" Adrien's statement was reasonable, and Celia [afgﬂ__,
accepted it. :

Eagerly staring at the metal button, she was desperate to
discover more clues from it right away.

Adrien pleaded, "Cece, I've disclosed all | know. Could you
give me the money now?"

‘I don't have any cash on me." Celia looked at him with
disdain and apathy. ‘“Why should | save you? Not only did
you witness my mother's death without doing anything to
stop it and keep it from me for so long, but you also used it
to continually inflict pain upon me. Although you are not
the murderer, you are still an accomplice. You want me to
give you money? It's impossible.”

Adrien panicked and quickly argued, "Cece, it's not that |
didn't want to save your mother, but-that | was unable to! If
| had tried to save her then, | too would have perished. Who
could have told you the truth then?"

“Don't spout gibberish. I'm not buying it." Celia uttered icily,
"'m not giving you money. Your debt is not m;JJ
responsibility. You must settle it yourself."
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“Really?” Celia snorted, "But what of it?" |
|

She stared at Mabel with the same unemotional gaze and f{
declared, ‘| owe you nothing. You have earned it. | shall not
feel guilty if | choose not to help you."

Hearing this, the lead man ordered his men to take Cerissa
away again and then left without looking back.

Mabel, unable to save her daughter, vented her anger onto
Celia.

Gazing at Celia and Tyson, who were strutting away, she
became enraged. Seizing the fruit knife from the table, she
lunged at Celia, bellowing furiously, "You heartless harpy!
Go to hell!”

Tyson, fortunately having been watching her all along,
quickly kicked her away

Mabel groaned painfully as she hit the cabinet, splttlng out
blood.

Tyson warned sternly, "
only granting you a reprieve this time. The next ti
to do this, your fate will be far worse thanD lf' :

Mabel, despite her hatred for the tw
) ‘he had said.
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| Celia was touched by his determination but felt a sen:
unease.

Who was the perpetrator responsible for the crime? Why
did they murder her mother?

Afraid that she would be anxious, Tyson held her shoulder
and comforted her, "Don't worry too much. I'll stick with
you. I'll do my best to help you."

Celia nodded, tears streaming down her face. "I'm okay.
Don't worry about me. Worry about yourself. Mack might
do something to you again.”

"I know." Tyson declared, "Mack is no longer a nuisance to
me. Grandpa will be convening a general shareholders
meeting tomorrow and he will grant me his shares. At that
point, Mack will be utterly powerlessto cause any difficulty.."
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