tﬂing to keep the dlsappomtment out of her
expression. '

Kyle leaned in, inspecting the watch with a
raised eyebrow. It's a fine gift, but definitely not
what you were hoping for, I'm guessing. Well,
just like I gifted you something that is neither for
you nor your husband, some people might feel
more comfortable gifting things they think have

only a general meaning,

Samantha just smiled politely in response. "Let’s

try another one.”

She reached for the next box, smaller and

wrapped in deep blue paper. Her fingers made

quick work of the wrapping, but when she
opened it, she was met with another gift for




It was from Liam and Amelie. She frowned, her
fingers hesitating over the wrapping. She
couldn't help but think it might be yet another
gift meant to slight her, another token meant for
Richard rather than for her or the baby. It had

been humiliating enough.

But she opened it anyway, and when she did, she
was taken aback. Inside was a pair of silk baby
shoes, absolutely gorgeous and clearly
expensive, but... enormous in their size. They
were far too big for a newborn, or even a
toddler. The shoes were more fitting for a child
much older.

She held them up, frowning as she inspected
them. "They're lovely, no denying that;" she
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Samantha offered him another confused look;
her brows knitting together. "What do you
mean?"

Kyle's grin only widened. "Never mind, then.
Mrs. Bennett certainly gave you a truly generous
gift.’

Samantha stared at him for a while, her mind
racing as she tried to decipher his meaning. But
after a moment. she decided to let it go, setting
the shoes back in the box. Whatever the joke

was, she wasn't in the mood to unravel it.
*xRK
Richard sat behind his massive darkwood desk,

the walls of his office at JEC Group's
. headquarters closing in on him.




He could still see her on his wedding day, her
face a mixture of anger and disappointment. The
words she had spoken to him echoed in his
mind, sharp and cutting. Even now, they feltlike
fresh wounds that refused to heal. She had
looked him straight in the eye, her voice cold,
telling him exactly what she thought of him, of
their past; everything she had never dared to say

to him before

Richard clenched his jaw, his grip tightening on
the invitation. "After everything she said to me
back then,” he thought bitterly, "inviting me to
her wedding is like pushing a dagger deeper into
my heart.” It wasn't just an invitation—it was a

reminder of how thoroughly he had failed her;

and how little he meant to her now. 2
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A sharp knock on the door broke the silence.
Richard opened his eyes and straightened, trying

to push his emotions aside. "Come n."

The door opened, and Mr. Doyle, one of the
senior accountants, stepped inside, running all
over his boss' office. The man's usually
composed demeanor was marred by a
concerned expression, which immediately set

Rll ]n 1ra O1n 4-!!}_;,-
isked, arching his brow.

Mr. Dovle hesitated for a moment; then ¢leared
his throat. “Mr. Clark, we've been filing the
monthly financial report and came across a
rather large undeclared transfer from one of...
well, Mrs. Ashford's accounts. Mrs. Amelie
Ashford, I mean”

ard's stomach tightened, the

0 1




dichard groaned inwardly, rubbing his temples
as if trying to ward off the headache that was
surely on its way. 7 told her not to donate that
money. So she went behind my back and
transferred it to her own account anyway... It's

7

one problem after another with her, God..."

He wiped a hand down his face, trying to regain
some semblance of composure. "So? What's the

problem? The money is technically hers anyway.

Mr. Doyle shifted uneasily, his concern
deepening. "It's true, but this money is linked to
the welfare accounts. which Mrs. Ash—I mean,
Mrs. Bennett never terminated. If no action is

taken, Mrs. Samantha Clark will be charged with

fraud, and you will be audited. The tax office has
already sent us a notice."

Richard's eyes widened in shock. "




- nodded, already moying toward t
‘es, sir. I'll have the full report on your
< within the hour”
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