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Chapter 1443
Ashton seemed to disregard me as he reprimanded Joseph with severity. “Must | repeat myself?”

| remained in denial. "Perhaps there was an issue with the DNA sample you got from me. Maybe
we could...”

Ashton was in no mood to listen to me any longer. He calmly took the report from the doctor
and inspected it carefully once more.

| did not know how | mustered the courage to vocalize the fury | felt inside at the sight of his
aloofness. "Ashton Fuller!”

That outburst finally seemed to yield some response from him. However, he merely paused in
the act of reading; he did not look up at me.

| tried to make a dogged attempt to state my case but was cut off firmly by Joseph. "We should
be going, Ms. Stovall.”

Even if that was not something | wanted to hear, | felt the man’s good intentions. He was merely
concerned that | might anger Ashton.



Left without alternatives, | could only back off. For now.

| had to break into a jog in order to keep up with Joseph’s lengthy strides. “Are you sure the
result of the test is reliable, Mr. Campbell? Surely you must know the truth, having worked for
Ashton for as long as you have?”

“Don’t worry yourself over this, Ms. Stovall. Rest assured that Mr. Fuller will look into it.”

Joseph brought me to the rear exit and issued some instructions to the chauffeur before he
turned back.

The more | thought about it, the more | sensed something amiss. | decided to go back and
question the examining doctor.

| backtracked to the house which | had come from and saw a young lady enter as | turned the
corner.

The door was ajar, so | sneaked up and stood outside to eavesdrop.

Ashton was still in there while two people were engaged in a heated exchange. The woman
sounded agitated as she snatched the paternity test report from Ashton’s hands. "Why are you
looking at me like that? How could you suspect me because of something someone else said?
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I'm your own sister

The woman was so upset that she was heaving as she hurled the report onto the floor.



The doctor had already been dismissed earlier, so the only ones left inside were Ashton, the
woman, and Joseph, who had just gone in.

The latter hesitated before he checked with Ashton if he should pick up the report. “Mr. Fuller?”

Ashton calmly got to his feet. “Let’s go.”

The woman did not seem like she was going to let up and seized ahold of Joseph. “You! Who
allowed you to come back?”

To his credit, Joseph remained unperturbed. “It's been a while, Ms. Hall. Mr. Fuller was the one
who sent for me.”

“So he's the one stirring things up here. Moving out from the Hall family on the account of an
outsider? We're your real family. Is this how you're going to treat us?”

This Ms. Hall sounded increasingly indignant, as though she was genuinely hurt by how Ashton
was handling this situation.

Ashton was unmoved, and there was even a hint of frivolity in his inflection. "Perhaps then,
someone could explain what the deal was with Scarlett’s obituary?”

“| see that you've found out about it.” The woman paused before she continued defiantly, “So
what if | was the one who issued it under your name? You ought to know that I've sent people
out to search for her until we finally found the body two years ago. | was afraid that you and

Gregory would be saddened, so | took the initiative to take care of things of my own account.”



A coldness flashed across Ashton'’s eyes as he adjusted his tie.

For a man of few words like him, such an untimely gesture betrayed his sentiments. | could
sense his mounting hostility within the house even from a distance.

Ashton snorted, “More than a few people had told me that Scarlett’s still alive.”

The Hall woman sneered as she looked askance at Joseph, “Did he tell you that? Or was it that
good-for-nothing from the Stovalls? The body we found was verified by DNA testing. It was
without a doubt Scarlett’s.”

Ashton smugly raised his chin. “Since we both appear to have a case, it seems only right for me
to look into the identity of that woman who looks just like her.”

His chilling voice seemed to have frightened the woman.
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She appeared a little rattled as she ranted, “Don’t you believe me, Ashton?”

“The truth trumps debate, wouldn’t you agree?” Ashton’s eyes swept meaningfully over her before he
started for the door.

| was jolted to my senses and went on to hide in the emergency exit nearby.



The two men had only just left when the agitated voice of the woman emanated from the inside. “Find
out exactly who my brother met up with recently! Be thorough about it!”

Only then did I slip away to the entrance and hired a ride out.

En route, | mentally tried to piece together what had just transpired.

However, | was not able to grasp the nuances within.

Emery did not seem the type to mistake anyone for someone else. Ashton did not blow up in my face;
he had merely sent me away so he may question his own sister.

One was a Hall and the other a Fuller. Yet both were siblings. This was intriguing indeed.

So Ashton was completely unaware of the obituary. If that was the case, why was he not surprised at
the appearance of someone who looked exactly like his ex-wife?

Scarlett Stovall’s DNA was found on that corpse two years ago. Gregory and | have no blood relations.
Was this the truth?

If only I had not lost my memories.

There would be no problems had | not forgotten the past.

| would be able to know if | liked the child, what kind of enemies | had, and who | loved.



No one would be able to lead me by the nose then.

When | reached the hospital, | sat outside the corridor for a while before returning to Marcus’ ward. A
few people plain-clothes policemen were inside.

Marcus was having his statement taken, and he smiled when he saw that | had returned. “Hey Letty,
you’re back.”

“Yeah.” He explained the situation when | walked to the side of the bed, “The police would like to get a
better understanding of the case in order to solve it sooner.”

I nodded in acknowledgment before | filled the empty glass on the table with water.

“Have you gotten into any fights with anyone recently, Mr. White?”

“Not that | can remember.”

“Or offended anyone when you misspoke? Or had any disagreements over business dealings?”

“No. White Corporation has always been above board in our operations. We value trust...”

Any possible criminal motive had been covered through their inquiry but without making any headway.

There was a tall one amongst the officers who seemed to direct his focus rather strongly upon me. “Was
Ms. Stovall also inside the car during that time?”

| nodded cooperatively. “That’s right. Marcus and | were together. We were on our way home.”



Then the rest of them started to drive the same questions they had for Marcus my way.

Mostly, they were about who | might have encountered recently and whether any of them stood out to
me.

| had just regained consciousness and did not have many friends apart from Marcus, Emery, and the
others.

But speaking of enemies...

There seemed to be just the one.

Rebecca’s murderous look still gave me the jitters when | recalled it.

When | was about to mention it, Marcus put the attention back on himself. “She could not remember
much as she had only come out of a lengthy coma recently. Basically, she was with me most of the time
and rarely interacted with outsiders.”

The officers nodded upon hearing that and did not probe further.

They seemed to get on well with Marcus and left him with some good wishes before they departed.
“Leave this to us. You take care of yourself.”

| turned to him after they left. “Do you know someone in the station?”

“I helped them out with a few cases when | went overseas a couple of years back.”



As he seemed to have no intention of elaborating, it would not seem proper for me to press further.
“The overseas cases must have been quite dangerous. It’s a good thing that you made it out okay.”

The man smiled slightly as he seemed to have remembered something when | spoke. “Indeed. But by
the looks of it, it was worth the trouble.”

After Marcus had his breakfast the next morning, | prepared to go home and make him some staple
dishes.

Even if he did not say so explicitly, the distinctively average fare offered at the hospital clearly did not
appeal to his fussy taste buds.

| had just reached the gate when a loud screeching of brakes rang out. Turning around, a black
automobile skidded to a stop to my side. Out stepped a woman with flowing blond locks, wearing a
glittery dress. She came right at me.
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Her face was obscured by a pair of shades, so | was not able to tell who she was right off the bat.

It was when she removed them that | recognized her as Rebecca.



Rebecca must have gotten used to the attention; her getup was more over the top than the last time |
saw her.

The woman gnashed and ground her teeth as she stabbed a finger at my nose. “Scarlett Stovall, you slut.
How the hell did you manage to still stand there in one piece?”

She did not seem inclined to veil her blood-lust toward me in the least.

I must be an idiot if | still couldn’t figure out why.

The thought of the moment when our lives hung by a thread had my fingers tighten into a fist. “Were
you the one who tampered with Marcus’ car?”

“That’s right.” Rebecca raised her voice to shift the blame onto me. “So what if | did? Anyone who tries

1”7

to protect you deserves to die

Before | could react, she lunged at me and caught me by the jaw, forcing me to look directly into her
eyes. “How is it that you can manage to dodge a bullet every single time? But know that this is just the
beginning. Next time, I'll have you know what real horror is!”

The vise-like grip she had on me hurt my face.

| gritted my teeth and shook her off. “Does a human life really have so little value to you?”

Rebecca let out a scoff, acting as though she had just heard the biggest joke ever. “Human life? Isn’t
mine worth nothing to all of you? I'll never forget how I've been left to die inside of that freezing cell, so
don’t you dare die on me yet, Scarlett. I'll have you suffering for the rest of your life!”

With that, she spat on the ground and turned to leave.



As | watched her silhouette fade into the distance, | finally understood why Emery had called this
woman a raving lunatic who couldn’t be reasoned with.

| took a deep breath before | pulled out my phone and calmly called the police.

When | sent Marcus his lunch, | was guilt-ridden and subconsciously avoided making eye contact.

It was as Marcus had described it when they took his statement. He was an honest-to-goodness
businessman. Genial and humble, he would not casually make an enemy of anyone.

| was the cause of the accident that day; | had unwittingly dragged him into my mess.

When | had all of the meat placed on his side, Marcus finally sensed that something was off. “You look
distracted. Are you not used to the spare bed?”

There was little else | could do except come clean. “I’'m sorry. That accident happened because of me.”

Marcus nodded. He paused briefly before he replied, almost jokingly. “It looks like that person really
wants you dead.”

“It does appear to seem that way.”

Rebecca must have been tracking me for a long time and knew that Marcus and | were quite
inseparable. That was probably why she had targeted him.



There were no grudges between them. Rebecca would not have gone ahead and done what she did if
she had even the slightest sliver of compassion within her. In retrospect, perhaps she might have been
inside the car that suddenly intercepted us that day.

Rebecca was psychotic. She had already concluded that | was that Scarlett Stovall and wanted me dead,
regardless of the collateral damage caused.

It would appear imperative that | establish my own identity. Should the police be unable to take her to
task, | fear that | would be treading on thin ice going forward.

At the same time, | was curious about what sort of enmity there was between Scarlett and Rebecca that
the latter had to seek vengeance no matter the cost.

Upon receiving my report, the police arrested Rebecca, who went by the alias of Vivian Wiesmann. As
she had been quite meticulous, it took considerable effort on their part to investigate thoroughly before
they could formally charge her.

It was unbelievable how she managed to reappear on television a few days after. | was sure someone
exceedingly powerful must have her back.

The day Rebecca was released arrived around the same time Marcus was to be discharged.

After | was done with the paperwork for Marcus, | returned to the ward, only to find Rebecca standing
outside the door.



She was heavily made-up and dressed to the nines, as usual. Already into the weather of October, she
was still wearing a sparse black spaghetti-strap dress. With her straps and golden tresses billowing in the
wind, anyone would be excused for thinking that she was here for a televised interview.
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| heard her footsteps as she waltzed up to me. “His injuries look rather serious, so I’'m surprised that he
recovered this quickly. It’s just as well, so my courtesy call doesn’t come to waste.”

With that, she received the fruit basket from her agent and pushed it in front of us. “Oh, the traffic
accident was a prank taken too far on my part. | hope we can see an amicable resolution to this. Let’s
take it that it never happened.”

Her flighty tone told me that she was not at all apologetic.

This was not an olive branch. It was obvious that all she wanted was for us to turn a blind eye to it.

My face dimmed as | spoke coldly, “Who let you out?”

“Of course, it was the protector of the people, the lovable boys in blue.” Rebecca shrugged wantonly
before she loosened her grip and outright chucked the fruit basket aside. She then leaned in with
brazenness. “So long as | draw breath, you can expect no peace!”

“Enough!” My fists tightened until they trembled. “I'll say this once again. I’'m not Scarlett Stovall. Even if
| was, you’ve no right to treat anyone this way!”



“Hmph,” Rebecca sneered, then stood herself upright with arms akimbo. “You're afraid, Scarlett, as you
should be.”

She paused before she laughed even more gleefully at this point. “The last time was just the appetizer.
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Look forward to the full course

With that, the woman turned and strutted off in the most pompous manner possible. “We’ll meet again,
Scarlett. Very soon!”

The insouciance of her tone sounded like she was doing a lap of honor.

| attuned myself to my own breathing with my eyes closed, hoping to calm my emotions. | would have
confronted her had Marcus not held me by the wrist. “Calm down. She meant to provoke you. It’s better
to not act impulsively because we don’t know who's backing her.”

Marcus’ car had to be scrapped. It was inconvenient for him to drive, seeing as to how he had just
recovered from a serious ailment, so we could only hail a ride back.

We were barely past the first intersection when our cab was swiftly surrounded on all sides by several
black sedans.

Out stepped men in formal dressing. It was obvious that they had no good intentions. However, our
driver was so unnerved as he articulated himself properly, “Who... Don’t be stupid... This is a law-abiding
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society... I'll call the police

The suited men outright disregarded the driver’s threats. It took them no effort to drag him out of the
driver’s seat and have him subdued. Never mind calling the police, the man was so cowed that he did
not even dare to breathe too loudly.



The one in charge walked to the backseat and located my position with pinpoint accuracy. “Make it
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easier on yourself, Ms. Stoval

Marcus and | exchanged looks. We were sure that neither of us had any clue as to what was going on.
“I'll cooperate, but first things first. Where are you taking me?”

Marcus almost lost his life the last time and had not fully recovered. Now that trouble had come
knocking again, | was determined not to implicate him this time.

Upon hearing that, Marcus seemed to want to speak up, but | quietly pinched him in on the wrist,
imploring him to act with restraint.

| was quite certain that these people were not in cahoots with Rebecca. She would not be so banal as to
get someone on my case immediately after showing off in front of me.

It could not be Ashton either. He may be offish as heck, but | knew he was someone who always acted
honorably. He would always either get someone to check in first whenever he needed to call on me or
send Joseph to pick me up. He was not one to employ such a manner of invitation.

That being said, apart from them, | could not think of anyone else who would do such a thing.

| must regain my memories. | won’t be able to respond decisively if | were to keep getting caught on the
back-foot like this.

“You'll find out when you get there,” the man replied. He dispensed with any more formalities and
reached out to grab me with his large mitts.



There was no way Marcus could sit idly by. Despite his weakened state, he struggled against the suited
man to protect me.

At this critical juncture, the shrill screaming of brakes tore into the fray and echoed all around us,
trapping our previously menacing aggressors within.

In the corner of my eye, | spotted Joseph’s familiar face.

“Mr. Campbell!” | cried.

Joseph spearheaded the charge of his men and neutralized the strapping of the suited men in mere
minutes.

He then approached, a little short of breath. “Come with me, Ms. Stovall.”

Chapter 1447

“Okay,” | replied without much hesitancy.

Marcus, who had been silent all this time, also expressed his sentiment. “I'll go too.”

| paused and turned to Joseph to seek his opinion.

Apparently, it was no issue as Joseph slightly nodded his head, so all of us bundled in and left together.



We saw the sirens roar pass when we turned at the intersection. | guess the police must have been
alerted by some passers-by.

Joseph led Marcus and | to an old mansion that appeared to boast a real sense of history behind it.

Anyone with some understanding of real estate would know that the value of heritage sites could not be
measured in its modern monetary worth. Only the cream of the crop would be able to reside in places
like that.

Inside the living room, Ashton and that Hall woman sat across from each other. The atmosphere
appeared somber.

Gregory was fiddling with a tablet in another part of the room, deliberately incognizant to what was
happening on this end.

We were ushered to Ashton’s side. “They’re here, Mr. Fuller. Ran into some trouble with some people
who tried to abduct them along the way, but my men and | managed to get there in time.”

“Understood,” Ashton replied plainly before he raised his head. His cold eyes swept past Marcus and fell
right upon me.

| would consider myself acquainted with Ashton to a certain extent, but not so much with that woman. |
regarded her as briefly as | would any stranger that | passed on the street.

Her disquiet did not elude me.



She reacted to me as though she had just seen a ghost. Her eyes were peeled wide open, face white as a
sheet. “You... You're alive?”

After my encounters with Alexander and Emery, this sort of response did not faze me anymore.

It would seem that many thought that | should not still be existent in this world.

How Alexander and Emery straddled joy and sincere relief upon discovering me similarly came across as
a surprise.

This woman'’s reaction, though, was reminiscent of Rebecca’s.

Be it Rebecca or this wildly expressive socialite before me, | understood the insinuations hidden within
their words. You ought to be dead!

| had no impressions of her whatsoever. But judging from the conversation | overheard and her physical
resemblance to Ashton, | understood that they were family. Hence, | maintained a basic level of
cordiality. “Ms. Hall.”

She clutched at her own chest in a dramatic mixture of astonishment, panic, and disbelief, as though she
was suffering a cardiac arrest. “You... You...”

Not a single line was uttered before she got her emotions in check and regarded Ashton calmly. “It’s just
someone who looks like her. The real Scarlett’s dead. That has been established even by the police.
You've been fooled, my dear brother.”

The woman sounded so certain; she did not seem at all worried about flaws in her narrative.



Indeed, everything pertaining to the one who was declared deceased had been destroyed. There was
nothing left that could be used to expose her.

As she was his kin, even a fool would know who Ashton would trust between the two of us. The fact that
he allowed his own son to take the name of the Hall family was a case-in-point.

Gregory was preoccupied with the screen in his hands and only noticed me when the maid brought him
some water. He sprung to life and immediately tried to run toward me with tablet in hand.
Unfortunately, he was held back by the maid, who was concerned that he might disturb his own father,
who was in the midst of some serious talk.

“I want to play with you, Ms. Stovall!” the boy shouted as he fought to free himself from the maid’s
grasp, shattering the silence in the otherwise quiet living room.

The maid grew increasingly anxious, as though the boy’s cry had just gotten her into major trouble. She
kept trying to call for restraint from the young master of the house.

| could only speak out comfortingly, “Be a good boy, Greg, and wait there. I'll come over to you when
we’re done here!”

Gregory pursed his lips in reluctance but pliantly lowered his head. “Okay. I'll stay put. You have to come
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quickly, Ms. Stovall

An obedient and gentle child was especially endearing.

While the living room fell back into silence as soon as Gregory did, the mood had only grown
considerably more awkward.



