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Chapter 1063

It was true that Ashton and | should not meddle in the affairs of the Crest family, but whenever |
thought about the workers at the chemical plant, | could not just turn a blind eye. Most of the people
working there did not come from rich families. A lot of them had labored and toiled their whole life just
to make ends meet. If they fell sick, they would drag their families down.

And it was not just one family that we were talking about. A lot of families were at stake here.

It only took the breadwinner to fall sick for the entire family to lose everything.

Sasha was a good example. Her old parents had worked hard their whole life just to bring her up. Alas!
Sasha didn’t live long and the seniors had to fend for themselves for the rest of their lives.

“I'll send someone to look into the chemical plant. As for Kristina, I’'m sure her uncle will be able to be of
help. He’s a bone cancer specialist, so you don’t have to worry about her.”

“But she refuses to go back. She already rented out the house Jared gave her in K City. She’s now staying
in a small room in the urban village instead. | bumped into her at the bar yesterday, soliciting. | didn’t
know how to dissuade her from working there, so | just left my bank card with her.”

“You shouldn’t bother yourself with any of these. Everyone has their own way of living. You can’t change
everybody,” Ashton replied.

“Alright,” | replied curtly. “Remember to come back earlier. By the way, Nick is getting married. My mom
is preparing for his engagement, so you’d better come home earlier. | want us all to attend as a family.”



Ashton chuckled at the good news. “Okay, I'll try to go back as soon as possible. You’d better stay home
tonight. It’s not safe to hang out so late.”

“I know, please stop nagging me.”

Beside me, Emery shot me an impatient look and whispered, “Scarlett, can we go yet? We're not here to
see you and Ashton being lovey-dovey.”

“l know right? Stop rubbing it in my face,” Camelia agreed.

| smiled and said goodbye to Ashton before ending the call. “Let’s go to the hairdresser first,” | said to
Emery.

Spending money could also be a way of venting negative emotions.

This was especially true for Camelia and Emery. Both of them picked the most handsome hairdressers at
the best salon and started talking to them as they got their hair done. Each of them spent thousands
buying products and getting a makeover.

Emery spotted the despise in my eyes. “I feel happy when | spend money. Besides, the two young men
were really handsome and | had a great time talking to them. | think it’s money well spent.”

“Yeap, | agree,” Camelia interjected, “l haven’t been this happy for a long time. This feels better than
going for a drink at the bar. | came out looking prettier and in a better mood, so it’s worth the money.”

Now that they put it that way, | could only say that they had put their money to good use.

Our next stop was the beauty salon. By the time we finished a spa, it was already afternoon.



| just got out of the spa when Kristina called. “l don’t need your card. I'll take the cash as your
accommodation fee and for taking up my time yesterday. As for the card, you can take it back.”

“Sure, you can give it back to me, but I'll need to make this clear—you need to go back to J City if you
refuse to take the card. Your uncle is a bone cancer specialist, he will figure out a way to cure you. If you
keep up the stubborn act, you’ll only end up putting your life on the line. If you refuse to go back, then
I’'m not taking back the card. You can take it as a token of appreciation for what you did for Summer.”

A long silence ensued. “Why are you helping me?”

| found myself asking the same question. Why am | helping her?

It took me some time to think of a reason. “l don’t know why I’'m helping you, but | don’t have peace in
my heart if | leave you just like that. Actually, I’'m just returning the favor. After all, you're the one who
reminded me about Summer. So let’s call it even between us.”

“So you ended up being my savior. How ironic,” she said, her voice soft and mellow. “But still, thank you.
| know it’s no use saying this, but I still want to let you know I’'m grateful.”

| did not say another word but hung up after that.

| felt a burden lifted off my chest after the call. Actually, | was not even sure if Kristina would accept my
offer. She might continue working at the bar, and this would make me feel bad for her. However, it also
meant she would have to accept the bank card. Although there was not a lot of money in it, it was still
enough to last her some time. | hope she would be able to think things through and return to J City and
the Larson family. It would be better to be around people who could help her.
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After Emery and Camelia were done with their facial treatments, they both decided to go to the mall for
a shopping spree. | naturally had no objections, so | went along with them.



Having bustled about the entire day, we went to a restaurant specializing in grilled fish. Just after we
had taken our seats, Emery looked at me and clicked her tongue. “What are young girls nowadays
thinking? How does she stand being with such an old man?”

Hearing that, | was stunned for a moment. Then, | glanced over my shoulder, only to be greeted by the
sight of a couple with a huge age gap. It wasn’t a mere assumption, for the woman was kissing and being
all lovey-dovey with the man in public without the slightest hint of embarrassment. From the look of
things, they definitely weren’t father and daughter, but lovers.

However, | only took a gander. When | saw that the woman was all but lying on the man who seemed to
be about sixty years old, | didn’t continue watching them. After all, it required fortitude to gaze at such a
scene for a long time.

Camelia, on the other hand, frowned slightly. “The age gap here must be at least thirty over years. Is
such a romance truly love?”

In reply, Emery shook her head. “Nope. It's apparent at first glance that the old man isn’t quite right in
the mind. He seems a tad senile. As such, the woman is most likely eyeing his money.”

Nevertheless, | remained quiet through it all since it was rather difficult to judge such a matter. We then
ordered our food, and it was served very quickly. Ah, it's been a long time since | last had grilled fish! |
buried my head in the food and started eating with relish. Meanwhile, Camelia and Emery were still
discussing skincare routines, including the fact that they should avoid eating spicy food, reduce their
sugar intake, and have more collagen. After all, women would slowly lose collagen after twenty-five
years old, so they could only rely on money to retain their beauty.

In that, | had to concur. Toward the end of their conversation, they then decided to register for a body
conditioning class tomorrow to enhance their figure and deportment.

Sure enough, women were forever pursuing beauty all their lives.



“Yvonne Wilde, | asked you to accompany my father for a stroll! Why did you bring him here? Do you
have any professional work ethics?” A voice abruptly rang out behind me.

Upon hearing the familiar name, | couldn’t resist looking over my shoulder. By then, the woman, who
had been in the old man’s embrace, had gotten to her feet. With an apologetic expression on her face,
she explained to the fuming woman, “I’'m sorry, Ms. Langston. Mr. Langston said that he craved grilled
fish, so | brought him here. I’'m sorry. | won’t do it anymore.”

That woman, however, seemed fit to be tied. Glowering at her, she snarled, “Why are you doing
everything he says? Don’t you know that he has high blood pressure and has to be circumspect in his
diet? Also, don’t think that I’'m unaware of your ploy. “My father is senile. Are you trying to coax him
into marrying you so that you’d have a share of the assets when he dies? Let me tell you, that’s a pipe
dream! It’s impossible! Now, scram! Here’s your pay for having taken care of him for the past few days.
Don’t you ever step foot into our house again in the future!”

Throwing a stack of bills into Yvonne’s face, the woman then left with the old man. As Yvonne stood by
the table, the diners in the restaurant stared at her as though watching a show. From the few simple
words, everyone could discern the meaning clear as day.

Is she that strapped for cash? Didn’t John give her quite a tidy sum after breaking up with her? So, why
has she been taking care of an elderly senile man for the sake of money? Besides, their posture earlier
was really intimate.

Puzzlement swamped me.

Again glancing back, my brows furrowed when | saw her picking up the money from the floor in a mini
skirt. | was at a loss for words. We choose our paths in life, and though we have no idea whether it’ll be
good or bad, we should make a conscientious choice from the very beginning itself.

After she had picked up all the money, she stood up. The moment she caught sight of me, she froze for a
moment before sneering, “What a coincidence, Ms. Stovall! You’ve again seen me at my lowest.”

Pursing my lips, | lowered my head and commented, “You have plenty of choices, so why must you
relegate yourself to this?”



“Haha!” Yvonne gave a bark of laughter. As she brandished the money in her hand, she stared at me and
retorted, “You were born with a silver spoon in your mouth, Ms. Stovall, so you’ve probably never
suffered much in life, no? Thus, you likely have no idea how someone with no money survives. “People
are born in different classes, and someone like me is destined to be trampled upon and humiliated ever
since birth.

In that case, why should | make life unnecessarily difficult for myself? I'd be better off resigning myself
to fate and make money however | can do so. “Isn’t this pretty good? Look, I've only taken care of that
old man for a few days, and I've gotten tens of thousands in addition to the money he gave me. That’s a
huge sum. You said | have plenty of choices.

Indeed, | do. Considering my academic qualification and good looks, | can get an office job with five or
six thousand a month. “But then, I'll have to go to work early and get off work late, not to mention
pandering to my superior. I'll have to lower myself all my life, and | might even have to pay the price
with my health. Yet in the end, | might not even afford to buy a house when I’'m old. Say, what’s the use
of dignity and pride?

“From your standpoint, you can’t understand me. Likewise, from my perspective, | can’t understand
you. | wanted to marry John because I'll never again have to worry about money besides getting to live
out my life in bliss. So, why did you put a stop to that? Was it because of my filthy means of making
money?

“But the truth is, I'm a commaodity in his eyes—one that requires some occasional spending for
maintenance. The only difference is that he’ll place me in Stovall residence for show at the end of the
day. Ms. Stovall, a few words from you extinguished all light from my life in the blink of an eye.”
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“What kind of logic is that?” Emery countered with a hint of contempt. “If you regard yourself as a
commodity, then you should act like one. A commodity has value. Do you know your value? “Why on
earth did you attach such a high value to yourself when you’re a commodity that has changed hands
every so often? Do you think you’re worth that much? You’re a commodity that has zero aesthetic and
practical value, yet you price yourself as a customized commodity. Do you think you’re worth that price?
Well, the answer is no.”



Oh my God, Emery is simply... Amazing!

All at once, Yvonne’'s face flushed bright red at her lecture. After a long while, she glared at her and
snapped, “What has that got to do with you? How’s that your business?”

At that, Emery merely snickered, not in the mood to continue debating with her. “It's indeed none of my
business. Let’s go!”

Naturally, there was no way we could continue with the meal after that debacle. As Emery strode out of
the restaurant while dragging Camelia and me along, she muttered, “People are really ridiculous
nowadays. Her values are erroneous, yet she doesn’t allow anyone else to point them out. Come on
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After saying that, she turned to me with a frown. “Well, I'm curious. How did you get acquainted with
that freak? Damn it, she’s just pissing me off so badly!”

Startled for a moment, my gaze remained locked on hers. With the corners of my mouth twitching, |
replied, “You don’t remember her? She was a hostess at your nightclub back then. She was forced to
drink, so John and Il intervened. | later got her a job at Nick’s company, but it wasn’t long before she got
her hooks into John.”

Emery was stunned for some time before she blurted, “Dang! Are you serious? It’s been so long that |
don’t have any recollection of her. She’s really crazy.”

After exiting the restaurant, we went straight to the mall. Once those two women started shopping,
they were in a world of their own. When the shopping spree drew to an end, the entire trunk was filled
to the brim.

Completely worn out, | sat at the lounge on the first floor and waited for them while they shopped.



| had just sat down for a brief second when | spotted a man dragging Yvonne out of the mall by the hair.
His movements were vicious and indifferent, turning her silky hair into a tangled mess.

“Please let go of me! I’'m sorry, | won’t do it anymore. | beg you! I'll give you all the money, so please let
go of my hair!” Yvonne wailed at the top of her lungs.

However, the man showed no signs of taking mercy on her. Instead, his grip on her became increasingly
brutal. “You’ll do anyone as long as they give you money, huh?”

The man’s vulgar words were indeed unpleasant, and he proclaimed that in a booming voice, so
everyone around them heard that. As they unwittingly attracted people’s attention, an elderly lady
stepped forward and persuaded, “Young man, just talk it out if there’s a problem. This isn’t an
appropriate way to treat a woman.”

“She doesn’t mind doing it with any man and has now given me STD! This is all on her! Not only is she
filthy as hell, but she also ruins others! It's already merciful of me when she’s such a despicable
woman!”

Yvonne then fell to the ground while struggling with him. Looking all pathetic, she stared at the man as
she rebutted in a tearful and aggrieved voice, “I didn’t! It wasn’t me! You're the one who contracted it,
for I've got no STD at all! All those are wealthy men, so how could they possibly have STD? It’s you who
contracted it by sleeping around with random women, yet you’re blaming me?”

Slap! The man didn’t pull his punches, so it was a heavy blow. At that strike, Yvonne saw stars, and blood
trickled out of the corner of her mouth.

“What a load of crap! Would you have gotten STD if you haven’t gone to the nightclub to prowl! for men
even when you were together with Mr. Stovall? Did you think that wealthy men have no STD? Even if
they do, would they tell you? You'll even do it with an old man in his sixties or seventies for a quick buck,
so who would believe you when you say you have no STD?”

Upon hearing this, a sense of unease flooded me. Could it be that I've truly hit the nail on the head, and
Yvonne Wilde truly has STD? At the thought of this, | hastily took out my phone and called John.



Fortunately, it was relatively quiet on his side when the call was connected. When he heard the
commotion on my end, he asked, “Where are you? Why is it so noisy? And what happened?”

“I’'m at the mall. Where are you?” | demanded. When | saw the man beating up Yvonne, my brows
inevitably creased. Standing up, | headed toward the security booth.

“I’'m having tea with Emma. Would you like to join us? Uncle Louis has an exquisite tea that he has kept
for a few years, and the taste is rather good. You can come over and try some.” From his voice, it
seemed that he was getting along well with Emma today.

Smacking my lips, | retorted, “Don’t tell me you stole the tea? You’ll be dead meat when Uncle Louis
learns of it. Oh yes, when were you last intimate with Yvonne Wilder?”

Pfft! The sound of water spraying out sounded, followed by his violent coughing on the other end.
“Letty, you did that on purpose, no? Even if you want to mess with me, you don’t have to say such a
thing at precisely this moment. That question of yours is too personal!”

| propped my hand against my forehead in embarrassment. After deliberating for a moment, | urged,
“Well, just hurry up and tell me. | want to know! This concerns your entire life, so tell me quickly. Stop
dawdling!”

As mortification pervaded him, John cleared his throat and lowered his voice to a mere whisper as he
spoke into the phone. “Letty, can we speak about this at home? Emma is right in front of me now, so
how am | supposed to answer that? Are you sure you’re not doing this deliberately?”
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Pouting, | insisted in exasperation, “Just tell me. Yvonne Wilder seems to have contracted STD. The man
who was with her learned about it today, and he is beating her up now as we speak. Anyway, hurry up
and think about when you were last intimate with her as well as whether you have been with any other
woman during this time. Tomorrow, take some time to go to the hospital and get tested.”



When | received no reply from him for a long time, | thought he had truly contracted STD. Thus, |
anxiously blurted, “Don’t panic, John. This can be treated. Just go to the hospital tomorrow and have the
doctor look you over. Then, we’ll discuss a treatment plan with the doctor. However, make sure that you
don’t touch anyone else during this period.”

John was silent for a while before retorting, “Where did your mind go? | was just wondering who she got
it from. Those men are pretty clean, so an accident isn’t all that likely. How did she get the STD?”

Hearing that, | propped a hand against my forehead. Isn’t he focusing on the wrong thing here?
Exasperation flooded me. “Why are you still fixated on how she got STD at this time? Hurry up and
contact a doctor now so that you can get treatment as soon as possible!”

At that, a snort sounded at the other end, and John countered with a chuckle, “Why do | need
treatment? I've never slept with her, so why do | even need to get tested?”

My jaw dropped, and | exclaimed in astonishment, “You’ve never slept with her? But you...”

“She kept dangling herself before me, so | brought her to a few banquets as my companion. We were
indeed rather close, but we were never intimate. The debacle about getting married is all because | was
angry with Hannah back then. That’s why | contemplated marrying her. So, don’t worry. We never did
anything, and I'm totally fine!” John sounded exceedingly nonchalant.

Upon that revelation, my eyes inexorably went wide. “Were you insane, John Stovall? You actually didn’t
betray Hannah in any way? Then, why did you create so many illusions back then, making everyone
think that you’re a scumbag and forcing her to leave you? Weren’t you just digging your own grave?”

| initially thought that he had truly been intimate with Yvonne, so he planned to marry her.
Furthermore, | had seen him with her several times in the past, and they appeared very intimate. It was
so bad that even a bystander like me believed that their relationship was carnal, let alone Hannah. She
had a stake in it, so how would she know that all those were just for show?



Noticing my agitation, John murmured, “In the beginning, | never thought that it would drive her away.
Nonetheless, it’s all in the past, so explanations are superfluous now. Don’t worry about me, for I'm
fine.”

“Hah! You're the last person I'd be worried about!” My blood boiled after having heard all that. He could
have lived happily with Hannah, and they could have all been a happy family with Kiki, yet he just had to
create a scandal with Yvonne Wilde! Worse still, he didn’t even do anything with her but lost the person
he loves. Isn’t that something that only an utter moron would do?

After hanging up the phone, | was still very much incensed, and anger blazed within me. As | stared at
Yvonne who was being beaten to an inch of her life, | initially wanted to call security, but | then stopped
short when | reached the door of the security booth. In the end, | returned to the lobby instead.

People often chose their own paths, and they’re merely reaping what they sow.

There was quite a crowd milling around, but no one stepped out to help. First of all, they all disdained
Yvonne after hearing the man say that she was willing to do anything for money, so they didn’t want to
lend her a hand. Besides, they were afraid that she was truly diseased, so they kept a distance from her
to avoid being contaminated.

When Yvonne was all bruised and battered from the man’s blows, a man suddenly rushed out from the
crowd and held the man back. “Buddy, even if you're teaching her a lesson, this should stop now. You’ve
already beaten her up badly enough, so you can’t be beating her to death despite your anger, no?” he
persuaded.

The man was blinded by rage for being held back at that moment, so he roared at the man who had just
appeared, “Mind your own business instead of poking your nose into my affairs here! Buzz off!”

“Let’s go, Justin. Don’t be nosy!” | glanced over when | heard a familiar voice, only to see that it was
Stella. She was dressed rather adorably, and she was clutching Justin’s arm while talking him around.



Justin looked at her and said gently, “Wait for me at the side. Don’t come over. I'll just be a minute.”

Then, he turned his gaze to the man and cajoled, “Buddy, having gone so far, it should be enough
recompense no matter her transgressions, yes?”

However, the man had no intention of resolving the matter peacefully. He had been incensed in the first
place, so he was now all the more ticked off at Justin’s heroic interference.

Lifting a fist, he swung it right at Justin. While everyone was struck with terror, Justin swiftly dodged the
man’s fist and grabbed it instead. “That’s enough, buddy,” he declared.

With eyes blazing scarlet from fury, the man wasn’t in the mood to listen to him. Rather, he bellowed
furiously, “I told you not to poke your nose into my business!” As he said that, he swung his fist once
more. At that time, Justin didn’t dodge, so he took a fist to the face.

But in the next instance, he went on the offensive. He swung a fist at the man and started raining blows
on him without holding back his punches, making it evident that he had some martial arts training.
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In a flash, people from the mall crowded over. Some whipped out their phones to snap pictures and
lodge a police report. Upon seeing that, | hastily called out to Justin who was being surrounded, “Stop!
Stop hitting him!”

Swinging my gaze to Stella, | then ordered, “Go and get security! Don’t allow them to continue fighting,
forit’ll only end up in trouble.”

Frightened, Stella hurriedly sprinted off in search of security. Meanwhile, as | stared at Justin who had
the man pinned on the ground, | urged, “Don’t hurt him, or it’ll be difficult to explain when the police
arrive later!”



Breaking a fight and causing someone injury were two different things. Hence, he would be held
criminally liable if he were to hurt the man.

It seemed that my words registered to Justin, for he was more subdued when hitting him. It didn’t look
as though he was striking him all that hard, nor did he leave any grievous injury on him, yet the man on
the ground howled in pain.

In no time, Stella had gotten security over, and the two of them were pulled apart. Shortly after, the
police showed up and escorted Justin to the police station to take his statement since he was involved in
the fight.

By then, Emery and Camelia were also done shopping, so | suggested, “Why don’t we tag along?”

At that, Emery’s brows knitted together. “Why should we? That woman deserved it. Considering the
kind of woman she is, it’s fitting even if she were beaten to death. After all, she’ll only be dragging
others down with her if she lives.”

Nevertheless, | shook my head. “No, I'm suggesting that we tag along because I'm afraid that Yvonne
Wilde will twist the truth and get that courageous man in trouble. Let’s tag along and see how it goes.”

Hearing that, bafflement suffused Camelia. “Why would she twist the truth? The man has helped her,
after all. Otherwise, she would have been beaten to death.”

| shrugged in response. “That remains to be seen. Come, let’s go and have a look. Anyway, you two are
almost done shopping this time.”

Subsequently, they both exchanged a glance. It seemed that they were truly almost done shopping, for
they nodded at each other and concurred, “Okay, let’s go.”



When we arrived at the police station, Justin and the other man were detained for questioning. Yvonne,
on the other hand, was taken to an interrogation room. A police officer doctored her injuries, while
another questioned her about the incident.

As for the rest of us, we sat in the lobby and waited.

Stella looked at me, seemingly having something to say yet hesitant to utter it. As things were frantic
earlier, | almost forgot about her. Flashing her a faint smile, | greeted, “How are you recently, Ms.
Collins? It’s been a long time since | last saw you.”

Smiling at me, she replied, “I’'m pretty good. | heard that Mr. Fuller and you went to Moranta some time
ago, so | thought the two of you were still there since | haven’t seen much of him... and you recently.”

At that, | chuckled. “Well, there’s a new project over at Moranta, so Ashton is a bit busy since he has to
handle the business over there. That’s why he hasn’t been to the office much. | noticed that you're
looking pretty good these days. Are you dating Justin now?”

Upon hearing that, she hastily shook her head even as she blurted with a smile, “No! Don’t get it wrong,
Mrs. Fuller. We're just friends, and we came out together to buy some things today. There’s nothing
more than that, so don’t get it wrong.”

Surprise inundated me when | saw her explaining with such gusto. The look in Justin’s eyes when he
gazes at her makes it obvious that he adores her. But why does it seem as though she’s neither
accepting nor rejecting him after all this time?

Nonetheless, | merely smiled without inquiring further.

After a while, the people inside came out, and Yvonne’s injuries had been doctored. With tears
streaming down her face, she tugged at the police officer and sobbed, “My boyfriend and | were just
messing around. He didn’t hit me. He merely pushed me lightly, but that man abruptly came over and
started pummeling my boyfriend.”



When her words fell, | couldn’t help frowning. Likewise taken aback, Stella gaped at her and exclaimed,
“What are you talking about? You were being assaulted by that man in the mall, so my friend
intervened. Why would we pick trouble when we don’t even know you?”

“Who knows what your intentions were? Anyway, your friend hit my boyfriend, so | demand
compensation,” Yvonne proclaimed without the slightest bit of shame.

Emery and Camelia were initially scrolling their phone with their heads lowered, but they instinctively
shot their gazes over upon hearing her words. Looking at the police officer, Emery stated, “Officer, this
woman is lying. She’s making up stories. The man lent her a hand out of a sense of righteousness, yet
she isn’t at all thankful. Instead, she’s making a false countercharge. We took a video of the altercation,
so you can have a look at it. Her boyfriend had been hitting her for a long while, so the man finally had
enough and stepped out to teach him a lesson.”

As she said that, she handed her phone to the police officer.

After taking a look at it, the police officer then shifted his gaze to Yvonne. With his brows furrowed, he
asserted, “Ms. Wilde, are you aware that your behavior is no different from slander in the eyes of the
law, and you could be held criminally liable? Putting aside the fact that he did that to help you, you
shouldn’t be so ungrateful and accuse someone even if it’s an innocent bystander.”

“Exactly!” Emery exclaimed. Then, she continued muttering, “In the future, no one should interfere
when it comes to a woman like you even if you're beaten to death. After all, that’s what you deserve!”

Subsequently, the police officer returned her the phone. Pivoting, he then went to the two interrogation
rooms and escorted Justin out. “Next time, if you encounter something like this again, just lodge a police
report straight away or simply restrain the perpetrator. You don’t need to interfere too much.” At that,
he paused for a moment. With his gaze on Yvonne, he continued placidly, “After all, there are quite a lot
of ungrateful people in this world.”



