! 's finger pressed on the computer mouse as
yet another document was added to his
confidential folder. He let out a long, tired sigh,
and moved his eyes to Austin, whose fingers
were almost flying over the keyboard of his
laptop. |

"How many of these emails do you still need to

send out?”

Austin, his eyes still glued to the laptop screen,
released a quiet groan and answered in a
somewhat miserable tone. "l don't think I will be
done before lunch, Mr. Bennett. Now that people
know that you are back at work, this

correspondence just never stops!”

Liam sighed again; there was too much to be
done.

It was not only his absence that had made his

work pile up, but also the unexpected passmg of
~ Oscar Bennett that left hxm thh tons of




.diseusswn, and eventually, their discussion led
to Vanessa.

"She doesn't even leave the house anymore,’
Austin said, his voice low and concerned. “That's
how ashamed of herself she is. ller assistant is
doing everything on her behalf, but this cannot
go on like that. What's worse is that Mr.
Ingvarsson was a witness to that incident...

Nothing stops him from using it against you.

Liam's jaw tightened. "If he hurts me, he hurts

Amelie, and he won't do anything to hurt her," he
said firmly. "But what Vanessa did was more than
simply out of line and needs to be taken care of

as soon as possible."

He paused, his eyes narrowing as he looked at
his assistant's worried face. "Austin... send some
of the housekeeping staff back to Noah's
mansion right away."

Austin's eyes widened in surprise. “Does this
mean you—"
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Samantha sat in the small coffee shop, a place
she hadn't visited since she was still trying to get

into Amelie's good praces

She remembered the last time she had been
here, how she had sat in this very chair, only to

have Amelie ask her Lo leave.

Back then, she thought of this place as
something torbidden; something she could
never have until she stole it from someone else,
and now, though, the charm of the spot had
faded. The bright greens of spring and summer
were long gone, replaced by the dull, fading
browns and grays of late autumn.

But Samantha wasn't here for the ambiance.

The satisfaction she felt came from som
~much simpler: she could sit h




She took a sip of her herbal tea, the warmth
spreading through her, and smiled to herself.

She was about to order a cupcake to go with her
tea when something caught her eye. Off to her
left, two people had taken seats at a table near
the fence. As she squinted to get a better look,
her heart skipped a beat. She recognized them
instantly—Rebeccah, her maid, and Jonathan

Radcliffe, Elizabeth Gilmore's lover.
Samantha's eyes widened in surprise.

‘What on earth are they doing together?'she
thought, her unease growing. She watched as
they settled in, their heads close together,

speaking in low voices.

Her curiosity piqued, and a knot of suspicion
formed in her stomach. She needed to know
what they were talking about in such a secretive
manner.




fully, e ‘
eir conversation without being seen.

Rebeccah's careful voice floated over to her,
quiet and nervous. "Thank you for meeting me
on such short notice, John. I really appreciate
this”

The man smiled reassuringly. "It's no problem,
Becky. When you mentioned it was about
Samantha Blackwood, I couldn't simply shrug
you off.

Samantha's eyebrows shot up. They're meeting
to talk about me?!'She pressed herself closer to

the plant, straining to hear more.

Rebeccah glanced around, her entire body
looked tense and uncomfortable. "l heard from
someone that you have been collecting dirt on
her, so I guess you're the best person for me to
turn to with what I have, but..."

"But?" John prompted, leaning in. "Oh, | guess
you can't trust me simply because yo hea:
t me... Well, if it helps, 1 can sa ‘
€T, anc g




a hostess bar. There is proof of 1L—her employer
has the original employee contract with her ID
details and her signature on it. | know that

because I've seen a copy of that contract myself

Samantha's hand flew to her mouth, stifling a
gasp. ‘That moron! He never destroyed my
contract after all'The anger coursed through
her veins, making her grip the edge of the plant
pot so hard her knuckles turned white,

Rebeccah hesitated for a moment, then pulled
out her phone. She slid it across the table
towards her companion, her expression serious
and tense. The man quickly covered it with a
napkin, pulling it closer to him.

"What is it?" he asked.

“It's a recording of Mrs. Clark harassing the
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