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What have | gotten myself into? Each step feels
like a chain dragging me back and deeper, each
choice a shadow chasing my every breath. |

thought | was reaching for the light, but now, all |
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see are walls closing in. The weight of regret
pierces my heart, and the voices of my past echo
louder than ever. How did | come to stand here, in
this storm of my own making, powerless to find a
way out?
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weight settle in her stomach as she realized wh

Olivia's groom was - Alex. The man shehad
encountered at the hospital -the one who had
brazenly told her to stay away from Ryan. If Ryan's
presence had unnerved her, Alex’s glare added a
suffocating layer of discomfort. The large, airy
room felt constricting under the heat of his
accusing stare. Estelle tried to focus on the vast
array of fabrics spread out before her, but her
hands trembled slightly every time she caught a

glimpse of the man's gaze.

Ryan, on the other hand, was entirely at ease. He
leaned casually against a table, his lips twitching
with amusement as he watched her squirm. Olivia,
blissfully unaware of the boiling tension, hummed
happily while sifting through the stacks of fabric.
Estelle couldn’t help but envy her ignorance. It was
obvious she had no idea about her past with Ryan,
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“It's beautiful" Estelle said, her voice steady
despite her racing heart. “But the pattern might
clash with the beading on your gown.”

“You're right," Olivia replied, setting it aside. Her
eyes scanned the rows of fabric collections
before she picked up another, her delicate,
manicured finger - painted in a light blush pink -

massaging the textile meticulously.

“Estelle, what do you think of this?" Olivia asked,
holding up a swatch of soft champagne-coloured

satin.

“It's lovely,” Estelle replied, forcing a smile. “It
would look perfect for an evening gown or even a
bridesmaid dress”

&4 )

4 + 7 ,P.:.

s s
£5

‘

<o ]
il

Estelle stifled a sigh. Olivia
- fault, and while Estell




to be touched, examined, and compared against
the others.

“Are you sure this won't wrinkle easily?” Olivia
asked, turning to Para, who had been patient
throughout the ordeal.

“This material is known for its durability,” Para
assured her.

“But what about under bright lights? Will it shine

too much?”

“No, it has a subtle sheen, but nothing
overpowering,” Estelle added quickly, hoping to

move things along.

Olivia nodded but didn't seem fully convinced. She

moved to another section, leaving Estelle a

moment to exhale in frustration but it was ‘ st
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“I'm working,” she replied stiffly, now turning cawa"\.d &l
from him.

“And here | thought you were avoiding me,” he
murmured. His voice was so soft that it felt like a

caress against her skin.

And your friend, Estelle thought to herself as she
clenched her fists at her sides. She didn’t think
Ryan was aware that she knew Alex. He was still
asleep when the man rudely asked her to stay
away from him. And it wouldn't be a surprise if he
came saying that to her now again since Ryan was

in the smae space with her.
“| have nothing to say to you, Ryan.”

“Oh, | think you do,” he countered, his tone laced

with amusement. “A lot, in fact.”

Before she could retort, Alex appeared behind




~ examining every fabric. By the time they finally
settled on a design - with Olivia saying the
long-expected sentence, ‘I think this is the one” - |
Estelle felt drained emotionally and physically.
Para looked equally exhausted, though her calm
demeanor never wavered. Estelle was ready to

bolt when Olivia clapped her hands together with a
bright smile.

“Why don't we all grab a late lunch together? It's

been such a long day.”

Estelle froze and opened her mouth to decline, but
Olivia continued, “Please, Estelle. You and Para
have been such great help today. It's the least |

can do.”

She glanced at Para, hoping for an excuse, but the
older woman, who was visibly tired, simply smiled
politely, saying nothing.

It made Estelle feel bad. If she said no, it woul

unfair to the older woman who needed to




- refuse. Reluctantly, she agreed, though her nerves
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~ every small movement he made sent her hea
racing. Across the table, Alex’s glare was
relentless, and she could feel it even when she
wasn't looking at him.

“So, Estelle," Olivia, oblivious to the tension, began
cheerfully as she stirred her drink. “How did you
get into the bridal business? You have such an eye |
for detail | can't help but wonder”

Estelle cleared her throat, forcing herself to focus.
‘It started as a hobby, really. I've always loved

designing, and it just grew from there,”

It was true. She had long enjoyed designing
things, though it started as her playing model in
her room while creating styles from her existing
clothes. It was why she had a camera fixed in her
room to capture herself while playing dress - the
same camera that captured Hunter and Carla’s
moment. |

‘Wow, how that felt like a long tin
se she




“What about you, Para? How long have you‘bé'én;
the fashion world?”

Para smiled warmly. “Almost ten years now.
Although, | specialize more in fabric sourcing and
all. I'm not really into designing.” She let out a soft

chuckle, dabbing the corner of her lips with a
tissue.

Olivia let out an, “Oh.”

“Yes, but | would say in all those years, | felt like a

real designer with Estelle, dear. She makes me

feel like I'm more than a fabric source. Watching

her business grow while she engaged me in every
aspect of it has been wonderful.”

‘Aww! That's nice,” Olivia whined cheerfully.




§Tie 49 o el ¥
- rea y to escape. But just as she opened her mot h

[ ]

to excuse herself, Olivia turned to her with a bright |
smile.

“Oh, before | forget, Estelle, I'd love for you to

come to a dinner party we're hosting this
weekend!”

Estelle froze. “A dinner party?” She gasped out just
as Alex grabbed Olivia’s arm, trying to get her
attention, but the woman was long gone in

excitement.

“Well, I'm not sure | should be referring to it as a
diner party since it's just a small, mini-indoor party
with just me, Alex, and Ryan. |'d love for you to
come. You'd be the only other woman there
besides me, and | could really use some female

company.”

Estelle’s stomach churned. She could feel Alex's
glare intensify and Ryan's gaze sharpen

baré_ly concealed amusement. S.he"
mouth to decline, but Olivia grat

mean so much tom




- “Yeah," Ryan smirked, widening his stance, hifs':«.‘
arms folded across his chest. “| think Estelle
would be a great addition to the party.”

Estelle shot him a glare, but Olivia's pleading eyes

left her no room to argue.

Trapped, Estelle nodded reluctantly. “Alright, I'll

come.”

Olivia beamed. “Thank you! You'll love it, |

promise.”
| doubt that. Estelle thought to herself.

If only Olivia knew her past with the two men, she
would understand that coming to that dinner party
- or whatever it is - was a bad idea. Enjoying it was

something unattainable and impossible.

As Olivia and Alex walked to their car, Estelle felt
Ryan's presence linger beside her. She gl

him warily, but he said nothing, hi _;3_,__'/ in




| “What have | gotten myself into?" she muttered,
burying her face in her hands. |
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