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Chapter 131 Madly In Love

Carter leaned on the pillow and said, “Granddad, you were young once. I'm
sure you'd been madly in love before. It's difficult for a man to meet a
woman who he’s willing to give everything up for. So, once he meets her,
she’ll be the only one for him and he would do anything for her. | fell in
love with Amelia at First sight. She’s beautiful inside and out and is
respectful to her elders. It's hard not to fall For such a woman.”

Abel was speechless.

The passions of love were a thing of the past for Abel and he had
forgotten about the feelings and thoughts he had back then. Talking
about it now, Abel recalled what it Felt like to be in love. It left a sweet
feeling in his heart.

Even though a few decades had already passed, he was unable to forget
the romance he had back then.

Abel had spent many years focusing on business and was supposed to be
more hard-hearted and decisive. However, the older he was, the more
softhearted he became, especially when facing his family.

“Carter, Amelia’s already someone else’s wife. | think you should let go of
your feelings for her. The two of you aren’t destined to be together in this
lifetime,” said Abel sincerely.

“If she’s happy in her marriage, I'll quietly watch over her. If her marriage
fFalls apart, I'll save her from it. | don’t intend to give her up in this
lifetime.”

Abel looked Carter in the eye and asked, “Do you mean that other than
Amelia, you won’t consider marrying any other woman?”

“Granddad, marriage is just a Formality. All those couples get is a
certificate.”

“Even if it's only just a certificate, | want you to get married. I'm already
almost at the end of my life. | don’t want to die without seeing my
great-grandchild.”


https://novelheart.com/too-much-to-bear-my-love-chapter-131/
https://novelheart.com/category/too-much-to-bear-my-love/
https://novelheart.com/author/novelheart/
https://t.me/medicalgeniusunspeakable

“Two of my cousins are married, and another is already pregnant with a
child. Your great-grandchild will come soon enough. Just don’t complain
that you have too many to take care of later on.”

Carter had skillfully deflected the problem away from him.

Abel glared at him and replied, “Don’t try to avoid the topic. I'll give you a
deadline. If she’s still happily married by the time you're thirty, then you
have to get married. I'll personally select a suitable wife for you amongst
the daughters of those rich families.”

Carter closed his eyes. “Granddad, you have promised not to interfere
with my marriage.”

Abel replied, “You're still young. It’s the best time to work on your career
now, so | won't intervene. But by the time you're thirty, your career would
be successful and it would be the right time to start a family. If you marry
the daughter of a rich family, it’ll be beneficial to the business too.”

Carter looked at Abel. “Given the power of the Scotts, | don’t think | need
to marry a rich lady to help the business, right? That would make me look
really useless.”

Abel replied, “If you don’t want a rich lady, Fine. But you have to get
married either way. Amelia’s already married. You'll never have a future
with her. Just get over your feelings.”

Carter lay back down, his voice was full of exhaustion. “I'm tired and I'm
going to sleep now. Why don’t you get the chauffeur to send you back for
dinner? It's really late now.”

Abel had a complicated look in his eyes.

“Carter, tell me honestly. Do you really don’t have any feelings for
Jennifer? She's quite a good girl and seems to really like you. Although
she’s from a rich family, she is still willing to cook for you. I'm sure that if
the two of you get together, she’ll be a huge help to your life. Are you
really not going to consider her at all?”

Carter shook his head and looked at Abel with a hint of guilt. However,
love could not be forced. “I know she treats me well and she took a lot of
effort to take care of me these few days. I'm thankFful for her but | don’t
love her. 1 only see her as a sister. If | marry her, neither of us will be happy
in the end.”

Abel then gave Carter some advice. “It's only because you're obsessing
over something you can’t have that you’re acting so stubborn. If you take a



step back, you'll find that there are so many other good women other than
Amelia. Aren’t those pretty, young girls better than her?”

“I have never expected you to say something so superficial.”

Abel was caught off guard by Carter’s words.

He had good intentions but was criticized by his own grandson in the end.
“You brat, is this how you speak to your grandfather?” Abel glared at him.

Carter smiled sincerely. “Sorry, | know you only mean well for me, but |
really have no intention to get married right now. | also don’t intend to
join the Scott Group. You're still healthy and strong. I'm sure you'll live a
long life, so you can take good care of the company. As for your
great-grandchildren, you can look For my cousins. They’ll be happy to
entertain you.”

Abel’'s eyes widened. “Nonsense! | won’t force you to get married, but you
definitely have to take over the company! I'm getting old and your father
and uncles aren’t Fit to manage the company. All your cousins only know
how to play around so they can’t handle such an important task. I'll only
feel at ease if you take over the company.”

Carter fell silent.

Abel then suggested a bold deal. “As long as you agree to return to the
company, I'll take my hands off of your issue with Amelia.”

Carter instantly brightened up. He said excitedly, “Granddad, do you really
mean it?”

“Weren't you trying to trap me into saying this anyway? | watched you
grow up. Don’t think I don’t know what you’'re thinking.”

Instead of feeling guilty, Carter smiled. “Looks like experience really
comes with age. | can’t keep anything from you.”

Abel broke into a smile. “You brat. How dare you play tricks on your
granddad.”

“It's because you taught me well. Who else would | learn my debate skills
from?”

“Fine, stop your nonsense. | won't interfere in your business with Amelia
anymore, on the premise of her being single. She’s now married to Oscar
and is a daughter-in-law of the Clinton Family. Even though our family is



also rich, it doesn’t quite compare to theirs. So as long as she’s still
married to Oscar, you can’t have anything to do with her. Our family can’t
handle it if the Clintons want to cause trouble. Even if both families were
affected, the Scotts will definitely be the one at a greater loss. |
developed Scott Group into what it is today. | don’t want to see it
collapsing just because of a woman.”

Carter made a solemn promise. “Granddad, | know my limits.”

“But you went overboard just now. If it weren’t for Oscar’s generosity, our
stocks would have been unstable by tomorrow. You're a capable man, but
in terms of managing your emotions, you are nowhere close to Oscar.”

At First, Carter had brightened up. However, by the time Abel Finished his
sentence, Carter’s expression had darkened.

“Am I really that bad compared to him?”

Abel knew what Carter was concerned about. When it came to one’s love
rival, no man wanted to lose to the other.

“I think highly of you, so naturally, you're very capable. However, you're
still not that good compares to Oscar. You lack some decisiveness. Don't
be so overly cautious and indecisive and you'll be a better match to him.”

Carter’s expression worsened.

“I've never lacked decisiveness. It’s just that no one has given me a chance
to show my abilities. Four or five years ago, | was too young. Now, the
woman | love is already married to someone else. Everything’'s happening
too quickly. No one has ever stopped to ask if all this is really what | want.”

Abel patted him on the shoulder. “Don’t overthink it and just rest up. You
have a lot of work to do once you get back to work. Jennifer’'s been
dealing with the company matters while you were unconscious these few
days. No matter what, you have to thank her. Even if you don’t become
lovers, don’t ever burn the bridges.”

Carter pondered for a while before nodding eventually.

“Get some rest. I'll go to the washroom.” While Abel took care of his
business, Carter thought about the situation.

Carter and Abel had finally managed to reach some kind of agreement. On
the other hand, when Oscar had first left the ward with Amelia, he had an

unhappy expression. “How does it feel to hear your admirer talking to you
so sweetly?”



Amelia sniggered before trying to comfort Oscar. “Mr. Clinton, don’t
overthink. Carter and | are just old friends. There’s nothing else between

n

us.

Oscar dragged Amelia to the staircase and pinned her against the wall. He
gave her a condescending look. “Do you think I'm stupid? You told me that
you haven't been contacting him. Then, why would he say that you
promised to give him a chance to pursue you?”

Amelia’s throat Felt dry. “If | told you that Carter never had a chance to
come between us, would you believe me?”

Oscar was taken aback.

Amelia continued, “I've never flirted with other men, so Carter may have
misunderstood something to have said that. Instead, you're the one who is
constantly Fickle throughout our relationship. You married me but can’t
seem to forget your ex-girlfriend. Between Ms. Yard and |, you've always
favored her. |1 don't get why you think you can question me like that.
You're treating me as if I'm some promiscuous woman.”

Oscar’s gaze on her never shifted.

Amelia said, “Mr. Clinton, | may look strong, but it doesn’t mean that I'm
just as strong on the inside for I get hurt too. If you want a divorce, | can
sign the papers right away. But could you not accuse me of having
anything to do with Carter? The two of us are just friends.”

Oscar stroked her cheek, then wiped away the tears that slipped out the
corner of her eye. “Why are you crying?”

She lifted her hand to her eye. It was indeed wet.

Amelia was surprised. Ever since she got pregnant, she had been crying a
lot. It was as if she had become a delicate flower that could not withstand
the slightest torment.

Oscar stepped forward and their bodies pressed closer together. His hot
breath tickled Amelia’s Face.

“Why are you crying? Because | have misunderstood you and Carter?”
Oscar clearly knew the reason but pretended as if he did not.

Amelia held her tears back and replied stubbornly, “I’'m not crying. That
was sand in my eye.”



Oscar wanted to laugh. Since when did his wife become so cute, learning
how to tell such a bad lie.

“Okay, it was the sand. My woman is tough and strong, why would she cry
so easily?” Oscar jokingly replied.

Amelia shot him an angry look. “Who are you calling tough?”

“You're the only one here. Of course, I'm talking about you.” Oscar was in
one of the rare moments of a good mood.

Amelia pounded her fists against his chest, and spoke coquettishly, “Why
did you misunderstand me then?”

Oscar brought one of her hands to his mouth and nibbled the back of her
hand. “Didn’t you say you were hungry? Let’s go eat. I've already reserved
a place.”

Amelia nodded.
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Oscar held Amelia’s waist as they left the staircase. As they exited, they
ran into an oncoming Elizabeth.

When she noticed their intimate posture, Elizabeth did a double-take
before taking a few breaths and walking up to them.

“Oscar, didn’t you tell Cassie that you had something on at work? I didn't
expect to see you here having such a public display of affection in the
hospital,” said Elizabeth sarcastically.

Oscar kept on a straight face as he replied, “Mrs. Yard, Amelia’s here for a
checkup. As her husband, | can’t leave her alone. | told Cassie that | had
work because I didn’t want her to overthink anything. Cassie has you to
care for her and when I'm done here | actually have to get back to the
company anyway. I'm really busy with work. | think you should understand
that, right?”
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Elizabeth nodded. “If you're busy with work, | understand and support you.
If a man only knows how to flirt with women all day, I'll really look down
on him.”

She paused, then changed the topic. “But Oscar, since you've rekindled
your relationship with Cassie, | want you to treat her sincerely. | don’t
want you lying to both parties. Right now she’s only known as a mistress.
You used to be a couple and even grew up together. You shouldn’t lie to
her no matter what.”

Oscar’s expression darkened.

Amelia glanced at Oscar then replied, “Mrs. Yard, Oscar and | are legally
married. Is there anything wrong with my husband accompanying me to
my checkup? They were indeed a couple in the past, but don’t forget that
it was Cassie who gave him up First. I'm his wife now. You're criticizing him
as if he's some heartless traitor, but I'm sure Oscar doesn’t actually have
to take responsibility for Ms. Yard. To put it bluntly, we don’t even know
who's the father of Ms. Yard's child, right?”

Elizabeth’s expression changed, although she was now less agitated.

“Ms. Winters, both you and your friend are indeed from poor backgrounds.
You both speak so ignorantly, making me wonder if you're even educated.
Are you suggesting that Cassie cheated on Oscar by saying that her child is
not his?”

Amelia was taken aback. She really did not properly think through
whatever she had just said.

Oscar gently squeezed her waist before Amelia snapped out of it and
composed herself.

Amelia said, “I didn’t mean it that way, Mrs. Yard. But if you think that your
daughter has been having an affair with another man, then I've nothing
else to say.”

Elizabeth laughed coldly.

Oscar tightened his hold on Amelia’s waist. “Mrs. Yard, our baby is getting
hungry. I'll take Amelia to get some food first. Please take care of Cassie.
I'll come back to the hospital tonight.”

Elizabeth stopped him in his tracks. “Oscar, tell me the truth. Are you
going to marry Cassie?”

Oscar furrowed his brows.



Amelia replied, “Mrs. Yard, even if you did watch Oscar grow up, do you
really think it's appropriate to say such a thing in front of his wife? If Ms.
Yard is willing to be a mistress, I'll just bear with it. But you're really taking
it a bit too far by urging him to divorce me.”

However, Elizabeth only kept her eyes on Oscar. “Oscar, I'm waiting for
your answer.”

“Mrs. Yard, my wife is about to give birth. | can’t divorce her for both legal
and moral reasons.”

Simply put, Oscar was not going to divorce Amelia anytime soon. Cassie
could only bear with it for the time being. On top of that, nothing was
certain in the future.

His answer was very ambiguous.
Elizabeth became increasingly upset.

“Oscar, Cassie aborted the child because of you. But it looks like you won’t
lose anything since you have both a wife and a child soon. Is Cassie just
one of your little playthings?” asked Elizabeth with a sneer.

Oscar frowned.

“Mrs. Yard, Oscar’s not an ungrateful person. He's always been trying to
find a balance in this love triangle. Ms. Yard gave up previously then
decided to interfere in our relationship again, so she inevitably became a
mistress. I'm the one who has been hurt the most all this time. When it
comes to giving criticisms, | think | should be the one to do it.”

Although Amelia had spoken calmly and had kept on a straight face, you
could hear the seriousness in her words.

Elizabeth was stunned. Indeed, her daughter was the one in the wrong.
Not considering when she jilted Oscar four or five years ago, she was still a
mistress this time, imposing on their marriage.

“Ms. Yard has always presented herself as the victim, but I'm the person
who actually has been hurt the most in the whole fiesta. | have no idea
why you think you can simply criticize Oscar like that and order me to get a
divorce. I just want the best for my child and me. Am I doing anything
wrong?”

Amelia’s words were starting to become aggressive.

The facial expressions on Mrs. Yard had changed by now.



Oscar hugged Amelia possessively and said, “I'll take Amelia to get some
food First. I'll be back at night.”

Although Elizabeth still looked unhappy, she still nodded.

As she watched them leave, Elizabeth glowered. She gritted her teeth and
retrieved her phone to make a call. When the call connected, she said, “Mr.
Hisson, have you decided whether or not to terminate the contract with
TifFany?”

After the person on the other end replied, she continued, “She’s just a
best-selling author. Your company is big. I'm sure there are many more
authors like her under your management. As long as you agree to
terminate the contract, Yard Group will invest in your project. All you have
to dois to lose an author and win the support of Yard Group. You're a
smart man. I'm sure you don’t need me to tell you if it's worth it.”

After the other party responded, Elizabeth became upset. “Are you
looking down on Yard Group? Although we're not the best, we're not weak
either. I hope you'll consider this carefully. Don’t lose out just because of
an insignificant author.”

Another response later, Elizabeth remained unhappy. “You seem to be
asking for a lot, don’t you think?”

Another pause later, she replied, “I've always thought you were a smart
man. | didn’t expect that you would give up on your own interests just for
an author. Are you sure your company'’s not actually a charitable
organization?”

The person spoke again before Elizabeth said, “l advise you not to be so
impulsive. If you offend the Yards, your company won’t go away unscathed.
Is it really worth doing this?”

The person on the line spoke for a long time. Then, Elizabeth’s expression
brightened up. She smiled and replied, “You’re a smart man indeed. As
long as you give up on Tiffany, providing you with investment is not an
issue. Although there’ll be less profit if we invest in publishing, our
company has been testing the waters in this market for the past two years.
So in response to what you just said, | agree on behalf of my company.”

The other party replied before Elizabeth spoke again. “I believe we've
struck a deal on this. | hope you will give me a satisfactory answer. After
all, only a Fool would be willing to offend the Yard family over a small
author.”



After she hung up, Elizabeth smirked. “Tiffany, weren’t you good at
picking fights? Since you humiliated me yesterday, | won’t let you live
peacefully. There’s more to the Yard fFamily than just a name.”

At the same time, Tiffany, who had rushed through the night to Finish her
manuscript, was sleeping soundly in bed. Her phone rang loudly, sounding
as if it were coming after her life, forcing Tiffany to drag herself out of
bed.

She felt around for her phone, and without looking at the screen, she
answered the call. Her voice was small and sounded like a baby. “I don’t
care who you are, you'd better have something urgent to tell me. If not, |
won't let you die a peaceful death since you've interrupted my sleep!”

Although she sounded like a child, her words carried no hint of innocence
at all.

“Oh my god, why are you still asleep at this time? Hurry up and come over
to the company. The boss says he wants to terminate your contract,”
replied her editor anxiously. Tiffany was the best-selling author who she
managed. Without Tiffany, her editor could be out of work. Moreover,
they had been working together quite well all these years. Although
Tiffany sometimes submitted her manuscripts late, she was still a very
competent author compared to the others and was considered highly
productive.

Tiffany suddenly became alert. Her hands shook, not in fear, but anger and
confusion.

Tiffany had been working with her current company for two to three years.
She started off being criticized for every little thing. Slowly, she gained
more recognition for her writing and her books started to sell quite well.
She eventually managed to get her books on the best-selling novels list.
Basically, her company and editor were the ones who watched her grow
from a small novelist to the best-selling author that she currently was.
However, they wanted to terminate her contract out of a sudden. This was
a big blow to her.

“Why? Give me a reason.” Tiffany thought of a thousand things to say but
only managed to get that one sentence out.

Her editor was restless. “Stop asking questions. Just hurry and wash up
then come over to the company. I've no time to explain so much to you

n

now.

When the call ended, Tiffany felt very uneasy but still washed up as
quickly as she could, changed into some clean clothes, then headed out
the door.



After almost an hour, she arrived at the company.
Her editor had been waiting for her at the entrance.

“You're finally here. Hurry, let’s go up. Don’t become too agitated when
you see Mr. Hisson later. You know he'd always been taking good care of
you. Just talk things out properly and try your best to keep your contract
with the company. You're a best-selling author, so it's a huge loss to the
company if they stop working with you. There should be some
misunderstanding here,” her editor rattled on and on.

TiffFany replied with a straight face, “l want to know what’s going on too.
I've always been working well with the company so | want to hear an
explanation from Mr. Hisson. Otherwise, it’s not simply about terminating
a contract anymore. Although | don’t have any riches or connections, | got
to where | am today all because of my hard work. | won’t allow the
company to treat me like a toy, forcing me to terminate the contract for
no reason.”

Her editor was getting increasingly concerned. “You’'d better keep calm
when you meet him and hold your temper. If you really get into an
argument then it would be hard to mend the relationship.”

Tiffany took in a deep breath and replied, “Shannon, | know that. I'll
control my temper. But if the company insists on terminating the contract,
I don’t know if I can continue to keep it in. After all, no one likes being
someone else’s toy and having to accept whatever that was thrown at
them.”

The editor kept silent after that.

The pair then took the elevator up. Outside the office, the editor knocked
on the door. A pleasant male voice came from inside the room.

The editor glanced at Tiffany and whispered, “Remember to speak calmly
and don’t get too agitated, okay?”

Tiffany took a breath and composed herself. When she was ready, she
gave her editor an OK gesture.
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Tiffany pushed the door opened and went into the office with the editor.
Their gaze simultaneously fell on the man over at the working table.

He was buried in work when they entered. Although Tiffany could not see
his face clearly, she could tell from his attire and style that he was a young
man. He was dressed in a suit and tie and his hair was neatly brushed with
hair gel. It went without saying that he was another one of those
successful businessmen.

“Mr. Hisson, Tiffany’s here,” the editor announced.
He put down the pen in his hand and lifted his grumpy Face.

Tiffany took in a breath of cold air when she saw him. She could not
believe how someone could be blessed with such incredible looks. Not
only were his eyes charming, but they also sparked with a hint of
wistfulness. His lips pursed tensely below his pointy nose with a perfectly
straight bridge. His long and black lashes flapped in annoyance as he
drilled his gaze into both of them. Tiffany could not help but gasp. Any
woman would fall for a man like him.

His complexion and clear skin could easily put any woman to shame.
Although his appearance was elegant, he exudes a demeanor of beguiling
masculinity.

Standing in front of an impeccable man like him, Tiffany could not help but
feel weak and small. Not only did he have the looks, but he was also
accomplished, and had an enigmatic air about him. He could well be a
homme fatale.

TiffFany Found him scary.

She was originally all worked up by the news, but now that she saw this
man in person, she felt weak.

“Shannon, I'll talk to her privately,” the man spoke, waving his hand.

Shannon cast a worrying glance at her before leaving. “Tiffany, you have a
good discussion with Mr. Hisson. I'll go back to work first.”

Tiffany nodded and Shannon walked out.

Now that they were left alone, Derrick beckoned her over. “Take a seat,”
he said, toying with the ring on his middle finger.

Tiffany did as she was told.
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She clasped her hands together nervously and mustered her courage.
“May | know why are you terminating my contract, Mr. Hisson? I'm under
the impression that we’ve been working well together.”

An enticing smile curved on his lips. “Would you come to my office
otherwise?”

“Huh?” Tiffany opened her mouth slightly in confusion.

The smile on Derrick’s face deepened at her clueless face. “Tiff, did
anyone tell you that you look cute?”

Tiff?

Tiffany could not even think straight. She simply could not believe what
she just heard.

“What's wrong?” His deep and hoarse voice shook her back to reality.

Tiffany looked at him in the eyes and her hot cheeks were flushed red. This
had never happened to her before—not even when she met Oscar and
Carter. There was something different about this man. She felt an intense
pressure being around him, so much so that her heart would burst any
time. Her thoughts were all jumbled up and he made her disconcerted.

Tiffany took a deep breath, rubbed her sweaty palms against her thighs.
“Mr. Hisson, why are you canceling the contract? Is it because my book is
not selling well?”

Derrick shot her a mysterious smile as he watched her closely.

“You've been avoiding me, haven’t you? Tell me if there's a better way to
make you come to me.”

Tiffany was puzzled. It was true that she came up with all sorts of excuses
to stay away from him, but that was because she Figured it would be
better to stay as far as she could away from a man so dangerously
attractive. She just wanted to distance herself from him so she did not fall
under his spell.

He was like a drug to her. No one could resist a desirable man like him, and
Tiffany felt a well-to-do man like him was way out of her league, so she
had better keep her distance.

She did not understand how her staying away from him would provoke
him—it should work the other way round!



“Mr. Hisson, | think you have misunderstood something. | didn't avoid you
on purpose. | just feel like | only need to deal with the editor to get
everything sorted out. She can relay whatever she deems Fit to you after
that. I'm not doing this out of disrespect. I'm sorry if I've offended you,”
Tiffany said in a very serious tone.

Derrick put both his hands on the table and leaned forward, closing the
gap between the two of them. He was so near to her she could even smell
the scent on his body.

“Emm... Mr. Hisson,” Tiffany mumbled, disoriented.
“Call me by my name.”

Tiffany was dumbfounded. She had totally no idea what Derrick was trying
to do. Everything was happening at a pace her mind could not keep up
with. The man before her was her superior, and she, his employee. There
was no way she could call him by his first name.

“Is this a joke, Mr. Hisson?”

Derrick seemed to have a good time teasing her. He took a strand of her
hair and ran his fingers through it.

Tiffany's eyes widened in bewilderment and her cheeks were burning hot.
“Has anyone ever told you that you're beautiful?” he asked.

TifFany was about to lose it. His compliment gave her goosebumps all over
her body and she lost herself in his mesmerizing smile. It was not until he
chuckled out loud that she came back to herself. This guy is playing a fool
with me.

Tiffany was infuriated. “Do you think it's funny?” she asked sternly.

The man sat back in his chair and folded his hands. “It's fun For me. | like
your reaction.”

His words piqued her, but at the same time, she did not know how to react.
She had always taken him as her superior, and she expected nothing more
from their professional relationship.

Both of them were not from the same world. He came from a rich family,
albeit being slightly more attractive than his counterparts like Oscar and
Carter. Derrick started his own company without his fFamily’s backing and
managed to grow it all alone.



“Mr. Hisson, let’s get to the point,” Tiffany said, trying to feign
indifference.

“This is the point.”
Tiffany was at a loss for words. She just could not get through to him.

“Look, Mr. Hisson, you said you wanted to end my contract, but you should
at least give me a good reason for it. | know the compensation means
nothing to you, but don’t you think it's unethical to just bail out on a
partner who has been working with you for years?”

“Did I say | want to terminate our contract?” Derrick cut her harangue
short.

Tiffany stopped and blinked her eyes hard. “But... you said...”
“Come on, can’t you take a joke? Don’t be so serious.”

TifFany clenched her Fists tight as her blood boiled in rage. “Do you think
this is funny?”

“Are you angry?”

She stood up immediately. “Angry? Who am | to get angry at you, Mr.
Hisson? You're my boss. I'll lose my job if | offend you. Since you're not
terminating our contract, | don’t see why | should stay here. | pulled an
all-nighter just to finish off my writing, and | need to get some rest now.
See you.”

Seeing her leaving, Derrick quickly shot her a question. “Did you cross the
Yard family by any chance?”

TiffFany's halted. Thoughts ran through her mind as she tried connecting
the dots.

“Did Mrs. Yard ask you to do anything?” she asked forthrightly. This was
the last piece of information she needed to get the full picture of what
was happening.

“Yeah, she did. She promised me tons of benefits just to get me to nullify
my contract with a best-selling author. It seems like you've offended her
big time.”

I knew it! Tiffany gritted her teeth at the thought of that woman. Does she
think she can get back at me just like that? There are still a lot of
companies out there who can’t wait to sign a contract with me even if my



company ditches me. My books are selling like hotcakes across the world!
My Fans will not go easy on Yard Group if they know what she’s trying to
do to me. She's clearly underestimated me.

I can still publish my books online if the company ends my contract. It's
way easier to promote my novel online.

“I got into a fight with her at the hospital. | thought she would call it even
between us, but it seems like she’s holding fast on old grievances,” Tiffany
said with a nonchalant shrug.

“You got into a fight?” Derrick was alarmed.

Her cheeks were flushed unusually red in indignation. “I really couldn’t
take her nonsense anymore. | simply had to teach her a lesson.”

The perplexity on his Face quickly vanished and a smile appeared. “I
thought you're just good at scolding people, Tiff, but it turned out that
you're also a feisty one. I'm glad | got to know this side of you.”

Glad to know this side of me? What's so good about being Feisty?
Tiffany was lost.

“I'm sorry about Mrs. Yard. If you think it's too difficult to handle her, |
don’t mind terminating our contract. | know | might not be as rich as you
are, but my savings are still enough to last me till | find another company.
Besides, I'll still get a handsome compensation from you if you rescind the
contract.”

“Did I say that I'm ending the contract?” The Yard Family is nothing to me.”

Tiffany looked at him, astonished. She wanted to tell him not to think so
highly of himself, but Derrick did not even give her a chance to speak and
changed the topic.

“By the way, don’t call me Mr. Hisson when it’s just the two of us.”
“Then, what should I call you?”
“Call me by my name.”

TifFany darted her gaze around, trying to figure out his game. “But, Mr.
Hisson, | don’t know your name.”

“Derrick Hisson,” he said begrudgingly.



Tiffany's pursed her lips and made a wry face. “Derrick? It means ruler.
That's a nice name. | bet your parents want you to grow up to be a capable
and successful man. Looking at all your accomplishments now, they must
be really happy to see their dream being Fulfilled. The girl who got you
must be extremely lucky.”

Derrick locked his gaze on her without another word.

TifFany met his eyes and blood shot up her face instantly. Her ears were
pumped red and she could even hear her own heartbeat.

“If there’s nothing else, I'll leave First, Mr. Hisson,” she said in a panicky
tone, taking a few hasty steps backward. Her calves knocked against the
chair leg and she staggered.

“Be careful!” Derrick leaped on his feet, dashed forward to the other side
of the table, and managed to catch her by her arm to prevent her from
falling.

Tiffany whipped her head around and saw him up close. An intense shade
of pink dusted her cheeks immediately. She extended her hands and
pushed him back against the chair with all her might.

Derrick knocked against the stile and bent his body in pain. “Tiffany,” he
said, grinding his teeth.

She was so shocked that her jaw dropped. “Are... Are you alright?”

She had totally no idea why she felt so helpless before him. This was not
like her at all back when she was putting up a fight with Elizabeth. Tiffany
really had no clue what got into her.

Derrick tugged her shaky hands and planted his lips on hers before she
could even do anything. Tiffany's quivering gaze froze with her eyes wide
opened. For a good ten seconds, she could not move. When she finally
came back to herself again, she pushed him away, bolted toward the door,
and fled.

Derrick looked at her scrambling away with a subtle smile on his face, his
finger tapping his moist lips.

Too Much to Bear, My Love Chapter
134

/ Too Much to Bear, My Love
Chapter 134 You Will Be Mine


https://novelheart.com/too-much-to-bear-my-love-chapter-134/
https://novelheart.com/category/too-much-to-bear-my-love/
https://novelheart.com/author/novelheart/

“You'll be mine one day, Tiff. | can’t believe you were so slow to pick up my
hints in the past year. | thought a romance novel writer like you would be
more sensitive when it comes to matters related to relationships. But gosh,
you really have no idea at all. It’s time | up my game, or I'll never get to
make you mine.”

AFter running out of Derrick’s office, Tiffany hurried toward the elevator
and went down without even paying attention to the secretary who had
been looking at her curiously. After that, she went off without even telling
the editor.

Her heart was still thumping wildly when she got in the car. She pressed
her fingers against her lips as her eyes shimmered in a mixture of hope
and confusion.

“Derrick Hisson, what are you trying to do?”

She ruffled her hair in Frustration. “Argh! What am | gonna do? Do you
think you can do this to me just because women find you irresistible?
You'd better not use your tricks on me! I'll make sure you pay for it.”

But regardless of how fierce she sounded, the Flush on her cheeks was
even more obvious.

She fished for her keys and tried multiple times to get them into the hole.
“Dammit! Calm down, woman! It’s all your fault, Derrick Hisson. You're my
nemesis. I'll blame it all on you if | get into an accident today.”

Despite how tempting it was to have both love and a handsome partner,
Tiffany still thought she would readily give up on both if it meant she
would lose her life.

She managed to get back to her neighborhood safely and parked her car.
She took the elevator and went into her house calmly. But right after she
got in, she went berserk and shouted at the top of her lung. “What is
wrong with you? It’s just a kiss! Why do you have to keep thinking about
him?”

She flung herself on the couch and grabbed a pillow in her arms before
rolling around. Tiffany took out her phone and made a call. “Babe, | think |
might have fallen for a guy. What should | do now?” she blurted out right
after the call got through.

Amelia was with Oscar when her friend poured out her heart to her, and
she was shocked by her revelation.

This was because Tiffany had always wanted to stay single.
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“What did you say?” Amelia could not believe what she just heard.

“I said, I might have fallen head over heels for someone | shouldn’t fall
for.”

“Is he married?” That was the first thing that came to Amelia’s mind.
“Hey, Babe. Do you think I'm that kind of person?” she questioned.

“I'll go over to your place in the afternoon. Make sure you cook something
nice. Don’t starve your godchild.”

“Alright. I'll make a whole table of food. Come over quickly!” Tiffany
agreed without a second thought and hung up.

“What's the matter?” Oscar asked.

“Tiff said she found someone she likes. | feel like I'm losing a friend to a
man suddenly,” Amelia said regretfully.

Oscar pulled out a tissue and wiped her mouth. “Stop talking nonsense.
Let’'s go get you some new clothes later.”

“Why?” Amelia lifted her gaze and asked.
“Do | need a reason to buy my wife clothes?”

“That sounds normal, but you've never gone shopping for clothes for me
on your own. It's either you ask your secretary to go on your behalf, or I go
on my own. Do you even know my size?”

“What do you think?” Oscar threw the question back at her.
She just shrugged.
“Is there anything about your body that | don’t know about?”

His words make her cheeks heat up in a flare. “Stop spewing nonsense,”
she retorted, beating his chest.

“I'm with my wife. Why do | have to get so serious?” Oscar rejoined.

A blissful smile curved on Amelia’s face.



Cassie might look like she had won their battle over Oscar, but Amelia felt
her heart was full when he got all protective toward her. At least he did
not just brush her and her child off.

She knew she could give her child a complete family if she continued
fighting.

Oscar hooked his hand around her waist and pulled her over, giving her a
bite on her ear. “What do you want?” he teased in a low voice.

Amelia’s struggled to break free from him. “People are watching, Mr.
Clinton.”

“They can look at us For all they want. Or are you embarrassed? | don't
remember my honey being so self-conscious,” he insisted, disregarding
her.

Amelia rolled her eyes at him. “Yeah, the Oscar Clinton | know does not
have thick-skinned either.”

Oscar chuckled at her witty response. It seemed like he was in a very good
mood.

“You don’t like me being like this?” he asked, biting her earlobe this time.

Amelia’s ears tickled at his touch, but the frown on her brows intensified.
“Stop it! Everyone is watching!”

Oscar ignored her and pulled her closer into his embrace as if she was a
precious jewel.

“They are just jealous. They must be thinking I'm the luckiest man in the
world to have a beautiful wife like you,” he whispered in her ears.

His words tugged at her heartstrings. “What about you? What do you
think?” she asked solemnly.

“It's indeed my honor to have a beautiful wife like you.”

But unfortunately, she’s not the one your heart desires. Else you wouldn’t
have asked for a divorce.

Amelia’s gaze lowered at the thought.

Although he said he won'’t divorce me for the moment, I'm ultimately not
the person in his heart. Despite me bearing his child and Cassie having a
miscarriage, his heart still leans toward her. I'm nothing but a rebound. |



really shouldn’t get my hopes high. | might have become more important
to him, but I'll never replace her.

Oscar spotted the dejection in her eyes and knew her thoughts must have
wandered elsewhere. He pinched her nose and called out, “Don’t think
about anything else when you're with me. You can only think about me.”

“Don’t be so unreasonable,” Amelia said with a resigned smile.
“Isn’t that what you like about me?” he joked.

Amelia’s heart brimmed with happiness, but she quickly nudged herself
back to reality. “I bet you use this trick on Ms. Yard too. Do you not feel
any shame?”

“l only use this trick on you. Cassie is a good girl. You're more
unpredictable,” he replied without a change in his expression.

“Oh, so you're saying I'm childish, and she’s more understanding?”

Oscar looked at her without deflecting her gaze as if he was agreeing with
what she said.

Amelia was annoyed. She reached for his waist, wanting to pinch him hard.

He grabbed her hand and looked at her with affection. “When did you get
so savage? You weren't like this when we first met. Who taught you all
this?”

“Well, if you don’t like me now, you might as well just let me sign the
divorce papers, Mr. Clinton,” she said, blinking her eyes triumphantly.

“No other man will be able to take this temper of yours,” Oscar replied
with a smile and pinched her again on the nose.

Amelia lifted her chin high and looked into his eyes proudly. “Have you
forgotten that some men fell for me too? | bet there will be men who are
able to accept me for who | am. Do you wanna bet?”

Oscar grabbed her chin and faked anger. “l dare you.”
“You're the one who said no men will like me.”

“But you're my wife. No one has the guts to get close to you.”



“Well, you'd better be on your guard. | won't be waiting for you at the
same place if you ever let me go.” Both of them knew what she really
meant.

Oscar just hugged her tightly in his arms and changed the topic. “Let’s go
get you some nice clothes.”

Amelia Followed after him reluctantly.

Not long after they got to the clothing store, Oscar got a call from his
employee. Clinton Corporations’ collaboration with a company in Erihal
had just gone official and he was needed back at the company for a
meeting with the representatives from Erihal.

He took out his gold card and gave it to Amelia and planted a kiss on her
forehead. “This is my card. You can buy whatever you like with it. The
representatives from Erihal are here, so | have to head back to chair a
meeting. Wait for me at home after you're done shopping?”

Amelia drilled her gaze into him and clung to his arm. There was so much
she wanted to say, but in the end, she simply adjusted his necktie and
sighed. “Alright. Drive safe. I'm going over to Tiff’s after I'm done
shopping. Give me a call if you're coming home tonight, if not I'll just
spend the night at her place. Our apartment is huge, | don't fFeel
comfortable staying there alone.”

A fleeting warmth flickered in Oscar’s heart as he looked at her. This was
not the First time she gave him this feeling. A simple gesture from her was
enough to touch the softest spot in his heart.

“I'll get the chauffeur to pick you up. If I'm going home, I'll drive over. I'll
still call you if I'm not coming home,” he said gently.

“It's okay. | can take a cab over to her place. Off you go and don’t worry
about me. I'll take care of myselF.”

The smile on Amelia’s face faded gradually after Oscar left.

She put his card in her bag and gave Tiffany a call, telling her that she was
going over now. After hailing a cab and giving the driver the address, she
sat back in her seat and closed her eyes to get some rest.

AFfter thirty minutes, the cab drove into a Familiar neighborhood. “We're
here,” the driver said.

Amelia lifted her heavy eyelids and took out a fifty note for the driver.



She hopped off and went into Tiffany’s neighborhood after talking briefly
to the guard.

After she got off the elevator, she walked toward Tiffany’s house and rang
the doorbell. It did not take long for her friend to open the door. Tiffany
gave her a big hug when she saw Amelia. “Hey, Babe! | thought you're
coming in the afternoon? | haven’t even bought the ingredients | need for
cooking yet.”

“It's okay. We can go together,” Amelia replied, going into the house.

Tiffany closed the door behind her and poured her a drink. “Did you drive
here?” she asked as she sat on the couch and grabbed a pillow next to her.

Amelia shook her head. “l took a cab.”
“Oh. Why didn’t you drive?”

“l went to the hospital and had a meal with Oscar after that, so I didn’t
drive.”

“Seriously, | don’t know what you’re thinking,” Tiffany commented
negatively, “I really dislike the two women from the Yard family. | have no
idea how you can still stick to that man even when he’s clearly giving you
the cold shoulder.”
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“Well, says the person who asked me to go over to the hospital
yesterday,” Amelia taunted.

Tiffany pouted her lips in dismay. “l asked you to go over because | didn't
want my godchild to grow up without a father. Those two Yard bit*hes are
really repulsive. | wonder what Oscar sees in Cassie. He must be blind if he
married her. You'd better stay out of all their drama as you have to think
about your kid.”

Amelia had resignation written all over her face and she decided to just
talk about something else.
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“You said you fell for someone? Who is this man that made you lose your
head? He must be really charming to awaken this apathetic heart of
yours.”

Tiffany let out a loud groan when Amelia brought that up.
She pulled her hair and planted her body onto the couch.
“Babe, what should | do now? He will be the end of me.”

Amelia was startled to see Tiffany behaving like this. This was not her
normal self at all. “Hey, what's the matter? Tell me everything, then I'll see
how I can help.”

Tiffany sprang from the couch, ran over to Amelia, and sat down next to
her. “Babe, do you remember the annoying boss | told you about last
time?”

“Uh-huh. Mr. Hisson?”
Tiffany nodded.

Amelia’s eyes widened in utter disbelief. “Don’t tell me you fell for him,”
she blurted out, “That big fat ugly man? That’s your type?”

From Amelia’s recollection, Tiffany had told her that that man looked
horrible—he had crooked teeth and the flabby flesh on his face made him
look like a bulldog. Tiffany even said that he was short and stout. Amelia
was not sure if her description was true or not, but because Tiffany had
repeated it a few times, Amelia had had a highly revolting image of
Derrick in her mind.

That was why Amelia was completely taken by surprise when Tiffany said
it was him.

She finally understood that beauty really lay in the eyes of the beholder.

An awkward smile carved on Tiffany’s Face. “Well, Babe, he's not as bad as
you imagined him to be.”

“So?” Amelia looked at her curiously.

“What if | tell you he gives me butterflies in my stomach?” Tiffany Felt like
she was digging her own grave.

“Are you sure that’s how you feel toward him?” Amelia tried to confirm.



In her mind, there was no way she could picture Tiffany's boss and her
together. That would be too cringy.

TifFany was an extremely beautiful woman. Amelia could not imagine her
together with a middle-aged man. It would literally be beauty and the
beast. Amelia was not a lookist, but still, she would not want her best
friend to get together with someone too ugly for her.

“Babe, I can tell from your expression that you don't like the idea of it,”
Tiffany noted.

Amelia snatched away the pillow in Tiffany’s arms and questioned her.
“Honestly, you're really full of surprises—bad surprises. You'll need to
bear all the consequences if my baby gets a shock and comes out right

now.

“Do you really dislike the idea of me liking my boss so much?” Tiffany
asked weakly.

Amelia nodded with determination.

“But he's rich and handsome. There are always women around him waiting
to get him. To be honest, it's not about whether I like him or not. It's more
like whether he thinks I'm good enough for him.”

“I thought you said he’s super ugly?” Amelia doubted.
“Did... Did | say that?” Tiffany choked.

Amelia nodded and mimicked Tiffany’s tone and actions back then when
she told her about that man. “’Not only does he have a big head, but he
also has a flat nose and small eyes. He's so fat he looks like a pig. The
woman who gets together with him is doomed.’ That was what you told
me,” Amelia recalled.

Tiffany was at a loss for words. Indeed, that was really what she said back
then.

“That’s a misunderstanding,” she corrected.
“So you lied to me?” Amelia questioned.

“That’s not a lie. | was just exaggerating. | didn’t know you really believed
everything | said.”



“So what happened between the two of you. What made you fall for him
so suddenly? Did he do anything to you?” Amelia bombarded her with a
litany of questions.

Tiffany stuck out an approving thumb at Amelia. “Babe, I really think
you're modern-day Sherlock Holmes. All your questions are spot-on.
You're so smart you make me feel insecure.”

“Cut the shit out and answer me.”

Tiffany let out a long sigh like a deflated balloon as she lay back down on
the couch.

“Elizabeth approached him and coerced him to break the contract with me,
so | charged into the office all fired up to fight for my rights. But
everything was useless. | couldn’t even look at him in the eyes and talk
normally. | had an adrenaline rush and | was so disconcerted that | fled in
the end.”

“Mrs. Yard reached out to your boss?” Amelia got the main point.
Tiffany nodded.
“Then, are you still working for your company?”

TifFany waved her hand dismissively in confidence. “Babe, what do you
take me for? | won’t let them discharge me unduly. I've worked with them
for two to three years. | came from a nobody to a best-selling author, and
the company has benefited tremendously because of me. Do you think
they will lay me off so easily?”

Amelia did not say a word.

Given the Yard family’s ability, they could easily uproot not just one, but
ten popular authors if they wanted to. Companies would always care for
their own survival and profits. Any company would readily side with the
Family and let a small author like Tiffany off without a second thought.
After all, what they wanted was money.

“Come on, Babe, don’t look so gloomy. Give me a smile. You're pregnant.
You need to stay in a good mood,” Tiffany coaxed.

“Tiff, did the company end your contract? Don’t lie to me,” Amelia asked
seriously.

“OF course not, Babe. You have to trust my capability even if you don’t
trust the company,” Tiffany replied with a smile on her face.



“Huh. I don’t see any charm in you though,” Amelia ridiculed her.

Tiffany pulled a Face and glowered at her. “Babe, how could you say that
about me? Would you be my friend if | weren’t charming at all?”

Amelia broke out laughing. “Tiff, I'm really craving something sour. |
remember there’'s a mom-and-pop shop in your neighborhood that sells
pickles. Could you go get me some?”

Tiffany looked at her, bewildered, but she stood up nonetheless. “Do you
want anything else other than pickles? You're already seven months into
your pregnancy, pickles aren’t good for you. | can go get some pasta for
you if you want.”

“But Sweetheart wants some pickles. You can’t just deny a hungry baby,”
Amelia implored.

Tiffany heaved a sigh and relented.
“Do you want anything else besides pickles?” she asked.

“Just get whatever you feel like getting. You know what I like,” Amelia
replied.

Tiffany nodded and grabbed her money before going out.

Once she left, Amelia took out her phone and made a call. “Ms. Shannon?”
she greeted once the call got through.

“Speaking. Is this Amelia?” a voice came from the other side.

“Yes, it's me. It's been a long time. I'm glad you still remember me.” A
relief smile sat on Amelia’s face.

“How can forget you? You're Tiffany's best friend. I still remember you
from our last meeting at the cafe together with Tiffany. You left a really
good impression. What's the matter, by the way?”

“Are you free? | hope I'm not disturbing your work,” Amelia said.
“Nope, just fire away.”

“Well, this is the thing. | heard from Tiff that the company is terminating
her contract. Is this true? You know I've been friends with her for many
years. | really don’t want anything to happen to her, so I'd like to know if
her contract has really ended?” Amelia went straight to the point.



There was a brief silence on the other end. “It’s true. But the board has yet
to make a decision, and | haven’t received any updates yet,” Shannon
answered frankly, “I brought Tiff to the CEO's office to talk things over
today, but she left abruptly and | didn’t even get to ask her anything, so |
really have no idea what came out of their discussion.”

“I don’t mean to overstep, but is it okay if | get the CEO’s number?”
Another short silence followed.

“It's totally Fine if you don't feel comfortable giving me his number, Ms.
Shannon,” Amelia quickly added politely, “I shouldn’t have asked.”

“I'm sorry as | can’t be of help. | hope you understand. It’s not that | don’t
want to give you his number, it’s just that I'm just a mere editor, and the
CEO is my superior. | don't even have his number, to begin with,” Shannon
replied.

“It's okay. I'm the one who should be apologizing. I'm just too worried
about Tiff. Thanks anyway. | hope | didn’t disturb you.”

“No worries. I'll get back to work then. I'll see you around. As for Tiffany,
you should spend more time with her. I'll let you know once | get any
updates from the company,” Shannon assured.

“Alright, see you.”
Amelia’s brows furrowed as she hung up the call.

Just as she was thinking about other means of reaching the CEO, Tiffany's
phone rang. Amelia reached for her phone and saw the name “Mr. Hisson”
on her screen. She remembered Tiffany saying her boss’ last name was
Hisson and she picked up the call without a second thought.

“TiFF?"” A masculine and low voice rang through before Amelia could say
anything.

She was completely caught off guard. Judging from the man’s raspy and
sexy voice, it was impossible that he was a middle-aged man.

“Tiff went to get food. | suppose you’'re her superior, Mr. Hisson?”
“Yes, | am. And you are?”

“I'm her best friend, Amelia Winters. Is there anything | do to help?” she
asked courteously.



“Nothing much, actually. I just wanted to know if she got home. I'll call
back again at night since she’s not available,” Derrick replied.

But Amelia was not letting him go. “Just a second, Mr. Hisson. | have
something to ask you. | wonder if you're down to meet up?”

She instantly realized how misleading she sounded. “Please don’t
misunderstand me, Mr. Hisson. | heard from Tiff that you are terminating
her contract, but | hope that’s not the case. My husband is Oscar Clinton. |
believe you know him. | hope you can at least give me a chance and hear
me out. Tiff might sound really forthright, but she’s actually a very
sensitive person. | don’t want anything to happen to her. | hope | made
myself clear, Mr. Hisson.”

A long pause came from the other end. Just as Amelia thought he had
already hung up, Derrick spoke again. “The truth is | liked her ever since |
first saw her at the company. | bet you know how long she takes to warm
up to others. | won't cancel her contract, but | hope you can help me with
one thing. What about we meet up at six in the evening? I'll treat both of
you to dinner, and we’ll talk after we meet. You can choose a place and
send the address to me. I'll see y’all there.”
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