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Chapter 1423

| did not intend to meddle; | simply cared for the boy and did not wish for him to be harmed.
His father was too busy earning a living outside to care much. Today, he was abandoned by his
future stepmother. Who knows what would happen tomorrow?

With those thoughts in mind, | couldn’t help but feel sorry for the little fellow. It looked like he
was born with a silver spoon in his mouth. It was not necessarily all sunshine and rainbows for
him.

Ashton'’s face changed at my words. He stared at me with an odd look in his eyes.

| was uncomfortable with being scrutinized like that and was about to come up with an excuse
to leave when the phone in my purse rang. | extracted it only to discover that it was Emery.

"How's everything? Are you home yet?” Emery sounded remorseful. "It was all my fault; | should
have planned for this beforehand. It was such a rare occasion that we got to hang out and now
it's all ruined.”

"That's alright,” | consoled her. “We can do this again some time. | walked around by myself for a
bit and was preparing to leave. I'll give you a call once | reach home.”



| had been chatting with Gregory non-stop after we had ordered, and had completely forgotten
about Emery.

| ended the call but the screen remained bright as a call from Marcus came in.

It was silent on his end except for his voice. “Have you gone out?”

"Yes.” | glanced at my watch and realized that it was almost seven; he would have gotten off
work by now. “I went shopping with Emery and lost track of time. I'm coming home.”

“Send me the address and wait for me there.”

“No, that's alright. I'll hail a cab. I'm not that spoiled.”

| wouldn't be able to argue with him if this went on. The only thing | could do was to forcefully
hang up.

As a result, | left the mall accompanied by Ashton and his son.

It could be due to the father-and-son duo’s attractiveness that cause many to glance in our
direction as we were walking.

At the entrance of the mall, we discovered that it was pouring outside.



The rain did not help matters in regards to the traffic conditions. Being close to seven, the roads
would be congested. To hail a cab under these circumstances was completely based on luck at
this point.

“Ms. Stovall, why don't you catch a ride with us?” Gregory asked with a tug on my sleeve. Before
| could respond, he turned his large watery eyes toward his father. “Daddy, Ms. Stovall has been
kind to me today. Can we give her a ride home?”

Ashton stood silent without a reply.

We were all adults; it wouldn’t do to display our rejection too overtly.

| was about to respectfully decline when Ashton spoke in a low voice. “I'll drive the car over.
Watch the boy.”

I looked up and he was already leaving the mall.

Soon, Ashton returned with his black Maybach to the hotel entrance. Though it was drenched in
rain, his prestigious status was on full display.

| was deliberating on whether | should get in when the mall security held an umbrella over me
and Gregory.

With courteous gestures, he practically shoved us onto Ashton’s car. | had no choice but to allow
myself to be chauffeured.

"Oh yeah! We're going to Ms. Stovall’'s home!” Gregory cheered excitedly in the car.



| reached out and tousled his hair with a smile. | did not speak to Ashton after providing him
with the address.

Ashton drove intently with Gregory and | in the back seat. We chatted the entire journey in a
rare moment of camaraderie.

Ashton looked back at us through his rearview mirror and seemed distracted. | wasn't sure if he
was feeling wary toward me as | noticed that he stole glances at me more often than was
necessary, as if he was studying me.

It wasn't a pleasant feeling to be suspected like that. The strangest thing was that this car did
not feel unfamiliar to me at all.

It bothered me and made me feel somber and thoughtful throughout the entire journey.

“We're here.” Ashton’s deep voice interrupted me in my reverie.

With a jump, | exited the vehicle. “Thanks a lot, Mr. Fuller,” | said gratefully.

The rain had already subsided. It would only take a few strides to reach the shelter of the villa
from the side of the road where | was dropped off.

“Hang on,” Ashton called out before | got off.



With one swift motion, he descended from the driver’s seat, opened the trunk, and came up to
me with a black umbrella in his hand. He stood in silence with the umbrella over the door in
preparation for my descent.

| spaced out as | wasn’t used to this sudden intimacy. Before | managed to come to, Ashton said
in a cold voice, “Are you getting off?”
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“Oh, yes of course. Thank you for your trouble.”

Just as the words fell from my lips, | heard a familiar voice not far away.

“Scar.”

Ashton and | turned in unison toward the direction of the voice. It was Marcus.

“Marcus? It’s only a few steps. You don’t have to come out to receive me.”

Marcus had his grey silk pajamas on. With a transparent umbrella in his hand, he walked over in a
leisurely manner.

“Is this a friend of yours?” Ashton asked. It could have been my imagination, but his voice sounded a few
degrees colder.



“I’'m her fiancé,” Marcus interjected at once.

| didn’t respond at the risk of sounding like | was overcompensating. The only thing | could do was smile
awkwardly.

“Come here, Scar.” Marcus beckoned.

| walked over to him obediently.

Before | could even take a step, | felt my wrist being gripped roughly.

It felt very strange.

Ashton’s palm was meaty and rough. He barely exerted any force but when he touched me, it scalded
like magma. My skin seared as the pain felt as if it had penetrated my skin and burrowed deep into my
bone.

“Mr. Fuller, is there anything else?” | asked while | was rooted on the spot without an attempt to push
him away.

Though he did not use much strength, | had a sense that it wouldn’t be easy to wrench myself from his
grasp.

He had acted proudly and haughtily this entire time, but now he wants to play the part of a scoundrel?

Ashton had a puzzled look upon his face as if he wasn’t sure what he was even doing.



Marcus fixed his gaze onto Ashton’s grip on my wrist. “Sir, please let go of her at once.” Marcus’s voice
rang with cold fury in every syllable.

Ashton furrowed his eyebrows but did not insist. In the end, he did as he was asked.

| went over to Marcus and stood under his umbrella.

Marcus adjusted his umbrella to better shield me as he turned to address Ashton. “Sir, I'm wondering
about your intentions towards my fiancee,” he said with hostility. “Aren’t you aware of social
boundaries?”

“Marcus, listen to me.” | hastened to explain lest he misunderstood. “When | was shopping at the mall
with Emery, | ran into Mr. Fuller’s son who had lost his way. That was when...”

In a few minutes, | had briefly described the events of my afternoon to Marcus.

His countenance had relaxed somewhat after hearing my explanation. “This was clearly a
misunderstanding,” he said to Ashton apologetically. “I should be thanking you, Mr. Fuller, for sending
my fiancée home to me.”

Ashton’s face remained expressionless throughout the entire encounter. He only gazed deeply at me for
a while before he turned around and departed in his car.

“This man is very strange,” | remarked without thinking. “His mood changes quicker than the weather. |
do not know how to interact with him.”

Marcus ignored me completely as he gave my shoulder a pinch. “It’s cold out here. Let’s get inside
quickly.” Marcus ushered me to enter the house.



“Okay.” As soon as | said that, | realized that we were huddled together rather closely under the
umbrella. Subconsciously, | retracted my neck and edged slightly away from him.

| still felt resistant towards Marcus’s attempts at intimacy.

He must have sensed my distance, for he lowered his arm from my shoulder a moment later.

When we got home, | took a hot shower before slipping into my pajamas. It was dinnertime when | was
done.

Marcus had the maid prepare chicken soup for me. “You were caught in the rain. Have some soup to
keep yourself warm.”

He took the spoon and was prepared to feed me when | hurriedly grabbed the bowl over. “I'll do it
myself.”

As | was about to take a sip, | had a déja vu of having experienced the exact same thing.

In the past, someone used to feed me my medication with care and gentleness like this...

A ferocious pain seared across my head for a split second. It was so intense that my grip on the bowl
loosened and was nearly dropped before | hastily set it down on the table.

“Are you alright?” Marcus stared at me with wide eyes after he had jumped to his feet in a panic. His
voice was soft as he leaned over to support me.

| couldn’t even keep my head upright; the pain was awful. “My head hurts...”



Marcus narrowed his eyes. “What do you remember?”

“Nothing...”

The heavy pain felt like a gust of wind; it blew away from the mere act of speaking. | heaved a long sigh
and looked up at Marcus. “Back then when | was sick, did you use to care for me like that?”

He interest was suddenly piqued. “What do you think?”
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| pulled a face helplessly. Marcus was always caring and would not make jokes in situations like these.
“You would know. I'd forgotten everything.”

“The things in the past are not important,” Marcus said evasively as he blew on a spoonful of soup to
cool it down before bringing it close to my lips. “It should be cool enough to drink now.”

When we were having our dinner, my thoughts wandered over to Ashton and Gregory. “You know, even
if Ashton was a rich businessman with a lot of duties, he’s a very caring father. He even picked his kid up
during working hours.”

Marcus’ eyes flashed; his hands paused momentarily. “What kind of a person do you think Ashton is?”

“It depends on which perspective you're looking at. As a father, he’s pretty responsible. There were
some mistakes on his part, but he undoubtedly always thinks of his child. But as an acquaintance, he has
a very odd and unpredictable nature which makes him difficult to interact with. I’'m not sure if he



behaves like that in front of his child,” | analyzed out loud, hardly conscious that the amount of
attention | had paid to him was inappropriate.

“Is that so...” Marcus said blandly but did not offer up his own opinion.

| glanced up distractedly only to realize that his attention had wandered too.

“What’s up with you?” | asked with concern; it was rare for him to lose himself in front of me. “Is
everything in the company going well?”

“Everything is fine,” Marcus said with a forced smile as he dropped a piece of salmon on my plate. “Eat
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up.

If he didn’t want to elaborate, | wouldn’t think much more about it. | turned my attention back to my
meal, but we were both lost in our own thoughts.

After dinner when we were watching TV in the living room, Marcus gave me a card with a magnetic chip.

| took it and saw that it was a brand new identification card that had my headshot and an identification
number belonging to Carlette Stovall.

It was the first time seeing my name being written down in print. It felt both strange yet familiar.

“This is your new identity and life now. In sickness and in health, it will be yours to control. Do you like
your name?” asked Marcus.

To an amnesiac, there was no greater gift than a formal affirmation of one’s identity. “Thank you, | love
it.” | accepted it with joy.



The next morning after | saw Marcus off to work, | prepared to go for my usual walk.

When | exited the door, | saw a BMW parked across the road. Next to it was a man clad in a smart suit.
He stared at me intently.

In a split second, he was headed my way.

“Hello.”

“Hello,” | replied in confusion. “How can | help you?”

The man studied my face intently but composed himself a split second later. “l would just like to
enquire,” he said politely. “If there are any houses to rent around here. | quite enjoy your neighborhood
and would like to rent one for my boss.”

“I’'m not too sure about this,” | said. “You could ask the residential management office. | could help you
get a number to call.”

He was gentlemanly and soft-spoken, so | turned around and got the number from the maid for him.

“l am indebted to you,” he said most courteously as he reached out for the card | handed to him.

“You're most welcome. If we ever become neighbors, we will look out for one another.”

“Oh, most definitely.”



The man nodded. With a final bow, he departed without another word.

It was such a minor episode that | had completely forgotten all about it until two afternoons later.

| had Marcus’s cat in my arms and was heading to the lawn when | noticed that the BMW was there
again. This time it was parked at the villa directly across from ours.

The front door swung open and the man | had met the other day emerged.

He walked around to open the back door. The figure of a man and a boy jumped down from the car.

Before | could react, Gregory had already noticed me. “Ms. Stovall!”

The moment Ashton loosened his grip on Gregory’s hand, the latter came bounding toward me.

Worried about his safety in crossing the road, | placed the cat down and met him halfway.

When Gregory reached me, he hugged my leg tightly and looked up at me with a smile. “It's so good to
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see you again

“Ha! It didn’t take you long to forget. | live here, remember?” | tousled his hair playfully as | moved aside
for him to get a better view of the villa behind me.

Chapter 1426



It was raining that day; the child’s memory was limited to what he was able to see clearly. Furthermore,
the architecture for all the villas on my street was very similar.

Ashton gazed at me from afar and then turned to his son. “Gregory,” he called, with a hint of warning in
his voice.

Gregory frowned when he heard. He reluctantly loosened his grip on me and walked back to his father
with a pout.

When he reached Ashton’s side, he grabbed one of his fingers coyly.

Children were emphatic; he had probably noticed his father’s anger and was keen to make amends.

Their relationship seems a little too stiff, | thought. He was perhaps a little strict for such a young child.

At that age, they were developing actively. Their nature, reason, and emotional quotient had to be
nurtured most carefully.

| wasn’t close to Ashton as we were merely casual acquaintances. It was not up to me to criticize him
about the upbringing of his kid.

Ashton stood where he was for a little while. He then turned and led his child into the villa opposite
ours.

When they had entered, the man who had opened the door for them walked up to me. “So, we are
officially neighbors now. My name is Joseph. If there’s anything you may need, please feel free to ask.”



He handed me his card while he introduced himself. | glanced at it before introducing myself in return.
“You can call me Carlette.”

“Did you enquire on behalf of Ashton the other day? Is he your boss?” | asked after a brief pause.

“Yes, he is,” Joseph replied. “Mr. Fuller would like a change of scenery for his child. He chose this
neighborhood and sent me over to help him settle in. | must thank you again for that day.”

“Joseph.” Ashton’s voice rang out from behind.

We turned and found Ashton at the door with a sullen expression on his face.

Joseph hastily excused himself and ran to Ashton.

| felt confused as | stared at the shut door of the Fullers’ new residence.

This neighborhood is mere of an upper middle class. With Ashton’s wealth and status, shouldn’t he be
living somewhere much more expensive?

Why did he choose to stay here, of all places? Ashton had many puzzling things about him that could not
be deciphered if one were to approach the problem rationally.

With a headful of doubt, | waited for the doors opposite to shut again before turning around to return to
my villa.

Marcus came home at dinnertime. At the recollection of the events of the afternoon, | perked up at the
chance of a conversational starter. “You’d never have guessed who just moved into the house across
ours,” | began casually.



“Who?” Marcus asked nonchalantly. It was obvious that he wasn’t interested.

“They are...”

Ding dong!

The words almost out of my mouth when | was rudely interrupted by the doorbell.

Marcus did not like to be disturbed during his meals. The servants had returned to their rooms after
serving us, and there was no one left to wait on us in the living room. The door was nearer to me so |
voluntarily got up. “I'll get it.”

Marcus had already put down his fork exasperatedly but at my initiative, he resumed his meal.

Due to recent troubles in his life, he had not been attentive towards me.

A chubby little face appeared as soon as | opened the door. “Ms. Stovalll”

Gregory held the door open. His beady little eyes were fixed on me with a gleeful look on his face.

“Hello, Greg! What can | help you with?” | smiled down at him.

“We have no electricity and water in our house. It’s dark all over and no fun at all.”

“Is that so...” | frowned and touched the boy’s head sorrowfully.



Before Ashton moved in, that villa had been uninhabited for a long time. The problems with the utilities
were to be expected at the sudden occupation.

Ashton suddenly leaned over and appeared before me through the half-opened door. “Gregory is very
picky with his food.”

“Hmm?” | was stunned for a moment, unclear of his intent.

Gregory tugged on my sleeve. “Ms. Stovall,” he said with a grimace. “I’'m very hungry. Look, my stomach
is all deflated.”

“We can’t cook, and he doesn’t like takeout,” Ashton chimed in.

He remained expressionless as he spoke; it was cold and distant.

| understood perfectly at this point; they had invited themselves over for a meal.
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“| prepared a lot of extra food,” | lowered my head and said with a grin. “Greg, why don’t you join me
for dinner?”

“Okay.” Ashton accepted as soon as | had finished extending my invitation.



He spoke extremely calmly but quickly as though he was very eager.

Ashton’s buffet lunches probably cost him tens of millions. | wouldn’t be surprised if his dinners were in
the millions as well. Why would a wealthy man like him want to share the dinner of an ordinary citizen
like me?

“Okay!” Gregory cheered as he pulled me by the hand into my own house, leaving me no time to spare
any further thought to the matter.

| was a little worried that Marcus would not like the way | led the party in while he was still having his
dinner. To my surprise, he did not express any dissatisfaction. Perhaps it was due to the virtues of
hospitality that he embodied. “I'll get two more sets of cutlery,” he said courteously.

Gregory was well-mannered too; he hurried after Marcus to help.

Marcus bent down and patted him on the shoulder. “Young man, just have a seat and make yourself at
home,” he said as he turned and walked into the kitchen.

Ashton suddenly walked over to Gregory’s side. “Did you forget what we talked about yesterday?”

“What did he talk about?” Gregory replied, nonplussed. Perhaps they talked about a lot of things and he
didn’t immediately realize which one his father was referring to.

“You mustn’t disturb Weird Ms. Stovall,” Ashton said coldly.

“Yes, | remember,” Gregory said with an obedient nod.

“It’s the same with Weird Mr. White. In the future, you have to read the situation better. Understand?”



Marcus emerged as Ashton concluded his speech. It was so awkward for me that | drew deep breaths to
calm myself.

Not only did this temper have a temper that was difficult to grasp, but it also seemed that he didn’t
know how to accommodate others. How could someone eat and drink for free in another’s house and
teach their kids to ignore the owner of the house?

| held my head and cringed on behalf of Gregory. With a father like this, the child would have plenty of
hardships to endure in the future.

It was a good thing that Marcus had plenty of patience. He stared Ashton down for a few seconds before
looking away and taking his seat. This episode was a small incident to him.

“Have a seat wherever you like, make yourselves at home,” | said to our guests as | resumed my own
seat.

Marcus dropped some potatoes onto my plate. “Have some more. If | get off work late again, don’t wait
up for me.”

“It’s no trouble. Dinner is no fun to have alone,” | said with a smile. | recalled that Gregory had a sweet
tooth, so | gave him a piece of caramelized pork.

Gregory held his cutlery and eyed the pork without moving. He looked toward his father as though
awaiting his approval.
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Ashton’s expression was inscrutable. “It’s Ms. Stovall’s treat, eat up. There are no rules to follow today.’

Gregory did not spare his father. “But Daddy, you always look angry...”



He helped himself to the pork, chewing slowly with satisfaction.

Without noticing it, he had gotten the sauce all over his lips.

Ashton caught sight of it. Instinctively, he reached for his handkerchief from his jacket pocket and wiped
his son’s lips with a practiced hand.

Gregory took the opportunity to present his father with the pork he bit in half earlier. “Daddy, try it. It's
delicious!” he said coyly.

Ashton frowned and resumed his seat. He held up his hand in a gesture of rejection.

Gregory stuffed it back into his mouth. “Daddy is so petty to be jealous of me,” he mumbled to himself.
“He wants Ms. Stovall to give him a piece too.”

“No talking during meals,” Ashton reminded him.

Gregory covered his mouth nervously. He had overstepped his prohibitions again.

With this gesture, even his hands were dirty from touching his saucy mouth.

Ashton frowned resignedly but leaned over and cleaned Gregory up with patience.

| couldn’t help but laugh at their antics.

Ashton was a macho man, but also poured his heart and soul in caring for his son.



