; omued had been once occupled by Arnelie
herself, now felt more like a cage with every
passing minute. Somehow, he could feel her

presence still lingering inside its walls. 1

He had been cooped up in here since he arrived,
unable to bring himself to leave, to face the
reality of where he was and, more importantly,

who he was staying with.
He felt like an utter fool.

He had agreed to Liam's invitation out of a sense
of duty—an effort to repair their relations, for
Amelie's sake of course—but now, standing here
alone, Einar felt like an idiot. Meeting Amelje
again, seeing her so radiant and content in her
new life, had shattered his heart into a million
pieces. Every reserved smile she had given him,
every word she had spoken with such careful
politeness, felt like salt in a wound that had
‘never fully healed.
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‘Cgh... I should have stayed in that hotel after all.
Or better yet... | shouldn't have come to this
country in the first place.’

Finally, his eyes focused on the garden below.

Despite it being autumn, with most of the foliage
turning brown and lifeless, the garden still held
an unexpected beauty. The trees, though their
branches were mostly bare, stretched gracefully
up toward his window. The flower beds, already
sparse, were meticulously cared for, with late
blooms adding small splashes of color amid the
otherwise fading greenery. It was clear that the
gardeners had worked tirelessly to preserve
what beauty they could as the season turned

cold.

Einar found a strange comfort in the scene. He
stood there, lost in thought, until a soft knock at
the door jolted him back to reality.
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steaming cup of coffee, its refreshmg aroma
filling the room.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Ingvarsson,” she said with
a polite smile as she approached. "I've brought
your coffee."

“Thank you," Einar replied, forcing a smile in
return.

As she set the tray down on a side table, Mary
observed the man carefully. She had noticed how
grim and reserved he had been since his arrival.
He rarely left the room and had vet to join the
tamily for any meals, prefer: ing instead to eat
alone and outside the house. It was depressing,
she thought, to see a man so isolated in a house

full of life

Noticing him looking at the garden again, she
hesitated before speaking. "It's a beautifyl view,

isn't it?"
Einar nodded absently, taking a sip of his coffee.

"If you'd like," Mary continued reluctantly, "you
could enjoy your coffee out in the garden, We
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nt, he considered refusing. Put then he
it the maid's earnest expression, her desire

to offer him some small comfort, and he found
himself reconsidering. Perhaps the fresh air
would do him some good after all.

“Alright,” he said quietly. “Let's go see the garden.

Please, lead the wav.

Mary’s face lit up with a smile, and she gestured
for him to follow her. As they exited the room,
they nearly bumped into Vanessa Bennett
walking through the hallwav. followed by one of

the maids.

Mr. Ingvarsson,” she grected with a polite nod
as she paused in her steps. “I'm Vanessa
Bennett--

Einar offered a small smile and a nod in return
*Yes, | know who you are. A pleasure to meet
you, Mrs. Bennett”




~ Einar hesitated, not wanting to seem impolite,
but also unsure if he wanted company. After a
brief pause, he nodded. "Of course."

*hk%
Why is he so quiet again?’

Samantha sat on the edge of her chair in
Richard's Study, her heart pounding with anxiety.
She had been worried since Richard had called
her earlier, his tone stern and distant. asking her
to meet him here. Now. as she waited for him to
speak, the tension in the room was almost

palpable.

Richard was sitting solemnly behing his desk, hig
€Xpression hard. Finally, he turped to his wife,
his voice €Xposing his frustration. "Samantha,
from now on, Your expenses wil] be handleq by
one of my accountants”

din Surprise. “What?




|

Samantha felt a cold wave of panic wash over
her. "But... it's my money. Why should that be a
problem?” she tried to argue, but her voice

trembled.

Richard cut her off with a sharp look. "This is my
decision, and you need to accept it. There's
nothing more to discuss." His tone was final,

leaving no room for debate.

Feeling utterly dismissed, Samantha could only
nod, swallowing the lump in her throat. “Alright."

she submitted in a whisper.

Richard, seemingly satisfied. turned back to his
work. “You can leave now. | have more work to
do.”

Samantha stood up slowly, her heart heavy with
a mix of anger and hurt.

Ever since their wedding, it seemed that all
Richard did was scold her, no matter how h.
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ngers trembling while she texted
ng for some comfort or advice.

When his reply came, it was swift and
sympathetic, offering her the support she
needed. "Just like before, I'm here for you, Sam.
If you need money, I'm willing to help.”

But instead of fecling comforted, Samantha felt 2
surge of annoyance. She shouldn't need
someone else's money anymore. She was Mrs.
Richard Clark, and yet here she was, still being
treated like she couldn't manage her own life.

In a fit of frustration, she threw her phone
against the wall, the device clattering to the floor
with a loud crash.

Nothing has changed... Nothing has fucking
changed!







