just because you're a little pretty, you can climb your way into high society. Those young masters won't like someone like you. You're not even qualified to be their toy."

Ms. Carter's tone was full of contempt.

"You'd better behave yourself and stop thinking about running to the school director to complain over every little thing."

Brielle nearly felt dizzy from how absurd it all was.

Was this woman thinking too much?

She really wanted to ask, If I'm not qualified to be their toy, are you? Besides, I came here to study, not to chase boys.

But Brielle could already tell that this homeroom teacher was nothing more than a snob. There was no point arguing with her. She might as well treat it like a fly buzzing beside her ear.

In the end, seeing that Brielle did not talk back, Ms. Carter felt a flicker of satisfaction. She assumed Brielle was timid and weak, as expected of a child from a poor family.

"You. Come with me."

Ms. Carter stood up and walked out.

Brielle followed behind her.

She found it difficult to understand how such a snobbish person could become the homeroom teacher of an elite class. Perhaps it was because of some connection.

In truth, Brielle's guess was right.

Ms. Carter was a relative of one of the school's minor shareholders. Because of that relationship, she had grown increasingly arrogant over the years.
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Worry

On the streets of S City, skyscrapers stood shoulder to shoulder. Among them was one building so imposing that it could leave people speechless. It towered over the city with a proud, commanding presence, as if silently declaring its own power. To this day, no other building could compare with it.

At the very top of that massive structure were the words Saint Emperor.

This was the headquarters of Saint Emperor Group.

The company employed more than six thousand people, not including its many specialists stationed overseas.

Its business empire was almost impossible to fully measure. From high-tech product research, including game development, electronics, and automobiles, to banking and financial management, film production, and pharmaceutical development, Saint Emperor Group was involved in nearly every major industry.

Ten years ago, Saint Emperor Group had been founded by Julian, who had only been eighteen at the time.

No one knew where he came from. They only knew that at thirteen, he had already earned master's degrees in finance and business management. Three years later, he completed his doctorate and began his path in business.

Under his leadership, Saint Emperor Group had grown into one of the world's top ten financial empires in just ten years.

His achievements made him a role model for countless businessmen, and at the same time, he became the dream man of countless women.

Very few people had ever seen the president of Saint Emperor Group in person. He disliked appearing on camera and always kept a low profile. The only photo of him that had ever leaked was taken five years ago by paparazzi at a high-end restaurant, where he had been celebrating Brielle's birthday.

Because of that, even now, very few people knew what he truly looked like.

It was almost a waste, considering he had a face so handsome even God might envy it.

If Julian had one "flaw," it was that aside from when he was with Brielle, he always wore an icy expression. He was strict, impartial, and never showed favoritism. Anyone without ability had no place by his side.

That was why everyone who worked in this building was exceptional. Even the cleaning staff held master's degrees.

Today, on the top floor of the building, inside a spacious and luxurious office, a man stood with his back to the light.

He quietly gazed out through the floor-to-ceiling windows at the forest of skyscrapers that filled S City.

He wore a perfectly tailored black suit, his hands tucked into the pockets of his trousers. Sunlight streamed through the glass and fell across him, surrounding him in a faint halo. His entire body radiated an aura so powerful that no one dared look directly at him.

The atmosphere in the office was tense.

At this hour, the president should have been in a meeting. Yet now, he was standing before the window, lost in thought.

This had never happened before.

No one knew that Julian's thoughts had long since flown to Brielle.

His secretary stared at his back, momentarily entranced.

What was he thinking about?

She wanted so badly to step into his world.

She had admired him for a long time. But one of the conditions for staying by his side was that she must not fall in love with him.

Yet she could not help herself.

Even knowing it would hurt, she had still fallen for him.

All she could do was secretly love him in her heart. If he ever discovered her feelings, she would not even have the right to see him anymore.

She could not imagine how she would live if she could no longer see him.

Pulling herself back from her thoughts, Secretary Natalie Brooks hesitated, unsure whether she should interrupt his silence.

After a long while, she finally spoke.

"President, it's time for the meeting."

Julian raised a hand slightly.

Understanding his order, Natalie quietly left the office.

Since morning, Julian had been restless.

His precious girl was going out to see the outside world and meet people beyond his protection.

Only he knew how wonderful his Brielle truly was.

Eight years ago, when he had seen ten-year-old Brielle at an orphanage, his heart, which had been lonely for twenty years, finally felt warmth.

After that, he built a castle for her.

He spoiled her like a princess.

His love for her had already seeped into his heart and lungs.

But the outside world was chaotic. Since the age of ten, his precious Brielle had lived inside the castle. Would she be bullied? Would she like the outside world after experiencing it? Would she want to leave him?

Just imagining it made his heart tighten.

No.

He would never allow her to leave.

Even if he had to tie her to his side, he would keep her with him.

Unable to suppress his unease any longer, Julian made a call to one of Brielle's shadow guards.

Five minutes later, he knew everything that had happened to her, including the incident at the school gate and the harsh treatment from her homeroom teacher.

A nameless fire rose in his chest.

Anyone who dared insult his precious girl had to be prepared to bear the consequences.

He immediately ordered his assistant to secretly acquire the school and make him its largest shareholder. At the same time, he ordered the dismissal of that homeroom teacher and the minor shareholder connected to her.

There was one more thing that worried him.

The school heartthrob seemed to have taken an interest in his precious girl.

Julian hoped Anthony would be smart enough not to have thoughts he should not have.

Otherwise, he would make him die a very miserable death.

Julian dialed another number, this time to Felix Ford, the right-hand guardian of Dark Moon.

"Felix, collect every piece of information related to Anthony."

After saying that, he ended the call and walked toward the conference room.

Brielle had no idea that among the ten bodyguards hidden around her, five were top-level assassins who answered directly to Julian.

Nor did she know that Julian already knew everything that had happened to her.
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A Sensation

From Ms. Carter's tone, Brielle learned that she had been placed in the school's elite class.

She also understood why Ms. Carter was so hostile toward her.

The elite class was not a place students could enter simply by having good grades. There were fifty students in the class, and every one of them was exceptional. Not only did they come from powerful families, but the boys were handsome and the girls were beautiful.

Brielle was the only one who had entered as an ordinary student.

That was why Ms. Carter was jealous of her good fortune.

Brielle followed behind Ms. Carter, receiving countless looks of admiration and envy along the way.

She knew she was beautiful.

She still remembered when Julian had first brought her home from the orphanage. All the castle staff had fixed their eyes on her, surrounding her and praising her as a little angel.

At the time, Julian's gaze had grown colder and colder.

From then on, aside from Julian, no one dared get too close to her. No one dared look at her with open amazement either, because Julian's eyes were far too sharp. The castle staff did not want to be frozen to death by their master's icy stare.

Now, these heated gazes made Brielle deeply uncomfortable.

"She's so beautiful. She looks like an elf. I wonder which class she's in," a sunny-looking boy said.

"Do you not have a brain?" a disdainful voice sounded from behind him. "Can't you see she's following that snobbish teacher from the elite class?"

"Tch. Just look at how she's dressed. She's obviously poor. What right does she have to be in the same class as Anthony? This is so annoying," a coquettish girl said, her voice making several boys nearby feel restless.

"She's still ten thousand times prettier than you," a boy retorted, clearly unconvinced. "And her temperament is better too."

"Logan Drake, he's bullying me. He said I'm ugly."

The girl stomped her foot angrily and acted spoiled toward one of her admirers.

"All right, all right, sweetheart. Don't be upset. I'll have someone teach him a lesson."

Seeing the girl finally throw herself toward him, Logan was secretly overjoyed, though he pretended to sound tough.

"What kind of person are you? Why don't you go home and look in the mirror? You look like an opera mask. It's frightening."

The boy was furious after hearing her insult the angel in his heart.

"Hey, what do you mean by that? Are you tired of living?" Logan shouted arrogantly, trying to save face in front of the girl he liked.

The crowd found the argument boring and gradually dispersed.

"Come back here! Do you know who I am? How dare you talk back to me? Are you tired of living?"

"You useless thing. What a waste of my expression."

The girl snapped angrily, then stormed away.

Brielle followed Ms. Carter to the classroom door. Seeing that Ms. Carter had no intention of acknowledging her, she simply walked in behind her.

The next second, she heard a series of sharp gasps.

The students in the elite class saw a girl following behind their homeroom teacher. She was dressed simply in a T-shirt, jeans, and canvas shoes, yet she looked as pure and beautiful as an angel.

Her long, smooth black hair framed a fair, delicate oval face. Her skin looked so soft it seemed it might break under the lightest touch. Her brows were graceful and fine, and beneath them were bright, crystal-clear eyes. Her long, curled lashes fluttered like tiny fans, and her nose was small and elegant.

Seeing that Ms. Carter did not seem ready to introduce her, Brielle spoke first.

"Hello, everyone. I'm Brielle, a new transfer student. I'm very happy to meet you all. Please take care of me."

The entire class seemed lost in her clear, sweet voice, as though a gentle breeze had swept through the room.

Anthony, who had been resting with his head on the desk, slowly raised his head when he heard the gasps.

It was her.

The girl he had fallen for at first sight.

That was right. After thinking it over, he had already admitted to himself that he had fallen in love with her.

So she was the new transfer student.

What fate.

Seeing how popular Brielle was, Ms. Carter's face turned cold.

"You. Go sit in the corner at the back."

Then she prepared to start the lesson.

"Teacher, isn't that a little inhumane?" a boy protested. "How can you make a beautiful girl sit next to the trash pile?"

"Brielle, sit here."

Anthony pointed to the seat beside him.

Everyone stared at him as if they had seen a monster.

He hated girls the most. Many girls who had tried to sit beside him had been chased away without mercy. Yet now, he was actually inviting the new girl to sit there himself.

When Ms. Carter saw that even Anthony had spoken up for Brielle, she immediately realized he was not someone she could afford to offend.

"Then go sit beside An," she said.

But Anthony sat in the last row, and Brielle did not want to sit that far back. Besides, before she had come to school, Julian had warned her not to get within ten steps of any boy other than him.

For a moment, she hesitated.

Sophia Lane, who sat in the second row, noticed the new student's dilemma and spoke up.

"You can sit next to me."

Brielle smiled gratefully, then walked over and sat beside her.

The atmosphere in the classroom instantly turned strange.
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Friends

That morning's class was Ms. Carter's Global Financial News lecture.

Brielle sat in the second row, determined to listen carefully. Otherwise, Ms. Carter might seize the chance to criticize her again.

But her deskmate, Sophia, was bold enough to chat with her right under Ms. Carter's nose.

"Hi, my name is Sophia. Your name is Brielle, right? That's such a pretty name. And you're honestly the most beautiful girl I've ever seen," Sophia said with a bright smile.

"Really?" Brielle teased. "Don't tell me you haven't even met ten girls in your life."

"You're amazing. You figured that out too?" a girl from the desk behind them suddenly joined in. "Let me tell you, Sophia has a terrible memory for people. Her parents protect her like she's made of glass. Aside from the housekeepers at home, I'm basically the only girl she knows. Oh, right, I forgot to introduce myself. I'm Lena Sinclair. Because of one unfortunate friendship choice, I became Sophia's friend."

"Hey, Lena, no one was talking to you. It's very rude to interrupt," Sophia complained. "And I'm not as bad as you say. I'm telling the truth. Especially just now, when Brielle rejected our school heartthrob's invitation, she looked so cool. I admire you so much. Such a handsome guy was paying attention to you, and you didn't even spare him a glance. If it were me..."

"If it were you," Lena cut in, "you'd cling to him like an octopus and never let go."

"Hey! I'm not that shameless. Lena, stop making me look bad in front of Brielle."

From Sophia's tone, Brielle could tell she was a lively and cheerful girl. She did not seem to care about social status or family background.

In her heart, Brielle silently accepted Sophia as a friend.

"Let's listen to class properly and talk after class, all right?" Brielle whispered. "Ms. Carter keeps glaring at me like I'm her enemy."

"Don't bother with her," Sophia comforted her. "She's just a snob. When she sees rich people, she sticks to them like a fly and tries to flatter them. She looks down on poorer students. Don't take it to heart."

At that moment, Ms. Carter's voice suddenly rang out.

"From Tunisia to Egypt, then to Libya, the upheaval in Africa seems far from over. It has already affected the Middle East, the Persian Gulf, Central Asia, and South Asia, creating the sense of a storm about to break. Do these changes in Africa suggest another wave similar to the so-called 'Middle East wave' phenomenon? New student, Brielle, answer this: does this mean the world is entering a new era?"

"Teacher, I'll answer," Sophia immediately stood up and said.

"I'll answer!"

A large group of boys stood up as well.

"I didn't ask any of you to answer. Sit down," Ms. Carter said coldly.

"But Brielle just arrived. She hasn't even read the textbook yet. Besides, your question is deliberately difficult," Sophia argued, unwilling to give up.

Brielle gently tugged on Sophia's hand, then stood up.

"From the perspective of the broader international environment, the first wave of impact from the 2008 global financial crisis struck developed Western countries, causing bank failures, debt crises, and weak consumer demand. The second wave shook emerging economies, leading to declining exports, intensified inflation, and rising unemployment. The third wave affected many developing countries, resulting in soaring prices, shrinking incomes, and difficult living conditions.

"At the same time, the irresponsible expansionary monetary policies adopted by some countries pushed the entire world into the pain of rising prices. Meanwhile, the crisis forced many established world powers to focus on stabilizing their own domestic affairs, leaving them with little energy to deal with complex disputes in the international community.

"This gave certain political forces the sense that an opportunity had appeared. From different regions, they began launching challenges against both international and domestic orders in pursuit of one-sided interests.

"Under such conditions, some countries may rely on their own national strength to protect themselves and withdraw safely when crisis arrives. However, many others are unable to respond in time. Combined with long-standing internal problems, this eventually opens Pandora's box..."

Brielle spoke calmly and fluently.

"That's enough. Sit down," Ms. Carter interrupted.

Inside, she was almost panicking.

If Brielle continued, what was she supposed to teach for the rest of the class? If this went on, she might not even be able to keep her job.

She had wanted to embarrass Brielle in front of everyone, but she had never expected the girl to know so much.

"That was amazing," Sophia whispered. "You just got here, and you already analyzed everything so thoroughly. You sounded like an expert."

Brielle only smiled without saying anything.

Fortunately, she often watched financial briefings with Julian and listened to him give orders to his subordinates. That was why she knew a little about these things.

Otherwise, she would have been humiliated today.

At once, the entire class looked at her with admiration.

Anthony was shocked as well.

Not everyone could analyze the issue so comprehensively. Even he had only gradually come to understand these matters because he had secretly begun taking over parts of his father's company.

Yet this seemingly innocent schoolgirl had such a sharp and unique perspective.

She truly was extraordinary.

His judgment had not been wrong.

Just like that, news began spreading through the school that a new girl had arrived in the elite class—one who was not only as beautiful as an immortal, but also academically outstanding.

Some people even sighed that the title of campus belle would need to be reassigned.
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Humiliation

After finally making it through class, the tense atmosphere eased.

Most of the students took their lunchboxes and headed to the cafeteria. Sophia chattered nonstop beside Brielle's ear. She was noisy, but not annoying.

For the first time in eight years, Brielle had left the castle.

For the first time, she had made real friends.

She felt genuinely happy.

She really wanted to share this joyful feeling with Julian.

She wondered what he was doing right now. Was he reviewing documents? Attending a meeting? Scolding his subordinates? Or was he thinking about her?

Brielle could not help smiling.

They had only been apart for such a short while, yet she was already starting to miss him.

Back when she lived in the castle, Julian would go to work while she was still dreaming. After she woke up, Harold would notify him, and then the two of them would start video chatting, as if they were meeting face-to-face.

But now that she had entered school under the identity of a poor student, she could not carry those communication devices with her.

"Brielle, what are you thinking about? You're smiling like a fool. Did you even hear what I said?" Sophia asked.

"No. You saw wrong." Brielle quickly denied it. "What did you say just now?"

"I said you should go to the cafeteria first. I'm going to get my lunchbox from my family's driver. He's waiting at the school gate." Sophia turned to Lena. "Lena, you're coming with me. You're not allowed to badmouth me in front of Brielle while I'm gone."

"Oh, go ahead. I won't go to the cafeteria. I'm not hungry," Brielle said.

But her stomach betrayed her at once.

As soon as she finished speaking, it let out a loud growl.

Her face immediately flushed with embarrassment.

"Ha! And you said you weren't hungry. Even your stomach is protesting." Sophia laughed. "Did you forget to bring lunch? Eat mine. I brought a lot anyway. It'll be wasted if I can't finish it."

"I think someone simply can't afford lunch," a mocking female voice sounded from inside the classroom.

"That's right. If you can't afford it, just say so. Why make up such a terrible lie? If you don't have money, why come to an elite school?" another girl added.

"That's not quite right," a third girl said. "Some people think they can rely on a little beauty to climb up the social ladder and become a phoenix."

"Who are you three peacocks talking about?" Sophia snapped.

"Who else could we be talking about? The person is right in front of us, isn't she?"

"Watch your mouths. Are you asking for a beating?" Lena said coldly.

At once, the three girls no longer dared to continue.

Lena was a black belt in taekwondo, and no one wanted to provoke her.

The three girls who had insulted Brielle were daughters of small business owners. They were also admirers of Anthony.

For as long as anyone could remember, Anthony had never shown special attention to any girl. But today, Brielle had broken that rule. The three girls immediately felt threatened, so they seized the chance to humiliate her.

But they had forgotten one thing.

Anthony was still in the classroom.

"Enough."

Anthony's voice turned cold as he looked at the three girls.

"If I hear anything like that again, don't blame me for being rude."

He was truly angry.

Because of him, the girl he liked had been forced to suffer such humiliation.

Then Anthony turned to Brielle, his voice becoming gentle.

"I'm sorry. It's my fault your lunch was ruined. If not for that, they wouldn't have had the chance to insult you. Come have lunch with us."

As soon as he said this, not only did the three girls gasp, even his closest friends felt as if the impossible had happened.

Everyone in the school knew that Anthony had a serious quirk. He did not like eating at the same table with strangers.

Because of that, the school had arranged for the three princes to dine in the VIP room on the third floor of the cafeteria. No girl had ever been allowed to go up there.

"It's fine. No need," Brielle declined tactfully. "I can eat with Sophia and Lena."

From everyone's expressions, even a fool could tell how special the place where he ate must be.

Because of his invitation that morning, someone had already come looking for trouble with her. If she ate with him now, wouldn't his admirers tear her apart?

She had not forgotten that he was the school heartthrob.

With his handsome appearance and powerful family background, he must have countless admirers.

She still wanted to live a few more years.

Besides, everything that happened at school would probably reach Julian's ears very soon. She did not want to cause any rumors with another boy and make Julian worry.

"Sophia, I'll wait for you in the cafeteria."

After saying that, Brielle left the classroom.

"Okay," Sophia replied.
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Warning

After Brielle and the others left, only Anthony, Sebastian, and Owen remained in the classroom.

Seeing that Anthony was still staring in the direction Brielle had gone, Sebastian finally asked, "Brother, were you daydreaming this morning because of her?"

Anthony did not answer. He simply turned and walked out of the classroom.

"Heh. Looks like I guessed right," Sebastian called after him. "But she doesn't seem easy to win over. She actually managed to resist your charm."

"Are you coming or not?" Owen said as he walked out. "I honestly don't know what kind of madness possessed me back then to become friends with you. You're not only narcissistic, you're also unbearably noisy."

"Owen, isn't that a little hurtful?" Sebastian said as he followed them. "How can you describe my strengths as flaws?"

After leaving the classroom, Brielle headed toward the cafeteria.

But after walking for a while, she somehow ended up on a narrow path.

Oh no.

She was lost.

How had that classmate said to get there again?

There was not a single person around. How was she supposed to ask for directions?

If she had known this would happen, she would have gone with Sophia and Lena.

Brielle circled in place, feeling frustrated. After a while, she finally saw five girls walking toward her and was about to ask them for directions.

But as they got closer, she realized they did not look friendly.

Brielle immediately turned and walked the other way.

The five girls seemed to notice her intention and quickened their pace, blocking her path.

The shadow guards hidden nearby were about to step out and protect her, but Brielle stopped them with a look.

"You're the new transfer student, Brielle?" asked a boldly dressed girl.

"Yes. Is something wrong?" Brielle asked softly.

"She's so beautiful," a petite girl murmured. "How can there be such a beautiful girl in this world?"

A taller girl quickly nudged her, snapping her out of her daze. Seeing their leader's dark expression, the petite girl hurriedly tried to flatter her.

"Of course, compared to Lillian Lane, she's still far behind."

The boldly dressed girl snorted. "What's wrong? I should be asking you that. Don't you know Anthony is the person Lillian likes? Why are you getting close to him? Or did you do it on purpose?"

"Anthony?" Brielle asked in confusion. "But I have nothing to do with him. And who is Lillian?"

"I am Lillian."

A beautiful but heavily made-up girl stepped forward, her voice full of resentment.

"I'm Lillian, the campus belle. You'd better listen carefully. Stay away from Anthony. Otherwise, don't blame me for being rude. Playing hard to get is not a game everyone can afford to play. If you insist on seducing him, I'll have someone ruin that pretty face of yours."

She was indeed beautiful, but hatred twisted her expression until it looked almost ugly.

Sure enough, jealousy could make a girl hideous.

"Remember, this time is only a warning. If you do it again, next time won't be so simple. If you're that desperate for men, I can find plenty to satisfy you."

Lillian gave a cold snort.

"Girls, let's go."

With that, she turned and left arrogantly.

"You'd better keep your eyes open," the tall girl warned before leaving. "Of all the people you can offend, Lillian is the last one you should provoke."

So she was the campus belle.

Wasn't a campus belle supposed to represent beauty, gentleness, and kindness?

The difference was far too great.

Besides, what was so good about Anthony? With so many admirers, he had to be a flirt.

Julian was still the best.

Brielle seemed to have forgotten that her Julian was even more breathtakingly handsome, and that his admirers were probably countless as well.

It was only that, in Julian's eyes, Brielle was the only person he could see.

"Remember this," Brielle said softly into the empty air. "Unless something truly serious happens, don't reveal yourselves. Don't expose my identity. I'll explain what happened today to Julian myself."

The only response was a faint sound of wind.

And with that, the little farce came to an end.

After wandering around for a while, Brielle finally found the right path and walked toward the cafeteria.
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Lunch

After some effort, Brielle finally saw a magnificent building with the word Cafeteria written at the top.

Inside, there were dining tables of various shapes paired with comfortable chairs. The place looked luxurious without being overly extravagant. Since it was lunchtime, students from every department had gathered there, making the cafeteria extremely lively.

The only thing Brielle could not understand was why the school cafeteria was not even as large as the dining room at home.

She would have to ask Julian about that later.

From the moment Brielle stepped into the cafeteria, nearly every student who had been eating lifted their head and looked in her direction. Astonishment flashed through their eyes.

Because Brielle was standing against the light, many of them almost thought they had seen an angel.

"Brielle, over here!"

Sophia waved at her and called out loudly.

Only then did everyone realize she was not an angel, but a girl—one as beautiful as an angel.

Many boys looked at her with admiration, while some girls glared at her with jealousy. Brielle ignored those unusual stares and walked toward Sophia and Lena.

"Brielle, why are you so late? Are you all right?" Sophia asked with concern.

"I'm fine. I just got lost," Brielle explained. "I'm so hungry."

"Oh, look at me, I almost forgot. Sit down quickly. Let's eat."

As Sophia spoke, she placed a lunchbox in front of Brielle.

Seeing Sophia busy herself for her sake, Brielle suddenly felt her nose sting.

Aside from Julian, Sophia was the only person who had treated her well without asking for anything in return. She did not look down on Brielle because of her supposed poor background the way others did.

"What are you staring at? Didn't you say you were hungry? Eat."

Sophia picked up some meat and placed it into Brielle's lunchbox.

"Touched already?" Lena teased. "Don't be fooled by how careless she usually looks. She's actually quite kind."

"What do you mean, quite kind? I'm very kind, all right?" Sophia corrected her immediately.

Brielle laughed softly.

"Not only kind, but thick-skinned too."

"How can you praise someone and insult them at the same time?" Sophia protested, refusing to lose.

On the third floor of the cafeteria, there was a VIP room considered forbidden territory.

Only Anthony, Sebastian, Owen, and their exclusive service staff were allowed inside.

The room was more than two hundred square meters. Several high-end imported sofas were arranged inside, and the dining table was filled with both Chinese and Western dishes, along with all kinds of drinks.

There was also a bar counter connected to a small kitchen. The kitchen was fully equipped, and beside it stood a wine cabinet filled with famous wines.

The entire VIP room looked dazzling and luxurious.

In front of the large floor-to-ceiling window stood an exceptionally handsome young man.

From where he stood, he could clearly see the table where Brielle and the others were sitting. However, no one outside could see into the room.

The corners of his lips lifted slightly because of their smiles.

For a brief instant, his smile was as brilliant as flowers blooming in spring.

"Anthony, what are you looking at by the window?" Sebastian asked lazily from the sofa. "Is there some beauty I don't know about?"

"Is there any beauty in this school you don't know?" Owen said. "You flirt."

"Of course there are beauties I don't know. Brielle, the new transfer student today, is one of them," Sebastian said deliberately when he saw Anthony ignoring him. "She's unbelievably gorgeous. She's prettier than every girl I know. I've decided. She'll be my next girlfriend."

"Don't you dare touch her."

Anthony withdrew his gaze and looked at Sebastian through gritted teeth.

"Why not?" Sebastian deliberately provoked him. "As far as I know, she doesn't have a boyfriend. Since neither of us is married, I still have a chance."

"In short, she is not the kind of girl you can play with. If you refuse to listen, don't blame me for being ruthless."

Anthony's tone had turned dangerous.

"All right, all right," Owen said, stepping in. "Sebastian, stop testing him. And Anthony, if you like her, just admit it. Why act so awkward? You're being so obvious that anyone with eyes can see it."

"That's right. I like her. So what?" Anthony said, his face slightly red. "None of you are allowed to bully her. In the future, she'll be your sister-in-law."

"You should have admitted it earlier." Sebastian chuckled, then turned to an elderly servant nearby. "Dylan Stone, go downstairs and invite those three young ladies up."

"Yes, young master."

Dylan accepted the order and left.

"What are you trying to do?" Anthony asked nervously. "You'd better not mess around."

"You." Sebastian patted his chest as he explained. "Instead of secretly watching her from up here, why not invite her up and let you look at her as much as you want? See? I'm such a good brother."
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Privilege

Just as Brielle and the others were chatting happily, an aged but firm voice interrupted them.

"Ladies, greetings. My young master invites you upstairs."

Brielle and the others turned toward the voice and saw an elderly man standing respectfully before them.

"Sir, are you sure you mean us?" Sophia pointed at herself and asked.

"Yes. My young master specifically invited the three of you," the old man said patiently.

"Sir, could you have mistaken us for someone else?" Brielle asked. "We don't seem to know your young master."

"Brielle, could it be one of your admirers?" Lena guessed.

"Nonsense. I've only been at school for a few hours. How could I have any admirers?" Brielle turned back to the old man. "I'm sorry. Please tell your young master that we're not free."

"That's hard to say," Sophia teased. "Brielle is so beautiful. Every boy looks at you with admiration. Most of them just don't have the courage to do anything. Maybe this one has both desire and courage."

"Ladies, if you refuse to meet my young master, this old servant will have difficulty reporting back," the old man said uneasily.

"Forget it, Brielle. Let's go and meet him," Lena said. "Don't make things difficult for an old man."

"Yes, it's not far. Just on the third floor of the cafeteria," the old man added.

"The third floor?" Sophia's eyes lit up. "Isn't that Anthony's private territory? Is your young master Anthony?"

"My young master is Sebastian, but Anthony is also upstairs," the old man explained.

"Brielle, since we know them, let's go, okay?" Sophia pleaded.

In truth, Brielle did not want to go at all.

That morning, one small gesture from Anthony had already brought her a pile of trouble. She had not forgotten the warning those girls had given her on the way to the cafeteria.

But Sophia clearly wanted to go, and Brielle did not want to see her disappointed.

"All right," she finally said. "But only for a little while."

"Yes! I knew Brielle was the best," Sophia said happily.

The old man then led Brielle and the others up to the third floor.

The cafeteria below immediately burst into noise.

Everyone found it unbelievable.

The third floor had always been off-limits to outsiders. It was the most mysterious place in the school.

There had once been a girl who admired Anthony and secretly went upstairs. In the end, she was thrown out. Because of what she had done, her father's company went bankrupt.

After that, no one dared go up again.

Anthony and the others were not people ordinary students could afford to provoke.

But now, these three girls were actually being allowed upstairs.

The sight instantly made many girls jealous.

When Lillian saw Brielle and the others being led toward the third floor, she was so angry she nearly ground her teeth.

She had only just warned Brielle, yet Brielle had dared to ignore her advice.

I'll make you pay for this, Lillian thought bitterly.

"Stop right there! Who allowed you to go upstairs?" Lillian shouted.

"Anthony asked us to go up. What? Jealous?" Sophia mocked.

"You think you're worthy of going up there? You look all pure and innocent on the outside, but who knows what you are underneath? Besides, you're nothing but a lowly poor girl. I heard you can't even afford lunch. How dare you come to an elite school and embarrass yourself?"

Lillian's voice was full of resentment.

"Who is embarrassing herself?"

Anthony's dark voice sounded from the staircase on the third floor.

In truth, after Dylan had gone to invite Brielle and the others, Anthony had been watching from the floor-to-ceiling window. When he saw that Lillian seemed ready to make trouble for them, he could no longer restrain himself and came out to help.

It seemed he had fallen deeply.

He could not bear to see her bullied.

And when he could not see her, he missed her unbearably.

"Senior, long time no see."

Lillian's voice instantly became delicate and sweet, making Brielle, Sophia, and Lena feel goosebumps rise all over their skin.

"They are the ones I invited upstairs," Anthony said with a dark expression. "Do I need your permission before inviting someone?"

"Senior, what do you mean by that?" Lillian asked, looking wounded.

"What a stupid woman who can't understand reality," Sebastian said sarcastically.

"You know exactly what I mean," Anthony said coldly. "From now on, the three of them will eat on the third floor."

The moment he announced this, countless people looked at Brielle and the others with envy.

Several girls seemed as if they wanted to devour them alive.

"No need," Brielle refused. "My family will prepare lunch for me."

"Come on. From now on, you don't need to bring lunch."

As Anthony spoke, he took Brielle's hand and led her toward the third floor.

Brielle kept trying to pull free, but Anthony did not let her succeed.

When Sophia saw Anthony holding Brielle's hand, her eyes dimmed slightly.

No one noticed that tiny change.

But Sebastian caught it with sharp eyes.

A playful smile immediately appeared on his face.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
& 7
GREG SAMUEL





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





