ameless woman who had married
rich family by devious means. But now, 'fzif
tables had turned and they all felt pity for

>

Pher. a

- Elmore ordered Rory to find Becky at all costs.
However, no matter how hard Lowell tried,
he couldn't find a trace of his boss's ex-wife,

. As for Becky's Instagram account, except for |

| the apology she posted on the day she left,
all previous posts had been deleted, and she
hadn't posted anything since.

Picture she had posted with her




- Rory's stony expression darkened and his

eyes were devoid of warmth. "Are you saymg |
that the woman [ was married to for three
years appeared out of nowhere and then
disappeared without a trace?" s

. Cold sweat broke out on Lowell's forehead.
"Well, I suppose so, Mr. Casper."




hile before he turned around and
 to his chair. Out of the corner of
he saw a lovely porcelain ornament of a
on the table. His eyes flashed and before he
. knew it, he had violentiy thrown the

| porcelain cat into the trash can.
!

“Perfect, Becky!"
Three months later
In Hill Hotel, Courtbush

As soon as Becky and her secretary, Talia

Murray, sat down, she heard somebody greet,

"Mr. Casper."

There weren't many people with
name Casper in Courtbush, so




fessionally. "Mr. Casper, I've heard a
about you."

Rory looked at the woman who had
- disappeared three months ago now standing

|

- right in front of him. She looked like a »I
| completely different person. Her face was
glowing, and her straight black hair was now
curly, falling loosely around her shoulders. As

| she moved, her curls bounced and swayed
slightly. = ‘

Becky was wearing delicate make-up today

ses perfectly, making her 10.0k‘='h




' to talk with Casey happily. She didn't bat an
eyelash at Rory, not even once.

Casey continued to host and mentioned Rory

from time to time during the conversation. |

The man just sat there, looking coldly at
Becky who was sitting opposite to him. Even




