‘First, that moron Bennett proudly announces.
wedding date, making everyone believe that he is
absolutely fine to have it after mine, and now

this again...

Just this morning, another article was released,
praising Amelie Bennett's new astonishing
philanthropic endeavor--another supporting
program for aspiring and talented individuals

whose dream was to become writers.

Richard emptied yet another glass of whiskey
and slammed it loudly on the desk, the sound of
it meeting its surface cut abruptly through the

silence in his study.

‘And to top it off, the International Writers'
Association is going to have a special award
named after her. Hah! Gilmore's -ht
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What annoyed him the most was not the news.' | [ i l |
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about Amelie's new projects or even the date of il '[| ‘
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her wedding; Richard hated that she was now.

the center of everyone's attention again, and her Il
social position was strengthening, with each I
new piece of news or gossip slowly erasing all

the stains that had marred her image when she

jumped from one marriage to the next one.

His frustration was interrupted by a persistent
vibration of his smartphone. With a deep frown
of irritation, he reached inside the pocket of his
pants and pulled out his phone, noticing several
new messages from his assistant.




failed, could it be that he found another poten ’
partner? And could this partner be the newly

announced smart technology tycoon?"

Richard's lips trembled as he mouthed every
single word from the article over and over,
fisting his left hand around the glass until he

finally heard it crack.

[t was clear why Einar was back in the country;
he wasn't there to strike a deal with Liam, he
was invited to attend their wedding. Or, if it was
the opposite, he came back to sucker punch

Amelie's new husband one more time.

Whatever the reason was, it was beginning to
get disturbing.




Amelie to keep drawing people back to her? Yes,
she was a somewhat special woman; she was
generous and well-respected and she had never
made a single mistake--anything, really, that
could have put her reputation or the reputation
of those around her in danger. But was it really

everything?

Samantha was kind and people liked the way she
seemed so innocent and unspoiled by money.
She appreciated little things and praised others
for their achievements. Surely, she needed time
and education before she could reach the same
level as other women surrounding her, but was

A

it really that important?

Finally, Richard realized what had been.
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He was so used to relying on her in everyth;iﬁ ‘
that he failed to notice that everything depended
on her.

And now that she was gone, his eyes were finally
open.
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Richard snapped his fingers at one of the maids
he spotted in the hallway and motioned for her

to go into his study and clean up the mess.

Once the maid disappeared inside the rooin, he
turned around and started walking through the

long corridor of the second floor, both his eyes

and mind blurry from alcohol and all-consuming

frustration.




hands.

In that bizarre state of frenzy, Richard pushed
the door open and stepped inside, his dark eyes
shining with anticipation and hope.

To his disappointment, the person who greeted
him there was not Amelie.

“Richard!"

Samantha turned around and offered him a wide

smile but Richard only frowned at her.

He slowly glanced around the room, noticing
Amelie's old clothes and shoes scattered all.




'What's this?"

His eyes moved over the dress which he didn't
recognize. Samantha pulled a part of the skirt
aside and did a little twirl, smiling as she waited

for Richard's reaction.

"What do you think about it? It's my wedding

dress! Don't you just love it?"

Richard raised his eyebrows as he finally

understood what had happened.

"This is not the dress [ wanted you to wear, Sam.
Why did you change the design? 1 thought ]
made it clear that | want you to wear a simple
dress. The wedding planner has everything set
already, you can't have a dress that doesn't go
with the palette she has chosen

Samantha's lips pouted as she s
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look better than her?" 1

Richard examined Samantha's appearance again

and sighed.

“The dress looks good, but... I specifically
consulted with the designer about the current
trends so that Samantha doesn't look ridiculous
in the eyes of others. This dress is t00 much but
I can't have her throwing tantrums like this,

especially in her current state.

As if having read his mind, Samantha, still

pouting and sniffling like a child, stepped closer

to Richard and locked her eyes on his.

“Every girl dreams of a perfect wedding. I have
always dreamed of it too. What bothers me the

most is the way [1ook.."




'She is the most beautiful bride I've seen. The

fluffy skirt and all this lace are to conceal my
stomach, that's all. Can't you let me have it,

please?"

Richard's face softened as his hand moved
slightly over Sam's belly. He was so busy getting
angry with Amelie that he had completely
forgotten that there was another person next to
him: someone who saw this wedding as her
special day and not something she could use to

rub someone's face in it.

His selfishness was now appalling and he
couldn't help but resent himself for nearly
ruining Samantha's dream. !
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