Love at the Wrong Table

Chapter 154
Chapter 154

“‘Manny, did you see what'’s trending on Yeringham’s net? These disgusting
people are unbelievable!”

Roselynn was furious too.

A few days ago, their grandfather had come to them and asked for eighty
thousand, but they did not give it to him. Later on, they found out that their
uncle’s ransom was only thirty thousand, so Emmanuel gave their mother
twenty thousand and left the decision of whether or not she was going to use
it as part of the ransom money to her.

Initially, her mother had tried to convince her to give their grandfather
another ten thousand, but Roselynn refused.

Why would she?

Her uncle had yet to repay his debt to her, so why would she fork out another
ten thousand for him?

She would rather have a douchebag like him die overseas instead.

In the end, their mother gave the twenty thousand and her salary from that
month to their grandfather.

Regardless of everything, that was Alessandra’s father, and she was doing it
as a last act of her duty.

Who would have expected their grandfather and his family to still be
unsatisfied after receiving over twenty thousand? They ended up cursing
and leaving, saying that they were going to teach the Lowe family a lesson
eventually.

Roselynn had never seen people as shameless as them.

It was as if the Lowe family were their slaves and should be dedicating their



lives to them.

At the start, Roselynn thought that those were just words said out of anger.
She did not think that they would actually carry out their plan. What
ungrateful and heartless people!

‘I saw it too, Roselynn. | knew Granddad and his family were ungrateful
people, but | wonder how they pulled this off,” Emmanuel replied.

Roselynn was curious too. Would they spend hundreds of thousands to get
this topic trending on the internet? Why? Is it just because they’re mad?
Moreover, if they’re that rich, why would they insist on getting eighty
thousand from the Lowe family? Something is fishy about this.

‘Hmph! Regardless of how they did it, I'm going to clear things up on the
internet right now. I'm sure the people will know who’s right and who’s wrong!”
‘Roselynn, don't.”

“Why?” Roselynn curiously asked, wondering if her brother was planning to
take the blame.

However, Emmanuel explained, “Let things worsen a little more. I’'m sick of
these shameless people. I’'m going to settle all scores with them once and for
all. I'm the only man in our family, and there’s no way I'm going to let my
family be bullied by them!”

The revelation only heightened Claudette’s perception of Emmanuel’s
masculinity, leaving no doubt that whoever had the privilege of being with
him would undoubtedly feel a sense of safety and security.

Similarly, Roselynn had always seen her brother as a dependable individual.
When she heard that, she found herself looking forward to what he would do.
“So, Manny, what'’s your plan?”

“‘Roselynn, you have the habit of posting on Twitter and Instagram, right? Do
you still have the screenshots of our uncle asking us for money to repay his

gambling debts?”



“l do!”

“Good. Those will serve as our evidence. That man revealed our contact
details on the internet so that the citizens of Yeringham would come after us
in a witch hunt. There’s no way we can let them have it easy. Once everyone
in the city learns about this, we're going to make a plot twist on this matter.
Let’'s see who'll die an uglier death!”

As Emmanuel said that, flames of fury burned bright in his eyes.

He possessed a calm disposition, but that did not negate his capacity to feel
anger.

This time, Hermann and Jamison had genuinely infuriated him.

So you don’t want us to be a sweet family, huh? Instead, you want us to be
enemies. Don’t you know that I’'ve never shown mercy to my enemies?

“Sure, Manny. I'll heed your words. I'm going to get a new number now. Do
you

want me to get you one too?”

Some suppliers, clients, and coworkers of Roselynn who did not know her well
enough were starting to attack her, so she had to change her number and

go into hiding for a while.



